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(From the Author)

This third book in the "Strange Tales" Series
is by far the best yet but if you missed the first two then I
suggest you back up and get them. The links are at the Wellston
Publishing website. While you are there, take a good look around
and see the other great offerings for everything under the reading
sun from Mystery/Thrillers to gut busting cartoons of a southern
flavor. Thanks for reading and I hope "yawl" (ya'all") come back
again soon.

Chas Wells

 


Launch Sequence

 


By Charles Wells

 


Charles "Splash" Beddings closed the locker
and checked his flight helmet, then looked at his friend standing
in front of the cubicle next to his. "Corndog" Williams was
probably the best RIO (Radar Intercept Officer) in the Navy and the
two had been together since OCS. (Officer's Candidate School) They
locked eyes and Splash realized that his friend was waiting on an
answer. Slowly he shook his head from side to side and snapped, "No
way, Corndog, I will not spot you another fifty bucks for the poker
game. Besides, you still owe me a hundred from last time,
remember?"

"Aw come on Splash, you know I'm good for it.
Besides, you lost a few bucks last week in the pot."

"Let's go, we have to be in the ready room in
fifteen."



Corndog closed his locker door and said, "Two
more months and we rotate back state side. My dad is going to take
me fishing on the Oconee River when I get back."

Splash nodded and started out of the room.
"That mud hole in Georgia you mean? Didn't I see that river in the
movie "Deliverance?" Was that scene with the Georgia hicks where
your dad conceived you?"

"You can kiss my entire…"

The 1MC system cut him off, blurting out
calls for the pilots to report to the ready room ASAP.

"Let's go, Corndog. They're yelling for us
early. There must be something up."

"Yea, probably some camel driver got lost on
the road to Baghdad or something."

The briefing went quickly but nothing
unexpected. Their patrol corridors were set and other info was
given, otherwise the air was filled with a tenseness that nobody
could put a finger on but floated about none the less.

Splash and Corndog headed out on the flight
deck carrying their helmets and flight bags. No aircraft had
engines turning at the moment. The purple shirts, or fueling crews,
were finishing up as the two men neared. When they were done,
Splash crawled up the two step ladders on the Tomcat and stashed
his helmets on the seat, and crawled back down. Corndog said,
"Gotta' kick the tires."

Splash nodded and moved beneath the left wing
and started inspecting the bird. The red shirt ordnance crews were
working three planes back and the red pull pins on the weapons were
already removed from the armaments on his. The airplane was read to
rock n roll so far as fighting goes.

The preflight of a war bird was a serious
task and missing something could kill a crew if not done intently
and with more than a few mundane glances. Splash stopped once to
check a questionable rivet but the issue turned out to be a shadow
that tricked his eyes and not damage. He moved along and pressed
against one entrance panel on the belly to be sure it was secure,
moved on under and then around the bird until he stepped back
satisfied. No leaks, no busted joints, and no forgotten doors ajar.
All was fine so he nodded approval to the plane captain who waited
nearby.

Corndog met him at the steps on the fuselage.
Splash nodded and they climbed up and into cockpit. The brown shirt
plane captain followed right behind then leaned over the canopy
space and started helping Splash get strapped in for the flight.
Once secure, he reached inside and pulled the safety pins from the
ejection seats which armed and set them hot for emergency use.

Splash nodded and then watched the plane
captain crawl back down to the deck. When the other crews below
signaled thumb up, he looked back up at Splash and issued the first
hand signal command for the launch process.

Holding two fingers against the palm of his
other hand, he told Splash he was going to turn on the shipboard
electrical power cable that fed the cockpit when the engines were
off. That was done so that he and Corndog could start preflight
checks. Splash nodded and the dash in front of him came alive.
"Okay, Corndog, let's do the preflight before you start counting
your chickens that are only going to lay eggs for you in the game
tonight."

"If you don't loan me the money there might
not be a game for me tonight."

"If I do loan it to you there still might not
be anything but scrambled eggs."

"Splash, I love ya, but you can kiss my
entire…"

Splash didn't hear the rest of the comment
because the plane director was in deep discussion with one of his
crew members beneath the plane. While they waited for the crew to
recheck something questionable on the landing gear, Corndog asked,
"How about thirty bucks? Can you spare that much pocket change when
we get back?"

Splash grinned which pinched the skin on his
face where the facemask strapped against it. "We'll see Corndog,
but no promises until we get back. Just get your mind off poker or
we could end up with an enemy SAM crawling up the tailpipe."

"Only if you back into one because you know
me; anybody that shoots at us is gonna' die a horrible death. Okay,
I think the brown shirt is ready now."

The safety petty officer, wearing his
ensemble of white shirt with a red cross on it, stepped nearer the
area then signaled thumbs up. The plane director acknowledged then
signaled his "huffer" crews and they started toward the plane. The
"huffer" was a squat bulldozer looking machine used to generate the
air pressure needed to turn the engine turbines fast enough to wake
up the 6000 horses of the F-14 Tomcat. As that was being hooked up,
Splash said into the intercom, "Corndog, I'll make a deal with you.
You find us a big ticket bogey we can knock out today and I'll loan
you the 50, fair enough?"

"You got it, man. Today we score the big
one."

The plane captain signaled Splash, pointing
one arm at the engine while holding up two fingers on the other
hand and shaking them. "Turning on one" Corndog said as the huffer
started spinning up the engine turbine for ignition. Splash watched
his gauges until the engine air pressure and rpm were off the pegs
and rising. He engaged the igniter and the fuel flow gauge
immediately responded, and then the EGT, or exhaust gas temperature
gauge also started rising. Next his eyes went to engine oil
pressure and hydraulic pressure; all were coming up to the numbers
required.

Splash signaled thumbs up at the plane
captain, telling him the number one was started and running. Next
he flipped a switch to the number two. The plane captain pointed to
the second engine and Splash started into the same sequence of
events as the first. Everything came up normally there as well and
the engines were powered and ready to go.

Splash signaled the plane captain another
thumb up for number two so the huffer and cables were unplugged.
The Airplane was now running on internal power with all readings in
the green. Corndog started to say something over the headset until
he realized that Splash now had to run the control checks with the
plane captain and stopped in mid sentence.
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