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HEY, CHIEF, TAKE A LOOK AT...

By Maj Garry Mueller
HQ - TAC/SEF

“hey chief, take a look at” symdrome
recently popped up again at a cost of $2,574 to
TAC. During what was apparently a normal land-
ing. the drag chute was deployed followed by a
right drift. After full left rudder failed to stop the
drift, the nose gear was lowered and left brake
used to counteract the drift. The right main
failed, but the aircraft was successfully stopped.

Turns out this was. the second sortie of the
the tire showed signs of excessive wear, ap-
parently from skidding. The pilot from the first
sortie claims he did not use the brakes hard
enough to cause the observed damage. He did,
however, SUGGEST that the maintenance crew
check the brake system while changing the tire.

...interest items,
mishaps with

morals, for the
TAC aircrewman

No documentation of the discrepancy was ap-
parent, nor was there any documentation of an
anti-skid or wheel brake assembly check. The
end result was the blown tire--and it could have
been worse.

The “hey chief, take a look at” syndrome just
doesn’t work. Maintenance guys are too busy to
remember every little remark about this or that
not being right. Pilots are not that busy during
maintenance debrief.

Use the 781 for write-ups. That's its purpose.

BAT STRIKE

By TSgt Gary W. Potter
USAF SAM
Brooks AFB TX

As an aspiring civilian pilot, Aeromedical
Technician, and instructor at the School of
Aerospace Medicine, | devour the Air Force
safety publications whenever they come into the
office.

Bird strikes have both fascinated and
frightened me, and | would like to relate a
similar story.
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Hello all you folks out there in radioland !

Flash! This story just came
across the teletype from Head-
quarters TAC. The world fa-
mous, highly coveted, and
completely rustproof Fleagle T-
shirt is available free. That's
right, | said FREE! Here's all
you have to do to cash in on
this amazing free offer.

Write a story, poem, or other
article for TAC ATTACK on any
aspect of aviation--main-
tenance, operations, life sup-
port, training, survival,
weapons delivery or even your
own personal, completely
original “‘war story.” If your
article is selected as the best-
of-the-month, you’ll be a win-
ner and join the exclusive club
of T-shirt wearers.

Don't delay. This limited offer
could expire at any time! The
postal service and phone opera-
tors are standing by. Send your
articles to:

Editor, TAC ATTACK
HQ TAC/SEPP

Langley AFB, VA 23665
Atvn 432-2937/3373

This is a free call.

Photo by Joe Lahouchuc

My friends at TAC ATTACK

are waiting to hear from you.

TAC ATTACK
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THE CONTINUING TRAVELS
OF ED & MAGGIE

only time you do that is when the weather’s bad,
anyway.”

“Sounds smart to me,” said Maggie. “You
know where you are the whole time, and they
can help you right away if you have trouble.”

“Naw, it's a real pain. You have to make a lot
of extra radio calls, and you need an instrument
rating to fly in real weather anyway. | don't have
the instrument rating and the weather’'s good, so
we’'ll be OK.”

“Did you file a flight plan, Ed?”

“No way, that's just like the weather. You don't
need to if the weather's good. Besides there're
so many airports around here, we could
practically glide to one if we had to,” Ed
explained impatiently.

Crossing over the border between Pennsyl-
vania and New York, it began to get turbulent.
Ed and Maggie were being bounced around
pretty well. Left, right, up, down, and all over
again. Maggie was starting to look a little green
around the gills. “How much longer is this going
to keep up?” she asked.

“Don’t know,” said Ed. “The weatherman didn't
say anything about turbulence at all--I guess
they wouldn’t cover that on TV anyway. Look at
that smoke on the ground. The wind must really
be blowing down there!”

The last 45 minutes of the flight seemed like
an eternity to Maggie as she was continually
bounced around the cockpit. “Anyone who
thinks this is fun has to be crazy!” she thought
to herself. “I feel like 'm going to get sick any
second, but Ed would die laughing if | do--and
I'm not going to give him the satisfaction.”

“Podunk Unicom, this is Cessna 2463 Uncle
Mike. Request landing instructions. We're 10
miles south.”

“Roger Cessna 2463 Uncle Mike. Runway 32
is in use. No other reported traffic. Enter a left
downwind, winds are 270 at 12. Altimeter
28.83."

“Roger. dodger.” replied Ed. “See, Maggie, |
told you it would be a piece of cake. Nothing to
worry about.”

Maggie kept her thoughts-to herself. Besides
she was afraid to open her mouth . . .

Ed didn’t realize that all the turbulence had
bounced things around pretty well and that one
of the skis had migrated all the way back in the
fuselage and was resting on the control cables.

22

One last air pocket on base leg was all it took to
jam the elevator.

Ed hadn't noticed the binding until about
halfway down final approach. Fight as he would,
he couldn’t break the yoke free. He yelled to
Maggie to hang on and closed the throttle when
they were about 20 feet in the air.

The aircraft hit nose wheel first with a jolt that
rattled their teeth--and also broke the elevator
loose. The porpoise which followed reminded Ed
of the Brahma bull riding he had witnessed in
his youth. Somehow, miraculously perhaps, the
aircraft came to a stop. Ed regained his
thoughts as he taxied off the runway. He noticed
that the engine was running pretty roughly as he
stopped on the ramp.

They didn’t have a prop at Podunk to replace
the bent one. At least the engine seemed to be
OK and no apparent damage to the airframe.
The flying club manager seemed pretty
perturbed when Ed called him. As a matter of
fact, he was downright nasty and told Ed not to
fly the aircraft back. The club would send a new
prop. mechanic, and pilot up for the aircraft,
and Ed was going to have to pay for anything
the insurance wouldn't cover . . .

o ® [ ]

The bus ride back home was uneventful--
neither Maggie nor Ed seemed eager to talk,
especially since their skis were ruined, and they
only spent two days with the Randolphs. “Oh,
well,” thought Ed, “maybe we can fly to
Yellowstone in the spring.” —
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THE zc::/”‘}i/’}\_,
1A LL‘-’
Oct THRU Oct

CLASS A MISHAPS
AIRCREW FATALITIES )
TOTAL EJECTIONS [
SUCCESSFUL EJECTIONS

TAC AIR DEFENSE

347 TFW 84 FIS
479 TIW 57 FIS
33 TFW 5 FIS
1 TFW 48 FIS
31 TFW 318 FIS

TAC GAINED FTR/RECCE TAC GAINED AIR DEFENSE TAC/GAINED Other Units

156 TFG (ANG) 191 FIG
184 TFTG (ANG) 102 FIG

193 TEWG (ANG)
USAFTAWC (TAC)
919 SOG (AFR)
105 TASG (ANG)
1 SOW (TAC)

CLASS A MISHAP COMPARISON RATE 78/79
(BASED ON ACCIDENTS PER 100,000 HOURS FLYING TIME)

B 1978 || 160 [124 | 83| 75 | 58| 63 | 61| 67 | 65

Acl

A 1978

123 TRW (ANG) 177 FIG
121 TFW (ANG) § 158 DSEG
108 TFW (ANG) 125 FIG

6.3

1978

JAN FEB MAR APR MAY JUN JUL AUG SEP OCT NOV DEC
* US GOVERNMENT PRINTING OFFICE: 1979—635—083/7








