
 

RJet and I were RTB in an F-4 from an exercise out in W-532. We had made a 
couple of successful intercepts and were bingo fuel. I'm sure you all remember that 
the F-4 was proof positive that if you put enough thrust on a brick you could make 
it fly. Thus, the higher bingo from down in the south. It was still daylight as we 
crossed the coast somewhere around VBG when I noticed that the fuel seemed to 
be decreasing a little faster than usual for cruising at FL260. There is a little 
deviation from the report below. At first, we declared min fuel to FAT, then a short 
time later we went min fuel to Lemoore. Then, after that it was emergency fuel to 
Lemoore.  
 
As we started the descent, we were  running the fuel leak checklist, I didn't notice 
that the Sun had set and it got dark quickly. When we were finally about 15 miles 
from the runway, I realized that I didn't see the runway lights and asked tower if 
the lights were full bright. He said yes, they were and about that time I realized 
that my dark visor was still down. Once I got that squared away. I felt a bit sheepish 
having to ask tower to turn the lights down. 
 
As we were just about to touch down, I checked the fuel one last time. It read 250 
lbs. The gage tolerance just happened to be +/- 250 lbs, so I wasn't sure if there 
was anything left in the tanks or not. We made the turn-off where the fire trucks 
were and were met by a fireman who signaled for me to shut down immediately. 
At the same time the rest of the fire crew were running toward us with the hoses 
going.  
 
We had planned to make a normal exit from the jet, but I told RJet that it looked 
like they knew something that we didn't. At that point we made it an emergency 
egress and took off running across the grass in the infield. About 50 yards away 
from the jet, we turned around to see what was happening, only to see what 
looked like a Texas rainstorm coming out of the bottom of the jet. It was fuel. 
 
I talked to Jim Blinn from the fuel shop the next day and he said that when they 
checked the fuel tanks that night there was enough gas to get us to the end of the 
runway on a go-around, and that was it. 
 
As it turns out, the line that feeds the afterburner fuel pump broke. That hose is 
about 3" in diameter and is under 60 psi. It would not have been a problem if the 



break was downstream from the pump, but in this case, it was up-stream so the 
gas was simply pumped overboard. 
 
Someone from the engine shop tracked me down the next day to let me know 
what had happened. He also said that he didn't know why, but we should have had 
an engine fire, too. I asked, "Why is that?" and he replied that the afterburner fuel 
pump where the break was, is mounted at the front of the engine. The fuel had 
flowed through the engine bay and completely cleaned the engine and engine 
compartment. F-4s are notorious for catching fire with things like this. So, I guess 
we were lucky that night, both on having just enough to get to a runway and 
getting there not on fire.     
 
A couple of days later, after the fuel and engine guys had done their magic, I was 
informed that since I left the jet at Lemoore it was my responsibility to finish the 
flight and bring it home. "Who's in my back seat," I asked. "Nobody" was the reply. 

"You're solo." Solo in an F-4? Never heard of such a thing!        
 
Uneventful trip home, except that I had to work the radio all by myself… 
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