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President’s Forum by Gregg Dohrer


I do not know if any of you pay attention to small town politics, but sometimes they can take a turn for the better.  About a year ago the city manager decided to resign, with two weeks notice.  The mayor gave her walking papers, and took over her job.  The city started the process of finding a new manager.  The process took 90 to 120 days, and then the new man had to settle in.


My first meeting with the new manager (James Stokes) was when he attended an Airport Board meeting.  At the time he indicated his intention was to attend every meeting.  That was a surprise!  The previous manager had attended 4 or 5 meetings in as many years.  


After two to three meetings James came up with the idea of having a Fire Protection System at the airport.  Apparently he had found state funds that could be used for the project.  This is exactly as it sounds!  We would get the new system installed with minimal expense.  If you come to the airport you will see bundles of pipe, and three fire hydrants.  The system will be set up so every part of the airport is within 500 feet of a hydrant.  We certainly hope there is never a fire, but now we will have something to help Fire Fighters overcome any problem we may have.


At our most recent board meeting James took some time to review the budget for the airport.  After that review he said that we should be able to create a “Rainy Day Fund” for a new airport terminal building.  The plan is to add 5-7 thousand dollars per year to the fund.  I know this does not sound like much of an investment, but it is a very real start to a goal I have been pushing for the past 4 or 5 years.  


In addition we have been informed that the problems with airport drainage have been overcome at a decreased cost.  The wet June has held this project up, but it will be finished soon.


So, we really have lots of good news regarding airport projects.  In my mind the thing that has been the greatest aid to this turn of events is the new City Manager.  James is a product of Kilgore, and has said that he does not intend to leave Gladewater for a LONG time.  If he continues to do for the airport over the next 5 to 10 years, what he has done in the last six months it will be great.  Or to say something you have heard before “You Ain’t Seen Nothing Yet”.


Tango Tails 8  by Gregg Dohrer


Finally, a nice warm sunshiny spring day, I am rolled out of the hangar, and washed again.  This time the wash is followed by an acid treatment.  The hangar floor is also washed down.  I am a little disappointed that the treatment was only on the flap bays, and all my removed pieces.  I do not wish to be a psychic, but I would be willing to bet that paint is soon to follow.  Am I good or what!  Early the next morning Bart shows up and spraying begins.  Hopefully, this initial shot will be followed by something more substantial in the near future.


I am pleased that the primer application began.  I am upset that the following day it was back to wiring.  It seems that the number 2 Nav/Com is a 14-volt system.  My 28-volt system will not make this piece of electronics happy.  A special converter is installed and soon the required power is available for the radio.  The following day things were looking up again.  I had suffered some hail damage, and that damage was being repaired.  Next came repair to the fronts of my engine nacelles.  Over the years they have suffered some cracking.  After five days of this tedium I am finally out of the hangar again.  This time I get a total acid wash and rinse.  I am rolled into the hangar, placed on jacks, and my gear is retracted.


The next morning primer is applied to all my surfaces.  This act starts a process that I had forgotten.  Paint application is a hurry-up and wait process.  First, there is preparation, and then paint is applied.  Paint cannot be manipulated until it is totally dry.  Therefore, time is required for the fresh paint to cure before it can be worked again.  Gregg is not one to let moss grow.  He has interior window trim work lined up until he can start getting the primer coat ready for paint.


Now I start to see the scheme that Bart and Gregg have come up with.  My paint scheme is three colors.  One of the colors is red.  As a rule red does not cover other colors very well.  So, red will be the last color to be applied.  This means that the first color applied will be gray.  The second color applied will be white, and it will be the base color for the red.  That way the color sensitive red will have a constant base color (white).  This plan makes it easy for them.  They know where the gray will go, and do not care about over spray.  It will be sanded and masked off for the application of white.


With the gear and flaps up I have few areas that can cause a problem.  Early in the morning the two of them show up and start spraying the gray.  I now hear that Gregg needs to go to New Mexico for his mother’s 80th birthday.  That gives lots of time for this color to cure.  When he gets back several things happen.  My vertical fin and rudder are set (I did not say installed, I said set).  Apparently, there are painting concerns.  These two pieces are placed on my fuselage and not bolted down.  Next comes wet sanding and striping with a chalk line.  These straight lines are followed with polypropylene tape and then with masking tape.  Finally, everything not intended to become another color is covered to keep over spray away from that which has already been painted.


Editor’s Notebook  by Harold Craig

The news accounts of the successful astronautic sortie of Space Ship One (SS1) to 328,491 ft on June 21 probably did not include “The rrressst of the story”.  As glorious as it was, it wasn’t a flawless milk run.  A 60-knot wind shear at 48,000 to 53,000 ft rolled SS1 to the left.  After burn-out, a thermal breaker on the elevator trim actuator over-heated and was slow to reset.  These events caused a trajectory deviation resulting in SS1 reentering some 20 miles south of the planned “bull’s eye”.  A switch to back-up power cured the actuator.  The 20 miles was well within the SS1 gliding distance.  Also, during reentry the “lon-bell” rocket nozzle at the rear buckled loudly and visibly, but caused no problems.  Definitely some pucker time logged!

Courtesy of Flight Journal, October, 2004.

As a preventive measure for mishaps such as the Columbia disaster, NASA is planning to use the venerable high altitude Martin B-57 to test photographing shuttle launches using gimbeled cameras  to capture any shuttle launch damage.  The program is dubbed the WB-57 Ascent Video Experiment (WAVE).  The concept has been tested using an Army Fat Boy pod on a Huey helicopter for the camera ship and a T-38 to simulate the shuttle at launch.  Courtesy Air & Space, July, 2004.

Check out www.marsrovers.jpl.nasa.gov for pictures from the successful 90-day rover missions concluded in April.

From the October Flight Journal:  Five American Volunteer Group (Flying Tigers) pilots recently received a blast from the past via a ride/flight in the only surviving TP-40N (two-seater).  Quote, “Just like riding a bicycle”.

Book excerpt from Bart & Gregg:


I only wish I could take credit for writing this.  It is not my style!!!!  This is from a forthcoming novel, “The Great Hamptini.”  If every part of the book is like this snippet, it should be a GREAT read!

********


There I was at six thousand feet over central Iraq, two hundred eighty knots and we’re dropping faster than a Coke machine with a hole in it.  It’s a typical September evening in the Persian Gulf; hotter than a rectal thermometer and I’m sweating like a gay pervert at a Cub Scout meeting.


But that’s neither here nor there.  The night is moonless over Baghdad tonight, and blacker that a Steven King novel.  But it’s 2003, folks, and I’m sporting the latest in night-combat technology.  Namely, hand-me-down night vision goggles (NVG’s) thrown out by the fighter boys.  Additionally, my 1962 Lockheed C-130E Hercules is equipped with an obsolete, yet, semi-effective missile warning system (MWS).  The MWS conveniently makes a nice soothing tone in your headset just before the missile explodes into your airplane.  Who says you can’t polish a turd?  At any rate, the NVG’s are illuminating Baghdad International Airport like the Las Vegas Strip during a Mike Tyson fight.  These NVG’s are the cat’s meow!  But I’ve digressed.


The preferred method of approach tonight is the random shallow.  This tactical maneuver allows the pilot to ingress the landing zone in an unpredictable manner, thus exploiting the supposedly secured perimeter of the airfield in an attempt to avoid enemy surface-to-air-missiles and small arms fire.  Personally, I wouldn’t bet my pink ass on that theory, but the approach is fun as hell and that’s the real reason we fly it.


We get a visual on the runway at three miles out, drop down to one thousand feet above the ground, still maintaining two hundred eighty knots.  Now the fun starts.  It’s pilot appreciation time as I descend the mighty Herk to six hundred feet and smoothly, yet very deliberately, yank into a sixty degree left bank, turning the aircraft ninety degrees offset from the runway heading.  As soon as we roll out of the turn, I reverse turn to the right a full two hundred seventy degrees in order to roll out aligned with the runway.  Some aeronautical genius coined this maneuver the “Ninety/Two-Seventy.”  Chopping the power during the turn, I pull back on the yoke just to the point my nether regions start to sag, bleeding off energy in order to configure the pig for landing.


“Flaps Fifty!, Landing Gear Down!, Before Landing Checklist!”  I look over at the copilot and he’s shaking like a cat defecating on a sheet of ice.  Looking further back at the navigator, and even through the NVG’s, I can clearly see the wet spot spreading around his crotch.  Finally, I glance at my steely-eyed flight engineer.  His eyebrows rise in unison as a grin forms on his face.  I can tell he’s thinking the same thing I am.  “Where do we find such fine young men?”  “Flaps One Hundred!”  I bark at the shaking cat.  Now it’s all aim point and airspeed.  Aviation 101, with the exception there’s no lights.  I’m on NVG’s, it’s Baghdad, and now tracers are starting to crisscross the black sky.


Naturally, and not at all surprisingly, I grease the Goodyear’s on brick-one of runway 33 left, bring the throttles to ground idle and then force the props to full reverse pitch.  Tonight, the sound of freedom is my four Hamilton Standard propellers chewing through the thick, putrid, Baghdad air.  The huge, one hundred thirty thousand pound, lumbering whisper pig comes to a lurching stop in less than two thousand feet.  Let’s see a Viper do that!  We exit the runway to a welcoming committee of government issued Army grunts.  It’s time to download their beans and bullets and letters from their sweethearts, look for war booty, and of course, urinate on Saddam’s home.


Walking down the crew entry steps with my lowest-bidder, Beretta 92F, 9 millimeter strapped smartly to my side, I look around and thank God I’m an American and I’m on the winning team.  Then I thank God I’m not in the Army.


Knowing once again I’ve cheated death, I ask myself, “What in the hell am I doing in this mess?”  Is it Duty, Honor, and Country?  You bet!  Or could it possibly be for the glory, the swag, and not to mention chicks dig the Air Medal.  There’s probably some truth there too.  But now is not the time to derive the complexities of the superior, cerebral properties of the human portion of the aviator-man-machine model.  It is however, time to get out of this shit-hole.  “Hey copilot, clean yourself up!  And how’s bout the Before Starting Engines Checklist.”

