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He is most free from danger, who, even when 

safe, is on his guard. 

— Publilius Syrus 
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Send them in! 

editor@iac38.org 

Share your aviation experi-

ences with the rest of the 

club. 

 

Photo sent in by Mike Eggen.   

The hangar at Nationals in Denison, Texas.  
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plane and crash.  Even if I got to the runway, I might not be 

able to flare and might only crash into the runway, or near it. 

It crossed my mind that I might be killed.  It was not terrify-

ing but it was frightening.  I felt very guilty that I might leave 

my young kids with no father. 

If I had been a lot higher, I would have experimented more 

with the controls and even simulated a landing, then just baled 

out if I lost control.  I did not feel high enough to experiment 

much and I did not like to add a lot of power to climb because 

I was sure that with almost no down-elevator available I 

would not be able to keep the nose down. 

I contemplated trying to land in one of the farmers’ fields 

below, or going to one of the many runways in the central 

valley. 

All the time the aircraft just kept flying towards home.  I de-

cided I would take the hint and fly home .  When I was a bit 

closer, I would call the tower and declare an emergency. 

I called Livermore tower further out that I normally would 

during a lull in activity on the tower frequency.  Despite my 

intention to declare an emergency, I did not at first do so.  I 

told the tower of the nature of my problem and that I would 

like gentle handling.  He asked quite specifically whether I 

wanted to declare an emergency and have the equipment de-

ployed.  It would be foolish to crash on the runway then die 

for want of a little first aid or firefighting.  “Yes,” I said. 

The tower cleared other aircraft out of the way and gave me 

the usual right base to 25 Right approach.  When I was getting 

(Continued on page 4) 
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Michael Flynn 

I have written this so 

that we can all learn 

from it. 

I was returning to 

Livermore from a 

simple, relaxing 

flight to a private 

field in the foothills 

of the Sierras.  It 

was a beautiful day: 

fifty miles visibility, 

warm, and sunny.  

Coming back to Livermore is always easy as there is a big 

mountain next to it.  On my return, I knew all I had to do was 

point a little to the left of the mountain and I would reach my 

home base.  The mountain was visible as soon as I took off, so 

the return trip was pleasant and relaxing.  About half way 

home, things changed. 

I had been using only fingertip pressure on the stick, my arm 

resting on my knee.  Without any warning, the stick became 

completely slack in my hand.  The plane is so well rigged, and 

at that moment was so well trimmed, that it continued to fly 

happily along, straight and level.  I gingerly experimented with 

the stick.  There was a huge amount of slack.  By pushing as far 

forward as I could reach it was possible to get a little nose down 

elevator, and by pulling back as far as I could, I could get a 

little nose up; but it seemed very sloppy.  I was very concerned 

that if I moved the stick much in any direction things would 

break more than they already were, and I would lose control of 

the plane. 

Loss of control!  Eek!  I contemplated baling out.  I was wear-

ing a parachute; I was at 2000 feet, plenty of altitude to jump; 

nice flat, green fields were below, nice for me to land in, and 

the Pitts would not harm anyone on the ground when it crashed.  

Nevertheless, I was reluctant to jump.  This was not the kind of 

emergency for which I had planned.  A structural failure, a fire, 

a control failure in the middle of a sequence, or a spin I could 

not stop: in cases such as those I would have been out of there 

in a flash with no hesitation, but this was different.  The air-

plane was flying along contentedly as though nothing were 

wrong, it did not seem right to abandon it.  I had a lot of time to 

think things over. 

Although I had made seven hundred skydives in my youth and I 

had complete faith in my emergency parachute opening almost 

instantly, I found the prospect of jumping out quite frightening.  

I also found the idea of trying to land the aircraft daunting.  In 

making power changes, trim changes, or moving the controls in 

attempting to descend and land, I might lose control of the 

The missing bolt as found on floor.  Also the idler, as 

found, out of its housing and the housing restricting its 

movement. 

File Photo of a Pitts 
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FOR SALE 

EXTRA FLUGZEUG-

BAU EA 300/L 

 

1995, S/N: 017, N4BM, 

470TT, Perfect Condi-

tion.  IFR, KX135A 

Comm./GPS, Electric 

Rudder Pedals, 

DSA 12 Accelerometer, 

Shadin Fuel Comp,  

Bose headset system, Front Cockpit comm. and instruments 

Loaded with all options, parachutes included. 

 

Fresh Prop Overhaul and Custom Paint by American Propel-

ler.  New Mags, Plugs, Life Time Hoses, Rubber Molding, 

Engine Mounts, Baffle Seals, Tail Wheel Strut. 

Contact:    

      Tim Diestel 

Bend, Oregon 

Cell: 541.410.1935 

closer, the tower informed me that emergency services were 

not there yet and asked whether I would like to circle for a 

while until they did.  I did not like the idea of circling over-

head: too may power changes and turns.  “I’ll just go ahead 

and land,” I told him. 

All the way in I was concerned that as I reduced power to 

descend or used the ailerons or rudder I might suddenly lose 

control, the plane diving toward the ground, or the nose com-

ing up and my not being able to keep it down and the plane 

stalling, but that I would be too low to jump. 

I kept it high until quite close in.  My Pitts, like most, has 

glide characteristics somewhere between those of a sheep and 

a brick (it does not so much fly as plummet), so I like to keep 

it quite high until I start reducing the power.  I always feel as 

though I am far too high when turning from base to final and 

have to force myself to let it settle for a while, but, usually, 

what had seemed far too high turns out to be about right.  

Then I make further power reductions and try to be on short 

final with little or no power.  This time, I wanted to be sure 

that I did not have to add any power because I might not be 

able to control the resulting pitch up.  Adrenaline really does 

focus the mind and my approach was perfect.  I made a long, 

curved approach, steadily reducing power until I was certain 

that I had made the runway.  With about two hundred feet to 

go, I kept my head outside the aircraft.  I pulled the power 

back as far as it would go and instead of just keeping my hand 

on the throttle, I made a conscious effort to keep constant 

back pressure on it to ensure it was developing the minimum 

power; I wanted to be sure that I stayed on the ground after I 

landed (or hit). 

I was over the runway, pushing the power back as far as it 

would go, pulling back as hard as I could on the stick.  The 

plane landed, not as lightly as a feather, but no harder than 

some of my less graceful landings.  Thankfully, it wanted to 

stay on the runway and not bounce, so I concentrated on 

keeping it straight.  I try not to use the brakes much usually, 

but I realized, to my astonishment, that with just the smallest 

application of the brakes I would make the first turn off, taxi-

way Charlie.  I stopped in the middle of the runway opposite 

the taxiway.  I was quite amazed.  The tower was saying, 

“Good job.  Well done!”  I started to feel amazingly happy 

but also quite confused; the change from having a lot to do to 

sitting in a motionless aircraft, safely on the ground, was dis-

orienting.  “Thank you.  Thank you,” I said.  I was sort of 

thanking him, the plane, everyone.  I started to realize that 

having been the focus of everyone’s attention and concern 

that the tower would probably like its runway back.  I noticed 

the fire trucks showing up.  “What do you want to do?” asked 

the tower.  “I am pretty sure I can taxi; I’d like to taxi to the 

South hangars,” I said.  He cleared me to taxi to the South 

hangars. 

Back at my hangar, it was strange to be on my own.  I called a 

pilot friend and talked a thousand words a minute, evidence 

that I had been more frightened than I thought. 

I pulled out the seat back and found the source of the prob-

lem: the bolt that locates the elevator control idler in its hous-

ing had come all the way out and was the lying on the bottom 

of the aircraft; the idler had moved sideways and was wedged 

up against its housing preventing it moving forward (up-

elevator).  After a lot of searching the castellated nut that 

(Continued on page 5) 

Showing how idler fell sideways and its movement was 

restricted by the housing.  




