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FAT, DUMB AND HAPPY

FIFTY-TWO MONTHS! Four and a third years without an accident!

’ That's damned impressive for an outfit operating at 6,000 feet pressure
; altitude, flying sixteen tons of iron with no flaps! The 140th is fatter than
’5; the proverbial 40 pound robin when it comes to our accident record — Tops
in TAC, huh? Well, that's what the records show and |, for one, am damned
f«‘ proud of it! But somehow, down deep, |'ve got a gut feeling that |'m sitting
'g‘ here in this plush air conditioned office, acting fat, dumb and happy!

It's nice to think that the 140th is better trained, better maintained and
better controlled, therefore the safety record is well earned and justified —
s but really, is it? Hasn't old tady luck helped just a little? Probably every one
A of you can remember a time when things could have turned sour, but didn't.
‘ Maybe | should move over to make room for you to sit next to me.

','p DEFINITION: (RAMDON HOUSE DICTIONARY). COMPLACENCY, N. A
" FEELING OF QUIET PLEASURE OR SECURITY, OFTEN WHILE
UNAWARE OF SOME POTENTIAL DANGER, DEFECT, OR THE LIKE;
R SELF-SATISFACTION OR SMUG SATISFACTION WITH AN EXISTING
SITUATION, CONDITION, ETC.

Let's look at the average 140th pilot for a minute. He's a member of a red
hot outfit just off active, combat duty. Nobody needs to tell him how to fly

¥ a bird! He's probably over 30, finding his flight suit has been shrunk by the
cleaners, probably getting more martinis than push-ups. He has a good job
7 with the airline, a growing family and a budding bank account. He's got over
& two grand total flying time, and probably half of it in the good old souped

up sabre. His outfit provides him with first class maintenance and every
advantage available. He likes to fly and stands just a little taller when he tells
somebody he’s a fighter jock. He's just a cut above the average or he
wouldn't be around. Would you say he’s complacent? Maybe so, maybe not.
Instead of complacency, let’s try these on for size:

Overconfidence, boredom, carelessness,

routine,







Wanted. .. Lightning  Locaton

The F-4 was in clouds at FL 370 with light to
moderate turbulence. Center radar vectored the crew
around thunderstorms in the area; their airborne radar was
inop. Center kept them out of the heavy precip, but
couldn’t give them any help on lightning strikes. Two blue
darters zapped them about 20 seconds apart. They lost
airspeed indications, UHF radio, and both ends of their
600-gallon centerline drop tank. An explosion within the
tank blew the ends off. They landed okay.

Ground and airborne radar can help you zig around
damaging hail and heavy precip, but so far we haven't
come up with a practical lightning locator for aircrews. If
some inventive type in TAC ATTACK's vast (?) readership
can come up with a lightning sniffer, we'll find a prize for
you.

FRunauay Hun

After landing, this “hundred” jock cleared the runway
and dropped his chute; so far, everything had been
routine. As brakes were applied to further slow the
aircraft prior to entering the dearming area, both pedals
bottomed. The pilot released brakes fully and reapplied
them — still nothing. In the meantime, the aircraft had
rolled about one hundred and fifty feet and was headed
for the revetments about five hundred feet away. Utility
pressure read 2900 pounds so the pilot attempted to turn
using nose wheel steering, it didn‘t work either.

The pilot knew he had lost both his brakes and nose
wheel steering, so he dropped his tail hook to get
maintenance troops’ attention and signal for chocks — it
didn’t work either. Next, he jettisoned his external stores
using the emergency jettison button; everything left
except his 335-gallon drops. That maneuver finally got the
attention of personnel on the ramp, but it was too late to
try to stop the bird, now about 300 feet from the
revetments. The pilot stopcocked and stood on the
right rudder in vain. His aircraft impacted a revetment at
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...interest items, mishaps

an estimated 10 knots, utility pressure — zero.

A trail of hydraulic fluid was found on the runway
starting at the 2000 foot marker and extending into the
drag chute jettison area where the brake problems started.
There was no hydraulic fluid on the ramp from that point
forward. The cause of this incident was failure of the right
main brake piston seal. The unit involved recommends
that the engine be shut down ASAP if brakes and nose
wheel steering are lost. And as a last resort, pilots should
try using single brake action to attempt to trap brake
pressure in the good wheel (you have a 50 — 50 chance of
getting it).

Whoops !

Just after breaking ground the Thud's trailing edge
flaps began to retract, the pilot had not moved the flap
lever. He placed the flap lever to “HOLD TRAILING
EDGE" position but they retracted fully in spite of his
attempt to stop them. He then ran three complete trailing
edge flap checks at altitude but was unable to duplicate
the discrepancy. He burned off fuel and landed, calling it
a day.

The cause was erratic operation of the
airspeed/altitude pressure switch, PN 71012. They found
it out of tolerance on the first bench test, then it operated
OK. An EMUR was submitted because of the obvious
danger of sinking right after breaking ground, sans gear.
And how about flap retraction on short final . . . or during
takeoff while still on the runway? Isn‘t it amazing that
systems as critical as this aren’t made to fail safe?

Foul Fouwl

If you think that bird bombs are just a low altitude
hazard, think again. Cruising contentedly at 18,000 MSL,

an unsuspecting Herky crew hammered a high-flying '/\
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with morals, for the TAC aircrewman

of prey sailplaning silently at the wrong flight level.
Possibly hypoxic, or hungry, the feathered flyer
attempted conquest by boarding ship through the center
windshield. He didn’t survive. He did make a colorful,
indelible impression though, and the concerned crew
reduced both aircraft altitude and cabin pressurization
quickly. The cracked windshield held out okay
throughout the low altitude return and landing.

Air traffic control radar didn’t paint the intruder’s skin
return or identify its squawk ... not even its last one.
Clearly, the foul fowl was violating air traffic regulations.
The bird species wasn't indicated in the report, but we're
betting it was an illegal eagle . . . or is it an illeagle?

~ottle Baby &

The Herky refueled on its parking spot for a quick
turnaround. During completion of the Before Starting
Engine checklist the loadmaster responded, “Ground
equipment removed and clear.” Confident that a fellow
crewmember wouldnt mislead him, the pilot released
brakes and rolled forward about three feet. Then he heard
and felt the disillusioning “‘crunch.” A fire bottle tried to
climb into the bird through the nose gear doors. Realizing
that he had been had, the pilot minimized damage with a
quick stop and held it to 50 manhours.

Wonder if his loadmaster is walking the ramp for 50
hours . . . with a fire bottle in tow?

No Fain

The O-2 pilot landed smoothly on a newly surfaced
runway after controlling a combat strike. The taxiways
were resurfaced too, and joined the runway at sharp,
90-degree angles. A drop of a couple inches existed where
“taxiway fairing’’ normally assists high-speed turnoffs.
Asked by tower types to expedite because landing traffic

wed, the FAC tried a square left turn, but it came

“.«C ATTACK

closer to a left oblique. His left gear dropped into the
unfaired runway-taxiway corner and his front prop
promptly “grooved’’ the taxiway until engine shutdown.

Investigators figured that his speed was a little too high
for a quick 90-degree course correction. And they weren't
exactly pleased by traffic controllers asking for
demonstrations of precision close-order drill by landing
pilots on runways without high-speed taxiways.

Blade Bomb

On climbout the Provider pilot felt and saw number
two engine vibrate excessively. He decided to feather it
and return to base for some troubleshooting. It's a good
thing that he did. Inspectors discovered about nine inches
missing from number one blade of Two's prop. It's
anybody’s guess on how long an imbalanced prop will stay
on an engine’s nose section. It's also anybody’s guess on
the travel route of separated props. .. especially pieces.
The unit completed a one-time inspection of all prop
blades for fatigue cracks and will check them closely
regularly.

il Spill

The EC-47 cruised for 45 minutes before unfamiliar
fumes sickened several crewmembers. Smoke masks and a
walk-a-round bottle helped until the Gooney landed and the
flight surgeon checked crewmen for possible permanent
injury.

Investigators discovered that a can of spilled
lubricating oil (MIL-L-7870A) seeped through the floor
boards onto the cabin heater ducts. The source of
nauseous fumes couldn’t be located in flight and the crew
was needlessly victimized by a maintenance type who
violated a cardinal rule: Open containers of fluid are not
allowed on an aircraft!
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