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Lengthy missions can change crewmembers’
sleep schedules by about 12 hours for each flight,
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eing deployed to a beautiful
tropical island in support of
Operations ENDURING
FREEDOM and IRAQI FREE-
DOM might not seem like a hard-
ship TDY, but when you are flying
every third day with an average
sortie duration of 15-17 hours, you
don’t get much time to hang out
on the beach. In fact, US Air
Forces, US Central Command
(CENTAF) had lengthened the
maximum amount of flying hours
a crew could fly, and many de-
ployed crewmembers were rapidly
approaching the expanded limit.
The lengthy missions also
changed crewmembers’ sleep
schedules by about 12 hours for
each flight, and fatigue was be-
coming a huge factor. Here is my
story of one such fatiguing mis-
sion.
| had recently returned from
a month at the Combined Air Op-

erations Center (CAOC) as the
B-1 Liaison Officer (LNO) and
was entering the flying sched-
ule well rested. The other three
members of my crew had not
had that luxury. Sitting in the
mission brief that evening, we
were all expecting the standard
15-17 hour mission: fly to Af-
ghanistan, orbit for a couple
hours (maybe do a show of
force or act as a communica-
tion relay), and fly back to the
deployed location.

Because of the strenuous
mission requirements, the Air
Force has provided for our
safety thru AFls, regulations,
and flight restrictions to include
“go-pills.” These amphet-
amines, issued through flight
medicine, help crewmembers
remain alert when there is no
opportunity for sleep. Earlierin
the year | had flown several 12-

hour combat missions in the
skies over Irag and found that |
didn’t need the “go pills.” This
was reinforced during the first
couple sorties on this particular
deployment; therefore, | never
went to the flight doc for my is-
sue of pills. This night proved me
wrong.

After takeoff and the first air
refueling, the crew settled in for
the standard long flight into coun-.
try. Things went “normal” for the
first 4.5 hours and then it began
to get interesting. There was a
Troops in Contact (TIC) situation
developing and the CAOC
wanted us to respond to the area
as soon as possible. The CAOC
asked how quickly we could
make it into country and if fuel
was an issue. Fuel wasn't a
problem, so like any self-respect-
ing pilot in this situation, | pushed
the throttles up and sat back to
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see what the en-
gines would give
us.

We arrived
over the TIC almost
an hour earlier than
our tasked vulner-
ability period and
acquired the
ground troops visu-
aily. After being on
station for approxi-
mately 30 minutes,

Be prepared, .
check out the “go pills
from the flight surgeon ...

other Air Force assets arrived on
scene and we climbed to a

higher altitude for better fuel con-

sumption. Pushing up the
throttles to getinto country early
burned all the extra fuel we
needed to make our second
scheduled air refueling, so the
CAOC diverted us south toward
a different tanker. After turning
south, the CAOC informed us
that if we could turn towards the
northern part of the country, g
tanker would be available
sooner. If we were unable to re-
fuel for any reason with the
northern tanker, we would be
forced to divert into Afghanistan.
Diverting was not a good option
for the B-1, but the CAOC as-

sumed the risk and turned us to- -

wards the northern tanker.

The fuel we received from
the northern tanker allowed us
to make our second (now third)
tanker refueling scheduled mid-
way through our vulnerability
window. The third tanker topped
off our tanks, and during the re-
fueling, we were directed to pro-
ceed to eastern Afghanistan and
report to an Other Governmen-
tal Agency (OGA) asset. After
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contact, we received seven tar-
gets and coordinated for a
combined attack with a num-
ber of other airframes includ-
ing A-10s and AC-130s.

As the first striker over
target, we became the de-facto
package commander and as-
sumed package commander
responsibilities including timing
and fire deconfliction between
the CAOC, OGA, and the
members of the strike package.
During this process, we added
two more refueling missions to
extend our aircraft’s loiter time
over the target. When the mis-
sion was completed, we had
provided nearly 11 hours of
coverage over Afghanistan and
logged a flight time of 21.7
hours, the longest B-1 combat
mission ever, utilizing six tank-
ers and logging 2 hours of to-
tal time on the refueling boom.

As we stepped to the jet
that day, we had no idea that
the sortie would last 5 hours
longer than the normal mission.
My biggest lesson learned dur-
ing this marathon flight was the
need to be prepared for any-
thing. | was the only member
of the flight who did not sign out
“go-pills” and approximately
three quarters of the way
through the vulnerability period
was so sleep deprived that |
turned to the aircraft com-

mander and asked him to fly for
the next 30 minutes. | awoke 45
minutes later and was brought up
to speed by the crew on what was
going on. It doesn’t take a genius
to figure out that losing one person
on a four-man crew detracts sub-
stantially from mission effective-
ness. ’

B-1s have flown many
longer flights, including ferry
flights and global power mis-
sions. Those flights and com-
bat missions have one major dif-
ference: there is no time to plan
naps during a vulnerability pe-
riod when the crew is receiving
and prosecuting targets.

The other lesson | learned
is that “go-pills” take about an
hour to kick in. If you wait to take
them until you actually need
them, it’s too late. It's better to
have the “go-pills” and not need
them than to have your combat
mission extended by 5 hours
and need them over Afghani-
stan.

Fatigue is a potential Killer.
In my case, there was another pi-
lot who had taken the proper pre-
cautions, allowing me to “check
out of the crew” for a few minutes.
For many out there, this is not an
option. So to be prepared, my
recommendation is check out the
“go-pills” from the flight surgeon.
It doesn’t hurt to have them, and
you may even need them.
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ver catch yourself thinking or —
even worse — verbalizing, “Gee,
this flight's going really smooth so
far” and then in the very next in-
stant discover that the “so far” had
just abruptly ended? Pilots are usu-
ally well-educated, highly analytical
types whom you would not normally
expect to believe in luck or jinxes.
However, a few are more superstitious
than a major leaguer with a five-game
hitting streak. Two B-1 sorties stand
out in my mind as prime examples of
why aircrews should always be ready
for the unexpected and the “fog of war”
even during routine training missions.
Correspondingly, you should never re-
lax your guard despite being “bang on”
the black line. Besides, any flight
member stupid enough to utter those
fateful words out loud had also better
be rich enough to buy the beer.

On my first sortie with the brand
new squadron commander, mission
planning, pre-flight, taxi, takeoff, and

departure had gone without a
hitch. | had just mentally noted
this when the boss announced
that he was clearing off for quick
relief. Shamefully, caf-
feine addiction is an
ugly secret in military
aviation! He motored
his seat full down and
back to facilitate getting out of the
mummy-like straps, cords, and
buckles. The flight went south af-
ter he returned and strapped back
into the seat. Being vertically chal-
lenged, he motored the seat for-
ward and up “SNAP! CRACKLE!
POP!” was all we heard before all
four of us smelled an aroma simi-
lar to burnt gunpowder. Con-
vinced, or perhaps just fearing that
the shielded mild-detonating cord
had fired and started the seat
gjection sequence, the squadron
commander rather expeditiously
hopped out of the seat, cautiously

J“_
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-pinned it, and safed his switches.
With my visor down, mask

and collar up, chin and seat-straps

cinched tight, | was now flying

As professional aviators -
we should always ask “what if

“solo!” The salient point is that
there's no section three or emer-
gency procedure simulator that cov-
ers this or any number of other pe-
culiar scenarios. As professional
aviators, we should always ask
“what if” as a crew and chair-fly as
many vagaries as we're capable of
imagining. Evaluating the situation
and our options were the first order
of business and it was done as a
crew. Crew coordination was su-
perb and we had decided upon a
course of action in short order and
implemented it. The only thing left
to do was turn the big behemoth
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back to our home airdrome and fly
one approach to a full stop. It was my
first solo landing in a B-1, and although
unusual, solid Crew Resource Man-
agement and coordination made it as
smooth as possible under the condi-
tions. During postflight checks, it was
determined that the seat track had bro-
ken, causing the motor to overheat and
fail, but we were all prepared for the
worst-case scenario of an inadvertent
ejection at altitude.

The second incident occurred
just after my return from instructor
school, when night “bean” require-
ments were plentiful and mission-
ready currencies were a challenge to
maintain. Our crew
launched around
sunset for a
“canned” mission of
low-level, high-alti-
tude electronic
countermeasures
training, air-refuel-
ing, and transition
training in the pat-
tern.- 'Much like my
firstexample, every-
thing went exactly
according to plan
until shortly after
midnight. On 12-
mile final for our first
approach, the lead-
ing edge slats failed
to extend. The flaps
on a B-1 are inter-
connected to the slats; therefore, the
flaps won't extend without the slats out
first. It was night, our aircraft was
heavy, and we were tired. Of course,

it could have been worse, it could have

been raining.

We made a low-approach for
visual confirmation of our predicament
and entered holding where we chat-
ted with the Supervisor of Flying (SOF)
who was now very much awake. We
adjusted our gross weight down to just
above the lightest we could be and still
keep our center of gravity on target with
full-forward wing sweep and no flaps
and slats. The blended wing design of
the B-1 produces enough lift that the
Dash-1 warns that without slats and
flaps for drag, you have to intention-
ally fly the plane through ground effect,
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down onto to the runway. After that,
spoilers, displacement of the horizon-
tal stabilizer, and eight mighty brakes
usually took care of all the exponen-
tially exacerbated amount of kinetic
energy.

Our main gear touched down
just prior to the SOF’s truck, which |
used to mark my “go-around-and-try-
it-again” threshold on the 12,000 foot-
long runway. The spoilers were ex-
tending as | purposely lowered the
nose to the runway. Normally during
landing, the pilot not flying calls out
the runway distance remaining mark-
ers as the plane progresses down the
runway. The cadence is usually a

steady but relaxed, “9,000 ... 8,000
... 7,000 ... 6,000.” The pilot then
makes a quick tap on the brakes just
to check ‘em, rolls out to 3,000 feet
remaining, and then uses moderate
braking until slowed down to taxi
speed. That night, the pilot's voice
was about an octave higher as he spit
out the numbers “9-8-7-§” in rapid
succession.

At that point my only dilemma
was that every time | tried to milk
the stick back to displace the stabi-
lizer, the nose flew off the runway
and we took weight off the main
gear. Gratefully, an “old-head” in-
structor pilot had shared a kernel of
knowledge with me a short time be-
fore at the instructor upgrade
course. When he told me, | thought

it was a completely extraneous
piece of information; but, at this par-
ticular moment, | had genuine ap-
preciation for it. Faced with only a
1,000-foot safety margin of over-
run, | quickly decided to try his tech-
nique.

| pushed the stick full forward,
which deflected the horizontal sta-
bilizer and caused some drag. ltis
important to caution that doing this
routinely will cause undue wear on
the nose gear and strut, but so will
running off the end of the runway
so | had everything to gain. It
worked like a champ and we
stopped with nearly a 1,000 feet of

runway remaining. Our next big
fear was a brake overtemp or fire.
This was mitigated by my expert
braking application not to mention
a healthy head wind and “lucky”
chance precipitation. After the
brake temps peaked just below the
safety threshold and stabilized, we
taxied to the parking area.

The adrenaline surge | got at
2:00 a.m. kept me wired until well
after | got home and crawled into bed.
Yogi Berra is attributed with the apho-
rism, “It ain't over, ‘till it's over.” You're
entrusted with not just employing but
also preserving national assets all the
way from engine start through shut-
down. Always take this responsibil-
ity seriously as you continue to FLY
SAFELY!
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inding the answer to that ques-
tion took me 34 years. Some-
where, it's written that one of
every three hunting mishaps in-
volves tree stands, and I’'m among
that 33 percent. Here's my story. |
was back from a short underway pe-
riod to prepare for deployment and
was spending the week between
Christmas and New Year’s hunting
with my father. The two of us were
excited that early morning we set off
for the family’s hunting land. The pre-
vious day, | had sighted a 10-point
buck — a monster in this neck of the
woods. However, fate wasn’t on my
side that day. The deer disappeared
into the thick bush before | had a de-
cent shot.

My father and | scouted for a
better spot to put up a tree stand. |
wanted a spot that would give me a
better shot if the animal returned. To
my disappointment, the trees in the
surrounding area were tall but thin
pines. The ground around the trees
was deeply padded with beds of fallen
pine needles. Because | was familiar
with the uses and benefits of Opera-
tional Risk Management (ORM), we
discussed possible options. The first
question we asked: “Was it worth
spending a strenuous afternoon mov-
ing the two tree stands to this loca-
tion?” The answer was easy: “With the
size of that deer, heck yeah!”

The size of the available trees
meant we couldn’t use tree-climbing
stands, but a ladder-type tree stand
might work. Being concerned about
the security of the stand’s legs in the
soft ground, | drove the legs as deep
as possible. | also gathered a few
stones and put them into the ground
around the legs for more security (or
so | thought). Once | had tied off the
stand’s seat to the tree, | felt sure

there was no chance of the seat
falling.

The second question we asked
was, “Are you concerned about the
tree rocking?” To be safe, | spent
some time and cleared out branches
and small seedlings around my stand.
| had designated the left side of the
stand as my throw-down area (a spot
where | could toss my gun without it
hitting something on the way down).
This precaution would come in handy
if | slipped while in the stand and
needed both hands to steady myself.
My father was pleased | had taken
these extra safety measures. He
agreed the chances for windy condi-
tions were remote, and knowing | al-
ways used a safety strap while in the
stand, he felt there was no cause for
alarm.

On that fateful morning, how-
ever, there was a slight change in the
weather — it was colder than usual.
We parked the truck, then started re-
moving our hunting gear and suiting
up. | had it all: warm clothes, orange
vest, lucky orange cap, extra bullets,
water canteen, hunting license, cam-
ouflage seat cushion (yes, we believe
in some comfort when roughing it),
whistle, binoculars, and, of course, my
trusty safety strap.

| had put all my gear in the large
pockets of my jacket, except for my
strap, when my father asked for some
help. He couldn’t find some of his
gear in the back of the truck. Because
it was still dark, | grabbed a flashlight
and laid my strap on top of the truck.
| then gathered his gear and helped
him suit up.

“We have a 15-minute hike into
the woods, and it won't be dark much
longer,” said my father. | knew what
he meant. It was important for us to
be in our stands at least 20 minutes
before sunrise. As | watched the light

from his flash-
light slowly dis-

\w appear down

N the trail, |

' sensed that he
was ready to
go and that |
was holding us
up. | located
my flashlight,
and hurried to
catch my fa-
ther.

It took us about 20 minutes to

walk to the first tree stand, which was
my father’s, and | spent some time
helping him get into position. As |
lifted his gun to him, | realized | had
forgotten to retrieve my strap from the
top of the truck, and | mentioned it to
him. He knew | was bothered; he al-
ways has joked that I'm a little “overly
safe.” With a sorrowful look, he just
said, “Even if you raced back to the
truck to get it, you wouldn’t have
enough time to get into your stand
before first light.”

| knew he wanted me to get that
10-point deer. He offered his strap to
me, but | wouldn't take it because |
wasn't going to sacrifice his safety for
mine. The safety strap was there to
reduce injuries in a fall. If either of us
was to fall (which hadn’t yet occurred),
| felt I'd have a better chance of land-
ing on my feet with little or no prob-
lem. After all, my tree stand was only
15 feet high. As a kid, | always had
been able to jump off rooftops or tree
limbs, hit the ground, and roll back up
to my feet like a cat. “Dad, I'll be fine,”
| assured. My father nodded and
turned off his flashlight, which | took
as his signal of approval. | left for my
stand, and, within 10 minutes, | was
in position, with my gun in my lap,
awaiting the sun to rise.

As the sun came up, | could tell
it was going to be a beautiful morning
— albeit an extremely cold one. |
wasn’t worried because | had warm
clothes, including a pair of gloves. My
trigger finger wasn’t going to be slow
this time. However, | was worried
about the seat of my stand, which was
made of wood. The cold weather
made the seat slippery, and my cush-
ion couldn’t get a firm grip. “OK,” |
thought, “ORM requires a control to
minimize this risk — sit in the middle,
and don’t move. Done.”

| was getting used to the cold
when | heard a sound in the distance,
looked up, and saw the first signs of
a stiff wind working its way toward me:
“Great!” | thought, “After five days of
perfect hunting weather, I'm going to
have to deal with the cold and the
wind.” | was upset because these
conditions usually make deer bed
down and stay quiet. As the wind
strengthened, my tree began to sway.

* Again, ORM creeped into my mind,

and | wondered, “Is it worth my suf-
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fering the effects of the cold and risk-
ing being blown about to bag this par-
ticular buck?” My answer was, “With
the size of that deer, heck yeah!”

| started doubting the deer would
be moving this morning. 1 looked at
my watch, and only 15 minutes re-
mained before it would be the same
time of day | had seen that buck the
day before. | convinced myself to wait
those 15 minutes to give the deer a
chance to show itself before getting
down.

Not 10 minutes later, | heard a
large “cracking” sound in the distance
— another tree breaking, but not mine.
As | turned to look in the general direc-
tion of the sound, a weird sensation
came over me, and, before | knew what
was happening, the base legs of my
tree stand buckled in the soft earth.
The ladder portion of my stand twisted
and the seat pivoted downward to the
left. With the seat as slick as ice, my
cushion {with my bottom still attached)
had no choice but to follow the law of
gravity. The seat cushion soon sepa-
rated from me and floated softly to
earth. |, on the other hand, didn’t.

As | fell, my body twisted in the
air such that | ended up falling headfirst
toward the ground. | knew that orange
hunting cap wasn’t going to be much
of a substitute for a helmet, so | started
maneuvering to protect my head. Mi-
raculously, | was able to twist enough
to land on my right shoulder and roll
with the fall. My left hand with arm out-
stretched held the gun parallel to my
body and the ground, so it didn’t hurt
me. However, |

landed on my bin- | heard a “cracking” sound,
another tree breaking ...

oculars while roll-
ing, and they
knocked the wind
out of me.

Glad to be alive, | lay on the
ground, mentally checking for broken
bones, while trying to regain my breath.
| released my gun, reached into a side
pocket with my left hand, and removed
my whistle. By the time | got it to work,
though, my father already was crash-
ing through the woods, figuring he
would find me under the splintered re-
mains of a tree.

| stayed on the ground as my fa-
ther looked me over, then stood up,
gathered all my gear, and started the
trek back to the truck. We talked about
the change in the weather but really
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were thanking the Lord
(silently) that | was
able to walk at all.
Once we got to the
truck, | grabbed my
safety strap off the top
of the truck and stowed
it with the rest of my
gear in the hunting
bags.

What lesson did
| learn from this inci-
dent? The desire to
complete the mission
— to bag that deer —
was strong with me.
When someone starts
talking about how im-
portant the mission is
above everything else,
little red flags should
go up. If | find that the
proper gear isn't avail-
able at work, we sim-
ply don’t do the mis-
sion until the problem
is corrected. The re-
quirement for PPE ex-
ists for a reason. Away
from work, | was able
to rationalize that |
didn’t need a safety
strap. The warning
signs were present; |
just didn’t recognize or
act on them.

What did this
lesson cost me? Re-
member the deploy-
ment | mentioned at

the start of
this story?
Well, | never
made it. “A
freak fall” is what the doctors called it.
| had torn three tendons in my right
shoulder and wasn’t able to lift my arm
more than 45 degrees from my side —
not good when you're a pilot. | had
surgery a month later, and, because re-
covery time was going to be long, and
my status wasn’t known, | was forced
to delay my command as the Officer in
Charge (OIC) of a helicopter detach-
ment. That is what hit me the hardest.
My failure to use my safety training cost
me an opportunity that | had worked
hard to achieve. | also had to endure
the ridicule of my peers, who coined
call signs such as “Right Wing Low,”

“One Wing,” and “Zephyr” (a rogue
wind).

I learned my lesson, and | re-
covered from my injury and am back
flying. The Navy even found another
opportunity to send me on a later de-
ployment as the OIC of a detach-
ment. | would like to pass on this
wisdom from my father: “Things
happen for a reason. It's always less
painful to learn from others’ mis-
takes, but when it's your mistake,
you tend to have a clearer insight to
the how’s and why’s. Tell your story,
and let others learn from it. So what
if theylaugh, it's a small price to pay,
and it easily could have been
worse.”

Editor’s note: Reprinted cour-
tesy of Ashore Magazine
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Mishap Statistics Scoreboard

FYO04 Aircraft

Aircraft
Destroyed

As of September 30, 2004

Aircraft
Damaged

8 AF

engine

9 AF

12 AF

A

AWFC

ANG
(ACC-gained)

A
44

engures
vakes

AFRC

(ACC-gained)

FY04 Ground

As of September 30, 2004

Class A Class B
9 1
8 1
10 1
1 1

FY04 Weapons

As of September 30, 2004

Class B
0 0
0 0
0 0
0 4

Aircraft Notes

September yielded 2 Class As in ACC.
Both were drones: one QF-4 and one Preda-
tor. Now for the good news ... ACC's Class A
rate for FY04 was 1.34 per 100,000 flying hours.
Statistically, FY04 was the safest year in ACC
history! Over the past 12 months we lost one
aviator, 2 Fighting Falcons, 1 Eagle, 1 Warthog,
1 QF-4, and 5 Predators. In case you’re a math
maijor, the cats and dogs were 2 Class A mis-
haps where the aircraft was fixable and 3
trashed engines. You're right, none of this is
“good” news, but our challenge is to minimize
the “bad” news. FYO04 numbers say we're on
the right track. Check yourself before you wreck
yourself. Fly Safe!

Ground Notes

ACC finished FY04 with 28 Class A mis-
haps, a reduction of 3 (10 percent) from FY03.
There were 27 fatalities, a reduction of 2. There
were 8 PMV2 mishaps, 15 PMV4 mishaps, and
5 sport and recreation mishaps. In the Class B
arena we experienced 3 mishaps (all perma-
nent partial disabilities) as opposed to 2 in FY03,
a 33 percent increase.

Weapons Notes

The end of this fiscal year has capped off
another banner year for weapons safety. We
had zero Class A mishaps but a slight upward
trend in Class Bs and Cs. However, Class D
mishaps and HAPs are on the downward trend.
We need to stay focused on all areas, imple-
menting any and all measures to keep weap-
ons safety at the forefront of the minds of all
Airmen. Keep up the great work!

Class A - Permanent Total Disability; Property Damage $1,000,000 or more

Class B - Permanent Partial Disability; Property Damage between $200,000 and $1,000,000

Class C - Lost Workday; Property Damage between $20,000 and $200,000

* Non-rate Producing
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Symbols for Mishap Aircraft

+4 ¢ A
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