





This book is dedicated to Major Robert McGlohon of the Randolph Composite Squadron, North Carolina Wing,  Civil Air Patrol.  He has selflessly served the members of his squadron and community for decades and became a mentor for me in my journey through service and leadership in the Civil Air Patrol.
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Preface

The book Mountain Crash: A Tale of Survival provides inspiration and insite to those who volunteer or anyone that has considered giving their time to a greater cause. The story provides a sneak-peak into some of the inner workings during a search and rescue event. More importantly it also provides a glimpse at the feelings and emotions that are felt by the victim of such a tragedy.




The men, woman and teens that volunteer for Civil Air Patrol and many other organizations invest thousands of man hours per year to enrich the lives of others. This type of selfless service is the inspiration for this book.




More than 30 years in public service that included law enforcement, EMS and volunteer positions have given this book an insite into the dynamics of leadership, turmoil, and resilience. The stories of others and there ability to conquer insurmountable circumstances through attitude, leadership and determination can be an example to everyone.









Chapter 1: The Descent

[image: ]

The rumble started quietly, a persistent tremor vibrating through the Cessna's pedals, then climbing into Jacob's spine. He frowned, his eyes flicking from the serene, cloud-speckled North Carolina sky to the instrument panel. Altitude: 7500 feet. Airspeed: 110 knots. Fuel: Half a tank. Everything looked normal. But the sound was there, a low, gruff growl that didn't belong.

At a mere 19 years, Jacob had accumulated a respectable amount of hours in the cockpit, many of those hours in this very Cessna 172, N5432T. He'd flown it in cross-country flights, practice runs, and countless circuits in the fields of his home state. This trip—a simple transport flight of a friend's plane from a small airstrip in western North Carolina to his home base near Andrews—should have been routine. The fall air was perfect for flying, painting the world below in fall’s brown and orange magnificence. But that rumble... it was getting louder and more violent. He pushed the button that made the radio transmit. "Andrews Control, this is Cessna 5432 Tango, uh, request advice on possible engine malfunction, uh, over?" His voice, usually steady and confident, had a slight tremor he hadn't intended. Jacob listened to the brief moment of static before Andrews Control responded in a calm, even tone. "Cessna 5432 Tango, say again, engine malfunction?" It took a bit longer than he would have liked to come up with the right words.

The low growl that was coming from the engine on the aircraft sharpened into a frantic whine that then followed an aggressive shudder that shook the aircraft. The prop on the front of the once invincible Cessna seemed to momentarily blur, then seemed to slow down and then it seemed to not move at all. The engine had coughed once, and then coughed again, as if it was taking a final breath, and then it went silent, which was really unnerving after the growl and whine had been so loud just moments before. And in that instant, the aircraft seemed to be turned into a giant empty nothingness, with only the wind rushing over the wings breaking that void.

Jacob's heart pounded against his ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the sudden emptiness of sound. Instinct, sharpened by years of CAP training, immediately took over. Panic was a luxury he couldn't afford. "Andrews Control, Cessna 5432 Tango, Mayday, Mayday, Engine failure, repeating, engine failure at 6,500 feet, currently over... dang it..." His eyes swept frantically across the unfamiliar terrain below. He'd drifted further west than he'd intended, over a landscape that was rapidly changing from rolling plains to rugged, forested hills—the basin of the Foothills, far wilder than he accounted for.

"Cessna 5432 Tango, squawk 7700. Do you have a suitable landing area in sight?" The tower's voice was urgent now. Jacob gripped the yoke, pushing the nose down slightly to maintain airspeed, trying to find the best glide angle. His gaze scanned the unforgiving terrain and growing mountainous hills. There was nothing. No farmer's field, no dirt road, and not even a clearing large enough to attempt a forced landing without significant risk. Just trees, ominous trees, and increasingly steep slopes.

"Andrews, I read you loud and clear. Negative on the landing area. I am attempting to glide to... well, let's call it an area that is less unsuitable than others. Jacob's voice stayed steady, despite the fact it had to be maddening to call up and hear this. He was only 33 miles out from the nearest North Carolina airfield. Surely there had to be something worth landing on that wasn't a cow pasture. He needed a little time…something that he just did not have. Wind was a mild 14 knots, from the quite-easy direction of southeast. He was losing altitude quickly. 5,000 feet... 4,000 feet... The earth was racing up to meet him, a green blob of fiery. He saw a ridge, its slope relatively less steep than the others. It was covered in green trees, not the towering oaks that dominated the nearby slopes. It definitely wasn't a runway, wasn't even a field by any stretch of the imagination. But if he had any chance of surviving this, he might have to try to put the struggling Cessna down here.

“Andrews, I'm coming in. Trying for a controlled crash on a ridge, three-two-zero from my last known position.” Jacob radioed. Preparing for the crash, he extended the flaps, to his best recollection of how to do it, and then he tried to push the yoke forward, unaware of how much he needed to actually push it, it felt like a huge effort. He was struggling to hold the yoke, how could it take so much force? The plane slowed some, but not nearly enough. The plane blasted into a jarring noise of shredding metal, splintering wood, and fierce deceleration. The hit hurled Jacob against his harness, then slammed him back into the seat. Breathless, he received the reality in an instant. He was unconscious. Darkness. Then a searing pain in his left leg and a throbbing ache in his head. The plane twisted, screeched, and finally, with a moan of suffering metal, came to an abrupt, jarring immediate stop. The sound of nothingness was horrifying, broken only by the dripping of aviation fuel and the rapidness of his own breath. Upside down, he was held in place by the seat belt, and the aroma of the aviation fuel and crushed pine needles rushed into his nostrils. His sight was skewed.

"Jacob! Jacob, are you there? Cessna 5432T, come in!" Miraculously, the radio was still crackling, its signal faint but persistent. He reached for the button that would send his voice soaring through the air for help, but it was elusive. He was unable to do with his hands any of what he had been taught in the way of preparedness—namely, that a pilot in distress should project an image of calm, competence, and control. But the truth was that Jacob Miller was on the very edge of a breakdown. How does one go from hanging on the edge of chaos to okay? He existed. Isolated on a distant mountain in North Carolina.



Chapter 2: The Oath

14-year-old Jacob Miller was in a freshly starched Air Force Class B shirt, having trouble feeling comfortable in the stiff fabric that was altogether too formal and a little bit itchy for his liking. But mostly the uniform felt like it had the one quality that counted right now: it felt like it was important. Jacob adjusted the collar, tugged at the front of the light blue shirt, eased back, and looked at himself in the squadron mirror. Was he forming any kind of resemblance to a senior cadet?

He was at the Andrews CAP squadron headquarters in the assembly room, a converted old school building. The air had a combination of enthusiastic energy and quiet conversation in it, as people mingled and gradually made their way to their seats. Cadets of all ages were present, from the petite 12-year-olds who looked uncomfortably awkward in uniforms that were far too big for them, to the tall and lanky 17-year-olds who were confident enough to strut around. Jacob was not feeling confident or strutting. He was feeling small and awkward and like no one even knew he was there.

"Nervous, Jake?" He turned to see his dad, Ben, a steady hand on his shoulder. "A little," Jacob admitted, his gaze drifting to the front of the room where an authoritative looking man in an Air Force uniform, presumably the Squadron Commander, stood waiting. "You'll be fine," said Ben, giving his shoulder a squeeze. "Just remember why you came. You want to learn about aviation, right? And help people."

Jacob nodded. He had always found airplanes to be fascinating. Growing up near Seymour Johnson Air Force Base had meant being showered in a constant array of jets overhead, and he had spent many hours with his face affixed at  the window, watching them shoot up into the North Carolina sky. But it wasn't just the jets. He had seen the CAP planes in the news, flying over areas devastated by floods, while ground teams searched for missing hikers. And the idea of being part of something bigger than himself, something that helped, way up in the sky or down on the ground, had begun to interest him in a whole new way. His dad, a veteran of the United States Air Force, had encouraged it, seeing the value in discipline and service.

The room was quiet when the Commander began to speak. ''Cadets, welcome. And to our guests, a special welcome. You have the honor of being part of an organization with a long and proud history of serving this nation. You are setting out not just on a journey of personal development but also on one that requires the kind of dedication and commitment to your community that the members of this organization have long been known for.”

CAP's three core missions are: Aerospace Education, Cadet Programs, and Emergency Services.

At the mention of "Emergency Services," Jacob's attention was intensely focused. That was the part of CAP that really called to him. Next, the Commander gestured to an oversized Civil Air Patrol flag at the front of the room. "Before we continue, we will recite the Cadet Oath of the Civil Air Patrol. This is not just a collection of words; it is a promise. A promise to you, to your fellow cadets, and to the values that we endeavor to uphold in this organization."

Jacob observed the older cadets standing tall with a look of dedication on their faces. He attempted—unsuccessfully—to imitate the precision with which they held their attention.

"Say it again." The Commander commanded that I repeat what he had said before and say it clearly and loudly.

He had me mesmerized; I was going to say what he wanted me to say like a soldier in formation.

"Saying it again makes it sound like something important he declared." 

I pledge to serve faithfully in the Civil Air Patrol Cadet Program and that I will attend meetings regularly, participate actively in unit activities, obey my officers, wear my uniform properly and advance my education and training rapidly to prepare myself to be of service to my community, state and nation…

Jacob murmured the words, sensing them embedding themselves in his mind, a little awkward at first, then gaining confidence as he repeated them along with the others.  Attend meetings regularly… participate actively… obey my officers… wear my uniform properly… advance my education and training.

The statements carried a heavy burden. This wasn’t merely flying remote-controlled airplanes or viewing films of historic aviation adventures. This was about participating in a mission of unimaginable size and seriousness, an organized and obedient way of life.

After finally getting the Oath down, they were split into flights. Jacob landed in Alpha Flight, alongside a cluster of other unsure fresh cadets and a somewhat older cadet sergeant who appeared to know the ins and outs of everything. We were taken on a no-nonsense, almost hurried, tour of the building. This was the operations room. This was a small space containing eight or ten desks, and it was what I had pictured an operations room to look like—the place from which a thousand ideas would flow, day and night, to keep everything else in place and running smoothly. I had not pictured how cramped it would be, though, nor the endless stacks of maps, plans, and a sort of old military-looking communication gear.

That evening, exhausted but tired, Jacob stepped into his house. He found Ellie, his 9-year-old sister, seated at the kitchen table, effortlessly applying crayons to a drawing of a unicorn. She glanced up, her expression a mix of surprise and delight.

"Whoa, Jacob! You look like a legit soldier!" she yelled, her crayon suspended in midair. Jacob's cheeks felt flush with a little embarrassment, but his lips formed a smile. "It's the cadet uniform, Civil Air Patrol." "Is that like the Air Force?" she asked, her tone bordering on disbelief. "Kind of," he said, puffing out his chest just a little with pride. "We do search-and-rescue stuff and learn about planes, and... well, it's all about service."

Jacob's mother, Mary, looked up from the dinner preparations. "What was it like,son?"

"Good," Jacob said, his voice still deep with the newfound importance of his recent conversion. He pondered the simple word good, and felt a stage rising under it: It was good, he was good, the life ahead of him was good, the promise he had just made was good. Within him, his mind had never felt freer. The oath, the world of values it implied, felt like a life changing moment, his journey into manhood culminating on the feeling of true initiation. He was now a man. He would now have to live up to what those words meant. They would teach him how to lead, how to survive, and ultimately, how to find his way back from the wilderness.


OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg
“BY BD WOOTERS





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

        
            Table of Contents


            
                		
                    Dedication
                


                		
                    Contents
                


                		
                    Preface
                


                		
                    Chapter 1: The Descent
                


                		
                    Chapter 2: The Oath
                


                		
                    Chapter 3: The Golden Hour
                


                		
                    Chapter 4: The Mentorship
                


                		
                    Chapter 5: The First Night
                


                		
                    Chapter 6: First Aid Fundamentals
                


                		
                    Chapter 7: The Thirst and the Will
                


                		
                    Chapter 8: Leading Through Adversity
                


                		
                    Chapter 9: The Signal Fire
                


                		
                    Chapter 10: The Art of Communication
                


                		
                    Chapter 11: The Ghosts of Hunger
                


                		
                    Chapter 12: The Lost Hiker
                


                		
                    Chapter 13: The Unforgiving Sky
                


                		
                    Chapter 14: Navigating the Storm
                


                		
                    Chapter 15: The Deep Freeze
                


                		
                    Chapter 16: The Call to Action
                


                		
                    Chapter 17: The Long Wait in the White Silence
                


                		
                    Chapter 18: The Snowbound Search
                


                		
                    Chapter 19: A Future Forged in Frost
                


                		
                    Chapter 20: A Break in the Clouds
                


                		
                    Chapter 21: The Flicker of Hope
                


                		
                    Chapter 22: The Eyes in the Sky
                


                		
                    Chapter 23: The Last Reserve
                


                		
                    Chapter 24: The Breakthrough
                


                		
                    Chapter 25: The Hand of Rescue
                


                		
                    Chapter 26: The Ascent to a New Horizon
                


            


        
        
            Guide


            
                		
                    Contents
                


            


        
    

OEBPS/image/image-0-1.jpg
iy






