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INSIDE THIS ISSUE:

The Prez Says

Tom Talks 1
THE PREZ SAYS
Tom Talks continued 2 Quite a few things to talk about again so I'll get right to it.
Only five months and a couple days and it will be Air Fair time
again. Planning has already begun but as you can well imagine there
Twentieth 3 are tons of details to be taken care and lots of night oil will be
burnt. Fortunately you have not been left out of the mix as there are
Anniversary still some tasks that are not covered so you can still get in on it.
Sure it's work but our Air Fair is fun and it is for a very good
Intruder Story 4 cause! The theme for this years event is "The 20th Anniversary of the

Auburn Aviation Association".

Do you notice more color pictures in this months Prop Wash? Dick
Kiger came up with the idea of a digital camera, your Board reviewed
and approved the purchase and now Daniel Wojdac our Newsletter Editor
Membership Form 8 and Publisher has employed it. The product is now in your hands. Fu-
ture Prop Washes will contain more color photos of airplanes, people
and events taking place around ye olde airport.

Notices & Contacts 8

Meeting Agenda 10
£ A8 On January 12th, 04 a memorandum was drafted by Jerry Martin, the

Airport Manager and sent to the City Council and City Manager entitled
"Airport Summary". There are three subject matters contained therein:

Auburn Aviation Association,
a non profit organization, was
established in 1984. It is dedi-
cated to Aviation, Safety,
Friendship, Community In-
volvement and Education.

...Continued on page 2

Meetings are held monthly on
the first Wednesday at 7 pm
at the Auburn Airport.

Meeting Dates :

Board of Directors April 28th Call
Tom Brady for Time and Place

Advisory Committee April 27th 6:30
CAP Complex

Auburn Air Museum April 13th 6:30
CAP Complex CONFIRM WITH
Mike Duncan 887-8363

East Hanger Project as it looked on March 12th 2004
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A. The "Runway Project" - final figures are
Total Costs: $5,043,962
Reimbursement by FAA Grants: $4,230,998
By State Grants: $181, 895
City Share: $631,069

B. Land Acquisition i.e. Auburn Flying Service (Denham's property)
Total Costs to date: $1,892,612
Reimbursements: FAA includes legal fees $1,773,848

City Share: $118, 764

* Update to Mar 0Ol-additional City share increase due to court settlement
$437,300

Projected revenue this property when rebuilt $230,000 to $250,000 ann.
C. East Hangar Project

Total Costs to date:

Phase I < land prep $1,922,920

Reimbursements $350, 660

State Loan to City $1,000,000

City share to date $572,260
Estimates Phase II < infrastructure $1,924,000
FAA/State $1,115,000
City Share $809,000
Estimated Phase III <land/hangar lease $1,300,000
Projected annual revenue from Project is $241,000
Current annual debt service is $105,000
Proposed bond service (Hangar constr) is $145,000
* Estimated Balance is $(9,000)

* Estimated completion date - late Fall 04

* estimated figures calculated by the undersigned

Thomas C Brady, President, AAA
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AUBURN AVIATION
ASSOCIATION
20TH ANNIVERSARY

In 1984 and 1985. Our
forming years, I was elected the
1% President. I was very lucky
and fortunate to have Peggy
Dwelle as my assistant. I was
never a fan of that guy Roberts
and his rules, but with Peggy and
her skills we put things together.
Peggy has always been the most
outstanding member we have,
without her we would not have
gotten through those first years,
but more on Peggy later.

Mike Duncan took over in
1986 and 1987. Our membership
began to grow and we began to
accomplish what we started to do.
We were able to influence the ap-
pointments on the Airport Com-
mittee and we received a seat for
our liaison. We were getting our
voice and our identity.

Mike Richardson followed
Mike, then Tom Brady, Andy
Weinberg, Howard Anderson,
Mark Root, Chris Sanchez, Ben
Prince, Dennis Taylor, Frank
Perey and then we asked Tom
Brady to come back.

A lot of time goes into being
President or on the Board of Officers.
So thank you all for a job well done.

In addition to all the officers
and the load they carry, it is the

members who jump in every meeting

to get things set up and organized.
People like Joe and Darlene Wil-
liams, Connie and Bonnie Contine.

Frank and Marilyn Daly, Donna and
Darwin Betteridge, Elmer and Mary

Ann Frank, Joan Knierim, Nola

Perey, Erik Scheck, Lori Wolfe,Mary

Ann Robertson, Mary Ichters, Dan
and Kathy Wojdac and of course

Rose Taylor. One of the most impor-
tant, in my opinion is Dolores Kiger.

There are many more I have

failed to mention but you know you

are all appreciated. Again I say a job

well done. This is what makes this
organization so great and why we
will be here another twenty years.

When I listed some of the
charter members still with us I had

Erik Knierim in my original notes but
I failed to notice he was not listed in

the final printing.

Erik was one of Mike Dun-
can’s student pilots when he joined
up. Erik got his private ticket with

Mike, then went across the
street with Horizon and down
to Executive for his instrument
and multi engine tickets. He
piled up hours flying charters
and small lines and is now a
Captain flying a Boeing 737-
900 for Alaska Airlines. An-
other job well done for both
Erik and Mike.

When I listed the mem-
bers who are no longer with us
I overlooked Terry Quiet.

Terry was a retired col-
lege professor, a B-24 pilot,
had a helicopter rating, a long
time member and a member on
the Airport Committee.

Terry was our speaker a
few years ago telling us and
showing films of the B-214’s
flying in the Aleutians.

Another great guy and
good friend gone but not for-
gotten.

Stick with us, there is
more to come. This will be our
best year.

Dick Kiger

Guest Speaker Richard Pearl at the March meeting

If you haven’t paid please do so. Bylaws only permit a 3
months grace period

If you haven’t paid your dues you will not receive the
next newsletter.

Please update all of your membership information with
a new form.

Include your email address to save us postage.
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Hows this for an afternoon ride
in the sun? Man, this is hairy!!
----- AN AMAZING A-6 INTRUDER
STORY

Gaze at the pictures . . then . . read this
fighter jock's story.

So much for the thought of a boring refu-
eling mission !

Lieutenant Keith Gallagher's Account :
On my 26th birthday I was blindsided by
a piece of bad luck the size of Texas that
should have killed me. Luckily, it was
followed immediately by a whole slew
of miracles that allowed me to be around
for my 27th. Not even Murphy of Mur-
phy's Law could have conceived of such
a bizarre accident !

On the open sea, a third of the way
through our cruise, we had the duties on
an overhead tanker, making circles in the
sky. Although the pattern can be pretty
boring, we were alert and maintaining a
good lookout doctrine because our air
wing had a midair collision less than a
week before, and we did not want to
have a repeat.

We felt we were ready for 'any' emer-
gency : fire warning lights, hydraulic

failures and fuel transfer problems. Bring
'em on ! We were ready for them. After all,
how much trouble can two airplanes get
into . . while overhead the ship ?

After my third fuel update call, we decided
that the left outboard drop tank was going to
require a little help in order to transfer. NA-
TOPS recommends applying positive and
negative G to force the faulty valve open. As
the pilot pulled the stick back, I wondered
how many times we would have to 'porpoise’
the nose of the plane before the valve
opened. As he moved the stick forward, I
felt the familiar sensation of negative "G"
and then something strange happened: my
head bumped the canopy.

For a brief moment, I thought that I had
failed to tighten my lap belts, but I knew that
wasn't true. Before I could complete that
thought, there was a loud bang, followed by
wind, noise, disorientation and more wind,
wind, wind. Confusion reigned in my mind
as I was forced back against my seat, head
against the headrest, arms out behind me,
the wind roaring in my head, pounding
against my body. " Did the canopy blow
off ? Did I eject? Did my windscreen im-
plode?" All of these questions occurred to
me amidst the pandemonium in my mind

Just seconds after landing, Keith is unconscious with his arms
outstretched from the wind blast. (navy photo)

and over my body.

These questions were quickly an-
swered, and replaced by a thousand
more, as I looked down and saw a
sight that I will never forget: the top
of the canopy, close enough to touch,
and down through the canopy I could
see the top of my pilot's helmet. It
took a few moments for this image to
sink into my suddenly overloaded
brain. This was worse than I ever
could have imagined - I was sitting
on top of a flying A-6 !

Pain, confusion, panic, fear and de-
nial surged through my brain and
body as a new development occurred
to me: | COULDN'T BREATHE !
My helmet and mask had ripped off
my head, and without them, the full
force of the wind was hitting me
square in the face. It was like trying
to drink from a high pressure fire
hose. I couldn't seem to get a breath
of air amidst the wind. My arms
were dragging along behind me until
I managed to pull both of them into
my chest and hold them there.

I tried to think for a second as I con-
tinued my attempts to breathe. For
some reason, it never occurred to me
that my pilot would be trying to land.
I just never thought about it. I finally
decided that the thing that I could do
was eject. I grabbed the lower handle
with both hands and pulled. It would-
n't budge. With panic induced
strength I tried again, but to no avail.
The handle wasn't going to move. I
attempted to reach the upper ejection
handle, but the wind prevented me
from getting a hand on it.

As a matter of fact, all that I could do
was hold my arms into my chest. If
either of them slid out into the wind
stream, they immediately flailed out

behind me, and overthat was defi-
nitely not good. The wind had be-
come physically and emotionally
whelming. It pounded against my
face and body like a huge wall of
water that wouldn't stop. The roaring
in my ears confused me . . wind pres-
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sure in my mouth prevented me from
breathing, and the pounding on my eyes
kept me from seeing. Time had lost all
meaning. For all I knew, I could have
been sitting there for seconds or for
hours. And I was suffocating, and I
couldn't seem to get a breath.

As I felt myself blacking out, I wish I
could say that my last thoughts were of
my wife, but all I said was, " I don't want
to die."

Then someone turned on the lights . . I
had a funny view of the front end of an
A-6 . . with jagged plexiglas where my
half of the canopy was supposed to be.

zontal stabilizer tight enough to act as a
shoulder harness for the landing wire trap . .
but not tight enough to bind the flight con-
trols on the tail. If this had not happened, I
would have been tossed forward into the
jagged plexiglas during the trap.

There are many other things that hap-

pened . . or didn't . that allowed me to sur-
vive this mishap. . just inches away from
disaster.

These little things, and a level headed pilot
who reacted quickly and correctly, are the
reasons that I am alive and flying today.
Lieutenant Mark Baden's [ pilot ] account of
the incident :

Coming in for emergency landing, Keith's upper-body
and arm can be seen above the canopy of the A-8 aircraft.

Looking down from the top of the jet, |
was surprised to find the plane had
stopped on the flight deck with about
100 people staring up at me. ( I guess
expecting to see the pearly gates and
some dead relatives.)

My first thought was that we had never
taken off . . that something had happened
before the catapult. Then everything
came flooding back into my brain, the
wind, the noise and the confusion. As
my pilot then spoke to me and the medi-
cal people swarmed all over me, I real-
ized that I was alive.

Then, I found out how lucky I was. My
parachute became entangled in the hori-

As we finished the brief, my BN
(bombardier navigator - Keith Gallagher)
told me that it was his birthday and that our
recovery would be his 100th trap on the
boat. To top it off, we were assigned to my
airplane.

As we taxied out of the chocks, I was still
feeling a little uneasy about all the recent
mishaps that had been happening lately. To
make myself feel better, I went through the
'soft catapult shot or engine failure on take-
off' emergency procedures . . touching each
switch or lever as I went over the steps. " At
least if something happens right off the bat,
I'll be ready," I thought.

The first few minutes of the hop were busy.

Concentrating on the fuel package-
check and consolidation, as well as
trying to keep track of my initial re-
fueling customers, dispelled my un-
easiness.

As we approached the mission's mid-
cycle, we kept ourselves occupied
with fuel quantity checks. We were
particularly keeping a close eye on
one drop tank that had quit transfer-
ring with about 1,000 pounds of fuel
remaining inside. I had tried going to
override on its pressurization, but
that didn't seem to work. My BN and
I discussed the problem and we de-
cided it was probably a stuck float
valve. Perhaps some positive then
negative G's would fix it.

We were at 8,000 feet, seven miles
abeam the ship, heading aft. I clicked
the auto altitude hold to OFF, then
added some power to allow us a little
more G [ to play with ].

At 230 knots I pulled the stick back
and got the plane five degrees nose
up. Then, I pushed the stick forward.
I got about half a negative G, just
enough to float me in the seat. I
heard a sharp bang and felt the cock-
pit instantly depressurize. The roar of
the wind followed. I instinctively
ducked and looked up expecting the
canopy to be partly open. Instead of
seeing a two or three inch gap, the
canopy bow was flush with the front
of the windscreen. My scan contin-
ued right. Instead of meeting my
BN's questioning glance . .saw a pair
of legs at my eye level.

The right side of the canopy was
shattered. I followed the legs up and
saw the rest of my BN's body out in
the windblast. I watched as his head
snapped down . . then back up, and
his helmet and oxygen mask van-
ished. They didn't seem to fly off . .
they just disappeared.

Now at 200 knots, I saw his arms
pulled up in front of his face and he
was clawing behind his head. For a
moment, I thought he was going to
manage to pull his ejection handle
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and get clear of the

My mind went into fast forward. "What
the hell happened ?" I wondered. " 1
hope he gets ejected all the way out.
What am I going to do now? I NEED TO
SLOW DOWN ! " I jerked the throttles
to idle and started the speed brakes out.
Without stopping, I reached up, de-
isolated, and threw the landing flap lever
to down position. I reached over and
grabbed for the IFF selector switch and
twisted it to EMERGENCY. And I was
screaming to myself : " Slow down !
Slow down ! " I glanced up at the air-
speed indicator and gave another pull
back on the throttles and [max'd] the
speed brakes switch. The airspeed was
decreasing through 200 knots. The whole
time I was doing everything else had
been staring back over my shoulder at
my bombardier. I felt a strange combina-
tion of fear, helplessness and revulsion
as I watched his body slam around in the
windblast.switch to button 1 and said : "
Mayday, Mayday, this is 515. M

After his helmet flew off, his face now
looked like the people who get sucked
out into zero atmosphere in some of the
more graphic movies. He fought for his
life as his eyes lids were blasted open,
his cheeks and lips were puffed out to an
impossible size, and the tendons in his
neck looked like they were about to bust
through his skin plane. I was mentally
cheering for him.

His arms got yanked down by the blast,
and I cursed as I changed my radio se-
lector y BN has partially ejected. I need
an emergency pull-forward

! " The reply was an immediate, " Roger.
Switch to button six." I switched fre-
quencies and said [or maybe yelled], "
Boss ( Air Officer), this is 515. My BN
has partially ejected. I need an emer-
gency pull-forward ! "

In an effort to get slower, I slapped the
gear handle down and turned all my fuel
dump valves on). The ' Boss' came back
in his ever-calm voice and said, " Bring
itonin."

As I watched, the indexers move from
on-speed to a green chevron as I worked
the nose to keep the plane as slow as

possible and still keep it flying. The plane
was holding at around 160 knots airspeed
and slowly descending. My BN's legs were
kicking, which gave me some comfort; he
was not dead. But, watching his head and
body jerked around in the windblast . . be-
ing literally beaten to death . . made me ill.
I had been arcing [ the aircraft] back and
forth around in my descent and was still at
seven miles when the Boss came up and
asked if the BN was still with the aircraft. I
think that I caused few cases of nausea on
deck when I said, " Only his legs are still

inside the cockpit." It made sense to me, but

more than a few people who were listening
had visions of two legs and lots of blood

and no body. But, the Boss understood what

I'd meant.

As I turned in astern, I called the Boss and
told him I was six miles behind the boat. I
asked how the deck was coming. He asked

if I was setting myself up for a straight-in. I

told him " Yes." He told me to continue.

It was then I noticed that my BN had quit
kicking. A chill shot through my body as I
looked back at him [ and I saw] what I saw
scared me even more. His head was now
turned left and was laying on his shoulder.

His face was starting to turn grey.
Maybe he'd broken his neck and
was now dead ? Bringing back a
body that was a friend only minutes
before ] was not a good thought.
After that I forced myself to not to
look at him.

About four miles behind the boat,
the front windscreen started to fog
up. I cranked the defog all the way
and was getting ready to wipe off
the glass when it finally started
clearing. Then, I saw the boat mak-
ing a hard left turn. I made some
disparaging remarks about the guys
on the bridge as I rolled [ into a
bank ] to chase the boat's centerline.

I heard CAG paddles [ landing sig-
nal officer ] came up on the radio.
He told the Captain that he would
accept the current deck winds and
that he needed to steady up the
course. My tension eased slightly as
I saw 'mother ' begin to leave her
wake in a straight line.

Coming in for landing I was now
driving it in level at about 300 feet. I

Keith's body can be seen partially ejected through the canopy of the
A-6 aircraft as it touches down on the aircraft carrier for emergency
landing. Keith's parachute has deployed and is wrapped around

the tail of the aircraft. (navy photo)
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had been in a slight descent and wasn't
willing to add enough power to climb
back up to a normal altitude for fear I
would have to accelerate and do more
physical damage to my already battered
BN.

I watched the ball move up to red and
then move slowly up towards the center.
Paddles called for some rudder and told
me not to go high. My scan went imme-
diately to the # 1 [landing] wire. I had no
intention of passing up any "perfectly
good wires." I touched down short of the
number one wire and I sucked the throt-
tles to idle.

The plastic canopy shards in front of the
BN's chest looked like a butcher knife
collection. I was very concerned that the
deceleration of catching the [arresting]
wire was going to throw him into that
jagged edge. I cringed when I didn't im-
mediately feel the tug of the wire. I
pulled the stick into my lap as paddles
was calling for it.

So I got the nose gear off the deck and
felt the hook catch a wire. I breathed a
sigh of relief. Testing the spool-up

S — ——
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[acceleration] time of a pair of J-52s en-
gines as I rolled off the [far] end of the
angled deck was not the way I wanted to
end an already bad ' hop'.

As soon as I stopped, I set the parking
brake and a yellow shirt gave me the
signal to kill # 2 engine. Immediately
after that, I heard a call over the radio
that I was chocked. I killed # 1 try to
safety hand began unstrapping.

As soon as I was free of my seat (1
somehow remembered to 'safe’ the ejec-
tion seat ) I reached over and ' safed' the
BN's lower ejection handle, undid his
lower Koch harness fittings and reached
up to is upper ejection handle.

As I was crawling up, I saw that his up-
per handle was already ' safed.' I started
to release his upper Koch fittings, but
decided they were holding him in and 1
didn't want him to fall against the razor-
sharp plexiglas on his side. So I got back
on my side of the cockpit, held his left
arm and hand, and waited for the medi-
cal people to arrive. I realized he still

o T
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Chinook Roof Landing in Afghanistan

was alive when he said, " Am I on the
flight deck? " A wave of indescribable
relief washed over me as I talked to him
while the crash crew worked to truss
him up and ease him out of his seat.

Once he was clear of the plane, they
towed me out of the landing area and
parked me. By hand, a plane captain
bumped my canopy open far enough
that I could squeeze out. Without look-
ing back at the plane,

I headed straight for medical.

Later, I found that ignorance can be
bliss. I didn't know two things while I
was flying. First, the BN's parachute had
deployed and wrapped itself around the
tail section of the plane. Then, the BN's
seat timing release mechanism had fired
and released the BN from his seat. The
only things keeping him in the plane
were his parachute risers that holding
him against the back of the seat.

[ abridged from an article taken from
crew interviews |




AUBURN AVIATION ASSOCIATION MEMBERSHIP FORM

Please provide the following information:

Member Name

Spouse Name

Street Address

City State Zip

Home Phone Business

Mobile phone Fax number

Email address

Type of License: Student Pilot  Private  ATP  Glider Other
Ratings: Instrument Rotorcraft CFI CFlI Multi  Other:
Aircraft Type N# , Tiedown/Hangar#

Aircraft #2 Type N# , Tiedown/Hangar#

Mail form plus a check for $42 made out to:
Auburn Aviation Association Or email UPDATED information to:susanflies@aol.com
9630 Miracle Drive

Auburn, CA 95602 For questions call Susan Wozniak, 530-863-3497

Auburn Aviation Association

Officers 2004

President
Vice President
Treasurer

Secretary

Membership
Newsletter
5AC

5SAC Liaison
Past President
Emeritus

At Large

Tom Brady 888-0769
Tom Palmer 885-6635
Milt Ciarlariello 268-6636
Carryn Perry 878-6730

barflydr @mindspring.com
raven4(0 @infostations.com
ateam @internet49.com

beperry @earthlink.net

Board Members

Susan Wozniak 863-3497
Daniel Wojdac  823-0382

Gerry Brentnall 916 652-4342

Floyd Sanderson 477-9166
Frank Perey 885-0242
Dick Kiger 885-4364
Tony Wright 878-0219

susanflies @aol.com
danielw @cwo.com
gbrent@garlic.com
sanderson @gyv.net
plane @telis.org
dolores1 @jps.net

stinson2 @juno.com
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Volunteer for the Auburn Air Fair
Your help is needed



APRIL 7TH 2004 MEETING
18:00 BRADY HANGAR #116

The Guest Speaker is

Bob Thomas

Dinner Provided by
Auburn Aviation Association
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ASSOCIATION
2399 Rickenbacker Way

Auburn, CA 95602



