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· Thank you, Chaplain Park (David)
· Appreciate the invitation to share some thoughts with you about the importance of emergency family assistance --and of volunteers
· My guess is that, in this room right now, is the greatest concentration of experience in family assistance anywhere in America
· It’s an honor to be invited to join you
· Please, let me ask you a question.  Show of hands:  how many of you have spent a beautiful day at an air show?
· Of course.  We love air shows
· Now, two more questions:
1. When you attend an air show with your kids, what’s the one thing you know you do not want to see?                   (this is not a demolition derby:  an accident)
2. When you attend an air show, what’s one kind of accident that’s unthinkable? (plane going into the crowd)
· Let’s go back a minute to the year 1919:
· On the front page of the Enid, Oklahoma News is an article entitled, “Aviator Did Real Stunts Here Yesterday.”  It reads:
· “Enid witnessed an exhibition of stunt flying by 2Lt Douglas Givens of the U.S. Army that was the best ever seen by an Enid crowd….His plane was a standard J.N. 4 “Jenny” equipped with a 100 hp motor….Lt Givens did almost every stunt known to…flying”
· Lt Doug Givens was my Grandfather
· He wasn’t wearing a parachute
· This was the era when parachutes were beginning to be made available to Army pilots, but “real men” wouldn’t be seen wearing such a thing--so they didn’t
· The Army wouldn’t make use of a parachute mandatory for its pilots until 1922
· In the 1930s, long before the Thunderbirds came along, the Army Air Corps had aerial demonstration groups on both coasts
· For a while, the one based at Langley AFB, Virginia was led by my Dad
· In my home town of Dayton, Ohio, Dad was elected a Charter Member of the National Aviation Hall of Fame
· Also in Dayton, in 1956, an eight-year-old boy saw the Navy’s Blue Angels fly
· He decided then and there that he wanted to be a Navy pilot
· His name was Tim Keating
· He welcomed you here this morning
· With Admiral Keating as just one example, we know that military air shows are a superb recruiting tool
· An unequaled friendly display of military power, precision and competence
· A great way to invite the public to come see what we do
· In 1988, Time Magazine reported that air shows drew more spectators in the United States than professional football:  over 18 million, vs only 16.7 million for football
· Since World War II, no spectators had ever died in accidents involving military flying teams
· Until 1988, Ramstein Air Base had hosted an air show called FLUGTAG every August--since 1955
· “Flugtag” is German for “Flying Day”
· It drew over 300,000 spectators from all over Europe
· The big show was a wonderful way for the Air Force to do something nice for the citizens of our host country
· It was also a great way for our base volunteer organizations to make a huge amount of money-- selling food, drinks, and American ice cream to our guests from all over central Europe
· This open house at Ramstein was a professional allied event
· Huge static display of military aircraft and equipment from the Army, Navy, Air Force, Canada, Germany, Belgium, the UK and France
· National military flying teams from France (Patrouille de France), Portugal, the Netherlands (Grasshoppers: helicopters), and Italy (Frecce Tricolori) 
· The Air Show Committee leadership agreed to their requests to perform maneuvers that were not allowed in the United States, but that had been normal in Europe for decades
· One such rule concerned turns in the direction of the audience
· Our leaders didn’t want to be ugly Americans.  They wanted to show respect to national teams.  So they followed the official NATO air show rules
· Ramstein had refined planning for the annual FLUGTAG to a very professional degree
· Our Air Division had a plan entitled Ramstein FLUGTAG Open House
· Annexes within it included:
· Medical
· Public Affairs
· Safety
· Security
· Disaster Preparedness
· …and even Explosive Ordnance Disposal
· This plan was coordinated closely with our German friends.  For example:
· It called for 3 German Red Cross first aid stations on base
· Our FLUGTAG had 4 of them, partnered with 5 American aid stations, plus the Base Clinic
· In addition to our 96 American medics on duty that day, with 9 American ambulances and 4 fully-crewed helicopters, and we had 97 German Red Cross people and 6 German ambulances on-base, along with another 28 people and 9 German ambulances on standby off-base 
· The Safety Annex directed the FLUGTAG Safety Officer to conduct briefings for visiting aircrews, to include mid-air collision avoidance--emphasizing that “flying safety is paramount”
· The Security Annex called for integrated policing
· We had my wing’s 786 military police on duty that day, working closely with 500 German Polizei
· All 1300 of them were directed by a joint U.S.-German Security Control Center on-base
· These did traffic control, parking, protection of VIPs and aircraft, bomb detection with dogs, vehicle impound, and anti-terrorist reserve:  for this we had a 46 fully-armed military police watching cartoons in the air-conditioned base theater
· Ramstein had other plans related to security, disaster preparedness, and mass-casualty events
· You see, we were more than the host base for the HQ of U.S. Air Forces in Europe
· Ramstein was the only 4-star base in the Air Force, worldwide, that was also a front-line combat base--just minutes from Warsaw Pact airfields
· So we had detailed disaster preparedness plans
· Because war is a disaster
· As we expected to host over 300,000 people:
· The Command Post was manned, of course
· The base Survival Recovery Center was manned
· The Disaster Preparedness Control Center was manned
· With its Mobile Command Post ready outside
· One of our Disaster Preparedness NCOs was detailed to the Kaiserslautern County Rescue Center, headed by one of my heroes of that day, Herr Weber
· We had 47 base firefighters on duty, staffing the 12 fire/rescue vehicles in the normal air show dispersion
· This was twice the NATO requirement for an air show 
· The FLUGTAG plan was briefed to the Air Division Commander 6 days before the Sunday event
· It was briefed again 2 days before
· The aerial teams practiced their maneuvers on Saturday, the day before, as the static displays and 64 food stands were set up
· We were ready
· Sunday dawned clear and beautiful.  Great for taking the kids out for all the excitement and good eating
· Bill, Sue, and 7-year-old Katie Eckert did just that
· When the flying demonstrations began, as Base Commander I was responsible for greeting one of the visiting general officers, and my wife Sue joined us at the VIP deck on the roof of the airfield tower
· This would have been dull for little Katie, so she joined her best friend’s family in going out to see the static displays
· We would not know where she was for hours
· Once the guests were settled-in, I felt the normal Base Commander urge to go see if our cops and firemen were getting hamburgers and drinks--and otherwise taken care of while on duty out there in the sun
· Left Sue with our guests…and headed out
· Having circled around the crowd literally pressed up against the rope line along the parallel runway Crash Road…chatted with various troops, and finished my tour with the firemen in the big cannon truck, parked on a rise overlooking the airfield
· Looped behind the crowd, turned my back to the big 10-jet Italian flying team--the audience gasping with delight at its awesome aerial ballet at 350 mph
· Walked down a sloping road that would take me back to the Tower--what a beautiful, fun day
· Over the PA system, the announcer described the Italians’ final maneuver--which they’d been doing since 1961:
· …a big heart in the sky to show their love for the audience, with the solo pilot to fly his jet through the middle of it, making the traditional arrow
· Then…a “crump” sound behind me… turned to see a huge ball of thick black smoke rising from the airfield
· On the hand-held radio, I called the Command Post to say there appeared to be an aircraft down, but I couldn’t see from this downhill spot
· I directed them to activate the Disaster Control Group
· What had happened?  Let’s say you’re the audience.  You’re standing there with your kids.  My 10 fingers are the 10 Italian jets.  (show the heart maneuver, ending with solo finger pointing at the audience)
· Three jets went down.  Two fell on the far side of the runway--damaging our primary medevac alert helicopter and injuring its crew
· Solo hit the ground right in front of the crowd, splashing exploding fuel, aluminum shrapnel, and a tumbling, burning jet engine right into the huge mass of people pressed against the rope line
· Racing toward the smoke, suddenly I faced thousands of people running--eyes wide in panic
· I stepped into a tree line to avoid being trampled by the first wave of people, then had to run at 90 degrees to the crowd in order to get around them
· Reaching the Crash Road downhill from the accident site, for the first time I saw that much of the smoke was coming from within the crowd
· Stopped for breath…got on the radio again:  
· “It appears that we have a major disaster, with dozens of people hurt.  This is not/not an exercise.  Do you understand?.... Please try to get us every helicopter in southern Germany.  American, German, Army, Air Force, Police--whatever.  Many will try to tell you they’re not equipped for medical evacuation.  Tell them to come anyway, and we’ll sort them out when they get here.”
· American helicopter crews and Polizei were calling out with the same message: helicopters, ambulances
· Ran up to the site
· The big fire truck I’d left minutes before had rolled down from its little rise just a couple hundred feet from where the plane exploded into the crowd
· Within seconds, the young airman manning the foam cannon found himself looking into a mass of burning people
· He was ordered to stop the fire on them, so he did
· Was told that this airman needed counseling for quite a while, as you might guess
· Had never imagined such a horrible scene
· People literally lined up in front of me asking for decisions
· By definition, as Base Commander, I was On-Scene Commander
· Suddenly…the frustration that my lips couldn’t move faster to spit out the words--we were all talking so fast
· Our Security Police Group Commander, Lt Col Ralph Beckett, arrived at my side
· While our Mobile Command Post with the rest of the Disaster Control Group was on its way
· Ralph asked if I wanted the normal armed cordon to keep people away from the accident site
· Told him yes…to a cordon, but that we must encourage every volunteer willing to help to come into the site, pick one injured person, and help them any way they can
· We needed “medic multipliers”…we needed a lot of volunteers--right now
· Our airmen had basic buddy care training--ask them to use it
· I then asked Ralph to work with his Polizei partners to clear lanes in and out, from the site down the Crash Road all the way to the autobahn, for emergency vehicles only
· We had just one mission right now:  get the medics to the patients, or get the patients to the medics
· Quickly, our German and American police established the open emergency lanes, and Polizei motorcycle officers began escorting ambulances from nearby towns into the base 
· Within minutes, helicopters began to land on the airfield grass right behind us, and the few medics at the close-by first aid station began directing volunteers to carry triaged people to them
· The Landstuhl Army Medical Center was only a couple minutes away by helicopter
· Wing Vice Commander, Colonel Cash Harris, appeared and asked what he should do.  Told him to establish a second helicopter landing and patient triage area, a few hundred feet from the first, so neither the injured nor the helicopters would have to sit and wait
· Medics, security police, volunteers, and helicopter crewmen worked quickly together--and patients moved
· Dozens of ambulances began arriving and loading, then hurrying down the open road corridor that a line of police and volunteers was now holding for them
· Ralph Beckett said that we had most of 300,000 people stuck in the parking areas--because I’d ordered these lanes restricted.  I replied that they can wait:  we have only one mission until the last injured person is on the way to a hospital
· By the one-hour point, we had 18 helicopters
· They alone evacuated 169 patients
· One Air Force helicopter--after receiving many dents in its fuselage from the initial crash into its parking area-- flew 7 such rescue missions
· About the same one-hour point, the Landstuhl Commander, who’d ordered a total staff recall, declared that he could take no more patients
· My friend Herr Weber--directing his German Rescue Center staff--had contacted German hospitals all around, and began vectoring helicopters and ambulances by radio
· This smart, planned, outside support was vital to saving lives--the German Red Cross alone sent in over 40 ambulances
· We couldn’t have done that kind of coordination from out there in the dirt
· Within a few days, patients from Ramstein FLUGTAG were in 46 different medical facilities in Germany, the U.S., England, France and Belgium
· Our medical staff called-forward the base’s War Readiness stock of intravenous blood fluids
· That’s the first thing a massive burn injury needs
· The German Red Cross sent more fluids to Ramstein, too
· Later, after the last patient had departed, the Clinic Commander advised me that we never ran out of fluids
· In the weeks that followed, after a lot of hard German and American forensic work, it was determined that 70 people had died and well over 400 were wounded
· Just 4 of the 70 dead were Americans
· In the heat of the rescue, an EOD sergeant walked up to me and said his men had found the solo jet’s two rocket ejection seats, right in the middle of the injured people
· He said, “Colonel, I’m supposed to ask you to move everyone out to a perimeter of 2,000 feet, until we make those rockets safe.  They’ve been burned, you know.”
· I replied, “Sergeant, appreciate what you’re saying.  You guys keep working on those seats.  We’re going to keep working on the injured.  If a rocket goes off and kills 20 of us, it’s my fault.  Do you understand?” 
· He smiled weakly, said, “Yes, Sir,” and ran back to his team
· Meanwhile, only 34 minutes into it, Mrs. Connie Norwood was walking by the Base Theater and saw frantic people searching for family members
· The theater was open, and for all we know the cartoons may still have been running in there

· Connie gathered other spouses, and led family members inside--a cool place to sit while volunteers started to get the word out for separated families to come there

· Our Personnel staff, activating the Casualty Notification System, put professionals into the theater with the volunteers, setting up computers on the stage, and building a database for missing family member information

· The Communications Squadron installed a string of phone lines to that stage, and the Base Theater became the Casualty Information Center--soon using 65 volunteers and helping to locate over 1,000 people
· The Communicators also set up free phones for anyone to call family back in the United States
· We quickly learned that Americans aren’t very good at locating Germans, so the Polizei set up a similar center in our OSI office nearby
· Back at the crash site, the Fire Chief recorded in his log that the last injured patient departed for a hospital only 77 minutes after the plane went into the crowd
· Doctors were now confirming the dead
· Medics and the mortuary affairs team carefully collected the bodies, and we moved them to our war-plan morgue in the South Gym, where American and German forensic staff were building a combined team
· Volunteers were needed in this morgue for many days, and people stepped forward
· Let me tell you, volunteering at a disaster morgue takes courage 

· It was then time for the shoulder-to-shoulder walk of the site to recover, label, and carefully transport body parts to the morgue
· This gruesome work must be done thoroughly, and it was

· I left the scene about l0:30 that night
· The morgue and the base theater team were into shifts, and the Security Police took over guarding the site for the Accident Board that had already begun its work
· The next morning, the Chaplain staff turned the main chapel kitchen and fellowship room into a sandwich factory, using Chaplain’s Funds to purchase food centrally--and volunteers to buy, prepare and distribute meals to people at all the ongoing work sites

· The sandwich factory went on for days, as well as free babysitting offered by volunteers

· These were greatly appreciated by so many exhausted workers--many of them volunteers, too
· The immediate and lasting efforts of volunteers were vital to saving lives, central to reducing the panic of families, and greatly appreciated by round-the-clock workers for many days after the disaster

· A Department of Defense team came to Ramstein in October to review the disaster response.  Its report concluded, “We identified no instance where anyone was harmed by negligence or error.”  Said one DoD official, “That kind of response time is just incredible.”

· The rescue was a huge team effort.  Let me give you just a few quotes from Stars & Stripes in the days after:

· Army SFC Charles Reynolds: “I yelled to my wife to keep going and I ran back to help.  A couple people were walking around on fire.  I got them to lie down and roll.  I got the fire out.”
· Army Specialist Paul Mazzone saw one man with his hair burned off, and severe burns on his upper chest and arms, carrying another man with fewer injuries to an ambulance.

· The initial blast slammed Sgt Mary Peterson off her chair and threw a woman’s body on top of her.  “People need help,” she said to herself.  Her face became covered with blood while trying to resuscitate victims.  She was left wearing a pink tank top with her fatigue pants, having given her shirt--among 200 other shirts donated on the spot--to hold ice for easing pain on burn patients out there in the field.

· SSgt John Flanagan, visiting from Lindsey Air Station, lined up himself and his wife, their two kids in strollers, as part of a human chain to keep people from blocking the emergency vehicle lanes

· Landstuhl Physician’s Assistant Linda Theobald said, “600 people tried to give blood….Boy, what a fabulous place we live in.”

· Sgt Patrick Allely, a pharmacy technician, said, “We were picking up the bodies.  I was hoping none of them were members of my family.”

· Many of us had that thought

· Airman Lance Felker was a firefighter
· Interviewed later by Stars & Stripes, he told of a man without a pulse, on whom he and another person performed cardiopulmonary and mouth-to-mouth resuscitation.  He smiled faintly, and said, “I saved a life.”
· Amid the pain and bitterness across the German nation, one wrote to my boss:  “There will be many people now blaming you, your men and the Air Force.  I only hope you have the strength to bear this….I thought you should know that at least one of your guests realized how excellently and bravely your [people] acted.”
· Finally, a letter to Stars & Stripes from Mrs. Christa Hauck, of Birkenfeld, Germany:  “My husband…was killed by falling parts of the plane….I’ve never seen people being helped as quickly and efficiently as I saw it that day with my own eyes.  I would like to thank all the Americans who were so caring and helpful.  I would especially like to thank…that young soldier who held me in his arms, crying and saying over and over again, “Ma’am, we will find him.  We will find him.”

· Our Commander asked for recommendations of any medals that should be awarded

· I recommended no medals at all.  We had done this disaster response as a community--Germans and Americans, Army and Air Force, civilian and military--together.  The General agreed   

· We established a FLUGTAG ’88 Memorial Fund

· Months later, rock star Jon Bon Jovi did a benefit concert in one of our hangars, raising $60,000
· This and other American contributions enabled us to donate $110,000 to our friends in the German Red Cross

· A heartbroken community was still together

· Let’s wrap this up with a final point--about the importance of grief counseling

· A few weeks after FLUGTAG, a colonel heading one of many counseling teams--including one at the Ramstein Family Support Center--asked me to assemble my Disaster Control Group for a session

· I’d assumed that we senior people didn’t need that kind of thing.  The colonel strongly disagreed
· My office was big and comfortable, so we decided to assemble there

· As the group was large, and we were to sit in a circle, I naively decided to just stay at my great big base commander’s desk

· The counselor colonel said he wanted to go around the circle, asking each person to speak about how he or she felt while responding to this disaster
· All eyes, of course, turned to the man at the big desk--the one who’d been playing the tough-guy role since first running up to the worst experience in most of our lives
· Taking the hint, I opened my mouth to speak
· For the first time since before the Italians began their performance--I surprised myself and them--as I burst into tears
· God bless the work that you do for military people and their families
· One of whom is our daughter Katie, now an Air Force jet pilot
· Thank you
Colonel Bill Eckert, USAF (Ret)
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