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President’s Forum by Gregg Dohrer


Here we go again, another session of my mental musings.  This time I hope to stir your creative juices by trying something a tad bit different.  This time the theme is “Been There-Done That”.  I wish I could say I had more experience than any other member, or that I had been flying longer, but that is not the case.  I have been flying over four decades, and only have a few thousand hours.  So you can see I am short of experience, but I have been around the block a few times.


Let’s start off with two experiences associated with dual cross country.  I was the person who was supposed to be giving instruction.  In the first instance, I was going over the flight plan with the student.  I asked what check points had been planned for the first leg of the four leg trip.  I was pleased to see that several points had been marked on the chart.  One of these points was labeled “Wind Mills”.  I inquired as to the altitude of the planned leg.  The response was 2500 feet.  I made a note that we would have further discussion regarding this proposed check point.  We did complete the first leg successfully, but we never did see the “Wind Mills”.  Needless to say there are some things on a chart that you really need to question……  Bottom line is that only one thing does not make a good check point.  You need to look at a combination of features that combine to yield a unique location.


In the second case we (another student) had completed the first leg of the trip, and were on the second leg.  I like to challenge students with lots of trip calculation.  You know, how long to the next check point, what is our ground speed, how much fuel will we burn, etc.  My wife was surprised to see me, after I had gotten home that evening, on the commode with my pants down, using a needle to dig some pencil lead out of my leg.  I had been in the midst of a flurry of questions when turbulence and a grab for a chart led to a pencil stab.  Obviously the lead then decided that it liked my leg better than the mechanical pencil it was in.  Who said aviation cannot lead to lead poisoning……


Much of my early aviation experience was in the southwestern states.  Needless to say the wind does not blow occasionally.  It almost always blows.  I can remember the day that student pilots were shooting touch and goes landings when commercially rated pilots from the east were in the lounge saying it was too windy to fly.


Wind is one of the nemeses that have continued to plague my aviation activity.  In one situation I was going from Kansas City to Albuquerque.  I happened to be driving a 172 at the time.  In those days the speed limit on the Kansas Turnpike was 80 MPH.  I felt really great to have a VW Bug making more ground speed than I was.  When I got to Gage OK I found that the wind was so strong that the aircraft would slide sideways while I was taxing crosswind.


I will have to say that the most mind blowing aviation experience is first flight.  I know, when you solo, you look at the other side of the airplane, and the thought hits you, “What am I doing here?”  The greater experience is when you are the first to fly the machine after it is ready to fly.  My experience is that you are working on instinct and conditioned reflex.  When it is over and you are back on the ground, you try to play back in your mind all of the events that were crowded into that short interval of time.  It all seems to go as a blur into the past, but it really happened and you were the person who did it.


We all have much to look forward to.  Let’s all proceed with caution and enjoy all that aviation has to give…..

Mini-Book Review from Gregg Dohrer


“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 t—d?  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 a— 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 s—t-hole.  “Hey copilot, clean yourself up!  And how’s ‘bout the Before Starting Engines Checklist.”


God, I love this job!

——————

(Editor’s comment:  Shades of Vietnam!  Flying that old Herky Bird can be a blast!)
Editor’s Notebook

Everyone please note in the Coming Events that the date of Elo’s Hamburger Lunch has been moved back one week and is now scheduled for Saturday September 17th.

———————


A reminder to all members, Nathan Lowthorp’s nominating committee is now on the search for officer candidates for the coming year (including a new newsletter editor).  He may be coming to a front door near you.  Think about what way you might like to serve the chapter.

———————


Another reminder is the approach of this year’s expanded Gilmer Air Show & Fly-In with the theme of “60th Anniversary of Victory in WWII,” coming on October 8th.

———————


In case you didn’t read the EAA e-Hotline Vol. 5, No. 42, 9/1/05, it provides a web site where you can obtain the up-to-date status and info on Special Use Airspace, to include Restricted Areas and Military Operations Areas.  The address is:

http://sua.faa.gov/atcaaSplash.jsp

———————


Most people are familiar with the kinship between the T-38 Talon, which has been USAF’s basic pilot trainer since the early 60s, and the F-5 (Freedom Fighter, I think).  But, I’ll venture that most people think the T-38 gave birth to the F-5.  Au contraire, the design concept was originated by Northrop as a lightweight, supersonic, much cheaper operating alternative to the increasingly larger and heavier century series of fighters.  When the idea wasn’t immediately adopted, Northrop redesigned it as a tandem seat pilot trainer, where it found great favor, and became the pacifier for four decades of infant pilots.


Dubbed the White Rocket, the little dart has become almost mythological — in fact, there are a number of myths about its performance characteristics.  Some believe that it rolls at 720 degrees per second (actually 280-300), and climbs at 33,000 feet per minute (around 6,000 without afterburner).  The Air Force originally bought over a thousand of them and still has over 500.  They are to all be converted to the C model with an 8,000-hour life.  They are expected to remain in the inventory until 2040, almost 80 years of usefulness!


Oh, you can buy yourself one, completely restored by Thornton Aircraft, for a cool three and a half million bucks.

*  *  *

Excerpted from Air & Space Smithsonian,

Aug/Sep 2005

-----------------

Another memory test.  How many remember “The Short, Happy Life of the Prop-fan” (also from the Aug/Sep 2005 Air & Space)?  I’m reminded of it each time I see a picture of the latest version of the C-130, the J model, with the 6-blade curved props.  The idea is linked with the high by-pass ratio fan jets, taken to the extreme.  You may recall that a prop-fan engine was actually installed on an MD-80 in place of the regular left-hand jet engine, and presented at the 1985 Paris Air Show.  It had tandem, 4-blade, short, curved, counter-rotating props.  The props were driven by turbine power from the primary jet engine exhaust, allowing them to turn at efficient speeds without gear reduction.  The counter rotation provided the real efficiency by eliminating most of the air swirl off the prop blades.  It was much more fuel efficient than comparable-power jet engines of the era.  But it looked pretty weird and was somewhat noisy.     It was not accepted by the industry and soon faded into oblivion.

-----------------

Does anyone know what became of the CarterCopter, a gyroplane which came out 3-4 yrs ago and looked a little like SpaceShipOne?
Coming Aviation Events.........

  Thu Sep 8  EAA 972 Regular Meeting -  Gladewater Airport — Program - Gregg Dohrer
  Sat Sep 10  1200 Hamburger Cook-out at Gladewater Airport 07F
  Sat Sep 24(New Date) Elo Zinke’s Hamburger Lunch at Eagle Landing

  Sat Oct 8  Gilmer Fly-In/Airshow, 10 am—4 pm (Airfield Closed 11-2)

  Thu Oct 13  EAA 972 Reg. Mtg.

  Sat Oct 15  Pancake Breakfast 07F/ Airport Clean-Up/Go to Reklaw Clean-Up

  Fri-Sun Oct 21-23  Reklaw Fly-In

  Sat Dec 3  Holly Lake Fly-In/Young Eagles
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