
 
 
 
 

Jim Flanagan remembers Don “Mac” McDermott… 
 
 

Mac was en route in a Goose from Fajardo to St. 
Croix, when one of the copper lines to the oil 
pressure gauge broke at the flare where it 
entered the gauge. Because it was a direct-
pressure instrument, the only way to stop oil 
from reaching the gauge was to feather the 
engine. He reached behind the panel to find the 
problem and only made it worse; oil began 
spraying directly on him. He managed to feather 
the engine and land, I believe, at Culebra, Puerto 
Rico. No one came by the entire time, which 
made sense since Culebra is mostly uninhabited. 

Anyway, he beached the airplane and somehow got a call out for help, though I do not 
know how. 
 
I was sent in another Goose to fetch him. The pilot was afraid of getting stuck on the beach, 
so he made a pass while I jumped out with the toolbox over my head. The water was about 
a foot too deep. I dropped the toolbox, took a breath, picked it back up, and walked 
underwater for a few feet until my head was above the surface. After that, all was well. 
When I reached the beach, Mac appeared: black from head to toe in front, but still 
relatively white and clean in back. His pants and crotch were completely soaked. I looked 
inside, and the fix seemed simple, so we waved the other Goose back to St. Croix with the 
promise that we would follow shortly. In retrospect, that was probably a dumb decision. 
The airplane’s interior was so slick that I had to pull myself from seat to seat to reach the 
cockpit. After that, I simply came and went through the cockpit window. 
 
I had not brought a tube flaring kit, so after thinking it over, I pinched off the line, folded it 
back a couple of times, and clamped it with a small pair of Vise-Grips. I secured the line 
overhead where it belonged, added some oil, and started the engine. It ran fine. 
Mac went to the water and rinsed out his clothes while I wiped down the cockpit as best I 
could and spread a little dry sand around. Then we left. The flight was uneventful. Sitting in 
an oily, sandy, grimy Grumman Goose on a beautiful sunny Caribbean day…what could be 
better? 
We landed at St. Croix and taxied up the ramp. Mac went home for clean clothes, and I 
went back to the shop—just another day at AAB. 
 



 
Another time, Mac and I had a St. Martin trip. The airplane had already flown that day, but 
for whatever reason they were short a copilot, so I filled in. As usual, we moored in the bay 
and offloaded passengers into a boat. The return trip was about an hour away, so we 
stayed aboard and relaxed in the cockpit. The weather was beautiful, gentle waves lapped 
against the hull, and we both dozed off. My arm was resting in the windowsill when it 
slipped down. It felt wet, but not enough to worry me. A short time later, as the airplane 
rocked, my arm went wet up to the elbow. I looked quickly and saw the water level was 
strangely high. In the passenger cabin, the rear baggage area was awash, and water was 
creeping forward to about where the gear began. I woke up Mac and went aft to see if 
anything in the cargo compartment might help us. No luck. I crawled out my window and 
flagged down a sailboat. They had a pump and gave it to us. I pumped like mad while Mac 
bailed with a bucket from the boat, but we finally realized we were losing the battle. Mac 
started the engine and very carefully taxied toward shore, taking care not to let the prop 
tips hit the water. 
 
Once we got close to shore, we lowered the gear and taxied onto the beach. 
The floorboards were floating, and the bilges were full. This Mallard had float-operated 
automatic bilge pumps, but none had worked. We tried to remove the hull drain plugs, but 
none would come out. 
 
We kept pumping and bailing as best we could. 
Eventually, we discovered the bilge pump inlets were clogged with peanut shells. 
The night watchman was supposed to fill the bilges with fresh water, drain and flush them, 
and replace the drain plugs. My guess is that he discovered the bilge pumps would do the 
work for him. He likely raised the floorboards, put in the hose, saw the pumps working, ate 
a few peanuts, tossed the shells into the bilge, and eventually pulled out the hose and left, 
never realizing he had clogged the pumps. He also never pulled the drain plugs. 
While we sat at St. Martin for that hour or so, we were steadily taking on more water. Well, 
you get the drift. 
 
Anyway, crisis averted. We returned to St. Croix…just another day at AAB. 
 


