
Angel Flight of '82
 Novel

 Mickael Launay

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/VNpAZ/Angel-Flight-of-82-Dean-Doudna
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/VNpAZ/Angel-Flight-of-82-Dean-Doudna
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/VNpAZ/Angel-Flight-of-82-Dean-Doudna
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/VNpAZ/Angel-Flight-of-82-Dean-Doudna


This true story took place in 1982. At the time, Dean was a W1 and stationed in Korea. He had
only been graduated from the army's flight program ten months and did not yet possess the
flight experience befitting the multiple flight decisions required of this flight. Not only did Dean
need to deal with the flight environment but had to come to terms with the unfortunate decision
matrix that he used to fly in the first place. Dean quickly realized that he had first to understand
his flight conditions before he could modify emergency procedures designed to save his life.To
his horror, Dean had never come to grips with the plane crash that killed his father, twin, and two
additional passengers fourteen years earlier. That traumatic event was haunting him this day
while dealing with the environmental conditions that were trying to kill them all on this flight. The
two flights' parallel is uncanny. There is enough background provided to allow the reader a
glimpse into the unique and sometimes disastrous Doudna early years. The author does his best
to remind the readers that God is the real hero. At every turn, the Holy Spirit whispers solutions,
guiding Dean with decisions decades ahead of his ten-month flight experience.There are plenty
of human-interest stories scattered throughout the novel to give the reader a rest bit from the life-
threatening drama that plays out in the cockpit. Dean continued his career where he served
thirty-five years active duty in the army. Upon retirement from the army as a CW5, was selected
to be the Government Flight Representative, where he served for another eleven years risk
mitigating and approving the maintenance procedures and flights for all of Fort Rucker's 650
helicopters. He retired in 2015 and felt compelled to tell this story.



Angel Flight of '82Dean DoudnaCopyright © 2020 by Dean DoudnaAll rights reserved. No part
of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means,
including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods without the prior
written permission of the publisher. For permission requests, solicit the publisher via the address
below.Christian Faith Publishing, Inc.832 Park AvenueMeadville, PA
16335www.christianfaithpublishing.comPrinted in the United States of AmericaTable of
ContentsLanding at Wonju (KNW)Wonju Airfield OperationsUSAF Weather BriefingThe
Decision Is Made to FlyRyan and I Discuss the Circled-Red-X’sI First Meet the CommanderWe
Have Got to Depart WonjuJust Before Departure from WonjuDeparture from WonjuSix Hours
before Going into IMCMy Co-Pilot Reports, “Mercy”Seconds into Inadvertent Meteorological
Conditions (IMC)We Have to Return to WonjuWe Reenter IMCThree Minutes into IMCThe
Reality of the Circled Red XsA Pilots Technique Is Discovered and DevelopedI Am Ready to
Brief the LTI Now Have HopeI Was Fourteen Years OldTime Past to Clean Up the CockpitAn
Unsuccessful Annual Proficiency and Readiness Test (APART) Instrument Check RideHaunted
by My Failed Instrument Check Ride while Continuing to Clean Up the CockpitIcing
Manifestation Is Realized—Fuel Check Is in ProgressIcing Thickens on the Aircraft and Flicker
Vertigo Is IntroducedFarewell to Poncho and Hello to Osan Approach ControlATIS Reports Zero/
Zero ConditionsThe First Approach into Osan—Final Controller IssuesOsan Missed Approach
and Another Controller’s Shocking StatementFinal Approach into Osan—Full StopOn Second
Final at Osan and We See a Bright LightSafely Down at OsanOsan Officers Club: Drinks for All
and All for DrinksThe Long Cold Drive Back to Camp HumphreysArrival to Camp
HumphreysHeaded to My HoochBack to Osan to Recover the AircraftNo-Notice Instrument
Check RideThe Final Information for the IMC FlightChapter 1Landing at Wonju (KNW)23
December 1982, Republic of South Korea (ROK). 0900 Hours.When we left Camp Humphreys
(KSG), snow was not forecasted for the morning flight period, but there was snow forecasted for
the afternoon flight period. The afternoon forecast period was foreboding for the flight, but if all
went as planned, I felt we could squeak this mission in just under minimums for the morning
flight period. The weather guys have a tough job. It seems to me that their occupation is likened
to crystal ball guessing rather than science. I remember teasing one of the USAF airmen
embedded with our unit for weather forecasting one morning before another mission that I was
tasked to fly. I saw the forecaster outside the weather hooch as my crew and I were approaching,
and I asked him surely he had not abandoned all that high-tech weather forecasting equipment
to come outside and view the weather? He smiled as he reported that I would be surprised just
how often a weatherman did just that. We went inside, and he labored over the weather forecast.
My copilot, an LT, and I watched him check the blocks on our -1. Flyable weather we agreed but
only if we got out and back before the real snow hit. As it turned out, on this mission day, we
quickly discovered that the forecaster’s poorly combined modern forecasting techniques and
outside eyeballing as the forecast for the afternoon’s snow onset were a total miss. Bad news for
helicopter operations in the ROK.The forecast highly motivated me to adjust the mission to



arrive in front of the afternoon snow forecast. Our arrival to Wonju hours before the afternoon
flight period required an adjustment to my mission, so I asked our operations officer to contact
our passengers (PAX) and adjust their schedule. I was flying general officers this morning, and
that is never an easy adjustment to make. General officers come with their own set of difficulties,
and our operations officer said that, given the imposing weather, he was sure that they would
agree. Canceling the mission was something they did not want to consider. We had flyable
weather for the morning period. Why not try? Somehow, our operations officer secured a
mission adjustment, and we were allowed to depart earlier.The LT, Ryan, and I had arrived at the
aircraft, completed the preflight, and started the helicopter. We were running through the before
takeoff checks when we saw a jeep pull up near the helicopter with our PAXs. According to the
mission sheet, we were to fly to Osan and pick up the PAXs at Osan before departing for Wonju.
I knew we had successfully changed the mission departure time but was surprised when I saw
the PAXs.I mused, “Hey, LT, this is how quickly missions change.” I could see that there was an
American major general, a two-star, and a Korean admiral. I was unsure of how many stars the
Korean admiral had as I was unfamiliar with their ranks. I’m guessing that he was a two-star also.
From my mission sheet, I knew for sure, however, that he was an admiral. With each mission, a
mission sheet is created and given to the PIC for his planning purposes. These guys were just
PAXs to me, essential PAXs for the mission, but PAXs nonetheless. There was no time now.
They were here; no need to fly to Osan. We had to adjust quickly. I mentally adjusted our route of
flight. Our crew chief (CE), Ryan, jumped out and saluted and welcomed them aboard.
Accompanying the flag officers was a major. According to my mission sheet, he was the aviation
liaison. As he approached the aircraft, I noticed he had a star on his wings. That will rate him as
a senior aviator.The flag officers got into the seats along the transmission bulkhead as directed
by my crew-chief. The major jumped into one of the two jump seats behind the pilot’s station.
Doing so, he chose the one on the far right and grabbed the only headset we had for the party.
He saw the WO1 bar on my shoulder and said, “Good morning, Chief. No time for formalities
let’s get off the ground as soon as possible and get to Wonju.” Before I could turn and address
him, he had already removed his headset and began talking loudly over the noise of the engine
and rotating rotors to the flag officers.I turned to the LT, and said, “You heard the man. Let’s get
out of here.”The flight north was busy. Since we did not need to pick up the PAXs at Osan, we
bypassed railroad transition and picked up the Seoul-Pusan Highway. The weather was 700-2,
so I elected not to go cross country. I would have preferred to go cross country, but given the
weather, I elected to fly the highway. A safer choice as the weather was marginal. It did not take
long to complete our northward trek up the Seoul Pusan, and right on cue, we made a right turn
and followed the Wonju Highway eastbound. The LT was following instructions well. Even though
the weather was less than desirable, she didn’t seem to be the least bit intimidated by it.
Eastbound now and I am noticing where the snow had accumulated on the ground from
previous showers. It shouldn’t have been, but it was a surprise. It was difficult to see the Wonju
valley to the north because of the weather. 700-2 may be flyable, but it is still two miles visibility,



and the seven-hundred-foot ceiling totally masked the mountains. I asked the LT to slow down so
that I could double-check our position on the map. She happily did so, and I was happy that we
had not passed our pending left turn into the Wonju Valley. It was still five minutes or so up and to
our left. Eerily the valley cut into the mountains and began to expose itself. I directed the LT to
leave the Wonju Highway and start a left turn through the cut.“Okay, LT, this is the final leg into
Wonju. Just follow the river north, and Wonju will be on our right side,” I said as I was straining to
see. The weather was holding at 700-2, but the existing and real snow on the ground made the
identification of anything more complicated. I was astonished at how the snow that had fallen
over time had changed the landscape. Like a ghostly figure in a storm, the airdrome began to
birth itself from the landscape and materialize. I directed the LT’s attention to it. Since I had
placed her in the right seat, she had the best vantage point to see the airdrome. I could clearly
see the airdrome from my seat. I could clearly see the airdrome, and I was surprised that the LT
could not yet make it out.0900 hours, and we were on short final to our landing at Wonju.
Surprise, surprise…we were about to land in snow conditions. There was not supposed to be
any snow during the morning flight period. I did not see this coming and was genuinely surprised
by the circumstances. Thus far this winter, there had only been snow flurries, more like rain
really, and only occasionally at Camp Humphreys. Wonju was quite a bit north. I should not have
been surprised, but I was surprised. I explained to the LT that I needed to take the controls and
make the landing. She was totally okay with giving the flight controls over to me. She had never
done a snow landing either, so I took the flight controls from the LT and negotiated my first snow
landing. On approach, I was low and slow, suspecting that the ground cover would turn into a
snow-whiteout landing. In retrospect, I began to go over the forecaster’s comments in my head.
So much for the snow not arriving ’til the afternoon! Of course, it had been snowing up here. The
forecast did not talk about the snow that was already on the ground from previous snow
showers. The forecaster only spoke of what would fall out of the sky during my mission profile. I
should not have been surprised by the snow cover at all. There was plenty of snow on the
ground from previous days of snowfall. Experience is a great teacher. This experience taught me
to take my head out of my backside and consider that there may be snow already present at
locations other than Camp Humphreys…duh. During the landing, I silently asked God for some
assistance. I had not done a snow landing from the left seat before. Come to think of it, I had not
done a snow landing from the right seat either. The arrival went off reasonably well. Gravity was
a great helper. Something about the whole mission began to bother me. I felt that I needed to
make a decision right then and there to change the mission…again…and get a bag of gas and
return to Camp Humphreys. Fatefully, I did not follow that intuition. My mission and its VIPs did
not support those thoughts. I still did not have the flight experience to recognize just how bad
things were to come. An experienced helicopter pilot understands environmental changes and
adjusts the mission to his best advantage so that he may survive to fly and fight another day.
Since I did not have enough front seat experience yet to recognize the dangers that lie ahead,
ignorance was bliss, as they say, and we foolishly continued with the mission. During my first



snow landing, I quickly discovered to stay ahead of the snow cloud caused by my rotor wash
until arriving in parking. Fortunately, parking was just at the end of the active and to the right.
Keeping up my momentum to stay ahead of the snow cloud, I quickly maneuvered the aircraft to
parking. I settled into the snow to quickly. As I said earlier, gravity was a great helper. The landing
was a bit rougher than I had hoped for, but we were skids down and safe. The LT and I quickly
transitioned to the engine shutdown phase.With the helicopter’s engine shut down and the rotors
slowing to a stop, one could easily see that there was a light snow falling upon two feet of snow
that had fallen over the winter season thus far. It was very, very cold, so the snow that was falling,
as well as the snow that was on the ground, was not particularly wet. Because of the extreme
cold, the snow was light and airy instead, so the snow was not sloshy, and because it was so
light and airy, it was not easily compacted—something new I discovered while landing and
hovering into parking. As soon as the rotor blades disturbed the air, the snow began to move
around, swirl, and cause whiteout conditions. I started to get an ache in my stomach. I knew it
was a warning of things to come, and I did nothing.I turned around to talk with my PAXs as soon
as the engine was secured, leaving my crew and me behind. They jumped out of the helicopter,
ducked down, missing the still rotating main rotor blades, and departed on their own to their
meeting. All I could see were three guys walking as quickly as snow would allow up to a slight
incline to be picked up by a waiting jeep assigned to escort them. Approximately ten minutes
before landing, following standard protocol, I put fuel on request with Wonju operations and
likewise told them that I had two codes onboard. Of course, operations personnel would have
known that by examining my flight plan, but I knew that I would have suffered the brunt of the
VIPs’ irritation if operations did not scrutinize my flight plan on their own and prepare for VIP
pickup, so I was glad to see that the radio call made before the landing facilitated an escort for
these guys.I may have been a card-carrying, diploma-hanging army aviator, but to those guys, I
was just a taxi driver. While wrestling that perception and blow to my ego, I asked the CE if they
said anything before they left. He reported that the major, who spoke for the major general and
Korean admiral, said that they were running late and would get back to us soonest. Another blow
to my ego. Even with the mission change, I had arrived a full forty-five minutes before the
planned arrival time. The last thing I needed was to be the cause of two flag officers missing
some sort of hubbub meeting. They were not late on the count of me. In fact, they should have
been early. I pondered what the CE had reported and just kept to myself. We were forty-five
minutes early. The Red Baron operations officer may have adjusted the departure time out of
Humphreys for the weather, but I had to wonder how that adjustment fit here in Wonju. Should
we have been early? Is it too far-fetched to think that the early departure from Camp Humphreys
was not relayed to Wonju adjusting their mission here? Still early by my rendering. With the PAXs
gone, I was robbed of an opportunity to defend a late perception. We had not arrived late, I kept
telling myself, but none of that mattered now. Lost in my thoughts, my CE, SP4 Ryan Duncan,
was trying to get my attention. “Sir, I have completed the walk-around and found all the big
pieces present and accounted for, found no leaks, and tied down the main rotor.”So that my



copilot could log some right seat time, I elected to take the left seat during the flight from Camp
Humphreys to Wonju. I looked up from my left seat and, sure enough, saw that the rotor blade
was straight out in front and tilted slightly upward, meaning that the other rotor blade was tied to
the tail boom securing the rotor system. Walk-arounds are typically conducted by the pilots after
shutdown. The best crews work together. Securing the helicopter should always be a team effort,
but I was zoned into the logbook closeout and the mission adjustment all while my copilot was
waiting on an assignment from me. Waiting for a task. Not much of a surprise at this point as she
was as green as they come. This was her first mission in the country. With today’s weather
conditions, I could have used an experienced copilot.“Thanks for that, Ryan,” I said. “Jump
inside, warm up a bit, and don’t forget to close the door. I’ll be a few minutes working the
logbook, and then we can head up the hill after the fuel truck arrives. Hey, Ryan, is this the same
helicopter I flew with Mr. Wills for that hook mission servicing Poncho at Salem Top?” I
asked.“No, sir, this is Roberts aircraft. He is on mid-tour leave, and I am looking out for it while he
is back in the world. There is a lot wrong with it that I would not have tolerated if it was mine,” he
began to say before the fuel truck pulled along our right side to refuel us. As advertised the fuel
truck was Johnny on the spot. Ryan bounded out of the aircraft for the refueling duties while I
finished the logbook. Ryan was right, there were a lot of deficiencies that could have easily and
quickly been addressed. But today I was not a maintenance guy. I was a PIC on a mission. Today
I needed to remain in PIC mode, not maintenance mode. In no time, we were refueled, and the
three of us headed up the hill to Wonju airfield operations. No jeep escort for the taxi drivers…
Chapter 2Wonju Airfield Operations23 December 1982, ROK. 0940 Hours.Ifound operations
inviting if only to get out of the cold, and wow, was I glad to get in out of this weather? The snow
may have been airy and powdery, but my combat boots felt like they were soaked and frozen.
They were not soaked of course, but it sure felt that way as the cold was difficult to combat. I did
my best to be manly and not complain, but the ever-present cold seemed to radiate up my legs
into my very core. Neither Ryan nor the LT complained but I knew if I was feeling the ache of this
cold, they must be too. This was my first winter experience in Korea. I have seen many movies of
soldiers suffering from Korean winters. I was not here thirty years ago. I have not undergone
what they underwent thirty years ago. I am here now however so I may have some
understanding how the ROKs cold weather must have affected them.I made my way over to the
operations desk where I found Ryan. He had located the coffee pot and was smiling from ear to
ear. “Sir, Ma’am, there are cups in that cabinet and the coffee pot is hot and inviting,” he was
delighted to report. Hard to resist that sort of endorsement, so I followed the LT to the coffee pot.
The pour of the coffee with its steam and aroma already made me feel warmer. I just stood there
welcoming the warming steam of the full-body black Army Joe (aka coffee.)When my operations
officer passed me the mission sheet last night, it had required me to plan for four hours of
ground time at Wonju while our PAXs conducted their hubbub meeting. I was aware that my
PAXs were at Wonju to coordinate for an upcoming Team Spirit maneuver. My job in their
mission? Transport them. Mutual Defense, or show of force, whatever the current political jargon,



Team Spirit remains a combined exercise conducted with US-ROK forces. Rather than a peace
treaty, an Armistice Agreement was signed at the end of the Korean War in the ’50s which
technically means there remains a state of war between the North and South Korean countries.
In the event of another conflict, getting the current soldier headcount multiplied and deployed
from the US to the Korean peninsula to address the threat is a significant deal, and those sorts
of details are discovered during Team Spirit maneuvers. Pretty intense show of force for sure
and cooperation between the US and the ROK has to be spot on. The whole operation rattles
the North typically. Typically conducted during the spring months Team Spirit may be better
practiced in full-on winter, but hey, I am just a taxi driver today not a military strategist. I thought
about letting some of those known facts spill out while getting to know the crew over the hot Joe,
but the LT was a graduate of West Point and frankly I did not want to have what I remembered
from my meager High School education corrected, so I just keep quiet.The Wonju operations
building was unremarkable. It was old poorly lit and, except for the Joe, uninviting. There were
just a few lightbulbs hanging throughout the room with strings from the bulb switch that turned
them off and on. The absence of natural light from the small windows was ever-present. Even
with the natural light struggling to make it in from the windows, the lights still needed to be
switched on. The dimness seemed to make the room even colder. This was a Korean operations
center, and the few Korean soldiers in the operations center did not seem to notice how poorly lit
the place was nor how uninviting the operations center was. I had witnessed this minimalist
persona numerous times within the Korean culture. I had to wonder if theirs was the right
approach as compared to ours. I wanted to turn every light on as well as add more circuits. I tried
unsuccessfully to generate heat by moving around and stomping my feet to warm my body, still
cold to its core. I would have felt better if there was some light music to lighten the dreary mood
cast by the entire scene before me. All that ran through my mind as I sat on homemade benches
along the walls listening to a single military FM radio that was continually breaking squelch. The
very same radio used for airdrome communication that I had called when I called while on short
final to Wonju for the VIP escort.What an annoying noise the FM creates in squelch. I never
understood what the need for squelch was. I did know however that when the radio was out of
tune with the desired frequency, or when the mike was keyed, the emitted squelch likened to an
annoying chalk and blackboard moment that you just want to stop. Without seeming to hear the
squelch at all, they just droned on with each other in their native language. We Americans called
it “honguel.” I only spoke a few Korean words, and they would talk honguel so quickly that I rarely
heard the few words that I did know how to speak. While I sat and enjoyed my Joe and listening
to them talk, I further examined the construction of the operations center and became interested
in the wall construction.I believe that it was shiplap on the wall. Substantial engineering, I
thought. At first glance, it looked like the same wall construction of a rental that my wife and I
rented while previously stationed at Fort Hood, Texas. After I strained to get a closer look at the
shiplap on the wall, I discovered that the wood was not shiplap at all, but instead was ammo
crates that had been disassembled and placed on the wall just like shiplap. I smiled as I realized



that they had repurposed ammo crates for shiplap. Wonder what their operating budget is?
Walking over to the wall, I began to examine the remnants of labeling that remained on many of
the pieces of wood. I read, “2.75 INCH HE COMP B4 WARHEAD M151.”Stepping back a bit
farther, I could see that that same inscription was all over the place. Some upside-down, others
right side up. Guessing they had unpacked a bunch of 2.75 rockets to create the shiplap
necessary to cover the inside of the operations building. Very clever. Minimalist persona at its
best. But that was one of the enduring things that I found so beautiful about the Korean people. I
find them to be very hard-working people who overcome what life throws at them. As a people in
general, their proverbial bootstraps has seen many pulls. I greatly admired their tenacity, and I
found many things in my own life to parallel the need to grab bootstraps and give a hearty tug.I
decided against having another cup of Joe. There still remains plenty of flying ahead of me, and
over the years, I have trained and calibrated my bladder to a two-hour rule. The fuel load of the
UH-1 generally lasts two hours. We call that a bag of gas and I have learned to calibrate my
bladder to the same two-hour requirements of the aircraft, so no more Joe for me. The LT’s.,
question interrupts my thoughts when she asks, “Isn’t the snow beautiful?” It was, indeed,
beautiful. When given further thought to our current conditions, no need for me to dwell on its
beauty since it has the propensity to kill us. “Until we have to go out and fly into it,” I reply. “LT I
am going to direct our CE to take off the engines barrier filters. Since the weather guys missed
the conditions here at Wonju during this morning weather briefing, I don’t know how much worst
it can get. I don’t want to take a chance and fly into unknown conditions with the barrier filters
on.” You could see the LT pondering that. She simply said, “okay.” I would have expected more
pushback or at least feedback from my copilot. Taking off the barrier filters is pretty extreme.“Hey
Ryan, you ready to join me at the aircraft? “I want to take the barrier filters off the aircraft in case
we get into icing on the return flight back to the Hump.” For his three years in service, SP4 Ryan
Duncan was a very astute CE. I have a kinship for enlisted crewmembers. A quick look at my
WO1 bar would have told the casual observer that I was a newly minted aviator from the Fort
Rucker Flight School. Correct, I was freshly minted, but I grew up on a flight line, however. I had
graduated flight school only 10 months previous to this flight, so his answer did not surprise me
when Ryan declared, “Mr. Doudna, you cannot do that and fly the aircraft. Removing the barrier
filters will ground the aircraft.” I was not the run of the mill Warrant Officer Junior Grade (WOJG)
W1 fresh out of flight school and fully expected Ryan’s feedback. Good for Ryan for having a
backbone. This, however, was not the time for a debate. In my Army Leadership Training, I
learned over the years that you do not need to run over people just because you are in a position
of authority. I respected Ryan and simply wanted to grow him. I did not have the engine inlet
barrier filter section of the Operators Manual (-10) memorized, but flight school made us all very
familiar with the -10, so it was pretty easy for me to loosely paraphrase the -10 when I reminded
Ryan that the aircraft we were flying had a non-purging particle separator and that it was highly
recommended to remove the left and right barrier filters if the crew suspected icing conditions
along the route of flight. The top barrier filter, however, had to remain in place. I went on to tell



him that he would find that as a CAUTION somewhere in chapter 8 of the -10. Upon hearing this,
he was stoically silent. He could have been a great poker player as it was hard to read his
reaction. You could tell he was awash with thought and he finally broke the silence when he said,
“headed out to the bird. I am going to review that in the -10.” I was pleased that it was a
professional exchange rather than me flexing my command authority as the PIC. I decided not to
join Ryan as I had initially intended. I thought he needed the space. Ryan quickly departed, and I
turned my attention to the LT.As far as copilots go, the LT was brand new. Fort Rucker still oozed
from her. She was easy to look at, my height, brownish-red hair, and not a drop of makeup to
hide all the freckles. The LT was a very book-like person. Got that from West Point I am sure. She
had a confidence about her outside the cockpit, but I found her timid and indecisive in the
cockpit. She is brand spanking new, and that may speak to her lack of flavoring and spice in the
cockpit. Given how she conducts herself outside the cockpit, I am sure that she will grow into an
excellent aviator given time. “Why did you direct Ryan to take off the barrier filters,” she asked? I
smiled to myself. Last time she gave any feedback about the barrier filters was just “okay.”Now,
after some reflection and a bit of time to digest, she has more words? I didn’t want to haze her
for her time delay. Instead, I reminded her of the same systems blocks of instructions that we
both sat through in the early part of flight school. Annoying to most, but imperative that each
aviator understands the workings of their helicopter. We were taught all about the helicopters
mechanical systems; flight controls, electrical, hydraulics, powertrain, and power-plant. It was
excellent training actually. I wondered how she did on the exams? I can only guess of her
academic accomplishments as a West Point graduate. She undoubtedly aced the check on
learning tests, and I am guessing that she flushed that material to make more room in her brain
for the pilot stuff. In the classroom understandably, there is no life or death risk that students
must process. Out here in the field, however, there are very serious consciences that each of us
must consider before making decisions. Since there is no real threat in the academic portion of
flight school, the schoolhouse environment may groom a false sense of security. The only
danger in the classroom, good grade/bad grade, pass/fail. Out in the real world, it is a totally
different story. I think out here the LT maybe having difficulty applying some of those very basic
mechanical classes to real-world circumstances.I may be the PIC, and it may be my call, but
equally important; however, I wish to grow her just as much as wanting to grow Ryan. I began to
remind her that the helicopters turbine engines air is feed through those barrier filters as well as
the partial separator. The engines partial separator had to remain installed as we needed the
partial separator installed to ensure we did not Foreign Object Damage (FOD) the engine during
its operation, but, because of the partial separator, we could operate the engine safely without
the left and right barrier filters. During our flight home, if we get caught in bad weather or icing
conditions, the barrier filters would be the first to ice over and ultimately starve the engine of its
air and cause a flameout. While she pondered that line of thinking Ryan came back into the
room and, while shaking the snow off, reported that he had taken off the left and right barrier
filters and had stored them in the aircraft. He did not miss a beat when he reminded me that,



“Sir, for your ready reference, you can find that reference in paragraph 8-64 of the -10.” I smiled,
nodded, and said to the crew, “let’s head over to the weather station and get an update on this
snow.”Chapter 3USAF Weather Briefing23 December 1982, ROK. 1030 Hours.Iknew something
was wrong, but I could not put my finger on it. Walking over from the Korean operations building
to the USAF weather building, I was again approaching numbness from more than the cold. I
could not shake this feeling of doom. Maybe the cold was affecting my thinking. We three walked
quickly. The LT lead, and Ryan and I followed while conversing about helicopter stuff. I was trying
to concentrate on Ryan’s questions. He was really interested in how I put together the whole
barrier filter thing. If I could have articulated it, I would have told him that I was prompted by the
Holy Spirit, but in truth, I didn’t understand it myself. I knew that I had a hunch and acted upon it.
As we chatted our way through that reasoning, I thought Ryan would be a great candidate for the
flight program. He reminded me a lot of myself when I was a CE. I was proud of my professional
travels in the military thus far, and I could see that Ryan was the type that the army should invest
in. I was glad for the diversion, but our chat was not the focus of my attention. Right now, I was
internally multitasking. Our conversation was interrupting what I was really wondering about. The
snow that we were experiencing was more than a light shower. I could feel it. I wanted to talk with
the weather guy and get the real deal.I was thrilled that big army and USAF leadership had the
foresight to station USAF airmen at most of the remote locations throughout Korea. Wonju was
considered significant enough to warrant the assignment of a weatherman as well as an
alternate. The posting had to have sucked for these airmen. Wonju barely warranted a dot on the
map and was a far cry from the luxuries, by military standards, that most personnel in the USAF
were accustomed to. To its fame, Wonju had a short runway that supported the activities of the
Korean Air Force. Wonju also had a couple of wind tunnel hangars to protect the two woefully
outdated fast movers that the Koreans had stationed there. When I say wind tunnel, I am not
speaking to a wind tunnel where aerodynamic testing is conducted.The wind tunnel to which I
refer to here is nothing more than a half-round, arched covering that is open on each end.
Aircraft are parked inside. The wind tunnels provided top cover for the aircraft, but the building
ends were not closed in. Good top shelter except for the fact that both ends of the building were
open, so you had this excellent top cover, but if there was just a breath of wind, it went right
through the building. A breath of wind could bring in rain, snow, or dust, hence the nickname
wind tunnel. Wonju also had barracks for the permanent party Korean soldiers, if you can call
them that. Simple cinder block buildings that were long on utility, short on style or comfort. The
outside shower was an interesting design choice. The building had small but functional and
infrequent windows. So when viewed from a distance, the barracks might not have any windows
at all. As an American soldier, when deployed, I often found myself looking beyond my own
windows out of my hooch, daydreaming of being anywhere but there. The few windows of these
Korean barracks had had to have created the same sparse and depressing atmosphere I
tolerated at the Wonju operations building. I had to wonder if there was ammo box shiplap in
there as well.I was not sure what the mission of the Wonju base was. Most likely an early



warning airfield to address an attack from North Korea. There were also fifty-caliber anti-aircraft
weapons stationed at each end of the field. I have flown in and out of Wonju many times. With
each flight into Wonju, I was always tracked by these weapons. Training for the Korean soldiers
who were handling them no doubt, but those were real guns with real bullets that they were
pointing at my crew and me during air operations, and it always made me feel uneasy. Thinking
back to the Wonju operations building and the single FM radio beseeched with the squelch
problems, I had to wonder if that was the same radio used to call for fire missions as well as air
operations. A chilling thought. Given the reliability of that radio, one has to wonder how easily a
message could become unreadable and incomplete. Fratricide events have happened with less.
Concerning the two nations themselves, given the tension between the North and South Korean
countries, this was a real-world mission. You could quickly feel the ever-present pressure.
Everything was real. Everything.I was glad to enter the USAF weather building. By contrast, and
clearly a different operating budget, there was a stark difference between the Korean operations
building and the American USAF weather station. The USAF weather station was set up
precisely as it should have been. Well, lit, warm, colorful, inviting, friendly, and it made me feel
like home. I’m guessing these airman stationed here did all they could do to make their work
environment as pleasing as possible. Indeed, an island by contrast to its surroundings. Ryan
found the Joe, but he also found hot cocoa too. With a smile on his face, and while preparing his
cocoa, he said, “One marshmallow or two?” It was hard not to laugh with Ryan’s antics. The LT
opted for more Joe. I was still following the two-hour bladder rule and opted out. Each airman
was at their work stations when we came in, and they were genuinely happy to see us. Their
assignment puts them well off the beaten path. They were characteristically delighted to host us
for our short wait.Both of them rising, the taller of the two shouted out first, “Hey, welcome to
Wonju.” KNW is another Wonju designation, but it would have sounded weird to welcome us to
KNW. The shorter airmen followed taller airmen with a hearty handshake. Seeing how young
each appeared to be made me appreciate the tremendous amount of responsibility the military,
regardless of service, places upon us all.I returned that hearty handshake and said, “Hey
yourself. My name is Dean. This is 2LT Boyle, and SPC Duncan over there is trying hard not to
enjoy the cocoa.” I didn’t need to tell him my rank. My WO1 bars were clearly visible as was my
last name on my flight suit. I have always been loose with military courtesies. I respect rank, but
there is something in a first name. On this cold morning, all were glad to make each other’s
acquaintances. Mr. handshake introduced himself as Brad, and Brad introduced Bill, his
alternate. Looking something like an upside-down Army sergeant (E5) insignia, both were
sporting USAF insignias consisting of three stripes, each indicating that they were both E-4’s.
Neither one looked much beyond 20 years of age. Once again, enormous responsibility for these
two airmen. Remotely located, fending for themselves issuing critical weather observations for
aviators use and my crew and I were about to get an earful.Brad remarked that three VIPs
stopped in, grabbed a cup of Joe, and headed out to Division HQ driven by a Korean driver. “Are
you guys the ride for those guys,” Brad asked? I was not surprised by the question. How many



Americans are out and about at KNW this brisk morning?“Yep, that’s us all right. Just flew them
in. We are scheduled for four hours of ground time so that they can attend their hubbub meeting
then we are out of here.” You could see the surprise and concern on both Brad and Bills
face.“Four hours of ground time?” they both said as if choreographed.“In four hours, we are
going to be besieged with snow. I think you had already seen its beginnings when you landed.
It’s going to be a white Christmas for sure.” Until just then, I had forgotten that Christmas was just
around the corner. This was December 23 already. I had, earlier that morning, debated whether
to take the mission in the first place. My wife was visiting from the States, and I have been
around army aviation long enough to know that if you have time to spare, fly military air. In other
words, if the aircraft can break and leave you stranded, it would. So close to Christmas, I was
afraid of breaking down somewhere, anywhere really, like Wonju! I overcame that with the
standard reasoning, mission-first attitudes that all good soldiers are ingrained with. Mission first,
indeed. My leadership is not out here in the boonies with my crew and PAXs, we were.“Okay,
Brad, what is up with the weather?” I asked. It did not take him long to swing back around to his
desk and begin to digest further what was on his computer screen.Brad said, “It would help if I
had a -1 request.”It must be a standard USAF technique when issuing weather forecasts. A -1 is
shorthand for DD Form 175-1. The DD Form 175-1 is the standard form used by the USAF to
issue a weather briefing. In the business, we just call it a -1. I got a blank -1 from the planning
desk and filled in the header information, my requested departure time, an altitude that I
intended to climb to, and first stopover destination following by my final destination assigning
both destinations with an estimated time of arrival (ETA).I was headed back to Osan, with a final
stop at Camp Humphreys. Before the mission change this morning, Osan is where I was
supposed to pick these guys up at. Hard for me to believe the flag officers would get up that
early to travel to the Hump from Osan. They must have anticipated the weather and RONed at
the Hump for the early departure to Wonju. The LT watched as I worked the -1 request. Wanting
to be a good mentor, I explained each step of the process and why the forecaster needed to
know the estimated time of departure (ETD), ETA, requested altitude, and the like. I gave the
shell of the -1 that I had filled out along with the -1 that the weather guys at Camp Humphreys
had given me earlier this morning to Brad and Brad took them both. It did not take Brad long to
build his portion of the new -1, then before he briefed me, he and Bill momentarily left the
weather building. I couldn’t help but wonder if they had stepped outside to weather guess. They
had. I just grinned to myself. All the sophisticated equipment at their fingertips and still, a dash
outside to take a look at the conditions firsthand still was a part of the makeup.“Chief, you may
want to make some adjustments to your ETD and requested altitude. The -1 that Camp
Humphreys issued for your return flight from here just got overrun by an advancing front out of
the north. In fact, if you cannot depart immediately, you may want to consider remaining
overnight (RON),” Brad said matter-of-factly. “Chief” was a term of endearment afforded to army
warrant officers. I preferred Mr. Doudna, but Doudna is challenging to pronounce for some, and
using the moniker Chief is a one size fits all warrant officer moniker.“RON is a non-starter,” I told



Brad. “I have VIPs who are not going to tolerate a RON. Plus I have a few more hours of planned
ground time so the flag officers can get their business done. Can you walk me through the -1 and
brief it so that I can adjust accordingly.”Brad didn’t look surprised. I was not shopping for a
weather forecast nor was I looking for a basement bargain weather brief either. I just needed him
to tell me the worst so that I could consider, adjust, and accommodate. The LT, Brad, and I
hovered over each applicable block of the -1 as Brad began.“Block 3: Depart RKNW:
2200Z.Block 4: Runway Temp: -4.Block 5: Dewpoint: -7.Block 7: Pressure Alt: -224.Block 9:
Surface Wind: “VRB06.Block 13: Takeoff Altitude Forecast: 2SM SHSN OVC 007.Block 17:
Clouds at Flight Level: Yes.Block 18: Obscurations at Flight Level: Yes.Block 19: Minimum
Ceiling: RTE 007 AGL.Block 20: Maximum Cloud Tops: RTE 120 MSL.Block 22: Thunderstorms:
None.Block 23: Turbulence: None.Block 24: Icing: SFC to 120 Moderate along RTE.Block 25:
Precipitation: Light to Moderate Snow Showers along RTE.Block 26-31: RKNW 0100-0200Z
VRB06 7 SCT004 OVC010 30.20 -05 72.TEMPO 0100-0200 1 SHSN BKN005 OVC010.Block
26-31: RKSG 0400-0500 VR06 7 SCT007 OVC010 30.22 -07 -224.TEMPO 0400-0500 1/2 +SN
OVC001.Block 35: Remarks: Expect 000/0 conditions at RKNW AFT 04Z.”Now I fully
understood the weight of Brad’s statement when he said, “Chief, you may want to make some
adjustments to your ETD and requested flight altitude.”I felt a knot begin to develop deep in my
stomach. The weather was horrible, indeed. I never expected to have to make this sort of
decision before. But then why wouldn’t I? This is what a PIC does. A PIC evaluates assigned
missions and then figures out if the mission is doable. As a fledgling PIC, I had yet to feel the
weight of what was before me, so I had no real gauge. Surviving flight experiences are always a
teacher of sorts. I found myself in the front row of this lesson. And I knew that the longer I
delayed, the worse the weather was going to get.All the stuff they taught us in flight school came
crashing down on me, punctuated with safety first. The only safe thing to do with this sort of
weather is not to fly at all. RON may very well be the best option. RON, however, only slightly
entered my decision matrix. What was front and center to my decision matrix was the charge
mission first. There had to be a way to work on this problem. The solution had to be right in front
of me.The LT interrupted my thoughts when she asked, “Are we flying or waiting.” 2LT Boyle was
no dummy. She knew that there was a big decision looming. She also knew that I was the PIC,
so the decision to fly or not rested with me. I felt a sense of confidence as I began to take charge
of the situation, and I began to unpack the problem. I put on my best mentor hat and asked the
crew to join me at the planning table so that we could work the issue. Before doing so, however, I
interrupted Bill from his computer screen and asked him if there was some way that I could get a
message to my PAXs. I needed him to relay to them that we no longer had the planned ground
time and that they needed to return to the airfield for an earlier departure.He quickly responded,
“Sure, Chief, no problem. They are just a phone call away. I will ring them right up.”The planning
table in the USAF weather station was big and spacious. Flight planning tables are furniture at
waist height that serves as a popular hangout for aviators conducting flight planning. And today’s
flight planning for the return trip was going to be anything but routine. Like most others, it had a



plexiglass top that protected both visual flight rules (VFR) and instrument flight rules (IFR) maps
that were spread out along the width and depth of the table. Some alcoves held and stored all
volumes of books filled with all sorts of flight planning information about any airdrome you may
need to plan for or fly into. VFR and IFR Supplements abounded. A flight planning table would
not be complete without instrument approach booklets. These booklets opened from bottom to
top for the various airdromes of the area. We called these booklets that opened from bottom to
top “plates.” The orientation of the plates made it very user-friendly for an aviator in the cockpit to
place on his kneeboard for use. A kneeboard is a small desk measuring five-by-nine that straps
to the left or right leg of an aviator. I found it almost impossible to fly without my kneeboard. I did
all my administrative flight duties on my kneeboard, fuel check computations, time-distance-
heading computations, copying both VFR and IFR clearances, just to name a few. Gathering
around the flight planning table, we began.“Okay, crew. In front of us lies a challenging flight.
Ryan, thank you for taking off the barrier filters. If we run into icing, we don’t need an engine
flameout on the way home.”Just as I began, the LT startled me when she interrupted and said,
“We’re flying?” Her tone was undeniable. She was scared. So was I. As the PIC, I had to
separate afraid of from concern, however. Scared people normally panic. Concerned persons
unpack the facts that need unpacking and develop them. Once the particulars are unpacked,
then a reasonable decision could be made to fly or not. We were going to unpack our weather
briefing and not default to the too hard to fly position. I was choking back real fear, but I had my
most professional hat on.I began again, “We may or may not fly, but first, let’s spend a bit of time
and dissect the -1 and see if we have legal weather.” She was shocked that we would even
consider breaking down the -1. I wondered about her. It looked terrible, so don’t go. I served a
tour in Vietnam, and I happen to know that there were a lot of things that looked bad, but you
didn’t withdraw from the mission until evaluating everything. Looking at the LT I asked, “What are
our minimums?”She smartly responded, “1000-3.” She was quick, smart, and eager and, yes,
scared. I acknowledged the 1000-3 statement knowing that 1000 refers to 1,000 feet of the
vertical ceiling above the surface of the earth. And I also recognized that 3 means that you have
to have three miles of visibility.Knowing that we were about to split some hairs, I said, “Let’s
break down some formal definitions. The definition of a ceiling is formally defined as broken,
overcast, or obscuration, not classified as thin or partial. Visibility means horizontal visibility as
viewed from the cockpit.” We were no longer at Fort Rucker attending flight school and flying in a
very controlled environment. We were out in the real world on a real-world mission. While
handling the -1, I waited for that reality and ceiling definition to sink in. I was trying to defuse her
fear and, yes, mine too, with facts. I also wanted to lead the crew. I did not want to exercise my
authority as PIC and make a proclamation that we were going to fly regardless.I continued,
“Okay, LT, blocks four to nine is PPC information. We will come back to our departure time in
block three in just a moment.” Pre-mission planning cards (PPC) are filled out with information
charts from chapter 7 of the -10. Every army aviator is required to fill out a PPC card before
flying. The information tells the aviator his expected performance of the helicopter’s engine as



well as what sort of load may be put either inside the aircraft or outside on the cargo hook,
mission depending. She nods affirmation. Okay, I can see this is a good tactic. “Block thirteen is
a bit more concerning. Concerning the takeoff altitude forecast, it says, 2SM SHSN OVC 007. I
read 2SM SHSN OVC 007 in plain language, 2 miles visibility due to snow showers, and there is
a ceiling defined by overcast to 700 feet AGL. So what I am actually getting from that is that we
have 700-2 with snow conditions as opposed to 1000-3 conditions. How are we doing so
far?”The LT acknowledged the 1000-3 reduction to 700-2, and it was Ryan who spoke up with
the obvious, “Hey, I may not be a pilot, but even I can see that 700-2 is under 1000-3.
Flyable?”“Yes, Ryan, 700-2 is very flyable,” I told him. “The ‘why’ is still coming,” I said to Ryan.
“LT, do you remember what the weather was when we departed Camp Humphreys?” I asked.“I
was more focused on flying,” she said. “The ceiling was low as I remember and the visibility was
flyable,” she reported. “I know 1000-3 is FAA VFR, but what does the Red Baron Standard
Operating Procedures (SOP) say our VFR minimums are?” We were assigned to the Red
Barons, 201st Aviation Company (Assault Helicopter). The Red Barons was a utility lift company
that was commanded by a major. The unit consisted of two platoons of UH-1H helicopters. The
UH-1 is also known as the Huey. I had grown to love the Huey. I was a Cobra crew chief in
Vietnam some eleven years ago. The unit that I served with in Vietnam was a Cobra unit called
Blue Max. The unit had ten AH-1G Cobra helicopters and one Huey. I crewed two of the Cobras
as well as the units only Huey. While crewing the Huey, I filled one of the two door gunner
positions when we flew the Huey. Since Blue Max was an attack unit, I pretended to tolerate the
Huey. After all, the Huey performed utility missions and was not near as flashy as the Cobra that
performed attack missions. Now eleven years later and as an aviator, I loved the Huey. It has
been very good to me. It was very forgiving to fly, and over the years, the Huey has turned
hundreds of thousands of fledgling aviators into masters in their own right. I found that there was
nothing wrong with the utility mission at all.The unit that we were assigned to was commanded
by a major. Commanders are afforded a tremendous amount of authority. By army regulation,
they are responsible for the health and welfare of those under their command. Part of that
command responsibility goes to risk mitigating the operating conditions and missions of their
commands. When commanders deviate from a known standard, they do so legally by creating
and approving a standard operating procedure (SOP). As long as a member of his command
follows the SOP, then they are not in violation of a known standard spoken to elsewhere in other
regulations. Concerning our flight, 1000-3 is a known FAA standard, and aviators generally fly to
that standard. However, and in this case, our commander has determined that the mission of his
unit will not be able to be fully realized if 1000-3 remains the only standard. So in the case of
minimums, the commander acknowledges 1000-3 as standard VFR weather. But as the
commander of the 201st, he has lowered that 1000-3 minima to 700-2 as acceptable VFR
weather conditions with a further restriction of 500-1 for Special VFR (SVFR) conditions.Leading
my crew to understand block thirteen of the -1 better, I return to my line of reasoning when I
refocus the block thirteen discussion. “The Red Baron SOP says our VFR minimums are 700-2.



LT takeoff weather when we departed from Humphreys was accurately recorded as ‘2SM
OVC007,’ and no mention of precipitation, either rain or snow. The temps were dangerously
close to freezing conditions, however. As defined in our SOP, we flew in legal weather to Wonju.
Admittedly, the remainder of the reported blocks on the -1 look terrible. Our requested flight level
is now IFR. I recommend this that we make some adjustments to our flight plan. We ask for
seven hundred feet en route for the return flight. Doing so will keep us in 700-2 flight conditions.
What say you?”Since there are freezing conditions out there, we have to stay out of any
precipitation. The Huey is prohibited from flight into known icing conditions. As a precaution, this
is the very reason I asked Ryan to take off the barrier filters. The aircraft is not equipped with anti-
icing equipment. Once iced over, Huey’s main rotor blades will lose their ability to perform an
autorotation. If the icing is bad enough, the engine will flame out from oxygen starvation at the
barrier filters. A flameout would thrust us into autorotation, and because of the ice, we will be
unable to do so safely. At the end of the day, icing is a lose-lose scenario for a helicopter. Icing
was one event that I did not want to encounter. This was supposed to be a milk-run mission. No
hassles, in and out. As it turns out, it is has become anything but a milk run.
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W. A. Church, “True Story of Army Aviation in the ROK. This story is compelling and true to the
many adverse weather aspects of flying helicopters in the ROK. The emotions, the controlled
fear, the pressure of leadership in the aircraft, and the tremendous responsibility of the PIC (Pilot
in Command) for the lives and safety of passengers and crew under extreme conditions are all
very real and well documented by Dean in this book. It is exciting and suspenseful, inspiring and
educational all at once. Fact is, I spent 6 years in the ROK, and flew with Dean 11 years later in
1993 at that very place in Wonju, and can tell you that he is the consummate professional Army
Aviator who impressed me greatly. And he definitely had overcome his checkride-itis! I would
recommend this story to anyone interested in Army helicopter aviation in hazardous mountain
weather conditions. It also has a very human aspect that all can relate to.”

J Hamilton, “One of the best books I’ve read in a long time. I picked up this book one night to
read a few pages in order to fall asleep. I didn’t put the book down until 3 hours later.This story
will entertain and inform anyone- from the curious about the life of a military helicopter pilot - to
someone who’s been there and done that. Like the author, I am a retired Master Army Aviator,
qualified in the Huey that is the setting for the vast majority of the tale. Even though I haven’t
flown that helicopter in twenty years, I could smell the jetfuel and feel the webbing of the seat as
author Dean Doudna goes about describing his harrowing flight on December 23, 1982.I don’t
know Dean personally, but I can tell by how he writes this book that he’s the kind of guy I would
want to fly with. The book is matter of fact, with the granular detail that really makes you
remember so many similar missions you may have personally flown before. Then, the situation
Dean has placed aircraft, crew, and passengers in starts to go off the rails. I like the way Dean
describes all this, there is no need for overdone hyperbole, he just explains minute by minute the
cumulative effects of one marginally correct decision that can’t stand the harsh consequences of
flight. The facts of the matter are high drama.And- his frame of mind during these minutes, which
momentarily flashes back to the tragic airplane accident that took his father and twin. The lead
up to that accident story also took me back to other earlier times. Dean talks about the Aeronca
Champ and other airplanes his Dad owned. The words conjured up images of my own time as a
young airport lineman riding around in the boss’s Champ.I couldn’t help but thinking about losing
my own Dad as a young boy too, and can only imagine the mental fortitude Dean had to call
upon to suppress those thoughts of tragedy to successfully get his Huey back to base.Dean did
just that, and dealt with almost everything that could go wrong in a helicopter flight. The story is
a great reminder that any flight, even non-combat, can become a fight for your life, especially if
the pilot doesn’t make a decision or two that stacks the deck in his favor.I think this book should
be required reading for every new Army Aviator. It’s also excellent reading for pilots in the game
for years, or leaders in any endeavor. The wisdom and humility of the story leaps off every page.
Those are things we can all use a dose of.”



Ralph Doudna, “I am deeply Honored to share something in common with the author of "Angel
Flight of 82". I found "Angel Flight of 82" an easy read, Having served a career in Naval Aviation
as an air crewman on the old P5M seaplanes and the P3 Orions I could associate with some of
the challenges and concerns Dean experienced during this flight, at times I felt as though I was
setting in the presence of him and the crew as they dealt with an increasingly hostile flight
environment. The personal touch that the author contributed in the book about growing up in
California, flying with his Father and Brother in their Fathers personal aircraft and the tragic loss
of his Father and Brother during a flight he would have been on had not a twist of fate keep him
from being aboard was also very special to me as I read the book. Enjoyed the author sharing
the comments, concerns and blessings He and his wife incurred while flying to Korea and the
personal challenges encountered in obtaining quarters to live in while she was with him in
Korea. As a personal note: This excellent publican is very special to me Dean and I are
Cousins, I knew and greatly admired his Father. Uncle Willard gave me my first ever flight in a
two place Aeronca Champ. If Uncle Willard still be here he would find in his son Dean a man of
uncompromising principles a personal trait which Dean was able to  reflect in "Angel flight of 82"”

Janice Flint, “Professional and Personal Account. This account was well-written from both a
professional and personal point of view and I liked the way the author went back and forth
between the past and the present. I kept trying to imagine the controlled terror that was taking
place in the cockpit of the Huey and have nothing but admiration for Dean and his crew
members. I truly believe the Angels were with Dean and his flight. Thank you for writing such a
compelling and earnest book!”

Donald L. Yessick, “An Outstanding Story..... I have always been interested in all branches of the
military and as an eight-year Cancer survivor, I enjoy uplifting reads like a book named Angel
and Flight…. All I needed to do was fasten my seatbelt and hold on.When I first received the
book…. I noticed it didn’t have any pictures. Warrant Office Doudna was able to calm my
concern early, by his writing skills. “Paint My Picture With Words”Would love to see this book
made into a Movie.”

D. R. Weaver, “Terrifyingly Brilliant! A Must-Read!!!. A brilliant real-life story of a terrifying flight in
severe weather conditions. In this struggle for survival of the crew and passengers, Doudna
takes the reader on a journey so intense and so well written, the reader can literally feel the
tension and fear in the cockpit.I was especially moved by Doudna's recounting of the loss of his
father and a twin brother who perished in an airplane crash when Doudna was just 14 years old.
More than that, I was pleased to see how Doudna was able to so eloquently weave glimpses of
God and the Holy Spirit into his story.This a must-read for anyone who loves a true story pulled
together with reflections of a lifetime of faithful service!”



The book by Mickael Launay has a rating of  5 out of 4.9. 39 people have provided feedback.

Landing at Wonju (KNW) Wonju Airfield Operations USAF Weather Briefing The Decision Is
Made to Fly Ryan and I Discuss the Circled-Red-X’s I First Meet the Commander We Have Got
to Depart Wonju Just Before Departure from Wonju Departure from Wonju Six Hours before
Going into IMC My Co-Pilot Reports, “Mercy” Seconds into Inadvertent Meteorological
Conditions (IMC) We Have to Return to Wonju We Reenter IMC Three Minutes into IMC The
Reality of the Circled Red Xs A Pilots Technique Is Discovered and Developed I Am Ready to
Brief the LT I Now Have Hope I Was Fourteen Years Old Time Past to Clean Up the Cockpit An
Unsuccessful Annual Proficiency and Readiness Test (APART) Instrument Check Ride Haunted
by My Failed Instrument Check Ride while Continuing to Clean Up the Cockpit Icing
Manifestation Is Realized—Fuel Check Is in Progress Icing Thickens on the Aircraft and Flicker
Vertigo Is Introduced Farewell to Poncho and Hello to Osan Approach Control ATIS Reports
Zero/Zero Conditions The First Approach into Osan—Final Controller Issues Osan Missed
Approach and Another Controller’s Shocking Statement Final Approach into Osan—Full Stop
On Second Final at Osan and We See a Bright Light Safely Down at Osan Osan Officers Club:
Drinks for All and All for Drinks The Long Cold Drive Back to Camp Humphreys Arrival to Camp
Humphreys Headed to My Hooch Back to Osan to Recover the Aircraft No-Notice Instrument
Check Ride The Final Information for the IMC Flight



Language: English
File size: 520 KB
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 250 pages
Lending: Not Enabled

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

