Day 13 of our trip
October 10, 2011     Monday                   Ramstein Air Base, Germany
Third day back in Germany
Roll call is supposed to be at 6:30am.  The airman at the desk last night said no need to be there before 6am.

With our sign up expiring in just six days we were confident on being up towards the top of the list.

So, we set the alarm for 4am, planning to be there, just across the street, at 5am.

We forgot the first rule of flying Space-A….. get there three hours early.

We walked in the door of the passenger terminal on the base at 5am.

The place is packed with people.

Roll call for our flight was at 4:15am.  We missed it.  Our seniority on the sign up was out the window.

There were two flights leaving that morning.  One was to Dover, Delaware.  It was filled up quickly.

Then, the man at the passenger desk, despite me telling him we wanted to get on the Charleston flight, put us down for SPAIN.  We only found this out because, hovering around the man controlling the list in front of the gate, we were called to the counter at the gate.  The man there discovered the mistake and corrected it.

We got a boarding pass.

I thought these C-17 cargo planes only held 54 passengers.  This one was going to have over a hundred.  No cargo going back.  Just passengers.

We got on the plane.  Whew.

No passenger type seats on this plane.  Only fold down jump seats.  No padding on the seats.  This was not going to be good.

Luckily we were on the first bus out to the plane.  We randomly chose seats.  Just back from the front seats.   We heard that this type of plane was notoriously cold.  We both had Levi long sleeve over-shirts.  Plus our windbreakers.  

As it turned out we were comfortable, temperature wise.  Those seated towards the rear of the plane, near the rear ramp had to bundle up.  Once in the air I walked back there and up on the folded up rear ramp.  Holy Moly, it was frigid back there.

After an hour my butt was almost numb.  At least we could get up and walk around.  You will understand when I get you the photos I took inside the plane.

Those jump seats were torture.  If I ever go on one of these again I will take some sort of padded cushion.  I will find a way to get it on the plane.

I thought I could pass the time by reading the paper back novel I brought.  Well, they turned down the cabin lights so that was a no go.  I got out my ipod to listen to some music.  The noise of the plane was so loud that, even with the volume turned up as high as it would go I couldn’t hear any music.

Our flight to Germany was nine hours on the bigger C-5 cargo plane.  Going back to the states on this C-17 cargo plane was going to be eleven hours.  I found that out from one of the aircrew.  I didn’t dare tell that to Jan.  Trying to sleep sitting in that jump seat wasn’t going to happen.

Some passengers brought inflatable mattresses.  They stretched them out on the cargo deck in the rear, next to the rear ramp.  That’s right, back there at the South Pole.   I don’t know if they got any sleep or not.

We thought that plane would never get to Charleston.  We were numb with fatigue.

After we landed we got our luggage and headed for home, five hours away.  It was only 2pm.  I had to stop and buy some no-doze to stay awake.

By the time we got home we had been up for 23 hours.

As Dorothy said….. in the “Wizard of Oz”, when she clicked her ruby red slippers… “There’s no place like home.”

Tom
