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COMMANDER’S COLUMN 

 

We continue to celebrate the      

25th Anniversary of the Bugle Call 

Rag this month with our good 

friend, Victor Mahoney returning 

with an article from 10 years ago. 

Since taking over the reigns of the 

Bugle Call Rag almost 3 years ago, I 

have not been very proactive at   

submitting our fine paper for annual 

awards at the national level.  We’ve 

been there and done that before, 

winning in 1995, 2002, 2004, and 

2nd place for best paper for a post 

under 200 members in 2010.  On the 

other hand, Vic has been a national 

winner eight times for his editorial 

writings.  To say the least, I’ve got 

him entered one more time, with his 

editorial called, “Pride,” from the 

October 2012 edition.  This timely 

piece dealt with the strong feelings 

our nation felt as the national     

election for POTUS was upon us. 

 

Starting with the June issue of the 

BCR, you’ll see all of Vic’s winning   

editorials.  One each month.  And 

don’t forget we’re are selling the 

complete set of BCRs at meetings.. 

Inside this issue: 

Commander’s Column 1 

Victor Mahoney 

Editor Emeritus 

2 

Ceremony—GNC 3 

Ceremony—MNC 3 

Scholarship Info 3 

There I was... 4-5 

May Speaker 

Post Meeting Info 

6 

The Bugle Call Rag 
The official Publication of Fulton County Post 134, Atlanta, GA 

The Executive Committee 

has debated several months 

on how we can get more 

members involved with our 

post meetings.  Many cannot 

attend a noon luncheon due 

to work conflict.  Others  

cannot come in the evening 

due to daylight driving     

restrictions.  The answer 

was an evening meeting   

before sunset, during the 

longest day of the year.  So 

please take notice that we’ll 

meet at Petite Auberge at 

6:00 PM prompt, on June 13, 

2013.   Sunset occurs at 8:49 

PM, so we hope to have a 

bigger turnout at this      

particular meeting. 

Todd 

HEAR YE, HEAR YE!!! 

Here is the National Personnel  

Record Center’s website allowing 

veterans and Next-of-Kin to request 

a copy of a veteran’s DD Form 214 

and their military  

personnel and military  

medical service  

records: 

  

   GOOD 

   LUCK! 

www.archives.gov/veterans/military-service-records/ 

Vic was always a winner. With 

George Hooten cheering him 

on, Vic takes top honors at 

the Nashville A.L. Convention 
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Disturbing Dissent 
Victor A. Mahoney - Editor Emeritus 

 

great mind of academe.  Trailing 

along with them are the uninformed, 

the misinformed, the emotionally 

skewed, the vacuous “celebrities.”  In 

the background lurk the hard-core 

agitators who clearly hate their own 

country. 

 

Yes, I have to admit that somewhere 

in the mix are the genuine dissenters 

who, without being seditious, make it 

their habit to disagree with anything 

and everything that church or state or 

any other institution presents.  These 

are the thorns that, for better or 

worse, prick the conscience. 

 

What is disturbing about dissent is 

the deliberate formation of lies which 

are presented as truths to harm our 

country, its image, and the morale of 

our military men and women.   

Therein lies the abuse of freedom and 

the edge of treason.  Well, what do 

we, the quiet ones, the unheard from, 

do or say about this?  I guess we can 

take a cue from Disraeli: “The      

majority is the best repartee!” 

Editor’s Note:  We continue to celebrate 

the 25th Anniversary of the BCR with 

Vic’s comments from the May 2003 issue.  

The Iraq war had just started, with many 

protest going on against President 

George W. Bush’s decision to go into 

Iraq, looking for weapons of mass      

destruction.  The invasion of Iraq was 

strongly opposed by some long-standing 

U.S. allies, including the governments of 

France, Germany, New Zealand, and 

Canada.  On February 15, 2003, a month 

before the invasion, there were worldwide 

protests against the Iraq War, including a 

rally of three million people in Rome, 

which is listed in the Guinness Book of 

Records as the largest ever anti-war  

rally.  According to the French academic 

Dominique Reynié, between 3 January 

and 12 April 2003, 36 million people 

across the globe took part in almost 3,000 

protests against the Iraq war.[  

 

When TV shows me Americans 

demonstrating in protest of our being 

at war with Saddam, I become      

agitated, cynical, and occasionally 

enraged.  I silently question the    

motives of so  many of them.  I meas-

ure with a thimble their awareness 

level and their emotional maturity.  I 

cringe at their maniacal mouthings 

and gestures, their stale and       

meaningless placards, and their often 

violent behavior.  Their unwillingness 

to think of the morale and need for   

support of our troops upsets me. 

 

At that point, I have to preach to  

myself as follows:  In our democratic 

republic, our constitution guarantees 

the freedom of expression, the right 

to assemble.  That freedom of speech 

has come to embrace obscenities, foul 

gestures, outlandish charges, and 

even the desecration of our flag.   

Dissent, then, has become an integral 

part of the machinery of our society.  

In and of itself, dissent, when        

accompanied by proper restraint and 

civil behavior, can lead to             

accomplishment, to needed revision, 

to necessary reform.  When it       

becomes ugly in language and action, 

however, it can lead to violence,   

destruction of property and even to a 

divided nation. 

 

Once I get the concept over with, I go 

back to thinking of protest as having 

a way of bringing out the weird  

thinkers—those who see themselves 

as the elitists, the intelligentsia, the 
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Evening Gala, 10 May 2013 

Fund Raiser for Shepherd Center 

Project Share 

The May event will be an evening affair (starting at 6 PM) for a fund raiser to support 
the Shepherd Center's Project Share.  Project Share treats, GRATIS, veterans suffering 

Traumatic Brain Injuries (TBI's) and spinal injuries.  All this effort is totally supported 

by donations to the Shepherd Center. 

 

Have you seen the Best Picture "Oscar" winner "Argo"?  (The tale of the 6 escapees 

from the Tehran Embassy during the takeover by militant students on 4 November 

1979).  We have ACTUAL people "ARGO" portrays (not the actors) as well as the 

Military Attaché that endured 444 days of captivity as a hostage. 

  

Speakers:                        Mark and Cora Lijek & COL (Ret.) Chuck Scott 

Cost is $20 per person 

Shepherd Center website for directions:  

http://www.shepherd.org/about/location 

Jan Heath e-mail to make a reservation (but NOT pay):  

jdheathwpsa@gmail.com 
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Memorial Day Ceremonies Around Atlanta 

Saturday, May 25, 2013 

                        10:00 am 
  

Georgia National Cemetery 

2025 Mount Carmel Lane 

Canton, Georgia 30114 

770.479.9300  

Keynote Speaker: Austin Broughton, Post 134 Oratorical Winner” 

REMEMBER TO FLY YOUR FLAG  

 Applicants must be a child or grandchild of a parent who served in the military and is a    

member of the American Legion in the Department of Georgia 

 Applicant must be a graduating High School Senior 

 Applicant must live in Georgia 

 Academic requirements include GPA, class ranking, and SAT.  Official records must be    

submitted for Senior year. 

 Application must be received by June 15, 2013.   Contact Todd Copley if interested. 

 

Monday, May 27, 2013 

12:00 Noon 
  

Marietta National Cemetery 

500 Washington Avenue 

Marietta, Georgia 30060 

866.236.8159  

ANNUAL DEPARTMENT SCHOLARSHIP APPLICATION 

SIX WINNERS AT $1000 EACH 
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Editor’s Note:  The following article was taken from the   

September 1999 issue of Flying Safety Magazine.  The story is 

from 1994, and told by 1Lt Kevin Greeley, a Weapons System 

Officer (Navigator).  Unbeknownst to him, this would be his 

last flight in the F-4.  Kevin and I would cross paths at    

Dobbins Air Reserve Base, where he flew with the Air Force 

Reserves for many years, while working his civilian job with 

Lockheed Martin.  Lt Col Greeley currently fly’s the MC-130 

Combat Talon II with Special Operations Command in FL. 

 

T 
here I was…flat on my back at zero feet, 

and the airplane, she is burning next to me.  Not 

quite the outcome that was briefed.  So here is a 

short but interesting tale of the end of two flying 

careers—mine and the airplane’s. 

 

It all started as a routine training mission—a competitive 

sortie to the range for a standard set of bombing and gunnery 

techniques—known as “two 30s, two 20s,two 10s, two 

strafe”—with proceeds to the winner.  Carl and I were No. 4 

of four, with me in the backseat of one of Mr. McDonnell’s 

almighty Phantom IIs, a first lieutenant weapons system   

officer full of youth, and we briefed to go as two two-ships 10 

minutes apart to keep the range traffic to a minimum.  Brief, 

suit-up, and preflight were uneventful. 

 

After entering our “horsepower” (social security numbers, 

actually) in the forms, we boarded the war machine and 

cranked the motors.  With ATIS information Golf, our two-

ship rolled as required for an 1115 takeoff time on a sparkling 

clear April morning in St. Louis.  Local airliners from TWA 

were already lined up on the taxiway, and the front guy    

generously offered us a cut in line for an intersection takeoff. 

 

Lids down, run ‘em up, brake release at precisely 1115:00, 

the blowers light, and two Guard Rhinos are making a lot of 

noise.  Events were normal as airspeed lifted from the peg 

and then passed 100 knots, a standard call (to abort for tires) 

in the old F-4.  Then, at about 120 KIAS, the nose swung 

sharply to the left, straight into lead’s afterburner plume, and 

then erratically swung back to center and kept on going, hard 

over to the right, with the airplane in full grunt, blowers  

cooking, in a wild, tire-smoking skid off the right side of the 

runway. 

 

Man, it was the harshest trip I’ve ever made—off the runway, 

terrain hammering at the airplane, thundering over a crossing 

runway (6-24), and then striking the edge of taxiway Charlie, 

promptly collapsing the nose gear with a vengeance, ramming 

a big piece of it through the cockpit floor into the seat.  

BOOM!!  The Martin-Baker-Meet-Your-Maker seat takes my 

pale fanny up the rails, and I am gone, gone, gone on an   

uncommanded ejection that’s way out of the envelope.  

That’s right—uncommanded!  Nobody pulled any handles. 

Stuff happens. 

We always wondered if “Bitching Betty” would say 

“Canopy! Canopy!” in an ejection, and I humbly report that 

what I heard was “can-,” as the comm cord pulled away and I 

was thrust from the jet.  I remember a lot of  banging and 

pounding and other abuse as the airplane ripped apart and the 

seat fired.  The sounds of metal structure snapping and   

bursting spoke of enormous forces.  The cockpit briefly filled 

with a white smoke as the canopy jettisoned, and with      

deceleration crushing me forward in the straps, I watched out 

the lower edge of the left side and saw the gun and radar dish 

drag by. 

 

Then I grayed out from the acceleration when the seat rocket 

ignited and 25 Gs raised the seat to the “full up” position.  I 

remember regaining full color vision in time to whiz past the 

control tower, fight the bailout bottle pressure while making a 

pass at the lap belt, just in time to get man-seat separation, a 

struggle in the windblast for a good parachute landing      

posture, a glance at the ground for just a microsecond, and 

thinking “Ouch!” ‘cause the earth, she is coming up to meet 

me at a frightening rush.  Whoomp!  There it is. I am laid out 

on the grass like how this story began. 

 

So I paw at the mask bayonet and get one end off to stop 

huffing against the bailout bottle.  I stare like an idiot at the 

bone poking out of my G-suit while the airplane burns         

50 yards from me and the 20mm ammo cooks off like      

popcorn.  I am alone, dying, and the feeling of smallness and 

isolation is chilling. 

 

So…Tail 68-311, F-4E, one each, late of Asian fighting and a 

proud warrior of the Air National Guard, died in sight of 

where she was born 20-some years before.  I am thinking, 

“Get the risers disconnected!” ‘cause if the wind drags the 

cute and twists me, them broken bones will get worse, not 

better. 

 

Hah!  No need.  There’s no chute—not even some shroud 

lines.  The whole package is still in its hard plastic case,   

seeing as how I just never got high enough or went far 

enough to get that chute.  But I didn’t know this, and I      

stupidly fought against the pain of three crushed vertebrae to 

get at the risers.  Couldn’t reach the little suckers and quit 

trying.  Took a deep breath, assessed the situation, and 

thought, “Abort!  Yeah, we should have aborted.” 
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The Bold Face zipped through my mind—“throttles idle, 

chute deploy, hook down.”  Fat lot of good that’s going to 

do me now!  So I started laughing a little, a nervous laugh, 

mostly out of relief at realizing I’m not dead, yet.  And man! 

I’m pretty uncomfortable—left foot next to my face, thinking 

I wish that wasn’t my boot—but I know it’s my boot because 

it has my name on it.  I can read the dog tag wired into the 

laces and see the blood type entry, and I think, “Hey! They’re 

going to need the info real soon!” 

 

There is no pain—not anything of consequence anyway—but 

the impact has bent me around pretty good, popped apart the 

long zipper on the flight suit, pulled my underwear around, 

and I’m feeling exposed in the cool morning air.  I’m faced 

down the runway, which is into the wind, and I’m thinking, 

“Man! That’s bothering me right now.” 

 

The flight docs quickly get to me, seeing as how I skillfully 

managed to crash in front of base ops, in full view of        

everybody.  They cut apart my gear and clothing, got it all off, 

and eased me onto a back board.  While they are doing this, I 

watch and see the whole pelvic area move with the strength 

and consistency of bread dough. Not a good sign. 

 

We dashed off in the ambulance to the nearest hospital.  After 

we arrived, my condition stabilized. I’m conscious and aware 

despite numerous life-threatening injuries.  There follows a 

few hours of imagery to see what all is ruined and what isn’t.  

There are some internal injuries (duh), plus a bonus of many 

broken bones—shattered, actually: calcaneus, talus, femur, 

pelvis, vertebrae. Here’s a quote from the radiologist report: 

“L-3 vertebra—explosive burst fracture with extensive     

fragmentation.” I’m in about as bad a shape as the airplane. 

 

There followed several major surgeries and a few minor ones 

thrown in for good measure, a month in intensive care, a 

month in the orthopedic ward, a few months in a special   

hospital bed in my living room.  Then a wheelchair, then a 

walker, then a cane, and today just a limp on cold days. It 

took me 2 years to learn how to walk, and I never did make it 

to pilot training or ever fly a fighter again. 

 

I sure do miss flying fighters, ‘cause I thought I was pretty 

good at it—all of it—air to air, air to ground, special weapons, 

blah, blah, blah.  But I’m not sorry those days are gone.  My 

brief, but brilliant career at McDonnell Douglas ended (and a 

few years later, they ceased to exist as a company).  I still feel 

bad about ruining the bird (and its precious Pave Spike pod), 

even though it was only a machine, not a sentient being.  I 

want to apologize to the crew chief for wrecking his jet.  

 

Besides flying airplanes, I’ve spent my adult life designing 

and building them and therefore have a perspective of grief at 

the demise of my mishap aircraft.  Still, the personal events 

were far more significant than the loss of one old airplane. 

 

This story isn’t as awful as it may seem.  Eventually, I joined 

Lockheed, where I work to this day, designing the cockpit 

and avionics of the F-22A Raptor.  So, I’m still in fighters, in 

a manner of speaking.  Also, eventually, I flew again—as a 

navigator and EWO in the Reserves aboard the C-130.  

[Thanks, guys!]  So I’m still an aviator, in a manner of speak-

ing.  My hope for the future is we get  Strike Eagles in the 

Guard or Reserve. Ha, ha. That’s a good one! 

 

I want to take a moment here to thank the people who trained 

and mentored me—a young man’s quick reactions and the 

knowledge you gave him saved a life, no doubt about it.  I 

surely would have died without the “posture of readiness”  I 

possessed due to the priceless inputs made by life support 

instructors, instructor pilots, instructor weapons officers, and 

many others.  You all did your jobs so very well, and today a 

good man is alive, not dead, because of it. 

 

And what about Carl?  He had an outcome a tad more      

fortunate than mine.  The rocket motor in his seat failed to 

fire (the ignitor was ripped away in the breakup of the      

aircraft), although the canopy jettisoned, his chute deployed, 

and the lap belt released.  Bottom line is he rode out the    

disintegration of the airplane and pulled himself out of the 

wreckage of the cockpit as the airplane burned. He ran over to 

assist me, mostly unhurt, and we’re still good friends. 

 

As for me, I feel I am now luck-free, having used every bit of 

my luck, good and bad, in that one event.  No matter how 

terrible the details of the outcome, it sure as hell beats having 

friends and family coming to a funeral. ‘Nuff said. 

 

I’m extraordinarily fortunate to have lived at all, and the  

experience reshaped my character and outlook in a           

fundamental and positive way.  The relative importance of 

family and career are seen in a new light, and I’m thankful for 

even the simplest things in this world. Life is full of varying 

risks, especially so if you live your life in aviation. 

 

For the love of God and everything you hold dear, be careful 

out there.  In this business, there are bragging rights that go 

with having matching numbers of takeoffs and landings, and 

my takeoffs match my landings, since we hadn’t really gotten 

off the ground!  However, further bragging rights go with 

being able to say “I always brought my jet back to the 

chocks.” 

 

Yeah?  Well, I brought mine back to the factory… 

There I was...Continued from Page 4 



PETITE AUBERGE RESTAURANT 

TOCO HILLS SHOPPING CENTER 

LUNCH 1130 - 1300 

COST $17.00 

(Call the JVC if you need help with a ride) 
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Next Meeting — May 9, 2013 

Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

   1 EC 3 4 

5 6 7 8 9 10 11 

12 13 14 15 16 17 18 

19 20 21 22 23 24 25 

26 27 28 29 30 31  

 

MAY SPEAKER 

 

LARRY ROBERT 

 
Larry is a member of Post 134 and a service officer with the            

5th District of Georgia.  After attending seminary at Southwestern 

Baptist Theological Seminary, Fort Worth Texas, he spent the next   

13 years as a Navy chaplain, primarily in the USNR, achieving the 

rank of Lieutenant Commander.  He’s been a hospice chaplain for 

close to 20 years, currently presiding as the Veteran Liaison for the 

VITAS Hospice of Atlanta.   Additionally, he is an Accredited Claims 

Agent with the Department of Veterans Affairs, and serves on many 

veteran related committees and coalitions.  Have you got a question?  

I bet Larry could answer it for you. 


