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COMMANDER’S COLUMN
responsibilities of franchised
citizenship. The training is objective
and centers on the structure of
city, county, and state governments.
Operated by students
elected to various offices, Boys
State activities include legislative
sessions, court proceedings, lawenforcement presentations, assemblies, bands, choruses and other
recreational programs.
The boys that Post 134 sponsored
to Boys State are listed below:
The American Legion year is July 1st
through June 30th. Every member's
annual dues are due on July 1. So,
your DUES ARE DUE!!!
Please send a check for $45 (or any
amount above your dues if you want
to offset printing cost of the Bugle Call
Rag newsletter) to:
HERMAN ABERNATHY
9500 HILLSIDE DRIVE
ROSWELL, GEORGIA 30076

BOY’S STATE NEWS
Once again, Sam Stegar has done a
yeoman’s job at seeing the Boys
State Program through fruition. He
has always taken on the responsibility since I’ve been involved with
post leadership, which has always
made my job a whole lot easier.
Boys State participants are post
sponsored high school juniors, who
learn the rights, privileges, and

The Walker School Marietta

Vincent Paglionji
Brice Richardson
Gary Neil Simpson *
North Springs Charter High
School, Sandy Springs

Brandon M. Black
Justin David Eisenberg *
Riverwood Int’l Charter School

Alexander Brumfield
* denotes graduated with honors
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Our July Post meeting
will be induction of
officers for the 2011-12
Legion Year. Long time
friend of the post,
Reverend Smithmeir,
will preside for the 5th
District.
The top three post officers will remain the
same from the previous
year. Commander Todd
has agreed to serve
through the beginning
of May 2012 due to deployment commitments
with his Air Force job.
Additionally, the young
men from Boys State are
invited to the post meeting, and encouraged to
talk about their experience last month.
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Backyard Philosophy
Victor A. Mahoney - Editor Emeritus

There are moments in our daily living when we sort
of suspend ourselves from the usual frenzy and lose
ourselves in another world. Our spouse may shrug it
off as “You’re staring into space again.” More understanding souls refer to it as “contemplation.” A
Tibetan monk would probably call it “meditation.”
The label is unimportant. What is important is the
losing of oneself, even momentarily, to focus on
some eternal truth – or whatever. Let me illustrate
by telling you about our old buddy, Charles Capps.
Charles has a great deck that hangs over an
expansive backyard, sheltered on its perimeter by
stately trees and full shrubbery. Birds live in the
trees rent free. A rabbit has a permit to roam the
grounds. Squirrels aren’t allowed and simple firepower reminds them about zero tolerance..
When the moment is on him, Charles retreats to his
deck, chooses a comfortable chair, hoists his feet to
the railing, nurses his Guinness and zeroes in on the
tree line. He listens. He squints. He spans. He
finds the nest. He is ready to lose himself in the
aviary world. Let’s listen to him and get in the mood.

year they are hatching eggs, feeding the young and
sending them on their way. I spend time wondering
what is taught and what is instinct. When Mom
pushes the first bird out of the nest, has she spent
time explaining how the babe is supposed to fly or
does it by instinct know it should do something to
break the fall before it hits the ground? Does Dad
explain where the little one is to spend its first night
away from the nest? If not, how does it know? Does
either parent tell junior to come back after it learns to
fly so that they can tell him to go over to the Capps
for food and water. Is that instinct as well?”
Do you see Charles’ dilemma? Well, Charles is very
sharing so he turns to some of his many friends and
presents them with the question: What is the difference between instinct and knowledge?
A few of the replies noted here are sufficient to nudge
one into a highly introspective mood. Try these on:

“You are born with instinct. You learn knowledge.”
“Nature/Learned”
“Damned if I know for sure.”
“Okay. You’re trying to mess with me here.”
Without knowing Charles’ selection of the proper
reply, I tend to lean toward the one he received from
some smart aleck:
“The question is a good one for barroom discussion.”
GUINNESS, ANYONE?

“I have been watching birds in our back yard for
some time now. I am in wonderment about their
ability to control their flight, their security concerns,
their eating/drinking/bathing habits. This time of
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WHEN LIGHTNING STRIKES

TODD COPLEY, Capt, USAF
52nd Airlift Squadron
Moody Air Force Base, GA
1995-1997

A good summer storm can be fascinating as long as
you’re on terra firma with a roof over your head.
Often times I’m asked if I’ve ever been hit by lightning
when flying the Hercules. It’s the job of the navigator
to use the plane’s radar to provide
safe passage around storm cells,
avoiding the worst of the weather.
Our regulations dictate aircrews to
circumnavigate a minimum of ten
miles around cells if flying below
23,000 feet. When looking at a towering cumulous cloud from ten miles
away, it’s akin to standing across the
street, looking up at the Empire State
Building. It’s there, in your face, and
lightning can reach out and grab you.
One particular night, our squadron was going through
an Operational Readiness Inspection (ORI). The
Inspector General tasked us with flying a 3-ship,
C-130 formation to an airdrop at Camp Blanding,

Florida. The weather report was not good, with
heavy thunderstorms predicted throughout the region
of flight. As we launched the force, I overheard on
the command frequency that the base had gone into
condition “Black” (Now MOPP Level
4), meaning full chemical warfare
procedures are initiated for the ORI.
Our formation had dodged a bullet as
I thought about those poor bastards
back at the aerodrome, donning many
layers of chemical gear in the 95° F
heat, for most likely the remainder of
the evening. Little did I know, the
three Herks had their own demons to
deal with as the South Georgia sky
turned from burnt orange to dark
purple, approaching the end of civil
twilight. Nobody wanted to return to the base until
the “All Clear” signal.
Thirty minutes after takeoff, we had settled down into
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our low-level routine; however, the gates of purgatory were welcoming us with a magnificent display
of lightning flashes from cloud to cloud and also
striking the earth below. With my head buried in
the radar hood, I determined we could still fly most
of the route. The most important part of the sortie,
Initial Point to Drop Zone, was barely clear of
hostile, menacing clouds that were now striking
around Camp Blanding with savage, thunderous
power. I called out to the formation to change the
escape heading in order to avoid a line of uninviting
“Boomers” that resembled a Portuguese Man o’
War. One drop down and two more to go over the
exact same location. My Flight Engineer had
enough with the assertive statement, “They ain’t
paying me enough to do this s)*t!” Feeling the same
way, I just didn’t voice it. Besides, flying into the
mouth of the cat was the poison we all chose to
drink versus wearing the gas mask and chemical gear
back at the base. The next morning, the Drop Zone
Control Officer called back to home plate with an
update. The Camp Blanding lightning detector had
over 3,000 direct strikes during the night! Call it
what you will, but we did our dance, and avoided
the wrath that was thrown our way by Mother
Nature.
If you fly long enough in conditions that are not
favorable for flying, you’re going to get hit. Keep in
mind the USAF has Hercules that intentionally fly
through hurricanes. Having said that, on two separate occasions, I have been hit. The static on the
radios is a dead give away that you’re in the strike
zone, followed shortly by a hammer striking the
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anvil explosion. Brown flight suits are the order of
the day. The bird will still fly, but damage will usually occur since lightning typically has an entry and
exit point. Typically around the radome will be an
opening as big as a softball, or as small as a pin hole.
Same goes for the exit wound. That’s relatively small
damage compared to lightning entering a fuel tank
and causing an explosion. The last confirmed commercial plane crash in the U.S. directly attributed to
lightning occurred in 1967. Since then, aviation
technology and rules have forced the industry to
adapt, resulting in a rigorous set of lightning certification test to verify the safety of the next generation
of aircraft designs.
As a newly minted navigator, earning the coveted
silver wings, I took a vow that I was going to be the
best Magellan flying the C-130. It’s actually embarrassing for me to say I’ve been hit, let alone write an
article on the subject of lightning strikes. Yet, I
never get queried about getting caught in a hail
storm, which sandblasted all the lettering and USAF
markings off the airplane! The squadron commander
was very upset since it was his plane and name (now
missing) on the aircraft. Nobody wants me to
conjure up that yarn, which is another bar story over
a pint of beer.
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The American Legion to Congress: Pass the flag amendment, let the people decide
INDIANAPOLIS (June 14, 2011) – The leader of
the nation’s largest veterans organization is
calling on Congress to quickly vote on and pass
a proposed constitutional amendment that if
ratified by the required states would allow
Congress to protect the U.S. Flag from desecration.

“One of the great tragedies of flag desecration is
the disrespect it teaches children and the contempt that it displays for this country and those
who have fought for our freedom,” Foster said.
“The Supreme Court has made its ruling, but the
framers of the Constitution included an amendment process, which we intend to use. All 50
states, by action of their legislatures, have appealed to Congress in writing to pass a flag protection amendment and send it back to the
states for ratification.”
The amendment itself would not ban flag burning. It would simply authorize Congress to pass
a law which would prohibit the desecration of
actual U.S. flags. Its entire text is “The Congress
shall have power to prohibit the physical
desecration of the flag of the United States.”

“Senator (Orrin) Hatch and Sen. (Max) Baucus
have just introduced a narrowly drawn bill that
would return to the people a right that was taken
from them 22 years ago by the Supreme Court,
the right to protect Old Glory from desecration,”
said Jimmie L. Foster, National Commander of
The American Legion. “The American Legion
and the Citizens Flag Alliance, a coalition of
more than 140 organizations, have long championed this amendment, along with large bipartisan majorities in Congress. It has passed the
House of Representatives six times but fell
slightly short of the required two-thirds votes
needed in the Senate. I am optimistic that the
new Congress will see the value in protecting a
symbol that means so much to the people of our
nation. What better time to renew our commitment to this cause but on Flag Day?”
The struggle to protect the flag from desecration
began shortly after the U.S. Supreme Court
ruled in 1989 that flag desecration was
“protected speech.” The American Legion and
other organizations were outraged that the 5-4
ruling invalidated flag protection laws in 48
states and the District of Columbia.

The American Legion is calling on all Americans
to ask their senators to support Senate Joint
Resolution 19 and for representatives to support its companion in the House, House Joint
Resolution 13.
With a current membership of 2.4-million wartime veterans, The American Legion was
founded in 1919 on the four pillars of a strong
national security, veterans affairs, Americanism,
and youth programs. Legionnaires work for the
betterment of their communities through more
than 14,000 posts across the nation.

The scene is sometime in the old era when cockpits had round dials
plus flight engineers and navigators. The crusty old-timer captain is
breaking in a brand new navigator.
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Todd Copley - Commander
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John Kapsaroff - SVC
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Norman Harbaugh - JVC
nrharb@parksprings.net 678-684-3701
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"Well, sir," replies the navigator, "I'll know we're lost before you will."

PETITE AUBERGE RESTAURANT
TOCO HILLS SHOPPING CENTER
LUNCH 1130 - 1300
COST $17.00
(Call the JVC if you need help with a ride)

Fulton County Post 134

Sat
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Fri

"What's THAT for?" queries the surprised captain.

P.O. Box 8086

Thu

The navigator then opens his briefcase, pulls out a .45 and sets it on
his chart table.

Atlanta, GA 31106-0086

Wed

"I use it on navigators that get us lost." explains the captain, winking
at his first officer.

First Class

Next Meeting — July 14, 2011
Mon Tue

He asks the navigator, "Know what this is for?"
"No, sir," replies the newbie.

George Hooten
Victor Mahoney
FOUNDING EDITORS OF THIS NEWSLETTER

Sun

The captain opens his briefcase, pulls out a .38 and rests it on the
glare panel.

