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The sun cast a golden glow over the cold Sahara Desert as the dark cold night changed to morning. Dust rose in the distance as a dune buggy raced over the dunes, often flying into the air as it crossed the top of each dune.  

Bounty hunter Griff Bennett reached over his shoulder and pulled an M-16 rifle from the leather scabbard attached to the buggy roll bar. He pulled down the goggles covering his eyes. His sunburned face and cracked lips were evidence he had been on this desert hunt for several days.

He jammed a clip into the gun and pulled the bolt back. Bennett grabbed the Arab driver's shoulder and indicated he should stop. The dune buggy slowed as it came to the top of a long dune. Bennett stood up and leaned back against the roll bar. 

He raised his field glasses hanging around his neck and started to scan the distant horizon. He waved his hand at the driver and pointed at the horizon.

“Shit!” he hollared. “Go!  Floor it!” he ordered. The driver jammed the gas pedal to the floor and the buggy fishtailed, throwing sand in all directions.

In the distance, a small thin column of black smoke was barely visible against the golden sunrise.The buggy came to a stop just below the last dune before the smoke column. Bennett jumped out before the buggy came to a full stop, he tripped in the sand and dropped the rifle as he hurried up the dune to the top. His driver picked up the M-16 and followed him. 

As Bennett reached the top of the dune, he dropped to his belly and crawled the last few feet to a point where he could see the small valley and road below. He turned and motioned for his driver to get down. 

Suddenly, the morning silence was broken by the sound of an airplane engine off to their right. Bennett turned in time to see a small single engine plane rise above the dune and turn into the morning sun. There was a flicker of orange as the plane turned away from them  

“Did they see us?” the anxious driver asked Bennett.

Bennett ignored the question and brought the field glasses up to his eyes and scanned the column of smoke coming from a burned out Land Rover. There were two bodies close to the Land Rover. In the distance, a small flock of vultures jumped around in an apparent feeding frenzy.

Bennett pulled his Glock 45 and cocked it. He stood up and started running down the dune, often losing his balance in the shifting sands. His driver followed Bennett down the dune. 

Bennett stopped just a few feet from one of the bodies. The body was decapitated and the hands were cut off. Neither the head nor the hands are near the body. There was a large pool of dried blood in the desert sand.

Bennett dropped to his knees next to the body of a camouflaged dressed man. His hands and fingers trembled as he struggled to touch the body. His face was covered with pain as he looked to the sky and screamed. The body was his best friend.

“Awe dammit, Al-Qaida sonsa bitches,” Bennett cried out.

The driver approached the other body and kneeled on one knee. He looked at the body and then looked back at Bennett.

“They cut off Ali's head and hands, too.” he said. The driver put his hand up to shade his eye from the sun and looked toward the buzzards. They were feasting on the severed heads. He started running at full speed toward the vultures shooting his pistol at the birds as he ran.

Bennett jumped up and screamed at him. “Wait! Wait God dammit! There may be booby-traps! Wait God Dammit!”

The driver turned to see what Bennett was screaming about just as his boot snapped something in the sand. His face changed to extreme terror as he looked down at his boot just as a massive explosion blasts him into the air and killed him.
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'"Where are my damn sunglasses,” Chance mumbled as he stood in the hotel room doorway in his boxer shorts. He wasn’t glad to see the morning sun. He squinted and shielded his eyes from the glare of the sun as it hit the ocean waves. 

“I need to throw up,” he mumbled.
His head throbbed from a monster headache. The night before was a foggy memory but he knew he had consumed more than his share of God knows what. 
As he turned away from the doorway a frayed piece of carpet caught his toe and he stumbled, almost hitting his head on the chest-of-drawers. He threw out his hands and arms to break his fall and jammed his thumb against the corner of the night stand.

“Dammit!” he hollered as he hit the floor and rolled over and held his thumb with his other hand. He dropped his hands and arms against the floor and stared at the slowly turning ceiling fan. 

“I need to get to the plane and breathe some pure oxygen,” he said.  Only pure oxygen and time would make his headache go away and now his thumb was pounding with more morning pain. As he lay on the floor, he noticed his sunglasses lying under the bed.  He grabbed them and put them on. He looked back at the rays of morning sun coming through the open doorway. He rolled over and tried to do a push up but his thumb hurt too much so he dropped on the floor.

It was then he noticed a green and white feather lying next to the bed. It was wrapped with a silk string.

"What the hell is this?" he mumbled as he picked up the feather and looked at it. He tossed the feather into the trash container next to the bed

He sat up for a second and then he stood up, dropped his boxer shorts, and headed for the shower. In a few minutes, a stream of hot water ran on his short black hair, down his forehead and over his aviator sunglasses.  He worked the toothbrush hanging out of the corner of his mouth, scraping away the memory and taste of another night of nothingness.

This airplane crew was on the way to Monrovia, Liberia and they planned to map the Liberian jungle for the Liberia Forestry Department.  Hopefully, the project would uncover valuable stands of ebony located in the thick dense jungle.

“Morning,” Chance mumbled as he walked up to the table in the hotel café twenty minutes later. His boss and the airplane captain, Raeger Erickson, was reading a British newspaper. A plate of fruit rinds made it clear Captain Erickson had finished a plate of fresh fruit for breakfast.  

“How was it?” his hung-over co-pilot asked.

“It was good,” Erickson said as he looked over the newspaper and his half glasses.“Weather looks good. Should be an easy day. Little hung over are you?”

"Yes," Chance said as he sat down and turned his coffee cup over. "That damn Thompson kept handing me German beer. I hate beer. They didn't have any Jack Daniels. This place must have different standards than the good hotels."

Erickson laughed as he picked up his coffee cup and took a drink.  “Different standards," he mocked. "If you think this is bad, wait until you see out next stop.”

“It's worse than this?”

“You think this is bad?” Erickson asked as he motioned with his hand for Chance to look around at the white tablecloths, the crystal glassware, and the silver. The African staff stood straight and tall in their starched white uniforms waiting for any motion which would indicate a guest needed service.

He looked around at what Erickson was trying to show him. He pointed at the coffee cup when he made eye contact with one of the servers. Instantly, the server moved into action, gracefully picking up the coffeepot. He came to the table and filled the cup.

“Do you speak French?” Chance asked his boss. “Order me some breakfast.”

“What do you want?” Erickson asked as the server stood at attention next to the table.

“Oh, same as you,” Chance answered as he looked around at the beach.

“He’ll have the fruit plate and pastry also,” Erickson told the server.

“Thank you, Sir,” the waiter said in perfect English.

Erickson laughed as the stunned junior officer looked at the African.  He watched the man step back from the table in military fashion and move briskly away.  

“Real slum, huh,” Erickson said as he snickered and turned another page of the paper.

“I didn’t know they spoke English. I thought Senegal was a French colony.”

“It was but this is an international hotel. Most of the staff probably speaks English as well as their native African dialect and perhaps some German and some Italian. I think this is a great place. Just look at the sea this morning," Erickson said as he put down his paper. "This is beautiful.”

Chance looked out at the ocean. A light sea breeze blew in toward them. He sniffed the salt air. It was still early so the morning sky was blue.  The puffy cumulus clouds had not formed but they would shortly. Clouds were the enemy of this crew. They flew a camera-equipped Lear Jet and when the clouds formed, their pictures were worthless. They took their pictures from  41,000 feet above the ground and anything that blurred the ground ruined the pictures. 

Erickson picked up his newspaper and started to scan it once more. Chance watched the sea roll in and the gentle breeze blow the edges of the white tablecloths. He took his silver Cross pen out of the pen slot on his white pilot shirt and started to run it through his fingers like a baton twirler in front of a high school band. He was skilled at rolling this pen and cherished it because of the engraved inscription of days gone by. The inscription read “Homecoming King,” a reminder that he was once the center of attention.

“Excuse me Sir, your breakfast.” Chance looked up at the African standing next to him holding the two plates. He bent slightly forward and placed the plates in front of the young pilot and stepped back like a soldier stepping back into formation after inspection. He watched the man move away. He moved across the wooden pier-like floor without making a sound.

“That waiter reminds me more of a soldier than a waiter the way he moves,” Chance said as he picked up his knife and fork and started to cut his fruit.

“Senegal is known for its military,” Erickson said as he looked up from his newspaper. “They have some of the fiercest fighters in the world. They distinguished themselves in World War II. Senegal is one of the crown jewels of Africa,” he continued. “It’s a stable country with a powerful army unlike the place we are going. Liberia is a hellhole. Savor this place. It will be a long time before we are so well treated again.”

“Morning,” a deep voice said as the table darkened from a tall shadow. Photographer Bill Thompson pulled back another chair and started to seat himself. The pilots nicknamed Thompson “Moose” because of his height and clumsy moves.

“Moose,” Erickson said, “move dammit, you’re blocking the light.”

“You two fly boys ready to go or can I have some breakfast?” Thompson asked.

“Chow down big guy,” Chance said.“This is a light flying day for us, right boss?”

"Yes, but I want to get going pretty soon,” Erickson said. 

“You guys speak any French?”Thompson asked as he turned his coffee cup over and noticed the instant response from the server.

“Your international captain does, oh Moosie dearest. What would you like?” Chance asked.

“Do they have bacon and eggs over here?” Thompson asked.

“They have birds so they have eggs and I imagine they can cut a few thin strips off a water buffalo and whip us something chewy,” Erickson said as he looked over the top of his British newspaper.

“What did you order?” he asked the co-pilot.

“Fruit and pastries,” Chance answered.

“Order the same for me,” Thompson said to Erickson.

“Give the big one fruit and pastries,” Erickson said to the African.

“Yes Sir,” the African said as he stepped back from filling Thompson’s coffee cup.

Chance broke into a table-pounding laugh as he looked at the surprised Thompson. 

"So, how did you and Miss Feathers get along last night?" Thompson asked Chance.

"What do you mean Miss Feathers?" Chance asked.

"You don't remember giving dancing lessons to the African lady with all of those feathers stuck in her hair?" Thompson asked.

"Awe bullshit," Chance said as he looked sheepishly at Erickson.

"She fell madly in love with you," Thompson continued. "You taught her how to do the Bunny Hop. What a sight, a big heavy African woman with a head full of feathers doing the Bunny Hop."

"Moose," Chance said as he took out his silver Cross pen and waved menacingly at the photographer, "you doctored my beer, didn't you.“

"Just making sure you enjoyed your international experience, Mr. Co-pilot.  A touch of Ouzo gives German beer that little extra kick," Thompson said as he rubbed the co-pilot's blond hair.

"Ouzo?"  Chance said as he looked at the smiling Thompson. "You spiked my beer with Ouzo?"

"Only the bartender will know for sure. Do you need to twiddle that damn pen all the time?” Thompson said as he made a grab for the pen and missed.

“Yes,” Chance replied.

“Why do you have to twiddle it?” Thompson asked.

“To prevent arthritis in my old age,” Chance answered.

“What’s that twiddling have to with arthritis?”Thompson asked.

“It keeps your fingers nimble and feeds them silver. Your joints need silver,” Chance said.

“Awe bullshit. Your joints don’t need any damn silver,” Thompson growled.

“Yes they do,” Chance answered

“Prove it,” Thompson demanded.

“I don’t have arthritis do I?”

"OK you two clowns," Erickson said as he pushed his chair back and stood up, "let's be out of here in twenty minutes." He turned and walked out of the open-air restaurant.

"Isn't he a bucket of fun today," Thompson grumbled as he tore open some sugar packages and poured them into his cup. He considered himself the project manager on this trip  but Erickson had taken command in the air and on the ground. Erickson had more aerial photography experience, too.  He had flown for this company for several years and had grown from piloting old twin engine piston planes with one pilot and one photographer crew to a Lear Jet captain flying all over the world.  A co-pilot was a necessary evil to him. Thompson was still learning the art of finding a flight line from high above the ground and Erickson was not a patient teacher. He was not a patient teacher with his junior officer either.

Before long, Thompson was served. Chance stood up and looked out at the sea. The soft gentle shades of morning were gone. The air was heavy now and the small popcorn cumulus clouds were forming in the graying sky.

“We better go,” Chance said.
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Erickson was first out the door and into the hotel van. He usually was. He sat in the front passenger seat and was still reading his British newspaper when Chance and Thompson entered the van and took their seats in the second row. Chance wore an airline-style uniform with a white shirt and three gold stripe ephalets on his shoulders even though most of their US flying was done in jeans and T-shirts.  

Erickson wasn't wearing his airline shirt and four striped shoulder epaulets indicating the rank of captain. He had no intention of wearing the trappings of an airline. He turned down a pilot job with TWA after his service in Korea.  

"Did you run this morning?"  Chance asked Erickson.

"Yes," he said as he looked up from the paper.

"How far?" Chance asked.

"Doesn't matter how far," Erickson answered. "It only matters that I did. I am in better shape now than you'll ever be."

Erickson turned his attention to the package of charts sent to him by the handling company as the hotel van sped toward the airport. He looked out the van windows as the humidity and the smoke from charcoal cooking fires blurred the sky.  He put on his half glasses, made notes on the charts and put them in the order he needed them. Chance watched hoping today would be the day he would share the chart information and the flight plan.  

"Can I see those?" Chance asked.

"I don't want to mess them up," Erickson replied. Erickson kept them in a chart well on the left side of his seat. When it came to the flight plan and route, Chance didn’t have a clue what was going on.

“What if you died?” Chance asked.

“What?” Erickson snapped as he looked at his co-pilot.

“What if you died? How would I get the plane back?”

“Fly it back,” Erickson answered.

“You never brief me or show me anything. I wouldn’t have any idea and I would have to reach clear across your dead ass to get the charts and figure things out.”

“I don’t intend to die,” Erickson answered

“Flying is a what-if profession,” Chance argued.

Erickson folded the charts and put them back in the envelope. He took off his half glasses and put them into a soft case attached to his belt and turned around in his seat and looked Chance directly in the eyes.

“What if you make sure the plane is properly pre-flighted so I don’t have to worry about making an emergency return because of some stupid mistake you made?” he snapped.

“He’s right,” Thompson said. “He should know about the flight planning.”

“He’ll know what I want him to know,” Erickson explained.

The van was approaching the airport. As they passed by the end of the runway, a Swissair MD-11 turned onto the runway. Behind it, an aging DC-8 freighter patiently waited its turn.  

Chance looked at the pilots in the front end of both planes. He could see the sunglasses and the white shirts. He watched the airliner start its takeoff roll and wondered if he would ever command a plane like that. Today, he was in command of silence and resentment.

Chance bolted from the van as soon as it came to a stop in front of the General Aviation Terminal. He grabbed his bag from the driver as soon as the driver lifted out it of the van, stuck a dollar in the driver’s hand, and headed for the terminal door. He didn’t wait for anyone and he entered the building, showed his passport to the waiting security people and hurried out the door to the ramp and the waiting Lear Jet.  

The morning humidity formed small rivers of water which ran down the windshield and the sides of the cabin. He stuck his key in the lock and turned it. The electric motor inside of the door responded and the door slowing broke the smooth lines of the fuselage. He pulled the top of the clamshell door up. Normally, the bottom part of the door dropped down and became the entry stairs but this Lear Jet was specially modified. The bottom part of the door held the camera Thompson would use to photograph the Liberian forest.  

Chance reached inside and pulled out a small three-step ladder the crew used to enter and exit the plane. He climbed the ladder, tossed his flight bag toward the back of the plane, and turned toward the small cockpit. He slipped into his seat, the right seat, and released the red strap attached to the control yoke and the rudder pedals. That arrangement kept the ailerons and rudder from whipping around in the wind while the plane was parked.

Out of habit, his left hand gently slapped the gear handle to make sure it was in the down position. He switched the batteries on and checked the voltage meters. He picked up the checklist and started down the items.

“Don’t waste the batteries,” Erickson hollered out as he approached the door.

Chance reached over and shut off the batteries and tossed the checklist into his empty chart pocket by the right side of his seat. He pushed himself out of the seat, got out of the cockpit, and exited the plane and started his exterior inspection. He glared at his boss walking back toward the terminal after putting his flight gear into the plane.

“Asshole,” Chance mumbled as he turned his attention to the outside inspection.  

He bent down and drained the two push valves for the pitot static system. A small trickle of water came out. He was not surprised considering the humidity. He thought for a second about what could have gone wrong if he hadn't checked. The water could freeze at higher altitudes and their altitude and airspeed readings would be wrong. Something so simple to check had caused a 727 crash in upstate New York.  

Pilots Learn from the other pilot's mistakes. At each preflight check stop, there was almost always a fatal lesson suggested. He pulled the red cover off of the pitot tube; a small "L" shaped device that faced forward.  The opening in the tube collected ram air, which was also needed for correct instrument readings. 

He bent down and looked into the pitot tube to check for obstructions and then he ducked under the nose and looked into the nose gear wheel well. He shined his flashlight into the darkness and looked for hydraulic leaks. Everything was nice and dry. He checked the nose wheel tire for nicks and splits in the tread. 

He stood up and checked the inspection panels that covered the top of the nose. Simple spring screws were enough to keep the flimsy panels on while this plane flew at up to Mach .82 or 82% of the speed of sound. A variety of electronic devices and the oxygen system were under those panels. All of the screws were secured.  

He looked carefully at the windshield. It still looked clear from the day before and their flight from Madrid, through the Canary Islands, to Dakar. The thick plastic windshields were separated by a piece of metal with the edge sticking out about an inch. It was called the bird splitter. Everything on an airplane has a purpose.

Behind him, he could hear the roar of a departing freighter. The old DC-8 rumbled down the runway leaving a rotating cloud of black smoke on each side of the runway as it slowly lifted into the morning sky. It had been a long time since he had heard that loud noise because of the noise ban at US airports. He watched the gear, which he called “tennies,” retract into the wells.

“Cut the rope,” he said as he smiled. He knew with the reduced drag  from the now retracted gear, the old DC-8 would quickly pick up speed.  

He turned back to his job and patted the Lear Jet on the nose and checked a little white button on the front of the nose, which dispensed de-icing fluid. The pat was nothing less than a caress from one lover to another.

He pulled off the pitot cover on the right side, checked for obstructions, drained some more drains and walked along the shiny metal edge of the short stubby wing. He squinted as he looked into the front of the right engine and carefully looked at all the vanes to see if he could detect any cracks. He jumped up on the wing to check the engine oil. He flipped open the cover in the outer cowling and twisted the dipstick and pulled it out. It was often hard to detect the level but today, the light hit the dipstick just right. Engine oil OK.

He turned again when he heard the shrill whine of a nearby passenger jet.  A British Airways jet rolled down the taxiway. He watched the big jet as it picked up speed for it’s long taxi to the business end of the runway. The Lear Jet dipped slightly as Thompson climbed into the plane.

“Moose you clumsy ox, you are screwing up my preflight,” Chance said.

“Screw you, you lousy little-three striper,” the photographer growled out as he made mention of the co-pilot stripes. Thompson had a tough time getting his six foot six frame into the cramped interior of the small plane.

"That’s three more than you have, Moosie.” Chance teased.

“I am the project manager, I should have five stripes.”

“Nobody has five stripes, Moose. If you showed up with five stripes, they would throw your ass in the clink. I’ll get you some with two stripes," Chance offered.

“What does two stripes mean?” Thompson asked.

“Professional engineer. You don’t see many of those anymore. It’s special,” Chance explained.

“Get me some,” Thompson ordered.

“Ok but I may have trouble with the shirt.”

“Why?” Thompson asked as he poked his head out of the door.

“Pilot shirts are not designed for somebody that fat. I'll have to order one from the Liberian Tent and Awning Company.”

“If I was out there I would stuff your scrawny ass under the wing,” Thompson teased.

“Oh ya, that reminds me, better check the main gear,” Chance said and he jumped off the wing. He bent down and crawled under the wing to check the main gear. Both tires looked fine and the brake spacing looked within spec. He looked up into the well and checked for leaks. There was no evidence of any leaks. He brushed off the landing light and checked for cracks. Everything looked fine.

The fuel truck stopped in front of the plane as Chance came out from under the wing. The African driver got out and prepared to fuel the jet.

Chance smiled at the African and continued his preflight. The recognition light in front of the tip tank was fine. In this part of the world, radar approach control was a luxury. This light was one of their most important tools. They used this bright light to help other airplanes see them. When it was on, they could be seen from miles away. In the land of flying missionaries who never talked to anyone but God, and airlines who never expected to see anything but other airliners, a bright light was important. Chance checked the combination strobe and green recognition light on the outside of the tank. The lights were OK.

When the cockpit control yoke was turned to the right, the right aileron went up, and the left aileron on the opposite wing went down. That caused the left wing to generate more lift and turn the plane to the right. He grabbed the aileron and gently moved it up and down and checked to make sure the bolts and nuts attaching it to the control arm were in place and tight.  

Trouble. The flaps were partially down.That was the kind of mistake that gave Erickson reason to raise hell with him. He sighed and looked down at the concrete.    

"Damn," he mumbled. He should have raised them all the way as soon as they cleared the runway on their previous landing. He didn’t and if he didn’t get that corrected by the time his boss was in the cockpit, he would hear about it. He hated making dumb mistakes like this. It wasn’t professional and above all, he wanted to be professional.  

He shined his flashlight into the back of the right engine and looked for leaks and cracks. Everything looked fine. Now came the most challenging part of the checks. He ducked under the back of the fuselage and pushed on the three spring snap locks that allowed the hellhole cover to drop from the center of the fuselage. He could stand up inside of the hellhole and have a look at several important systems. The batteries were in the hellhole. So were hydraulic systems. He examined the items carefully and at the same time, did his best not to come into contact with anything so his white shirt would not be stained. Professionals didn’t get stained.  

He ducked back out of the hellhole and snapped the door shut.  He checked antennas for the GPS, and high frequency radios, and then walked a few feet behind the plane.    

From there he looked up at the elevators, which were controlled by the yoke, and the big rudder. When the pilot pulled back on the control yoke, the elevators moved up making the plane climb. When the pilot pushed the yoke forward, the elevators moved down causing the plane to descend. 

When the pilot pushed the left foot pedal, called a rudder pedal, the big rudder moved left, making the plane turn left.The opposite control input produced an opposite movement. There were small tabs on top of the rudder pedals. Those small tabs were called toe brakes and were the braking system on this Lear Jet. Other planes had thrust reversers on the back of the engines. When deployed, they worked like cupped hands and sent engine thrusts forward to help stop the plane.

“You about done?” he heard his boss ask. “Nice job on the flaps last night. What’s so damn hard about bringing up the flaps?”

“Be done in a couple of minutes,” he said as he ignored the flaps comments. Chance bit on his lip. “It’s my mistake,” he mumbled.“It’s my mistake.”

He checked the back of the left engine, the left flap and aileron and the static wicks—small little stick-like devices which stuck straight out from the tip tank. They were responsible for dissipating static electricity buildup as the plane flew through the air.   

Chance heard the snap sound as Erickson turned the batteries on.  Chance listened for the whine sound of the hydraulic pumps coming on.  He heard the squeal as Erickson pushed the toe brakes and pulled the brake tab to set the parking brakes. Chance watched the flaps come up. The flaps didn't need to come up since that was the correct position for takeoff but Erickson knew Chance would be looking and he wanted to send him a message. 

Erickson reached for a knob on the center console and checked the fuel quantity. The gauge showed readings for both tip tanks, both wing thanks, and the center tank; an expandable bladder tank located in front of the hellhole and under the baggage compartment behind the bench seat.  

“Fuel looks OK.” Erickson said. “Let’s go.”.

Chance climbed up the little ladder and pulled it into the plane. He pulled down the top of the door, flipped the motor switch to pull the top of the door down tight against the bottom of the door.  When the motor stopped, he flipped the handle in the door to send the locking pins from the door into the holes in the door frame. Then he ran the motor the opposite way to release the pull down clamps. If they had to make an emergency exit, all they would have to do was flip the door handle up and the door would quickly open,  

He entered the small cockpit opening and slipped into his seat. He attached his lap belts and reached above his shoulders and pulled his shoulder belts down and connected them into the top of the seat belt connector.    

Erickson took the right start-generate switch and pulled it out and down. The engine's right RPM gauge came alive as the starter turned engine. Erickson watched the RPM gauge and when it reached ten percent, he moved the right throttle out of the cutoff position. Instantly, the air filled with the snapping noise of the engine igniters starting to fire. A deep “varoom” sound and the jump of RPM confirmed the engine was coming to life. He moved the small start-generate switch from the start position to the center position and then to the generate position. The DC instruments came alive. He pushed a small button under the top of the instrument panel to test all of the annunciator system warning lights and the fire warning lights.  

With each flip of a new switch, another warning light disappeared from the warning light panel above the instruments. He completed the same steps for the left engine and when both engines were on line, he reached over and flipped the two inverter switches up bringing AC power to the rest of the instruments and the steering. The gyros bounced to life and spooled up. This hunk of aluminum and wires was almost ready to give them a fighter-like flying experience.  Erickson turned on the communication and navigation radios and the GPS system.

“Call 'em,” he said as he picked up his first chart and started to plug in the numbers. "We're at G thirty-one."

“Do they have an ATIS frequency?” Chance asked. ATIS stood for automatic terminal information system which was a recording, changed hourly, that gave airport information, including active runways, wind direction, altimeter settings and radio contact information.

"No," Erickson said as he tapped twice on the number one radio. "Use tower for everything."

Chance flipped the silver radio selector switch to the radio Erickson tapped. His boom mike draped around the right side of his face. He listened for a second to make sure no other plane was talking to the controller. If someone was talking and he pressed his button, a loud squeal occurred which annoyed everyone on the frequency. That wasn’t professional. He heard nothing but silence. He pressed the mike button behind the top of his control yoke.

“Dakar tower, Lear Jet November 54 Kilo Mike is IFR to Monrovia, Spriggs-Payne at apron G thirty-one, ga'mornin.” IFR let the controller know the airplane had filed an instrument flight plan to Monrovia, Liberia's Spriggs-Payne airport and G thirty-one told the controller where the Lear Jet was on the airport. Chance pulled his trusty Cross pen out of his shirt pocket and flipped it through his fingers. He reached for a small clipboard by the side of his seat and waited for an answer.

"Lear Jet November 54 Kilo Mike you are cleared to the Spriggs-Payne airport, Banjul departure, upper bravo six zero zero. Altimeter two niner eight niner, wind three five zero at five. Taxi via taxiway Sierra to Sierra one to holding point for runway three six. Advise ready to taxi this frequency."

"Lear Jet November 54 Kilo Mike is cleared to the Spriggs-Payne airport Banjul departure upper bravo six zero zero.  Sierra to Sierra one and hold short of runway three six, two niner eight niner on the altimeter and we'll advise ready to taxi this frequency."

"Roger, November 54 Kilo Mike. Your readback is correct."

Chance reached over and set the altimeter reading into Erickson's altimeter and then he changed his altimeter. The wind would be light and on the nose of the plane as they made their takeoff run. They would take two different taxiways to reach the runway.
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“Turn it down!” Erickson snapped at his first officer.  Chance usually left the overhead speaker on so Thompson could hear the air traffic chatter. Thompson often ducked his head into the cockpit to have a look around and listen. But today, Thompson was bucked up and already napping.

Erickson raised his hand from the throttle and made a motion like he was flicking something off the end of his index finger.  Chance understood.

“Lear Jet November 54 Kilo Mike is ready to taxi,” Chance said as he pushed his mike button. He was not used to saying November in his day-to-day conversations but they were now flying internationally.  November was the call sign given to aircraft registered in the United States.  

“Roger Lear Jet November 54 Kilo Mike, taxi to runway three six via taxiway Sierra to taxiway Sierra One. Hold short of runway three six hold point."

"Sierra to sierra one and Kilo Mike will hold short of three six at the hold short point," Chance repeated.

"Roger, Kilo Mike."

Erickson looked at the African standing about twenty feet in front of the plane and gave him the thumbs up. The African smiled and raised his two flashlight batons and motioned for the plane to come foreword. Erickson reached down and pushed the parking brake handle to the off position. He moved both throttles up and back, just enough to get the jet to move from its parked position but not enough to disrupt what might be behind the small jet































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Afrlca
Bomb





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





