Willie, did you know there is @
Swap Shop at the meeting this
month? Now you can get rid of

all that cool stuff in your shop and
someone else may actually want

new stuff.
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From the President

by Richard Steine

To my fellow Grassfielders and especially my friend Delbert.
The B-25 Mitchell is wearing colors! The paint has dried and it
is beautiful. The stars and bars have been applied. | have been
busy putting on all the doo-dads that make it look cool. These
little details make a scale model come alive, things like the little
oil coolers in the wing, with the corresponding vents near the
trailing edge. All these little details take an incredible amount
of time, as anyone who has built a scale model from plans can
attest.

Thanks again to Wayne Siewert, owner of Aerotech Models for
letting me get this “monster” done. As Roy Maynard calls
Aerotech, “The Skunk Works”. (editor, the term Skunk Works
was coined at Lockheed and applied to a special development
team headed by Clarence “Kelly” Johnson. Kelly developed
planes spanning from the Lockheed P-38 up to and including
the SR-71 Blackbird and its variants. Kelly was a true aero-
nautical genius and had free reign at Lockheed. Not much was
known about what he did there until it was ready to be shared,
hence, they became known as the Skunk Works.)

Speaking of monsters, Tim Johnson (ed. there’s another aero-
nautical Johnson, again), of Owatonna is currently working on a
half size, scale Spacewalker. Tim is the Organizer of the
Northern Alliance Fly-In in Owatonna, a giant scale get-
together that has some wonderful and huge airplanes flying
there. The Fly-In is about the second weekend in August. 1
hope to have my B-25 flying there this year.

Please talk to any of the board members about anything you
would like to see at the meetings or on our event schedule for
2006. I will have the new Dremel cordless tool for the raffle at
this meeting.

I love the Holiday season, but I am glad when the first of the
New Year comes around so | can get to repairing the damage
from the previous year; maybe even getting a new project
started

Yes Pete, it’s hard to
part with this, but it’s
even more fun to get
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Richard with his B-25 Mitchell

Photo by Phil Zuidema

Here’s Richard standing in front of his B-25. Half of it is still
in the paint booth and the other half, with red leading-edge
cowls sits astride two sawhorses, waiting for more detailing.
It’s built from Ziroli plans.
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Notes from the Editor and
Contest Coordinator

Be Careful What You Wish For

By Phil Zuidema

I think we’ll have a jam-paced evening this month. We’ll start
the meeting a little early, mostly so you can get your stuff set
up. Please try to bring a table, a card table or something. 1
know there will be some tables for us, but probably not enough,
so to ensure you don’t have to spread out your stuff on the floor
like an African selling knock-off purses on the street in Rome,
bring a table.

Oh, yeah, just bring anything you want to sell. I have a truck
full of stuff to sell, so get ready. | know others will have a half-
ton of stuff to sell too.

While we are busy finagling over the price of some choice new
toys to add to our stash of stuff, Bill Hempel will be showing
videos of last summer’s flying fun at the field. Jim Brown will
also donate some interesting videos that we can watch while
buying and selling.

Bring something for Show and Tell and get a free raffle
ticket.

By Klotz the Kat

Grassfield Monthly Meeting

Club meetings are usually the second Friday of the month.

Date: Friday, January 13, 2006
Time: 6:30 p.m. (Note the Change).
Location: Brooklyn Center Civic Center

6301 Shingle Creek Pkwy.
Brooklyn Center, MN 55430

Notes from the Secretary

Pat will be taking memberships for 2006 at the meeting.

Bring something for Show and Tell and get a free raffle ticket.
Bring stuff to sell that you no longer want or need (that’s a
tough call sometime), and sell it to someone more needy (or
greedy), than yourself.

Freeze Your Ailerons Off
Is Set for February 26th, 2006.

The Grassfield will be having their annual F.Y.A.O. on Febru-
ary 26th at noon. This will be the same format as the past few
years, that is, bring something to fly, bring some chili or some
kind of wicked-good food to share. We’ll have a blast. One
year, we had Dub Jett come up from Houston, standing in two
feet of snow, testing a brand new sport .46 he was developing.
I think he had a blast with all the rest of us.

If you think you could get interested in helping with this neat
event, call Phil Zuidema, 763 571-9627 and let me know.
There isn’t much to do, and the fun is in flying and eating.

Be careful what you wish for...

If you get a big shop,
.........you will have clutter.
If you have too many tools,

......... you won’t find them when you need them.

If you fly only when the weather is good,
.......... you will always be a mediocre pilot.
If you have many airplanes,

.......... you will spend all your time in maintenance.

If you design your own,
........... you will have few airplanes.
If you fly only ARF’s,
........... you will miss the joy of creation.
If you build to museum quality,
........... you will miss the thrill of flight.
If you’re perfect at what you do,
.......... you won’t learn anything new.
If you don’t try something new,
.......... you won’t learn.
If you don’t learn something new,
.......... you will be bored.
If you try many new things,
.......... you will have endless malfunctions.
If you say, “That’s good enough,”
.......... it won’t be.
If it’s never good enough,
.......... it won’t get done.
Be careful what you wish for...

See ya at the field. | wish for sandwiches.

This is Jim Brown with a big Cub or perhaps an Aeronca.
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Joerg - A Short Story

By Phil Zuidema

Joerg blinked his eyes. He blinked hard again to get the fir nee-
dle off his nose. He hated being under this Christmas tree, now
that all the needles were falling off, long after the happy Holi-
day.

“What am I going to do after this? Christmas is over and now
no one wants to look at me at all. When Andy opened the box I
was in, | saw joy written all over his face. He looked at me
while he blinked and blinked, hardly able to believe what he
was holding... ME! He pretended to fly me all over the house,
holding me out at arm’s length, he recreated some of the dog
fights my grandfather fought. Grandpa was a full-scale Focke-
Waulf 190, one of the best fighters of the “Big War.”

But that was grandpa. Joerg was a small fry compared to “Pa-
pa”. Joergonly had a | %2 meter wingspan. When he would
fly for real with his O.S. engine, he would not be fighting any-
one, at least, not until he learned all the maneuvers that a full
scale fighter would know. He would have to learn how to do
loops and rolls, chandelles, stall turns and split Ss, skids, maybe
even outside loops and rolling circles. He would have to build
up his courage so that when one of those dreaded P-51s was
close on his tail, firing six of those 50 caliber machine guns, he
wouldn’t flinch and make a mistake, flying into the lead hell.
He would also have to learn how to fight back, making the P-51
make a mistake that he could take advantage of and send that
plane back to earth with a “thwumppp”. He would have to
learn to play well so he could fight while hurt, as it was
unlikely he would ever do all this without taking an injury to
himself. He would have to grit his teeth and fight on to bring
Andy home safely.

“But how can I do any of that? Ican’t even get out from under
this stupid tree which keeps raining needles all over my can-
opy? And then, I have this brand new control box radio thingy
next to me, with a bunch of switches and knobs. Andy has to
learn how to work all those. How will he ever learn how to do
that? What if my engine won’t fire up when it’s supposed to?
What if Andy puts the wrong fuel in my tank or what if my
landing gear isn’t strong enough or what if....”

Joerg was startled as Andy walked into the living room, straight
to the radio sitting next to Joerg. Andy picked it up. Andy
peered lovingly at the radio, trying to make the sounds that Pa-
pa used to make (boy, was he bad at it!). Andy put his thumbs
on the sticks and started moving them from left to right and up
and down. All the time Andy was looking toward the ceiling,
back and forth, up and down.

“There is no chance I’ll ever survive him learning to make me
do all those things. I’ll never get to do what Pa-pa used to do.
How will he ever learn and how will I ever learn? This can
never happen; and if it does, how long will | have to wait under
this tree?”

It was too much for Joerg to worry about. He was getting tired.

His canopy started to grow opaque as his energy waned. Joerg
went back to sleep. A long sleep.

“Ouch! What’s that? Why am I in the back of Andy’s father’s
car, with all this other smelly stuff? Ick. It smells like castor
oil and alcohol back here. Where am I going?”’

The car jostled over the bumpy road, leading to the flying field.
Andy’s dad was telling him how much fun they would have,
but to be careful on the take-off and be sure to use the rudder.
World War 11 airplanes, especially the German ones, had small
vertical stabilizers and tended to need lots of rudder on takeoff.
“P’ll land it for you when you’re ready to come down.” he reas-
sured Andy.

Joerg was really relieved to hear that. “If I make it that long.”
he winced. “Could this really be my big day? Wunderbar. 1
can’t wait. Here I come Pa-pa. I will make you proud.”

Andy and his father walked all around Joerg. They had the
radio-thing in their hands and were watching all of Joerg’s con-
trol surfaces move. They walked away from Joerg, but never
took their eyes of his control surfaces.

“I don’t need all these calisthenics.” Joerg thought. “Let’s get
on with the fun. I can’t wait. C’mon!”

Andy and his dad walked back to him with smiles on their
faces.

“I guess that’s a good thing”, Joerg said to himself.

Joerg had long legs. They held him up proudly, his nose point-
ing skyward like all Focke-Wulfs before him. He had rehearsed
all the things he was going to try once he got where he be-
longed. Of course, he would have to wait for Andy, but if
Andy wouldn’t let him do what he wanted, he would just have
to do it himself. He would take matters into his own hands.
“Yes, I will.” he murmured half under his breath.

Andy lined Joerg up into the wind. He wiggled all of Joerg’s
controls once more. Then, he pushed the left stick forward and
leaned Joerg’s rudder over to the right.

“Ouch, not so hard! You don’t have to stretch my rudder so
far.” Joerg was mildly irritated. “I’ll be good and go straight. I
guess that’s what all those warm up exercises were for.”

Joerg was beside himself with joy. He left the earth for the first
time in his short life. He could see the grass below him....well
below him. Now his legs were tucked into his wings and he
became one with the air around him. He was ecstatic. Andy
and his dad were getting farther away, and fast.

“I hope he turns me around quickly.” Joerg was getting nerv-
ous but feeling exhilarated at the same time. This was great!
How much fun could an airplane have? | am master of the
skies and everyone will fear me soon enough.”

Whoosh. Ared blur went by Joerg. It was so fast, it was unbe-
lievable. Joerg was scared.

“Was var dass?” Joerg was so alarmed he fell back to his Ger-
(Continued on page 4)



(Continued from page 3)

man. “That airplane must have been going three times as fast
asme! It looked sort of like one of those Mustangs | have
heard about, but it was painted red. How can this be? No one
paints warplanes bright red. 1 think I saw something like ‘Dago
Red’ on the side of it.”

No one had ever told Joerg that there were Quarter Forty air-
planes that flew out here. He didn’t see any guns on it, but he
made a mental note to stay out of his way.

Things were going well. Joerg was flying like an old pro. He
was O.K with someone else tugging at his control surfaces, but
he thought, “Soon, I'm going to want to see what I can do on
my own.”

Joerg started a gentle turn to the left. Before he even knew
what was happening, he was headed straight for the ground.

“This is O.K.” he was trying to reassure himself. “I will have
to learn to point my nose down to chase those P-51s. (Well,
maybe not that Dago Red, but all the other ones.) Whoa!
We’re getting way too close! I don’t know if I can pull up fast
enough to avoid hitting the ground!”

The ground rushed up. It was like looking through a zooming
lens of a camera. Things were getting way too big, way too
fast. Time seemed to slow down. Joerg glanced over at Andy’s
dad to see what he was doing.

“Oh, oh. Andy’s got the radio and his dad is grabbing for it.
I’'m in trouble now. It’s time to take things over on my own.
Let’s see what I can do by myself. It’s do or die.”

Joerg kicked in all the elevator he could muster. His biceps
flexed. His eyes closed he was trying so hard. His propeller
strained, gasping for air, not dirt. He even dialed in all his ele-
vator trim. He felt his legs tugging to go down, just from the
“Gs” of the pullout. His back strained. His wings were trying
to join themselves together over his head.

“If T get out of this”, Joerg said to himself, “I’'m going to keep
flying all by myself. I can do better than that!”

Joerg raised his nose and even though he got a little grass in his
propeller, he was on his way back to the wild, blue yonder.
Feeling the clean air rush over his wings again inspired him.
He was free to do what he wanted now.

“What should I do next?”” He thought a roll would be a good
thing to try out. Not too stressful and fun. Whoof---whoof. He
flipped over on his back and upright before he even thought
about it. “Wow, that was a great thing! Yee haw! Ican’t wait
to do that again. Only this time I’'m going to do it low to the
ground and across the field... a bunch of times!”

Joerg positioned himself at the end of the field. He took a bead
on where he was headed, because once the rolls started, it
would be a lot harder to keep track of where he was going. He
started the first roll. Not too fast, but not slow enough to re-
quire the use of his rudder.

“This is splendid. I'm better than I thought I could be”. Joerg
had rehearsed this a thousand times in his mind while he sat
under that stupid Christmas tree. “Now I’'m actually doing it.”

As he passed in front of Andy and his dad, he was below their
eye level. He glanced over. He began laughing in his joy.
They were standing there, eyes like saucers, both of them.
Andy’s dad was holding the radio again, but his thumbs were
not even on the sticks anymore. “I’m in charge now and I'm
going to show them what I can do.” Joerg thought gleefully.

“Next, I think I’ll try a rolling circle. This could be a good
thing to know if those P-51s try to chase me. It will confuse
them and then I’ll sneak in behind them and shoot them down!”

Andy and his dad were standing like mannequins. They weren’t
moving and it looked as if they were trying to catch flies with
their mouths.

His rolling circle was a little rough, but after all, it was his first
time. He finished it in grand style by pulling straight up and
letting his powerful motor fall back to idle. As he slowed al-
most to the point where his tail would now be accelerating to-
ward the earth, he pulled full left rudder and pushed his engine
to half throttle. As he did that, he had a bad cough.

“Brmmp- silence — brmmp”, Joerg hacked. “That cannot be a
good thing.” he thought.

He quickly checked his tanks. “Oh oh, too much fun and too
little fuel.” He didn’t think he could safely land on the field,
dead-stick, so he eased over the tree line toward the corn field.
He was now out of site from Andy and his dad, but just as well,
they didn’t look that good with their tongues hanging out of
their mouths.

“Let’s see now, I will keep my legs tucked up so I don’t break
them. 1 will slow down and go to full flaps after I clear the
cornfield. 1want my groundspeed to be as low as | can get it. |
want to be as low as | can, before all my speed is gone. That
way, if I stall, I will only fall less than half a meter.”

Joerg did it just as he pictured it in his mind. “Damn, I'm
good! T hope they find me before too long. I don’t want that
Dago coming around while I'm helpless here on the ground.”
He had heard those Quarter Forty's may be faster than him, but
they just don’t last very long.

Although Andy and his dad lost sight of him long before he let
himself gently down, he knew they would look for him right
away. He wasn’t disappointed. Soon he heard a rustling
though the grass.

Joerg looked over his shoulder as they came. “Oh darn, here
come those goofy saucer eyes and dangling tongues again.
Won’t they ever stop with that?” Joerg felt good, because he
knew he had impressed them. He hoped Pa-pa could see him.
“They haven’t seen anything yet”, he mused to himself, “wait
until the next flight.”

Andy’s dad turned to Andy as a smile broke out on both their
faces.

“Son”, he said, “I’ve only seen a flyaway like this turn out this
good one time before. It was a long time ago and it was a B-24
named Strawberry Bitch.” :)

Joerg may not be reproduced without written permission.



The 2005 Builder’s Show

Jim Brown’s Pilot’s Choice Award Eindecker from the 2005
Builder’s Show.

Photos by Phil Zuidema

Roy Maynard is making fillets with a fast curing 3M product
trying to fair in his canopy on his Nakajima Ki-84 Hayate
'Frank’, an Aerotech model. It’s been a busy week over at
Aerotech Models, www.aerotechmodels.com.

Above, getting signed up for a new season, Pat Galarneault issu-

T — ing memberships. Below, the dreaded P-51.
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Photo by Bill Hempel

Here Phil Zuidema is with his Extra 300 in 2003, a World
Models Airplane. The plane ended up in the corn after nine
years because the pilot forgot to replace the battery which
was as old as the plane—1996. Don’t let it happen to you.
While you’re waiting for spring, pull out all your batteries.
If they’re over two years old (or you think they are) toss
them out. A battery is $20, a plane costs much more.
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