Good Times
2ndLt. Miguel Santibañez, USAF, T-1,  T-6A
All throughout the T-6A pipeline we fill out jet cards prior to each flight. Fuel management is stressed from Day 1 of primary instruments. We are fortunate with the T-6A because it will take as much gas as we can give it. In fact, sometimes the T-6A just doesn’t have enough of it. I’ve witnessed many an instructor sweating the final 20 minutes of a flight, willing the T-6A to magically multiply its gas molecules in order to not have to make a “minimum fuel” call on approach. 

Each day we fill out our cards, and sure enough, each day the empty space next to spare fuel reads a positive number. Everyone is happy. We go and fly. Ignorance is bliss. As a junior aviator, I don’t fully comprehend the gravity of fuel management. I don’t sweat the way my instructors do. Until we actually find ourselves in a low-fuel situation. Yet it seems everyone gets this experience at some point in during training.
Not everyone gets to experience the opposite though. Too much gas! What do you mean, too much gas? Sure gas equals time. Time equals training. Training equals fun!? But gas also equals weight, and like we all learned way back in API, weight is the enemy of lift. And lift equals flight, and flight IS fun.
The T-1 is not as lucky as the T-6A. It’s bigger, heavier, and also packs a whopping 1.6G break. Ha. Add to that, lunch in Texas, in September, with five SOBs (souls on boards) and the “hot and heavy” flight characteristics push the safe flight envelope, and start to make a difference. Upon arrival the mission commander directed the ground crew to add 353 gallons of gas to get us back at weight, but on returning from lunch, we found they added 503 gallons, making us a full 1,000 pounds heavier at take-off.
My first thought was, “OK, more gas. That’s good.” The string of 4-letter words emanating from our pilot’s mouth did not register yet. We had too much gas. There was no way we could attain a sufficient climb-out gradient on takeoff. So there was one option. Lose weight. Leaving people behind in Texas didn’t make a whole lot of sense. (Though I’m willing to bet everyone knows someone that they’d like to leave behind in Texas) Bringing out the de-fuelers was an option, but that would be at least an hour wait, and conditions back home weren’t exactly improving at the time.
We started up, took our time taxiing out, and then sat at the hold short for 25 minutes with the “burners”. It was an endurance test for the coefficient of friction on brakes. Ok, not really, more like 25 minutes of referencing the Dash-1 and watching student pilots land in T-34s. A great experience with a knowledgeable crew and a good lesson in fuel management too. Oh, I also found out that the T-1 has/had a coffee maker to the left of the Jump’s seat. Good times.
2ndLt. Santibañez flies with VT-4.

