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PREFACE

IN GENERAL, this book 1s about flyng, and an aviator’s Iife, 1 the
beginning third of the 20th century In particular, 1t describes the
planning and execution of the first nonstop airplane flight between
the contments of America and Europe It has been fourteen years
1n the wnting Started 1n the city of Paris, duning the tense prewar
winter of 1938, its manuscript was completed on the shore of
Scotts Cove, off Long Island Sound, m the hardly more tranquil
year of 1952

The chapters that follow have been drafted and revised under
conditions ranging from the uncertamty of a fighting squadron’s
tent m the jungles of New Guinea, to the stable family life of a
Connecticut suburban home, and under such diverse daily mflu-
ences as accompany noonday, mudmght, and dawn On top of a
manuscript sheet I often marked down my location at the
moment of wrting or revising Glancing through old drafts, I now
pick out, more or less at random, the following ge%gmphlcal
positions  aboard SS Aquitaria, en route Cherbourg to New
York, Army and Navy Club, Washimgton D C, with the Marines
on a Marshall atoll, ;n a bomber, returming from the North
Magnetic Pole, General Partridge s restdence at Nagoya, Japan,
m 2 house trailer on the Flonnda Keys, on an air base 1n Arabia,
parked on a roadside 1n the Italian Alps, camped 1n Germany’s
Taunus mountans, at the Carrels’ 1sland of St Gildas

Because the writmg began more than eleven years after the last
mcident described took place and because detailed records were
not available at the time and later could not be transported every
where the manuscnipt traveled, I have drawn heavily on memory
for early drafts

Searching memory might be compared to throwsng the beam
of a strong light, from your hilltop camp site, back over the road
you traveled by day Only a few of the objects you passed are
clearly illumnated, countless others are hidden behind them,
screened from the rays There 1s dound to H¢ some vagueness znd
distortion 1n the distance But memory has advantages that com

[x1
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pensate for 1ts failings By elunmating detail, 1t clarifies the picture
as a whole Like an artist’s brush, it finds higher value 1n hfe’s
essence than m 1ts photographie intricacy
Records, on the other hand, dlummate the corners with which
they are concerned, and surround your mind with therr con-
porary probl They are
contradictory, and often mcomplete They xestnct your perspective
by bringing you too close to the area they cover But they offer pay
m precision for what they lack in breadth I have rearranged and
rewntten Jater manuscript drafts under the Iight of documents
culled from attics, files, and hibranes
Throughout the following chapters I have digested conversa-
tions and press articles m order to avord tedious detail In tele-
grams I have used the ongnals where they were available, and
approximated from memory where they were mot Since it 1s
impossible to describe exactly the wanderings of the mind, I have
placed flashbacks out of seq: to attain 1mpr truth
All incidents 1n this book are factual, and I have tried to put them
mto words with accuracy The engine log and navigation log of
the Spirit of St Lows were stolen by some member of the crowd
that overran fences and guards at Le Bourget Therefore the log
entries which form chapter heads in Part II have been filled mn
from performance curves and other records The figures used are
close to these marked down m flight, but there 1s certamly some
‘anation
When the Spirit of St Lows flew to Paris, aviation was shoul-
dering 1ts way from the stage of mvention onto the stage of
usefulness Enthusiasts still talked about “the conquest of the air
Rules for safety were sometunes just the reverse of today’s When
a pilot encountered fog, he tumed his eyes to the earth instead of
to hus dials, and the quality of his senses was as important as that
of lis mnd The ability of an awrcraft to make an emergency
Janding in a small pasture warranted a considerable reduction 1n
1ts crwsing speed, while the advantage of a cockpit forward, from
the standpoint of vision, was more than offset by the advantage
of a cockpit aft, from the standpownt of crash But the monoplane
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had become a serious threat to the biplane’s superionty. Instru-
ment-flymg techniques were being developed by the more pro-
gressive pilots And p of radio 100 gave armen
cause for hope

Along with most of my fellow fliers, I bekeved that aviation
had 2 bnlliant future But my vision, extravagant as it seemed at
the time, fell short of accomplishments now achieved with aircraft,
by therr piots, engineers, and executives Speeds, ranges, altitudes,
powers, sizes, economues, and destructive capabilities today have
shattered limuting factors of a quarter century ago Science has
transformed the fran craft of Le Bns, Lilienthal, and the Wnght
brothers nto metal, and loaded them with cargoes varymg from
orchids to atomic bombs Thousands of men, women, and children
now cnnse each day above the racmng pilot's speed of 1927
Agencies all over the world sell tickets to cross the ocean at
steamer travel prices Awlnes have flown billions of passenger
miles between fatalities Engines have changed their horsepower
ratings from hundreds mto thousands Military crews fly regularly
above what the world’s altitude record used to be

Techmeally, we 1n aviation have met with miraculous success
We have accomphished our objectives, passed beyond them We
actually live, today, m our dreams of yesterday, and, Lving mn
those dreams, we dream agamn Our visions of the future now
embrace rocket missiles and supersonic flights We speculate on
traveling through space as we once discussed flymg across oceans
But, unlke the early years of aviation, our dreams of tomorrow
are disturbed by the realities of today In this new, almost super-
human world, we find alarming mmperfections We have seen the
aireraft, to which we devoted our hves, destroying the civilization
that created them We realize that the very efficrency of our

h the ch of the men who build and operate
them

Together with people outside the field of aviation, we find
gurseives movirg m & vicrous cucle, where the machme, whick
depended on modern man for its mvention, has made modern man
dependent on its constant improvement for his security—even for
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his Ihfe We begin to wonder how rocket speeds and atomic powers
will affect the naked body, mind and spint, which, 1n the last
analysis, measure the true value of all human effort We have come
face to face with the essential problem of how to use man's
creations for the benefit of man himself But this leads beyond the
scope of my story, which ends on May 21, 1927, when we were
still looking forward to the conquest of the ar

CAL
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THE ST. LOUIS—CHICAGO
MAIL

SEPTEMBER, 1926

NIGHT ALREADY SHADOWS the eastern sky To my left, low on the
horizon, a thin hine of cloud 1s drawing on its evening sheath of
black A moment ago, 1t was burming red and gold I look down
over the side of my cockpit at the farm lands of central Illmos
‘Wheat shocks are gone from the fields Close, parallel Iines of the
seeder, across a harrowed stuip, show where wmter planting has
begun A threshing crew on the farm below 1s quitting work for the
day Several men look up and wave as my mail plane roars over-
head Trees and buildings and stacks of gramn stand shadowless m
the diffused light of evening In a few munutes 1t will be dark, and
T'm stll south of Peoria

How quickly the long days of summer passed, when 1t was day-
light all the way to Chicago It seems only a few weeks ago, that
momentous afternoon 1n April, when we maugurated the awr mail
service As chuef pilot of the line, the honor of making the first
flight had been mine There were photographs, city officials, and
handshaking all along the route that day For was 1t not a mile-
stone 1n a city’s history, this carrymg of the mail by ai? We pilots,
mechanics, postal clerks, and busmess executives, at St Lous,
Springfield, Peoria, Chicago, all felt that we were taking part 1n an
event which pomnted the way toward a new and marvelous ¢ra

But after the first day’s heavy load, swollen with letters of
enthustasts and collectors, interest declined Men’s minds turned
back to routine business, the air mail saves a few hours at mos*
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1t’s seldom really worth the extra cost per letter Week after week,
we've carried the limp and nearly empty sacks back and forth with
2 regulanty 1 which we take great pude Whether the mail com-
partment contains ten letters or ten thousand 15 beside the pomt
We have faith 1n the future Some day we know the sacks will fill

‘We pilots of the mail have a tradition to establish The com-
merce of the air depends on 1t Men have already died for that
tradition Every division of the mail routes has its hallowed posnts
of crash where some pilot on a stormy mght, or lost and blinded
by fog, laxd down his Lfe on the altar of his occupation Every man
who flies the mail senses that altar and, consciously or uncon-
sciously, 1 his way worships before 1t, knowing that his own next
fisght may end 1n the sacnifice demanded

Our contract calls for five round trps each week Its our
mission to land the St Lowss mail 1in Chicago 1n tume to connect
with planes coming m from Calforma, Minnesota, Michigan, and
Texas — a time calculated to put letters in New York City for the
opeming of the eastern business day

Three of us carry on this service Philip Love, Thomas Nelson,
and I We've established the best record of all the routes con-
vergmng at Chicago, with over ninety-nine percent of our sched-
uled fights completed Ploughing through storms, wedging our way
beneath low clouds, paying almost no attentron to weather fore-
casts, we've more than once landed our rebwilt army warplanes on
Chicago’s Maywood field when other Iines canceled out, when older
and perhaps wiser pilots ordered their cargo put on a tramn Dunng
the long days of summer we sc]dom mussed a flight But now winter
15 creeping up on us Nights are length skies are thick
with haze and storm We're already landing by floodlight at Chica; go
In a few more weeks it will be dark when we glhide down onto that
parrow strip of cow pasture called the Peorra aur mail field Before
the winter s past, even the meadow at Springfield will need lights
Today I'm over an hour late —engine trouble at St Lous

Lighting an awport 1s no great problem 1f you have money to
pay for it With revolving beacons, boundary markers, and flood~
Lghts, mght flying 1sn’t difficult. But our organization can’t buy
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such luxuries There's barely enough money to keep gomng from
month to month

The Robertson Aircraft Corporation 1s paid by the pounds of
mayl we carry, and often the sacks weigh more than the letters
mside Qur op are dibly low, but our revenue
1s lower still The Corpm'atmn couldn’t afford to buy new amcraft
All our planes and engines were purchased from Army salvage,
and rebuilt 1 our shops at Lambert Field We call them DHs, be-
cause the design ongmated with De Haviland, i England They
are biplanes, with a single, twelve cylinder, four hundred horse-
power Liberty engine i the nose They were butlt durmg the war
for bombing and observation purposes, and mmproved types wese
put on production 1z the Umited States The military DH has two
cockpits In our planes the mail compartment 1s where the front
cockpit used to be, and we mail pilots fly from the position where
the wartime observer sat

We've been unable to buy full mght flying equipment for these
planes, to say nothing of Iights and beacons for the fields we land
on It was only last week that red and green navigation hghts were
istalled on our DHs Before that we carried pothmng but one emer-
gency flare and a pocket flashhight When the dollars aren’t there,
you can’t draw checks to pay for equipment But 1t's bad economy,
1 the long run, to operate a mail route without proper hghts That
has already cost us one plane I lost a DH just over a week ago
because 1 didn't have an extra flate, or wing hights, or 2 beacon to
go back to

1 encountered fog, that night, on the northbound flight between
Marseilles and Chicago It was 2 solid bank, rollng m over the
Tlinoss River valley I turned back southwest, and tried to drop
my single flare so I could land on one of the farm fields below, but
when I pulled the release lever nothing happened Stnce the top
of the fog was less than a thousand feet high I decided to chimb
over st and continue on my route 1m the hope of finding a clear spot
around tie aw man’ feid’ Then, 1f £ could get under the clouds, [
could pick up the Chicago beacon, which had been installed at
government expense
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Glowing patches of mst showed me where cities lay on the
earth’s surface With these patches as gurdes, I had httle trouble
locating the outskrts of Chucago and the general area of Maywood
But a blanket of fog, about 800 feet thick, covered the field
Mechanics told me afterward that they played a searchlight up-
ward and burned two barrels of gasoline on the ground in an effort
to attract my attention I saw no sign of thewr activities

After circling for a half hour I headed west, hopmg to pick up
one of the beacons on the transcontinental route They were fogged
1n too By then 1 had discovered that the fmlure of my fare to drop
was caused by slack in the release cable, and that the flare might
still function 1f I pulled on the cable mstead of on the release lever
I turned southwest, toward the edge of the fog, mtending to follow
my onignal plan of landing on some farmer’s field by flarelight At
8 20 my engme spit a few tmes and cut out almost completely
At first T thought the carburetor jets had clogged, because there
should have been plenty of fuel 1n my mamn tank But I followed
the emergency procedure of turmag on the reserve Then, since [
was only 1500 feet fugh, I shoved the flashlight into my pocket
and got ready to jump, but power surged into the engme agam
Obviously nothing was wrong with the carburetor — the mam tank
had run dry That left me with reserve foel for only twenty mm-
utes of flight — not enough time to reach the edge of the fog

I decided to jump when the reserve tank rap dry, and I had
started to chmb for altitude when a light appeared on the ground
— Just 2 blink, but that meant a break in the fog 1 circled down
to 1200 feet and pulled out the flare-release cable This time the
flare functioned, but 1t showed only a solid layer of mist I waited
untd the flare sank out of sight on its parachute, and began chmb-
ing again Ahead, I saw the glow from a small exty I banked away,
toward open country

T was 5000 feet high when my engine cut the second time
unbuckled my safety belt, dove over the night side of the fuselage,
and alter two or three seconds of fall pulled the np cord The
parachute opened nght away 1 was playing my flashlight down
toward the top of the fog bank when I was startled to hear the
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sound of an arrplane 1o the distance It was coming toward me In
a few seconds I saw my DH, dimly, less than a quarter mile away
and about on 2 level with me It was curcling 1n my direction, left
wmg down Smce I thought 1t was completely out of gasoline, I
had neglected to cut the switches before I jumped When the nosc
dropped, due to the loss of the weight of my body 1 the tail, some
additional fuel apparently dramed forward into the carburetor,
sending the plane off on a solo flight of its own

My concern was out of proportion to the danger In spite of
the sky’s tremendous space, 1t seemed crowded with traffic I
shoved my flashlight 1nto my pocket and caught hold of the para
chute nisers so I could slip the canopy one way or the other in case
the plane kept pomnting toward me But it was fully a bundred
yards away when 1t passed, leaving me on the outside of its circle
The engine noise receded, and then mcreased untid the DH ap
peared again, shil at my elevation The rate of descent of plane and
parachute were approximately equal I counted five spirals, each
a httle farther away than the last Then I sank mto the fog
bank

Knowing the ground to be less than a thousand feet below, 1
reached for the flashlight It was gone In my excitement when I
saw the plane coming toward me, I hadnt pushed 1t far enough
mto my pocket I held my feet together, guarded my face with
my hands, and waited I heard the DH pass once agan Then I
saw the outline of the ground, braced myself for impact, and hit
— 1 a cornfield By the time I got back on my feet, the chute had
collapsed and was lying on top of the corn tassels I rolled 1t up,
tucked st under my arm, and started walking between two rows
of corn The stalks were higher than my head The leaves crinkled
as I brushed past them I climbed over a fence, 1nto a stubble field
‘There I found wagon tracks and followed them Ground wisibility
was about 2 hundred yards

The wagon tracks took me to a farmyard First, the big barn
loomed up 1 haze Then a hghted window beyond it showed that
someone was still up 1 was heading for the house when I saw an
automobile move slowly along the road and stop playing ats spot-
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hight from one side to the other I walked over to the car Several
people were m 1t

“Did you hear that aurplane?” one of them called out as I
approached

‘I'm the prot,’” I said

“An amrplane just dove mto the ground,” the man went on,
paying no attention to my answer “Must be night near here God,
1t made a racket” He kept searchwg with hus spotlight, but the
beam didn t show much i the haze

‘Y'm the pilot,” I said agamn T was fiying 1t ” My words got
thraugh that time The spotlight stopped moving

“You're the pilot? Good God, how ——~~"

“I yumped with a parachute,” I said, showing him the white
bundle

“You aren’t hurt?*

‘Not a bit But I've got to find the wreck and get the mad
sacks ™

“It must be right near by Get m and we'll drive along the road
a prece Good God, what went wrong? You must have had some
expenence! You're sure you aren’t hurt?”

We spent a quarter hour searching, unsuccessfully Then I
accompawied the farmer to his house My plane, ke said, had flown
over his roof only a few seconds before 1t struck the ground
1 asked to use fus telephone The party hoe was jammed with
vouces, all talkung about the auplane that had crashed 1 broke
with the statement that I was the pilot, and asked the telephone
operator to put m emergency calls for St Lows and Chicago
Then I asked her if anyone had reported the exact location of
the wreek A number of people had heard the plane pass overhead
just before 1t fut, she replied, but nothing more definite had
come 11

T'¢ hardly hung up and turned away when the bell rang—
three fongs and a short

“That's our signal,” the farmer smd

My plane had been Iocated, the operator told me, about two
mules from the house T was 1 We drove to the site of crash The
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DH was wound up 1 2 ball shaped mass It bad narrowly missed
2 farmhouse, hooked one wmg on a gram shock a quarter mule
beyond, skidded along the ground for eighty yards, npped through
a fence, and come to rest on the edge of a cornfield Splnters
of wood and bits of torn fabric were strewn all around The mad
compartment was broken open and one sack had been thrown out,
but the mail was undamaged — I took 1t to the nearest post office
to be entramned

The Ilhnois Ruver angles my from the west Lights are blinking
on 1 the city of Peoria — long limes of them for streets, single
spots for house and office windows I glance at the watch on my
mstrument board— 6 35 Good! I've made up ten minutes since
leaving St Lowss I nose down toward the flyng field, letting the
awr-speed peedle chmb to 120 miles an hour The green mail truck
15 at 1ts usual place 1n the fence corner The dnver, standing by
1ts side, hifts hus arm in greetmg as my plane approaches And for
ths admuning audience of one, I dive down below the treetops and
chandelle np around the field, chmbing steeply untd trembling
wings warn me to level off Then, engine throttled, I stdeslip down
to a landing, almost brushing through high branches on the lee-
ward border

The pasture 1s nope too large for 2 De Hawiland, even m
daytime We'll have to be doubly careful at might If a pilot ghides
down a little fast, he'll overshoot. To make matters worse, a small
gully spouls the eastern portion of the field for landing, so we often
have to come m with a cross wind

I taxi up to the mail truck, blast the tadl around with the
engine, and pull back my throttle until the propeller s just ticking
over The dnver, 10 brown whipcord umform and wisored cap,
comes up smilng with the mail sack draped over one arm It’s a
registered sack, fastened at the top with a hig brass padlock Good!
The weight of that fock 1s worth nearfy two dolfars to us, and there
was registered mail from Springfield and St. Louss too Those locks
add an appreciable sum to our monthly revenue
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1 toss the sack down onto alummum faced floor boards and
pass out two equally empty sacks from St Lows and Spragfield
A few dozen Jetters m, a few dozen letters out, that’s the Peoria
air mail

“No fuel today?”

“No, plenty of fuel,” I answer “I've had a good tad wind

t's 2 rehief to both of us, for twenty munutes of hard Iabor are
required to roll a barrel of gasoline over from our cache imn the
fence corner, pump thirty or forty gallons mto the DH's tank, and
start the engune agan That ss, 1t takes twenty munutes if the engine
starts easdly, an indefinite time if 3t doesn’t

Leaving the engmne 1dling, we walk over to mnspect the field-
Lighting equipment which has been 1mprovised for the mght land-
ings of winter Since the Robertson Aircraft Corporation keeps no
mechanics at intermeduate stops between St Lowss and Chicago, all
the assistance we have comes from the mail truck duvers They
help us with refueling and starting, keep the wind sock untangled,
and hold on to a wing when taxung 1s ddficult For whatever the
pilot can't do alone, he has to ¢alf upon them It's not part of therr
work, they get nothing for 1t, but they’re always ready to give us a
hand Now we'll have to depend on them to arrange the lights for
our mght landmngs

Electric floodlights cost too much, so our Corporation bought
flares instead The first shipment has just armved The dniver un-
locks a plank box near the gasoline barrels and takes out a long,
cylindrical flare On one end there’s a spike that can be stuck nto
the ground to hold it upnght, Iike a piece of Fourth of-Tuly fire-
works We selected a type that would burn for nearly twa muutes
—Jlong enough if bighted at the right moment, and much less
expensive than the larger ones

I show the driver where it should be placed with different
directions of wind—-always on the leeward end of the landing strip,
with a curved sheet of tn behind it for a reflector and to keep the

ntense hght from blinding the piot as he glides down A flare 1s
not o be set off, T tell hum, unless he sees the plane’s navigation
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hghts blink several times On moonht mights we can economize
by not using one at all

T'm an hour and ten minutes behind schedule taking off The
trees at the far end of the field have merged mto a sold clump
m thickening dusk, have lost their individual 1dentity The moon,
Just past full, 1s rising 1 the east I didn’t notice 1t before I landed,
but now 1t seems to be competing with me for domunation of the
sky — just the two of us, chmbing, and all the world beneath

I welcome the approach of mght as twilight fades nto brilhant
moonlight The day has been crystal clear and almost cloudless,
perfect for flymg It’s been almost too perfect for flying the mail,
for there s no ability required 1n holding your course over familiar
country with a sharp honzon m every quarter You sumply sit,
touchmng stick and rudder bghtly, dreaming of the earth below, of
experiences past, of adventures that may come There’s nothing
else to do, nothing to match yourself agammst There hasn’t been
even an occasional clond near enough to burrow through Skill
1s no asset The spirit of conquest 1s gone from the air On such
an evenmg you mught better be trammng students It's an evenmng
for beginmers, not for pilots of the mail—no tricks of wind no
false horizons Its hours were shaped for beauty, not for contest

The last tnt of pmk disappears from the western sky, leaving
to the moon complete mastery of rught Its light floods through
woods and fields, reflects up from bends of rwvers, shines on the
silver wings of my biplane, turming them 2 greenish hue It makes
the earth seem more like a planet, and me a part of the heavens
above 1t, as though E too had a right to an orbit 1n the sky I look
down toward the ground, at the faintly highted farmhouse windows
and the distant glow of cittes, wondering what acts of hfe are
covered by the weird sermdarkness i which only outhnes can be
seen Around those ponts of hght are homes and men—famuly
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gathenings, parties, doctors at buths and deathbeds, hope and
despair, youth and age That hne of six glowing dots —1s 1t 2 bar~
room, church, or dance hall? And all those myriad hghts, alf the
turmonl and works of men, seem to hang so precarionsly on the
great sphere hurtling through the beavens, a phosphorescent moss
on 1ts surface, vulnerable to the brush of & hand I feel aloof and
upattached, m the sohitude of space Why return to that moss, why
submerge myself n brick-walled human problems when all the
crystal umverse is mne? Like the moon, ¥ can fiy on forever
through space, past the max field at Chucago, beyond the state of
Ithinoss, over mountans, over oceans, mdependent of the world
below

Suppose I really could stay up here and keep on flying, sup-
pose gasolne didn’t wergh so much and I could put enough in the
tanks to last for days Suppose, like the man on the magic carpet,
I could fly anywhere I wanted to — anywhere 1 the world—to
the North Pole or to China or to some jungle 1sland of T wished
How much fuel could a plane carry if its fuselage were filled with
tanks? But Fonck tried that out m bis big Sikorsky biplane, only
a few days ago, and crashed-—crashed mto flames on a New York
field, taking off for a nonstop flight to Panis Why does fuel have
to be so heavy? If gasoline weighed only a2 pound per gallon
instead of six, there’d be na biout to the places one could By — if
the engine kept on runmung,

If the engine kept on running! The schooled habit of perjodic
mstrument readmgs brings me back to the mechamcs of haman
fught One can’t be following a satelinte’s orbit and watching these
dials at the same tume I return abruptly to earthly problems of
temperature, o] pressure, and rpm I contended for a moment,
but the moon has won Independent of the world? Oaly as long as
the engme runs smoothly and the fuel holds out 1 bave fuel
enough for anather two hours at most But long before that 11f
have to be down at Chicago, my DH safely 1n the hangar, the mart
sarted, resacked, and most of it i the cockpit of an easthound
teansconttaental plane, headed for the Alleghemes and New York

City
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I'm annoyed at the thought of landing It’s a roundabout
method anyway, this flying the mail to Chicago to get 1t east
Why shouldn’t we carry it direct to New York from St Lows?
True, there aren t enough letters mn that wilted sack to pay for a
direct service, but the mail will grow m volume as arrcraft umprove
and people learn to use them The more time we save, the more
letters we'll get If we flew direct, we could wait untit the business
day closed before collecting St Lows mail, and stll land af New
York City before offices opened the next morning Such a service
would really be worth the cost of extra postage We might even
be able to fly from St Louss to New York nonstop, eventually
Not with these salvaged Army DHs — they can’t reach Chicago
agaiwnst a headwind without refueling — but with new planes and
nhew engines — ——

The lLights of a small city emerge behind my right wing —
Streator Ottawa 1s ahead and a few miles to the left I make a
mental note of my position, glance at the wstruments, and let the
plane bore its way on toward Chicago

Those new Lairds the Northwest pilots are flying, for instance
— they have only half the power of our DHs, but they re faster
and they carry a bigger load And there’s that Wright Bellanca It
has taken off with an mcredible weight on some of 1its test firghts
With three planes Iike the Bellanca we could eastly carry the mail
nonstop between St Louss and New York, and on clear mghts
possibly two or three passengers besides

But the cost -— 1t would take ten or fifteen thousand dollars to
buy just one Wright Bellanca Who could afford to mvest so much
money 1n a single aurplane, to say nothing of the three that would
be needed for a mail route? Qur Corporation has a hard enough
tume to keep going with the DHs, and they cost only a few hundred
dollars apiece

1 grow conscious of the limuts of my biplane, of the mefliciency
of 1ts wings, struts, and wires They bind me to earth and to the
field ahead at Chicago A Bellanca would crusse at least fifteen
mules an hour faster, burn only half the amount of gasolne, and
carry double the pay load of a DH What a future aviation has
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when such planes can be bwilt, yet how few people realize it!
Businessmen think of aviation in terms of bamnstorming, flying
circuses, crashes, and high costs per flymg hour Somehow they
must be made to understand the posstbilities of flight If they could
see the real picture, 1t wouldn’t be difficult to finance an awhne
between St Lowms and New York, even at the price of three
Bellancas Then commercial pilots wouldn't have to fly old army
warplanes or make night landings with flares stead of flood-
hights

H only I had the Bellanca, Id show St Lowrs busmessmen
what modern asrcraft could do, I'd take them to New York m
eight or mne hours They’d see how swiftly and safely passengers
could fiy There are alt kinds of records I could break for demon-
stration — distance, altitude with Joad, nonstop flights across the
country In a Bellanca filled with fuel tanks 1 could fly on all might,
ltke the moon How far could 1t go if 1t carned nothing but gaso-
hine? With the engme throttled down 1t could stay aloft for days
It's fast, too Judging from the accounts I've read, it’s the most
efficient plane ever bmit It could break the world’s endurance
record, and the transcontmental, and set a dozen marks for range
and speed and weight Possibly —my mmnd 15 startled at 1ts
thought — I could fly nonstop between New York and Pans

New York to Pans— it sounds ke a dream And yet— if
one could carry fuel enough (and the Bellanca might) ~—if the
engne didn’t stop (and those new Waght Whirlwinds seldom do
stop, they aren’t ike our old Liberttes) — if one just held to the
nght course long enough one should arnive 1n Europe The flymg
couldn’t be more dangerous or the weather worse than the mght
mail i winter With fvel enough, a pilot would never have to land
1n fog, «f he got caught, he could simply Leep on gomg until he
Jound clear weather Navigation? ~— over the Atlantic and at night,
bonng through dark and unknown skics, toward a continent I've
never seen? The very thought makes me rise to contend agamn
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with the moon— sweeping over oceans and continents, looking
down on farms and cities, letting the planet turn below

Why shouldn't I fly from New York to Pans? I'm almost
twenty five 1 have more than four years of aviation behind me,
and close to two thousand hours 1n the arr Fve barnstormed over
half of the forty-eight states I've flown my mail through the worst
of mights I know the wind currents of the Rocky Mountains and
the storms of the Mississippr Valley as few pilots know them
Durning my year at Brooks and Kelly as a flymg cadet, I learned
the basic elements of navigatton I'm a Captamn n the 110th
Observation Squadron of Missourts National Guard Why am I
not qualfied for such a fhght?

Not so long ago, when I was a student 1n college, just flymng
an amplane scemed a dream But that dream turned 1nto reality
Then, as a two-hundred-hour prot barnstorming through the
country for a lving, the wings of the Army Amr Service seemed
almost beyond reach But I won them Fmally, to be a pilot of the
night mail appeared the summut of ambition for a flyer, yet here T
am, m the cockpit of a mail plane boring through the mght Why
wouldn’t a flight across the ocean prove as possible as all these
things have been? As I attempted them, I can—-——1 will attempt
that too I'll organize a flight to Pars!

I sit contemplating my decision The magnitude of the under-
taking overwhelms me for a time This 1dea which has come upon
me, this vision bomn of 2 might and altitude and moorlight, how
am I to translate 1t into an actual arrplzie flying over the Atlantic
Ocean to Europe and to France?

The important thing 1s to start, to lay a plan, and then follow st
step by step no matter how small or large each one by itself may
seem I haven’t enough money to buy a Wnght Bellanca Could
any other plane make the flight — the Fokker, or the new Travel
Aur? They might not cost as much Maybe I could raise the money
m St Lows I can put up some myself Other people might be
willing to take part when they realize all the things that could
be done with a Bellanca Then there’s the Orteg prize of $25,000
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for the first man to fly from New York to Pans nonstop — that'’s
more than enough to pay for a plane and all the expenses of the
flight And the plane would still be almost as good as new after I
Janded n Europe In fact, a successful trip to Panis wouldn’t cost
anything at all It mught even end up a profitable venture

There must be men of means with enough viston to take the
nsk wvolved The problem 1s to find them, and to get them to
Listen to my plan Maybe the Woght Aeronautical Corporation
1tself would back the project What could be a better advertisement
for their plane and engine than 2 nonstop fhght across the ocean?
New York to Pans nonstop! If awplanes can do that, there’s no
himit to aviation’s future

The Chicago beacon flashes i the distance In ten munutes T
must land

2

It s too Iate to think more about ocean flights tonght I crawl
mto bed, angle cornerwise for room, and kick the blanket under-
neath my toes ~-— But can a plane really carry enough gasoline
to fly nonstop between New York and Pans? What made Captam
Fonck’s Sikorsky crash? Had he demanded too much of wings on
air, was the frail structure sunply overloaded, or dtd he make an
error 1n prloting techmque, as expert witnesses suggested®

From gallant start to tragic ending, all kinds of things went
wrong The tail skid slipped off the dolly, according to newspaper
reports, while the big machme was being moved, before dawn,
from 1ts bangar to the ruaway’s end That damaged the ceater
rudder, which had to be repaired The press colunmms stated that
not long afterward, 1o swiaging the plane around, some auxtary
landing structure was bent and had to be straghtened out again
After the take-off was started, about halfway down the munway,
one of the avxihary landing gears came loose and dragged up a
cloud of dust The plane swerved, straightened—engties stilf wide

open It reached the end of the runway without gunung speed
enough to fly, and crashed—m flames Fonck and hus copilot,
Lawrence Curtim, escaped from the wreckage almost umnjured,
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but Jacob Islamoff, the navigator-mechanic, and Charles Clavaer,
the radio operator, lost therr Lives

“ Fonck should have stopped the take off ” *It was too late to
stop ” * He should have Lifted the tail up sooner ”  The plane was
too heavily overloaded  * Someone released the auxiliary landing
gear too soon ” Newspaper accounts are so conflicting that 1t’s
hard to judge the causes of the crash All one can be sure of 1s that
the flight ended m failure, quarreling, and death In fact, quarrel-
mg blighted the project for wecks before its end How many pilots
were to be carried? Who was “m’ at the beginning? Who had the
night to go along? Accusations alternated with threats to withdraw,
to remove financsal support A contract was argued back and forth
Members of the crew were quickly changed

Thunk of the weight those wings were asked to Lit—more than
28,000 pounds But the big Sikorsky had taken off beautifully on
1ts lighter load tests There was good reason to believe it could
carry enough fuel for the Paris fight Probably the auxihary land
g gear draggng was what held 1t on the ground I should think
Fonck would have cut his switches the moment the gear broke
loose But who am I to judge his cnisis-action while I lie snugly
here 1n bed? Fonck had to decide m seconds what his critics have
had days to talk about And what pilot is immmune to errors? We
all commt them, as every honest man will say Usually our errors
don’t epd 1 a crash But when a man 1s unlucky, does that make
him more to blame?

There s another thing T don’t understand about the Fonck
project A plane that’s got to break the world s record for nonstop
flymg should be stripped of every excess ounce of weight But
descriptions of the great biplane said that 1ts cabin had beep hux-
uniously finished 1n red leather, and that 1t even contamed a bed
There were long wave and short wave radto sets, and specral bags
for flotation 1o case of a landing at sea Four men were 1 the
crew It certamly doesn’t take four men to fly a plane across the
ocean The newspapers sard that presents were being carned for
friends 1n Europe, and a hot dinner to be eaten 1 celebration after
the landing 1 Paris One of the last things to be placed on board
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before the attempted tahe-off was a gift of buns—French crois-
sants

Well, if I can get a Bellanca, I'll fly alone That will cut out the
need for any selection of crew, or quarrehng If there’s upholstery
1n the cabin, Il tear it out for the fiight I'll take only the food 1
need to eat, and a few concentrated rations Ill carry a rubber
boat for emergency, and a little extra water

Now I've got to stop thinking about it 1 must get a few hours’
sleep

3

The alarm clock’s shattering ning seems 1o reach down through
a dozen layers of blankets Its a drugged awakening This 1s the
worst part of the air mail—getting up before daybreak For a few
moments I almost believe that fiying 1sn't worth such a ternfic
effort to overcome bodily desire If I reset the clock, maybe I
could sleep for ten munutes more I reach out for 1t But this
mornmg there’s hing of p 1 importance, i
that should make me jump quickly out of bed to start the day It's
not like other mornings Consciousness wakes first, then memory
Oh, yes, this 1s the dawn of a new hfe, a hie in which I'm going
to fly across the ocean to Europe!

While I'm dressing, on the drive to the maul ficld, and all dur-
mg my southbound flight to St Louss, I turn over one plan after
another 1n my mind Where can I get 2 modern airplane? How can
1 get accurate figures on cruising speed, take-off run, and fuel
consumption? Who can give me nformation about the Wright-
Bellanca—how soon can one be bought, how much will 1t cost,
how many gallons of gasolne can 1t hft?

I probably won't be very successful if I simply go to the Wrght
Corporation and say that I want to use a Bellanca awplane for a
fight to Pans They'd ask immediately what references 1 could
furnish Without exther cash in hand or well-established references
to show, they'd have little interest in my 1deas Awiation s full of
promoters and people lookmng for a yjob Ideas are free for the
taking, and almost every pilot has some plan he'd Like to carry
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out —if someone else will furnish the money An aviation execu-
tive has to look at banking references If he doesn’, his company
will soon go broke Even if I could persuade the Wright Corpora-
tion that the value of a New York to-Pars flight would justify tak-
g the chance wvolved, they'd probably waat to have therr
Bellanca flown by a better-known prot After all, there are lots of
pilots much more expenienced than I

No, I'll have to present the Wrght Corporation something
more substantial than an 1dea I'll have to get other people to go
1nto the project with me — men with both mfluence and money
Then Il be n a different position when I negotiate for a plape
Icansay that I a St Louss org: which mtends to
purchase an auplane for the New York-to-Panis flight, and that
we are considering, among others, the Bellanca That ought to 1m
press the Wright Corporation That would just reverse our post
tions then they’d be trymg to sell thewr product to me instead of
my trymmg to sell an 1dea to them If I have proper backing, maybe
I can get a reduction 1n price Possibly the Wrnight Corporation
would go mto partnerstup with us And if they won't, I can try
other manufacturers — Fokker, and Huff Daland, for mstance

Above everything else looms the question of finance I have a
few thousand dollars, mvested for me by my mother m Detroit
This includes childhood savings, small amounts sent home from
my pay as a flymng cadet, and profits from my years of barnstorm-
mg It’s a reserve I’ve built up slowly and carefully to safeguard
my flymg career — to cover a crashed plane, or a bad season I've
depended on that reserve to let me stay in aviation If I spend it on
an unsuccessful venture ——— Well, a financial reserve 1ot quite
as important as 1t used to be Now that I'm an experienced pilot,
I can always get some kind of 2 job flying ¥ can afford to take
some 1isk with that money But all my money put together would
pay for only a fraction of a Bellanca How does one organize a
major flying project? How did Commander Byrd get money for
Ius polar expedition? Who finances De Pinedo on his flights?

For the St Lowsians who mught be interested 1n taking part, I
have two major arguments Furst, I'll show them how a nonstop
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fught between Amenca and Europe will demonstrate the possi-
bilities of aurcraft, and help place St Lowss m the foreground of
aviation Second, U'll show them that a modern awplane 13 capable
of makmg the flight to Pans, and that a successfal flight will cover
its own costs because of the Orterg prize Then, of course, as addi~
twonal walking pomts, there are alt the records one could break
and the places one could fly with a plane ike the Wright-Bellanca
But where shal} 1 start? To whom shall I go with my project? 1
have friends 1n the aty, but most of them are awviators too, and
men 1n aviation seldom have much money

As 1 crusse back over the route to §t Lows, practical thinking
alternates with a feeling of awe toward a project of such magni-
tude — a flight over the whole Atlantic Ocean — 2 flight through
air, between the very hemuspheres of earth! How can I do, why
should I dare, what others, more experientced and influential, have
exther fatled to da or not atterpted? Difficulties seem msurmount~
able Wasn't my ct te, 1 Gath 1, Jost on a fhight
across Lake Miclugan last year? That’s a minute body of water
compared to the Atlantsc Ocean According to the last news I had,
they never found a trace of him But of course he was flying an
OXX-6 engine  For rehability, you can’t compare an OXX-6 with
2 Wharlwind

4
Lambest Field hes i farming country about ten mules north-
west of the St Lowss busmess district A pilet, flying ligh above sts
sodded dcres, sees the Missoun Raver n the distance, bending
north and then east to spew 1ts muddy waters tnto the clearer
Mississippt The city nestles vaguely mn ats palt of smoke, a differ-
ent textured patch contrasting with fields and forests Southward,
wooded foothulls step up toward the distant Ozark Mountamns
Lambert Field 1s named after Major Atbert Bond Lambent,
who commanded a school lor balloon pilots duning the World
War, and who s among the most actve leaders 1n Midwestern
aviation Selected for the site of the National Air Races 1n 1923,
st was enfarged to present sze by planking over a httle stream
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which cut through the eastern end There are no runways, but the
clay sod 1s good surface for any size of awrcraft dunng summer
months In freezing weather, gusty winds and deepening ruts make
operation difficult

Lambert Field’s major commercial activity 1s carried on by
the Robertson Aurcraft Corporation, built and managed by the
Robertson brothers, Bill, Frank, and Dan A Dttle, stove heated
office, two frame warchouses for auplane and engmne parts, and
half of a civilian hangar, house its operattons The Corporation’s
major income results from the sale of reconditioned Army train
ing plaaes, engines, and sparcs — all placed on the market at
extraordinanly low prices

Except on week ends, when the National Guard Squadron
comes out 1n force, there are seldom more than a half dozen pilots
on the field, and the chief activity consists of trammng students
One can always make a few extra dollars and bwild up flymg time
by mstructing Besides there 1s no better way to learn the tncks
of arr and aircraft

Those of us who mstruct know Lambert Field as a child knows
the details of his home and yard We know the erosions on 1ts
shallow slope, the downdraft over Anglum, the depressions where
dram tiles have caved 1n In every azimuth there’s a remmnder of
some past mcident of fight One pushes hes plane out of a hangar
that housed the Curtiss Navy racer (It left its source of sound
somewhere In the air behund as it flashed around the pylons ) At
this spot, just beyond the line, George Harmon was killed when
tus pilot stalled on a left chandelle (I helped cut lum out of the
wreckage — unconscious but still alive He died on the road to the
hospital ) Agamst an east wind, one takes off over the cornfield
where Captain Bill spun 1n after his National Guard Jenny’s engine
falled (By some miracle he wasn'’t hurt, and clunbed out of the
crash before we reached bum ) There’s where Smith and Swen-
grosh died when they lost a wing 1n a loop There’s where Frank
Robertson and Pres Sultan clipped the top from a big cottonwood
tree, without even crackmg a spar (The trunk was cight anches 1
diameter where their Jenny snapped 1t off ) On the side of that
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ditch 1s where Bod Gurney broke his arm m a parachute spot-
landing contest The pigpen by the white farmhouse s where
Q E Scott once nosed over
How Scotty loves to tell that story! His engine cut on take-oft
He wasn't hugh enough 1o turn Straight ahead lay the pigpen, and
s 1t be fanded Muck caught his wheels and whipped hum upside
down He found humself hanging on the safety belt, s head two
or three feet above a stinking wallow, “with all those pigs squeal-
g and nudging 1 around me, Just as though I was one of ’em
Scotty 15 manager of the field, and its oldest and most cautious
pilot He owns an OX-5 Standard with wings that haven't been
e covered for so many years that you can poke your finger through
therr varmsh stffened fabric When weather 1s good his plane 1s
always on the line, ready to carry any passenger who'll pay five
dollars for a nnde  Scotty 1s also pilot of the new Travel Air which
was bought last year by Harold Bixby, a St Lows banker who
became interested 1n aviation With an OXX 6 engine, deep blue
fuselage, and shining, mickel plated struts, 1t’s the most modern
and attractive planc 1 our hangars
Scotty has let me fly the Travel Air several times, and mtro-
duced me to its owner To us on the field 1t’s more than a symbol
of better aircraft to come It's a link with the powerful business
world Bixby 1$ one of the men who run the great city of St Louss,
yet he looks on flyers as something more than acrobats and dare-
devils Judging from a more stable viewpoint, he too beheves that
aviauon has a future His Travel Awr, resting on the bine, 1s Like a
signpost assuring us that the road we follow leads toward fertife
lands
Since Buxby bought hus plane several of the city’s busimessmen
have started fiying There’s Harry Knight the broker, who's taking
lessons And Earl Thomp the , with Tus
golden-winged Laurd T've given tum a little instruction now and
then Thompson 1s the kind of man who'll Listen 10 my 1deas I've
often talked ta hym about aviation, and he knows that I can fly
Tl telephone tomorrow for an appointment Meanwhle, Tl get a
pad of paper and outline a plan of action
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ST LOUIS — NEW YORK ~— PARIS FLIGHT

Action

Plan

Propaganda

Backers

Equpment

Co-operation ot manufacturers
Accessory aformation

Pomt of departure
Advertising

Advantages

Revive St Lows interest m aviation
Advertise St Louss as an aviation city

Aid in making Amerca first i the ar
Promote nation wide interest in aeronantics
Demonstrate perfecton of modern equipment

Results

Successful completion winning $25 000 prize
to cover expense
Complete failure

Co operation

Plane manufacturers
Motor manufacturers
‘Weather Department
State Department
Newspapers
Stearmnships

Equipment
Raft (sail)
Rockets
Clothing (waterproof}
Condensed food
Sl (water)
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Maps

Prevaihng winds
Coast and mterior
Istands

Steamship travel

e

Landmarks

Islands

List of coast towns
Index to towns
Characteristic names
Charactesistic terramn

[

That hst wall do for a start Tl add 10 s, smprove &, and clarfy
it as lume passes

I've begun work on my propaganda, too That shouldn't be
difficult, because fact and adventure are both on my side I feel
sure there’s a tremendous future for the commerce of the arr 1
reread the first paragraph I've drafted

8t Lots g5 wdeally sunared 1o become an Guiatian ciy ~—-~
We have one of the finest commercial airports i the United States,
and we will undaubtedly become a hub of the national mrways of
the future Some day mrlmers on therr way from New Orleans to
Clucago, and from Los Angeles to New York, will be landing on
our airport ~—~

That should ntetest people, especially the busimessmen And
Tye started working on the schedule and cost of an air-maid hne
to New York by way of Indianap Columbus, and Pittsburgh
Even with DHs we'd be able to make the eastward trip wathin
twelve hours, including time for stops With 2 Bellancs ———~well,
that's what this propaganda’s for, I must show what can be accom-
plished with aircraft like the Bellanea
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I push the bell button at No 1 Hortense Place, and step back
on the porch to wait Earl Thompson said he could see me at once
at hus office or spend an evenmng with me at his house the next
week I chose the latter It seemed less likely that one could sell a
fight across the ocean at an office desk Besides, time builds
dignuty and thought

A mand shows me to the hving room Mr Thompson comes
m We shake hands He motions me to a charr 1 fe¢l uncomfort
able 1n the soft upholstery I don’t seem to fit mto a city parlor
It would be easter to talk on the flying field There, the sound of
engmes and the contours of wings would surround my arguments
with factual elements of flight When one sees a plane suspended
in the sky, it’s more difficult to use such words as “mpractical”
or “can’t be done ™ Now I've got to sit inside a carpeted and
curtained room and believe as well as convince another, that an
aplane can take me, without landing, between New York and
Pans

“Mr Thompson,” I start out, “I've come to ask your advice
about a project I'm considering

He smiles and nods encouragement

“You've heard about the Orterg prize of $25,000 for a nonstep
flight between New York and Pans,” I contrnue *I think a mod
ern plane can make that fight I'd Iike to try 1t It would show
people what airplanes can do It would advance aviation, and 1t
would advertise St Lows ”

I go on to explain that I want to get a group of businessmen
behind me to finance the project and give me the prestige I'll need
m dealing with arrcraft manufacturers

“I cap furmsh $2000 myself,” I say ‘Bat the right kind of
plane will probably cost at least ten thousand

Mr Thompson’s face becomes serious ‘ What kind of plane
would you get for that flight, Captain?” he asks

“I thigk the Wright-Bellanca could probably make 11,” I tell
im



126} The Spint of St Lowts

“But the Wnight-Bellanca 1s a land plane — and 1t has only one
engine, hasn't 17" His vosce 18 as disturbed as his question “You
aren't thinking of flying over the ocean in a single engined arplane,
are you? I thunk it’s a very wnterestmg tdea, but Id want you to
have a flying boat, or a plane with enough engimes so you wouldn't
have to Jand 10 the water if ong of them stopped Have you con-
sidered using a three-engined Fokker, hike Commander Byrd s7”

T was afraid of that Businessmen are always conservative But
at feast he’s taking my 1dea sertously

“Well,” I argue, * a fiying boat can’t take off with enough fuel,
and a tnmotored Fokker would cost a huge amount of movey I
don’t know what they sell for, but I'm afrmd 3t would be at least
$30,000 and 1t mapht be considerably more Besides, I'm not sure
three engmes would really add much to safety on a flight like that
You see the plane would be overloaded with fuel anyway There'd
be three tumes the chance of engine failure, and if one of them
stopped over the ocean, you probably couldn't get back to land
with the other two A multiengmed plane 1s awfully big and heavy
{Thus 1s my trump card § You know Fonck had three engines, but
that didn’t help bim any when fus Janding gear gave way A single~
engmed plane mght even be safer, everything considered ”

“Well, you know a lot more about auplanes than I do,” Mr
Thompson says “But I don’t hike the 1dea of a smgle enmne out
over the ocean If you really want to make that flight, I think you
ought 1o consider getung a tnmotored plane, like a Fokker ”

We spend the entre evenung talking about mxcra{t and the
New York-to-Pans flight Mt Thomp 15 < d
He's encouragng, but cantions and greatly concerned about the
nisks involved After all, hus business is msurance He has to be
zonservative

6
“There's 2 Fokker man hete He's up with Major Robertson,
tatking about 2 St Louss agency
P'm eating late breakfast at Lowe De Hatre's lunch stand, after
brogng 1m the Chicago mait At the counter one learns immed:-
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ately about everything new that has happened on the field—new
arnvals, new accidents, new busimess The possibility of a Fokker
agency 1s real news Just think of having one of those big tn-
motored monoplanes on the me They have seats for ten passen
gers, besides the crew Who would be chosen for the piot? What
kind of flymng would 1t do? There are rumors that a St Lows com-
pany 15 ready to place an order

For me, this news bas special meanung Here's a chance to get
some accurate informaton about performarnces and costs I've got
to be careful, though I havent yet mentroned my plans to anyone
on the field I watch the white door to Major Robertson’s Iittle
office until he emerges with the stranger—a faur complexioned,
stocky man 1n city clothes They stroll down to the lunch stand,
talking, and here we are wntroduced Pilots, mechanics, and stu-
dents gather, sit on benches, lean against walls, listenmg to storres
of Tony Fokker's genus, the safety of multiengines, the effictency
of thick aifoils The Fokker salesman’s lme” 1s good

A phone call comes for Major Roberison The Fokker man
and I walk over toward the hangar

“When yout have tume, I'd like to talk to you for a few mumutes
about a project we're considerng here m St Lows,” I tell him

“How about nght now?*

His attitude makes 1t clear that he’s not losmg any oppor-
tunity to size up the aviation situation at Lambert Field Busmess
radates from posture, tone, and dress

“I’'m going to ask you to hold what I talk about in confidence
until we get further along with our plans,” I start out

* Certamnly * He nods assent

“A group of men here m St Louis are thunking of buying a
plane for the New York-to-Pans fiight,” I say * We've been con-
sidering 2 Fohker We'd like to have any mformation you can
giveus”

¢ What hind of mformation do you want?”

He's looking at me 1ntently now I mustn’t show the shghtest
uncertamty

“Well, we'd Iike to know whether you cap bwld a plane that
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can carry enough fuel to make that flight We'd like to know how
mauch 1t would cost, and how soon 1t could be delivered ”

Y can answer all of those questions,” the salesman tells me, 1
a tone which implies courstesy without enthusiasm “The Fokher
Company happens to have made a study of a fhight from New
Yeork to Pans Mr Fokker can design a plane with enough range
to reach Pans with a good reserve of fuel The company can
deliver it by next spring, if the order 15 placed now It would cost
about $90,000 "

I try to keep my face as expresswonless as his, but my nund
whurls Ninety thousand dollarst That's hapeless I can never raise
such an amount I haven't even thought 1w such figures

‘Of course,” he gaes on, fastemng his eyes on mune again, “the
Fokker Company would have to be satisfied with the competency
of operating personnel before they would be willing to sell a plane
for such a flight

I pass aver the last statement, as though 1t didn't apply to me

“That's much more than we planned on,” I say “I didn’t know
Fokkers cost that much The figure I heard quoted was ~ "

The salesman doesn’t watt for me to finish, “Oh, our standard
trimotors are much less A plane for long range would have to be
specially built, you see It would need a larger wing, and extra
tanks i the fuselage The Janding gear would have 1o be beefed
up It would be a diferent auplane enurely * He speaks with even
voice and measuted words He knows he has something to sell,
and he’s not gong to sinke an easy bargmn “The Fokker Com-
pany's reputatton would be at stake,” he adds  You should plan
on over $100,000 for such a project Ia fact, you should have
almost unhmuted financial backmg "

1 pause for 3 moment He's probably sounding me out, trying
1o brachet the figures he can work with Maybe of T do a lttle
sparnng -~ —

“We've also dered using a single-enpined plane,” I tell
i “How much would 1t cost to build a single-enpgined Fokker
with enough range for —~~"

The salesman breaks 1 agam “Our Company would not be
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1nterested 1n selling a single-enged plane for a flight across the
ocean,” he says defimtely

I feel embarrassed, as though I were an adolescent boy broach-
1ng an 1l considered venture to a tolerant but disapproving parent
But I think he’s wrong about multiengines i this case Anyway,
I'm not gomg to give up yet

*We thought a single engined plane might be just as safe as
one with three engmes when 1t’s heavily overloaded {What am I
talking about — “we”? I'm the only one who beheves that ] If one
engme stopped on a Folker, how far could you go on the other
two??

“There would be dump valves on the fuel tanks, of course,”
ke answers * If an engine stopped, you would simply dump enough
fuel to keep flyng on the other two That’s why Mr Fokker
believes 1n three engines ’

“But 1f an engne failed on take-off, or several hundred mles
out over the ocean, could~~— "

“Mr Fokker wouldn’t consider selling a smgle-engmed plane
for a flight over the Atlantic Ocean ”

The salesman’s voice 1s sharpeung He's stll courteous, but I
can see that he has formed his estimate, and rejected me as an
smportant prospect I ship away as soon as I can, and walk out
through the httle town of Anglum, along the natrow dirt road, to
farm lands beyond I need tume, alone, to think

I don’t want a trimotored plane Besides costing more, a big
plane 1sn’t as efficient, and 1t would need a crew I'd rather go
alone I jnquired about 1t more at Thompson’s nsistence than be-
cause of my own mterest But the blunt statement that the Fokker
Company won't sell a swgle-engined plane for my project wasn't
what I expected from their sales representative I've never known
a salesman before this to question what a plane was gomng to be
used for, if you had enough money to buy 1t If you cracked up
and killed yourself, that was your responsibility It dide’t mean
there was anythimg wrong with the plane

Well, the two men I've talked to about a New York-to-Pans
fiight are both prejudiced One of them Jooks on the risk from the
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standpomnt of an insurance executive The other wants to sell and
promote multiengined awrplanes But Earl Thompson 15 interested
wn the fight —that's the important thing, and there are other
companies besides Fokker

Flying to Chicago on the mail route 1n the evenmg, I decide to
buld up my backing St Louss, and then tty to purchase the
Wright-Bellanca The Wright Corporation will certainly have con~
fidence 10 1ts own engine, and since they don't make a multiengtued
plane, they should be in sympathy with my arguments agawmst one

Next week 1 have an appomtment 1o talk to Major Lambert

7

Major Lambert sits at tus desk, alert, serious, looking at me
through thick eyeglasses His gray hair 15 tunning where he parts
it m the center He's immaculately dressed

“That's quite a flight, Slun Do you really think 1t can be
done?” he asks

“Yes sir, I believe 1t can, but I'm gomng to be sure of my facts
before I go much farther in laying plans That’s where I need help
1 want to teli the manufacturers that responsible people ate behind
me If they know my backing 15 sound, they Jl give me all the 1n-
formation 1 want about costs and performances Otherwise, they
may thnk 1t’s not worth while spending the time I wanttobeina
good posihion to trade on prices, too If I can say you're one of the
men who's interested n this project, it will be a tremendous help
~~=~1 won't make any commuments without getting your ap-
proval™

1 lay my cards, face up, on the table, and explam the difficul-
ties I'm confronted with

Major Lambert, good old timer that he 1s, doesn t rase any
question about fying boats or multiengines He has hved through
too many years of aviation to be fooled by popular ideas of safety
He knows there’s danger involved o all fiying

“If you think s a practical venture, and if you can get the
nght fellows together, 111 take part, Shm,” he says “You can
count on me for $1,000



THE ST LOUIS CHICAGO MAIL 311

A thousand dollars' That’s the first real money Fve gotten
I'll put 11 $2,000 of my own, that’s a total of $3,000 And Mr
Thompson ts with me, even though he hasn’t promused any definrte
amount I hadn’t planned on askmg for money yet Major Lambert
Just volunteered that thousand dollars How hke hum — po half-
way measures He’s either with you or he 1snt, and 1t doesn’t
take Ium long to decide

Whom shall I go to next? Driving back to the field 1 my half-
owned, secondhand Ford coupe, [ feel that my New York to-Pans
flight 15 emerging from the stage of dreams I have an organization
under way Now 1t’s time to talk to Bill Robertson I haven't sard
anything to hum yet about my plans I want to bring him something
more tangible than an 1dea He has enough on his hands keeping
the mail route gomng without trying to finance a New York-to-Pans
flight A lot of people think he'll go broke flymg the mail. They'll
call lim a wild man if he talks about flying the ocean too

8

¢ Wheeuuu-u u-u— * Major Bill Robertson whistles as he turps
toward me on his swivel chair “That’s some flight, Shm Do you
really think 1t can be done? How many mules 55 1t from New York
to Pans?”

‘It s about thurty five hundred,” I answer “I know 1t’s a long
way, but I think the Bellanca can do 1t, and I'm gomg to find
out”

“It doesn’t seem possible to put that much gasoline m an ar-
plane Say, a plane like that could sure carry a lot of mal, couldn’t
1t? How much does a Bellanca cost?*

“T don’t know, Bull, but my guess 15 about ten thousand dol-
lars ”

“Wheenuu u-u u, that’s a lof of money. Where are you gomg
to rase 1f, Shm?"

“That’s what I'm workisg on now,” I tell him “Major Lam-
bert says he ll put m a thousand dollars Earl Thompson 1s mter-
ested, and T can put m two thousand myself I havent asked
anybody else ™
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“Say, you're lucky to get Major Lambert nterested That'll
help 2 lot Did he really say be’d put up a thousand dollars?”

“He said he would f 1 could get enough of the nght kind of
men together ”

Ball besstates, and then goes on

“We'll help as much as we can, Slim, but you know we aren't
n a position 1o put up much money We're losiog dollars every
day right now I've got to go down to the bank and try to raise
some more ”

“1 know, Bill I didn’t come to you for money You can help
1n two other ways I want to be able to say that the Robertson
Aarcraft Corporation 15 1n the group that’s behind me, and I need
your permission to arrange the may schedule so I can get away
for twa or three days at a tme when 1t's necessary "

“You can say we're behmd you if that will help any,” he says
“But I don't know about the schedule You know the Post Office
won't take excuses The mail's just got to go through Can Phi
and Nelle handle 1t alone? Suppose one of ther goes down We
wouldn't have a reserve plot You three are the only ones who
Lnow the route ”

“T thwnk we can keep the route runming ail nght, Bill The
biggest danger »s weather But yon can telegraph me if a plane
goes down and T'll take the first tramn back If I have to be away
too much, we'll tramn another pilot ™

“Well, be awfully careful, Sm We mustn’t get wto trouble
with the Post Office Be sure and fix 1t up with Phul and Nelle
And keep me posted where you are Say, that fight ought to be
worth 2 lot for adverising Have you thought about geting some
company to back 1t? Say, why don’t you talk to the Post-Dispatch?
They might be willing to put up enough money to cover the whale
thing You could pamt the paper’s name on the fuselage Say, it
wonld be great advertsing for them I know one of the editors
Why don't we go down and falk to him?*

Ball 1s bubbhing over with enthusiasm You can see how he

managed to finance the mail toute Once he gets behund an 1dea,
he makes you believe anything 18 possible



THE ST LOUIS-CHICAGO MAIL [33]

I'm not too happy about the Post-Dispatch suggestion There's
somethmg wrong about flying a billboard to Paris, it’s too much
hke blocking out 2 mountain vista with an advertisement for beer
Sull, 1f T want to make the flight, I've got to look 1to all possi-
bilities One must establish alternatives before he can choose And
Bill's had a lot of experience raising money He knows that iof
you set your sights too high the bullets fail short

“You make the apporatment,” I tell him

“Fine, Shim, fine 111 try to make it this week Say, that’s some
flight, 10t 47

I start out the door, and pause

“How’s the boy, Bill?” I ask

1t’s a standing joke with the mail prlots We tell each other that
the Major’s arms lengthen two nches every tume he talks about
his baby Major Bull leans back mn his chaur, laughs, and stretches
his arms out as far as they'll go

9

I stand 1n the doorway of the Anglum post office, reading an
Assoctated Press dispatch

BYRD TO FLY ATLANTIC

POLE CONQUEROR PREDICTS
OCEAN CROSSING NEXT YEAR

pext summer Lieut, Commande:
E Byrd declared here tonight lnhmxung
um he himselt waum attempt the )oum
he Américsn naval officer Who cor
manded the Arst !ur:cess!ul expedition ta ny
to the North Pole said that he could make
no announcement of the exact plana for an
epedition Which he admitted were betng
formutated 8t present.

That's formidable competitton Commander Byrd 15 a keen
and able officer It's not long ago that I met hun here m St Louss,
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and heard lum speak He’s expenienced 1n organwzation, and he
knows how to get financed Maybe he can puot a bigger wing on
his North-Pole Fokker, and carry enough fuel to fy from New
York to Pans

And what about those French pilots who say they are gong to
win the Qrterg prize by flying from east to west? For weeks there
have been newspaper rumors to the effect that they were ready to
take off And the other Amencan projects — I've read reports
about two or three of them A lot of people want to be first to
make the nonstop New York-Parts fhght It looks as though my
wdea will end as it began — a dream

10

“The Post-Duspatch wouldn’t think of taking part in such a
hazardous fight To By across the Atlantic Ocean with one pilot
and a single-engine planel We have our reputation to consider
We couldn't possibly be associated with such a venture! *

Major Robertson and 1 sit uncomfortably in front of the eds-
wor’s desk He hasn’t even asked us any questions The Post-
Dispatch 1s not smpressed either with the advertismg value of a
flight to Pans or with my plan for making it There's nothing else
to say We get up, shake hands, and leave

“I'm surprised, Shm 1 didn’t think they’d feel that way about
it I think they're losing a good bet™ Bills face 1s as long as
though the maid were unreported * Well, we'll have 1o try some-
body else,™ he contintes T yust Anow there are people who'll get
hehund that flight We've got to find them, that’s all. Say, I wonder
ff ——~" His face brightens He's off on a new 1dea You have to
admire Bill Robertson He doesn’t stay down for long No matter
how hard he’s hut, he bobs back up like a cork 1n water

“Pm going to tafk to the Wright people before we proposiion
anybody else,” I anterject “I want 1o know just what the Bellanca
can do, and how often Whirlwind engines fail If ¥'d had sccurate
data, T could have put 2 better argument up to that editor It's
tme for me to make a tnp east”
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11

A student 1s waitnng for me when I get back to the hangars —
a Catholic Father, who has become a personal inend He arnved
at Lambert Field one day last summer and anmounced that he
wanted to take flying lessons It was a great surprise to all of us
pilots, for he’s close to sixty years of age, and we look with doubt
on any prospective student over thirty

I had taken Father Hussman up in an OX-5 Standard and
turned the stick over to lum, sumply because mstructing was my
10b His handhing of the controls was just as bad as I'd expected
But how he loved to fly! I learned that he didn't care much
whether he soloed or not He wanted to chmb up above the carth
and look down on 1ts farms and villages, over its honizons, to scc
the great winding lengths of 1ts rtvers, and handle the controls of
the plane he was 1n — wallow, slip, or skid as 1t might He couldn'’t
afford to fly often, but every week or two he came out to the field
for another hour 1n the Standard And he wasn’t a fair-weather
fiyer If 1t was windy or rammng, hed still go up with you if you'd
take him, as though he wished to know God s earth and air in all
thewr phases

Its cold, overcast, and blustery this afternoon We hive o
hard tume gettng the OX 5 started, even with five gallons of hot
water m the fadator Ground is soft after the morning’s thw
Water oozes slowly wto ture tracks It's pot a day for student 1 1ad-
mgs and take-offs I suggest that we do an hour’s mie work, and the
Father happily agrees The wind s northwest, blowing kitty-corner
downfield from the hangars I take off with 1t on our tail (o keep
from rutting the sod any more than necessary Bestdes, the engine’s
not revving up too well, and I dont Like the downdrafts on the
hugher, western border With an OX-5, one doesn t ¢lear the clec-
tric wires by many feet even i the best of weather

The Father has his hand on the stck, and his feet on the
rudder He’s studying my movement of controls, byt he's touche”
them so bightly I can barely feel the pressure he exerty No nieed ¥
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worry about him “freczing " We clear the ditch by a man’s height,
and start chmbing the cornficld slope beyond I Lft both hands
above my head as a signal to the Father to take complete com-
mand It's ime for him to learn what rough aw 13 hike He fights
stick and rudder while wings nise and drop I motion a left tumn
mto wind, twist agaiast my belt, look back, and laugh It usuafly
helps a student f you Iaugh when flymg 1s hard The Father smiles
back He's afl nght He doesnt need any assurance He’s perfectly
content to be bouncing around, and now he's not doing such a bad
job ¥ put my nght hand 10 my cheek to signsl that he's skidding
shghtly, and then let hun alons to fly m whatever way he will He
doesn t want to be tramed in precision ke an ordmnary student I
pull on my goggles, button my jacket around my throat, and smk
down 1to my cockpit The next hour i3 his —~~

How am I going to contact the Wright Corporation? No friend
of mune knows anyone w the organization, even wndirectly It won’t
make a very goad wmpression f T just arnve at the reception desk
and say I want 1 talk 1o one of the officers There are probably
dozens of people asking for mterviews each day — salesmen, job
hunters, and prometers “What 15 your business?” the gl at the
desk would ask And how she'd fook at me if I told her that I
wanted to fly the Wright Bellanca from New York to Pans! She’d
class me as another * aviation bug,” and st me down with half a
dozen others in the wating room I'd recerve scant courtesy —if I
got an mterview at all

1've got to semember that New York 1sn’t St Lowss Here m
St Loms P'm well known n awation cucles ¥ can get a good
relerenice from anyone coanccted with Lambert Field But I'm
unheard of sn New York and at Paterson, New JYersey, wherce the
Wright Aeronautical Corporation has dts plant

(¥ mouon the nose down We're sill quite a way from stalhng,
but 1f the Father ever does solo, he's got to be more careful )

1 can wnte 3 letter to the Wrght Corporanion m digmfied
business language, mentioning our St Lows group, our wmterest
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1 the Paris flight, and our wish to discuss purchasing the Bellanca.
I can say, casually, that I plan to be in New York m the near
future, and that I will phone for an appointment That’s a better
procedure It would probably get me by the girl at the desk

But the Corporation mught be cautions and write back for more
definite information, for banking references, and for the names of
my partners in the enterprise That would be the worst thing that
could happen I could only say that three responsible men 1o
St Louss are mterested 1 my plan for a flight to Pans, and have
more or less commtted themselves to take some part provided 1
can get together a large encugh group to finance the project ade-
quately Such a statement wouldn’t make a very good impression

I might not get any reply to my letter That happered once,
when I applied for a piot’s job I spent hours framng and refram-
g my paragraphs But weeks passed and an answer never came
Big companies recetve hundreds of letters a day I've got to get the
Wright Corporation really mnterested in my project before I arnve;
and 1t's going to take more than a letter to do that

(The stck 1s shaking I look back at the Father He slants his
hand downward behind the windshield, and raises his eyebrows
He wants to dive Oh yes, we’re above the Catholic school He
has friends down there I nod He'll enjoy 1t, and his dive won'’t be
much more than a stecp ghde He wont clip any branches with
our wings We bank, skid a little, and nose down I signal to ease
the throttle back Black gowned figures run outdoors, spread over
the Jawn and gravel driveway, look up, and wave We're fully two
hundred fect lugh when we level off and start to cimb again Now
the Father heads west, toward the Missour: )

I mught telegraph the Wright Corporation A telegram carmes
an inpression of importance and urgency But I'd like to do some-
thing more out of the ordirary Why not telephone the Wnght
Corporation all the way from St Lowms? It would probably cost
at least five dollars, but a long distance call would carry a prestige
which no letter or telegram, signed by an unknown pilot, could
possibly have Besides, Iike whistling m the dark, 1t would add to
my own confidence There’s so much unreality about this dream
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of a nonstop fight to Pans that a lttle whistlog may help Il
tell them that I'm comung to Paterson to dhscuss buying the
Bellanea for the New York-to-Pans flight A Jong-distance phone
call and a two-thousand-mile tram tup ought to impress them
enough for a starter

(Now, we must head back toward the field The Father’s hout
35 almost up, and 1t’s my turn to fly the mad tomght )

12

1t locks as though Iii have to entran the mail Yes, trees
ahead disappear i fog and twiight I open the throttle and bank
sharply night, away from the Ilinois Raver Peona s only a ten-
munute fught away, but there’s not a chance to get there I take up
a compass course back toward Spunpfield The celing south s
fowenng too, with the mght, and 1t’s geting hazy I let the pro-
peller turn a hundred revolutions fast——better to save every
munute of twihpht 1f T muss the cow pasture at Sprngfield, a
forced Janding under a parachute flare will be hazardous 1n yeflect-
g haze and on frost softened ground Oblong hghts appear, here
and there, beneath me as farmhouse doors fling open at the roar
of my engine I pull up to 500 feet The radius of hights contracts
The ground fades I nose down to 400 feet A wisp of cloud
burrows 1n below me I drop down to 2 hundred feet above the
treetops

In the distance, on my left, the cloud Jayer glows dumly That's
Spnngfield One of these roads I'm anghng across leads 1o the
mait pasture Its too dark to tell exactly where I am 1 press the
button on my stick which turns on the compass ight — about 185
degrees That’s approxumately the right heading The card 15 swing~
wng too much to read accurately I release the button and lock
down The compass hght, too faint to be seen by day, has blinded
my eyes to dummer details of the mght

A bnght hght appears between my night wings I bank toward
st Yes, it’s the “beacon * that boy put up and wrote ta us about

“Your maif planes fly over my house every day,” he'd smd m
tus letter, “so T have fixed up an electnc hight 1 our yard Maybe
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1t will help you when the weather 1s bad this winter I will keep it
It every mght ™

We'd circled overhead once or twice to thank ym Now, hus
hundred watt beacon 1s of real value I shift course five degrees
and watch for the straight row of lanterns that will mark our mail
field We have no electric lights there There’s no power line
nearby But we've arranged with the mail truck driver to hang a
half dozen lanterns on fence posts along the southern border

Four lanterns are still burning when I find the pasture Fortu-
nately the wind s north— or at least 1t was at dusk I leave the
lanterns a quarter mule to my left, let them angle back sixty degrees
toward my tail bank around steeply, and pull back to half throttle
——~hold a hundred feet ——— quarter throttle ~——stick back a
little ——— down to ffty feet———up shghtly on power ~-—stay
nght of the telephone poles along the western edge — ~—keep left
of the gulley that cuts through from the east South and north
there’s nothing but the fence Iimes Nights black brush has swept
over posts and poles, trees and earth leaving no contrast between
them to help a pilots eye — only four dim pomts of light, a yard
above the ground, and several farmhouse windows for horizon

Too high — close throttle — left rudder — nght stick —— shp —

straighten — — ~ remember, the size of Springfield s pasture 1s less
than forty acres———A burst of engine~——ten feet above a
lantern ~ — — blackness — — —keep the tall up ~——ready with the

throttle — — — Bump — let her bounce once — stick forward —
back — —-—a bittle power — — — good — almost three pomt that time
——=let her roll-~~—how near s the fence? ———a slow ground
loop —~~tax1 back toward the lanterns

There’s nobody on the field, of course, and not a car on the
durt road alongside I pull up close to the fence corner, swing mto
wind, cut switches, turn off the fuel valve, unspap the belt, and
clhmb out of my cockpit The ground 15 starting to freeze — a sharp
ndge dents the sole of my sheepskin moccasin We've had a tele-
phone mnstalled on one of the poles—a party line I wait until
the recetver 15 clear of voices, and put 1n a call for the post
office
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“Ths 1s the fymng field — Pilot Lindbergh I've got to entram
the mayl Peona’s closed in ™

“We'll send a truck out Is there anythung else you need?”

“That's all, thanks, but could you notify St Louis”

“We'll get a wire right off »

The Spungflield post office knows its business

I walk out along the fence hne, gather wp the lanterns, and
station them around my plane From the looks of the weather, 1t’s
not ikely that T can take off before sunnse If I dram the engine
and tie my DH to the fence, I can nide to town on the mail truck
and get a mght's sleep But then it would take two men, at least,
10 start up tomorrow mormung, evenf 1 pour bothing water mto the
radiator Once a Laberty cools off, 1t’s a devil’s Job to get 1t running
agan And you cant ask help from just anybody who comes
along — 1t takes tramming to handie exther throttle or propeller I'd
probably have to phone for a mechamc to be flown up from
Lambert Field No, I'll stay with the plane, and start the engine
every twenty munutes That will keep it warm And the ceding
nught kit after mudnight, then I could get through to Chicage 1
time to take the sontbbound mail But in that case, Il need more
gasolme There’s plenty to keep the engne warm through the
mght, but not enough, after that, to fly to Chicago We haven't got
extra fuel cached at Springfield T walk back to the pole box and
phone the orl company

“This 15 the arr-mal pilot at the fying field Um down
weather and low on fuel Can you send a truck out about an hout
before daybreak?”

“Sure How much’lt you need?”

“My plane will take abont eighty galions of gasolne, and the
dniver better bring a five-gallon can of ol

“You don’t want the truck out now?’

“No, 11} probably have 10 1dle the engme all night, and I want
4o 61 the tank yast befate T take off 1 the weather stacts ta clear,
it call again ™

“Okay We'll be there about four o'clock ™

1t fecls gaod to move around afier spending so much of the
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day m office, car, and cockpit The air 15 sharp, my flymg suit,
comfortably warm I walk out into the pasture’s darkness Why
shouldn’t I telephone the Wrnght Corporation tomorrow, from
Chicago? I could make an appomntment, fly the mail to Lambert
Freld the next mormng, and take the afterncon train east Or why
not take the train nght on through from Chicago? It's closer than
St Louts — there’d be both ttme and money saved No, I'll have
to go back to St Lous for my clothes It wouldn’t be good tech-
nique to present myself at the Wrght Corporation’s offices n
boots, breeches and a three day-old shirt But what do I have to
wear after I get back to St Louss? A captam’s uniform 1s the only
good suit I own, and one just doesn t wear an officer’s umform on
personal bustness My blue serge business suit goes back to col-
lege days, besides 1t’s shiny and worn and never did fit very well
t’s good enough for visiting friends 1n St Lous, but I want some-
thing better than that for a conference with the Wright pecple 111
need a felt hat and an overcoat, and I haven't either one All the
successful businessmen I know wear felt hats and overcoats —
they give an impression of digmity and influence

Car lights skim along the road and stop opposite my plane

‘ Hello there”

“Hello! * I shout

“Need any help? * Figures appear 1n the lantern light

“No, thanks very much’ I hurry back over the fifty yards I’ve
covered

“Want a ride to town?”

“No, I ve got to stay with the plane

“Engne trouble?”

* Weather ™

‘Hell, you're not going to stay here all mght are you? The
weather won’t get any better ”

“You're the awr-mail pilot, aren’t ya?’ another man breaks 1n
“You fellers can have your job I wouldn’t fly one of them things
for a million dollars ™

“I feel just like my dad He says he just 2’ soon fly 1n one of 'em
as Jong as he can keep one foot on the ground Haw haw-haw'™
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That joke cames out wherever an axrplane Jands, and the teller
always expects you to laugh with him

“Man, I wouldn’t think of gomng up in one of ’em I get dezy
looking down from my barn roof How does 1t feel to be a aviator?
You fellers sure Iive with your hfe in your hands ™

“My uncle saw a airplane fall once They was two fellers m 2t
The passenger, be got klled nght off The mlot wasn't dead,
though He was sust all smashed up—bones busted and bleeding
all over They took hum to a hospital I guess he died too, a couple
days later ™

“D’ya have a radio set on board?”

“No, mail planes don't carry any racde

“1 never conld understand how these thungs stay up i the auw”
One of the men pokes a wing with his finger

“How fast can you make this machine go™

“It can do about a hundred and twenty miles an hour at full
throttle,” 1 reply

“Jesus Chrst! Say, that’s two miles 2 mmnute How’d you like
10 travel two mules a munute, Bill? That would take you from the
farm to town 1 about two minutes, wouldn't #?”

“Hell, 1t takes longer than that to get started ™

“Do you s’pase people ever travel around in awplanes like
they do i automobiles?”

Lights are comung along the road from the south JIt's probably
the may} truck 1 Jeave my vew fnends, and go round and unstrap
the hatch to the mail compartment

The truck polls i through the pate

“Well, 1t 150t often you do us the favor of stopping at Spring-
field for the mght

I know that vores —1t's Mr Conkling, the postruaster I jump
down off the fuselage, and we shake hands He's a big man, getting
on in yeats

“Tie your plane down 2nd come m for supper with us,” he

s
“p'g hke to,” 1 tell him, “but 1 can't Jeave st that long The
engine would freeze up ”
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I hand the mail sacks over to the drver as we talk

“Well, can’t we send you something to eat?”

‘No, thanks I'm not hungry ”

I'm used to going without meals, and I don’t want to bother
him to make another tnp out from town Postmaster Conkling
chmbs back mto the truck He’s one of the few people who un-
derstand an zir-mail pilot’s Iife He accepts my statement, offers
what help he can, and doesn’t argue about problems of the storm
and might

“Good-by and good luck,” he calls ‘ We notified both St Lows
and Chicago that you got down all nght Let us know 1f you need
anything ”

The truck gnnds off, and the car of wisitors follows I’'m alone
on the field, m the mght The time 1s quarter past seven

T'd better start the engine before 1t gets too cold—if I can
start 1t You re never sure with a Liberty, 1t’s really a stunt for one
man, and a very dangerous stunt if he doesn’t watch imself The
trick of handling a propeller 15 to make your muscles always pull
away from 1t If you Jean agamnst a blade, on contact, you're asking
for some broken bones I put a lantern on the ground next to my
cockpit, and hine the other three up 1n front and a hittle to the left
of the propeller I hang my pistol and belt around a strut, chock
the wheels, tte the stick back with my safety belt, check switches,
give the engine three primer shots, retard spark, close throttle, run
back to the propeller, catch one blade with my left hand, scrape
over frozen ground with my moccasins as I pull a cylinder through
compression It takes all the strength I've got— the oil's begmning
to thicken How fast an engine cools 1n winter!

One ———two — — — three — — — four blades throngh Leave the
fifth sixty degrees below horizontal Back to the cockpit Throttle
one-half ich open Switches on Back to the propeller — ten feet
to the nght side Got to watch this, I should have two men pulling
on my arm, and a mechanic n the cockpit Run ——~ grip the blade
———throw my weight against it———angle forward to clear its
bone shattering strength ———let go———catch balance — - back
for another try There’s a “ping™ this time ~——the blade moves
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forward — —~—stops as 1 trtp away ~—~—No action on the thud
blade Ou the fourth she hits — one cylinder — two ~~ ~the en-
gine catches I stumble as the blade jumps from my hand — break
the fall with my arm and shoulder I scramble up and around the
wing to my cockpit — Ease on throttle ~ A roar from the engine
— she's safe now I unsnap the belt from the stick, and chmb 1nto
the pilot’s seat

Iil idle at 800 rpm for five mimutes, then switch her off for
taenty Might as well turn on the exhaust heater — that will keep
my feet warm, even 1 an open cockpit Now if I had a Bellanca,
with sts closed cabin st would be easy to spend the night on a field
I could go to sleep between engme starts — sfeep twenty punutes
——idle the engine five minutes-—— sleep agam 1 could carey an
alarm clock for such emergencies

But how about flymg the mad m a closed cabin on a foggy
night? You can’t see well through glass, it merges with haze, and
reflects every light on the ground In ram you can hardly see
through 1t at all And suppose you got into a little sleet, what then?
No you yust couldn’t fly through bad weather i a closed cabin
And if you should crack up m a Bellanca, the engme would be nght
n your lap There's hardly any structure between 1t and the cockpit
to protect you, you wouldnt have a chance m a bad crash It
would be stll worse with 3 fuel tank in the fuselage, for the New
York to-Pans faght You d be like the filling in a sandwich — your
knees agamnst the fire wall your back aganst the gasolne Suppose
the landing pear failed Suppose a tice blew Suppose a cylinder
started missing as you took the ir~— -~

It's 7 35 1 have nine hours to pass before dawn

The tme 1s half past three The fuel truck should soon ke
here It's too cold to stay in my cockpat with the engne off T chmb
out and walk back and forth 1n {ront of the wings A glow sull
spreads over the clouds above Springfield, but theres not a farm-
house hght to be scen, the last one went out hours ago ———How
tong will the grease last on a Wright Whirlwind s rocker arms?
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Suppose a valve should stick, out over the Atlantic Ocean? — ——
T'd have to be 1n the air for nearly forty hours between New York
and Panis How long can an engine run without attention? How
long can a pilot stay awake? It seems ages since I got out of bed
yesterday morning, actually 1t’s less than twenty hours

13

“If you want a really good swit, you'd better have 1t taor-
made

Captam Littlefield and I stand at the side of a National Guard
Jenny It’s Sunday morning, and our trammg maneuvers are get
ting under way I've selected the most neatly dressed officer 1n the
squadron for advice on clothing

* A tadored swit looks better, and 1t lasts longer,” he goes on
“Its worth the extra cost I know a good tatlor i the city He
won’t charge too much, and he can make up a swt for you mn a
week I'll gtve you his address after we come down ”

We chimb into our cockpits There’ll be a half hour’s forma-
tion flying, then the squadron 15 scheduled to break up for mndi
vidual acrobatics We taxi out into the field and take off My two
wingmen follow close — Captain Young with Sergeant Wecker,
Lieutenant Hutchinson with Sergeant Gerding We set course for
St Lows People will look up and tell each other that the National
Guard 1s overhead It's good advertising, and helps bring us new
recruits

There’s Forest Park below, windig roads among its trees —
thats where the flyng field used to be Now we're vp to three
thousand feet, above the center of the city I bank toward open
country to the north There’s the Missourt Mississipp1 junction —
perfect landmark for a pilot lost 1n haze You can’t muss the earth’s
great landmarks, if you can see the earth at all Ruivers, mountains,
coastlines, powmt your way It’s by them I'll have to find France,
and Pars, if I can finally get a plane to make the flight

Now formation tramming 15 over I wobble my wings to signal
a breakup Wingmen peel off to either side Stick back, night, full
rudder, throttle open — our Jenny snaps over, upside down——~
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2 half Joop ~~~ 2 roll right ——~2a 1o}l left ~~~a vertical reverse-
ment We're too Jow for more bank toward Lambert Field and
chmbd We'll do one spin before our landing A flymng wise starts
to vibrate 1 the mner bay It's amazing what those thin steel cables
stand in acrobatics ~ tons of strain on their metal threads When
wings and wires hold thewr shape through loops, spins, and barrel
rolls, they can surely carry the fuct load I'll need for a fight to
Pars

14
1 overcoat, blue
1 hat gray felt
1 par gloves fur hined
1 scarf, suk
2 pair sox wool
1 neckue stk
1 smtcase leather

I read, upside down, the items on the clerk’s sales slp He
hasn ¢ filled m the pnces yet Good Lord, that's gomg to run close
to a hundred dollars, and there’s sull my suit to pay for Shoes
and shuts are about the only things I can economize on  The ones
1 wear with my uniform will do

1 don't Iike to spend money on such mntangble assets as clothes
But sf 1 m really goung to fly to Pans, I must be wilbng 1o put
everythng Ive got into the project — time, energy, money, even
my position as chief pilot on the air-mail hne I'll hold back only
enough to pay for room and board until § can get a new start flyiag
of Tfaml It bothers me to think that Im buytag these clothes just
to make an mpression on the Wnght Corporation — they swon't
add a penny's worth to my ability as  fiyer I'm actually spending
money on a6 overcoat just to wear st through the front doort I'l
probably take st off before I even sit down And the sih scarf and
the felt hat —1 haven't the shightest use for them I hate 1o do
things just to make an smpression But nght now that may be as
essentral to my Pans flight as a plane aself will become later

e decided 1o get my traveling outfit all in order before 1 tele-
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phone the Wright Corporation Once I start, I must keep pushing
my project constantly It would be bad tactics to let a week or ten
days pass between my phone call and armval

15

It’s been 2 warm afterncon for November Three of us stroll
down the road to Bridgeton — Love, Mendenhall, and I Menden-
hall 15 a newcomer to the field

* Shm, the doctor says I can start flying agam next Monday,”
Love announces suddenly He’s not given to talking very much,
and ke has a habit of heaving an important statement wto conver-
sation like & rock

“That will help 2 lot, Phil,” I say “Are you sure 1t’s all nght?”

“Would have been all right a week ago, * he answers “These
surgeons are just cautious

Love crashed last year 1z Georgia, on a cotton dusting job —
passed out in the cockpit of a Huff Daland —left a perfect 1m-
print of his teeth on a tubular steel crossbar of the fuselage (He
now carries a four mch length of that crossbar mn s pocket to
prove 1t ) They thought he was dead at first, then dymng But the
surgeons straightened out tus face bones, put a siver plate beneath
his flesh, and he pulled through His face began bothering him
agam this fall and, after X rays, another operation was advised
While he’s been recovering from 1t, Nelson and I have taken all
the mail flights

*Phil,” I ask, “when your face 1s really all right agamn, do you
suppose you and Nellie could handle the mail route for three or
four days? I ve got to make a trip to New York ™

“Sure, Sim Any time D[ll be all night next week, I tell you™

‘We reach the crossroad, and stop at the corner barbecue stand

“Hello, there'’

It’s the auto mechamc from Bndgeton Small of stature, 1
oversize, grease smeared clothes, he extends his hand, smuling He
makes a living working by lumself 1 his red painted board garage
a block or two away He heeps so busy that we don’t see much of
him — only a wave of the arm or a shout of greeting as we drive
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past his junk d yard O iy he comes over to Lam«
bert Field to repasr or tow off a stalled car

Mendenhsll steps over 1o the counter and asks the salesgirl for
some candy and a package of cigarettes Tires scrubbing along the
roadssde draw my eyes A stocky, flashuly dressed man jumps out
of  sport-model car and walks hurniedly to the counter He shoul-
ders past Mendenhall rudely, and d diate attention

“Say, how about taking your turn?*

The stranger mutters a reply I can’t understand, but its mean-
g marrots i s round, surly face Mendennall, farger of build,
shoves lum aside At this, three more stocky men spung out of
the car — tough-looking fellows

“Hey, none of that!” Love moves forward to mtercept them

“Phift” I call But it's no use If there’s gomg to be a fight,
red headed Phil Love wall be m 1t He's forgotten hus face, for-
gotten everything but the one-nided méiée that's formng “Watch
that face,” the surgeon told mm  One blow will make 1t pulp "
Now he's heading 1nto a scrap where he s almost sure to get that
blow And I guess I m commutted tpo

But the stranger doesn’t wait for Jus cohorts His hand goes
down, brushes back hss coat, there’s the shine of 2 micke! plated
gun

* Put it back?

1t happened so fast I dids’t sce the draw The httle anto
mechanic 15 standing m front of me, a horse pistol i hus hand,
poting straight soto the strangsr’s belly

* That hind of thing doesn't go here,” he says quietly, but with
a tenseness that’s in keeping with hus finger oa the trigger.

Everyone has stopped moving The niche! plated gun shps back
into the pocket which 1is muzzle never left Now I notice that the
mechanse’s left hand s holding fus jacket open to show, pmned
carelessly to us vest, a deputy shenff's badge Nene of us knew he
had .

“Let's get gpongl” be says

“The {our men chmb back mnte their car Tires claw angnly on
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gravel. They speed out of sight around a bend 1 the road to
St Charles

Pistol and badge have P d The Iutle t smules
and shrugs his shoulders

‘ Probably some gangsters from St Louis,” he remarks calmly
As far as he’s concerned, the mcident 1s over

The salesgurl, rather shakily, gives Mendenhall change from his
dollar We say good by and start back toward the hangars

“Phil, damn 1t, you can’t afford to get mto a fight You haven't
got a chance with that face of yours ™

“I know 1t, S, * he says ‘ But that was gowng to be four to
one It made me so mad I forgot all about my face

16

“I want to put 11 a call for the Wright Aeronautical Corpora-
tion at Paterson, New Jersey ——— Yes, anybody who answers ”
I ve never talked that far over the phone before I hope the con-
nection s good

“Hold the line, please

I wish the operator didn’t say 1t so casually — almost as though
1 were making a local call 1 hear chickings, buzzings, snatches of
words and numbers I've got my new suit and swmitcase, and every-
thing ready to pack

* Here’s your party ”

Withun a munute — that’s fast work Another gul’s voice
comes on

“ Wright Aeronautical »

*I'd Iike to speak to one of your officers, please,” I tell her,
trymng to hide all trace of exciterent 1n my voice

‘ What officer do you want?” she asks

* One of your exccutive officers

“Which executive officer” Her voice 15 insistent, and a httle
annoyed now Somehow I've got to break through this

“l am calling on long distance from St Lowuss, Missour: I
want to talk to one of the Wright Corporation’s executive afficers
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- on busmess ” I say 1t slowly and firmly to impress her Appar-
ently it does

“Hold on a mmute, please

The next voice 1s 2 man’s

“Pm calling from St Lows,” I repeat “My name 1s Charles
Lindbergh 1 represent a group of men here who are nterested
10 buying a plane for the New York-to-Paris flight I'd like to talk
to you about the Bellanca, and I want to get some mnformation
about your engines When would 1t be convenient for you to see
me 1 Paterson?”

“Did you say you're callng from St Lous, Missours?’ the
officer asks

“That’s nght ”

He's impressed, as I thought he’d be My phone-call money 1s
well spent

“We'll be glad to see you any day,” he says  Just let me know
when you get to New York, and we'll set the hour



.ll.
NEW YORK

NOVEMBER, 1926

IT's FOURTEEN YEARS since [ ve been m New York. I was a chuld
then, and I don’t remember much about it I stand mn the great,

! d of the P 1 Station and fook up and
down Seventh Avenue Pve checked my swtcase I'm gomg to walk
around the city before I look for a hotel. Tomorrow moermung I'it
make an appomtment with the Wnght Acronautical Corporation 1
wonder if Il have to take a ferry across the Hudson, or if Tcan get
a tran direct to Paterson, New Jersey

2

The Wrght factory has all the appearances of a successful busi-
ness organization As I step 1n through the door I feel that my new
hat, overcoat, and taored st are paying off The gul at the desk
glances at my card, and smules Yes, she’s been told to expect me
So far, so good 1am exactly one munute 2head of my appomntment

“Won't you leave your hat and coat 1n the corner?” She motions
toward a well filled rack, and calls a number on her phone “‘Cap-
tain Lindbergh 1s here,” I hear her saying to someone on the wire

“This way, please ”

The girl leads me down a cornidor to a room near the end. An
executive nses from hus desk in greeting

“You've just come from St Lous, Captain?”

“I arrived n New York yesterday,” I tell um

“I understand you're mnterested i the Wnght Bellanca,” he
says “Sit down, won’t you?”

511
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“Yes, sir I'd Iike to have all the information you can give me
about the Bellanca We're also mterested in Whirlwind engues ”

“I can get all the data you want on Whirlwind engines, but at
the moment we can't quote a price on the Bellanca We're negoti
ating to sell both the plane and manufacturing rights to the Huff-
Daland Company You see, the Wright Corporation never intended
to manufacture aircraft We built the Bellanca to show how a
Whirlwind could perform 1n a modern plane—1t was really a
demonstration of our engme Of course if the deal doesn't go
through, we may still be interested 1 seling the plane But don’t
you think a three engined ship would be better for a flight across
the ocean?”

The multiengine problem agant I didn't expect 1t from the
Wnight people

“Not necessarily,” I say “It seems to me there are a number
of advantages to a plane with one engine How often does a Whurl-
wind fail in flight?”

The executive laughs ‘ You've got me there We think our
engmes are pretty good We haven’t got exact figures, but they
seem to be averaging about nine thousand hours to a falure — ——
Still, we don’t believe 1n taking chances, and you’re better off with
three than with one *

“How soon do you think you ll know whether the Bellanca 1s
for sale?’ I ask

“You'd better talk to Giuseppe Bellanca about that I've ar-
ranged for you to meet um You may want to talk to the Huff-
Daland people, too But wouldn't you like to take a trip around
our factory while you're here 1n Paterson?*

We walk through lines of lathes, under belts and spmmng
wheels Metal shavings twist off hardened tool pomts and fall to
the floor Hand trucks, stacked with finned and contoured castings,
pass us by T see it all with my eyes, but my mind 1s on the Bel-
Tanca and my fught to Pans

“How long can a Whirlwind engine stay 1n the air without any
servicing?” 1 demand
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“I don’t belteve we know exactly,” the executive rephes “The
rocker-arm bearngs would be the limuting factor When they run
dry, they get sluggish and stick They'd keep going for a good many
hours, but for a long flight, we probably ought to find some way
of greasing them mn the arr —~ — This 1s our foundry

We continue on, past tempening ovens, down the engine over-
haul line, out to the deafening test stands

“We run our engmes here till they break down,” the executive
explams, “to see what parts fail first ”

3

“My plane 1s fully capable of flying nonstop from New York
to Paris ” Giuseppe Bellanca leans forward intently from a lounge
m the Waldorf Astorra “I should like very much to have 1t make
the flight

Bellanca 1s a serious, slender man — straight black hair, sharp-
cut features, medium height One feels, m his presence, genius,
capability, confidence Here there’ll be no feinting for position, no
cards held back What he says, yon can believe

“It will only be necessary to put a big gasohne tank n the
cabin,” he tells me

“Is the landing gear strong enough to take off with such a load
of fuel?” I ask

“Yes, I have built the landing gear especially strong There
should be no trouble about taking off,” be says

“How many hours do you think your plane could stay m the
awr without refueling, 1f the pilot kept 1t throttled down to munt-
mum flying speed?” I ask

“I beheve 1t could stay up for more than fifty hours, Captamn
Lindbergh That would breal the world’s endurance record ”

“It might be a good 1dea to try to break the endurance record,
as an engwe test, before starting out on a nonstop flight over the
ocean,™ I suggest

“I think that would be wise,” he replied “The plane 1s fully
capable of 1t
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“If we cant buy the Bellanca you're flymg now, how soon
could you buid another one?”

“Jt would not take long 1f I have a factory, Captan Lindbergh
But now I have no factory I cannot tell If I must organize a fac-
tory, 1t takes much longer — — — But I think there 15 a good chance
that the sale of the plane we have built can be negotiated for such
apurpose I hope so A successful flight to Paris would be of great
value "

It’s clear that i Giuseppe Bellanca I have a friend He's as
much interested 1 the New York-to-Pans flight as I am And
he knows the problems of financing an enterprise — he's gomng
through these humself He doesn’t change hus attitude at all when I
tell him that our St Lows organuzation 1sn’t yet complete We talk
about ersing speeds, fuel r take-off di He has
at hus finger tips the answers to practically everything I want to
know

“Well, I think I have all the information I need,” I say finally
I must take the tram west tonight Thank you very much for all
your help ™

We get up, shake hands

“I hope you have success with your organization, Captan
Lindbergh,” he tells me 1n parting “I hope you are able to buy my
plane "

Well, now I've made contact with the Wright Corporation, and
with Bellanca When I return to St Louwss, I'll have more than an
1dea to sell T'll be able to tell about an awrplane that's able to make
the flight, and a designer who's anxious to have his plane bought
for that purpose Then, 1f I can raise enough money, I'll take the
tram back to New York and make a cash offer to whoever owns
the Wright-Bellanca,
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4
As soon as I reach Lambert Field, I send Bellanca a telegram
WESTERN
UNION
GIUSEPPE BELLANCA ANGLUM MO

PASSAIC NEW JERSEY

IMPORTANT TO KNOW SOON AS POSSIBLE WHETHER PLANE
CAN BE PURCHASED FOR ST LOUIS TO PARIS FLIGHT STOP
WOULD GREATLY APPRECTATE YQUR KEEPING ME POSTED ON
DEVELOPMENTS

LINDBERGH

It s essential to keep my project alive I must press action wher
ever I can, show people that I mean busmness when I talk about a
flight across the ocean This will leave the next move up to Bellanca

After lunch I duve m to the city to tell Mr Thompson and
Major Lambert about my eastern tnp

5

Days pass, while I call at Anglurg s little railroad station, only
to find that no answer from Bellanca has come mm Then, on the
morning of December 4th, the station agent hands me a message

WESTERN
UNION

PASSAIC N J  1006AM 12-4-26
CHAS A LINDBERGH
ANGLUM MO
SORRY LONG UNAVOIDABLE DELAY WILL BE GLAD TQ HELP
YOU IN ANY WAY TO OBTAIN PURCHASE OF WRIGHT BELLANCA
AND PREPARE SAVE FOR PARIS FLIGHT BUT IF UNABLE TO
BUY WRIGHT BELLANCA T OFFER THREE MOTOR PLANE FOR
TWENTY NINE THOUSAND DOLLARS WHICH IS EXCEPTIONALLY
ADAPTED FCR PARIS FLIGHT

BELLANCA
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Good Lord' I thought Bellanca was one man who wouldn’t
advocate multiengines How am I gomg to raise $29,000 when 1
haven’t been able to raise $10,000? And even if I had the money,
how many months would 1t take to build a new, trimotored plane?

T'm still tarming this problem over 1n my mind, unsuccessfully,
when a telegram arnives from one of the officers of the Huff-Daland
Company, mdicating that negotiations for purchase of the Wright-
Bellanca have been broken off So I wire the Wright Corpora-
tion

WESTERN

UNION
WRIGHT AERONAUTICAL CORP ANGLUM MO
PATERSON NEW JERSEY DEC 9, 1926

ESSENTIAL TO KNOW SOON AS POSSIBLE WHETHER WRIGHT
BELLANCA CAN BE PURCHASED FOR ST LOUIS TO PARIS

FLIGHT
LINDBERGH

6

Four days have passed since I telegraphed the Wright Corpo-
ration This morntag I sent amother message This reply arrives

WESTERN

UNION
PATERSON N J 349 PM 12-13-26
¢ A LINDBERGH
ANGLUM, MO
RETEL NINTH THIRTEENTH REGRET THAT WE DO NOT DESIRE
AT THIS TIME TO HAVE WRIGHT BELLANCA USED FOR
TRANSATLANTIC FLIGHT SUGGEST FOKKER OR HUFF DALAND

THREE ENGINE PLANES
PETERSON WRIGHT AERD

Well, that’s definite enough But smce Bellanca has offered to
build a three motored plane, he must have found a factory If he
has a factory, he can build unother single motored plane both faster
and cheaper If I can raise enough monev, 1 might still be able to
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get a Whirlwind powered Bellanca before summer It's money I've
got to find now After that comes the question of a plane I'll wire
Bellanca anyway, Just to keep in contact and let im know my
interest 15 stifl keen

WESTERN
UNION

ANGLUM MO
GIUSEPFE BELLANCA
PASSAIC NEW JERSEY
WRIGHT CORPORATION REFUSES SELL BELLANCA STQP WHEN
COULD YOU DELIVER SIMILAR SINGLE ENGINE PLANE FOR
PARIS FLIGHT AND WHAT WOULD PRICE BE

LINDBERGH

7

For days, nothing has flown on Lambert Freld except our mail
planes Turbulent winds, and mud alternating with frozen ground,
have brought student trainmng to a standstill Barnstorntng petered
out with November Ive had plenty of time to work on my Paris
project, and I've gotten nowhere Bellanca hasn’t replied to my
latest telegram Aside from Mr Thompson and Majors Robertson
and Lambert, I've found no one willing to take part i financing
a flight across the ocean The men I ve talked to who are interested
don t have enough money Those who have enough money consider
the nsk too great— 1f not for their bank accounts, then for therr
reputations I've not been able to convince them that flying the
ocean 1s no more dangerous than a winter on the mail They want
no share n the crticism they think would come from sending a
young pilot to his death

Possibly I could rase money by popular subscripion Maybe
I could get a thousand people 1n St Louss to contnibute ten dollars
each I could offer to return their investment with a profit, from
the Orterg prize, if I succeeded But to raise small amounts from
many people 15 tedious and uncertan I'd have to publerze the
project, set up an orgamization, keep records, write a lot of letters
And time 1s passing It's not many weeks to spring Maybe I could
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raise some money 1 Chicago But T don t know any businessmen
1n Chicago To whom could I go for a start?

1 must have walked five miles this afternoon, over frozen roads,
thinkmg of the Pans flight and hunting for new tdeas on which to
build a successful orgamzation I was walking like this yesterday
and the day before, and the day before that Walking has become
a regular habit 1 my Lfe

The winter 1s almost half over Each day makes my fatlure
more complete In France and i America, aircraft for the trans-
oceansc flight are being built and tested, while I do nothing but lay
plans and talk If P'm not careful, I'll be n a class with those ercatic
and often to be-avoided people who have wonderful 1deas and ac
complish nothing with them I must make a final effort or give up
my dream I'll ask Love and Nelson to take over the mail sched
ules completely for a few days Then IIl lay my Pans project
before every businessman i St Lows I can get an appomtment
with

8

“Shim, you ought not to be runnmg around worrymg about
raising money You've got to put all your attention on that flight
if you're going to make 1t

“I'm talking to Harry Knight 1n s brokerage office at Fourth
and Olive Streets I've come to ask his advice in regard to other
businessmen I might approach with my project, and in the hope
that he'll take some part himself Harry Knight 1s president of the
St Lows Flying Club I met him three or four times on the airfield
last summer when he was taking flying lessons from Cloyd Clev-
enger He’s a stocky, abrupt young man i a brown swuit, not much
older than myself He doesn't believe m wasting too much time by
being tactful I fully expected to be turned down at once, or put
off with one of those evasnye, business executives® statements about
wanting to think the matter over But

“Let me talk to a friend of mine m the bank,” he continues
¢ Maybe we can take care of the financral end for you How much
money 1S it going to take?”
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His words strke bke the flash of an aifield's beacon on a
stormy might Then I'm not lost — here’s help, someone to share
responsibility

“If we can get the plane and engine manufacturers to stand
part of the expense, I thunk $10,000 would be enough,” I tell him

If we can’t get them to take part, 1t mught cost as much as $15,000
to buy the plane and engine, and make the flight

“Yowre talking about a single-engmed plane Wouldnt a tri-
motor be better for that kind of flight”” he asks

I start 1z with my old arguments agamn

“It would cost $29,000 to get a trnumotored plane from Bel-
lanca The Fokker Company wants $90,000 for one of thewrs And
I don’t know how long 1t would take to build one Multiengined
planes are more complicated, there are more things hikely to go
wrong with them Besides, the greatest danger lies 1n weather, and
1n take-off with a full load ~ not m engme failure — Whirlwind
engines are averaging 9000 hours to a fallure As a matter of fact, I
thiok I d rather make the flight with one engine than with three, to
say nothing of the difference 1 cost A big ship 1s hard to handle
1 thick weather — —~"

Knjght suddenly swings around 1n his chair, and picks up the
telephone

“Get me Harold Bixby at the State National Bank,” he says
- —~ “Bix, how about coming over here for a few mmutes? -— -
sure you can — ~— okay — — —m my office "

“He’s only a block up the street,” Knight tells me after hanging
up, “ — Fourth and Locust. You know he’s president of the Cham-
ber of Commerce ™

Withm ten minutes Bixby knocks on the door, He's a man you
like right away — smuling and full of humor, But his pepetrating
brown eyes sze you up and warn you that you'd better pass
inspection You know you can depend on Harold Bxby, and
that if he can’t depend on 3on he won't be around you very
long

Harry Knight outhines my project for fiying an airplane from
St Lows to New York to Paris.
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wyoy thik a plane with 2 Whislwind engine can make 3 fight
Iike that?” Bixby asks

*Yes sie,” 1 answer “Bellanca says his can mahe Pans from
New York with a good teserve of fuel

“How much does a Bellanca cost?”

« dan’t know," 1 snswer “But P'm not sure 1 can buy one " 3
tell bout my tup (0 New York and my talks with the Wright
Cotporation and Bellanca

«ypu'd have to have 2 new plane buslt, then?” Kmght asks

“it mght worlk {0 put an aversize wing On an eXSUng fuselage,”
1 telt hum “That shouldn't add very much to the cost Besides,
there’s not tume to do a fot of buildmg T want to be ready to start
a5 soon as the weather breaks next spnng »

“Why woulda t the Wiight Company furnish an engne for the
advertisag they & get?””

“They might,” 1 seply, * but I dos’t think we can count on i
They ddnt make any offer 1 that direction when 1 was at Pates-
son Of course then 1 wasp’t 1n 8 very good position 1o trade M
1 can show them we mean busiess, 1 think we can at Jeast get 2
reduction 1 price

wyou smd you already have some moncy Ined up Who's 38
thss project wath you?”

wyes sir I can putin two thousand dollars myself Major Lam-
bert has promused to put i 2 thousand Fart Thompson and Bill
Robertson say they'lt take part, bat 1 haven t tatked to them about
amounts”

“Slym, don't You think you ought to have 2 plane with more

than one engne for that hand of fght?* Bixby asks
Harsy Kmght taughs *That's what 1 asked him, Bix, but be
doestt thunk st would be much safer”
wsuppase one of the engmes cuts out halfway acrass the ocean,”
yputws T couldn't get to shore with the other two ™

o, but you mipht be able to stay up long encugh to find &
ship yOU could tand bestde,” Buxby atgues

o can't sec myself careling around over the watet loohng for a
toat,” 53y wyou know, I don't beheve a flight to Paris would be
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any more dangerous than a wmter on the mail lipe If one of our
DH engines cuts on a bad mght, 1t’s pretty senous too — and we've
only got rebult Liberties None of the lines coming 1n to Chicago
has multiengine planes, you know — except when Ford makes
those expenmental tuns A pilot can’t fly at all without taking
some nsk I've weighed my chances pretty carefully —— -

Buxby brezks m “Yes, you've only got a lfe to lose, Shm But
don’t forget, I ve got a reputatron to lose ™

“The Army’s ‘round-the world planes had only single engines,”
I say, segrching desperately for new arguments

“Yes, but half of them didn’t make 1t, > Bixby counters “And
they had the whole government behind them ” Then, instead of
following through the opening I've given him, he adds, “You let
us think about this for a day or two, and talk to some of our
friends If you're going to make the flight, we've got to get started
right away Come down and see me next Wednesday How about
ten am, at my office?”

“Any time at afl I11 be there at ten ™

I can hardly believe what I'm hearing I hoped, at most, to get
a pledge for another thousand dollars I never dreamed of finding
anyone with sufficient interest to suggest taking over the entire
financial burden

I say good by and start driving toward Lambert Field

9

It’s snowing on the Springfield pasture I've just flown through
an area of sleeting ram 1 taxt slowly to the fence corner Wings
rock with gusts of wind

‘Here’s Chicago weather It don't look so good,” the Spring
field mail truck driver says, handing up a folded sheet of paper It
doesn’t look so good here exther Ive just measured the cethog at
three bundred feet, and darkness ssn’t far away I wart until the
driver starts unbuckling the mai batch, and then throw his mes-
sage over the far side of my cockpit, unread The shpstream biows
it away Chicago reports are so unrehiable that I don’t want to con-
dition my mind with them I'd rather judge weather ahead as I fly
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Then I won't push too far on a clear report or land too soon on a
bad one Chicago has a habit of saymg that the ceihng 1s high
when clouds are on the steeples, and that 1t’s “zero zero” when the
mght 1s plenty good enough to fly

We pilots once held a conference on these reports, and Nelson
was appointed to wnvestigate their ongin

“Those Chicago fellows just look out the window before they
call Springfield,” he told me when I next saw um “If they can see
a few blocks down the street, they say the weather’s good But if
a little haze fuzzes up the lamps, they say 1t's all closed i I tred
to explamn what we needed, but I don’t think it did much good *

‘Why don’t we tell them to save the money they spend on
phone calls? * I suggested

“No,” he answered, “you know as well as I do that we need
those reports Don’t discourage them Maybe some day they'll get
better ”

Yes, Nellie 1s night At least we've got the principle of weather
teports established And one thing 1s certain they can'’t get any
worse

I know there’s bad weather ahead tomght The Transcont-
rental went down at Bellefonte, and Love had to entran the south
bound mail If Love couldn’t take off 1n daylight, there’s not much
chance of my getting through 1n darkness But maybe I can make
Peonia And then 1t’s just possible that the celing will ift enough
between there and Chicago to let me squeeze underneath When
clouds leave us room above the treetops we always start with the
mail, regardless of how far we thunk we can go Often we get
through apparently impassable barriers of storm and fog, now that
we've got a few beacons turning on our route But whether we pet
through or not, the Corporation 1s paid for the poundage we take
off with

Somehow I've got to get back to St Lows in time to make
another ten oclock appomntment with Harold Bixby tomorrow
morming I can take a tramn from Spnngfield or Peona, and 1f I do
get through to Chicago, Il start at daybreak on a southbound
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ferry fight The chances are that I wont get ten mules north of
Sprngfield tonight, in the snow and haze

Flakes of snow melt agamnst my cheeks as I open the throttle
to take off

Is something wrong with the engme? I glance at instruments
No, the needles are all m place Still ~—~1It’s ke that first, vague,
fortable feeling which precedes the outward f of
an dlness I cut the left switch, then the nght The engine vibrates,
spits, and sputters, with the night switch cut I turn back toward
Sprmgfield s pasture It’s not over five minutes siuce I left
The mail truck driver 1s warting for me He knew I mght re
turn 1 bank, land, taxi, and stop the engme
“Too thick?” he calls, stompmg up and down to keep his feet
warm
No, it was Lfting a little My engne started cutting out,” I
answer as I crawl forward through the wings ‘ Put a stone belund
the wheels, will you, so she doesn t blow backward »
Wind 1s howling through the flying wires
*Okay Want to entrain the mail? he asks
“Let me look at these distributors first ”
1 find the trouble immediately — a loose spring
Hang up the lanterns and wait here twenty mumutes,” I tell
the driver ‘I want to try again ”
He nods, gives me a hand pulimg through the propeller, waves
me off the field
Twenty mules north of Springfield it stops snowmg Thirty
mules north, the stars are out and there’s not a cloud 1 the sky
I lose almost half an hour refuelng at Peorta It takes longer
to do everything 1n winter weather, outdoors For a tume 1t looked
as though we couldn’t start the Liberty at all
I find Chicago cloud covered, but visibility 15 good, and the
cething has Iifted to at Ieast five hundred feet
“Think you're a mau pilot don t you? * Love, feet apart, hands
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m pockets, stands beside my fuselage as I clmb down His DH
rests silently behnd 1ts chocks, half hidden n the darkness

“Oh, 1t was a little thick, but nothing to worry about,” I an-
swer, making the most of his embarrassment He’ll find out soon
enough that I've come 1n with clearing skies “Where’s Nellie?®

“He’s got enough sense to know a plane shouldn’t fly m this
kind of weather,” Love says, 1 a special tone he reserves for
condemnation “He said nobody’d be fool enough to come mto
Maywood tonight — - —He’s damn well night, too, if you want'a
know what I think about 1t

“The mail must go, Pl — post office orders »

“All nght, just keep 1t up and we’ll be looking for a new chief
pilot one of these days What kind of flowers do you like best?”

“Wild flowers ™

An extra puff of steam from Love’s nose 1s my only acknowl-
edgment

Everett, our Chicago mechanic, 1s grinning He has that crew-
man’s mtuitron which tells him whether a fiught has been tough or
not He feels pretty sure I've come through without much trouble
“We’ll have to leave one of these planes out tonight,” he remarks

This 1s the moment to lay down my joker ‘Oh, I'm gomg to
ferry back just as soon as we can refuel We don’t want nwo planes
up here at Chicago Phil, do you think you can get down 1n the
mornng if the weather’s better?”

“Shm, are you crazy? You're not gomng back into that stuff
tonight!” Love 1s starting to get angry

Everett looks at me and stops grinning

“Just stand by and watch,” I say “Nothing stops a mail pilet,
you know But I want supper first Phil, how about taking me over
to a restaurant?”

There’s no answer We climb into the car and dnive off across
the snow I see nght away that Love wants an argument There
are times when nothing makes lim happier

“Slim, when are you gomg to sew up my bearskin flying sun?”

he demands
That flying suit has been a bone of contention between us ever



NEW YORK [651

smnce I borrowed 1t one night, weeks ago, and had to jump from
my plane in a storm — the second DH I've lost It was too dark
to see the ground, so I had no choce of landing places, and my
parachute dropped me right on top of a barbed wire fence The
wires eased my fall agamst the ground, but they put a foot long
nip n Love’s flying suit

“Phil, you ought to be 50 glad I'm alive that you wouldn’t even
think about asking me to sew 1t up,” I answer

“Well, if T get rheumatism m my leg and can’t fly the mail, 1t’s
your responsibility,” he ends up as we enter the restaurant

Eight — — — nine -~ —ten ~ ——eleven ———flash  That makes
three beacons 1n sight on the atrway ahead — all installed at gov
ernment expense, by spring our entire airway will be highted I sub-
tract fifteen degrees from my headmg to cut across to the Sprng-
field leg It’s as easy to fly by might as by day, with the sky clear,
and flashing hghts to show me where I am “You big Swede,” 1s all
Love had said when we stepped out after dinner, and looked up to
brilhiant stars He was a lttle mad because I wouldn’t let um take
the ferry flight back But I've got to see Harold Bixby m a few
hours

I climb to five thousand feet and throttle down Why hurry to
complete this trip? I have no mail No one at St Louss will be
waiting No one there even knows I'm 1 the arr, I told Love and
Everett not to send any message of my departure There are the
lights of Joliet, and Lockport, and a dozen villages whose names
I do not know I have the cockpit heater turned foll on, but at’s
so cold that my finger tips pam slightly wnside their silk-lined
gauntlets And if I Jean mto the shpstream, my forchead feels as
though a nail were being driven through 1t

10
“Do you mind waiting” Mr Bixby 1s still it conference Hell

be through 1n Just a few munutes ™
The secretary smiles and leaves It's ten oclock I sit down in
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a corner chair at the State National Bank of 8§t Lows A teller,
behind his hightly barred window, 1s counting out bills for ove of
the Stacks of backs are prled neatly on a shelf at
s left Bifty dotlar, twenty doltar, ten dollar — the denommation
of cach sheaf s marhed on a paper band around it There must
be rmore than fifteen thousand dollars in those stacks I I owned
that pile of paper I could fly to Pans In exchange for those
printed ships monufacturers would give me an auplane, an engine,
and fuel enough to fly across the ocean

I have an idea If I can translate that wdea into paper, I can
translate the paper mto reahty and action The 1dea and the action
1 understand The paper stage which mtervenes forms my major
difficulty 1 glance sidewsse at the people wailtng with me They
must be facing problems simlar to mine That middle aged Iady,
what has she to sell — shop, cafe, or beauty patior? And that man
in the creased, stuped sutt? You want a sales agency? A factorv?
An auplane ta fly across the ocean? A bank 1s Iike a courthouse
You £o 1 to state your case, 1o brng your plea before the judges
A poor nsh? The verdict 18 agamnst yoo Appeal to someone else
or be condemned Good business? You get the decision, a written
order sequnng the comphance of other men Tale this pile of
paper, go ahead These ships, worthless m themselves, sigmfy that
this bank, this nation stands behind you

1 st m my charr My clothes bind, my collar sticks aronnd
my neck I feel out of place Mimne 15 not a business proposition
How can a ban\ afford to back a fight across the ocean? I want 10
take off a heavily overloaded airplane with one engne, fly through
uaknown weather, over thousands of mules of land and water
where 2 single cvack i an od hne would mean a crosh I want

10~
*Hello Shm! I'm sorry 1 had fo keep you waiting Ive been
jammed up this morning ™
Buxby shps in through one of those waist high mahogany,
scmipnivate gates I stand to shake hands
«Shum, you've sold us on tus proposition of yours,” he says
«It's a tough job you're taking on, but we've talhed st over and
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we're with you From now on you'd better leave the financial end
to us * His cheeks wnnhle back in confidence as he speaks If
you can keep costs down to the figures you gave us, we beleve
we can swing fhe deal You put in your two thonsand dollars
We'll telephone Major Lambert and Earl Thompson and Bul
Robertson, and arrange whatever organization we need That will
be our part of the partnership You concentrate on the plane and
getting ready for the flight We want to be sure 1ts a practical
proposition Don't get obligated before we meet again But let us
know as soon as you have something defimte lined up*

1 stop, start, and turn avtomatically as I drive back to Lambert
Field I'm consctous of nerther time nor distance Then I'm really
gong to fly to Pans' It s no longer just an 1dea, no longer simply
a plan 1n my mund 1 feel bike a chuild on Christmas morng, see
g all that he’s longed for suddenly piled, dazzling, before him,
not knowing which object to pick up first My most dificult prob-
lems are solved — organization and finance

As soon as I get to my room, I change 1nto boots and breeches
and start walking over frozen country roads Definite plans must
be laid and immediate action taken Now I must find a plane 11§
sound out all the bulders of awcraft in the Upited States The
Travel Air Company at Wichita 1s producing a monoplane along
the general hines of the Wright Bellanca — Natronal Aiwr Trans-
port puots have been talking about 1t all winter The fuselage 1s
rather large and heavy for a record breaking fhight, but I'm no
longer 111 a position to ask for perfection There’s a possibility that
it mght do Also I've read of a high wing monoplane built by a
company named Ryan, out 1n San Diego — Pacific Awr Transport
1 using it on their mail route up and down the coast It deoesnt
weigh as much as the Travel Aur, and according to published figures
has unusually good performance The Travel Air Company is
nearer 111 telegraph them first and ask whether they’d consider
building a plane for the St Lous- Panis flight
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11

1 wake soon after dawn There's much to be done As 1fry
potatoes and eggs for breakfast, 1 list ttems to be cavered on this
new doy of the new hife Ive entered For it 1s a new life, I}l now
bend every thought and effort toward one objective — landing at
Pans All else 15 secondary

Fuest, Tl call Earl Thompson and Major Lambert and tell
them of my conferences with Kmght and Bixby Il tell Bilt
Robertson as soon as he arnves at his office Then 11 write to
Mother and say that I've got to withdraw a large amount of money
from my account in Detrot. We'll have to select and tran another
pilot for the mal route It will be difficult 1n wmter, but most
of the beacons are now wmstalled, and days are petung longer,
Love and Nelsan can toke bad weather flights untit the new man
1s broken m Love wiil act as chief pilat while I'm away I must
notify Major Wassall that Tl be absent from the Guard for weeks
or months Other officers will have to take over my dutics D'l get
m touch with the Department of Commerce and the Weather
Buteau m Washington, and find out from the State Department
what arrangements I must make to land an American plane m
France

12

A reply comes back quickly from Travet Air They won't ac-
cept the order The speed and definiteness with which they’ve turned
me down 1s depressing 1 expected at least some mnterest on therr
part Shall I try the Ryan Company next? Probably I recewve a
simlar answer from them They're new and small, and not well
known But Tl try them And then I'll send wires to Curtiss and
Boemg and Douglas and Martin I'l} sign the messages “Robertson
Aircraft Corporation ” Major Bill gave me permussion to do that,
and Tl get more conssderation I walk over 1o the Anglum station,
and write out another telegram
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WESTERN

UNION
RYAN AIRLINES INC ANGLUM MO
SAN DIEGO CALIFQRNIA FEB 3 1927
CAN YOU CONSTRUCT WHIRLWIND ENGINE PLANE CAPABLE
FLYING NONSTOP BETWEEN NEW YORK AND PARIS STOP IF
S0 PLEASE STATE COST AND DELIVERY DATE

ROBERTSON ATRCRAFT CORP

13
WESTERN
UNION
SAN DIEGO CALIF
FEB 4, 1927
ROBERTSON ATIRCRAFT CORP
ANGLUM MO

CAN BUILD PLANE SIMILAR M ONE BUT LARGER WINGS
CAPABLE OF MAKING FLIGAT COST ABQUT SIX THOUSAND
WITHOUT MOTOR AND INSTRUMENTS DELIVERY ABOUT THREE
MONTHS

RYAN AIRLINES

Six thousand dollars' With the engme, that would make about
ten thousand It's well within my budget How rehable is the bid?
Does the Ryan company understand what 1t’s offering to under-
take? Has 1t engineers who can follow through with this promise?
But here, at least, 15 interest and quick action

WESTERN

UNION
RYAN AIRLINES INC ANGLUM MO
SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA FEB 5, 1927
COMPETITION MAKES TIME ESSENTIAL CAN YOU CONSTRUCT
PLANE IN LESS THAN THREE MONTHS STOP PLEASE WIRE
GENERAL SPECIFICATIONS

ROBERTSON AIRCRAFT CORP

T read over the message I've printed out, and push 1t across
the counter, with a five dollar bull, to Anglum’s telegraph operator.
He counts the words, thumbs through a huge catalogue of figures,
and hands back my change I pocket it, pull on gauntlets, button
my coat, and tramp out 1nto the snow
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14

WESTERN
UNION
SAN DIEGQ CALIF
3 PM FEB 5, 27
ROBERTSON AIPCRAFT CORP
ARGLUY MO
GAS CAPACITY THREE HUNDRED EIGMTY GALLONS CRUISING
SPEED ONE HUNDRED MILES PER HOUR LOADING ONLY
TWELVE AND HAUF POUNDS FER FOOT AND TWENTY POUNDS
PER HORSE FOWER STOP CAN COMPLETE IN TWG MONIHMS FRGM
DATE OF ORDER IF NECESSARY STOP WILL REQUIRE FIFTY
PERCENT DEPOSIT
RYAN AIRLINES
Three hundred and exghty pallons' That's a tremendous load
of gasohne for a two-hundred horscpower engime And one hun-
dred mfes per hour 1s exceflent cruising speed
Two months ~~~ that would let me start fests somectme m
April T conld still be ready to take off when the weather breaks
n spring

15

“P've never heard of the Ryan Company

‘Do you think. they can build a plane with enough perform-
ance, Shm?*

Bixby and Kmght are looking at the two telegrams I've Jad
befare them

“AIl T know 15 that Ryan mad planes have a pretty good
repatation,” I answer

“Well, I certainly wouldn’t turn them down because we haven't
heard of them,™ Knight tells me “They probably haven't heard of
us either. What kand of p!:mc do they make?"

“Iv’s a high bke Bell s, only it’s got an
open cocxpn, and uzc xpnn 1s shorter,” I teply

“At least they're anxmous to build us 2 plane,” Bixby says
“That puts them ahead of the other compamies we've tried Do you
want to go out 1o Cahifornia and talk to them, Sim? *
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*1 don t know any other way to find out what the Ryan people
can do,” I reply ‘I can’t very well size them up unti I see them *

* Well, we d better move right up on 1t then How soon can vou
start?”

“ Within a week I don’t know how long Lil be away, of course
If we decide to buy a plane, I'll stay in California while 1t’s being
burlt ——~— 1 Il take care of my own expenses on ths tnp *

“No, you wont,” Brxby says ‘We're m this with you Well
spht up on all those things

16

Here’s a telegram for you ” A Robertson mechamuc hands 1t
to me as I jump down from the front cochpit of my training plane,
on Lambert Field I tear the envelope open and read

WESTERN
UNION

PASSAIC N J 1110 &AM 2-6-27

CHAS A LINDBERGH

ROBERTSON ATRCRAFT CORP

ANGLUY MO

SORRY DELAYED AS HAVE BEEN OUT OF TOWN STOP WILLING

TO MAKE ATTRACTIVE PROPOSITION ON THE BELLANCA

ATRPLANE FOR PARIS FLIGHT STOP SUGGEST YOU COME

NEW YORK SOON POSSIBLE S0 WE CAN GET TOGETHER IN

QUICKEST MANNER STOF WIRE ME CARE COLUMBIA ATRCRAFT

CORPORATION 5104 WOOLWORTH BUILDING NEW YORK

BELLANCA

Bell. must have d 2 new pany, and bought hus
one existing plane from the Wnght Corporation His message
came just i time, 10 two more days, I would have left for Cal-
fornta In another week, I might have signed a contract with Ryan
Aurhnes

Then the Wright Bellanca 1s at last available, and now I have
the financial backing to buy it 11l be ahead of everyone else 111
have the best plane for the fight, and plenty of time to test 1t
before weather clears m the spnng 111 get big fuselage tanks put
m, fly nonstop to St Lous, fill them up, and break the worlds
endurance record — I 1l try for forty-esght hours, at least, without
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landing After that, we'll have the Whirlwind torn down and m-
spected to see if any parts show excessive stram or wear, and at
the same time we’ll give the plane a final going over Then I'll be
ready to take off for Panis whenever conditions are best Mean-
while I'll assemble equpment for the flight I'll study methods
of long range navigaton How does a pilot locate his position over
the ocean—by day—by might? How accurate 1s a sextant
sight? How can one measure drft above water?———But it’s
difficult to concentrate on such items The future 1s too broad and
full Lafe 1s overflowing

I wire Bellanca that our St Lous organization 1s complete,
and that I'm coming to New York, as he suggests

17

“Captain Lindbergh, I want you to mect Mr Levine, Chair-
man of the Board of Directors of the Columbta Aurcraft Corpora-
tion — — — And this 1s Mr Chamberhin, our pilot

Bellanca, smuling and pleasant, mtroduces me We shake
bands I'm 1n the Corporation’s offices i the Woolworth Building,
New York City

“So you want 1o buy our Bellanca?*

Mr Levine's eyes size me up as he speaks

“Yes sir That depends, of course, on the price We want to
buy a plane for the New York-to Pans flight, * 1 tell him

“We will scll the Bellanca,” he says “It 1s the best you can
get for that flight But who 1s 1n your orgamzation at St Lours?”’

“There are a number of men There's Mr Bixby of the State
National Bank There’s Mr Knight of the brokerage firm of
Kmight, Dysart, and Gamble There’s Major Lambert, after whom
the awport 1s named There's Major Robertson, president of the
Robertson Atrcraft Corporation ———"

I can see that Levine 1s mmpressed by my partners

“You have your money all raised?” he asks

“No, only part of 1t,” I answer “We're not gomg to raise much
money until we know what planc we're going to buy We can
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raise the money all night, but we think the manufacturer ought
to contribute something too A flight to Pans would be worth a
Iot 1 advertising

“We would contribute to such a fiight,” Levine tells me “We
would give you a good price on the Bellanca It 15 worth $25,000
For that flight, we will sell the plane for $15,000 That would be
a contribution of $10,000 ™

Fifteen thousand dollars' I thought I could cover the entire
project for that amount — fuel and tests included “That’s con-
siderably more than we expected to pay,” I say. “Is 1t the lowest
price you'd consider?”

“Fifteen thousand dollars ys cheap for our Bellanca,” he
replies “We could not take less Remember 1t 1s the only existing
plane capable of flymng from New York to Pans! It needs only
gasoline tanks It can start whenever you are ready »

Levine won’t budge from his price Bellafict and Chamberiin
extol the virtues of their plape, but take no part in the business
negotiation

“You never secem to load it down too much,” Chamberhn
asserts “The wing keeps might on ILfting, and 1t has wonderful
stability *

T designed the fuselage hke an arfoil to give more lift — and
the wing strut farings too,” Bellanca breaks m

“It can easily break the worlds record for monstop range,”
Chamberlin continues

“Yes,” says Bellanca “A flight from New York to Pans would
set a new world’s record for distance But, Captamn Lindbergh,
I Like your plan of making an endurance flight first with my plane
It would be a good test of the engire Also it would give us
important data on fuel consumption — 1 feel sure my plane can
break the endurance record ™

“For a plane like ours, fifteen thonsand dollars is a low price,”
Levine repeats

“Ill have to go back to St Lows before I can give you a
defimte answer,” I say finally “I'l have to talk to my partners ™



[74] The Spirit of St Lows

18

Then the Bellanca 1s for sale At a hugh price, but 1t’s for sale
I can stll make the flight for less than twenty thousand dollars
-— constderably less “Don’t turn 1t down if 1t costs a httle more
than you expect,” Bixby and Kmght had sard “Come back and
we Il talk 1t over *

Success seems m my grasp as I board the tran for St Lows
This 1s the eleventh day of February The next time I head west-
ward I'll be at the controls of the world s most efficient mrplane
It’s only necessary to get a cashier’s check, return east, and then
I'll have possession of the Wright Bellanca

19

‘ What would you thmk of naming 1t the Spirit of St Lowis?’

Buxby’s question strikes vaguely through my eats I'm stanng
at the shredded and color stained figures on a shp of paper in my
hand — FIFTEEN THOUSAND DOLLARS This slip can be
traded for the Wrght Bellanca and this shp is mine — “Pay to
the order of Charles A Lindbergh” it says on the back

The Spurt of St Lowms ———~1t's a good name “All night, let's
call 1t the Spiret of St Lows™ My eyes go back to the chech I
didn t know you were going to make this out to me personally,” I
say

Bixby laughs “Well Shm Harry and I decided that 1f we
couldn’t trust you with a check, we onght not to take part 1n this
project atall”

“When do you plan on starting back to New York?” Kmght
asks

*I'll take the tram this afternoon,” I tell hum

“We'll start sctting up a Sprtt of St Lows organization while
you're away,” Bixby says “Let us know as soon as you can when
you'll be here with the plane How long do you think 1t will take
to put the tanks 107’

“Maybe I can fly back while the tanks are bemng made,” 1
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reply “They can be mstalled later on Y1l try to land the Bellanca
on Lambert Freld within a week ”
“Grand We'll be out to meet you — —~ Good luck!”

20

“We will sell our plane but of course we reserve the right to
select the crew that flies 1t *

I stand, dumfounded, m the Columbia Aurcraft Corporation
office The fifteen-thousand dollar cashier’s check les alone and
conspicuous on Mr Levine's polished desk top

“You understand we cannot let just anybody pilot our amplane
across the ocean,” he contmues

I feel more chagrimed than angry Here's a point there can be
no trading over

‘I'm afraid there’s beem a misunderstanding,” I say ‘We
wouldn t be mterested i such an atrangement This 1s a St Louts
project We’d naturally want to work with you very closely in run-
ning tests and planning for the flight, but if we buy a plane, we're
gong to control it, and we’ll pick our own crew ™

“The Columbta Arrcraft Corporation cannot afford to take
such a chance with our auplane,” Levine replies “We would
select a good crew Your orgamization in St Lows would have all
the credit for the flight, all the publicity ”

“As far as I can see, we'd be payng $15,000 for the privalege
of pamting the name of St Lows on the fuselage,” I tell lum *If
you'd stated these terms when I was here before, st would have
saved me a two-thousand myle tramn trip Is the Bellanca for sale
or 1so’t 1t? If 1t 15, we can close the deal If it’s not, T want to look
for another plane There’s no use wasting any more time *

‘ Yes, yes, 1t 1s for sale,” he msists, “but why will not you let
us select the crew? We know better than anybody else how to fly
the Bellanca, how to take care of it It would be wise for you to
let us manage the flight to Pans You should think 1t over What

I tell you 1s best™
“There’s no use thinkmg 1t over,” I state definitely * We'll
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co-operate with you 1 every way we can, but we either buy the
plane ovtnght or we don’t buy st Will you accept this payment, .
or must I find another plane?”

1 pick the check up from the desk top Levmne’s eyes follow 1t

“You are making a mustake,” he argues “You are making
a mustake The Bellanca 1s the only airplane bt that 15 capable
of flying between New York and Pans ™

“P'm sorry,” [ reply, “but 1f you wan t sell outright, the sooner
1 start looking for another plane the better ” I start out the door

“Wait ———call me up tomorrow "

“There’s no use waiting,” 1 tell him, “unless you'll reconsider
your terms 7

Levine hesitates Then, “Call me up tomorrow —at eleven
a'clock,” he says

1 walk aunlessly through Manhattan streets, looking up at
skyscrapers, statung mto goods-filled windows After supper I go
to a motion picture theater to pass time———But I can’t lose
myself 1n the story Shootings and love affairs from a Hollywood
stage don’t replace my vision of the Bellanca Behind trivial and
fantastic escapades on the screen, 1 see wings, and engines tumning

21

It's eleven oclock T close the phone booth door and call my
number The reply comes at once

“Good morming,” Levine says * Well, have you changed your
mind?*

1 hang up the phone too angry to reply, step outside, and
stnde up Madison Avenue It's overcast, cold, and windy Crevices
1n the sidewalk hold filthy chunks of ice Taxis surge at the traffic
hghts Crowds of people, with problems of their own, flow by,
filier through traffic, seep in and out of stores Brsk walking, and
the cold February air, gradually clear my mind

Fokker, Wnght, Travel Air, Columbia — one company after
another has turned me down If T go out to San Diego, will the
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Ryan offer collapse too? With money 1n hand to buy a plane, 1
thought my major difficolty past. But now 1t seems 2 greater prob-
lem 1s to find one This 1s the thurd week of February Esen if Ryan
can butld a plape 1 two months, 1t would be late Apnl before 1
could be back in New York, ready to take off for Paris The
Bellanca 1s here, now It can start on any date its pilot chooses
Levine may already have decided to let Chamberlin male the
New York-to-Pans flight Instead of bewmng abead, I'm belund all
my competitors — so far behind, 1n fact, that they don’t esen con-
sider me 1n the runmng Most of them don’t know I exist

1t 1s reported that I Co der Davis 1s well along
with hus plans for a New York to-Pars firght, and that Major Gen-
eral Patrick, Chuef of the Army Awr Corps, has authonzed the
Huff Daland Company to sell hum a stripped-down, three-engmed
bomber — which 1s probably already butdt It has been announced
that Commander Byrd 1s going to trv for the Orteig prize m a new
trimotored Fokker -— so he must have found financial backing of
close to $100,000 There are rumors that Sikorsky is building
another multiengined biplane for Captain Rene Fonck Several
transatlantic planes may be vadergomg final tests 1 Europe — the
French have been pretty secretive about thewr projects All I can
offer my partners 1s the possibility that some as yet unknown
manufacturer of awcraft, maybe Ryan, will build 2 plane m which,
duning late spring or summet, I could try the New Yorh-to-Pans
fught I never did have a business proposition Now 1t can bardly
be called even a sporting venture Someone 1s almost certain to
take off before my plane 1s built. Of course taking off doesn't
necessarily mean feachng Pans And there's always the Pacific
Ocean I don't thitk anybody 1s preparng for a transpacific flight

22
“Let’s stick to the Pans fiight, Sm,” Harry Knight 15 sayng
“That's the 1dea we started out with ™
I'm back at 401 Olive Street, after the dreary tram trp from

New York
1 have just suggested that 1t mught be wise to give up plans for
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fiying the Atlantic and concentrate on a transpacific fught “Ne
one 1s working on a Paafic fught,” I say *We'd have plenty of
ume to prepare — to build a plane — to run our tests We mmght
be able to work up another prize hke Ortetg’s It would be a Jonger
fght, an even greater demonstranon of aviaton’s capabilities ™

But Kmght and Bixby have no thought of quitting Untal this
moment I didnt realize how firmly they stand behind me I went
to them hoping only for financial ad, and here I've found reat
partoers mn the venture

‘We'll put the money back mn the bank,” Bixby says, “and i
will be ready when you need 1t You may decide that Ryan can do
a pretty good job Let’s stay with ths Pans fight We're not
whipped yet
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FEBRUARY, 1927

THE RY¥AN AIRLINES factory 1s an old, diapidated bulding near
the waterfront I feel conspicuous driving up to 1t 1n a taxicab A
couple of loafers stare at me as I pay my fare There’s no flymg
field, no hangar, no sound of engines warmmng up, and the unmis
takable smell of dead fish from a near-by cannery mues with the
banana odor of dope from drymg wings What a change n
weather! It was sleeting when I left St Louis Here, on the 23rd of
February, palm leaves flutter in warm wind and sun

I open the door to a small, dusty, paper-strewn office A
slender young man advances to meet me —clear, piercing eyes,
mtent face He ntroduces himself as Donald Hall, chief engineer
for Ryan Airlines, Incorporated Amother young man moves up
bestde lum He 1s Walter Locke, mn charge of the purchasing
department Withm a few munutes, A J Edwards, sales manager,
arrtves — genial, stockily built

B F Mahoney, presdent of the pany, 15 broad-should
smiling, young — 1 hus late twenties, I judge

“Before we get down to talling busimess,” Mahoney says after
shaking hands, ‘we’d like you to sce what we're downg 1 the
factory »

He opens a door at the back of the office and we step down
onto the factory floor One of the workmen 1s welding a steel tube
1 place on a fuselage skeleton 1n front of us A half dozen men
are scattered about, splicing cables, drilling holes, istalling instru~
ments and levers, attending to the infinte details of awcraft
construction

1791
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“Here’s Hawley Bowlus, our factory manager ” A lanky fellow
with curly, brown hair extends his hand Workmen glance up from
thewr jobs — sizing me up, no doubt, as @ prospective customer
Another plane sold? A few more weeks of pay secure? A small
aviation company hike this must live from hand to mouth

“Thus ts Bert Tindale, shop supermtendent Mr McNeal, here,
has charge of final assembly Mr Anderson does our welding Mr
Morrow 15 our fiting expert, and Mr Rohr fakes care of tanks
and cowhings ¥ We shake hands as the mtroductions are made

“Qur fuselages are all tubular steel,” Mahoney explams “We
use wond wing spars and nibs

We chimb upstairs, past a gold-pgmented fuselage, to a big
loft of 2 room on the second, and top, floor Two men are fitling
ribs to spars of straight-gramed spruce Another 15 brushing mto
a cotton-clothed aileron sts second coat of dope

“Captamn Lindbergh, this 18 Mr Fred Ayers We depend on
tum for 2l our covenng and fimshing ™ Mahoney thumps his
fingers on a rudder’s fabric wiile we exchange greetings “Look at
that construction ™ he continues pownting to the framework “It's
strong and w's stmple You can hardly believe how much that
wing will lft~—~ Well, you've scen about all of our establish-
ment Shall we go back to the office and talk things over?”

We start downstars 1 count the fuselages under construction
~—two 1n framework stage, ane about ready for 1ts wing — not
much buswness to Leep a factory going

“Mr Mahoney has jost bought full ownership of Ryan Awr~
Imes,” the sales manager confides to me *We'll probably change
the name to the ‘B F Mahoney Asrcraft Corporation **

“Where do you test yout planes?” I ask

“Qur flying field 1s at Dutch Flats,™ Edwards answers “[t's out
on the edge of the oty We put the wing on a truck and tow the
fuselage belund ™

“The fiedd 1t very big,” Mahoney adds, “but 1t gets by, and
Ws comentent We'll take you out there later on You'll want to
meet Harngan and Kelly, they're our pilots ™
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“Have a chair ” We sit down on desks and tables There's a
moment of silence

“Well, we'd Iike to build your plane,” Mahoney says “What
do you thmk of our proposition?”

“Your telegram quoted a price of $6000, without engne,” 1
teply “How much would that make the cost, complete?”

“We quoted the price that way because we didnt know what
youd want m the way of engine and equipment,” Mahoney tells
me “It includes standard instruments and oversize fuel tanks If
we put mn a J 4 Whulwind and use our regular instruments, the
completed price would run between nme and ten thousand dollars
If you want one of the Wnght Corporation’s new J 5 engmes, 1t
would run $10,000 or better We can’t give an exact figure untid
we know what you want us to put i *

“I'd much rather fly 2 J 5,” I say * They develop a Iittle more
power, and their rocker-arms are enclosed I want a metal pro-
peller, and I've got to have a turn and bank mdicator Maybe a
fuel-flow meter would pay for its weight And I'd hike to carry an
earth inductor compass, I understand 1t’s easter to hold a course
with one of them Il need good mstruments — the best we can
get”

That s just 1t,” Mahoney answers * There’s no way for us to
make an estimate Il tell you what we’ll do We'll give you the
engine and all the exira equipment we buy for just what 1t costs
us We're interested m this flight too We won't take any commis
sion on the extras ”

“That’s fair enough How about performance? Are you sure
you can build a plane that will take off with enough fuel for the
flight?”

“We've spent quite a bit of time studymng the problem since
you wired us you were coming out here,” he replies “We know it's
a tough job, but we believe we can do it We'd put a big tank m
the mail compartment, and add a few feet to the wing span But
you'd better talk to Donald Hall about that He made the calcula-
tons
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“If we place our order with your company, will you guarantee
to gve us a plane with range enough to fly from New York to
Pans?”

Mahoney stufts his weight uncomfortably on the table

“1 don’t see how we can do that,” he says *“The nsks are 00
mgh Itisn’t as though we wete a big company with 2 lot of maney
sn the bank We aren’t going to make any profit on this plane any-
way, and we can t afford 1o take a loss — ~—the price doesn’t leare
us any marpn for a guarantee We'll put everylhing we've gt
mto it We'll do the best we can But at $6000 we can't go over-
board on guarantees ”

* How soon could you start bmlding the plane?” I ask

¢ We'd put some of our woskmen on it as soog as you place the
order,” Mahoney rephies

“Do you feel sure we could depend on dehvery m two
months?”

“We think we can busld it m less time, but I wouldn't want 10
promise ”

1's acreasingly obvious that the answer 1o my problem hes m
Donald Hall, the engncer My decision as to whether the Ryan
company 1s capable of burldiag a plane with the performance {
peed must depend primartdy on my estimate of him

“ ttunk the next step 1s for me to 1alk to your engineer about
some of the detnls of construction *

“All nght,” Mahoney agrees “You probably won't want u¢
around Why don’t you and Hall go off somewhere together?”

2

Hall and I are 1n ks bare but spacious drafting room next to
the wing Joft

“Now we can't use the standard Ryan fuselage,” hie says “Also,
the wang span will have 1o be considerably wcreased so as to &
duce the wing loadmg for take-off and 1ncrease the aspect mtio {or
ranpe That means we'll have to move the ail surfaces aft to mam-
tasa satisfactory stabibty and control And that means the eogine
wall have 10 be moved forward When 1t comes nght down o1
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Pve really got to design a completely new fuselage structure to
meet your requirements We will have to design a different type of
landing gear while we're about 1t,” he contmues * The M 2 type of
gear would be too heavy when 1t’s designed to go with the longer
wing span and to take the load you're gomng to carry Here's the
type of landing gear I favor for your auplane — — -

Hall begins to sketch

‘It won’t take long to build, and one hike this 1s structurally
sound The loads are efficiently carrted to the fuselage, and the
wheels are outside of the slipstream — that will cut down the
drag” A shghtly lopsided monoplane 15 taking form on the sheet
of paper mn front of us * My prelimnary calculations mdicate that
ten feet will have to be added to the wing span to get the airplane
off the ground 1 a reasonable distance with a full fue! load,” Hall
goes on “That will mcrease the range too, of course ——— Say,
you know the Clark-Y 1s a good arrfoil ———The mam gas tank
will have to be located nnder the wing 1n the fuselage, with ats
center of gravity close to that of the awrplane Now, where are we
going to put the cockpits for you and the navigator?”

‘T only want ope cockpit,” 1 reply “I'll do the navigating
myself ”

“You don’t plan on making that flight alone, do you? ' Hall
looks at me, rather startled “I-— I thought you'd need somebody
to navigate and be relief pilot I—1I thought 3t would be much
too long for one pilot

“I've thought about 1t a good deal,” I tell hym, “and I beheve
the chances of success are better with one pilot than with two
I'd rather have extra gasoline than an extra man ”

Hall’s mind prcks up the tdea nstantly “Well, of course that
would be a ig help from the standpoint of weight and perform-
ance — particularly range That would keep the length of the
fuselage down to a more reasonable figure It would probably save
about 350 pounds That’s at least fifty gallons more fuel, melud-
mg tank weight That would give you a good reserve I was wor
fied about the reserve you're gomg to have ———But are you
sure one pilot, alone, can make a fught like that? It’s going to be
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something like forty bours m the awr, you know Say, exactly how
far 15 1t between New York and Pans by the route you're gomg
to follow?™”

“It’s about 3500 mdes We cauld get a prelty close check by
scaling 1t off a globe Do you know where there 1s one?”

“There’s a globe at the public iibrary It only takes a few
munutes to drive there I've got to Anaw what the distance is before
I can make any accurate calculations My cac's nght outside ”

We chmb 1nto a rusting, black Buick roadster and head down-
wown

“It’s 3600 statute mles™ The bit of winte grocery string
under my fingers stretches taut along the coast of North America
bends down over a Faded blue ocean, and stnkes — about at night
angles — the land mass of Burope. It 130’ a very scientific way of
finding the exact distance between two pomts on the earth’s
surface, but the answer 15 acenrate enough for our first calenla-
tions

“1 assumed that the awrplane ought to carry fuet for 4000 mules
n stif air,” Hall says “Maybe that snt enough You may want to
follow the ship lanes Suppose you run imto a head wind~—~~"

“I'm gowg to fy straight,” I telf um “I don’t pfan on detous-
ing at all What's the use flying extra hours aver water just {0
follow the ship Janes? Jf I run 1o 2 head wind, 11 turn back and
try agam If the plane can make 4000 miles m sull ar, thats
plenty That’s 400 mules reserve plus whatever tai wind 1 pich up
1 won't start without a tail wind ”

Hall 1s figuning on the back of an envelope agamn

“Maybe we'd better put n 400 gallons of gasoline nstead of
380," he concludes

3
“We quoted a price of $6000 without enmne, and we're gOwg

1o delver a planc that will do the Job for that price If st takes 3
different fuselage and fanding gear, we'll buid them ™
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Mahoney leans forward 1 his office chair He speaks slowly,
sertously Hall has just finished describmg the changes he wants
to make m the Ryan M 2 design in order to achieve a range of
4000 miles

‘We cant afford to waste any money,” Mahoney says, ‘ but
don’t forget that the company’s reputation goes along with this
Plane ~——Can you make those changes and still get 1t built m
sixty days?”

“It wall be a real job, but I think we can 1f —if the men will
Put m a Iot of overttme,” Hall replies

“All right, Jet’s get under way as fast as we can’ Mahoney
turns to me ‘ You give us the order, and well start,” he says
‘ That will make $10,580, with 2 J 5 engine — spectal equipment
extra, at cost ™

WESTERN
UNION

SAN DIEGO CALIFORNIA

FEB 24 1927
HARRY H KNIGHT
401 OLIVE ST
ST LOUIS, M0
BELJEVE RYAN CAPABLE OF BUILDING PLANE WITH
SUFFICIENT PERFORMANCE STOP COST COMPLETE WITH
FHIRLWIND ENGINE AND STANDARD INSTRUMENTS IS TENW
THOUSAND FIVE HUNDRED EIGHTY DOLLARS STOP DELIVERY
RITHIN SIXTY DAYS STOP RECOMMEND CLOSING DEAL

LINDBERGH

I check wording and hand my telegram to the gurl n the office
T'm ready to cast my lot with the Ryan orgamzation I believe in
Hall s ability, I Like Mahoney s enthustasm I have confidence m
the character of the workmen Ive met This company 1s a fit
partner for our organization m St Lows They’re as anmous to
build a plane that will fly to Paris as I am to 8y it there
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5
WESTERN
UNION
ST LOUIS, WO
FEB 25, 1927

C A LINDBERGH

CARE RYAN AIRLINES, INC

3200 BARNETT AVE

SAN DIEGD, CALIF

YOUR WIRE STOP SUGGEST YOU CLOSE WITH RYAN FOLLOWING
TERUS

It’s from Harry Knight the deal 18 closed The chafing, frus
trating weeks of hunting, first for finance and then for a plane, are
over I can turn my atiention to the fight nself —to the design
and construction of the plane, to outfittng 1t with instruments
and emergency eq to stud 2 and the
weather coudittons !m Iikely to encoumcr along the route I
{follow

Astde from the loss of tme, there are great advantages
bwlding a new plane mstead of buying a standard model Every
part of 1t can be designed for a single purpose, every hine fashioned
to the Pans flight 1 can mspect each detanl before it's covered
with fabnic and farings And by knowmg intumately both the
strengths and weaknesses of my plane, I'll be able 1o tax 1he one
and reheve the other accordmg to conditions which anse By
working closely with the engineer, I can bumifd my own expenence
to the plane’s structure, and make the utmost use of the theortes
he expounds

6
“There are several stems we've got to decide on before I car
go ahead with the design ™
Donald Hall and I sit down on the long, curving beach at
Coronado Strand It's pleasantly warm i the mormng suz
“Where are we going to put the cockput?”
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“I'd Iike 10 have 1t behind the gas tank — about where 1t 1s
m the M-2,” I reply

“But then you couldn’t see straight ahead,” he argues “The
tanks would be directly i front of you I thought you would want
to sit behund the engine so as to have the best possible vision *

“You know we always look out at an angle when we take off,”
Itell lim “The nose of the fusclage blocks out the field straight
ahead, anyway Some of the mail pilots even have their windshield
pamted black to cut down refiection at night I don’t need straight
forward visson —— -7

“I'm not refernng to take off,’ Hall says “I know the engine
blocks out forward vision like 2 barn door while the arplane 1s
1n a lugh angle of attack attiude — I've done a litle pilotmg my-
self I'm thinking of forward vision i normal flight

“There’s not much need to sec ahead mn normal flight,” I reply
“I won't be following any awrways When I'm pear a flying field,
I can watch the sky ahead by making shallow banks Why don't
we leave the cockpit 1n the rear, and far it m? All I need 15 2
window on each side to see out through The top of the fuselage
could be the top of the cockpit A cockpit like that wouldn't add
any resistance at all I think we ought to give first consideration
to efficiency 1n flight, second, to protection m 2 crack-up, third, to
puot comfort I don’t see why a cockptt mn the rear doesn’t cover
all three Besides, I don’t like the idea of bemg sandwiched m
between the enpine and a gas tank the way you are up forward
If you crack up you haven’t got a chance in a place like that A
compass won't work as well, exther, close to the engie I've got
to have an accurate compass on this flight ”

“All nght The cockptt goes m the rear, then,” Hall says
“You're going to be the pilot I1l depend on your judgment about
things like that I wouldn't want to sit in front of a big gas tank
myself You remember what happened to the old British type
DH 4s, or flying coffins, with the pilot between the engine and the
gas tank, and the observer afi? They were built i this country
during the war, for the Army I recall the 1919 transcontiental air
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race, with about forty DH-4s among other types starting Sever
of them cracked up 1n forced landings All seven pilots died, and
all seven observers hived — — — Say, an enclosed cockpst that doesn’t
have any projections from the fuselage ought to increase the cruis-
1ng speed two or three miles an hour We might pick up an extra
hundred miles of range that way ~- ~But what are you gomng to
use the awrplane for later on? The passenger arrangement won't be
as good with the pifot behnd *

“] know 1t won't be as good & passenger plane,” I reply, “but
if we're gomng to break the world's record for distance, we've got
to put range above everything else 1 haven't even thought about
what 1o do with the plane after I land at Pans, and I'm not
gomg to until T get there ~~ -

“Okay Now what mght-fiying eqmpment do you want to put
1 the plane””

“None Those things are nice to have, but we can’t afford the
weight

“How about a parachute?”

“Same answer,” 1 reply “That would cost almost twenty
pounds *

Hall makes some notes on his pad “Well, if you don’t have
ta casry those things, 1t will make 1t a lot easier for me,” he says
“Say, I'm not satisfied with the size of the M-2 tail surfaces They
ought to be bigger for a heavy-load take-off, and to get good
stabiity m erwsing fight The trouble 15 I just don’t have tume to
design new tail surfaces and get the plane bwilt m two months ”

“Do you thnk 1t would be dangerous to use the M-2 surfaces?”
T ask

“No, not for an expenenced pilot,” Hall rephes *But I'd
rather do a first-class job all the way around The stability just
wor't be as good as I'd hike to have ™

“Wouldn't bigger surfaces cut down the range?”

« g, Wttle, but nat veey much ™

+Let's put everythng wto range,” 1 say 1 don’t need a very
stable plane Tl have to be watching the compass all the tme
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anyway I don’t plan on gomng to sleep while I fly Besides, we
can’t afford to spend time on anything that 1sn’t essential

“All nght, that’s decided then Now 1t’s tume to talk about
range ”

We agree to elmnate from our calculations the uncertamties
of wind along the route, and to plan our reserves on the basis that
it will peither hinder us nor help We conclnde that the minimum
requrement for fuel will be enough to fly between New York and
Pans over the great-circle route 1n still arr Of course to do that
i actual practice requues a theoretical reserve An engme
fight doesn’t operate with perfect settings, and a pilot doesn’t
navigate with perfect accuracy, or plan on landing with his tanks
dry We decide that the plane should be designed around a the-
oretical range of 4000 mules, as Hall onginally suggested

‘Well, Charke, I thmk we can freeze the design now,” Hall
tells me “I'l make a prelmmary layout of the general arrange-
ment and show it to you There 1s0’t going to be much left of
the M-2 design, except the wing nibs and the tal surfaces I want
to start on the weight and balance analyses, and L1l have to follow
them with the wing and fuselage stress analyses Then I've got to
get the drawings of the wing and fuselage structures out as fast
as I can so the shop can start work ™

7

The drafting-room door knob rattles We've got the lock turned
There are loud bangs

“Don’t you fellows ever quit work?” Mahoney asks as I let
im 1 “Say, where do you keep the key to tins door? I mught
want to get iz here some mght™

“There 1sn’t any key,” Hall tells lum, “at least not since I've
been working here We use a hacksaw blade to get m——jyust shp
1t through the crack there, and push”

Mahoney laughs and shakes his head “I've brought up the
paper,” he says *There’s an article you may want to sce Well,
T've got to be downtown m fifteen minutes Good might”
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WANAMAKER BEHIND NEW
YORK PARIS FLIGHT

WILL FINANCE BYRD VENTURE
WITH $100 000
Moy Race with Fonck

NEW YORK March 2—Rodman Wana
malke; 0 once financed a project to fiy
the Atlantl ocean which was prevented by
e war will back Commander Byrds
attempt to fiy non stop from New York to
Paris next spring A huge threc-engined

In carTying Out his project Commander
Byrd will make use of the most advanced
instruments and navigational devices
known to science

(This 15 the most defimite and comprehensive story about the Pans
fiight 1 ve seen I continue readwng )

This spring may see a race between

the French ace who crashed on Roosevelt
Field on an sttempted take off for Parls
last September

A number of American pilots Including
Commander Noel Davis are known to be
planning on competing for the Orteig prize
©of $25 000 which will be awarded to the firat

engtned Ryan moncplane and plans to
make the fitght alone.

On ths European slde of the ocean it fs
understood that transatlantic planes are
being constructed In France England and
Tuly

1 fold the paper and stand up
“We'd better go get some supper ” I say it firmly
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Donald Hall strasghtens on his stool Pencil lines curve and
angle delicately over the face of Jus drafting board’s white sheet
A fusclage 1s taking outlme form He’s been situng on that stool
smce early mormng, with no break except for quick meals and a
few trips downstaurs to talk to Bowlus and the workmen It was
the same yesterday, and the day before

“You've been here long enough,” I tell him “A fellow can
wortk so hard that he loses tme, you know ™

“I have to get these drawmngs done, Chatlie,” he explams
“They're holding everythmg up Bowlus can’t start work on the
plane untit he gets them All he can do 1s assemble some of the
material and order a few parts * Hall hangs his T square on its
natt and stretches s body stiffly “I've got to have some sleep
tonight, though, and 1 think I can finish the first drawing 1o the
mormng

We close windows, turn off lights, make sure all factory doors
are locked, and chmb nto his roadster

‘Don, don’t you think you ought to set a regular pace at this
work?* I suggest, while we're eating at the cafe counter “A fellow
can’t think as clearly without sleep ”

“T know I'll get some rest as soon as I get ahead of the shop,”
he says vaguely *Say, we ought to have some kund of ventilation
m the cockpit if you're gowg to fly with the windows closed ”
Then pulhing lus mmd away from design with obvious effort, he
comes back to my question “T'll go for a hike through the moun-
tams this week end Did you ever hike through the mountains? Its
the best way of getting a rest I know Last summer, I went huking
up 1n the — — - $ay, do you want gauges oo your gasoline tanks,
Charlie?”

“No That would mean extra pounds, and they never seem to
work I'll measure fuel consumption with my watch ”

8
How does one navigate along a great circle, crossing 3600
mules of earth and ocean? I've never made an over-water flight
before In fact, I've never really done any long-distance flying at

P
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all Not one of the planes I've piloted 1n the past was capable of
five hundred miles nonstop without a strong tail wind My naviga-
tion has always been carried out on maps which I checked with
landmarks on the ground There were lakes, towns, bends 1 rivers,
and railroad tracks to tell me when I was on my route or how far
Pd dnfted from 1t At night, on the mail, there were famihar Lghts
below Flymg the Atlantic will be different I'll have to use naviga-
tion Like that of ships at sea I'l have to change my heading by
time and theory mstead of by raslroad tracks and rivers How do
ship captams find ther destmed harbors after saling for weeks
out of sight of land? Of course they take sextant sights on the
sun and stars Why can’t 1 do that too? And they have radio to
help them Maybe I can carry a set mn the Spirtt of St Lows—1f
1t’s not to heavy How does one lay out a great circle route? Does
1t require much knowledge of mathematics? Where can I find out
about such things?

I could undoubtedly get the mformation I need from some of
the naval officers stationed at San Diego, but I hesitate to ask
them for advice There’s enough skepticismn about my flight now,
without adding to n by showing how mexpenenced I am 1n the

1 of long-d Jié Most men already look at
me askance when they hear of my plans, and shake thewr heads
when they Jearn that I mtend to go alone They say I'm attempting
the impossible, that I'm too young to realize what I'm undertaking
and that someone with authorty should stop my fight That
attitude, if carned far enough, might even affect the officers of the
Ryan Company and the workmen 1n the shop It could put my
partners in St Louts 1n a false position of responsibility It could
add greatly to my problems, and cause all kinds of trouble No, its

1 to an phere of and capability
concerning every detail of my fight Ican’t aﬂord to mnquire openly
about such an elementary procedure as the construction of a great
circle course Well, Sar Dtego 15 an ocean port There'll be ship
chandlers on the waterfront, where stocks of charts are carned
111 go there first and see what I can buy
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9

“I want a set of charts covermg the North Atlantic Ocean,”

1 tell the clerk He looks up m obvious surpnise
“The Atlanuc? Sorry, we supply only Pactfic shipping You

might get Atlantic charts at San Pedro We’re never had a request
for them before ™

That means a tnp up north I'll try to borrow one of the Ryan
Company’s monoplanes

10

The store at San Pedro has drawers of charts that apparently
cover all the earth’s salt water

“I think these are what you want ™

The salesman pulls out two oblong sheets They're Mercator’s
Pprojections and — yes, I'm in luck — they extend mnland far enough
to include New York and Pans Then Iike stumbling over a nugget
of gold, I see a gnomonic projection covermg them both “A great
cucle on the earth’s surface translates mto a curve on a Mercator’s
chart, but 1t becomes a straight hne on a gnomonic projection” —
1 remember learning that m the Army’s navigation class Why?
Because all maps are distorted in one way or another You can't
Just skin the suzrface off a globe and flatten 1t out neatly on a table

Rummaging around stil] farther, I locate a time-zone chart of
the world, a chart of magnetic vartation, and others showing pre-
vailling winds over the Atlantic for April, May, and June I buy
them all

For crossing the contiment to St Louss and New Yok, I know
of nothing better than the Rand McNally railroad maps one can
buy at any first class drugstore, for fifty cents per state

11
Donald Hall has cleared off a table for my use 1 his drafting
room It's 2 dusty, unmspiring place, with damp-spotted walls and
unshaded hight bulb hanging down on a wire cord from the cetling’s
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center Divergent factory nosses mungle with the odors of dope
and fish, and on ramny days a bucket has to be placed on the floor
to catch dnpping water But there’s enough room to spread out
sheets of charts and drawngs, and, locked 1n, we work 1 relative
seclusion

My navigating problems have begun to clanfy I found, printed
on the charts I bought, ample instructions for laying out my great-
cicle route With the instruments Hall loaned me, I drew a straight
line between New York and Pans on the gnomonic projection
Then I transferred points from that Iine, at hundred mile ntervals,
to the M s and d these pomts with
straight hines At each pomt, I marked down the distance from
New York and the magneuc course to the next change i angle
I chose hundred mile intervals as convensent distances to work
with because, wind and cruising speed considered, 1t seems likely
that the Spirit of St Lows will cover about that distance each
hour Since there's no way to be sure, one might as well choose
a conventent figure Now, I have my route mked 1n and 1ts
tume zones measured off The distance scales at exactly 3610
miles

I stand looking down at the p chart It’s f.
that curving, polygonic hine, cutting fearlessly over thousands of
mules of contnent and ocean Independent of the world 1t seems —
qust as I was independent of the world that moonhit mght 1 Sep-
tember when I concewved this flight to Panis It curves gracefully
northward through New England, Nova Scotia, and Newfound-
land, eastward over the Atlantic, down past the southern tip of
Ireland, across a narrow stp of England, untd at last it ends
sharply at the little dot 1nside of France marked * Pans

What freedom lies 1n flying! What godlike power 1t gives to
man! I m independent of the seaman’s coast lines, of the lands-
man's roads, I could as well have drawn that line north to the
Arctie, or westward over the Pacific, or southeast to jungles of
the Amazon Im like a g magte f The
symbols I pluck from paper, appled to the card of a compass
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held straight by rudder and stick, will take me to any acre on the
carth where I choose to go

But laying out that course seems too simple to justify building
my entire project on its accuracy After all, when everything else
has been done, when the Spiret of St Lows has been built, tested,
and paid for, when I've made the final take off from New York
with enough fuel 1n the tanks to reach Pars, then success, reputa
tion, life stself will depend on the correctness of that curving black
lne and the numerals I've marked along 1its edges I'd feel better
A I could get some check on my work, some confirmation of my
figures and my angles

The public library has texts on 2 that gve
detagled mnstruction about sphenical mathematics I dectde to lay a
second route across the ocean by trigonometry But 1t’s not as
easy to find great circle latitudes and longitudes through logarithmic
formulae as 1t 1s to pick them off charts Even after I lcarn the
procedure, 1t takes a long time to work out each position, and
there are thuty six of them m all After spending several days
at this task, I reach a pomt 1n the Atlantic twelve hundred mues
beyond the coast of foundiand My 1 ronte and
my charted route comcide so closcly that 1t seems time wasted to
continue with the calculations I bave satisfied myself that the
headings X marked on the Mercator s projections are correct, and
there are other problems which demand attention

Now that I have my courses laid out properly, I must be sure
I can hold them — aver the ocean — over fog — at mght — and
with unknown wind dnifts

Should I buy a sextant and study celestial navigation? But
could I handle a sextant at the same time I'm fiying a plane? That
at least 1s something I can ask the naval officers on North Island —
N0 ane expects an arplane pilot to know much about celestral
navigation T can also ask them about the radio sets they use
The next question 1s how to make contact with the Navy.
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12

“You might get a sun-lme, but I don’t think you can hold 2
sextant steady enough to fake a bubble sight at the same tune you
fly the plane You ought to carry a navigator on a flight Jike that”

A blue-uniformed officer has come to see the Spurit of St Lows
Insigma and stripes of gold mark a rank I do not know But here's
a source of informatron I can tap

“How much do your aircraft radios weigh, and how far can
you get direction with a loop?’ I ask

“I can’t answer those questions,” he tells me “ Radio 1sn’t my
spectalty But why don’t you come out to North Island and visit
us? IR introduce you to the experts there ™

13

1 find that naval radios are much too heavy for my single-
engmed plane, and that their value on a flight like mune 15 doubtful
‘The more I study the problem, the more I realize that 111 have to
rely on dead for my na and that a ful
flight will depend primarily on the reserve of fuel the Spirit of St
Louws can carry After I tell Hall the result of my studies, we decide
to iocrease the tank capacity to 425 gallons — we'll trade radio
and sextant wesght for extra gasohne What I lose i navigational
accuracy I hope to gaun twice over 1n total range

“How difficult would 1t be to design the Ianding gear so I could
drop 1t 1z flight?” T ask

“We could do that Of course it would weigh a few pounds
more,” Hall tells me ‘ But you'd crack up landing, Charlie!™

“Not badly It mught get the prop, but if I Janded on sod, I
don't think the fuselage and wings would be damaged much —
with a hght load If the margmns are close, st mght make the differ-
ence between success and falure It might even save the plane ™

“ell, that would gove us a fot of extra range,” Hall sag¥
“But suppose you had to turn back after you cut loose the gear?”

We discuss methods of dropping a landing gear from the air,
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so that it would break free cleanly without danger of mjuring any
part of the plane Hall’s not happy about the 1dea, and neither am
T We decide to put 1t 1z the back of our munds, as an emergency
reserve, mn case more accurate performance calculations prove
disappomnting

I have divided my reserves for the flight mto two categories
The first ¥ class as reserves for success, the second, as reserves for
fadure I depend on my reserves for success to land me on the
aerodrome at Le Bourget I depend on my reserves for failure to
Jet me live 1f T can’t get through to Paris, and, 1f possible, to save
my plane They will be kept m the background

Extra fuel 1s my greatest reserve for success With 11, I can
nide through might and detour storms Prevailing westerly winds
form a reserve which costs me nothing And the long coast line of
Europe — I can be hundreds of miles off course when I strike 1t,
and still reach Paris

The ability to turn back 1s my greatest reserve for fadure For
more than a thousand miles after I leave New York I'll be withm
easy reach of land If weather becomes too thick, if I encounter
head winds, or if some fluctuating gauge or engine roughness wndt-
cates danger, I can turn back and start the flight agamn Here, too,
the amount of fuel I carry may be of top importance

But suppose my engine fails over the Atlantic, what emergency
equipment shall I take with me? Is 1t wise to carry any equipment
for a forced landing on the ocean, or would that simply be a self-
decewving gesture — actually a detnment to safety? Under such
conditions, could anything I carry save my hfe? It’s a problem
to which I can find no clear-cut answer Safety at the start of my
flight means holdmg down weight for the take-off Safety durning my
fight requires pleaty of emergency equipment Safety at the end
of my flight demands an ample reserve of fuel It's impossible to
1ncrease safety at one point without detracting from 1t at another
1 must weigh all these elements in my mind, and attempt to strike
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some balance In each mnstance, I'll try to buoy life with hope, no
matter how faint that hope may be

I decide to buy a small, black rubber raft that's displayed
the window of a sporting goods store downtown, which stripped
of 1ts oars, weighs only ten pounds Should I carry a rubbenzed
sheet to keep out wind and spray when I'm 1n the raft? No, I can
use fabric from the wing for that 111 need a kmfe for cuttng I
mark 1t down on my Iist A big knife with a fixed blade would
be best 1o emergency, held by a cold or injured hand Of course
if T land i the ocean, 11l get soaked, and it's doubtful that 11!
ever get dry again I must dress to stay as warm as possible 1
wet clothing That means wool material, no cotton or leather —
except my shoes

Even of a ship did pass nearby, 1t could hardly see a little raft
floating 1n the waves Suppose it passed at mght-—1I ought to
take some flares At best, 1t's not likely that I'd be found quickly,
50 11l have to carry some water and some food Water wesghs an
awful lot — eight pounds a gallon plus container I've heard that
a man named Armbrust has invented a device that condenses
moisture from the breath, which can be drunk agam ~— possibly
I can buy one

14

A stamp collector has offered me a thousand dollars to carry
one pound of mail to Panis 1 the Spirit of St Lows! T reread his
letter yes, 2 single pound He has seen newspaper notices about
my project I don’t understand it, I don’t see why anybody 13
willing to pay so much money for a few souvemr envelopes
and stamps A thousand dollars would help our financing quite a
Jot, and maybe there are other ways of earming money that I
baven't thought about But the principle 1nvolved — I've deter-
muned to hold down every ounce of excess werght If I once start
compromusing, I won't know where to stop Sull — one pound —
a thousand dollars - ——I'll write to my partners about it
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LEGION BACKS DAVIS NEW
YORK-PARIS FLIGHT

PLANE TO HAVE 4600
MILE RANGE

MARCH 14—Lfeut Commander Noel
Davis plana to take off from Mitchell

Legion, Members of the Legion will con
tribute to the cost of the fight which
will be about $100 000

Commander Davis who is one of the
most experienced aviators and aerial pav
igators in the United States will not
leave anything to chance He will use a
sextant of his own {nvention

The Huff Daland Company must have changed its name to
Keystone I wonder if Davis’s American Legion 1s the stripped-
down bomber that General Patrick authorized the company to
sell — redesigned for an extra engme i the nose Every few days
a new article about the progress of New York-to-Paris projects
appears m the paper I'm clearly m a race against tume, with odds
against me

The construction of the Spirst of St Louts moves along as fast
as Hall can produce drawings from his board Bowlus starts work
on less umportant items without waitng for drawings Everyone
18 taking a personal mterest 1 my flught, hours of overtime labor
have become normal and voluntary Hall often goes to the factory
at five o’clock 1n the mormng to wspect the previous day’s progress
before the men armve Work on other planes has almost stopped
It's less than three weeks since I arnved 1n San Diego, yet skeletons
of the fuselage and wing have taken form
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I've completed my general plans of navigation My study
brngs out four critical points on the flight Frrst, my take-off with
full tanks of fuel Second, my check-out on the coast of New-
foundland Thurd, my landfall on European shores Fourth, my
landing at Le Bourget I can only be sure of covening two of these
poimnts 1n daylight The most mportant 1s the take-off — I must
be able to see for that The next 1s to locate my posttion accurately
before starting over the ocean

I'll take off from New York at daybreak That will gtve me
sunlight for my overloaded hours, and put me over Newfoundiand
before dusk It should let me strike Ireland before nightfall of the
second day 11l have to find Panis and land on Le Bourget after
dark Of course 111 be a ittle tired by that tune, but I'll have 2
Iightly loaded plane And there’s the moon — if weather and
competition don’t interfere too much with my take-off date, I can
arrive above Europe when 1t's close to full I think I could even
locate my position at might 1f I make a landfall in clear weather,
under a full moon The third week 1 June would be an 1deal time
to start — the longest days of the year, and briliant moonhght

Hall 15 busy computing more accurate performance curves He
now estimates the theoretical range of the Spirit of St Lotus to be
4100 rmles, at the most economucal crusing speeds Even with
no help from wind, that would put me over Paris with 500 mules
of fuel 1n my tanks -~ a reserve 1o ease the mind of any pilot

To get maximum range, of course, throttle and mixture con
trols must be correctly set It would help a ot «f I had an mstru-
ment 1n the cockpit which would show my exact consumption of
gasoline with each different adjustment of the engine I've tred to
get such an mnstrument both through the Army and through com-
merctal companses, without success Apparently there 1s no satis-
factory fuel flow meter for arcraft So I'm designing one myself
It's hight and sumple, and maybe 1t will work
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NUNGESSER TO FLY ATLANTIC

FRENCH ACE ANNOUNCES
PARIS TO NEW YORK FLIGHT
THIS SUMMER

PARIS March 25—Captain Charfes Nun

I lay the evening paper down on the restaurant counter That
makes the fourth New York-Pans project besides my own, to be
definutely announced — Byrd, Foock, Davis, Nungesser And
Chamberln 15 almost certainly gettng the Bellanca ready He’s m
the best position to be first to start I wonder if he'll try to break
the world s endurance record before taking off for Panis I pay the
waitress for my supper, and start on a walk along the waterfront

17

WESTERN
UNION

ST. LOUIS M0 MAR 28, 27
CHARLES A LINDBERGH
CARE RYAN AIRLINES INC
SAN DIEGO, CALIF
CHANGES IN WING AREA AND LOADING APPROVED STOP
COMMITTEE ADVISES THAT THEY HAVE A RUMOR THAT YOU
INTEND TO DROP LANDING GEAR WHICH THEY DO NOT
APPROVE PLEASE ADVISE

HARRY H KNIGHT

‘That means our formal entry bas just been acceptcd by the
Contest Ce of the N: I A -
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they adminsster the rules for the Orterg prize I mailed our applica-
tton a month ago, but the committee wanted more defimtte -
formation than I could furnish then about the plane I was gowmng
to fly, and my mtended pont of take-off from New York Sixty
days must elapse between a pilot’s entry and s flight, according
to the regulations That means I won't be eligible until the end
of May If I start before that, and get to Pans, we’ll Jose twenty-
five thousand dollars!

I send a return wire, saying that I do not intend to drop the
landing gear, and that the Spirit of St Lowas will be ready for its
test flights sometime 1 April

18

When the Whrrlwind engine arrives from Paterson, we gather
around the wooden crate as though some statue were to be un-
verled It’s ike a huge jewel, lying there set in sts wrappings We
marvel at the quality of cosmoline-pamted parts Here 1s the ult-
mate n hightness of weight and power — two hundred and twenty-
three horses compressed 1nto mmne delicate, fin-covered cylinders
of aluminum and steel On this intricate perfection I'm to trust my
lfe across the Atlantic Ocean

The wmner organs of this engine — sts connecting rods, cams,
gears, and beanings — will be turning over many hundred times
each muute — sparks jumpmng, teeth meshing, pistons stopping
and reversing at incomprehensible speeds And I'm demanding that
this procedure continue for forty hours if need be, for all the 3610
mules between New York and Paris! It scems beyond the abiity
of any mechanism to wathstand such a stram, yet— I force myself
back to reahty — Whulwinds are flying on the mail hnes for
thousands of hours betwcen failures And this engine, the Wright
Corporation says, has had a special mspection

19
1t’s early April. Word has gotten around San Diego about the
plane we're building for a fight across the Atfantic Ocean Two
or thrce reporters have come to talk to me about it Short asticles
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have appeared 1n the city’s papers Each week brings more visitors
to our factory Ths afterncon several naval aviation officers from
North Island stop by Since I have my preparations well i hand,
I take ime off to show them various parts of the Spirit of St Louss,
and tell them about the fiight I'm plannimg As they leave, they
mvite me to give an address at the Naval Air Station some evemng,
on the subject of long distance zerial navigation Imagine! The very
men to whom I'd have gone for advice, had I not feared making a
display of my 1gnorance, asking ne to give them a lecture on navi-
gationt! Do I have enough knowledge and ability now to do this?
As far as the use of dead reckonng on the fhights between San
Diego and Pans 15 concerned, I've studied 1t intensively, and laid
out my charts with detaded care If I confine myself to these items,
Tl be on solid ground And these men from North Island can give
me much assistance m the future There’s hitle to lose and much
to gam by accepting

20

The lecture turns out to be less difficult than I expected The
naval officers are as fine a group of men as I've ever met—
courteous, gental, intelligent They are greatly interested 1 my
plans, and since none of them has studied such a long flight before,
I find myself 1z the enviable position of a speaker who knows his
subject better than anyone else present

‘Why did you select a monoplane for the tnp?” one of the
officers asks

“It’s more efficient than a biplane, theres more reom 1n the
wing for gasoline and 1t can carry more 1ce,” I tell bum

¢ What kind of charts do you mtend to use? * a hieutenant com-
mander quenes

““The same as you carry on ships at sea, after I leave the coast
lme,” T answer

* Suppose you strike a wind change m the mght, and 1t drifts

you far off course?’
“A navigatng error woulda’t be too serous, thrs flight sn't
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Like shoohng for an island I can’t very well miss the entwe
European coast”

They all laugh at that

“When do you plan on starting?”

“I hope to leave San Diego sometime 1n Apnl,” I seply.

“deally, I'd hike to take off from New York m June, when the
moon 15 full That wondd mve me a mmimum of darkness ™

As T outhne the reserves I'm establisbing and the Ingh per-
{ormance we expect to obtam from the Spint of St Louts, even
the skeptics apparently begin to feel that the flight may be within
realms of possibility — not 2 purely swicidal venture

21
PARIS PLANE TESTED

AMERICAN LEGION SHOWS
HIGH SPEED IN SURPRISE
FUGHT

BRISTOL PFNN Apr 9--Lieut, Com
mander Noel Davis took his Keystone
Pathfinder biplane the Amerlcan Legion
oft on Ita maiden fight here today with
Lieut. Stanton 11 Wooster a1 his gide av
co-pilot.  The apeed with which his big
ship has been tonstructed was a surprise
10 everyone who has been watching the
progress of the various transatlantic filght
projects. It threw consternation {nto ihe
camps of hts rivals,

‘The plane handles besutffully Com
mander Dovis #ald  But we want to test
It thoroughly we are fot gotng to leave

.

Amesics -~

mmander Eytd emphasized the fact
that the Might 1s 10 be made solely in the
interests of aeronautic actence and internas
onal xood Wi mme
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On the Ryan factory floors the workmen are out to set a
record 1n construction tune ~— they’re reading the papers too They
know how desperately I want to be m New York by the end of
Apnl They have been watching the reports about Nungesser’s final
Ppreparations in France, about Byrd’s transatlantic Fokker, about
Chamberhn and the Bellanca, about Davis and Wooster Every
expeditton 1s ahead of me A smgle day’s delay might make the
difference between success and failure, and they are determined
that the resp lity for such a disapp won't he with
the man 1n the shop Each of them 1s striving to do a quicker and
better job on the Spirit of St Lows than he’s ever done before No
pams are too great, and no hours too long, hights sometrmes burn
1n the factory all through the mght Donald Hall worked for one
stretch of thurty six hours, without sleep The only good natured
grumbhing I've heard in the shop was when Hall sent down draw
ings that called for fuselage fairings to an accuracy of one thirty-
second of an mch Then Superintendent Bert Tindale remarked
that he’d never before been asked to hold such accuracy But I saw
him workmng there the rest of the afternoon with a scale on which
the wnches were divided mto thirty-seconds

22

In this second month of construction I have plenty of free
tme Instruments and emergency equipment have all been ordered,
and, except for a few 1tems, have arnved Practically all the detals
of my plans are laid 1ve considered every contingency I can think
of that might anse during the flight — how much weather to push
through, how to locate my position on the European coast, what to
do if I have to land at sea how to find Pans if I make my landfall
after dark, and a hundred other possibilities Ive studied wind
roses over the North Atlantic for Aprd, May, and June untl 1
Practically know them all by heart — espectally those disturbing,
short blue arrows that indicate the percentage of head winds

1 make a pomnt of spending part of each day at the factory In
good weather I often go out to Dutch Flats and fiy one of the




[106] The Spirst of St Lows

company’s machmes None of them has a Whulwind engine, but
they perform well with their wartime Hispanos, and they teach me
the ch wstics of high-wing )!

23

ENDURANCE PLANE SMASHES
WORLD S RECORD

CHAMBERLIN AND ACOSTA
MORE THAN TWO DAYS

IN AIR

NEW YORK April 14 —The world s en
durance record for afrcraft returned to the

tablished in August 1925 by two French
Army officers Drouhin and Landry at
Etampes.

WANT TO FLY ATLANTIC

Tired but happy both flyers are anxlous
to be the first to make the New York to
Paris fight across the Atlantle Ocean.
Gluseppe Bellanca the designer aaid his
plane could be made ready for the ocean
@ight within three days but that much
more time would be used for careful prepa
ratlon,

Charles A. Levine chalrman of the Co-
fumbla_ Afrcraft Corporstion which plans
on building Bellanca Alrcrafe eatd that
preparations would be rushed to permit the
Bellanca to be the first plane to complete
the New York to Paris flight ——

Well, that’s the record I've hoped to break Maybe I still can
break 1t In the Sperat of St Lows 111 have the extra pilot’s weight
1n fue] Other things being equal, that should give me a fifty gallon
advantage over the Bellanca But as far as the New York to-Pans
flight 15 concerned, there’s no usc blinding myself to reality Almost
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everyone else would have to faidl before my project can succeed —
and everyone else seems to be getung along wonderfully well I
was too far behind m starting 1 probably won't even fly my plane
through to New York, to say nothirg of taking off for Pans

T've already purchased charis and begun laying out a trans-
pacific flight by way of the Hawanan Islands I could land on all
five continents, and fly around the world That might be even more
worth while and interesting than the fight from New York to Pans
Of course navigation would be difficult I'd need either directional
radio or a navigator to be sure of strking the small, mid-ocean
slands, but the longest nonstop distance would be less than 2 500
miles I'd have over a thousand miles extra fuel range to turn into
equipment weight And I've heard of an electrical engineer in Los
Angeles who thinks he can build an aircraft radio set that has reli-
ability and long range, with a wesght of less than forty pounds
m going to get mn touch with him this week

24

AMERICA CRASHES ON TEST
FLIGHT

BYRD BENNETT AND NOVILLE
INJURED FOKKER PILOTING
CRAFT AT TIME

NEW YORK April 16—The big tri
motored Fokker monoplane which Com
mander Richard Evelyn Byrd and his crew
were preparing for the transatlantlc filght
between New York and Parls crashed at

0 e m;
a landing after iy ﬂrst trial fifght when i
overturned infuring three of the four

at the controls during the landing and the
only one uninjured.

The dent may force Commander
Byrd to abandon hiy plans for a trans-
oceanic fight this spring —-—
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Tony Fokker has cracked up* Every member of the Byrd crew
has been injured 1 can hardly beheve the sentences my eyes are
reading Much as I want to be the first to start for Pans, I dont
wish my competstors hard fuck Crashed planes and fiyers 1n hos-
pitals mpaur all of aviation, and destroy the joy of flight Appar-
ently the Fokker just nosed over on the field Its tal hadn’t been
loaded down enough The nose structure, holding the center engume,
collapsed and crushed Floyd Bennett's leg

That's one of the things I don’t hke about big planes, and
forward cockpits If a small plane, like the Spirit of St Louis, with
the cockpit 1n the rear, noses over, the pilot 1sn t hikely to be hurt
atall

25

The thid week of Aprid 1s crammed with the endiess detads
which precede the completion of a new awplane An atmosphere of
tension and expectancy pervades the entire factory Mahoney re-
marks dryly that there’s no use thunking about producing other
machmes until the Sparat of St Loues 15 out of the way — as though
he limself hadnt ordered the construction of my plane rushed
ahead of everythung else Each workman has some fimshing touch
to add before hes ready to call his job completed They all sign
their names on the front wing-spar, before the fabnc covenng 15
added, “to nde along on the flight for good luck.”

1 am working on lsts for the flight arrangements I must make
at every stop, from San Diego through to Panis [ open my ittle
black notebook, and read them again

TO BE ARRANGED FOR
San Diego Take-Off

Stop matl leave address

Pack and address sustcase

Wire day of arrival to Rmight and Wassall
Notify papers

Start motor at

Take off at
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St Lows Arnval

Taxi to position near N G hangars
Arrange for care of plane
Arrange for guard
‘Wire Ryan Aurhines
Arrange for quarters
Arrange for servicing
Total gal gas—
Total gal ol—

{Chamois gas, screen o1l)
Arrange final flight details
‘Wire for necessary arrangements at N'Y,
Complete St Lows bustness
Arrange for future mail and express

St Lows Take-Off

Notify papers and C M Young

Wire Roosevelt Freld, Weather Bureau,
Wnight, Pioneer, NAA

Notify papers

Start motor at —

Take off at —

NY Arnval

Arrange for care of plane

Arrange for guard

Wire St Lous and Ryan Aurlines

Arrange for quarters on field

Arrange for weather reports, motor overhaul,
mstrumeat check

Light code

N.Y Take-Off
Notfy papers

Have time of take-off wired to St Lows and
Ryan Airlines
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Paris Armival
Arrange for care of ship
Arrange for guard
Cable St Lours Ryan Airlines, Wnght Aero,
Mother, Standard Oil, Union Od
Arrange for clothes
Arrange for quarters

I've completed about all the arrangements I can before I'm
ready to start San Drego and St Lows won’t be difficult I have
plenty of friends 1n both places New York and Pans will be the
problems I don’t know anyone I can count on for help i either
cty

As to my p 1 and Yy equip i’s all pur-
chased — flymg suit, canteens, Army rations, rubber raft, pump,
repair kit, flares — everything I can think of I may need that comes
within the weight allowance I've set At first I couldn't find any
red flares Then I bought four of the kind railroads use for danger
signals I've got each one sealed up watertight 1n a prece of bieycle
wmner tube I opened one of the cans of Army rations as a test
Inside were three bars of a dry, chocolatehke concoction The
taste 15 awful You'd have to be pretty hungry to cat the stuff,
but for me, that’s probably an advantage

26
NUNGESSER TO TAKE OFF
SUNDAY ON OCEAN FLIGHT

PARIS Apr 13-—Captaln Charlea Nun

fgesser the great French acc announced

that 1f weather conditions are favorable

he will take off from Le Bourget Afrdrome

at daybreak Sunday morning on & non

stop Alght foF New York — -~

If Nungesser 1s ready to start on Sunday, the Bellanca 1s the
only American plane that can beat him to the take-off I wonder
what has been holding Chamberhin back Maybe this next article

will throw some light on the question
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MAIL PILOT TO NAVIGATE
BELLANCA ON PARIS FLIGHT

NEW YORK Apr 19 --An announcement
1ssued at the offices of the Columbla Air
craft Corporation stated that Lloyd W
Bertaud had been chosen as navigatior
for the Bellanca monoplane on its projected
non stop flight between New York and
Parfs. Bemud s been an air-mall pitot
for two yeas s the reputation of
being one o the be:t nlght fiyers on the

appear upon the fleld 1 flying togs. Thelr

will take off Within the next ten days. —

Well, I m not going to let these press reports worry me There's
nothing I can do to push construction faster 1N fly my plane
through to St Lows as soon as 1ts tests are over Then, my partners
and I will get together and lay our final plans

27

‘ Major Young 1s 1 San Diego He wants to see you while he's
here ” Mahoney has knocked on our drafting room door to give
me the news Major Clarence M Young commands my Reserve
Squadron at Richards Field, 1 Kansas Shot down while flyng a
bomber over Italys Austrian front duning the war, he returned
from prison camp to enter a law practice m Des Momes Two
weeks of active duty :n summer help heep him 1n traming as an
officer and pilot I gave him some instruction 1 the Arr Service’s
latest techmiques last year, since I had just graduated from Kelly,
and we formed a personal friendship He was recently appointed
chief of the Air Regulations Division of the governments new
Aeronautics Branch of the Department of Commerce Now he’s
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Pans Arrval

Arrange for care of ship

Arrange for guard

Cable St Lowis Ryan Aulines, Wnght Aero,

Mother, Standard Ol Unton Oul
Arrange for clothes
Arrange for quarters
T've completed about all the arrangements I can before Im
ready to start San Diego and St Lows won’t be difficult I have
plenty of friends m both places New York and Paris will be the
problems I dont know anyone I can count on for help mn either
city
As 10 my ! and gency equip it's all pur-

chased — fiying swit, canteens, Army rations, rubber raft, pump,
reparr kit, flares — everything T can think of I may need that comes
withm the wesght allowance I've set At first I couldn't find any
red flares Then 1 bought four of the kind railroads use for danger
signals I've got each one sealed up watertight 1n a prece of bicycle
unner tube I opened one of the cans of Army rations as a test
Inside were three bars of a dry, chocolatelike concoction The
taste 15 awful You'd have to be pretty hungry to eat the stuff,
but for me, that’s probably an advantage

26
NUNGESSER TO TAKE OFF
SUNDAY ON OCEAN FLIGHT

PARIS Apr 19 —Captain Charles Non
% 3 rench ace announced
that Il weather conditions are favorsble
e will take off from Le Bourget Alrdrome
at daybreak Sunday marning on a pon
stop fiight for New York ———

If Nungesser 1s ready to start on Sunday, the Bellanca 1s the
only American plane that ean beat him to the take-off I wonder
what has been holding Chamberlin back Maybe this next article
wil] throw some Light on the question
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MAIL PILOT TO NAVIGATE
BELLANCA ON PARIS FLIGHT

NEW YORK Apr 19 —An announcement
issued at the offices of the Columbla Air
craft Corporation stated that Lloyd W
Bertaud had been chosen as navigattor

appear upon the field in flying togs. Thetr

will take off within the next ten days. ——

Well, I'm not going to let these press reports worry me There’s
nothing I can do to push construction faster Il fly my plane
through to St Louis as soon as 1ts tests are over Then, my partners
and I will get together and lay our final plans

27

‘ Major Young 1s in San Diego He wants to see you while he’s
here * Mahoney has knocked on our draftng room door to give
me the news Major Clarence M Young commands my Reserve
Squadron at Richards Freld mn kansas Shot down while flymng a
bomber over Italy s Austrian front during the war, he returned
from prison camp to eater a law practice 1 Des Momes Two
weeks of active duty 1 summer help heep him 1n tramung as an
officer and pilot I gave him some jostruction 11 the Auwr Service’s
latest techmiques last year, since I had just graduated from Kelly,
and we formed a personal friendship He was recently appomnted
chief of the Air Regulations Division of the government’s new
Acronautics Branch of the Department of Commerce Now he's



{112} The Spiuut of St. Laws

commg ta see me and my Sperit of St. Lowes Tl ask om about the
new regulations for crvil arrcraft In the past, all a man needed to
fly a plane was the money to buy one and the ability 1o get it 1
the atr, naw both pilots and aircraft must be heensed The Spurit
of St Lows wll have to carry a registrabon number pamnted on
s wings

“I'fl see that your applications are acted on right away, Charlie
We want to get a pumber on your sings before you take off for
Pans, and we certamly want you to be a licensed pilot when you
fand m Europe ™

Major Young 1s mspecting the cochpit of my plane, and I've
asked him about the hcenses I need for a transoceanic fiight He
has a dry sense of humor that leaves one a lutle uacertain as to
when he’s serious and when he’s not

“We'll give you an N-X license,” he continues “That wall Jet
you do about anything you want to ™

“Whats an N-X heense?®” 1 ask

*N s the Inter 1-Code letter assigned to the Umited
States Planes flymng outside the country have 1o carry it for ydenti-
fication X stands for expenimental It authorzes you to make
modifications wathout getting government approval Of course
you can’t carry passengers with an X license, but 1 guess you son't
want to da that anyway » He glances at the huge gas tank bolted
1 where passenger seats would ordmanly be “You won't have any
trouble about heenses *

28

In another week the Spins of St Lowss will be ready for fught.
11l make the light load tests from the Ryan Company's field at
Dutch Flats Its a smooth, grassless ares, lde a dry lakebed, voxed
i by roads and telephone wires It will do while the tanks are
only partly filled with fuel, but we'll have to make our heavy-load
tests elsewhere, for them, Uil need clear approaches and three 0f
{out thausand feet of run

Several weeks ago Hall suggested that we use the patade
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grounds on the abandoned Army post at Camp Kearney This
afternoon he and I drove out to look them over The conditions
are almost 1deal for our purpose There’s a long, level strip available
for a runway, lying almost exactly parallel to prevailing winds The
mountans are far enough back to be out of the way for landing,
and there’s nothing at all to clear on take off — no trees, houses,
or telephone wires, not even a fence The end of the field rolls off
gradually mto a senes of hills descending to the sea

Out here there won’t be a crowd to distract us while we're run-
mng tests, and this 1s inportant If we don’t talk about our plans
i advance, we may not be bothered by newspaper reporters and
photographers The press has become a problem in recent weeks
The big associations in New York have asked San Diego papers
to cover my activities in more detal What started as a pleasant
relationship with local journalists now involves elements of tension

On the one hand, a ble amount of publicity will be an
Important asset to thig project On the other hand, I begmn to
realize that the d created by papers could cause its

falure We have to concentrate our attention on the tests and the
accuracy of data we obtamn A slight error can cause a crash Ope
makes errors more easily when onlookers get m the way, and ask
questions, and smoke cigarettes near fumes of gasoline Also, plans
often go wrong, and the less said about them 1n advance, the better
People who talk a lot about what they’re going to do seldom
accomplish their predictions

If we run our tests at Camp Kearney, we may be able to get
them over with before the newspapers find out what we’re doing
Very few people realize that a field switable for fiying exists here,
and if some reporter notices that the plane 1s gone from 1ts hangar
on Dutch Flats, he I think 1ts 1n the air on a test flight, or else
over at Rockwell Field on North Island

The only serious disadvantage of the old parade grounds 1s the
mnnumerable stones that he scattered over its surface Many are
larger than a man’s fist, and might cause a tire to blow on take-off
or landing with one of the heavier fuel loads However, we can
pick up the biggest ones
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NUNGESSER PLANE COMPLETES
TESTS

Bellanca Made Ready For
Take-Off

DROUHIN ENTERS CONTEST

Fonck Sals for Amenica

APRIL 2%-Competition in the New
York to Parls Alght contest nss Intensified
with the entry of M Droubin the French
aviator whose duratton flght record of
45 houts 11 minutes snd 55 seconds was
broken recently by Rert Acosts and Clar-
ence Chambertin Dronhin has been run

morning as snnoynced but that he hopes
to_get away by ths end of the month.

Two ather French contestants urs known
1o be prepating planes for the transatiantic
ftght” M. Tarawon will fiy & Bernard
Iarie Jlubert plane with & Gnome-Rhone-
Jupiter engtne AL Coate plans to pilot &

with & ifispano Sulza engine

Meanwhile the work of repatring Com
mandér Byrd s Fokker mounoplane Amer-
Jea. i3 under way It khauld be mm))lend
in trom two 10 three weeks rding (o
Catimates mads by oRictais of the Atiantic
Alrcralt Corporadion.

'The Dellancs Js being re equipped wlth
instrumenta. Tensiont and uncertalnty still

in_additlon to pllot navigator Rertaw
TVhen ssked about this Str Chartes A,
Levine owner of the plané sald be could
not. deema untl Just befora the take-off.
th hoya to have heir heart bn

thclr Mwork P 1o the Tast moment he

and {f ons of them wxs chosen now,
the other would probably be sore.

ork of the blane (a being rushed and
= secret fake-off 15 thought mu)y within
he nert Bovers] QAR — ~—
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If events had only let me come to San Diego 2 month earlier,
100 could now be ready for the Pans flight In three or four more
days we’'ll haul the Spirit of St Lows to the flying field and
assemble fuselage to wing

30

WESTERN
UNION
SB26025 GOVT
WASHINGTON DC 22 212P

CHARLES A4 LINDBERGH
CARE RYAN AIRLINES INC
SAN DIEGO CALIF

YOUR LICENSE NUMBER EXPERIMENTAL TRANSATLANTIC SHIP
IS N DASH X TWO HUNDRED ELEVEN STOP TRANSPORT
LICENSE WILL BE MAILED TOMORROW CARE ROBERTSON
AIRCRAFT ANGLUM MISSOURI

E KINTZ

That’s from the Department of Commerce Now we can paint
the license numbers on the wings and tail It may save me time
and a Iot of trouble later on Telegrams are comng m fast these
days, and they’r¢ all helpful My plans are meshmg together
smoothly

WESTERN
UNION

PATERSON N J
APRIL 22, 1927

WHEN USING FIRST CLASS AVIATIDN GASOLINE THERE IS

INTAKE AT STCP AFTER
ARRIVING EAST WE WILL FIT ENGINE WITH CARBURETOR
ATR HEATER I# FOUND DESIRABLE STOP SENT PROOF COPY
INSTRUCTION MANUAL AIR MAIL YESTERDAY

HARTSON WRIGHT AERONAUTICAL CORP

That's good I was concerned about the cold of altitude and
mght If I don’t have to use a carburetor air heater, 1t will save
several pounds of weight
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NUNGESSER PLANE COMPLETES
TESTS

Bellanca Made Ready For
Take Off

DROUHIN ENTERS CONTEST

Fonck Souls for Amenca

APRIL 22-~Competition in the Ne
‘York to Par(s filght contest has intensified
with the entry af AL Drouhin the French
aviator whose durstion filght record of
45 hours 11 minutes and 53 seconds wa3
broken recently by Bert Acosta and
ence Chamberlln. Drouhfn has been run
ning secret tests with a Farman biplane

Capt. Charles Nungesser 8 Levasseur
plane the White Bird (s undergoing a

of the last several days. Capt Nungesser
eays he does not plan on taking off Sunday
morning as announced but that he hopes
to_get avay by the end of the month.

to be ¢ preparing planes tor the transatlantic
@ight. M. Tsrascan wiit Ry & Berpard
Uarte Hubert plane with a Gnome Rhone
Jupiter engine B Coste plans to pilot a
Breguet with a Hispano Sula e

Meanwhile the work of repairfng Com
mander Byrd s Fokker monoplane Amer
ica, i3 under way 1t should be completed

from two 1o three weeks according t¢

eatimates made by officlals of the Atiantic
Afreralt Corporation

The Bellanca ts being re equipped with
sastruments, Tenslon and uncertalnty still
exists In regard to whether Chamberlin or
Acosta will be chosen to make tie Might
in addition to iiot navigator Bertsud
When asked about Jfhia, dir Charies A
Levine owner of the plane sald he could
ot Qecida untit fum ‘before the 1ake.of

T want both boys to have their heart fn

thefr work up (o the last moment ke
said &nd If one of them was chmu pow
the other would probably be

otk on the DIARS 1a being Fuhed and
a secret take-off ia thought ety withta
the next severs! days.
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uselage tanks had been filled to the neck with fuel — then there
vould have been a real crash Gasoline would have splattered all
sver the place, as 1t did last year from Fonck’s Sikorsky And the
ngine, after pulling full power for several hundred feet of roll,
would probably have been hot enough to cause 1gnition

Both Bellanca and Stkorsky are top designers Then why did
the landing gears fa11? Is some stramn caused by these heavily loaded
take-offs being overlooked 1n engineening calculations? May there
also be a hidden weakness 1 the Spirit of St Lows? I must talk to
Donald Hall about 1t

32

WESTERN
UNIOR

EXTRA NL
NEW YORK, N Y
APR 25
CHARLES A LINDBERGH
CARE RYAN AIRLINES INC
SAN DIEGO CALIF
YOUR TELEGRAM TWENTY FOURTH RECEIVED ARE HAPPY TO
LEARN YOU HAVE CHOSEN MOBILOIL B FOR YOUR FLIGHT
STOP GASOLINE HAS BEEN RECEIVED STOP HAVE ADVISED
ST LOUIS REGARDING MOBILOIL SUPPLIES ON YOUR
ARRIVAL THERE STOP GLAD TO OFFER ALL POSSIBLE
ASSISTANCE BOTH HERE AND ABROAD STOP BEST WISHES FOR
SUCCESS

VACUUM OIL COMPANY E J SNOW

That's another problem off my mmd At first 1 didn’t know
how to handle the fuehng of the Spirit of St Lotus 1 New York
Tt would be easy enough to get some dealer to send hus truck out to
the field— a four hundred gallon sale would bring such service
quickly But I found I could buy special gasolne in the West that
would give me a lttle more range per gallon Ive bought 500
gallons of this fuel for my New York to-Pans fight, from the
Standard Ol Company of Califorma The company would arrange
10 ship it east 1n barrels, they said, but who would handle the ship-
ment for me m New York? The Vacuum O Company offered to
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do so free of charge, and this telegram was sent from ther New
York office in finat confirmation

The g o1} companies and their agents have always gone out
of therr way o help develop aviation A barnstormung pilot can
usually get a truck sent out to Ius field for as bittle as a twenty-
gallon sale of fuel, and if he wants 1, the dnver will give hum 2
nide back ato town, whete the local oif dealer 15 a ready source
of mformation about the community, 1ts hotels and stores

I bad hoped to get gasolne and o1l free for my faghts eastward
from San Diego There's plenty of precedent for that, and I felt that
the advertising value to the compames whose products I use
should be suff But both Standard and Vacuum
stood pat on thewr prices I'd have ta pay thesr regular charge How-
ever, ali the service I need will be furmshed at no extra cost That's
been the case with every item connected with the Spirif of St Louts
I've had assistance for the asking, but no product without paying
for it

33

This morning we hauled the Sperit of St Louts to Dutch Flats
By taking off the landing gear on one side, 1t was easy enough to
move the fuselage through the big doorway of the factory's grousd
floor, but the wing 1o the loft created an unctpected problem
When Hall concluded that ten feet should be added to the standard
M-2 span, no one thought about geting a forty-six-foot wing ot
of the room where it was built For a ime tt looled as though we'd
have 1o tear out a section of the wall, but careful measurement
showed that we could get by if we tipped the wing over ot an
angle and removed the loft's double doors

Such a deheate structure required careful handling Fortunately
an empty boxcar was standing on the railroad sihing next to the
factory, and all kands turned out to push the boxcar into a posi-
tion which would form the first step downward from the loft. Thes,
with a contractor’s derrck, we maneuvered the wing onto the car
top, and from the car top down o a watting truck The workmen
who weren't tugging at guy topes or steadying the panel, stood
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vatching from open doors and windows as though some child of
heirs were gomg away to war Therr part was done For them, the
light had started For two months theirs has been the active part,
vhite I stood by watching their craftsmanship Now, the rales are
eversed, and 111 have the field of action Now, the success of their
forts depends upon my skill, and my life, upon their thorough-
aess

34
DAVIS AND WOOSTER KILLED

AMERICAN LEGION CRASHES
ON TAKE OFF

HAMPTON VA Aprll 26 —Lieut. Com
mander Noel Davis and Lieutenant Stanton
T Wooster lost their lives today in the
last of the trial Sights of the huge trans
Aflantic plane In which they were to
attempt a flight to Paris next week.

The tragedy occurred when the machine

rryng almost the equivalent of {ts
full l0ad for the trans Atlantic tnp Those
on the ground sa% a huge splash as the
big machine came down in an area of
marsh land not far from Langley Field

Y ol
the transatlantic flight to Pama mithn the
next few days.— -

Dawvis and Wooster killed! My God! Every one of the big multi-
engine planes built for the New York-to Pans flight has crashed —
Fonck’s Sikorsky, Byrd s Fokker, and now Davis's Keystone! Four
men have lost their lives, and three have been mjured Even the
Bellanca has had a crack up What happened? Did an engme cut
out on take-off? Maybe the plane was just overloaded beyond its
ability to cimb

That’s another example of how dangerous 1t 1s to have a cock-
pit forward If the cockpit had been aft, the way 1t 1s 1n the Spirt
of St Lous, the chances are that nobody would have been even
Wjured, since the fuselage wasn't badly crushed and the gasohne
didn’t catch on fire
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do so free of charge, and this telegram was sent from their New
York office m final confirmation

The big o1l companies and their agents have always gone out
of their way to help develop aviation A barnstorming pilot can
usually get a truck sent out to his field for as hitle as a twenty-
gallon sale of fuel, and if he wants it, the dnver wiil give him 2
nde back 1nto town, where the local od dealer 15 a ready source
of mformation about the community, 1ts hotels and stores

1 had hoped to get gasoling and ol free for my flights eastward
from San Diego There's plenty of precedent for that, and I fet that
the advernsing valug to the compames whose products 1 use
should be sufficient compensation But both Standard and Vacuum
stood pat on their prices 1'd have to pay their regular charge How-
ever, all the service I need will be furmshed at no extra cost That's
been the case with every itern connected with the Spirit of St Louts
T've had assistance for the asking, but no product without paying
for 1t

33

This morning we hauled the Spirit of St Lotws to Dutch Flats
By taking off the landing gear on ong side, 1t was easy cnough 10
move the fuselage through the big doorway of the factory’s ground
floor, but the wing 1n the loft created an unexpected problem
When Hall concluded that ten feet should be added to the standard
M-2 span, no one thought about getting a forty-six-foot wing out
of the room where 1t was buslt For a time 1t looked as though we'd
have to tear out a section of the wall, but careful measurement
showed that we could get by 1f we tpped the wing over at 28
angle and removed the loft’s double doors

Such a delicate quired careful handi Fortunately
an cmpty boxear was standing on the ralroad siding next 10 the
factory, and all hands turned out to push the boxcar into 3 post
tion which would form the first step downward from the loft Then,
with a °s dernick, we d the wing onto the taf
top, and from the car top down to a wating truck. The workment
who weren't tugging at guy sopes or steadying the panel, stood
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I open the throttle slowly ——- 1000 —~— 1200 — —~— 1400
——~wide The fuselage trembles with power, and I feel the wheels
crowd up agamst thewr chocks I cut first one magaeto and then
the other — not a muss or a jerk 10 the engne — each gauge tells
1ts proper story.

I signal the chocks away A young mechanic named Douglas
Comgan ducks under the wing to pull them out. The Spie of St
Lot rolls hightly over the baked mud surface of the field. How
strange 1t 15 to taxt with such a wide wheel tread! I glance agam at
the wind sock on the hangar, at mnstruments, valves, and levers,
at the field ahead, at the sky abose — and open the throitle,

Yes, my cockpit 1s 2 httle bhnd, bat I can see ahead well
enough by leanmg to oge side Ise never felt a plane accelerate so
fast before The twres are off ground before they roll a hundred
yards The plane chmbs quichly, even though I hold 1ts nose well
down There's a huge reserve of power I spiral cautiously up-
ward — 500 feet ——— 1000 — — — 2000 feet. I strarghten out and
study my instruments — - —nose £p ~——nose down ——~ they’re
all sorking properly —— ~the hgmd mchnometer shows meely 2
dive or cimb I circle over the factory, watching httle figures run
outdoors to see the machine they bult actually fiying overhead. 1
rock my wings, and head across the bay.

Now I'm over North Island, looking down on big raval hapears,
planes on the lme, and flyng boats at anchor 1 the barbor, Both
the Army and the Navy have establishments down there, with a
buge landmg area m between. The Naval Air Station 15 on one

side apd Rockwell Field 1s on the other Fm perfectly safe now,
cven of the engme stops One couldn’t overshoot North Island 1 2
forced landing

Bat I have no time for gazing over the earth There are tests
to run, and men waitng anxiously for the reports I'm to bnng back.
Allerons nde a bit too hugh The fin peeds shicht adjustment. I note
these jtems down on my data board, and push the suck over to
one s;dc The wing drops rather slowly The ailerans on the Spirr
of St Lows aren’t as fast as those on the standard Ryan Bat we
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‘Thus moromg Pm gomg to test the Spirnt of St Louls s the
28th of April-—just over two months since I placed our order
with the Ryan Company, and exactly sixty days since busiess
formalities were completed and work on the plane began What 2
Yeautiful machine 1t 15, resting there on the field 1 front of the
hangar, thm and slender, gleamung 1n 1ts silver coat! All our 1deas,
all our calculations, all our hopes lie there before me, waiting to
undergo the acid test of flught For me, 1t seems to contan the
whole future of aviation When such planes can be built, theres
no Limitation to the air In a few munutes Tl make the first take
off — for I plan to run afl tests myself

Today, reality will check the claims of formula and theory on
a scale which hope can’t stretch a single hair Today, the reputa
tion of the company, of the desig of the mech
1n fact of every man who's had a hand 1n bmldmg the Spirst of St
Lots, 13 at stake And I'm on tnal too, for quick action on my
part may counteract an error by someone else, or a fauity move
may bning a washout crash

‘O Throttle closed "

T'm 1n the cockpt, still unfamiliar and strange 1n spite of the
hours I've spent siting 1n 1t on factory and hangar floors John
van der Linde, chief mechame, turns the propeller over several
times

* Contact!"

*Contact!*

He swings Ius body away from the blade as he pulls it through
The engine catchies — — ~ picks up quickly as 1 crack the throttic —
800 revolutions per minute, every cylinder hitting, ol and fuel
pressures normal, the temperature already up I check controfs,
moving them from one position to another 1n a last attempt o £tt
their feel This 1s considerably different from any cockpit I'se been
n before The big fuel tank 1n front of me seems doubly larges
now that I'm actually to fly behind 1t
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“How’s the control, Charhie?

“Good enough, but she needs some adjustment” I let my
engmne 1dle for a minute or two while I describe the results of the
fhght

‘Say, you ran only a hundred and sixty-five fect before your
wheels left the ground — only six and one-eighth seconds ” Hall
1s enthustastic over the performance

“ What was the stability like?” be asks

“Not very good,” I tell him

“I was afraid of that Charlie You know I wanted to put on
bigger tail surfaces —— — we can sull do 1, but—~—"

36

SAN DIEGO AFPIL 29 19”7

LINDBERGH ESCAPES CRASH

PLANE NEAR COLLISION

Captain Charles A, Lindbergh former alr

100D ———

1 read the morning paper as I eat breakfast Well, it's news to
me I've had narrow escapes 1 flymg, but that's one I dido’t know
about And the statement that I m gomng to start home tomorrow
1s Just more ficion 1ve told everybody that I have several days
of tests to run
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This 1s May 4th, the day of my final speed and load tests A
mormng fog 1s ifting when I take off and head toward the Army’s
three kilometer speed course along Coronado Strand It's 5 40
am My plane has been ready since sunnse As I climb over San
Diego Bay, I find it stll half covered with low, rolling clouds
which obscure the buoy markers I must use The sun 1s not high
enough to burn them off quickly Inland, mountamns are clear
Seaward, I can see most of North Island through breaks in fog
1 decide to drop m at Rockwell Field and try out the roughness
of 1ts surface I'd Iike to use 1t as my departure pomt from San
Diego

1 slip down on the final ghde, nose high and left wing low—
that gives me perfect forward vision Then I straighten out just
before my wheels touch Bumps and hummocks are worse than I
expected The Spirtt of St Lowts gets 2 good shaking up, Jandug
and taxung —1t won't strain anything with a load of less than
thurty gallons 1n the tanks, but taking off with enough fuel for the
fight home will be a different matter I'll need two hundred and
fifty gallons to give me the reserve I want to carry

Several officers are waiting on the hine as I tax: m They saw
my plane coming down, and want to nspect st at close range
There’s still much skeptreism among most of them about my fight,
but they extend a hearty welcome, and wvite me to spend the
mormng and stay for lunch

“Thanks, but we've got to run tests today Il have to take
off as soon as the fog clears

“Well, how about coming over to the club while you're wait
1ng?” they nsist

“I'd like to, but I'd better size up the field first I want to take
off with a fairly heavy load when I leave for St Lows, and som¢
areas are probably a Jutle smoother than others ™

“We Il drive you over it ”
“Thanks, but I'd rather walk I can get a better 1dea of what
Ww's ke ”
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They laugh and wave me off

“We'll look over your plane until you come back Let us know
if there’s anything we can do to help >

Fwant to dig my heels 1nto the surface, see the hesght of grass
on my legs, and study contours of earth by zigzagging back and
forth across them 1f Rockwell Field turns out to be too rough,
even for a medium load, then Pll have to take off for St Lows
from Camp Kearney My decision will depend largely on the tests
we're to make this afternoon, and the length of run the plane
fequires

When T return to the hangars, the day 15 beginning to feel
watm and the clouds are fading away A mechamc swings my pro-
peller, and another holds a wing strut as I taxi out from the line
Ido a chandelle off the field, to show how well the Spinit of St
Louws performs, and head toward the speed course The buoys are
still obscured by patches of must, so I return to Dutch Flats and
Tet an hour pass

When I reach the bay on my third flight there’s no trace of fog
1 ly once aver the speed course to locate its markers Then, at a
distance of about two miles from the nearest one, I turn back, nose
down to fifty feet above the water, and push my throttle wide opet,
adjusting the stabilizer for neutral load on stick One mile of level
flight before stuking the first marker 1s what we agreed on At
times, when the plane huts turbulent air, the mdicator jumps to
over 130 miles an hour I press my stop watch as the first buoy
streaks by under the wing I can’t see the next, but I know 1t’s
dead ahead Now the third buoy 1s 1n sight, a black dot 1n the dis-
tance I press my watch agam as I pass above 1t, throttle back, and
chmb several hundred feet while I fill m the time on my data
board One flght back over the buoys in the opposite direction,
two more round trips to average with the first, and the high-speed
Tuas are fimshed

Now Il fly to Camp Kearney for the load tests On my way I
note down the relation of air speed to engine revolutions, so Hall
will have several check pornts for his curves By the time I'm over
the parade grounds there’s only one more test to make @
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start putting fuel 1n the tanks for the load take-offs X pull the
throttle back to 1500 rpm and let needles steady ——— 96 riles
an hour that's pretty good I take a pencil from my pochet and
pick up the data board -~~~ The nose rises ~——a wmng drops
—~==1 reach for the stick———a gust of aur snatches the daw
board from my hand and carries 1t through the open windew! All
the figures I've collected this morming go fluttering down toward 2
brush-covered hull below! I bank sharply and watch the board,
flashing as 1t catches sun, land 1n the branches of a thick bush
about two hundred yards from the edge of a clearmng Now it$
only a white spot among browmish green leaves

The cleaning looks big enough to land on with one of the com-
pany s Hisso-Standards I aircle around for several munutes, lo-
cating 1n my mind the exact position of the data board When
T'm sure I can spot 1ts bush again, T fly back to Camp Kearney and
land In spite of loose stoues, the surface 1s smoother than that of
Rockwell Ficld But wheels bang up and down uncomiortably &t
times

Donald Hall, A J Edwards, and several mechancs are waitits
beside a gasolme truck parked on a corner of the parade grounds
And there’s Mahoney, a bttle to one side, Ieaning agamst Ius car
(Benjamin and Frankhn are his given names, but nobody dares
use them ) Apparently the secrecy of our plans has been well kepts
for there 1s0°t a ncwspaperman 1n sight Hall's face lengthens when
1 tell what happened to the data board Esther st will have to be
retrieved or all the morming’s tests must be run agan Mahoney
sends 2 mechane to the nearest telephone, with orders to have
one of the Hisso-Standards sent over from Dutch Flats Mean
while we'll fill the center wing tank with gasoline for our first load
test After that, we'll add fifty galfons for each fight, untd Hall
gets enough measured ponts to check his theoretical curves

The Hisso-Standard arrives 1n a half hour The pilot and some
of the mechancs want to go with me to help hunt for the boards
but 1 decsde 1t’s wiser to take the plane alone The cleanng where
1 must land 1s small, and there’s not enough wind to cut dow?
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landing speed appreciably The weight of even one more man
might cause a crack up

When I arrive over the brush patch again, I find the data board
still clearly wisible ¥ stall down nto the clearing and stop rolling
with several yards to spare Leaving the engme 1dling with a stone
under each wheel of the plane to keep 1t from creeping forward, I
crawl m through thick and scratchy bushes to where I think the
board should be After hunting for several minutes without result,
Iremove my coat, spread 1t on top of some branches, return to the
clearing, and take off agamn 1n the Standard

As soon as P'm wn the air, I see my coat to be at least fifty
yards from the data board My sense of duection certainly went
wrong that time Maybe 1 should have brought a compass I land
agam, but am still unsuccessful i my search, so I leave the coat 1n
a new location and take off once more This tume, coat and data
board are only twenty feet apart I land pick them both up, and
head back to Camp Kearney

The Spirtt of St Lotas 1s teady for its first load flight when I
arnve Hall takes charge of the data sheets as though they con
tamed directions to a lost gold mme We’re several hours behind
schedule and anxious to fiush tests before any major change m
weather A quarterng wind has already sprung up-—close to
seven myles an hour, we esumate The late take off, the delay at
Rockwell Field waiting for fog to clear, and the time spent regam-
ing my data board, have eaten up the morming Now we’ll have to
work fast to fimish before dark

The first two or three take-ofis are easy The Spirit of §t Lows
tuns only a few yards farther than with no extra Joad at all But as
we keep putting i fifty gallon mcrements of gasoline, the run
lengthens and the wheels jerk up and down over loose stones until
1 wonder how tires can be built to stand the strain When I'm ready
for the 300-gallon test, the wind has dropped to zero and the sun
1s almost touching the horzon My plase 1s off the ground in
twenty seconds, but the tires took a ternfic beating, and the landing
13 even rougher than the take-off
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“Charlte, your wheels were clear 1 one thousand and twenty-
three feet!” Hall tells me His curves are chechung out,

“Do you want s to put in fifty galions more?” the chief me-
chame asks

“1s too iate for another fiight today,” I say, lookng toward
the west

“I dont thisk you ought to take a heavier load across those
stones anyway,” Mahoney says He's out i front, examining tees
and landing gear

“D¢ we need any more chech points?” I ask.

‘¥ P'd like to get one for three hundred and fifty galions,”
Haff rephes, hesutantly ‘But Charlse, if you thunk the surface i
100 rough, we can probably pet by wih what we've got The wheel
beanngs were smokung a little, you know,” he adds

“1t's landing with all that gaseline that worrses me,” Mahoney
argues “I'm for calling st enough

¥ had intended to take off with loads up to 400 galions, but #f
1 keep on, and a tire blows, 1t may wreck aur whole project After
all, one can cary tests so far that mnstead of adding to safety they
increase the over all danger 118 probably pever land with as much
o5 300 gallons zgam, 5o as far as that part of the test 1 concemed
Pve already ded any future req True, PIt have 10
take off with 125 gallons more at New York, but the field thert
will certainly be smoother — and it will be close to sea leavel, the
parade grounds at Camp Kearney are at an altutude of five hun
dred feet 1 think Mahoney 1s nght, we'll call it enough

Twihght 15 thickening. We stake the Spirit of St Louis dows
and leave 1t wnder guard The tanks can be dramed tomorow
MOTRING

When I get back to the cuty, I telegraph my partners that the
testy are sausfactorly completed, and that Pl be ready to statt
east within forty-esght hours 1 had ongwally planned on nmng
2 senes of gasalne conswmphion checks belore eaving Catformia
But P'll save at least a day by dong that on my fight betweest San
Diego and St. Lowss As yet I haven’t been able to make my fuel

flow meter work It looks as though I might as well discard 2t
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The Spirst of St Lows is standing ready m sts hangar My plans
are complete  All San Diego details have been attended to my
bulls are paid, my bank account 1s clased ‘The rubber boat 15 lashed
down tightly 1n the fuselage Tires are pumped to just the right
pressure The center wing tank 1s full I’s early morning on the 8th
of May For two days I've been wasting on weather A general
storm area hovers over the Rocky Mountans and the Southwest,
making even a daylight flight a questionable venture And I want
to fly to St Lous through the might

39
NUNGESSER OVER ATLANTIC

DUE IN NEW YORK
TOMORROW

PARIS May 8—As the sun rose above

Tork.

 mo mament dir

That's the first ime a plane Joaded for the New York Pans
flight has actually taken off the ground Nungesser and Colt are
m the arr with full tagks They're expettenced men They should
land 1n New York tomorrow I spend most of the day studying
charts and data I’ve assembled for the westward, Pacific fight It's
the route beyond Honolulu that concerns me most, there’s prob-
ably not even a radio station on the pm pont 1slands 111 have to
strike And can I find beaches hard enough and long enough for
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fanding and take-offi7 Maybe we'll have to put pontoons on the
Spint of St Lows But with pontoons, could my plane get off the
water with enough fuel to reach Honofnlu?

40

NUNGESSER SIGHTED OFF
CAFPE RACE

WHITE BIRD REPQRTED BY
DESTROYER

FRENCH AIRMEN REACH
NOVA SCOTIA

OCEAN PLANE SEEN OFF
PORTLAND

TRANSATLANTIC FLYERS
OVER BOSTON

CROWD AT BATTERY WAITS
ANXIQUSLY

NUNGESSER, COU LOST

PARIS FEARS WORST

NAVY READY FOR SEARCH

1t's May 9th Step by step newspaper headlines have totiowed
Nungesser and Colt from their take off at Pars to the ey of
Boston, only 1o have them vamsh hke midnight ghosts Now no
one seems to be sure that they were ever sighted afice thewr plane
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left the coast of France Only one thing 1s definite the White Bird
1s down somewhere short of its goal, on land or on sea, for time
bas exhausted 1ts fuel

Accidents, delays, and tragedies have bined to leave only
the Bellanca powsed for the New York Panis fight And now,
2500 miles farther westward, my Spirit of St Lows 1s built and
tested

Ive gone down to the Weather Bureau at the Federal Building
¢ach afternoon to talk to its chief, Dean Blake, and to look over
maps and forecasts Each time 1t has been the same story — a low
pressure area covering the route I want to follow—mountam(ops
1n clouds — low vistbility 1n passes —— heavy ram — Jocal reports
of 1ce and hail Three days wasted on account of weather, waiting
for the clouds to clear Why does flying have to be so dependent
on the eyesight of a pilot? After all, the Spurit of St Lows 1s per
fectly capable of travelmg through that storm area if only I could
see well enough to hold my course and keep out of rcing regions
The clouds are harmless enough mn themselves I wait here help-
lessly stmply because of an area of opague air

Aviation will pever amount to much until we learn to free our
sclves from must The gyroscopic turn indrcator is a step 1n the
night direction, but 1t will take much more than that — better
struments, and radio, and possibly some way of dissipating fog
above an awrport Expenments are being made 1 all three fields,
but the answers are years away — interesting to speculate about,
but useless for gettng me to St Lows What I really need 1s a pair
of spectacles to see through fog If I had a device like that, how
sunple the entire flight would be!

Possibly I can get through anyway if I fly by daylight Most of
my fniends advised agamst an overnight fught to St. Louis Even
1n perfect weather, they said, flying over the mountasns at might
was taking too much chance But for me, the experience of 800
mles of darkness will be the best traming I can get for my far more
difficult fiight across the ocean
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Y've never flown through an entire mght To do so should give
me a fambarnty with the Spirit of St Lows 1 can obtain i no other
way I want to find out how accurately 1 can hold my course be-
tween sunset and sunrise, without any check points on the ground
And there’s another consideration A nonstop overmght flight
across deserts, mountains, and praines to St Lows will do much
to answer the people who talk about my lack of expenence m
long distance flymg, and who say that my New York-to-Pans
project must be stopped My partners 1n St Lows have been sub-
Jected to several attempts to stop the faght — rather weak attempts,
to be sure, which have had no effect on my friends, but I want to
give them something with which to argue back, apd no argument
can be as good as a successful tup of the kind Im plannng

Today, I visit the Weather Bureau with more bope than usual,
for the low-pressure area has shown signs of moving eastward
When st's gone far enough, Il follow 1n sts wake across the con-
unent, and possibly across the ocean too Dean Blake spreads out
meteorological charts again 1 can tell by the expresston on his face
that good news awaits me Flying conditions should soon be favor-
able, he says ¥ can probably take off tomorrow and expect faif
weather all along my route 1 should even have a tail wind most of
the way! We study the charts carefully Then I thank him and say
good by for the last ime 111 go 1o bed early tomght

The Bellanca hasn’t started yet, and Byrd's FokKet 1sn't ready
1£ I follow close on the tail of this storm, I may get to New York
before the weather permits anybody else to leave for Patis But
that will mean cutting out the St Lows ceremonies my partners
have planned We intended to chnsten the plane, and Bixby wrote
that the Chamber of Commerce wants to hold a big funcheon while
1 m there, to promote aviation and increase interest in the air mat!
the National Guard squadron, and my flight 1o Panis We've already
gwen up the 1dea of settug a new endurance record — that wauld
have brought a lot of attention to our aity, How will my partners
feel about my using Lambert Field as lttle more than a refuelng
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pomt en route to New York? It really wsn’t fair to them After ali,
Tm flymg a St Lows plane It's a St Lous project I planned the
fhght to be from St Louss to Panis, with a stopover at New York
To spend only a few hours in my home city 13 not enough  And yet
1f I'm to be successful, I can’t waste tune on ceremonies



. IV.
ACROSS THE CONTINENT

MAY 10-12 1927

THIS IS THE day of take-off, May 10th I pack a small suitcast,
which I'll Jash to the left stde of the fuselage, beside my seat Since
the fuel tanks will be only shightly over half full for a 1500-mie
fight, T can afford the Juxury of carrying a suttcase 11t need bust
ness clothes both in St Lows and New York After that 1M leave
everything behind except what I wear

I stop for a few minutes to say good by to the men 1 the fac
tory, and 10 tell them again what a grand job I thik they ve done
on my plane They re as pleased as I am about the performancé
of the Spirit of St Lows

*Send us 2 wire when you get to Paris,” someone calls out 5
1 leave

From the factory I drive to Dutch Flats and fly over to North
Island, where a gasolie truck 1s waiting for me Hall and I have
lunch with some of the officers Afterward we walk around the A
Station, locking at planes and equipment, and I take one of the
Navy’s new Hawk fighters up for a twenty-mumute acrobatic fight
I don’t want to start east too early, for I plan on meeting d3y preak
over Kansas That’s far enough from St Louss to hold down my
angular correction 1f 1ve dnfted many miles off course AlsO, #
wll give the sun 2 chance to burn morning mists away

At 3 15 I retumn to my plane I've set 4 00 as departufe #m¢
That will leave nearly three hours of daylight dusing which T €3®
turn back or land of anything goes wrong

There's o need to ask anyone to telephone the newspapers
when I take off Therr reporters and photographers are already 09

(341
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the field It looks as though I won’t have to bother much about
adequate publicity from now on

I wish my earth inductor compass was working, but 2 beanng
froze on one of the test fights and we cant get parts out here to
repair the damage The Pioneer Instrument Company telegraphed
that they'll have a new compass ready i New York when I arrive
They're also going to put m a newer type of hquid compass for me
The one m my cockpit now has excessive deviation, but it’s good
enough for my trip across the country In a compass, I prefer
steadiness to accuracy of rcadmg As long as the deviation chart
1s correctly made out, 1t’s easy to subtract or add a few degrees to
one’s magnetic course

At 3 40 I crawl mto my flying smt It’s uncomfortably hot 1n
thes Califormua sun, but I can’t very well put the suit on while I'm
m the arr — and Tll certamnly need 1t over the mountain ranges
tomght

“Let me know what your fuel consumption 1s when you get to
St Lows,” Hall says ‘I want to get another check on those
curves ”

We start and warm up the engme It’s a few minutes carly, but
why wait longer mn the heat? I wave good by, taxt mto position,
and ease the throttle open As I pick up speed, I hold the tail low
to put as much load as possible on the wings and reduce strain
on the landing gear

The Spirit of St Lows 15 1n the air soon after its wheels start
clattering over the hummocky portion of the field The take-off
wasn't as difficult as I expected It's 3 55 Pacific I make a mental
note of the time, check mstruments, pull the throttle back shghtly,
and begin a wide, chmbing turn to the left Two Army observation
planes and a Ryan monoplane have taken off with me as an escort
Colone! Graham, the Commanding Officer at Rockwell Field 15 m
one of the observation planes Hall, Bowlus, Harmgan, and A J
Edwards are 1n the Ryan We arcle North Istand, the factory, and
the city of San Drego Then, leaving ocean and bay behind, I set
my compass heading for St Lows

The coastal range of mountams s only a few miles eastward,
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1ying about at nght angles to my route I cross over valley orchards,
and ckmb with bush green foothills — using yust enough power to
Leep a safe alutude above therr crests

What a hopeless place for a forced Jandmng! I look down oz
boulder strewn mountain sides The few bushes on that summit
must oot 1n crevices of rock There's not a level area 1n sight 10
which I could ghde 1n emergency A piot has to trust his engine
above terram hke this Of course I could have sprralled to greater
height, and then held a ghding angle to some valley cleanng, bat
1 another twenty mules ITl be over desert on the eastern side 1
want to make a fast fught to St. Loms Why lose time safeguarding
my plane through a few mmutes of dayhght when I’m to spend t5¢
eaure mght above canyons, lava beds, and cliffs?

At 4 30 the escorting planes dip therr wings and turn back
toward San Diego To my nght 15 Superstiion Mountam, t0 Y
keft, the San Jacinto peaks Abead, the coastal range brezks dawn
into sharp-shadoned desert ndges

A great valley stretches out before me, sun scorched, sase-
flecked, vemed sath dry, stony creek beds. Soft desert colors
merge 1nto one another untl Im not sure whether the sands ar®
more yellow or puk. In the middle of this valley 1s the Salon
Sea~—2 pale blue wash which seems to have neither depth nof
wetness My course lies directly across at, toward the cnnkled
Chocolate range beyond. Men have d.ed of thirst traversing Sush
burning wastes on foot or muoleback I glance 2t the two canteens
hanging beside me tn the cockpit. Suppose I'm forced down 10 e
desert. Have I epough water 1o take me out?

1 pass the winding Colorado Ruver at 5.45, on course, and
continge eastward above Iengthenmg shadows and the weird rock
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formations of the Southwest As Dean Blake predicted, I have a
tail wind

Sunset finds me over purple valleys, dusk-filled canyons, and
sithouetted cliffs of Anizona chmbing steadily toward night There
are threads of steel on the ground below, barely vistble m gather-
g twilight — tracks of the Santa Fe, and my last check pomt of
day I try out the magnetos — not a skip or Jerk on either one I
run my eyes over the instruments — all readings are normal My
altitude 15 4900 feet

It's getting cold I draw on boots, then muttens Three and a
quarter hours out, now The altimeter 15 up to 8,000 feet, and I m
still cimbing to stay well above the ndges Ground detals are
obscured by a haze which has been formung since sunset The
moon 1s almost overhead, several days from full —and there’s
still some light 1o the west If the sky doesn t become cloud covered,
I won't encounter full darkness until the later mght

I can't see far ahead now, but below me, the general contours
of arth are perceptible m outlne ‘When my eyes parallel the rays
of the moon, 1ts vision seems added to mune, as though I gamed a
satellite’s perception I run my flashlight over the instrument board
—— several of the dials are not luminous, and must be checked with
a separate source of hght Every needle 1s 1 place I fill out the
log, and settle back m my cockpit

The enge jerks! ———agaml~—— agam! ———the danger
sign I know so well It splutters ——— jumps —= —beguns to vibrate
I grip the stick, and glance toward earth I'm over mountamns —
bare ones — no trees That's all I can tell Haze 1s thicker, but I
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still see outlines with the moon I ease back on the throttle, and
throw my flashhght on the instruments Fuel pressure 15 up—
that’s not the trouble The engine shakes the entire plane I pull
the mixture control back, slowly, to 1ts stop The coughing goes on

A forced landing — over mountains — at mght——~—1s 1t all
fimished, then — the flight to Pans, all our plans? There's a pos-
sibility, just the barest possibility, that I can stall down mto
some area of moonlight without crashing my plane beyond re-
par But I'm over one of the wildest regions of Arnzona, with
close to 200 gallons of gasolne i my tanks I stare at the
carth ‘There’s not a single light on 1ts surface, not a ranch-
house window to break this desperate sohtude of might Thou-
sands of feet below 1 see a huge desert slope, curving up the
side of a mountamn It bears no trees — the greenish-yellow shading
vouches that Is 1t strewn with lava? Is 1t veined with creck beds?
Is it studded with petnified logs? Are there ndges and cliffs, eroded
by run? The dim hght gives little hint of texture, but I can feel
the surface there below — I've seen such mountain slopes before
My muad pictures 1t — cut by arroyos, spattered with stones, with-
out a level spot where wheels can roll Of cousse I'm lucky to see
anything at all — suppose there were no moon, or that the sky
were overcast?

I'm losing altitude slowly In spite of its conghing and sputter-
mg the Whirlwind 1s still putting out some power I may be able
10 stay 1n the air another quarter hour Should I turn back now
and try to find a better place to crash? No, there are only more
mountains behimd, and I remember vague outlines of canyons 11t
be better off where I am

I bank slowly toward the valley, trying to csnmnlc my alttude
above proud, trying to percetve some detail of the surface to el
me what I really have to face Which way 1s the wind? Probably
sull northwest — there's no way of being sure ———But of I land
toward the northwest, that’s down slope! No, there’s another place
1n that great scoop of carth, a place where I can land up the slope
and nto the wind —1f 1t hasn’t changed
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I'm still several thousand feet high I glance at my alymeter
The needle hasn’t moved much sioce I last looked The forced
landing, apparently, won’t be immediate I may be able to stay
the arr for a long time

There’s nothing more to do about the ground I won't be able
to se¢ any surface detaus untd I'm much lower, and I've already
decided on the general area where Ill land I turn my eyes to the
wstruments agamn What can the trouble be? It sounds like fuel
mixture, but I've tried the mixture control m different positions
without success Three pounds pressure — that's normal, besides,
wobbling the hand pump doesn’t do any good Is 1t ignition? How
can it be igmition when the engme runs as well — or as badly — on
one magneto as on the other? Is there water mn the carburetor?
But we stramed every drop of fuel carefully, and I've just drained
the Lunkenheuner trap Is something broken m the engine? Noth-
10g I can do about 1t if there 15

I open the throttle wide and pull 1t back agam The cough-
g decreases shightly I open the mixture control cautiously That
helps too Lord only knows why 1t didn’t help before Yes, the
engune 15 definutely runming better I keep aircling I'm no longer
losing alutude Can it be that I wont have to land? Will some
muracle keep my Whirlwind gomng while I cucle between these
mountam ridges through the mght? Of course Il stay up as long
a5 T can — nothing would be gamed by crashing sooner than I
have to Fach mmute makes my fuel 10ad a little lighter, reduces
my landing speed some fraction of a mule Each minute separates
me that much fasther from the earthly 1mpact that’s almost cestatn
10 be crushing to my body and my plane

1 keep working with puxture control and throttle, moving fisst
one and then the other to the position which reduces shaking most
By just the nght jockeying of these levers I find that I climb slowly,
gaming back part of the altitude D've lost I was down to 7,000 feet
above sea level at the lowest pomnt — withm two or three thousand
of the ground, as near as I could judge Now, I'm up to 7,500
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Should I try to spiral unttt daybreak? Should I take up my headng
east across the Rockees, tonard sunnse and level Kansas plaws?
Should I turn back toward Californsa where I know the skies are
clear, and try to find the air field on North Island? I glance at the
clock— 8 07 It seems hours, yet it’s been only fifteen munates
since the missing stacted

Agamnst the wind, San Diego 15 close to five hours of flight
betund me T'd have to pass over all those wewd formations of the
desert, where 2 forced landing might well be equal to 4 fatal crash
And even if I reached the ocean, there’s the posstbiity of a coastal
fog at mght

1£1 fiy eastward, Yve got Rocky Mountam crags to pass, but it
cut almost an hour off might by flying toward dawn In esght hours
at most Xt meet the nsing sun over that gigantie landing field,
Kansas

Staying where I am holds hitle appeal, though if my engne
fmls completely, I'd be better off

Twenty munutes have passed since the mussing started —2a
third of an hour lost, cirching around The Whulwind 1s runmsg
better now 1 feel confidence returning Maybe my trouble 13
caused only by altitude and the cold arr of mpght I so, there 18
stidl bope 11 use more power and watch the mixiure control cates
fully I stop spiralhng and take up my St Lows course, setting the
throtile at 1750 revolutions a munute, chimbing steadidy to get
abave the mountam peaks The mussing mereases os 1 gam altitude,
but I want to clear those nidges with an extra margin 1 should hold
at feast 10,000 feet

Of course — a new thought enters my mind ~1 mght furs
south toward the Mexican border, where mountaws are lower and
where the aw 1s probably warmer 1 have pleaty of fuel m the
tanks But that would destroy the check on navigation which 1s my
man cbject n thus fight It's extremely mmportant to sec how far
off route ¥ am when the sun nses I serious errors have crept into
my paviganonal techniques, I raust feam about them before 1 start
across the ocean. The fuelconsumpuion data T hoped to obtaw s
already thrown off — spiralling chmbing, and using an extra hus-
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dredrp m to keep the engme warm make 1t almost valueless But T
can run another test on that during the firght from St Louss to New
York —not as good, but accurate enough for my requirements
What I need now 1s & check on navigaticn So I'll try to hold to the
route I laid out 1z San Diego

T've left the broad valleys behund Below, I see only steep sides
of mountamns, sheering mto narrow, night-locked ravines There's
not even a spot fit to crash on But the use of more power 1s
wortking The engine sometimes runs for several mnutes between
coughing spells

I'm over 13,000 feet now I wonder if it's the Continental
Divide — that long, snowcapped ridge, reaching to outer hmits of
the moonlight I clear summuts by about 500 feet Those big dark
patches, farther down, may mark the timber Line

The Rockies are belind Mountains melted quickly nto foot-
hulls, and foothulls have rolled out into level plams I see the lights
of four villages, stungmg north and south They're probably tied
together by a radroad I ease my stick forward to lose alutude and
Teach a warmer air Soon I'll be over the panhandle of Oklahoma,
if I've not dnfted north of route

Twelve o’clock, San Diego time I'm about halfway to Lam
bert Freld The Spirit of St Louts has been m the air for better
than eight hours That's much longer than any flight Fve mads
before Haze 15 thicker The moon 1s low in the west I'm down to
8000 feet The Whirlwind runs smoothly now, with the throttle
well advanced I'll have a carburetor heater put on at New York
The warning T recerved tonight may save my Lfe over the North
Atlantic, flying 1 still colder air
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The moon 1s setting at——~—1 20 by the clock I no fonger
see outhnes on the ground, but scattered bghts, here and there, give
perspective to might's growmg blackness

Stars are fading mn the sky shead — the first sign of moromng
I've d deserts and during hours of mght, but the
sun has flown aff around the world — over the Pacific, over Asia
and Europe, across the Atlantic which I am soon to meet, and now
we're about to come together above Kansas plains 1 feel sleepy
That's normal with the dawn

East's honizon sharpens A tinge of pink precedes the brth of
day ¥ sec outhines of ficlds below — straight-edged shades, one
darher than another, and here and there 15 a ravelled hne which
marks a ereck bed I'm somewhere over Kansas That's almost
certan But where? How far off course? In 2 few more minutes
T hnow

A red disc bumps up the sky’s edge A barn roof ghnts sharply
at my plane Spinming windmlls point northwestward Cnl derncks
are scattered around ahead The ground s clearly it Now to find
where T am on the map There’s the smoke of a trasn Tracks come
apphng 1 from the nonhwest, and run en toward a small ery
several mnles away, under my nght wing I unfold the map of
Kansas.

About forty minules ago, i early dawn, § crossed a faly bucge
river 1f Y haven't dafted off my route, 1t must have been the
Arhansas ¥ so, I'm mote than three hours ahead of schedule, 0
spite of the time I lost ewchng that Anzora valley, and 1 should
be sevenlty five or aighty mules east of Wichita Finding my post

tron will be a matter of elmination Tor the moment ¥ can ehm-
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mate all ralroads which don’t run northwest and southeast
There's another roadbed that enters my field of vision from east
of north, converging with the first on the same little city I try to
find a bne of ink that corresponds to 1t And there's a third rail-
road, with straight miles of track comung 1n from the east and
bending sharply southwest Such straight lines and definite angles
should be distinctive even in the state of Kansas But I see no
Pprunter s counterpart 1n the area where I think I ought to be

Could I have dnfted south to the Cimarron, or to the Ar-
kansas’ west fork? I begin searchmg farther from my estimated
positton My eyes jump up and down across the map Soon I find
the pattern Im looking for — the same lmes, the same angles,
villages and towns where villages and towns should be The track
on my nght connects Cherryvale with Parsons, Kansas

Yes, my locatton 1s definte There must have been a strong
tad wind durng the might, and I've held a higher rp.m than I
mtended But m nearly fifty miles south of my route! I had ex-
pected to come out closer than that Of course I've been nine
hours m unknown wind drifts That’s an average of only five miles
an hour toward the south And st won’t make much difference to
my tune — the corrective angle 15 too small But I hope to hold
a better course across the ocean

Well, the flight has been successful That’s the importaat thng
Tn less than three hours I 1l be at St Louis And if anything should
£0 wrong now, there are landmg fields everywhere below Soon
1l eircle Lambert Field, and then, if my partners agree, after one
nught of rest, 11l take off for the flight over the Alleghemies to
New York That's a short trip, compared to the one 'm finishing
Tomorrow I may be on Long Island, the starting point for Pans
And then ———But T won't let my mind go any farther, there’s still
100 much to be done It’s better to concentrate on one step at a
time
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To the south ase Ozark foothills The Missours Ruver winds
below I barnstormed that town on my left, last year And thuty
miles up this tributary valley lies a narrow pasture, m betwneen
Tulls, from which 1 carned passengers 1n an area where no plane
had dared land before Then I wasn’t even thunking about a flight
across the ocean

1 mark down mstrument readmngs for the last time In a few
mmutes more I'll be landing I see the outhine of Lambert Field
Now buildings begin to show There are the twin, round roofed
“air race” hangars There, the black hangars of my National
Guard squadron Now I see Robertson Aurcraft’s shops and office,
at first screencd off by trees There’s Loute’s Junch shack, closer to
the line—all as I left them two and a half months ago How
green the field has become! It was a muddy brown in February

1 push my stick forward and open the throttle A munute or
two of full power won’t hurt the engine —t’s had plenty of
runming-in Here at my home field, after a record flight from
Califormia, I can indulge 1n that luxury I want everyone to see
how fast the Spirit of St Lows 1s, and how wonderfully 1t climbs

Several men are standing tn front of the Natonal Guard
hangars as I approach Its only eight o’clack, local time I wonder
who'll be first 1o spot my plane The air speed needle touches 160
mules an hour That's fast enough, I won’t push the nose down
more — no use putting too much strain on the wings Figures run
out of buildings as I flash overhead Fifty feet off the ground now
I ease the stick back shghtly -~ - twenty feet—— - ten——~ five
——over the center of the field~— I pull up steeply 1 a chmb-
ing turn———three hundred feet———seven hundred---2
thousand — -~ fifteen hundred Lambert Field never saw a plane
with such a combination of range, speed, and chimb

I circle once, and pomt my nose toward St Lows —I prom-
1sed to fly over the business district before Janding The city
shows clear today, its strects like ruled Lines The west wind has
carnied off the usual pall of smoke
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There’s the bump of office buildings that marks the downtown
section There’s Harry Kmught's brokerage firm There’s Bixby’s
State National Bank — I nose down and fly close to the flagpoles,
so0 everyone there will hear my engme I'll have to head for the
Mussissipp1 1f 1 have a forced landing, but after my might over the
mountams, flying within ghding distance of a river m dayhght
seems the height of safety

The Spirit of St Lowts touches ground at 6 20 Cabforma time
—fourteen hours and twenty five munutes from take-of No man
ever traveled so fast from the Pacific coast before I taxi up in
front of the National Guard hangars Every person i sight 18
walkig or runnmg toward my plane Bill and Frank Robertson
come up to welcome me, and a half dozen pilots and mecharcs ~—
all old fnends Several St Louss reporters are on hand I chmb out
of my cockpit.

“When did you leave San Diego, Shm?”

“Say, you must’a made pretty good tune’”

“What was the weather like?”

‘How's the engne?

‘Did you come all the way nonstop?

Soon we're walking over to Lowe’s shack for breakfast

“Here’s your transport-pjlot’s license,” Bull Robertson says,
handing me a Bureau of Aeronautics envelope “You've got num-
ber 69

“Just fits you,” somebody remarks “Rught side up or upside
down — the same ”

“Any news from Nungesser and Coli”” I ask

“There’s a report that 2 British ship picked them up at sea,”
one of the newspapermen rephes “But we can’t get confirma-
tion

“Has the Bellanca taken off yet?”

“No ‘The last report 1s that they're going to take off Saturday,
if the weather's good enough *
“What's holding them up?’
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“Den’t know, but have you heard about the warnng from the
State Depastment?”

“No What 1s t7”

»Qur Embassy 1 Pans sent a cable saymp 1t mught be ms-
understood if an Amencan plane lands i France before there’s
definite word about Nungesser and Coli

“Has the government put any sestriction on taking off?” I ask

“No That's apparently up to the piots There weren’t any
restrictions sssued, just the warning ™

“The Bellanca 1s goiwng to make the flight anyway,” somebody
else says “What do you think you'll do, Shm™

“I dom't know I'll bave to find out exactly what the sitwabon
15," I answer *11 go through to New York at least If Nungesser
and Colt are lost, 1t seems to me 1t's up to the rest of us to cany
on what they attempted

Louse keeps a collection of photographs of aviators tacked f0
hus Junch-stand walls — on one wall the fiyers who are alive, 00
another the fiyers who are dead Every now and then someont
shps into the stand when Lowe 15 away and mixes up the photo-
graphs We pilots check oceasionally, gust ta be sure we are on the
night wall This time nobody has changed my picture — of raaybe
Loute looked over s collection and straightencd 3t out before I
landed

While we're eatng Louwe’s ham and eggs, Harold Bixby and
Harry Knight armve Soon my other partners begin phoning and
assembhing I show them the Spinr of St Louis, telf them sbout
the fight, and of the results of our tests in San Diego We go off
together to discuss plans

“How lang can you stay i the city, Shim?"” Biaby asks

“We've got a hall-dozen dwner mvitations for you,” Hany
Knight adds, laughing “A ot of people would hike to hear about
your flight *

“I'll stay as long s you want me to," ¥ answer, “But I think
1 ought to go night on to New York 1f I don't, somebody ele wilt
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beat us to the take-off Unless this storm holds them down, the
Bellanca crew will probably start before I can anyway But they
may not get through the first ime they try ”

“That's what we thought you'd say, Sim It’s gomng to disap-
poimt 2 lot of people, but you're right Now that we’re really in the
running, we're not going to let a couple of dinners hold us down
We had some things ltned up for you tomorrow, but we'll cancel
them all You'd better stay here and get some sleep tomght Why
don’t you come out to my house? Take off m the morming 1f you
want to How’s the plane?”

“Couldn’t be better,” [ answer “All it needs 1s some grease on
the rocker arms and a lttle gas *

How could one have better partuers? They always understand
my problems, and they’re always behund me when I need help If
I'm not the first to land at Pans, 1t certamly won'’t be their fault

* How’s the Spnit of St Louis Organization comung along?* 1
ask

“Fine We've got some new members, too,” Bixby tells me
“Harry Kmght's father 1s with us Frank Robertson ts 1z with Bill,
of course E Lansing Ray jomed up — he runs the Globe Demo-
crat Doc Lambert got his brother, J D Wooster Lambert, to
come 1n We’fe moving along pretty fast Don’t you worry about
finances You just leave them to us, and we’ll leave the flight to
you®



.V.
ROOSEVELT FIELD

MAY 12-20 1927

1 TAKE OFF from Lambert Field at 8 13 am, and set course for
New York City The sky 1s clear My route takes me durectly over
the Missoun-Mississippt Junction Illmors gramn fields npple i a
northwest wind The Spiriz of St Lows has grown with those
crops I conceved the flight last fall when the wheat was planted
Now I'm getting under way with the green blades of spring

Land below 15 roling Shadows of white, fluffy clouds shde
across alfalfa, corn, and wood lot P've caught up with the tad of
the storm that delayed my San Diego take off Will the Allegheny
Mountains be clear? Maybe 1 started too early Maybe I can't get
through to New York today But I've got to follow as closely 2s I
can on the area of bad weather If only 1t will hover over the Atlan
tic and hold my competitors o the ground for two or three days
more Tl have the engine checked, the compasses n, and the Spirtk
of St Lows refueled

There s Columbus already, and I'm only three and a quarter
hours out This 1s the way the marl should fly from Lambert Field
to New York

The sky has become overcast Mountamsides above me shint
imto heavy clouds, their rocks and forests merging with the must
Clearings are scarce Hogback ranges push valleys down to creck

[148)
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beds that are hardly visible through the leaves Now I follow 2
pass with the rairoad, now I squeeze over a saddle m a nidge
That village of square, gray, dreary houses must be part of a coal
mine I'm over Pennsylvama I crossed the Monongahela Ruver,
south of Pittsburgh, fifty five munutes ago

It’s the end of the seventh hour 3 15 St Lows time Man-
hattan Island hes below me — buildmng-weighted, wharf spined,
teeming with Life — millions of people m that niver boundaried strip
of brick and concrete, each one surrounded by a Dttle aura of his
probl and his thoughts, hardly of earth’s expanse
beyond What contrast to the western spaces I have crossed' I
feel cooped up just Jooking at st

Ahead, beyond those suburbs on Long Island, les the field
from which I'T start for Pars Wil 1t be Curtiss, Roosevelt or
Mitchel? How long a run will I have? What obstacles must I clear?
For weeks I ve tried vamly to get that nformation, now I'll soon
have the answers to my questions

That Jooks like a line of hangar roofs Yes, there’s a field beside
them, and a second — and a third not far away The one on the
nght must be Mitchel for 1ts planes are pamnted ohve drab I bank
to circle all three while I study size and surface

Mitchel 1s better Lept than the others, after all, 1it’s an Army
field But, except near the center, the sod looks rough as ¥ pass
over 1t — a bit ke North Island And Curtiss, where I'm about to
1and, 15 much too small for a heavy load take off Roosevelt 15
large enough, and 1t’s the only one that has a runway —a long,
narrow affair, laxd out approumately east and west If the wind
blows 1n the direction of that runway when I want to start, Roose-
velt will be the best Yes, I1l take off from either Roosevelt or
Mitchel T can’t decide which until I've walked over them several
times and found out whether I can get perrmission to use the one T
prefer Byrd and Chamberhn must have made satisfactory arrange-
ments for their tests and overloaded take-offs Whatever solution
they found will probably do for me
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I aircle over Curtiss It has peak-raofed wooden hangars to
the north and west Beyond them are scattered houses — the out-
skirts of Mineola A short but rather steep stope, clearly visible from
my thousand feet of alutuds, separates Curuss from Roosevelt
Field The west end of the long runway 1s just beyond it A dozer
or so planes are on the hne—Jenmes, Standards, Onofes, pamted
w alf the colors of the rambow

There must be two or three bundred people down there Jook-
wg up at me I glance at the wand sock, bank steeply around, and
throntte back Its 3 31 Central Standard time

A number of men with cameras have scattered ot onto the
field Some of them right where T want to touch my wheels 1gun
the engine bark out of the way, and shp down 10 land of an angle
with the wind  Almost as soon as my plane comes to 2 Sop 1S
susrounded by newspaper photographers 1 shout at them to keep
clear of the propeller, but no one pays attention Two men 3L
trying to get 3 picture of me 1w the cockpt Otbers are i front,
at the sides, and behmd the plane Heavy moton-picture cameras
on their mpods are pomung ot me Ive never seen such excie-
ment and disorder around awcraft Why can’t they wt until 1
1%t 1o the hine and stop my engine® I'd put the Spiry of St Lows
wherever they want it for background, angle and light, just as 1
did yesterddy at Lambert Field Theyd have better pictures, it
would save 3 fot of time, and T wouldnt have 1o wosry about
anyone getung hurt

Several mechanics come out to guard my propelier and Tead
me to 3 place an the lne 1 front of one of the hangars 1 cut
switches and someone chocks my wheels A crowd packs atound
my cochpt pushing and shouting A man who obwiously has
some anthonly works s way through it with diffieuity

“I'm Casey Jones ~ ~ — airport manager * Welcome 1n € and
voce accompany his extended hand

Casey Jones, the famous Curtiss test pafott What aviator hasa't
heard of fum?

“We'se got one of the hangars ready for you,” he contsnues
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“You've made a fast fught ” His glance sweeps 2round my cock-
pit, over mstruments and controls

Another man comes up bestde him, slender, moustached “I'm
Duck Blythe,” he says “I rep the Wnight A 1 Cor-
poration They've wnstructed me to offer you all the help they can
aove”

‘I won't need 2 whole hangar,” I tell them — “just room
enough for my plane I'd Like to have an expert mechame check
over the engime It hasn’t had much time n the air, but I want to
be sure that ——

Blythe doesn’t wait for me to fimsh “We've got the best
Whirlwind men 1n the country nght here waiting,” he says “I
think you know Ken Boedecker He's one of the corporation’s
field service representatives And this 1s Ed Mulligan He’s
assigned exclusively to your plane, as long as you need hum I
haven’t told you about myself yet ¥ handle public relations And
along that Line, how about letting the camera boys get a picture
of you m front of the plane? Some of them have a deadline to
make -

There's a milling about as I chmb down from my cockpit
Several men are making notes on pads of paper They must be
Teporters Space 1s cleared with difficulty, and I take position, as
requested, with one hand on the propeller of the Spirit of §t Lotus

Each moment I feel more uncomfortable It's not like San
Diego or St Lowss These cameramen curse and jostle one another
for position, while they take pictures from every concervable
angle Some stand up, others kneel or crouch, a few even Le on
the ground to point their lenses at me They take photographs head
on, photographs from the quarter, photographs from the side, dus-
tant shots, close-ups, motion pictures and stills

“Soule™

“Look this way, will ya?”

“Shake hands with somebody ™

“Say something >

* God damn 1t, stop yer shovin™™
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“Hey, there’s Chamberlin and Bertaud ”

“Start talkin’ to each other ™

“Chrst, get out of the way!™

They must have enough pictures to last forever I start to
leave

“Wait a mmute Gotta get a close-up ™

“Hold 1t ™

“Just one more ™

They crowd nearer Cameras come within three or four feet
of my face I turn away and begin walking toward the nearest
hangar Photographers run 1n front Reporters close i around me,
there must be a dozen of them

“When're you gomg to start for Paris?”

“Tell us something about your fught from Califorma ™

“Did ya have any close calls?”

“What do you think about Nungesser?”

“What does yer mother say about all this?’

There’s no use asking the questions because I don’t get 2
chance to answer any of them Somebody slaps me on the back,
hard Somebody else pulls sideways on my arm

*Now fellows,” Blythe breaks n, ‘let’s get this organized se
1t’s fair to everybody

“Look! There's the America ™

We all glance up A big tnmotored Fokker drones overhead

“That’s the first ime 1t’s been over here ™

“Byrd must be about ready to go again ™ somebody says

I ship 1nto the side door of a hangar while Blythe 15 making
arrangements for the mterview Mechanics push the Spirst of St
Lows into one end, 1 front of two Ormoles and a Waco We
stretch a rope across the entrance and leave the shding doors
open so people can see my plane, while at the same time 1t's pro-
tected from the fingers of their cunosity The crowd outside 38
increasing, and when people are mterested enough to come to the
field. 1t would be unfair to confront them with closed hangar doors
—that's not the way to build up aviation
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Now I've got to get the final condiiomng of my plane under
way, but 1t’s past six, Eastern daylight time — too late to accom-
plish much today

“I'll want to phone about my compass m the morning ” I start
out saying

“You won’t have to bother about that,” Boedecker tells me
“Hey, come over here a munute” He beckons to a man looking
i through the near window of my cockpit

* This 1s Brice Goldsborough, from the Pioneer Instrument Com-
pany He can fix you up on anything about mstruments Just tell
him what you want He’s got your earth inductor compass here,
all ready to put m

To my amazement, I find that all the organizations T planned
on g have thewr nght here on Curtiss Field,
ready to do whatever they can to help me

Ancther man steps up ‘I'm from the Vacuum Ouf Company
My name 1s Umlanf When do you want your gasolne and ol
sent out? We've got 1t all ready for you™

A hand gops my arm It’s Dick Blythe

* Captain, I've got the press representatives all together now
They're waiting for you m the hangar office But a few photogra-
phers didn’t get a picture when you landed They want you to
stand in front of the plane agamn and gwe them another
chance *

“Good Lord, haven’t they got enough photographs?” I ask
‘I want to get down to busmess ™

“I know,” Blythe rephes, “but they say it will only take five
munutes, and that they won’t ask for any more They didn’t think
your ship was so fast-— that’s why they’re late They probably
stopped to get a dnnk along the road I think you ought to do 1t,”
he argues pleasantly “It will keep them m good humor, and if
you don't, some of them may lose thewr jobs New York editors
are pretty tough ™

1 stand 1n front of the Spirat of St Lowus again feeling awk-
ward and foolstt, with dozens of people sterng 2t me and gels
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gigghing, while the pictures are being taken Instead of “a few’
photographers who arnived late for my landing, there are more
than before

Pictures over at last, I find the reporters waiting n a large
office at the side of one of the hangars There must be twenty of
thirty of them, standing, leaning, draped on desks and chairs — all
Jooking ot me mtently In between them are scattered more pho-
tographers, with flash bulbs attached to therr cameras The ques-
tioning starts at once

“When are you gowng to take off for Pans?”

“My engine needs servicing, and I'm having new compasses
mstalled,” I answer “After that’s done, I'll take off as soon as
the weather clears up enough *

“Do you think you'll take off in the morning?”

“No, I don't know yet when I'll start It may be several days
I won't leave until everything 1s nght ”

“What kind of navigation are you gomng to use?”

“Dead reckonmng ™

“You're not carrymng a sextant?”

“No

“How about a radio?”’

“I'm not carrying one ™

“Why not?”

“They’re heavy, and they're not very well developed,” I ex-
plain “The best mformation 1 can get indicates that they cut ovt
when you need them most ™

“Well, Byrd and Chamberlin are gong to carry radios, and
sextants too ™

“I looked 1nto 1t rather carcfully, and decided I'd rather have
extra gasolme ™

“What arc you going to do about that State Department warn-
ang?” a reporter asks

“I'll follow whatever requests the government makes,” I an
sner,

Questions about my plane and flights are covered quickly
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Then subjects are rased which I feel are too personal or too silly
to discuss

“Do you carry a rabbit’s foot?”

‘ What's your favorite pie?”’

“Have you got a sweetheart?””

‘How do you feel about girls?”

After the interview, a reporter from one of the tablosds tells
me that his editor wants to purchase the exclusive story of my
flight, and that 1t's worth several thousand dollars' That’s a huge
amount of money for a little wntmg Here's a chance to build up
our cash reserve I reply that I'll think the proposition over, and
suggest that we talk about 1t more tomorrow If there’s gomg to be
an exclustve story, my partner, E Lansing Ray, should have first
night to 1t for hus Globe Democrat, but we could sell the nights
outside of St Louss to someone else 11 phone Buxby and Kmght
and ask for therr advice

Its dark by the time I reach my room at the Garden City
Hotel 1 wanted to stay on the field, but there’s no place to sleep,
and the hotel 1sn’t far away

2

During supper my newly made friends bring me up to date en
the New York-to-Pans flight developments Everything centers on
Curtiss and Roosevelt Fields Mitchel Field has dropped out of
the picture — partly because 1t’s military and partly because of 1ts
size The runway on Roosevelt Freld 15 close to 2 mile long —1t’s
really the only place for a heavily loaded take-off Byrd has a Jease
on the field, but I can probably get permussion to use the runway
when he doesn't need 1t umself His tnmotored Fokker 1s now 1n
the hangar at the far end of Roosevelt. Its rebuilding has yust been
completed, after the crack-up at Teterboro Byrd and Nowville
weren’t mured very badly, but Floyd Beonett 1s still in the hos-
pital Chamberln’s Bellanca 15 on Curtiss Field, only a few hundred
feet away from the Spirit of St Louts

“Why hasn’t the Bellanca taken off yet?” I ask
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“Weather and personnel trouble,” Blythe tells me “The routc
forecasts have been bad, and there’s been a lot of squabbling
gong on Yow've probably read about some of it Acosta with-
drew, you know He's gomng to fly with Byrd”

“Don’t think 1t was Giuseppe Bellanca’s fault though, or
Clarence Chamberhin’s,” one of my friends adds “The plane would
have been off long ago 1f the decision had been up to them

The Wnght Aeronautical Corporation 15 m the enviable but
difficult position of having 1ts Whirlwind engines in all the New
Yorh-to-Parns planes Consequently the corporation must mawmntain
strict neutrality as far as Byrd, Chamberln, and myself are con-
cerned Its engineers and mechamics have been mstructed to
help put each engmne and plane n the best possible condition, as 2
matter of policy The corporation’s mterest doesa’t end with the
engme, Boedecker explams, for the engine 15 no better than its
statlation, and 1if something goes wrong with a plane that forces
1t 1o land 1n the ocean, the engine will probably get the blame re-
gardless of the real cause As long as 1ts Whurlwinds are going
on the Pans flght, the Wnght Corporation sntends to get them
there—engine, nstallation, plane, and all

Durnng the last few days, Blythe tells me, newspaper mterest
has become ntense Several editors think that the New York-to-
Pans fiight will be the story of the year With a long record of
crashes, with four men killed, two missing, and three injured, and
with three planes waiting only on weather or minor adjustments
before taking off for France, the journalistic atmosphere has
reached fever heat

Before I amived at St Lows yesterday, New Yorkers had pad
relatively Dittle attention to my project The fact that I was an
unknown pilot, that T planned to fly alone, and that my plane was$
beng built by a small company over two thousand miles away, had
thrown them off guard But when I landed on Lambert Field,
nonstop and overmight from Califormia, their attitude underwent 2
rapid change Then my swilt, though shorter, fight through 10
New York caused me to be viewed with different eyes My cntics
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are confronted with the fact that the Spurst of St Lows has now
een more thoroughly tested m Jong cross country flights than
either the America or the Columbia The trim lmes of my plane, the
solo crossing of the contiment my actual presence here among
them, create extraordinary el of petition and
and give new wmnpetus to old arguments — both lay and profes-
sional  Engineers argue about whether wings can take off so
heavily loaded Pilots question the ability of a man to fly 3,600
miles alone There are a few who believe 1 have the best chance
of al], but most say that mme 1s a fool s venture

* What do you think of that?

I read the clipping placed beside my fork

THINKS NUNGESSER TRIED
TOO MUCH

HALIFAX NS May 10 (AP) —Captain
Charles Nungesser made the mistake of
endeavoring to fiy his machine the entire

*Well, P've stayed awake over forty hours more than once,
workmg pretty hard most of the trime too,” I say ‘I don’t see why
I shouldn’t be able to fly that long sitting down ™

After supper we drve back to Cuttiss Field ¢ What's the latest
Bews on Nungesser and Coli?” I ask

‘Same story One headline says they've been picked up, the
next says they haven't That sells papers There are reports that
their plane was heard over Newfoundland by a dozen people last
Monday It will probably be densed 1 the next editions Some of
the French papers printed an account of the Wiute Bird's landing
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at New York They cven quoted Nungesser's first words to the
Amencan press "

Mulligan has the cowlngs off when we armive, and is working
effictently aud quietly on my engme Boedecker pulls off his coat
and starts working too Biythe goes out to talk to reporters 1
putter around the plane Pm gomng to take out the six dry batteries
to save weight, the smstrument board bghts are too bright anyway,
and ¥ can carry an extra flashhght in my pocket

“You've certanly got the rival camps strred up,” Blythe tells
me when he comes back “The press boys say 1t looks as though
mechames are gomng to work all mght on both the Fokker and the
Bellanca ”

How about the Fokker™ I ash “Is Bysd ready to go?”

“They're alt damn secret about their plans, but he'l} probably
be tied up for a few days with tests

“Do you thunk the Bellanca will try a morming take-off?”

“There are rumors to that effect,” Blythe rephes, *but the
Weather Burcau says conditions over the Atlaatic are pretty bad”

“As far as I'm concerned, that’s fine,” 1 say “I hope the
weather stays bad until I get my engine cheched and compasses
swung Then P'd bike to follow this storm night on across the oceat,
the same way I followed 1t from San Diego™

3
LINDBERGH HERE, READY
FOR SEA HOP
CHAMBERLIN AND LINDBERGH
SET TO GO

1t's the morming of May 13th Blythe has brovght the Nev
York papers to my room 1 stare, shightly dozed, at the headlines
My name 15 1 huge pnnt on all from pages. I glance down the
columns:
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Bellanca Plane, Spurred
by Lindbergh's Arrival,
Is Ready to Go

Spunit of St Lowss and
America Jomn Their Rival
Here for the Hop Off

WEATHER AT SEA STILL BAD

SHIPS HUNT NUNGESSER

‘What promiges to be the most spectacy
lar race ever held—3600 miles over the

short distance of each other ready to take
the air
When will they go and who will be the
first away? was the question on every
one s Lips
Observers &t the Ai#1d Yook to Lindbergh
as a dark horse in the race He arrived

from St Loula. The trim slender lines of
his siver coated monoplane impressed
pllots and mechanies alike - ——

“You've taken the show,” Blythe says “The boys don’t know
how to size you up They can’t laugh off your flight from Calfornia
At any other ume that would be a big story n stself

“How’s the weather?”’ I ask

“Sull bad ”

“Let’s get some breakfast ™

When we arrive at the hangar on Curtiss Field, I find a crowd
alxeady assembled to see the Spirit of St Lows Mulligan comes
Up to me with a prece of cowhing 1n s hands

‘ Where's the propeller?” I inquire
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“Over at the Curtiss Company,” he tells me “We found 2
crack 1n the spmner They’re fiung up a new one for you"*

“They said they wouldn’t send a bull for the work,” Bocdecker
adds, “so we didn’t wait 1o ask you if 1t was all nght Outside of
that, your engine’s checked and set to go Mulligan and I worked
most of the mght on 1t — thought you might want to run some
tests today ~—~1I'd like you to meet Ken Lane, chief auplane
engineer for Wright — just got in this morning  He'll be 1n charge
of the corporation’s iterests over here from now on *

It's extraordinary Here’s the Curtiss Company, one of the
Wnght Corporation’s chief compettors, repatring my spinner for
nothing Everywhere [ turn 1t’s the same way Bellanca and Cham-
berkin stop by to wish me well Commander Byrd comes to my
hangar to extend a welcame, and to offer me the use of Roosevelt
Freld for my take-off He’s spent much more effort and money than
I have m prepanng for the Pans flight, and he must be just a8
anxious as I am to be first to land on Le Bourget, yet he gives me
the use of his runway, free of charge—and he says I'm welcome
to his weather information too

“The press boys want another interview and some more photo-
graphs,” Blythe tells me “They want a picture of you, Byrd, and
Chamberlin, together How about 1t, Commander?”

Byrd smiles and nods

1 work on the Sprrit of St Louts most of the moming wath
mechanics and nstrument experts Mulligan 15 mstalling a carbu-
retor air heater on the Whirlwind, we have concluded that all my
trouble over the mountains, on the flight between San Dicgo and
St. Louss, was caused by cold air After lunch 1 walk to Roosevelt
Field to go over the runway, foot by foot The surface has 2
tendency to softness, and I wish 1t were a lttle wider, but on the
whole, 1t will give me a longer and better take-off fun than I ex-
pected to find anywhere around New York

Now I must take Brice Goldsborough on a flight to check my
compasses That wilf be fun It will surpnse everyone 10 sc¢ how
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quickly the Spirit of St Lows can take off and chmb A car
bumps out over the field to pick me up, and a motoreycle police-
ftan escorts us back to the hangar, where two more umformed
officers are stationed at the doors Inside, Blythe hands me another
group of papers “You won't hike these very much,” he says

FLYIN' FOOL HOPS TODAY

A big front page picture of myself 1s below the tabloid head-
Lnes T'm the “fymn’ fool,” and I'm supposed to be ready to take
off for Paris at any moment! Didn’t I tell the reporters that I
wouldn’t leave unti] the weather was night and my compasses were
swung? All they had to do was look m through the door of the
fhangar 1f they didw’t believe me Well, I suppose they think this
mmakes a better story And here’s another article, just as bad

Flying Kid Will Write From Paris

-~ The Kid Flyer sauntered—— to
fles Field - in his pocket Was & octh
brush and a comb —

worry her tou mucn Mewiwn ¢ u mu
papermen in Detroft found Lin
berkh who ateadtastly refused to make a
statem

Now, I don’t carry a toothbrush in my pocket, and what I sad
about my mother was very different from that—TI wish the
Detrost Teporters would leave her alone

Depending on which paper I pick up, I find that I was born
in Mimnnesota, that I was born 1n Michigan, that T was born 1
Nebraska, that I learned to fly at Omaha, that I learned to fly at
Lincoln, that I learned to fly at San Antonto, m Texas I'm told
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that my mekname 15 “Lucky,” that T fand and take off by Jooking
throngh penscopes, that without them T can see only downward
from my cockpat, that ¥ carry “devices” on my plane which will
enable me to “spatch a snooze™ while steering a ¢ beehne™ for Paris

4
There are hnocks on the door of my bedroom, w the Garden
City Hotel Conversation stops
“Telegram, st} I give the bellboy a dupe ond tear open the
yellow envelope

CAPT CHARLES A LINDBERGH DETROIT MICH
CURTISS FIELD, LONG ISLAND, N Y MAY 13, 27

ARRIVE NEW YORK TOMORROW MORNING
M

Good Lord! I know what's happened ifs the newspapess
She's been readmg the stones that say T'm likely to crash on
take-off, like Fonch and Davis, or be lost at sea, hke Nungesser
snd Coli She's commg to Long Esland to see f 1 need advice of
help ~~~No, 1t's not as definite as that She’s coming to be near
me m s penod of danger Probably the Detront reporters have
been phoming her every hour But Curtiss Field s the last place
whese she should be ¥ don’t want 10 Jeave her to the tabloid press
when 1 take off for Pans, and before that, I should concentrate
€very mmute on my preparatons I telephone —~-no, her
rain's already left

1begm to realize there's another reason, bestdes being first 10
Pans, why 1 should get away from New York Every day I stay
here will draw mote of my attention from my plane and prepaea-
tons My problems are already shifting from awiation to seporters,
photog business prop , and requests for autographs
Now 1 must arrange to meet and care for my mother when she
arnves in this chaotic place

Tt wonldn't be 50 bad of 1 could go oft quietly for an hour bY
mysel —— it T could walk over the field alons and feel earth beneath
the soles of my shoes whale 1 fet the wind blow confusion from my
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mind But the moment I step outstde the hangar I'm surrounded
by people and protected by police Somebody shouts my name,
and ymmediately I'm surrounded by a crowd Even at the hotel,
newspapermen fill the Jobby and watch the entrance so carefully
that I can’t walk around the block without being followed There's
never a free moment except when I'm 1n my room It detracts
from the health of one’s body and prevents real clanity of thought
That’s why Lane, Mulligan, Blythe, and I are sitting here together
That's why I phoned room service to send our supper up on trays
I'm tired of shaking hands, and wnting my name on shps of paper,
and bemng poked and stared at I want to spend a normal hour for
2 change

1 put the telegtam 1n my pocket The waiter leaves Conversa-
trion begins again

“ There are more damn crazy 1deas floattng around this place
than I've ever heard before »

“Did you talk to that fellow with the gray beard? Says he's
mvented some way to get more power out of a gallon of gas

“Sure, I told him the Curtiss Company might be interested
Thought 1t would keep hum out of the way for a day or two ™

“That guy with the high speed engime 1s the tough one to
shake off

“Say, did I tell you about the man who’s got a young dancer
on his stung? She’s worked out an act to symbolize the flight be-
tween New York and Pans He wants to get her out here mn cos-
tume and have her photographed dowrg a sphit on the propeller of
the Spinit of St Lows™

“A what?”

“A split ™

* What's that?”

“It's a stage stunt You know — when they shide one leg out
front and the other back, and set down i between ™

“On a propeller?”

“Yeh — horizontal

“I should think 1t would be pretty difficult

“Well, we’re not gomng to make the test
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The phone fings 1t's another weather report The Atlantic i
sull partly covered with areas of fog and storm, and these’s not
rauch sign of improvement

“You ought to visit the New York Weather Burean, Captain,”
Blythe says “Doc Kimball could give you a lot of dope He's
working out charts for Byrd you know The boys all say he's
good”

“I'd ke to do that tomorrow,” 1 answer “Do you suppose
he'll be there Saturday? I've gat to get my passport and visa lined
up too I wonder ff ~— -

The door bursts open and two men strde 1010 my room carry-
ng press cameras We all jump from our chaws There's a moment
of silence

* Say, who do you think you are?” Lane 1s the first to reguit
his voice

“We represent the New York —— - We're here to get a px-
ture of ‘Lucky Lindy' shaving and sitting on the bed m his
pajamas ™

“Well, where I come from, it's customary to hnock before you
walk 1nto somebody’s bedroom™

‘The men grn, look at me, start adjusting their cameras

“No! -~~~ Get out ” We practically push them from the room

1t may be bad public relations, but I'm not gomg to have my
prvate life mvaded to that extent I feel fighung mad about the
mecident

Biythe laughs “You'll ind a lot of 'em Iike that around here,”
he says

We lock the door

5

My mother spent one day with me, and left She felt she had
to have that day, she told me The stones in the newspapers and
the phone calls from reporters 1n Detront disturbed her $0 greatly
that she had t sce me before T 100k off — qust to sec me— t0 talk
to me ~to make sure I really wanted to go and felt 1t wat the
nght tung to do Then, she said, she would retum home She had
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never meant to stay, because she knew that would take my atten-
tion from the flight

This 15 Monday evenng, May 16th The Sprit of St Lots 18
ready to take off, but my route to Pars 1s still covered with fog
and storm These have been the most extraordmary days I've ever
spent, and I can’t call them very pleasant Life has become too
strange and hectic The attention of the entire country 1s centered
on the fhght to Pans, and most of all on me — because I m gomng
alone, because I'm young, because Im a ‘dark horse Papers m
every city and village are headlimng my name and writing articles
about me Newspaper, radio and motion picture publicity has
brought People crowding out to Curtiss and Roosevelt Fields until
the Nassau County police are faced with a major traffic problem
Seventy five hundred came last Saturday, the New York Times
said On Sunday there were thirty thousand!

And mad has started comng to the field, addressed to me
First a few letters arrived, then dozens now I have more than a
hundred envelopes stacked m my room Ive opened only a few
The wniters want me to send autographs, want to give me advice,
want to show me 1nventions to offer me business propositions, to
share with me their viewpotnts on religion One or two dreamed
that Nungesser and Coh are sull alive, and sent vague directions
for finding them What to do with all this mail 15 a problem I
don’t Iike to sit down at a desk and answer letters, but anyway,
T'm not going to worry about that before my take-off

Up to date, our project has been successful beyond my wild-
est dreams We've brought the attention to St Lows that we
planned We've helped focus everybody’s eyes on aviation and its
foture Wenve shown what kind of fights a2 modern plane can
make, and my reputation as a piot has been established The
New York Tumes 1s going to buy the story of my fight and syndi-
cate 1t throughout the country All this 1s very satisfactory But
there are disturbing elements too The way the tabloid people
acted when my mother came, left me with no respect for them
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whatever They didn’t care how much they hurt her feelings ot
fnghtened her about my flight, as long as they got thewr pictures
and their stories Dhd she know what a dangerous trip her son wag
undertaking? they asked Did she realize how many older and
more experienced aviatots had been kalled 1 1ts attempt? They
wanted her to describe her sensations for their readers They
d d that we emb for thewr and say good by
When we refused, one paper had two other people go thraugh the
motions, and substituted photographs of our heads for theus—
composite puctures, they call them I decided then that 1 wouldnt
write about my flight for the tabloid press no matter what theyd
pay me

Then there was that unnecessary incident with the press on the
field, last Saturday I had taken first Mulligan and then Boedecker
up to check my engine 1n fiight, and on the last landing I'd brokea
my tail skid simply because some photographers got in the way
agamn The most annoymg thing was that, instead of having 3
penalty to pay for viclating the field regulations, the cameramen
got a more valuable picture —and the reporters had “a better
story ” That seemed to be all they cared about As far as I could
tel), the fact that 1 damaged my plane 10 keep from hittng sore
body didn’t bother them a bit Most reporters omutted that from
their accounts * So ternific was his speed that 1 landmg be shghtly
d: d the hine’s tail skid U yed by this accdent,
which he considered tnvial, Lindbergh hopped out westwg 3
broad smile ‘Boys she’s ready and rann’ to go* he sud * That s
how onc of the next day's articles went These fellows must thiok
I'm a cowpuncher, just transferred to aviation Now they're callng
me “a Janky demon of the air from the wide open spaces "

Such statements make “good stones,” and the fact that they're
not true causes Little disturbance to the press Accuracy, fve
learned, 1 secondary to circulation—a thing to be sacrificed
when occasion anses to a degree depending on the standards of
each paper But accuracy means somethung to me It's wital to 7Y
sense of values Ive learned not 1o trust people who are 103¢
curate  Every aviator knows that 1f mechames are inaceurats,
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arrcraft crash If pilots are imaccurate, they get lost— sometmes
Llled In my profession hfe itself depends on accuracy

6

Dr Kumball 1s 2 grand person He had his latest weather map
spread out when I visited his bureau i New York City, and be
went to no end of trouble explunmng us datails to me He was
disturbed about my imtention to follow the great-circle route rather
than the ship lanes He said he couldn’t get enough mformation
that far porth to forecast the weather properly I evplamsd that
I'm waling to take a chance on weather n order to save dustance,
and that 1f the weather proves too bad I can chapge my course to
the southward after P'm under way Dr Kunball may be distubed,
but I'm pleased by the forecasts he can gine me I hadn ¢ counted
on gettng much mformation abont weather over the ocean

On the strength of Dr Kumball's forecasts of continumng poor

i T've pted a nember of to visit pnivate
homes Today I had lunch with Colonel Theodore Rooseselt, Jr,
at Oyster Bay He showed me some of hus father’s books and
trophies, and gave me several letters of mtroduction to friends of
his 1 Europe “You'e got to meet Ambassador Hernck when
Jou’re over there,” he smd  ‘He's a wonderful fellow — good fnend
of mne ™

Those Jetters create a problem, because I couldn’t very well
refuse to take them after all the hospitakty the Cologel had ex-
tendad, and the trouble he went to 1 Wnung them, and they may
be of great help to me m France But I turned down a thousand
dolfars rather than carry 2 pound of ma, and my partners m St.
Lows decided they wouldnt ask me to carry anmythung on the
flight. “If you get yourself and your plane across the ocean, that's
enough,” they sud I'm taking one letter for Postmaster Conkling
of Springfield —1 couldnt say no to hum-—and one letter for
my fnend Gregory Brundewiede, who worked with me laping cut
the may route That’s afl — except for the messages of watraduc-
ton

I found a Jocal doctor waiting to talk to me when I returred
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to the field He was concerned about the effects of fatigue and
eyestram on my flight, He had brought me a small first aid kit,
and a par of colored spectacles for protection from the sun 1
don t thunk I'll need either one, but I slipped them into my map
packet because his arguments were good You feel grateful to men
like that They help wherever they can, and they don't expect
anything for 1t

Some of my best hours, here on Long Island, have been spent
showing off the Spirit of St Lows Charlie Lawrance came to look
1t aver — he's president of the Wright Aeronautical Corporation
and one of the men who developed the Whitlwind engine René
Fonck stopped by, and Al Williams, and Tony Fokker, they were
legendary figures to me a week ago C M Keys and Franh Russell
of the Curtiss Company came to see me, and Chance Vought and
Grover Loening One day Harry Guggenheim arnived with his wife
— he runs the big fund that’s promoting aviation

Dunng the last day or two I've let a number of reporters uit 12
my cockpit while 1 explained the working of instruments and con-
trols Now that I know the New York press representatives better,
I'm finding a few with standards of value I respect -—men hke
Qwen and Lyman of the Twmes, Gould of the Post, and Allen of
the World They don't try to build up a supersensational story
They make a real effort to get at facts, and to keep the arucles
they wnite 1n balance with the subjects covered They're mterested
1n the fundamental problems of my fight — m such thiags as Wiig
loading on take off, fuel consumption, cruising speed, and my
plans for measuning wind dnft over water Time 1s well spent 20
answenng their questions

Biil MacCracken, Assistant Secretary of Commerce for Aero
nautics, has flown up from Washington 1 asked lm about navi-
gation Iights for the Spirit of 5t Lows The new federal 688"
lations require Lights on might-flying atrcraft, but I've left them off,
wining and all, 1o save weight and comphication

“Could 1 have permussion to fly without lights, on this par
ucular tnp?” T inquired

MacCracken smiled *Well, you probably won't encounter
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much mght traffic up where you're going,” he sad “I think we
¢an give you a special dispensation, just this once ™

T

With every day that passes here 1 New York, I realze more
fully that, aside from 2 plane with performance enough to make
the flught, my greatest asset Les m the character of my partners m
St Lows Byrd has been delayed by elaborate organwzation, and
by W: ker’s cautious ona“ fic” test program
for the America Butter dissension has broken out 1 the Bellanca
camp, there stilf are arguments about who 15 to go, the route to be
followed, and whether or not to carry 4 radio along According to
the papers, Levine has notified Bertaud that he 1s “not wanted as
navigator” on the transatlantic fight, and Bertaud bas obtained a
Soutl myunchion to restrain the plane from taking off without hum
Of course the press 15 playing all this up m headlmes But my
partners haven't interfered with my plans m any way They've
stuck to Bixby’s onginal proposttion that they'll take care of the
finances, and leave the technical end of the fught to me *Let us
know when we can help you,” 1s all they've saxd, and they sent one
of my fellow Guardsmen Licutenant Stumpf, through to New
York to act as an mde

Earler this week I phoned Harry Knight and told hum that 1f
Tm going to be first to Pans I'll probably have to start before P'm
chigible for the $25,000 Raymond Onteig prize The sixty days
specified 1n the contest rules haven't yet passed sice my entry was
2ccepted Kmught didn't even stop for a moment to consider “To
hell with the money,” he replied * When you're ready to take off,
£0 ahead

8
This 15 Thursday afternoon, the 19th of May, exactly one week
sinee T tanded m New York The sky 15 overcast A light ram 1s
faling Dense fog shrouds the coasts of Nova Scotia and New-
foundland, and a storm area 1s developing west of France It may
be days, it may be—1 feel depressed at the thought — another
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to the field He was concerned about the effects of fatigue and
eyestram on my flight He had brought me a small first aid kit,
and a parr of colored spectacles for protection from the sun 1
don't think I’ll need either one, but I slipped them mto my map
pocket because hrs arguments were good You feel grateful to mer
like that They help wherever they can, and they don't expect
anything for 1t

Some of my best hours, here on Long Island, have been speat
showing off the Spirt of §t Louts Chatlie Lawrance came to ook
1t over — he’s president of the Wright Aeronautical Corporation
and one of the men who developed the Whirlwind engune René
Fonck stopped by, and Al Williams, and Teny Fokker, they were
legendary figures to me a week ago C M Keys and Frank Russell
of the Curtiss Company came to see me, and Chance Vought aad
Grover Loenmg One day Harry Guggenheim arrived with his wnfe
~— he runs the big fund that’s promoting aviation

During the last day or two I've let 2 number of reporters sit 1t
my cockpit while I explained the working of mstruments and con
trols Now that I know the New York press representatives bettefs
I'm findng a few with standards of value I respect —men Ike
Owen and Lyman of the Tines, Gould of the Post, and Allen of
the World They don’t try to build up a supersensational story
They make a real effort to get at facts, and to keep the articles
they write in balance with the subjects covered They're saterested
1 the fundamental problems of my flight — 1 such things as Wit
loadmg on take-off, fuel consumption, crussing speed, and My
plans for measuning wind dnft over water Time ss well spent 12
answening their questions

Bull MacCracken, Assistant Secretary of Commerce for Aero”
nautics, has flown up from Washington I asked him about nav*
gation hights for the Spirit of St Lows The new federal regt*
lations require lights on mght-flying arrcraft, but I've left them off,
wining and 2ll, to save weight and complication

“Could I have permission to fly without lights, on this par-
tcular tnp?” I inquired

MacCracken smiled “Well, you probably won't encountef
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“Shall we call Doc Kimball for another report? * Lane asks, as
we dnve east on 42nd Street

“Yes,” I say, “T think we'd better

With the forecasts we've had, pavements shiny wet, and the tops
of skyscrapers lost 1n haze, 1t's probably a waste of time to call for a
final check on weather, stll, I'm not gomg to muss any chance
We park our car at the curb, and wait while Blythe goes mto an
office burldmg to phone the Bureau When he comes out I know
by his face and gait that he has news for me

“Weather over the ocean 1s clearing,” he announces “It’s a
stdden change ” Unmundful of the rawm, he stoops to outlme the
situation to us through the car window The low-pressure area
over Newfonndland 1s receding, and a big lugh 1s pushmg 1 be-
hind st ¢ OF course conditions aren’t good all along your route,”
Blythe contuues “They say 1t may take another day or two for
that >

But there’s a chance T'll be able to take off at daybreak.
Thoughts of theater and stage vansh The time has come, at last,
for action

We start immedsately for the flymng field Will the America and
Columba crews be there, gettng ready too? They probably had
this weather report some tume ago I can’t fly over to Roosevelt
Field tomght — the haze 15 too thick, and the ceilmg too low
We'll put about 2 hundred gallons of gasole 1 the tanks before
taking the Spirit of St Louts out of its hangar But most of the
fueling will have to be done after daybreak, when my plane 1s 1n
take off position at the runway’s end That gves Byrd a big ad-
vantage Hus Fokker can be taxied from 1ts hangar to the take-off
Posttion, regardless of haze or fog Of course 1f he starts tomorrow
he'll have to cancel his chnstening ceremomes, they're scheduled
for Saturday But «f the weather's nght, and 1f his plane 1s ready,
I don't thunk he’ll let a chostenng hold him back If I'd only had

a little warning, T could have flown over to Roosevelt this after-
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noon Now 1t’s much too late How many hours can I sleep and
stall be 1 my cockpit with the shades of dawn?

At Queenshoro Plaza we stop for a quick dinner and to lay
plans for the might Lane offers to take charge of fueling and put
ting my plane through a final mspection, Boedecher, Mulligan
Umlauf, and other friends will help And there’s the recording
barograph to be fastened nside my fusclage by Carl Schory, be

p the N 1 A Association  Somehow we'l
have to locate lum before morming The barograph marks time
and alttude on a slowly revolving cylinder of paper Without #
the record of my flight won't be officially accepted

“You'd better prepare yourself for some unpleasantness 1
France,” one of my friends tells me while we sit cating *1 was
talking to a fellow who Just came back from Europe last week He
says the feelng over there 1sn’t very friendly toward Amencans
He thinks our embassy 1n Pars 15 night — that no American oucht
to make the flight so soon after Nungesser and Colt have been lost
It won't be like Curtiss Field when you land, but I don’t think
you'll have any serious trouble

On reaching the air field, I'm surpnsed to find o sign of
preparation 1o the Byrd or Chamberlin camps It seems, 33 1
wquire further, that everyone else 15 waiting for confirmation of
the reports of improving weather, after all, they’re only ndications
of a clearing sky Odds are against a daybreak start for Pans The
Weather Bureau s message 1s bracketed with reservations

But 1sn't this the opportunity 1 ve been wishing for? Isn't it 2
chance to prove my philosophy of fiying the mail? Often 3 pilot
can get through when weather reports are bad Sometimes hes
forced down when they're favorable He can always turn back
and try agan We've completed many a flight with the St Louws
mail when we'd never have taken off f we'd waited for more that
¢ indications” of cleanng weather, and that was over a Toute of
fess than three hundred miles

If 1 wait for confirmation of good weather alf the way 1
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Europe, I may be the last rather than the first to leave Dr Kym-
ball will be extremely cautious about saying the time 1s opportune
koowmg that Ife and death are mvolved i his decision My
competitors can wait for lum to give the word to go, if they want
to 11 take that responstbiity on my own shoulders, where 1t
belongs T'll be ready at daybreak, and decide then whether or not
0 starg

9

With plans made and work quietly under way, I leave for my
hotel to get whatever sleep the night still holds for me But rumors
of actvity m my hangar have already spread, and reporters are
waiting m the lobby Several people come up and demand auto-
graphs while I’'m answering questions One man asks me to sign
2 motion picture  contract-—be talks about guaranteemg
$250,000 Another wanis me to make a series of appearances on
the stage—he speaks of $50 000 Y've never thought in figures
of that size, and now I've got to keep my mnd free for the
problems of my fiight I say that I can’t make any plaus for the
future vatt after 1 reach Pans

The tune 1s close to midmght when I finally reach my room
and lie down There are only two and a half hours to sleep —if
Im to have everything ready for a dawn take-off —but that’s
cnough to help a lot Even an hour’s sleep can separate the
19th from the 20th of May I ve leamed, flying the madl, that any
sleep at all has value — that minutes or even seconds add to
wakened strength

1 let my head sk mto the pillow and my mind relax All my
work 15 done, all arrangements made Competent men have charge
of the final servieing of the Spint of St Loms 1 need think of
nothmg more unti] T wake One of my friends 1s outside m the
hall, guarding the door He's gamg to keep everyone away, and
get me out of bed at 2 15

Now I must sleep I ought to have been 1n bed three hours
ago-—that was a serious ship m plans, a pilot should be fresh for
the start of a record breaking transoceamc fight Your mind
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doesn’t work as well when 1t's short of sleep T've let myself be
caught off guard at a cntical moment But how could I have
foreseen the sudden change 1n weather? This mormng 1t looked
as though I'd have to wait days before the fogs broke up Dr
Kimball must have had new reports from ships and pomnts along
the coast After all, my route’s not organtzed for flymg forecasts,
what meteorological stations there are were set up to serve sailors
and farmers, not pilots of the ar Their mterest m weather 1
connected with the surface of the earth rather than with the sky
1tself

‘Well, this 1s one of the emergencies that fill a flymg life You try
to avoid slips Like this, but you know they come now and then,
and you keep reserves to meet them I can get by without sleep
T've done 1t on the mail run~——But how much better 1t 1s to
start a day fully rested — how much keener you are — how much
more you enjoy the art of flying— and I want to enjoy my trp
to Pans — 1o be fresh for the overloaded take-off — to appreciate
the Iands and seas I pass ———

If only the weather 15 good m the morning 1f only there's 2
Litle wind along the runway, not across 1t I can't take off with 2
strong cross wind, heawily loaded How much cross wind should T
attempt to take off with— what angle — what veloaity? If only
the runway were a little wider and the field a httle Jonger——-1
only there’s a west wind———1 wish 1 could get a good sleep
before starting~--—or that I could put it off for one more
day——~But a pilot should never turn down a break m weather
———weather’s too fickle ———especially over the North Atlantic
——=1f I let 2 day of good weather pass, someone else will prob-
ably start ahead of me——— Chamberln with the Columbia—~—=
or Byrd with the America —— ~Now I've drawn even with them at
last = — - no, I'm ahead of them ——— I won't give up that advan-
tage ———1I won't fose 1t for the sake of a lutle sleep — — ~there's
still tme for some rest —— — over two hours ———t's a long tim¢
———theyTlcallmeat 2 15—

There are loud knocks on the door. It opens A man steps
inside — the onc I posted i the hall to sce that my rest was vt~
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disturbed  Has something gone wrong? Weather changed agamn?
Trouble at the field? Is someone else starting ahead of me?
Drowsuness leaves, I nise up on my elbow, he comes over and sits
on the edge of the bed

* Slm, what am I going to do when you're gone?” he asks

Good Lord! Is that why he came 1n at Such a time? — to ask
that question® “I dox’t know,” I say “There are plenty of other
problems to solve before we have to thunk about that one " After
all, Tll be m Parss tomarsow if everything goes well — yes, 1t’s
after widmght —and i everything doesn’t, ume will make 1t
obvious enough what to do T telt lum I've got to get some sleep,
and he goes away But all desire to sleep has left I'm wide awake
When I have only two and a half hours to Lie here before flymg
over the ocean—no, 1ts two hours now —why can’t I be left
alone?

Two more hours and I'll start the day of my flight to Paris —
unless weather turns bad agam I wish 1t would turn bad, then no
one could leave Then I'd get a full night’s rest before my take off
L m not ehgble for the Osteig prize yet anyhow, and T won't be for
another week Why couldn’t my entry have been accepted sooner?
Its a shame to muss getung that money because competition
makes me Jeave a weck too soont A few more days of bad weather
would be worth $25,000 plus a good mght’s sleep I could stand
another week of crowds apd newspapers for that Besides, I'm
getting on toward the end of the $15,000 I asked my partners to
rase There’s only $1,500 left—only ten percent of what 1
started with But everything 15 paid for — plane, equipment, per-
sonal expenses Now I must sleep Time 15 passing ~ good Lord,
1's half past twelve

Why did that fellow have to ask such a fool question, just as T
was dozing off? Maybe 1 won’t sleep at all That’s a bad start for
fying over the ocean—a full day without sleep before the
take-off

But would I have slept anyway, even if my friend hadn’t come
m? I'm not sure Usually when I le down tured T fall unconstious
1n an unstant  After a day’s work mn open air I need only to shut
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my eyes and all problems leave my mind. The days 1 New Yok
have been tumg — there’s no guestion about that — but twing w
an unhealthy sort of way If I had been working on the plans,
pouring fuel wm the tanks, and walking over the field to watch its
surface, I'd now be asleep That's what ¥ wonld have been downg
except for the newspapers, and the crowds they've bronght Butl
wanted publicity on this flight That was part of my progmm
Newspapers are mportant [ wanted their help I wanted head
bnes And [ knew that headlines bring crowds Then why should
T complam? The excesses are what bother me — the sdly stoties, the

pho phing, the P pictures, the cheap values
that such things bring Why can’t newspapers accept facts 25 they
are? Why smother the flavor of Ife m a spice of fiction?

Well, I'l be away from s all 1 the mormng — this same
morming if the weather breaks It will afl be goae once I'm m the
ar, left behind Somehow I must stop my mind from rambling Is
already 1 15 There's only an hour left But did 1 make a mustake
1m tefiing Lane to &1 all the gasoline tanks? P'll have to get 450
gatlons snto the air Its more than Hall designed the plase for—
the tanks came out 25 gallons oversize Il gawn 160 mules’ more
range. but at a cost of 150 pounds of extra foad — as though !
weren't asking enough of wing and engine anyway I'm sawinf 2
few pounds on o1l — that will help When we found how httle o
the Whirlwind used between San Diego and New York, Lane and
1 deerded we could cut from 25 gations down 1o 20 for the fhight
1o Pans That takes 35 ponnds off the extra 150,

No reserve i fiymg 15 more valuable than a resenve of fuel,
but how much weight can an awplane Ift? When does it just 1efuse
to climb? Suppose the Spiret of §t Lowuts can't clunb with s Joad
wthat’s what happened 1o the dmencan Legion And Fonck
conldn't get off the ground at all wath s Sikorsky The papers
quote some enpmeer who declares that all three New York-to-
Paxs {ughts are doomed, and they say that the president of the
American Socuety for the Promotson of Asiation agrees with um
But Chamberlin and Acosta got the Bellanca off wih 2 full tosd
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for their endurance flight, and Nungesser got the Whute Bird mnto
air at Le Bourget

One-forty on my watch — almost time to dress No, I won't
get any sleep tonight, but I'll Lie and rest 2 few nunoutes more The
tught 1s past, the new day has begun, and with 1t, revived hope,
wterest, life I feel fresher, ready for the start, anxious to get away
Will there be 2 wind at daybreak? What changes have these two
hours brought to sky?

10

Frank Tichenor and Jessie Horsfall dnve me to the field —
they’re publisher and editor of Aero Digest We arnve a httle
before 3 00 Clouds are low It's hazy, and light ran 1s falling
There's a small crowd outside my hangar, and several Nassau
County police officers are standing at the door

‘ Didn’t my message get through, Sm?” Lane asks

‘No What was it?”

‘We've found a way to haul your plane up over the nise to
Roosevelt Field,” he tells me, “you won t have to fly it We've got
2 truck standing by I said to let you sleep until just before day-
break, and we’d have everything set for you to take off Say, the
Curtiss boys have been a real help, they've been working with us
all mght. Well, as long as you’re here, you nught tell us what you
think about the weather I don’t like to take your plane outside 1n
this raig ”

*Is anybody else getting ready to start?” I ask

“It doesn t look like 1t,” Mahoney answers “Byrd 1s goimng to
Tun some more tests There have been lights wn the Beilanca
hangar, but not enough activity to indicate a take-off They seem
to be still tied up by that ijunction

“What are the last reports on weather?"

“Stull not too good -~ but 1t's mproving ”

I ship out through the big, half open door, and stare at the
glowing mist above Garden City That means a low celing and
poor visibility — street hghts thrown back and forth between wet
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earth and cloud The ground 15 muddy and soft Conditions cer
tainly aren't what one would choose for the start of 2 record-
breaksng fhght, But the message from Dr Kimball says that fog x
hitiog at most reportmg stations between New York and New
foundiand A Iugh pressure area 1s moving m over the entirt
North Atlantic The only sterms hsted are local ones, along the
coast of Euxope

Cleaning along the American coast, cleanng over the Atlantc,
only local storms m Europe What does a low ceilng matter at
New York? If clouds here leave soom to shp beneath, Lit start
at daybreak If T can’t get through, I can tum back I order the
Spirt 0f St Lows taken to Roosevelt Field, and tanks topped off
regardless of the ram

Mechagcs tic the plane’s tad skid to the back of a motor truck
and wrap a tarpauhn around the eagine Reporters button up thew
rawmcoats Men look out mto the might and shake thewr heads The
truck starter gnnds My plane lurches backward through a depres
sion 1 the ground It looks awkward and clumsy It appears com
pletely wcapable of fight — shrouded, lashed, and dopping

by 1e police, P avsators, and 2 handful

of enlookers, the slow, wet trip begins

It's more khe a funeral procession than the begnning of 2
flight to Pans
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NEW YORK TO PARIS

MAY 20-21, 1927

THIRTY REVOLUTIONS Low'! The enging’s vibrating roar throbs
back through the fuselage and drums heavily on taut fabnic skin
T close the throttle and look out at tense faces beside my plane
Life and death lLies mirrored m them — ngd, silent, waiting for my
word

Thmy revolutions low — a soft runway, a tail wind, an over-
load I glance down at the wheels They press deeply, tres bulging,
into the wet, sandy clay

The wind changed at daybreak, changed after the Spirut of St
Louts was 1n take-off posttion on the west side of the field, changed
after all those barrels of gasolme were filtered mto the tanks,
changed from head to tail — five males an hour talt

A stronger wind would force me to the other end of the run
way But this 1s only a breath, barely enough to Iift a handkerchief
held in the hand It's blowing no faster than a man can watk And
if we move the plane, 1t may shift agam as quickly as 1t did before
Taking off from wes? to east with a tail wind 1s dangerous enough —
there are only telephone wires and a road at the far end of the
field — but to go from east to west would mean flying nght over
the hangars and blocks of houses beyond — not a chance to live
Af anything went wrong A missing cylinder and ——~— “Hit 2 house
Crashed Burned ” ——— I can hear the pilots saying it — the end
of another transatlantic fught

And there’s no time There’s no time to move the plane — so
small, so delicate, so heavy — two and a half tons on those httle
tires, with all the fuel in It would have to be towed, and towed

s
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slowly, five thousand feet over the muddy runway We'd bave to
send for a tractor, I couldn't taxi— the engine’s too light —it
would overheat — the fuel tanks would need topping off agun—
hours Jost ~— night would fall on the Insh coast I'm already late —
at's Jong past dawn — and the weather reports say clearing

My cochptt quivers with the engine’s tenseness Sharp explo-
stons from the exhaust stacks speak with confidence and precision
Baut the Spirit of St Lows 1so’t vibrant with power as it's always
been before I m conscious of the great weight pressing tires wto
ground, of the fragility of wings, of the fullness of oversize tanks
of fve} There 1s 1n my plane this mornng, more of earth and less
of arr than I've ever felt before

Plane ready, engmne ready earth inductor compass se¢t o
course The long narrow runway stretches out ahead Over the
telephone wires at its end hes the Attantic Ocean, and beyond that,
mythical as the rambow’s pot of gold, Europe and Paris This ss the
moment Pve planned for, day and mght, all these months past
The decision 15 mine No other man can take that responsibilty
The mechanics, the engaeers, the blug-uniformed police officers
standing there behund the wing, everyone has done his part Now,
1t's up to me

Thewr eyes are mtently on mie They've scen planes ¢rash
before They hnow what a wrong decision means If I shake my
head, there'll be no complamt no critsctsm, U'll be welcomed back
sato thewr midst, back to earth and lde, for we are separated by
something more than the few yards that he between us It scems
almost the difference between the future and the past, to be decided
by a movement of my head A shake and we'll be favghing and
jokmg together, laying new plans, plodding avee the wet grass
toward hot coffee and 2 warm breakfast — all men of the earth
A nod, and we'll be separated — perhaps forever

Thitty revolutions Jow! “It’s the weather,” the mechanme smd
when I chimbed mnto the cockpit “They never rev up on 2 day uie
this ™ But his encouraging words failed to ude the apprebension
in hus voice and eyes Now, the expression on his face, out there
behind my siher wing, shows more clearly than any words what 13
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passing through his mind He’s gone over the engine piece by piece,
helped tear 1t down and put 1t back together He feels sure that
every part 1s perfect, and firmly 1o its place He’s squirmed into
the tail of the fuselage to mspect structure and controls He knows
that wheel beanings are freshly oiled, that air pressure 1s up, that
tires are rubbed with grease to keep the mud from sticking He’s
doublechecked the thousand prelmumnary details to a fight His
work 15 done, done with faithfnlness and skill Now he stands
there helplessly, intent, with tightened jaw, warting for my signal
He feels responsible for the engine, for the plane, for me, even for
the weather that holds the revolutions low

I lean agamnst the side of the cockpit and look ahead, through
the 1dling blades of the propeller, over the runway’s wet and ghs-
tenung surface I study the telephone wires at sts end, the shallow
pools of water through which my wheels must pass, and the top-
heavy black column of smoke, rising from some source outside the
field, leaning ndifferently i the direction of my fight A curtam
of mist shuts off all trace of the honzon

Wind, weather, power, load — how many umes have I balanced
these elements 1n my rund, barnstormung from some farmer’s cow
pasture 1n the Middle West! In barnstorming a pilot Jeams to judge
a field 5o accurately that he can tell from the size of his passenger,
and a tuft of grass tossed to the wind, just where his wheels wiil
leave the ground, just how many feet will separate them from the
boundary fence and trees beyond But here, 1t's different There
ate no well established standards from which to judge No plane
ever took off so heavily loaded and my propeller 1s set for crusing,
not for take off Of course our test fiaghts at San Diego ndicate
that 1t will take off — theoretically at least But since we dida’t
dare try a full load from Camp Kearney's stony ground, the wings
now have to Iift a thousand pounds more than they ever carried
before —five thonsand pounds to be hfted by notiieg more
tangible than air

Those carefully laid performance curves of ours have no place
for mist or a tad wind, or a soft runway And what of the thuty
revolutions Jost, and the effect of moisture on the skin? No, I can
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turn to no formula, the hmts of logic are passed Now, the -
tangble elements of flight — expenience, nstinct, intuitton — must
make the final judgment, place their weight upon the scales In
the last analysis, when the margmn 1s close, when all the known
factors have been constdered, after equations have produced theit
final lifeless numbers, one measures a field with an eye, and checks
the answer beyond the conscrous mnd

If the Spurst of St Lows gathers speed too slowly, if the wheels
hug the ground too tightly, if the controls feel too loose and logy,
1 can pull back the throttle and stop — that 15, I can stop 1f I don't
wait too fong If I wait too fong— a few seconds will decide —
well, another transatlantic plane crashed and burned at the end of
this same runway Only a few yards away, two of Fonck's crew met
therr death m flames

And there's the added difficulty of holding the wheels on the
ruoway while sitting m a cockpit from which I can't see straight
ahead A degree or two change tn heading could easily cause 2
crash The runway 1s narrow enough under the best of conditons,
now — — — with the mud ~ - — and the tail wind — — — and the engin¢
not turning up - ——

Tlean back n the wicker seat, running my cyes once more 0%¢7
the instruments Nothing wrong there They all tell the proper story
Even the tachometer ncedle 1s m place, with the engwne 1dling
Engne revolutions are like sheep You can't notice that a few ar¢
mussing until the entire flock 15 counted A famt trace of gasoline
muxes with the smell of newly dried dope — probably a few drops
spilled out when the tanks were filled I turn agam to the problem
of take-off It will be slow at best Can the engine stand such 2
long ground run at wide-open throttle, or will st overheat and
start o muss?

Suppose I can hold the runway, suppose 1 do get off the
ground — will fog close 1 and force me back? Suppose the ceiling
deops to zero—1 can't fly blind with this everload of fue), but
the wheels have doubtful safety factors for a landing Shall Teut
the switch and wait another day for confirmayion of good weatber?
But if I lease now, I'll have a head start on both the Folker and the
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Bellanca Once 1n the arr I can nurse my enging all the way to
Pans — there'll be no need to push 1t 1n 2 race And the moon’s
past full——1t will be three weeks to the next one, condittons then
may be stll worse

Wind, weather, power, load — — — gradually these elements stop
churning 10 my mind It’s less a decision of logic than of feeling,
the kind of fecling that comes when you gauge the distance to be
jumped between two stones across a brook Something within you
disengages itself from your body and travels ahead with your vision
to make the test You can feel it try the jump as you stand look-
g Then uncertamty gives way to the conviction that it can or
can't be done Sitting m the cockpit, m seconds, minutes long, the
conviction surges through me that the wheels will leave the ground,
that the wings well nse above the wires, that it is time to start the
flight

1 buckle my safety belt, pull goggles down over my eyes, turn
to the men at the blocks, and nod Frozen figures leap to action
A yank on the ropes — the wheels are free I brace myself agamst
the left side of the cockpit, sight along the edge of the runway,
and ease the throttle wide open Now, 1 seconds, we’ll have the
answer Action brimgs confidence and relief

But, except for noise and vibration, what little effect the throttle
hast The plane creeps heavily forward Several men are pushing on
wing struts to help 1t start ~— pushing so hard 'm afraid the struts
will buckle How can I possibly gain flymg speed? Why did T ever
think that air could carry such a weight? Why have T placed such
reliance on a sheet of paper's curves? What possible counection 1s
there between the mntersection of a pencil s lnes n San Diego and
the abihity of thus awplane, here, now, to fiy?

The Spirit of St Lows feels more like an overloaded truck
than an awplane The tires rut through mud as though they really
were on truck wheels Even the breath of wind 1s pressing me down
A take off seems hopeless, but I may as well go on for another
hundred feet before giving up Now that I've started, 1t’s better to
make a real attempt Besides —~—1ts just possible - ——

Gradually, the speed mcreases Maybe the runway's not too
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soft Is it long enough? The engine’s snarl sounds madequate and
weak, carrymng its own note of mechamcal frustration Theres
none of the spring forward that always before preceded the take
off mnto arr— no hghtness of wing, no excess power The stick
wobbles loosely from side to side, and shipstream puts hardly any
pressure aganst rudder Nothing about my plane has the magic
quality of flight But men begin stumbling off from the wing struts
We're going faster

A hundred yards of runway passes The last man drops off the
struts The stick’s wobbling changes to lurching motion as ailerons
protest unevenness of surface How long can the landing gear stand
such strain? Five thousand pounds crushing down upon at! I keep
my eyes fixed on the runway’s edge I must hold the plane straight
One wheel off and the Spirit of St Lows would ground loop and
sphinter n the mud Controls begin to tighten agamnst the pressure
of my hand and feet There s a living quiver 1n the stick I have to
push hard to hold 1t forward Slight movement of the rudder keeps
the nose on course Good signs, but more than a thousand feet
have passed Is there sull ume still space?

Pace quickens ~ - — turf becomes a blur ——~ the tail skid bfts
off ground — — — I feel the load shifting from wheels to wings But
the runway’s sipping by quickly The halfway mark 1s just ahead
and I have nothing like flyng speed ~—— The engmne’s turmng
faster — smoothing out — the propeller’s taking better hotd—T
can tell by the sound What rpm? But I cant Jook at st
ments — I must hold the runway, not take my eyes from s edge
for an instant  An 1nch off on stick or rudder, and my flight will
end

The halfway mark streaks past — — ~ seconds now to dectde —~
close the throttle, or will I get off? The wrong decision means 3
crash ~— probably m flames — — I pull the stick back firmly, and
w =~ The wheels leave the ground Then 111 get offt The wheels
touch agam I easc the stick forward — almost flying speed and
nearly 2000 feet of field ahead ——~ A shallow pool on the run
way ——~water spews up from the tires ——~A wing drops—
Lifts as T shove arleron agamnst 1t — the entire plane trembles from
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the shock ~~~Off agan-—nght wing low —pull 1t up—-—
Ease back onto the rupway ~~left rudder-—hold to center —
must keep straight ~ — — Another pool — water drumming on the
fabnic - ——The next hop’s longer ~~—1 ¢ould probably stay m
air, but I let the wheels touch once more — lightly, a last bow to
earth, a gesture of humility before 3t —~ — Best to have plenty of
contral with such a load, and contro) regmres speed.

The Spint of §t Louts takes herself ofl the next time — full
flying speed — the controls taut, alive, straming—and stll a
thousand feet to the web of telephone wires Now, I kave to make
1t — there’s no alternative It'l] be close, but the margmn has shifted
to my side I keep the nose down, climbmyg slowly, each second
guning speed If the engme can hold out for one more minute — -~
five feet —— — twenty — — - forty — ~ — wiges flash by underneath —
twenty feet to spare’

Green grass and bunkers below — a golf Iinks — people Jook-
mg up A low, tree-covered hill ahead —— I shallow bank night to
avoud 1t, still grasping the stick tightly as though to steady the
plane with my own strength, hardly darng to drop a wang for the
turn, hardly darng ta push the rudder The Spuwet of St Lows
seems balanced on a pin point, as though the shghtest movement
of controls would cause 3t to topple over 2nd fall Five thousand
pounds suspended from those little wings — 5000 pounds balanced
on a blast of ar

The ground’s farther undemeath, the plane’s chmbing faster —
Im above the trees on the hilltop! Plenty of height, plenty of
power — a reserve of 1’ Two hundred feet above the ground Now,
if the motor starts missing, there are places I might Jand — level
fields between the hulls and highways The landing gear would give
waY, and the fuel tanks would burst, but if I cut the switch, at least
there’s a chance that the fuselage would skid along and not catch

fire

Now I'm high enough to steal glances at the iastrument board
The tachometer needle shows 1825 rpm —no sign of engine
ovetheating I move the throttle back slowly~—a glance at the
terraim ghead .— a glance at the tachometer m my cockpit — 1800
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———1775 rpm Pull the stabilizer back a notch The air speeds
still over 100 miles an hour ———1 throttle down to 1750~~~
the tail stays up —~ — the controls are taut! Then the curves are
nght If the Sperit of St Lows can crsse at 1750 rpm with this
load, I have more than enough fuel to reach Pans

On the nstrument board 1n front of me the earth nductor
compass needle leans steeply to the nght I bank cautiously north
ward until 1t nises to the center line — 65 degrees — the compass
heading for the first 100 mile segment of my great-circle route to
France and Pans Its 7 54 am Eastern dayhght time

The curtain of mist moves along with me I can see three miles
ahead — no more Even at that distance details merge with haze
What lies beyond the curtain? Will st Iift to show a clear honzon
when 1 reach Long Island Sound or will it turn nto a sohd bank
of fog? The last report smd weather along the coast was cleanng
but a number of stations still reported fog Suppose I ve taken off
an hour too soon before the nsing sun has warmed the musts
away suppose — - —

1 pull the map of New York State from its cloth pocket at my
side The worse the weather the more necessary accurate paviga
tion will be I must get a check on the compasses watch for land
marks make sure that the places I fly over on the earth s surface
correspond to the symbols crossed by the black inked hae on my
map

The great landscaped estates of Long Island pass rapidly below
mansion hedgerow and horse jump giving way to farms and wood
lands farther east I hold my plane just high enough to clear tree
tops and build ngs on the hills By flying close to the ground I can
see farther through the haze That finger of water on my left 1s
part of the bay broken shore line of the Sound —it must be at
least five miles away Then visibihity to the north 1s improving
“The clouds look a httle higher too
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T'm 1 the air with full tanks and a following wind The engine
has withstood 1its test of power It's throttled down, turming
smoothly and easily The Sperit of St Lotas 15 1o longer an unruly
mechanical device, as 1t was during the take off, it’s no longer
balanced on a pin pomt, as 1t was over the golf course, rather, 1t
seems to form an extension of my own body, ready to follow my
wish as the hand follows the mind’s desure — mstinctively, with-
out commanding

I settle back 1n the cockpit, running my eyes carefully over the
nstruments, between glances at the ground — lettmg each ose
transmit the full sigmificance of 1ts message o1l pressure 56 pounds,
oil temperature 34°, fuel pressure 312 pounds ~~——A lhttle close
to the trectops — ease back on the stick — — — Tachometer 1750
rpm, arr speed 105 m ph —~— Off heading a bit — 3 degrees
left rudder Altitude 200 feet, ime 8 07 am Fifteen minutes out
and all readings normal 1 shuft from center wing tank to nose
tank Fifteen minutes flying on each of the five fuel tanks shoutd
leave enough air space to stop overflow, and every drop of gasoline
must be saved

There’s Smuthtown Bay under my left wing I'm a mile or two
southeast of course — partly due to turmng right, around that hill
by the golf Imks 1 won’t correct my headmg until I reach Con-
necticut’s shore That will give me a better chech on the compasses

As I looh out, a newspaper plane banks steeply and heads back
— probably trying to get a scoop on the others I'hadn’t noticed
them during the first few munutes after take off Then, as they drew
1 closer, cameras sticking out of cockpits and cabm windows, E
was startled to find that I was not alone i the air It never
occurred to me that newspaper companies would hire planes to
follow the Spirit of St Louss on its way to Pans At another time
thetr presence wouldn't bother me 5o much but now I wish they'd
all go away They seem out of place, not part of this flight. T can
wisualize their reporters and phowgmphcrs at the end of the run-
way, back on Roosevelt Field, gathered around a flaming mass of
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wreckage But I've Ieft all that behund, with the mud and the tele-
phone wires Now the aur, the clouds, the shy —these elements are
mine

The Spirit of St Lowts rocks shghtly — turbulent air! I glance
up at the heawily loaded wings Bumps are light, but the tips fiex
up and down too far for comfort Pm passing over Port Jeflerson
and 1ts harbor full of boats Aur’s usually rough where land and
water meet — but suppose 1t gets really turbulent! My muscles
tense as though my own arms were stretched out i the wings,
helping to hold up the load. Can structure stand a sharper blow?
I feel m my shoulders — in my body — mm my mund — that the
reserve of strength 1s low

1 fly through uneasy seconds until Long Island s coast 1s behind
Then, within 1000 yards of the shore line, air smooths out like
glass And at almost the same moment, the pilot of the last escort-
1ng plane, a Curtiss Oriole, gives his wing a farewell dip, and turns
back toward land

I'm alone at last, over the first short stretch of sea on the route
to France The surface 1s calm There's hardly a sign of movement
beneath the o1l smooth sheen of ats skin It's only 35 miles to the
Connecticut shore, but I ve never flown across that much water
before The Sound comes as an advance messenger, welcoming and
at the same tume warning me of the empire that lies ahcad—of the
trackless wastes, the great solitude, the deserthike beauty of the
ocean

Haze thickens behind me until the coast Ime becomes Jost
There’s not a boat 1 sight Only a few spiraling gulls and dark
bits of refuse on the water show that land 1s near I'm the centef
pomt m a circle of haze moving along with me over the glassy
water — gray haze over gray water, the one murrored in the other
until I can't tell where sea ends and sky begins,
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T relax 1 my cockpit — this hittle box with fabnic walls, m
which I'm to 11de across the ocean Now, if all goes well, I won't
move from 1t for a day and a half, until I step out on French sod
at the arport of Le Bourget. It's a compact place to hive, designed
to fit around me so snugly that no ounce of weight or resistance
1s wasted I can press both sides of the fuselage with partly out
stretched elbows The wstrument board 15 an easy reach forward
for my hand, and a thin b on the roof 1s hollowed slightly to leave
clearance for my helmet There s room enough, no more, no less,
my cockpit has been tailored to me like a suit of clothes

A pilot doesn't feel at home m a plane until he’s flown 1t for
thousands of mules At first 1t’s Iike moving 1nto a new house The
key doesn’t slip 1 the door smoothly, the knobs and light switches
arent where you put your hand, the stairs don’t have proper spac-
g and the windows bnd as you raise them Later, after you've
used the key a hundred times, 1t fits at once, tums easily 1o the
lock Knobs and switches leap to meet your fingers on the darkest
mght The steps touch your feet i perfect immng, and windows
shide open with an easy push My test flights 1 Californa, the long
hours of night above deserts and mountamns of the Southwest, the
swift tnp over the Alleghenses to New York, have removed the feel
of newness from the Spirit of St Lows Each dial and lever 1s 1n
proper place for glance or touch and the shghtest pressure on
controls brings response My ears have become accustomed to the
radial engine’s tempo It blends with the nstrument readings and
the cleaning must to sl a feeling of confidence and hope

I'm glad this fiight to Pans hasn’t become a race Now I can
set my throttle for range mstead of speed, hoarding gallons of gaso-
hne for that worned hour when extra fuel means the saving of a
fight I never wanted to race across the ocean There are hazards
enough without adding human competition

What advantages there are 1 flymg alone' I know now what
my father meant when he warned me, years ago, of depending
too heavily on others He used to quote a saying of old settlers i
Mumnnesota ¢ One boy’s a boy Two boys are half a boy Three
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bays ate no boy at all * That had to do with hunting, trapping, a0d
scoutmg 1 days when Indmns were hostile But how welt it applies
to modern bfe, and to tins fhght P'm makmg By fiying alone Ihve
gamed 1n range, in ume, m flexibility, and above all, I've gamed 1
freedom I haven't had to keep a crew member acquawted witk
my plans My movements weren't restricted by someane else’s ter-
perament, health, or knowledge My decisions aren't wesghted by
responstbility for another’s hife When I learned last mght that the
weather was tmproving, I had no oue to consult, I needed enly to
order the Spirit of St Lows teadied for daybreak When I was
sehing 1 my cackpit, on the muddy runway, i the tail wind, there
Was 110 ODe o warp my judgment with a “Hell, let's try ot'" of,
“It looks pretty bad to me™ F've not been enmeshed in pelty
g and heavy org 1 probi Now, I can go o8
oz turn back according to the unhampered dictates of my mind and
senses According to that sayiag of my father’s, I'm a full boy—
wdependent — alone

My eyes run over the nstruments agam At 1750 spm the
engime should stand a hitle leaning out, even at the low altitude of
150 feet I open the mixture controf caunously, teady to jam #
shut at the shightest sign of roughness

New Eogland's tree-covered hulls harden from the northern
haze — a different shade of gray, then blue, then green, then fifled
seith depth and texture Scattered ships and launches ply back aad
forth offshore T fold up the map of New York on my hnces, aod
pull out one of Connecticut The fisst state 1s passed, the first salt
water crossed 1t gives me a fechng of speed and accomplishment
far out of proportion to the actual miles P've covered

As I approach shore, near the Connecticut Raver’s mouth,
wing tps tremble again For some repson it bothers me Jess thaa
before Possibly the air 1sn't quute as rough Possibly I fecl that the
structure passed its crucial test over Long Island Tt may be oY
knowledge that the plane 1s already a few pounds highter, or sumply
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optimism springing from a successful start. At any rate, the bumps
oo lopger cause an ache 1n my armpits

Inland, there’s not much room between green hills and clouds
T chmb slowly to 500 feet, and push out the penscope It's a
home made device, built by one of the workmen 1n the factory at
San Diego—just two flat murrors, set at the proper angle, m 2
tube that can be extended from the left side of the fuselage The
field of vision 1sn't large, but 1t shows the country durectly ahead
well enough to warn of a higher summt, and to assure me that no
factory clumneys or radio towers lie on my Ime of fght. I dont
have to lean over to one side for a better view I can take off my
goggles and sit quetly 1n the center of the cockpit On such a long
flaght st's important to avo.d fatigue

Hills are nsing To the north, they penctrate the clouds Wil
the next nidge close off my route? Shall I turn south along a vallev,
and try to follow the coast Line eastward? That would take extra
fuel, but 1t would be cheaper than doubling back if I push on too
far 1f the ceiling drops another hundred feet, Il have to tum
back But theres no certamty that I can get through along the
coast, The cloud leve} there may be stll lower And such detounng
would complicate navigation It would heep me from getng an
accurate check on my compasses before I reach the ocean No,
I'll hold straight on course as long as I see a layer of open air
ahead, no matter how thin it 15

After all, I mostn t be too disappointed 1f I have to turn back
T’ve never counted on reaching Pans on the first try I planned on
starting several times if need be Suppose fog blanlets the entire
area ahead? Well T throttle down and try for the world’s en
durance record, I'll pick out a course from Roosevelt Field around
New Yorl And if clouds hang thick and low at mght, I'l curcle
the hights of Garden City
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I cross the Thames Raver between Norwich and New London
Over the valley, the ceiling 1s higher Ahead, the haze 1s cleanng
and the cloud base 1s hfting rapidly I angle five degrees northward
to pick up my great-circle route

THE SECOND HOUR
Over New England

TIME—8 52 oM

WIND VELOCITY Omph VISIBILITY 5 miles
WIND DIRECTION —_ ALTITUDE 600 feer
TRUE COURSE 51° AIR SPEED 102mph
VARIATION 13° TACHOMETER 1750rpm
MAGNETIC COURSE  64° OIL TEMPERATURE ~ 38°C
DEVIATION 1°E OIL PRESSURE 59 ibs
CONPASS COURSE 63° PUEL PRESSURE 351bs
DRIFT ANGLE 0° MIXTURE 1

COMPASS HEADING  63° FUEL TANK Fuselage
CEILING 2000 feet

One hundred miles behind me, 3,500 mules to go The Spine
of 8t Lows 1s about 100 pounds lighter I mark down the instru-
ment readings on my log, turn off the fourth and on the fifth
gasoline tank, and reset the earth inductor compass

Rhode Island 1s already beneath me How these northeastern
states are crowded together! I'm d to the great
of the West, where an inch on the map represents many miles on
the ground, and where raifroads are often an hour's flight apart.
Here 1n New England, states scem the size of counties, and maps
are drawn on so large a scale that 1t takes no time at all to cross
them

1 look down on small ficlds spread out i stream fed valleys
and sloping toward heavily wooded hills They're filled with cattle,
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gray boulders, and moist green crops of spring—so unlike the
big farms of my Mussissippr Valley, with thexr straight miles of
fence lines, *square with the world ” Here, there’s no direction,
no sease of north, south, east, and west The tumbled down stone
walls run every which way, with hardly a mght-angle corner 1n
sight What a job 1t must be to work out a disputed boundary And
what a hopeless place for a forced landing if my motor should fatl!
There’s not a single field where I could get down without crashing

Highways and villages are everywhere I can’t keep count of
them on the map And the raifroads are too close together to make
good check pomts — 1t’s hard to tell one from another The engines
leave long trails of smoke that hang motionless untl they slowly
fade 1 air — no wind down there Columns of smoke from factory
chimneys spread out lazily n whatever direction they desire, as
undisciphned as the stone walls of the fields I wish the wind
would nse a little and blow from the west — blow me along on
my route over the ocean

There’s Providence under my left wing And on my right the
mtricate channels of Narragansett Bay spread out as far as I can
see The Massachusetts Iine runs through the city’s eastern suburbs
Only an hour and a quarter since take-off, and I'm unfolding the
map of the fourth state The Spirtt of St Louws has flown over the
whole of Rhode Island 1n the time 1t takes to walk a single mile
The Atlantic Ocean hes less than thirty minutes away — and the
sky 13 clearing The dull stratus layer overhead has become mottled
with hghter patches In the distance, dazzling white strips between
gray bunched clouds show where the sun 1s breaking through

Clearing along the North Amencan Coast Thurty five hundred
miles to Paris, nearly fifty hours of fuel n my tanks New England,
Nova Scotia, Newfoundland, the Atlantic Ocean — I'll pass above
them ——and then Ireland, England, and France! No plane ever
flew with such range before Open skies ahead, the world turning
below when 1t turns to Pans, I shall Jand
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The sky line under the wing seems to be dividing Below the
strasght but still vague line of the natural honizon, a darker irregular
Ine has formed — the Aflantic coast! There, above tt, 1s the
great ocean itself — real, wet, and endless — no longer simply an
1dea or a blue tint on paper

1 shp Massachusetts 1nto the map pocket, and pull out my
Mercator’s projection of the North Atlantic What endless hours 1
worked over this chart m Californta, measuring, drawing, recheck-
mg each 100 mile segment of its great. Je route, each th
hour of my flight But only now, as I lay 1t on my knees, do 1
realize 1ts full sigmficance A few lines and figures on a strip of
paper, a few ounces of weight, this strip 1s my key to Europe
With 1t, I can fly the ocean With it, that black dot at the other
end marked “Panis” will turn nto a famous French city with an
aerodrome where I can Jand But without this chart, all my years
of traimng, all that went into prepanng for the flight, no matter
how perfectly the engine runs or how long the fuel lasts, all would
be as directionless as those columns of smoke 1n the New England
valleys behund me Without this strip, 1t would be as useless to
look for Pams as to hunt for buried treasure without a pirate’s
chart Twenty miles after passing the Massachusetts coast, it says,
change course to 71 degrees magnetic Proceed n that direction
for 100 mules, then change course again, this time to 74 degrees
Allow for whatever wind 1s blowing, and 1n another hour you will
be approaching the shore of Nova Scotia With one more change
of course, you will stoike land near the mouth of St Mary Bay —
provided the nstructions have been interpreted correctly and fol-
lowed accurately After the thirty-seventh instruction has been car
ried out, you will see the city of Pars lying ten miles ahead Cirel®
2 tall tower near the center of the city, take up a coursc to the
portheast, and within ten minutes you will find a great acrodromt
called Le Bourget!
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THE THIRD HOUR
Over the Atlantic
1IME—9 52 AM

WIND VELOCITY Omph VISIBILITY Unlimuted
WIND DIRECTION — ALTITUDE 150 feet
TRUE COURSE 56° AIR SPEED 107mph
VARIATION 15° W TACHOMETER 1760rpm
MAGNETIC COURSE  71° OIL TEMPERATURE ~ 40° C'
DEVIATION 1°E OIL PRESSURE 58 Ibs
COMPASS COURSE 70° FUEL PRESSURE 351bs
DRIFT ANGLE o° MIXTURE 1

COMPASS HEADING ~ 70° FUEL TANE Nose
CEILING 4000 feet

Cape Cod, a low, bluish hook of land, dents the horizon to my
nght Back of my left wing, the smoke of Boston darkens clouds
Rapudly fading out of sight behind me 1s the coast lme of the
Umnited States

Looking ahead at the unbroken horizon 2ad houtless expanse
of water, I'm struck by my arrogance 1 attempting such a flght
P'm giving up a contment, and heading out to sea m the most
fragile vehicle ever devised by man Why should I be so certam
that a swinging compass needle will lead me to land and safety?
Why have I dared stake my lfe on the behef that by drawing a
hne on paper and measuring its azimuth and length, T can find
my way through shifting air to Europe? Why have I been so sure
that I can hold the nose of the Spirst of St Lowss on an unmarked
point an that umform horizon and find Nova Scotia, and Newfound-
land, and Ireland, and finally an ifinttestmal spot on the earth's
surface called Le Bourget?

The first real test of navigation 1s at hand For more than two
hours, L1l be out of sight of land There'll be no nvers or cities
with which to check my course When I Jeft the coast of Massachu-
setts, I was on the great-circle route to Pans When I stnke the
coast of Nova Scotia [If know exactly fiow many degrees [\e
deviated from 1t Between the two there’s nothung but the black
Iine on my chart and the waves of the
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This will be a check on theory, and on my ability to hold a compass
heading over water If I'm close to course at Nova Scotia, I should
be close at Ireland too

It's about 250 mules from Massachusetts to the Nova Scottan
coast, and just under 2000 miles from Newfoundland to Ireland
If I multiply my error 1n miles by exght when I strike Jand, the
result will indicate roughly how far off I'll be when I reach the
shores of Europe — 1f my navigation across the ocean 1s neither
much better nor much worse Ten miles off at Nova Scotia would
equal erghty mules at Ireland

There are neither whitecaps nor wind streaks on the water —
just hold the compass course, no need to compensate for dnft I
nose down closer to the low, rolling waves ~——a hundred feet
—=——fifty feet———twenty feet above thewr shifting surfaces 1
come down to meet the ocean, asking 1ts favor — the right to pass
for thousands of miles across its realm The earth released me on
Long Island, now I need approval from the sea

Tt doesn't seem a hostile ocean It has rather a cold hospitality
There will be a polite relationship between us, 1t wiil hold a flat-
tened surface while I fly on and on, with no nisiag hull or mountam
top a hazard to my flight 111 have only the air to contead with,
the wind, fog, and storm 1f I can combat my own element, I'll have
nothing to fear from the sca It will even help me a little, ruffing its
surface or waving a flag of spray 1 warning of the changing tricks
of wind

A cushion of air lies close to the water On 1t, wings ghdc more
smoothly, the tail lifts higher, the waves flash by, and a planc races
along with lessened effort 1 drop down il my wheels arc less than
a man's height above the rollers The Spirir of St Lows 1s like a
butterfly blown out to sea How often I used to watch them, as a
child, on the banks of the Mississippi, dancing up and down above
the water, as I am dancing now, up and down with their own fancy
and the currents of air But a touch of wing to water, and they
were down forever, just as my plane would be I saw dozens of
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them floating, broken and Iifeless, 1 eddying currents near our
shore Why, I used to wonder, did they ever leave the safety of
the land But why have 17 How similar my position has become!

Miles shp by quickly as I skim over the ocean farther from
New York, closer to Paus, the haze clearing, the clouds Iifting
Then, a fismog smack, appeanng off my starboard wing, reminds
me that I'm fiying below mast top level I let the Spinit of St Louts
mse a few feet, and keep 2 sharper eye on the periscope

Only once before have I been so far out over the ocean that I
couldn’t see land I was eleven years old then My mother and I
were on board a ship, southbound for the Panama Canal What 2
contrast! Even the Lifeboats were bigger than my plane! There were
long decks to walk on, dozens of people to talk to, three hot meals
a day, and a stateroom at night No one was cotcerned about fog
or storm, aside from the inconvemence of staymng under shelter
One morning, a flying fish landed on the deck, and the deck was
B0 higher than my cockpit, now above the waves I look out on
both sides of my plane, but there’s no flash of wings, no splash 1w
water Maybe fiying fish don't e 1n northern seas

Flying next to the water grows firesome I chmb up a hundred
feet and search the horrzon for signs of Lfe There are still a few
fishing boats m sight When I'm high, I can settle back com-
fortably, touching stick and rudder just enough to keep the com-
Pass needle centered When I m low, I have to keep a firmer grip
on controls, and rivet my attention to the space between wheels
and water

The cockpit brghtens suddenly, fiooded with sunhght and
warmth I squint up through the oblong window overhead I'm fly-
ing under 2 dazzling blue field of sky surrounded by gray-bottomed
clouds and hemmed i by glacial mountas of blinding white
Ahead are the foothills — smaller cumulus masses, nising on each
side of widening valleys, and beyond, closer th the harzan hes a
flat blue plain of imtless open sky
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THE FOURTH HOUR
Over the Atlantic
TIME ~ 10 52 AM

WIND VELOCITY W0mph  visiBiLITY Unhmued
WIND DIRECTION NIV ALTITUDE 50 feet
TRUE COURSE 57° AIR SPEED 104mph
VARIATION 170w TACHOMETER 1725rpm
MAGNETIC COURSE  74° OIL, TEMPERATURE ~ 41°C
DEVIATION {°E OIL PRESSURE 57 ibs
COMPASS COURSE. 73° FUEL PRESSURE 35/bs
DRIFT ANGLE 5°R MIXTURE 15
COMPASS HEADING ~ 68° FUEL TANK R Wing
CENING Unhimted

I mark down a third set of mnstrument readings on the log
sheet At 16 gallons per hour, about 300 pounds of fuel have been
consumed The plane’s almost a barrel's weight lighter 1 think of
upending a barrel of gasolne next our tractor on the farm — miofe
weight than I can hift has been taken off the wings I ease the
throttic back to 1725 rpm, and lean out the mixture agan The
air speed drops to 104 mules an hour 1 have to pull the nose up a
trifie ~— enough to warn me agamnst reducing power further

There arc ripples on the water — n northwest breeze That's
100 much from the side 10 be of value What ¥ need 15 2 west wind,
or better, one from the southwest Now, I'll have to head into the
dnift ¥ reach down and offset 5 degrees on the earth inductor dial
A side wind's not a good omen With a large high pressure area
over the ocean, T had hoped for a tail 5ind on this portion of my
route What does 1t mean, this unexpected direction? Ts it only
temporary, or 18 it warming of a storm ahead?

T think of previous flights when clear skies ended against solid
walls of cloud Time and agamn, bamstorming of fymg the matt,
I've found my route blocked tightly by unexpected weather But
then 1t was usually a case of returning to the 11t fiying field Id
passed over, or picking out some nearby pasture on which to xpcﬂd
the mght Now, there are na pastures below, no arports close
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behind If I turn back, I'll have to go all the way to Long Island
for another start Even if I could find a field large enough for my
overloaded plane along the New England coast, to land there
would mean the failure of a nonstop flight

I'm a little tired The sun beating 1n through the window over-
bead makes the cockpit uncomfortably hot Shall I take off my
blanket lmed flying sut? I can wnggle out without too much
trouble, but to put 1t on agan while I'm piloting would be a tre-
mendous effort, and I'll surely need its warmth tomght Well, I can
at least pull down the zipper and get some cool air around my
chest Why didn't I thimk of that before?

My legs are stiff and cramped But that won’t last more than
three or four hours The dull ache will get worse for a time, and
then go away altogether I've experienced the feeling before It be
gins after about three hours of fiying, and ends at about seven
After the seventh hour, my muscles will cease complatming of ther
restrictions and accept the mussion they've beer given to fulfill I
wish the destre for sleep could adapt iself to a long-distance flight
as easily

It would be pleasant to doze off for a few seconds But I mustn't
feel sleepy at tius stage of the tnp! Why, I'm less than a tenth of
the way to Paris, 1t’s not yet noon of the first day There’s stll the
rest of today and all of tomght, and tomorrow, and part — maybe
all — of tomorrow might After that I can think about being tired,
not before The Spirit of St Lows 1s domg its job I've got to do
mine I must stay alert, and match quality of plane and engume
with quality of piloting and navigation I'd be ashamed to have
anyone know I feel tired when I'm just starting

I sip some water from the quart canteen hangmg at my side
Below 1t, wedged between seat and fuselage, are five sandwiches
m their brown paper bag, but I'm not hungry It's probably wise
10t 10 eat, anyway — easier to stay awake on an empty stomach

T'll chimb up two or three hundred feet and stop looking ahead
for boats There’s not much danger of hitting one, but the idea 1s a



[202] The Spinit of St Lowis

mental hazard, and watching the penscope murror is an added
strain Also, the concentration required 1n flying close to the rollers
15 too much effort It no longer clears my mind as 1t did an hour
ago I want to sit quetly and rest I must replace some of the
encrgy I've expended The Jack of sleep I feel now, at eleven
o cloch 1n the morning, 15 a grain of sand compared to the moun
tamn that will tower over me when dawn breaks tomorrow Past
dawns Ive flown through come forward in memory to wam me
what torture the desire for sleep can be

To the mght pilot, dawn should be a harbor of safety, an
experience of beauty Each ray of light in the eastern sky brings
out new contours on the ground — the smoothness of a sloping
hillside where ns plane mght land, the danger of a stump studded
valley A cloud flames for him Iike a lighted torck Bamms, fields
and fence lines spung from darkness But when a pilot 1s fatigued
dawn may become as panful and dulling to s senses as an 1
fected wound Beauty s unseen, safety, unappreciated He wishes
only for the sun to mse and bring wakefulness and strength 1
think of dawns on the mail route, after a late flight the might be
fore They brought moments when I almost felt that flying was not
worth while — moments when only pride kept me from landing 1n
some pasture, cutting my engme and sfumping back 1n my cockpit
to sleep But those moments were always at dawn 1 awoke with
the sunrise This 1s different It's much more serious T want to sleep
n broad daylight, before noon of the first day

In glancing from ¢ompass to water and out to the horzos
where Jand should soon appear, my eyes fasten on a band of mud
stiching to the nght wing's lower surface ~— brown and clumpy
One of the wheels threw 1t up dunng take-off I want to rcach out
serape 1t off, and polish the fabne, but it’s an arm’s length too far
away Now, 111 have to look at it helplessly dunng all the rest of
the fight~—a step from my cockpit, on the ground — distant 23
Pans What 1nadeq dards of man uses — 30
mapy feet and mches to the engmeer — a stnde to the mechami¢
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with a sponge — let’s see, 1t’s almost thirty-three hundred mules to
that mud for me, the pilot m this cockpit Why should I have to
carry 1ts extra weight and resistance all the way across the ocean?
Why tear leaves from a notebook to save weight, and then be
weighted down with mud?

There’s another band of mud on the feft wing T remund myself
that at most 1t’s only a few ounces, that sts roughness can’t slow
the plane down more than a fraction of a mile an hour, and that
mudguards to protect agamst 1t would cost more 1n weight and
resistance than the mud itself But when one is tred, small ttems
draw undue attention - —— If 1t takes thirty-three hours to get to
Pans, 1t will take thirty-three hours to get that mud off the

wings —— — Thirty-three hundred mules to Pans “Things
equal to the same thing are equal to each other” ———an indis~
putable law, one leams mn school ——— There s sometlung wrong

about these “laws” packed up 1 nutshells — they only work near
the shell If one tries to use them too far away from it —~— well, 1t
Certainly 1sn’t thirty three hundred mules to that mud — - —but six
feet doesn't fit the distance either —~—

T'm half asleep! I cup my hand 1nto the slipstream aud deflect
fresh air agamst my face Check the instruments ~— that will help
The periscope’s still out I shde 1t back mto the cockpit There’s
been no ship for many miles, and I'm too high to strike a rmast
anyway ¥ can at least save 1is resistance

The d ind shows no diff with the periscope
Tetracted, hut on such a long flight that should save a gallon or
two of fuel Possibly 1t will compensate for the mud A pound
of resistance saved 15 worth several pounds of weight Besides,
there’s the pnnciple mvolved From the start, I've planned
this flight on the basis that nothing can be wasted, that no detail
18 too small to be considered I've made my own flying boots out
of light mater;al I've bought small flashlights for my pocket, so
that two would weigh no more than one of ordinary size I've cut
unneeded areas from my charts to gam some extra ounces

There’s an intangible value 1n striving for perfection — a value
that can't be measured on such matenal standards as pounds of
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weight or resistance When I was a child in grade school, I learned
a verse which comes to mind when logic says I'm spending too
much time on details
*In the elder days of Art
Builders wrought with greatest care

Each mnute and unseen past
For the Gods see everywhere ™

THE FIFTH HOUR
Over Nova Scota
TIME ~— 11 52 A M

WIND VELOCITY 1Smph VISIBILITY Unlmuted
WIND DIRECTION N ALTITUDE 200 feer
TRUE COURSE 58° AIR SPEED 103mph
VARIATION 20° TACHOMETER 1725 rpm
MAGNETIC Course 78° ow TEMPERATURE 429 C
DEVIATION 0° OlL PRESSURE 57 tbr
COMPASS COURSE 78° FULL PRESSURE 35
DRIFT ANGLE 16° R MIKTURE 15
COMPASS HFADING 687 FUEL TANK L Wiing
CEILING Unhmited

r's noon of the first day Four hundred miles from New York
Three thousand two hundred miles to Pans

Land ahead) A huge green mass extends back to a hlly honizon
While I'e been dreaming along 1o warm sunlight, with eges on
mstruments and nearby sea, Nova Scotia has crept 1 unobserved
I glance at the clock — eight minutes after taelve Time has leapt
a quarter hour 11 @ moment

Nova Scotia! That strange northern country of school-day peog~
raphies What an out-of-the.way place it had seemed, hanging
there precanously on the eastern edge of Canada, green and cold
agamst the pink fint of New Brunswich I could never fully realze
that st fay po farther north than Mune [ thought of it as @ ¢
arctic land And here 1t 15, Nova Scotta tsclf — no longer an out-
line on the page of 2 thumb-marked book The low, grassy coast
cueving wm under my right wing, 1s backed by growths of sproce and
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pme The scarcity of farms and stump land marks a rugged, fron-
tier country of the north, a country where terramn, chimate, and
forest are still batthng hard agamnst man’s axe and plow

I forget about bemng tired Here’s a vital pont e the flight
How accurately have I held my course? I chimb higher, approach
g the tidal flats Altitude will help to locate my exact position
When you fly low, you see only the individuality of landmarks — a
single village, the mouth of a niver, a rocky cape jutting out to sea
You gam sntimacy but lose perspective You may read the signs on
store fronts, wave at children m back yards, see birds startled from
tree branches, and guess the size of the hghthouse keeper's farmily
from the washing on his line, but there are probably a dozen niver
mouths, capes, and villages on your map, and when you dou’t know
your position, no single one 1s likely to give the secret away On
the other hand, flying high you see the entire geographical com
munity ‘The village takes 1ts place between the nver and the cape,
and nowhere else on your map will there be 2 relationship quite
the same If any doubt remamns 1 your mind, 2 bend in the rver
10 or three miles upstream — an exghth inch on the map — will
take all uncertainty away

From a thousand feet, it’s not difficult 0 find lines on my
chart corresponding to those formed by the shore below ~-2a
penmsula on my left, a cape on my right, a tongue of the sea
stretching inland far ahead 1've made my landfall at the mouth of
St Mary Bay, about six miles southeast of course I've covered
440 miles sn four hours and mmeteen mmutes That's an average
of 102 miles an hour

Laying out charts at San Diego, T'd decided that an error of
5 degrees would mark reasonably good nawigation Now, I've held
within 2 degrees of the great cucle on my chart — Jess than half
the error I allowed for Six miles off, at Nova Scotia, equals less
than 50 miles at Ireland Il be well satisfied 1f I can hold that
close to route

This first test makes me feel m my bones what before I've
based only on theory and the expenence of others - that the
swinging card of a compass €an actually lead me safely across an
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ocean to the shores of a foreign country beyond, and that hines
and figures on a chart, 1if properly translated, will turn into the
substance of real earth below

Striking Nova Scotra has another significance When I was
planming this flight to Pans, I estsbhshed three dividing lmes
my mnd before which I would, under certam circumstances, turn
back, but beyond which I'd continue, ‘ burming bridges behind
me” The first of these lmes lay across the runway on Roosevelt
Field When my wheels finally left the ground, that bndge was
burned Then, 3t was 100 late to pull the throtile back and stop

Now, I've set fire to the second brdge It spanned the Nova
Scotian coast I decided that if Nova Scotia were covered with fog
so that I could find no landmark on the ground with which to check
my course, I'd turn back to Long Island But 1f the Nova Scotuan
coast were clear, and my compasses proved wel) swung —3f I had
held reasonably close to course dunng the first 440 miles of flight
—then I'd go on, even if ail the rest of North Amenca and the
Atlantic Ocean were blanketed with fog

The third dividing line hes about haliway across the ocean—
depending on both wind and weather Before I reach 1t, if mecham
cal trouble develops —1f engme roughens or ol pressure drops
or a fuel tank springs a Ieak — I 1l turn back, hopmg to reach an
Amencan shore and find some place to land without too bad 2
crash But after I pass that line, regardless of what may happen
1]i continue on toward Evrope

The country under my plane 15 spotted with forests, lakes, and
marshes Gray boulders wart up everywhere — i woods, on hill-
tops ~—one sees them even under water where ts shallow The
Jakes are smooth as glass—not a breath of air blowing across
them It won’t make any difference which way I land if the engae
fails

A forced landing! Years of barnstorming with rebuilt Anny
planes and engines have tramned me to keep that possibality always
sn mind You never hoow with such equpment, when an engie
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will stop running Unconsciously my eyes ate always searching for
the place I'd choose to land should failure come at this particular
moment

I study the ground It's certamly bad country for a forced
landing There’s not a farmer’s field i sight It would be best to
stall down mto a lake The Spwrit of St Louts would sk, of
Course, but there wouldn’t be a fire A swamp might not be too
bad, and there are a lot of them

Ilanded in 2 swamp 1n Minnesota, four years ago, with my old
Jenny A local storm had covered the city of Shakopee, for which
I'was headed I'd tried to fly 1n underneath 1t, but the ramn was too
heavy — a real cloudburst So I circled over country nearby, flymng
under a thick cloud layer, close to the ground, wanmg for the
storm to blow past The visibility i places was less than half a
2ule I flew imnto a heavy shower before I saw 1t through the must
One cylinder cut out I banked toward a clover field Two more
¢ylinders stopped finng I had to land at once, exther 11 a woods
ormaswamp I was less than 200 feet high, and there was nothing
else within ghding range I chose the swamp, and stalled down onto
it The wheels shthered along about thirty feet and sank to the
spreader bar The cockpit jumped My belt jerked tight I found
myself hanging upside down, looking at several tall blades of grass

Is not easy to get out of an open cockpit when you're hang-
ing upside down You don’t just unsnap the safety belt Pilots have
broken their necks doing that It s one thing to fall a yard or two
onto your feet, and quite another to fall that distance onto your
head You have to support your weight by hanging onto some-
thing with one hand while you release your safety belt with the
other My quick-release mechamism had jammed that day, and 1t
Tesisted my single handed attempt to open 1t So I hung suspended
untd I loosened the buckles which held one end of the belt to the
pilot’s seat Even then 1t required some acrobatics to get straight-
ened out with the world again

My plane wasn't damaged much It was well splashed over with
black mud, but all T needed to put 1t back m flying condition was
a new propeller and a httle cord and dope to bind up a crach m
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the spreader-bar But that Jenny had only a hittle over ten gallons
of gasoline 1a 1ts tank when I landed The Spirit of St Lows has
—let's see — I'm four and a half hours out -— almost 400 gallons
My tanks would surely burst today :f I stalled down onto a swamp
T'd be lucky 1f I didn’t have a fire

Well, there’s no swamp or lake within ghding range now If the
engine cut out I'd land 1n that patch of young pines, their supple
trunks and thick green boughs would break the shock of impact
I know of several pilots who Ianded on treetops without getting
hurt badly

Sitting comfortably at my drafting board m San Diego a few
weeks ago, I decided that a forced landing was a possibility 1d
prepare for and then forget But old habits aren’t so easily thrust
aside After hours of flying, a pilot’s mind wanders along uncharted
courses of 1ts own fantasy, rushing back at intervals to check mnstru-
ments, to make resolutions, to decide some pressing detail of his
flight, and then, duty over, 1t slips unobtrusively off agam, to be
found 1n the most unexpected places A forced landing 1s the thing
T wish above all else to avoid, but my mind takes fiendish pleasure
1 planning one — on hills, 11 marshes, in tree clumps, 1t visualizes
the best technrque to use, carrying me along 10 1ts excursions uatd
my ears can almost hear the motor cough and my body feel the
tearing impact of the wheels and wings

THE SIXTH HOUR
Over Nova Scotia
TIME— 1252 P M

WIND VELOCITY 30mph VISIDILITY Unhmited
WIND DIRECTION NIV ALTITUDE 700 feet
TRUE COURSE 60° AR SPEED 101mph
VARIATION 22° W TACHOMETER 17001 pm
MAGNETIC COURSE 82° OIL TEMPIRATURE  42°C
DLVIATION 0° OIL PRESSURE 571bs
COMPASS COURSE 02 FUTL PRESSURE 354
DRIFT ANCLE 10° R MIXTURE 1.5
COMPASS HEADING  72° FUCL TANK Nose

CEnLm™a Unlimited
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The wind 1s sing I'm already crabbrng fifteen degrees into 1ts
dnft Hills ahead roll up to a mountam range 1 open the throttle
fifty revolutions, and begin chimbmng The Spirit of St Lowss gains
altitude easily, considening 1s heavy load

My course takes me over a saddle m the range Wings flex
moderate turbulence as 1 pass between summits Then, ground
drops steeply on the eastern side, to apother land of hills, lakes,
and forests

Iwonder 1f my plane has been teported over Nova Scotia That
Iittle village of wooden houses back on the coast, half a mile west
of my landfall —a plane would be no ordinary sight to people
lving there Maybe their local newspaper carrted an article about
the New York to-Paris flight Some of them must have heard my
engme overhead and Jooked up to siver wings agamnst the sky
Did anyone think to send a message back over wires to the United
States, saymg a plane had reached the shores of Nova Scotia?

Ore o'clock, 1t’s lunch time 1w New York It's lunch time 1n
St Louss, too, though thercs an hours difference by the sun,
People eat earlter 1 the Mississippt Valley My friends are prob-
ably sitting at thetr mdday meal, speculating about where I am at
this moment What a contrast between my cockpit, ligh over Nova
Scotian wilds, and the silvered setungs of a city table! What amaz-
ing magic 15 carnied 1 an awplane s wings — New York at break-
fast, Nova Scotia at lunch There hasn’t been tume enough between
1o prepare my mind and body for the difference How can break-
fast to-lunch 1n time equal New York to-Nova Scota i distance?
Flying has tom apart the relationship of space and time, 1t uses
aur old clock but with mew yardsticks If I'd watched fresh-sown
wheat spring to a harvest since the dawn, 1t would hardly be
Stranger than this experience

Lunch time? I drop my hand to the bag of sandwiches, but I'm
not hungry Why eat sumply because 1t’s Junch time? A drnk of
water will be enough Mustn't take too much, though — can’t afford
to waste water — suppose I'm forced down at sea’
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In hanging up the canteen, I let my map shde toward the win
dow One corner flutters 1n a puff of air I jerk 1t away with a start
Suppose my chart blows out, as my data board blew out of the
cockpit on that test fight in Califorma? My key to Pans would be
gone, I'd have to turn back and start again — turn back for lack
of a sheet of paper “On course, plenty of fuel, all readings nor
mal, but the chart blew out the window ™ What an explanation that
would make No, the chart must never get close to a window

But why not put the windows 1n? Why didn't I put them m
before? Why have T wasted their streamlimng value for these five
hours of flight? They're 1n their rack, an arm’s reach behind me
1 carnied them because they were worth more than their weight 1n
fuel They're ncluded 1n the performance curves as extra gallons
of gasoline would have been included They’ll smooth out the flow
of air along the fuselage Smoother flow means less resistance, fess
resistance means more speed, and more speed will result 1n adds
tional mles of range

1 open the cockpit ventilator and start to shp the left window
into place, when 1 realize that a new factor has to be considered
one of those factors engineers can't measure with their curves yet
one on which all performances must rest.— the condition of the
pilot Windows would cut down the flow of air through my cock-
pit They'd form a barnier between me and elements outside my
plane They'd mterfere with the crystal clanty of communion with
water, land, and sky They d insulate me from a strength 11l need
before my flight 1s done, and which, for some reason, cannot pene-
trate thewr thin transparency

No, I'll Jeave the windows 1n their rack, waste the miles of
range they offer I'll sacrifice therr efficiency to mune It's a pe¥
expenience  Always before, I've had a reserve of energy and skl
on which my plane could draw, as duning an overloaded take-off
or to compensate for instability or Jack of forward vision 1 fusclage
design Mow, for the fiost tume, U'm taking o faver from my plane
1t makes the Spirit of St Lows seem more a hiving pactaer 22 ad
venture than a machine of cloth and steel
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Below, spreading across a narrow durt road and a windmg
creek, 1s the largest Nova Scotian farm I ve seen. Ifs eastern pas-
ture 15 almost level, with only scattered rocks and stumps As I
look at 1t, my mind divides 1nto two personalities who argue back
and forth

“It was a mustake not to put dump valves 1n the tanks Now if
you could dump 300 gallons of fuel, you could probably stall
there with nothing worse than a blown tire and a bent propeller
You rmight get down with no damage at all*

“Yes, but we constdered all that at the factory while the plane
was being butlt You know how much time we spent studying the
problem Dump valves mught have leaked No one was quite certain
how to make them And there d be all the extra mechamsm to go
wrong Suppose one of them opened halfway across the ocean
Suppose seepage filled the cockpit with fumes of gasolme Be-
sides, dump valves would have meant more weight and more re-
sistance You remember we dectded to sacrifice everything to
take off and range — those were the danger pomts of the flight ™

‘But the rubber boat, and the red flares, and the emergency
rations, and the extra gallon of water — we didn’t sacnfice them
They're all here 1n the fuselage nght now — thirty pounds of them
']l'hazs worth more than a half hours flight when the tanks are

oW = ¥

The sky has been filhng slowly first, a few stray cumulus
clouds, blinding 1n the sunhght, then flocks of them, with a higher
Iayer dnfting 1 above until now there's less blue than white and
gray A sohd mass blocks out the north — tremendous, dark, and
foreboding Angular streaks of gray break the honzon ahead nto
segments —raia squalls I hope that doesn’t mezn an area of
storm over the rest of Nova Scotia and Newfoundland

The Spirt of St Lows 15 already bumping Lakes and ponds
down below are wave roughed and lmed with wind streaks White



{2123 The Spint of St Lows

beaches of foam have formed agamst 1slands and Ieeward shores
Tt takes a gale to whip up water like that— forty or fifty mifes an
hour

For the last quarter hour, the wind has been blowing directly
across my route, mousting constantly 1n velocity I should be crab
bing toward 1t ot an angle of 25 degrees to compensate for drit
But that would feave my plane pomting into the great black body
of the storm X won’t change my heading for the time being I'll ket
wind drift me where 1t will If the storm area 1s large, and the wind
continues strong northwest, 1t will take me to the coast where ceil-
mgs should be higher, or blind flying safer If the storm 1s small,
the wind may shift again 1o a few more mules and blow me back
on course Winds which arise suddenly on the edge of storms often
change just as suddenly and blow 1n another direction

For five hours, the danger of turbulence has hardly entered my
mind I feft it behind with the last gentle bumps over New Eng-
land Tt was crowded out by the warm sunlight, the majesty of the
ocean and the smooth, ghding fight above the wates The shight
trembling 1 felt over the Nova Scotian coast, and crossing the
mountain range, was pleasant rather than alarming But now, a5 1
approach these storm clouds, air 15 really getiing rough Wing
tips flex with raptd, jerking movements, and the cochpit bumps Ups
down, and sideways I buckle my safety belt Of course the Spir
of St Louws 1s some 500 pounds lighter than on take off, but with
a ton of fuel left on board, 1ts structure 15 still dangerously over
loaded A violent gust might easily snap a spar or fitung T throttle
the engine to 1625 rpm, and let air speed drop to 90 miles an
hour

The wings were never designed for such a wrenching! 1 feel 38
though the storm were gathering my plane 1n s feeth as 2 dog
picks up a rabbit If only I had a parachute! But there's no use
wastung for things § don't have A few mimvates ag L wanted dudp
valves, now 1t's a parachute After all, I can’t carry everything

1 considered carrying a parachute, but decided agamst 1t A
parachute would have cost twenty pounds —a third of an hour$
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fite] — enough food and water for many days adnft And it would
be useless over the ocean Without a rubber boat, no one could live
long m 1cy northern waters It would be better to stay with the
plane, even if 1t crashed

Over Long Island and New England I flew too low to use a
parachute By the tme I get to Europe, the wings will be so Iightly
loaded that I won’t have to worry about turbulence of air And the
Spint of St Lows will be able to land so slowly that I could stail
1t down almost anywhere and walk away No, the only portion of
the route where I mught need a parachute 1s night here m Nova
Scotia, and possibly for an hour or two over Newfoundland Even
here, 1t would take quick work to get out of my cockpit from an
altitude of 1500 feet if a wing gave way

1 m pot much higher than Lieutenant Smith was when he Jost a
wing loopng his National Guard Jenny He never did get clear
of lus plane As the ghest ranking officer on the field when the
accident happened, I'd taken charge of the wreckage I found
Smith’s parachute strung out on the ground beside the fuselage
when I reached his broken body His foot, shoe leather torn 1n
struggle, had apparently caught between the cockpit s im and an
angular fuselage to-centes-section wire He must have pulled the
nip cord just before he hit, n the desperate hope that the chute
would billow out and jerk him free

Smuth’s observer had gotten clear of his cockpit He must have
been 800 fect lugh when I saw hus figure sail out through the air
But there was no sign of a parachute’s white canopy I'd stood
glued to the ground as 1 watched wing, plane, and man — fabnic
fluttering, and wires screamung toward the earth — all 1n a single
vista of the eye An extra kick —a ten pound pull — would save
2 Lfe If only my hand could have traveled with my vision!

The observer hit first—1n 2 cornfield His body bounced six
feet back into the arr Then plane and body struck together, leaving
only the wing and bits of lighter structure 1n the sky We never
knew what happened to the observer Some thought he was dazed
by fear and couldn’t locate the pull nog, for he was a young and
nexpenenced airman It was one of hus first flights But I've found
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senses more acute when faling down through space 1f he'd been
dazed, he couldn't have yumped so quickly I think his head hit
some part of the plane’s structure, and that he was unconscious
dunng the seconds that passed before his death

Parachutes hadn't done those flyers any good, even with open
cockpits to jump from The Spirst of St Lows would fall faster
than that Jenny, with a wing off, and 1t would take extra seconds
to squeeze out edgewise past a door Besides, I'll soon have to drop
Tower to stay underneath the clouds Everything considered, 1 was
nght when I decided not to brng a 'chute along ~—~and yet, I'd
feel better of I had one

Logic’s not enough to calm my senses They know what its
Iike to feel fittngs snap 1n ar — the physical jolt — the mental
shock — the tautening of brawm and muscle A wing on my plane
once crumpled, but then I had a parachute It was dunng a combat
maneuver 1n Texas, not far from Kelly Field Our pursuit squadron
of SE-55 bad Jocated the * enemy * and nosed down to attack Lieu-
tenant Blackburn, our nstructor, was i command We had three
units of three planes each I was flying left wing 1a the top uct,
with Cadet Love leading and Lientenant McAllster on my nght

Our “enemy,” 2 De Haviland observation plane, was cruising
below us, some 5000 feet above the ground and over a layer of
broken clouds It was piloted by Lieutenant Maughan of “Dawn-
to-Dusk Flight” fame We pursuit pilots reached a pretty hugh
speed 1m our dive After Love pulled up, MeAlbster and 1 closed
1n to confirm the *kall ” Then we pulied up too I'd kicked Jeft
rudder, as I hauled back on the stick, into what I thought was
empty sky

Then 1t happened 1 heard the snap of parung metal and the
jerhing crunch of wood, as my forehead bumped the cockpt s
cowling and my plane cartwheeled through the air T yanked the
throttle shut as muscles tensed body back n place There, canted
sidewise, less than a dozen feet away, was the fusclage of another
SE-5 Our wings were nipped and locked together

For an stant, after that first crashing bump, both plases
seemed to hang motioness 1 space 1 saw MeAllister reach for hie
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safety belt and half nise in hus seat Then we began to rotate m
the air A traing edge of the broken top wing folded back over
my cockpit and vibrated agamnst my helmet, shaking sight from
my eyes and thought from my bramn — except for the mmperative
1dea of clearing the wreckage with my parachute

By that tine 1 had the rubber safety band removed and my
belt unbuckled Wires were howhing, wooden members snappng,
my cockpit had tipped toward the vertical Our planes were re-
volving ke a windmull I pushed past the damaged wing, hooked
my heels on the cawling, and kicked backward 1nto space

How safe the rushing air had seemed when I cleared those
planes — Iike a feather bolster supportmg me I fell flat, face up-
ward, for 2 ime My hand was on the np cord but T dide’t dare
pull 1it, for the planes were nght above me, spinnung, and spewing
out a trail of fragments to the sky McAllster was nowhere 1n
sight Euther he was caught m the wreckage or he'd cleared it
sooner and was falling below me

Then my feet had angled upward, and I'd turned sidewise, and
flattened out agam, face down I remember twistng my head
around to look at the planes They were more than a hundred feet
10 one side, and gradually shding farther away I hut a cloud, sanl
into 1t, pulled the np cord

My parachute had no more than flowered out when I was
below the cloud layer The wrecked planes plummeted past me,
and McAllster s *chute came swinging down out of the must above

McAllster and I were close to 2000 fecs high when our SE-Ss,
stll locked together, hit the ground and burst into flames Fighters
from the other two purswit umts were diving 2nd zoomung all round
us They'd broken formation the moment they saw us collide, and
followed us down through air T'd been watching the disintegrating
wreckage 5o intently that my eyes were blinded to other objects 1n
the sky Now I had time to look around, I realized that every cadet
and 1nstructor within sight was exther there or headed toward us
Every few seconds, a par of wings saluted by-—too close for
comfort

We were over an arca of mesquite and cactus, but anghag with
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the wind toward 2 plowed field which was 1deal for parachute land-
sngs Being lower than McAlbster, I had to slip my *chute a hitle
to reach 1t I wasn’t able to keep standing after my feet touched
the ground, but my Janding was soft ~across a shallow, furrowed
ditch

1 jost a vest pocket camera and my goggles on that descent
And T'd forgotten to hold onto my np cord You always got
razzed for losing the nip cord.

“What! You threw away your np cord? And jou want to be
an aviator?™”

But such things were 100 trvial to worry nbout as T gathered
up my parachute Bemg alive was what counted McAlhster was
trodging toward me Planes were chandelling around the edges of
the field Several DHs Janded on the plowing Everyone was happy
because 10 one had been killed Lieutenant Maughan laughed, and
claimed two of the “enemy” brought down Two DHs were sent
over from Kelly, rear cockpits empty, to carry us home Two fresh
SE-Ss, with parachutes, were placed on the line at our disposal,
and 1n sbghily over an hour we were back i air agan — members
number twelve and thirteen m the Caterpiffar Club—— that exclu-
swve and unorganwzed group of flyers whose lves have beent saved
by the sikworm’s product

Suppose I hadn’t had a parachute on that fught! It might eastly
have been the case — our class was the first to go through Kelly
equipped with them

‘The first squall 1sn’t a large one I can see nght through Its
mist of ram Hills and lakes beyond are only thinly veiled i white
But with each succeeding squall, clouds grow darker, ram &
heavier, and hghtmung flashes down on trees and rocks Faally,
gve up my course and turn eastward, o skunt the edges of the
more violent storms I weave 1 and out, flying now through 2
cloudburst, now under a paich of open sky, returning 1o my head
1ng, and then leaving 1t again rather than dnll through the feart of
a storm Water Jashes oser the wings, turns the propeller mio 2
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whitish disc of vapor, trickles along silver surfaces, eddies behind
screw heads and fittings, seeps mnto my cockpat, splashing over fly-
1ng suit and charts, moistenung my hips, freshening the air I breathe

Rain beats down against the wind scraped lakes, untl 1t seems
to rebound a foot or two m air and then fall back again Water
glistens up from narrow dirt roads and shines on farmhouse roofs
Smoke 15 ripping away from the chimney of a backwoods sawmll
I skim over At tumes I can barely see the outline of the ground
Then I fly still lower, just clearing the top of a hill, nosimng down
ito the valley beyond, watching the seething branches of spruce
and pine, holding myself 1n readiness to turn sharply back f cloud
and summt meet ahead Can the 1gmition system stand such drench-
ng? I haven't tested the Spirit of St Lows m a cloudburst I don't
dare check the magnetos now, but not a single cylinder has missed

There’s no way of telling what lies beyond the rai’s gray cur-
tam, but each lake and lttle pond I pass signals its story of the
storm Waves mark the winds velocity, ragged streaks of foam
pomnt out 1its direction From northwest to southwest and up to
west agamn 1t shfts, veering back and forth with each new squall
Gradually, as I watch, the wind swings southward, until at last 1t
blows southeast, and then begns to die From northwest to south
east—1t’s a good omen, thats the way the wind should veer if
the storm area 15 small

THE SEVENTH HOUR

Over Nova Scotia
TIME — 1 52 PM

WIND VELOCITY 10mph VISIBILITY 15 mules
WIND DIRECTION SSE outside of
TRUE COURSE 61¢ squalls
VARIATION 23° W ALTITUDE 900 feet
MAGNETIC COURSE 84° AIR SPEED 100mph
DEVIATION 0° TACHOMETER 1675rpm
COMPASS COURSE 84° oIL TEMPERATURE  40° C
DRIFT ANGLE 5°L OIL. PRESSURE 581bs
COMPASS HEADING 9% FUEL PRESSURE ERF T
CEILING 1500 feet, MIXTURE 15

broken FUEL TANK Fuselage
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Six hundred mules out Three thousand mules to go The col
umns of figures on my log sheet look impressive When they grow
six imes that long, I should be over Panis Squalls are lighter, and
patches of blue sky are larger “Cleaning along the North Amenican
coast,” the weather report stated, and clearing 1t reaily seems to be

But I've got to be cautious about too much optimism I'm ata
pomnt n my flight where I have the feeling of great accomplish-
ment without having experenced the major stran of effort In
multiplying by six what I have done, I neglect the exponent of
fatigue, and draw an anthmetical result from what 1s really a geo~
metrical equatton Fatigue to a body 1s like air resistance to a
plane If you fly twice as fast (af you continue twice as long), you
encounter four times the resistance (you become several times as
tired) But elements of muind and body don't follow such clear,
sharp curves of physics, they jump erratically to peaks, and back
to depths, and then may strike an average for a tume The cool
freshness of the ram, the concentration required mn flymg through
the squalls, and the satisfaction of entering the seventh hour of my
fight, have brought rae to a peak of confidence and hope Ooly
3000 mules, now, to Pars, and 40 hours of fuel remam 1 my
tanks

A wilderness lies beneath my wings —no road or field of
cabin Valleys are filled with the deep green of virgn timber
Flocks of duck mse out of Jakes and marshes 1 think of childhood
mights on our farm, when I lay awake listening to my fathers
stones of hunting and trapping around such lakes as these “There
were thousands of duck,” he had sad, “so many that the sky was
blackened ™ And there are thousands of duck below me, ke 2
cloud s shadow dnfting over land and water

My grandfather must have found a country like this when be
immigrated to America from Skane n the southern part of Sweden.
My father was only a {ew months old then Travelng westward,
the family settled on Sauk Ruver's bank, in the new state of Munne-
sota They built a fog cabin 1n terntory through which warpaths of
the Chippewa and Sioux had run, only a few years before
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As soon as my father was old enough to carry a gun, it had
been his job to keep the famuly supplied with meat Since ammu-
nition was scarce, us rounds were counted, and a bird demanded
m return for each one fired When he missed a shot, he tried to hit
two birds with the next. My father had spoken of 1t casually, as
part of his daly Life 12 boyhood, but to me, it appeared a miracu-
lous accomplishment — getting two duck m lme to save one
charge Now, as I look down on this game-filled land, 1 understand
Ius casualness better It wouldn’t be so difficult to kall two birds
with one shot when they’re as thick as that

The rule was only for birds and small ammals On days when
he brought back a deer, he wasn't asked to account for his ammu-
mtton The woods here must be full of deer, too-—and probably
bear, porcupine, wildcat, and even moose Envious of my father's
boyhood, I often dreamed of such a country, and here it 15, just
outside my window —land of the pioneer forests filled with
game, dashing streams of crystal water

Several small farms Line the river ahead — fields walled 1 by
tumber Cattle wade across the water, their shadows fallimg sharply
on its surface One of my father’s stortes was about fishing from a
niverbank on the d Sioux m the
Valley and raids northward had left settlers’ perves ughly tensed
It had been several years since the uprising, but fear remamed m
children’s minds Suddenly, my father saw shadows move along
the edge of a pool upstream — Sioux warnors! He lunged back-
ward 1nto hazel brush as he looked up to see — 110, not warriors,
Just farm cattle, like those below me now Everybody feared the
Stoux They'd stretch a man to stakes and build a fire on hus belly
They'd eram live children mnto kitchen ovens and let them roast
So the settlers” stonies went

Once, when my father was very young, a messenger arnved on
horseback, warning all farmers to flee for their lives — Lsttle Crow
was on the warpath Hogs and cattle were turned loose, doors
locked, homes abandoned My grandfather b d the oxen, and
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fled with his family to the fort at St Cloud, about 40 miles away
It was crowded there, with so many peaple gathered m There was
Iittle to do, and the men quickly grew restless Two neighbonng
farmers decided to return to their homes, against the warmng of
the soldiers They saxd the danger of Indians was exaggerated, and
that their ammals needed care They left the town on horseback,
and were never seen again-— probably captured and tortured to
death by Sioux, the settlers thought

That made others at the fort more willing to accept the hard
ships of a refugee Complaints lessened The children even enjoyed
therr experience, my father said There were new games to play,
new sights to see It was a welcome change from the isolated hie
on a homestead Our family stayed on until my Aunt Linda was
born And what a commotion that caused — men standing around
awkwardly outside, women runming back and forth, children neg-
lected for the day

My grandparents were lucky When they finally returned to
their farm, they found everythung as they had left 1t, except for the
stock It was a real job hunting through the woods for pigs and
chickens, and rounding up the cows Grandmother never did get
all her chickens back — wild animals, of course

The warhke Stoux were driven westward mto the Dakotas Red
Ruver oxcart tramns creaked by the homestead with greater fre-
quency Father said you could hear them miles away And more
settlers came to set up farms Only the friendly Chippewa remained
~—Indians of the forest Their pomnted, birchbark teepees often
tose on the banks of Sauk Ruver, near my grandfather’s cabin
Many of my father’s stonies were about them There was onc I
asked hum to tell over and over agam as I lay 1n bed, looking out
at the stars

They had been trading skins for firewater, those brases who
came up to the log ] and d ded food My gr dfather
was away My grandmother was busy baking bread and cansg for
the children She had no use for drunken Indians “Go away,” she
told them “I've got nothing for you See, the bread 1snt baked
yet™ She opened the oven to show them They muttered and
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argued for a tme outside the door, while Grandmother went on
with her work and the children peeked out at them Finally, they
deeidedt 10 leave But as they passed the woodpie, one of the
braves grabbed my grandfather’s axe and carred 1t off

My grandmother took tume to change her clothes before she
ran after those Indians! She put on a sitk dress which she had
brought from Sweden, and guarded carefully through hard years of
frontier hfe She knew the smportance of digmity in deahng with
Indians, 1t would be unwise to confront them n sasled katchen gar-
ments, When she caught up to them on the road, the brave refused
1o give up the axe He shook 1t at her, scowled, and kept on walking
with the others She followed, arguing and threatening; unti one
of the squaws snatched the axe from the drunken warnor and Jaid
#ton the ground My grandmether picked 1t up and seturned to the
farmhouse, to her work clothes and children, and to baking bread

Why take such a chance for an axe? Well, that was another
story Grandfather Lindbergh had held a high position 1 Sweden
He was a leading member of the Riksdag, and a close friend of the
King But he’d gotten nto pohtical and busmess troubles, lost prac-
tically everything he had, and saded to Amenca 10 start 2 new hfe
when he was over Bity years of age In the small log cabm 1
Minnesota, our famuly was so poor that my grandfather sold a
gold medal he'd been given m “the old country” to buy a breakng
plow Azes, ke plows, couldn't be made on the farm, they cost
real money, and reat money was awfully hard to get Besides, st was
a special axe, weighted and shaped for my grandfather's single-
handed use, for he had lost hus left arm at the smvmull He lost that
arm trying to earn a bitle real money to buy thungs that coulda't
be rawsed on the farm, such as salt, and kerosene, and tools

Handling logs and lumber was heavy work for a man of my
grandfather’s age But he had great physical endurance, and his
services were valued One day be stumbled, and fell agawst the
spinpmng saw Its teeth cut through us arm near the shoulder, and
nipped open fus back The belt hurled him half way across the
shed The mull hands claumed that the gash was so deep they could
see my grandfather’s heart beatng They bound his wounds up
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crudely and sent for the mumster, Reverend C S Harnison M-
ister Harrison had my grandfather laid on some hay 1n the bottom
of an oxcart and hauled him, bleedmng ternbly, over the rough
roads to the family cabm A man was started off on the only horse
available, with instructions to get relays wherever he could and
rush a doctor back But the nearest doctor lived at St Cloud—
and he was not at home The messenger eventually found lum mm 2
still more distant village, helping a young wife give burth to her
child Meanwhile my grandmother, the munsster, and the friends
who came to help expected Grandfather to die They washed hus
wounds with cold water from a nearby spring, picked out rags and
sawdust, and tried to stop the flow of blood

Three days passed before the doctor arrived He amputated
the arm and stitched together the gaping hole m the back My
grandfather hived despite shock, nfection, and Joss of blood
Lying on his bed, 1n great pam, he demanded to see his left
arm before 1t was bunied m the garden It was brought to him
m a small, rough board coffin Taking the fingers i those of his
night hand, he said slowly, 1n broken English, ‘ You have been 2
good friend to me for fifty years But you can't be with me any
more So good by Good by, my friend

It took months for my grandfather to recover Then, he had
special tools fashioned for hus sngle-handed us¢ But farmng and
earning money were more difficult after that, and there were four
young children to care for — my father, Linda, Juno, and Frank
Grandmother had to watch each penny spent Her family couldn’t
efford to lose an axe

Are there Indians i these forests too, here m Nova Scotid =
teepees covered by branches? How much hes hidden under that
blanket of green boughs I can only guess as I fly over hills and
valleys, now 50 feet, now 500 above the ground There's no sign
of life 1n the occasional clearings There are no canoes 10 sight 08
the swiftly-flowing nivers And the wild animals that live hese prob-
ably took cover at the first ternifving sound of my engine



NEW YORK TO PARIS [223}

In flying, you learn to know the external character, the geo-
graphical features of a country, but you have httle contact with its
nner lfe You see the land below you, but you don’t feel 1t around
you, until you set foot on ground 1t remains a foreign soll Here 1s
aNova Scotian hilltop, fifty feet away — so close that I can see the
twigs on its bushes and the moss on its stones Yet 1n another sense,
2 whole ocean les between us I can see pine needles on the
boughs, but I can’t smell therr fragrance or feel them prckle on
my sk as 1 push by The branches are swaymg, but I hear no
sound of wind Even if I were on a local fight, I couldn’t land, for
there s no level area that’s sohd, clear, and large enough to hold
aplane At times I feel as separated from the country below me as
though I were looking through a gtant telescope at the surface of
another planet

THE EIGHTH HOUR
Over Nova Scotia
TIME—2 52 PM

WIND VELOCITY 1Smph VISIBILITY Unhimted
'WIND DIRECTION SSW ALTITUDE 600 feet
TRUE COURSE 64° AR SPEED 96 mp.h
VARIATION 25° W TACHOMETER 1650rpm
MAGNETIC COURSE  89° OIL TEMPERATURE ~ 39° C
DEVIATION 0° OIL PRESSURE 58 lbs
COMPASS COURSE. 83° FUEL PRESSURE 351bs
ORIFT ANGLE 5°L MIXTURE 2

‘COMPASS HEADING 94° FUEL TANE Fuselage
CEILING Unlimuted

The edge of the storm recedes gradually toward the north
Huge cumulo-mimbus clouds, billows of white and gray, roll up-
ward for thousands of feet, penetrating the highest stratus layers
On the ground, patches of old snow appear in hollows and on the
north side of boulders I left summer back on Long Island this
moming Only a few munutes ago, I flew through the showers of
spring Now, I'm over a land just emerging from winter And my
route continues to angle northward for more than a thousand miles
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Fog! I'm flying along dreamily when 1 see it—a parrow
white band on the honzon to my nght There's fog on the Nova
Scotian coast! It brings me to attentton Itke jce water dashed m
the face

Fog -—the most dreaded of all enemues of flight Will Cape
Breton Island and Newfoundland be hidden by a sheet of blinding
white? Has the cleaning sky made me too confident of weather, or
1s this a vanishing remnant of the morning mists?

1f fog wall only hold off a few hours more, 1f I can only check
my course over Newfoundland, 1t won't matter what happens after
that I'll ask for nothing more until I reach the other side of the
ocean The 1900 mules of water can be covesed with fog— 111 fiy
above 1t, or under 1t, or 1n 3t Nothing else will matter 1f the coast
of Newfoundland 1s clear

But here T am, wishing for another favor I got off with my
overload of fuel, the musts of Long Island fted, T struck the south-
west const of Nova Scotra close to course The storm area 18 be
hind Only high crrrus wisps are left to veil the sun It's not Jikely
that I can fly all the way to Europe without encountenng fog Why
ss't this 2 good place to meet 1t, with my engine running perfectly
and 3500 mules of fuel it the tanks?

1 check the switch — no cylinders missing on the right mag-
neto, none missing on the left 1 open the throttle 50 rpm and
begn chimbing, while my eyes scarch the ground for some land
mark that shows on my map It’s important to know my exact pas
tion before venturing out over that sea of white

1 can find no check point on the ground The best map of this
country I could buy contains nothing but lightly tinted space and
a few wngghing hnes for nvers — the kind of wnggles 2 cartog-
rapher makes with Iis pen when he’s been informed vaguely that
a rver runs somewhere through the arca But as I near the codst,
what seemed a great fog bank from the distance turns out to be only
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2 long, narrow stnip hovening above shote The ocean beyond s
sparkiing blue »n sunhight Even the strp of fog ends before I strike
Chedabucto Bay, where the ocean wedges m to pry Cape Breton
Island away from the mamnland of Canada It seems today that
every door 15 flang wide open when T knock

Air s crystal clear along Cape Breton Island's coast Lake
Nova Scotia, the conntry 1s spotted with lakes, and its streams are
white with rapids The hills on my left, snow-patched and bleak,
mount up toward lugher ndges Over barren mountams mland, a
new cloud bank 1s forming.

Shall T subtract a few degrees from my heading to angle back
toward the preat-circle route? But with clouds thickemag mn that
direction, 5t seems wiser to remain near the sea There'l be plenty
of time to cotrect my heading before I reach Newfoundland

The earth-indnctor compass pecdle feans nght T press left
rudder, and glance up to the mstrument board mirror to check my
heading with the hqwd compass Ninety four degrees, the mirror
shows with the white numerals tt reflects But i 1t I also see the
wtenor of a wooden hangar on Curtiss Field An astcument spe-
cialist 15 twisted around grotesquely 1n the cochpit of the Spirt of
St Lows, pomting up at the compass he's just tastalled T'm lean-
g agamst the fuselape, Jooking 10 through a window

“That's the best place I can find for 1t,” he's saying, uahappily
“But you'll have to read i through a muror ” The compass 1s
fastened to the top of the fuselage, too close to my head, and the
unfamdiar figutes on 1t are printed backward for mitror reading
“It will gve you a more accurate tadication up there than any
other place we con find It will swing less rough air~—— Yau
sure haven't any extra room ta here ™

“f don's mind seading st through a mirror,” T reply “The most
umportant thing 1s to have accurate and steady ”

“Okay There she stays then Who's ot 2 murror around here™
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¢ There’s one 1 the office *

“That's too big It ought to be about two inches square ™

¢ Wil thes do?* It's a woman's voice Several people are stand
1ag outside the rope across the hangar door Among them 1s a gul,
not much more than college age, neatly dressed Her handbag
hangs open, and she s holding up the small, round murror from her
compact Its just the right size We thank her, and stick it with a
prece of gum to the instrument board, above the earth inductor
compass dial One of the mechanics lfts the rope so she can see
1nto the cockpit

After that the girl disappeared, and I never saw her agan How
much chance did she think her murror had of reaching Pans? She
must have read the prophesies that I'd crash on take-off, or from
exhaustion half way across the ocean Certainly she had no tech-
mical knowledge of mircraft and their capabilittes Was she among
the few who d d fid: n my success, of
was hers a gesture of compassion toward a man about to die—a
man whose last hours could be brightened by the gift of a com-
pacts mirror? Well, at least 1t’s reflected my course successfully
beyond Nova Scotian shores

My eyes wander up to the taut, silvered wang outside my win
dow It's difficult to realize that the substantial element of air 18
rushing past that motionless surface at nearly a hundred miles an
hour One of the muracles of fiymg 1s that when you look out at
your wings you sec neither movement nor support As you clasp
your hand in the cockpit, there’s nothing tangible to air — nothing
to carry a finger’s weight There seems no reason whatever to keep
you from plummeting earthward like a rock It's not unti! you put
your arm outside, and press hard against the shipstream, that you
sense the power and speed of fight Then wir takes on the quality
of weight and substance, and you begin to understand the svisible
element which makes 1t possible for man to fly

Barely a tremor of turbulence 1s left The engine’s even vibra-
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tion, shaking back through the fuselage’s steel skeleton, gives hfe
to cockpit and controls Flowing up along the stick to my hand,
1t's the pulse beat of the plane Let a cylnder muss once, and Ill
feel 1t as clearly as though a human heart had skipped agunst my
thumb

I push my fingertips agamst quivering, drum tight fabric of the
cockpit wall The plane’s entire structure 1s carned by this frail
covering of cloth Thousands of pounds are hfted by these criss-
crossed threads, yet singly they couldn’t restram the tugging of a
bird I understand how glant Gulliver was tied so firmly to the
ground As he was bound to earth, I am held i arr —by the
strength of threads Nine barrels of gasolne and o, wrapped up
m fabne, two hundred and twenty horsepower, harnessed by a
layer of cloth — vulnerable to a pm pnck, yet protectmg an auwr-
plane and 1ts puot on a flight across an ocean, between the con-
tinents — suspended at this moment five hundred feet above a
fngid, northern land

My cockpit 15 small, and 1its walls are thin, but wside this
cocoon I feel secure, despite the speculations of my mind It
makes an efficient, tidy home, one so easy to keep m order that its
very simplicity creates a sense of satisfaction and rehef It's a per-
sonal home, too — nobody has ever piloted the Spirit of St Louwis,
butme Flying 1n 1t 1s ltke Iving 1n a hermit’s mountam cabin after
being surrounded by the luxury and countless responsibihities of 2
aty resid Here, I'm of all e of weather, 1m-
mersed mn them, dependent on them Here, the earth spreads out
beyond my window, its expanse and beauty offered at the cost of a
glance Here, are no unnecessary extras, only the barest essentials
of ife and flight There are no letters to get off 1n the next mail,
10 telephone bells to nng, no loose odds and ends to attend to 11
some adjomng room The few furnishings are within arm's length,
and all 1 order

A cabmn that flies through the air, that’s what I hve m; a cabin
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higher than the mountains, a cabin 1n the clouds and sky After
much travail, I've cimbed up to 1t Through months of planning,
T've equipped 1t with utmost care Now, I can relax m its solitaty
vantage potnt, and let the sun shine, and the west wind blow, and
the blizzard come with the might

1 become minutely conscious of detals m my cockpit— of
the instruments, the levers, the angles of construction Each item
takes on new values I study weld marks on the tubmg (frozen
rpples of steel through which pass invisible hundredwesghts of
stram), a dot of radiolite paint on the altimeter’s face (whose only
mussion 15 to show where the needle should nde when the Spirit of
St Louts 1s 2000 feet above the sea), the battery of fuel valves
(my plane and my life depend on the slender stream of liquid Bow-
ng through them, like blood 1n human veins) —all such things,
which I never considered much before, are now obvious and m
portant And there’s plenty of time to notice them 1 may be flying
a complicated aurplane, rushing through space, but i this cabm
T'm sur ded by simpl and thoughts set free of ime Thirty
hours? How madequate a measure! I ve Lived through thousands of
perods thity hours long, yet none of them like this Thurty hours
to Panis' What a simple statement, when the entire ocean lies be-
tween, when there’s a chasm of eternity to cross Who could look
at the sky, at the mountams, at the chart on my knees, at the mo-
tionless wings of my plane, and sull think of tme m hours? Here,
1 the Spirst of St Lowss, T ive 1n a different frame of tume and
space
How detached the intimate things around me secm from the
great world down below How strange 1s this combimation of pro%
mity and separation That ground — seconds away — thousands
of mles away Ths air, stunng mildly around me That air, rush-
g by with the speed of a tornado, an nch beyond These mnute
details 1n my cockpit The grandeur of the world outside The near-
ness of death The longness of Life
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THE NINTH HOUR
Over the Atlantic
TIME—3 52 P M

'WIND VELOCITY 25mph VISIBILITY Unlimited
'WIND DIRECTION' w ALTITUDE 500 feet
TRUE COURSE 64° AIR SPEED 94 mph
VARIATION 27° TACHOMETER 1625rpm
MAGNETIC COURSE ~ 91° OIL TEMPERATURE ~ 39° C
DEVIATION 0° OIL PRESSURE 58 Ibs
COMPASS COURSE 91° FUEL PRESSURE 35 ks
DRIFT ANGLE 5°R MIXTURE 2

COMPASS HEADING ~ 86° FUEL TANK Fuselage
CEILING Unhmited

The coast lme stops wandenng back and forth, and turns
abruptly northwest — the end of Cape Breton Island Soon Ill
be over sea agam, the third stretch of salt water on my route to
France Fust, Long Island Sound, then that calmmng bay of the
ocean between Cape Cod and Nova Scotia, now, two hundred
tules to Newfoundland, and after that — after that 1s the great
body of the Atlantic

T've been flying over land for most of four hours The sea 1s as
welcome a change as the coast of Nova Scotia was, and as the
coast of Newfoundland will be by the time I reach 1t The sea 1s no
longer a stranger I've passed over its surface for hundreds of
miles I no longer feel that I leave security behind and enter danger
the moment I fly across its breakers As I struck Nova Scotsa, 1
will strike Newfoundland, and as I strike Newfoundland, I will
strike Europe, close to course

I nose the Spirit of St Lows down to meet the sea, down
toward the tundra, down over the wild and lonely shore, down so
low that I can see dead weeds along the tide hine and wetness of
the pebbles on the beach I level out at twenty feet above the water
— above a rougher, greener, colder looking ocean, with whitecaps
breaking off to streaks of foam Here, there’s no need to push out
my peniscope Here, there are no masts to break the solitude of a
northern sea — no marks of human hife along the coast, not even
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a plank of wreckage rottng on the beach My plane, surroundsd
by unmhabited land and water, scems a tiny speck, eastly lost for-
ever 1n such a wild expanse

The cloud layer which was formng 1n the north remains be
tund with the peaks of Cape Breton Istand Only a few high currus
wings sweep overhead On each side, the sea’s horizon presses katfe-
edged agamst the sky Now, it’s time to angle back onto my great-
circle route If I leave Newfoundland on my plotted course, ac-
curate navigation will be simpler Besides, I have a certain prde 1
holding to that course if I can

I look down at the Mercator projection on my hnees Fifteen
degrees subtracted from my heading would put me back on the
great cuele by the tume I reach Newfoundland’s southern coast
Still, there may be clouds on the mountains, as there were on Cape
Breton Island Then I'd be better off to the eastward, where I could
follow up Placentia Bay and cross over the narrow neck of land at
s head into Trimty Bay, which opens to the ocean That would
be the safest route from the standpomt of weather — unless 1
detour far enough south to round Cape Race

My flight plan argues against detours unless forced by weathet
that T gan't fly above or through — weather I actually see zhead
But to strike Placentia Bay would require so shight a change 1 my
present heading that you could hardly call it a detour You could
hardly measure the mileage 1t would add, and there'd be plenty of
time to get back onto the great circle during long hours of might
and day over the ocean Besides, if I set my course for Placentst
Bay, and the mountains are clear, I can fly over the nttfe ity of
St John's Someone there will surely send a message back, to s3y
I have passed

Those men back on the field at Long Island whe worked all
night long that I might start — the mechames who labored so faith
fally over my plane— the engmeers who checked final mstalla
tions — theyre probably alf waiting for some word of my passing
some sign that I haven't crashed T think of the tensc faces stanng
at me before take-off What relief a single Line might bning 0 “”m_
“Silver monoplane headed eastward sighted above St John's
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at———" Let’s see — — — three hundred mules to go ———an hout’s
difference 1n time — — ~1t would be about 7 20 on Newfoundland
clocks

My partners m St Lowss have a nght to know that when I
start over the ocean all 1s well They stood solidly behind me
through discouraging days and mights They're all watting, back
there mm Missouri, anxious to hear that I cross the coast of New-
foundland safely and on tme

The men at the factory 1 San Diego who built the Spirit of
St Lows m those two record breaking months — they’re about
starting the afternoon shuft —1t's four hours earler out there By
thus time they have heard that I got off the field with full tanks
‘They, too, will want to know where I am at nightfall

My mother, teaching m Detroit — she’s probably been at her
laboratory desk all day, wondering and worrymg, and trying un-
successfully, with chemustry experiments, to curtamn off in her mind
a pilot and lus plane How well I remember the expression on her
face that winter evening five and a half years ago, when I told her
I wanted to leave college and learn to fly I was so anxious to get
mto aviation that I scarcely realized what parting meant to her
“All night,” she said *If you really want to fly, that's what you
should do ” “You must go,” she told me later “You must lead your
own lfe T mustn't hold you back Only I cant see the tune when
we I be together much agamn ™ Her prophecy came troe Hundreds
of letters and packages have gone back and forth between us, but
1 haven’t been home for more than a few days at a stretch since
then But we went barnstorming together 1 southern Mimnesota 1n
the symmer, and she’s flown back and forth between Chicago and
5t Lows with me on the mail route, nding on the sacks I know
what a message of my welfare would mean to her tomght

But the prunciples I lard down for this flight nvolve no waste,
no luxunes, no following of shore lines All extras must be held
1n reserve for adverse winds, or large areas of storm, or fog over
Europe T've already drawn enough on my reserves by detouring
Nova Scotian squalls and leaving windows out Misdirected senti-
ment could result n death A message back from Newfoundland



[232) The Spirit of St Lows

tomght 1 Jess important than to land 1n France tomorrow Suppose
I encounter head winds over the ocean Suppose T muss the tip of
Treland and strike some European shore line after dark Suppose
the sky 15 © s off the Lght so I can't see
enough on the ground to locate my position Suppose 1 have to fiy
all through a second might Pl need each drop of fuel I can save No
every decision must be made with one object, and one object only
1 view — to reach Paris It will be little satisfaction for my friends
to know that I left Newfoundland on schedule 1f passing hours
bring no word that I am over France

But suppose 1 have a forced fanding on the ocean There'd be
an advantage 1n people knowing that I went down somewhere east
of St John's It would add to my over all safety as much as the
rations and the rubber boat It I can’t charge a gallon of fuel to
sentiment, I can charge 1t to safety Not that there'd be much
chance of rescue from those 1solated northern waters, but no one
would waste tyme searching for me along the coast as they searched
for Nungesser and Coli And at Jeast they’d know that my fight
was not a failure at the start, as so many predicted 1t would be i
1t's definutely established that I've passed St John's, then perhaps
if any ships do happen up that way, they'll keep a sharper watch
for a red flare by mght or a silver wing by day

I reset the heading on my compass, and turn the Spinit of
St Lows shightly toward the south

Except for high cirrus wisps, the sky 1s uniformly blue Instru-
ment needles all pomnt to their proper marks My plans at¢ Jaud
Now, for almost two hundred mules, until foundiand s coast
appears, T'll have nothing to do but follow the compass and add
one set of readings to my log I twist around i the cochpit 102 new
and momentarily more comfortable posttion And -~ slecp comes
filteing m It comes like that early turbulence of storm squstls,
barely perceptible at first, satisfying to the body, alarming only 1
the warmng 1t carnes to conscious portions of the mund Mt by
munute 1t gathers strength
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Over Nova Scotia and Cape Breton Island, I hadn’t noticed
being tired There was too much to think about, too much to see
— the storms, the wind, the lakes and clearings Before that, sleep
would have been pleasant, hike dozing off for an extra hour on a
Sunday mormng, but not too difficult to overcome Now, 1t’s
getting really serious

Why does the desire to sleep come over water so much more
than over land? Is 1t because there’s nothing to look at, no pomnt
different from all others to nivet one’s attention 10 —— nothing but
waves, ever changing and yet changeless no two alike, yet monoto-
nous 1n their umformity? Hold the compass needle on 1ts mark,
glance at the mstruments occastonally, there’s nothing else to
do

If T could throw myself down on a bed, I'd be asleep mn an
mstant In fact, of I didn’t know the result, I'd fall asleep just as I
am, sitting up 1n the cockpit — 'm beyond the stage where I need
a bed, or even to lie down My eyes feel dry and hard as stones
The lids pull down with pounds of weight against thexr muscles
Keeping them open 1s like holding arms outstretched without sup-
port After a mmute or two of effort, I have to let them close
Then, I press them tightly together, forcing nty mund to thk about
what I'm dowg so I won’t forget to open them agan, trying not
to move stick or rudder, so the plane will still be flying level and
on course when I Dt them heavily

It works at first, but soon I notice that the minute hand of the
clock moves several divisions forward while I thmk only seconds
pass My mind clicks on and off, as though attached to an electric
switch with which some outside force 1s tampering 1 try letting one
eyelid close at a tume while I prop the other open with my will But
the effort’s too much Sleep 1s winning My whole body argues
dully that nothing, nothing hfe can attain, 15 quite so desirable as
sleep My mund 1s losing resolution and control

Bat the sun 15 sinking, its brillance s already fading -— might
lies ahead, not day This 1s only afternoon, yet I'm experencing
symptoms I've never known 1n the past until dawn was closer than
midnight If sleep weighs so heavily on me now, how can I get
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through the mght, to say nothing of the dawn, and another day,
and its mght, and possibly even the dawn after? Sometluing must
be done — immediately

I pull the Sprit of St Lows up two or three hundred feet above
the water, shake my head and body roughly, flex muscles of my
arms and legs, stamp my feet on the floor boards The nose veers
sharply left, and I have to put my toes back on the rudder to
straighten 1t out I breathe deeply, and squum about as much as 1
can while still holding the controls

My body 1s shaped by the seat’s design My hand 15 tied to the
stick and my feet to the rudder by cords of instability Even the
angles of my jomnts are fixed But shaking clanfies my mind a
Iittle — enough to make new resolutions I will force my body to
remam alert I will force my mind to concentrate — never let 1t get
dull again T simply cant think of sleep I have an ocean yet to
cross, and Pamns to find Sleep 1s a tnvial thing msigmificant com
pared to the importance of this fught It has no business bothering
me now It will fere with my jud, my fs my
accuracy of fiymg It can come later, after I land at Pans and have
the Spurit of §t Lous put away safely in some hangar on Le Bour-
get All this I telf myself savagely ———and futilely The worst part
about fighting sleep 15 that the barder you fight the more you
strengthen your enemy, and the more you weaken your resistance
to um The very exertion of staying awake makes you seepiet

The cramped feclng 10 my legs has lefr, as 1 knew 3t would
Only dull aches 1 my back and shoulders remain I would almost
welcome sharper pamn It might help to stay awake I'm like a man
Tost 1n a bhzzard, feehing the weight of sicep on fus shoulders a3
though his coat were made of lead, wanting nothing so much as to
fall down 1n the softness of a snowbank and give way to irrespont
sible sleep, yet realizing that beyond such relaxation hes the eternity
of death But there's a difference The man i the blizzard has an
advantage He can use bis mind to force his body formard and the
movements of his body to keep hus mind awake Whde I, confioed
1o this tarlor-fitted cockpst, must stay awake by will of mund alone
How sumple, the problem of the man m the blizzard If only I
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could take a dozen of his steps forward, if I could even stand up-
night for a few seconds, I could gamn control of myself agan

I was caught 1n a bhizzard once, m Minnesota I'd thought I
was sleepy that mght But it was nothing, I was wide awake I
never knew what the desire to sleep meant before this flight Why
1 could stand up m the blizzard, I could stretch, I could walk, I
could run, and swing my arms

It was 1t mudwinter Deep snow had made roads impassable
except to man and horse I was seventeen years old then, and I'd
Just taken on a dealership for millang machunes and farm engines
Early that morning, I'd saddled one of my ponies and started out
for the ttle town of Pierz It was a clear day, and sunny —about
five degrees above zero, Fahrenhent, when I left home The nde to
Puerz took over three hours All afternoon 1d talked to farmers
about their herds — about the time saved by mechanical milking,
about the best methods of putting teat cups on skittish cows I'd
ndden from one bam to another, until evening found me almost
thurty mules from home

Snow was faling Lghtly when I said my last good by and
started back The might was so black that I could hardly see the
road we were following I'd pulled my fur hat down, buttoned my
sheepskin collar around my face, and almost gone to sleep 1n the
saddle, leaving navigation to my pony 1 don't know how many
mules had passed when I was jolted to alertness It was really a
change in rhythm more than a jolting The pony’s steps had become
stiff and slow And as I noticed at, he stopped wallung Heel pressed
to flank moved hum only a few feet forward Then he stumbled,
stopped again, stood quivenng — legs spread apart as though he
were afraid of losing his balance and toppling nto snow I dis-
mounted, spoke to hum, and led him on He could walk alone, but
my weight on his back was too much It wasn't stebbornness He
was a faithfol pony But he was getting old, and the day had been
long

I’d made the rest of the way home on foot, some fifteen mules,
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my pony following behind The first hour was easy enough, even
pleasant as a change Then, the heavy winter clothing began to
bear down on my shoulders, and my felt-hned boots grew heavier
with every step I took The snow thickened with a nsmg wind
lashed agamst my eyes, drifted over the road, held back my plod
ding feet hke desert sand

Sometime after midnight the blizzard stopped, and 1t turned
cold — that bitter cold m which a quickly drawn breath strikes
mto lungs with pamn I'd fisted my hands snside their mittens to
keep the fingers warm Hoar frost formed on the fur of my cap, on
the wool scarf wound below my eyes My pony’s hoofs crunched
mto the silence of the night As hours passed I lost consciousness
of muscles moving My legs swung back and forth like clock
pendulums, as though they were part of a machine on which my
upper body rode

Oh how I wanted to Iie down 1n a srowbank and sleep? Each
dnft carried an mvitation That mght I did lie down I com-
manded my legs to stop walking It took a definite mental effort
T hooked the bridle remns over my arm, fell mto the snow, and for
two or three mnutes let every muscle forget its responsibility,
while the pony steod above me, head down, also resting I could
lte, and nise, and make my body walk, and stop, and walk again
I wasn’t bound to a cramped posttion 1n a cockpit

But I'm not 1n Minnesota I'm n the Spirit of St Louss, ovet
the ocean, headed for Europe and Pars I st keep my aund
from wandening D'l take 1t 1n hand at once, and watch it each
imstant from now on It must be kept on its proper heading 23
accurately as the compass I'll review my plans for navigation
Then, I'll concentrate on some other subject

The first quarter of my fisght s betund There’s a sens¢ of
real accomplishment 1n that fact How satisfying it 15 to have 800
miles behind ~—— Not that’s the wrong tack Slecp has crept up 2
notch Anything that's satisfying 15 relxing I can't afford to relax.
1 must think about problems — concentrate on difficulties ahead.
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Actually, T haven’t quite reached the quarter mark In another
three hours, T'll leave Newfoundland behind and start out over
nearly 2000 miles of ocean If the wind keeps on imncreasing and
swinging talward, I ought to average over 100 mules an hour
through the might A strong tail wind would put me over Europe
well ahead of schedule ———No, I'm getting off course agamn —
concentrate on difficulties Suppose the wind shifts north or south
during the night, and blows me hundreds of miles off route (This
ought to be a line of thought to stay awake on') The might has
always formed a gap 1n my plans for navigation How many hours
Ive spent thinking about 1t! If the sky stays clear, I may be zble
to check my dnft by wind streaks 1 the moonlight —if T fly low
enough But suppose 1t’s overcast I've already had my share of
good weather

“If you had a sextant, you could clmb over the clouds and
take a sight on the stars Maybe you made a mistake not to carry
one "

“I couldn’t take a sight and fly the plane at the same time The
shightest turn throws the bubble off *

“You never really tried, you know You took other people’s
word for that "

“Well, I took the advice of experts What more could I do?”

“Most of the experts said you couldn’t make this fiight at all
You didn t beheve them”

“I couldn't possibly use a sextant The Spurit of St Lows won't
hold a straight course for two seconds by tself Besides, there's
the weight — you can't carry everything on a record flight If we'd
tred to carry every safeguard, the plane couldn't have gotten off
the ground — dump valves, parachute, radio, sextant, 1t would be
nice to have a four engined flymg boat as far as that s concerned ”

“Ridiculous! The 1dea of comparing a sextant to a flying boat!
A sextant doesn't weigh five pounds With a flying boat you
couldn’t get off the water at all with enough fuel to fly nonstop
from New York to Panis And you didn ¢ give up everything that
wasn't essential You've got thity pounds of emergency equipment
right behind you — the rubber boat and the flares and the —-—"
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stick as though hundreds of pounds of strength were tequired on
controls 1nstead of ounces

Cape Breton Island 1s nearly a hundred mules behind T've been
stanng out of windows at the honzon, dragging my eyes back to
check the compass, making them Iook bleanly at mstruments, per-
forming routimne duties of flight mechanically and dully, and only
because I know they must be done Suddenly, I become aware of a
difference —~—one of my senses 1s bangmg on a distant door,
shouting for attention~—— there's an essential message 1 must
have It's like the moment of confusion that precedes alertness,
when you've been startled from 2 deep sleep ———who? —~—
what? — —— where? And then hfe clanifics Consciousness becomes
2 skull encompassed prisoner agamn

The ocean ahead has assumed a different texture, brighter,
Whiter — an ice field! It turns dazzling white 1n sunhght as 1t shdes
m beneath my wing I feel that I .m enterng the Arctic Even those
Patches of snow on the bleak hillsides of Cape Breton Island did
Dot prepare me for this change I knew, of course, that my route
lay north of the ship lanes, and that ships keep south because of
floatmg 1ce, but I wasn't ready to be transported so quickly to a
frozen sea

Great white cakes are jammed together, with ridges of crushed
ice pushed up around the edges, all caught and held motionless
mn a petwork of black water which shows through 1 cracks and
Patches as I pass A quarter mile i from the field s edge, the sea
smooths out, the waves disappear, and there’s not a sign of move-
ment among the blocks of 1ce As far as I can see ahead, the ocean
15 glaning white Despite the noise and vibration of the engine, I
feel surrounded by the stillness of a Minnesota winter— the
frozen silence of the north I feel a trespasses in forbidden lati-
tudes, 1 air where such a little plane and I have no authonity to

The brullant hght and the strangeness of the sea awaken me
— make mv mind the master of my body once agam Any change,
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see —solid, like earth — impermanent, like cloud —so close —
so far away —so strange ———

T've always been fascinated by stores of the Arctic seas Just
over a year ago I tned to jon Wilkins’ polar expeditton He
planged on basing his airplanes n Alaska, and exploring the great,
unknown area north of the northern, 1ce packed coast

I nose down, catching up to the shadow of my plane, which
has been ghding fleetly on ahead The largest cakes are fifty or
sixty feet across I could bounce my wheels on them with a half-
inch movement of the stick At moments I forget I'm 1 a plane
Its as though the wings and thinly covered framework no longer
suspend me 1n air or separate me from the ice I skum across I feel
I could reach down and plunge my hand into freezing water, or
close my fingers on a chunk of ground up e I'm conscious only
of the desolate sohtude, as though I were standing alone and
1solated on one of those cakes

What would 1 do now if my engine faled? How could a pilot
land on such a surface? Well, God and gravity would take care of
that If an essentral part of my engne broke, I'd be down in
thirty seconds I'd have only time to bank left into wind, cut the
switch, pull my stick back, and pancake onto ice The landing
gear would be wiped off the moment 1t hit a cakes edge But
possibly the fuselage would skid along without smashing up too
badly and, with real good luck, end up on ice nstead of water

What then? There'd certainly be no rescue ships steaming
through an 1ce field I mught use fabric and framework from the
plane to erect a shelter, if the wind cidn't blow too hard Rubs,
engine o, and spar splinters would make a good fire But staying
with the wreckage would mean only a few more days of life I'd
have to start traveling as soon as my clothes were dry

T'd cut a stnp of covermg from the wing to wrap up m at
mught T'd cut a second strip to catch ran or snow for extra drink-
g water I'd lash my equipment on my back, and hold the raft
m front of me so I could fall on top of 1t if footing gave way My
eyes pick out the best routes to follow as I 1magme walking over
the ice field There’s a quarter mie stretch where cakes are

Pl
Fi
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lights of the next willage I'd held on to the last dim glow behind
untid T could see another on ahead Thes, I found myself cuching
the center of a small city, my lower wing tips less than a hundred
feet above 1ts street lamps The blizzard had shut off all trace of
Lights beyond I can still see the path I followed 1n my bank There’s
the comer drug store, with a flat-fronted restaurant three doors
away Two cars are parked agamnst the curb, hazed by snowflakes
There’s the church, below me, with its black steeple merging mto
mght There’s the vaguely outhned street, lined with yarded houses
There, the filling staton Agamn, the drug store and restaurant
A dozen men and boys have run out onto the sidewalk to look
up, hands shielding their eyes agamst the snow

I was like a moth circling 1ts flame — blinded to more distant
objects, unable to break away Suppose my engme had stopped
then, over those stores and houses ——— Yes, I'd as soon land on
the 1ce pack

I'd found my way through to Chicago that mght The heavy
snow blew over enough for me to break away from my curcle of
the aity, and pick up farmhouse hights I'd held my course partly
by mnstrument, partly by glowing windows, partly by lines of strest
lamps, until T saw the Maywood beacon flash

On our mail route, the pilots expect forced landings We don't
average a hundred hours between them There was the time my
throttle controls vibrated apart, a few mules north of Sprngfield —
engine runmng perfectly one moment, barely turning over the next
I was no higher than I am now Fortunately there was a clover
field ahead which I could reach wath a shallow bank I sideslipped
m over trees, and stalled down onto rain soaked ground The
wheels plowed ruts ten inches deep 1n places, but the tal was
heavy enough to keep my plane from nosing over

On another flight, the metal tip of my propeller ripped off from
Its wooden blade I'd been daydreaming along at 1100 feet Day-
dreaming — — — good Lord, that's what I'm doing now! I'm almost
10 degrees off course I shake myself vigorously, skid the Spirat of
St Lows back nto position, and rub circulation through my
cheeks There’s a big gap below 1 the ice field As I stare at 1t,
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my mind wanders back to the mail route All of a sudden, the
DH’s engune had started vibrating so violently that I thought 1t
would jerk 1tself out of the plane before I could cut my switches
I zvoided a crack-up that time by stalling into a twelve acre field
snd ground looping just short of the fence corner

Every month included incidents such as these Yes, a winter
on the arr mal holds fully as muchk danger as a flight across the
ocean Whirlwind engines aren’t like our old Liberties They
average thousands of hours between failures The controls mn the
Spirit of St Lows are new and carefully designed There Il be no
breakage of a throttle rod And my propeller blades are made of
metal, not of wood They have no screwed-on tips to throw

But I didn’t start on this flight to Panis because of its relative
safety I used that argument only to bolster my decision, and 0
convince people that the hazard waso’t too great I'm not bound
to carry the mght mail 1m not bound to be m aviation at all Im
here only because I love the sky and flying more than anythiog
else on earth Of course there’s danger, but a certan amount of
danger 1s essential to the quality of life 1 don’t believe i takiog
foolish chances, but nothing ean be accomphshed without takimg
any chance at all

When I was a child on our Minnesota farm, I spent Rours
lymg on my back 1n high timothy and redtop, hidden from passers
by, watching white cumulus clouds dnft overhead, stariog into the
sky It was a different world up there You had to be flat on your
back, screened 1n by grass stalks, to hve 1n 1t Those clouds how
far away were they? Nearer than the neighbor’s house, untoucht
able as the moon — unless you had an aurplane How wonderful
1t would be, I'd thought, 1f I had an amplane — wings with which
1 could fly up to the clouds and explore their caves and canyons -
wings like that hawk circling above me Then, I would nide ont the
wind and be part of the sky, and acorns and bits of twigs would
stop pressing 1nto my skin The question of danger didn't enter my
dreams
One day I was playmg upstairs m our house on the niverbank
The sound of a distant engme dnfted 1n through an open wando¥
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Automobiles had been gomng past on the road quite often that
summer I noticed 1t vaguely, and went on sorting the stones my
mother and I had collected from the creek bed None of them
compared to the heart shaped agate I'd found at the edge of a
pool the week before — purple crystals ontlined by stripes of red
and white Suddenly I sat up straight and listened No automobile
engine made that nowse It was approaching too fast It was on the
wrong side of the house' Stones scattered over the floor I ran to
the window and clinbed out onto the tarry roof It was an am-
plane!

Flying upriver below higher branches of trees, a biplane was
Iess than two hundred yards away — a fratl, complicated structure,
with the pilot sitting out in front between struts and wires I
watched it fly quickly out of sight, and then rushed downstairs to
tell my mother

There had been a notice m the Transcript, my mother sad,
about an aviator who had come to our town She'd forgotten to
tell me about 1t He was carrymng passengers from a field over on
the east side of the river But rides were unbehievably expensive
He charged a dollar for every minute 1 the air! And anyone who
went up took hus bfe 1 his hands — suppose the engine stopped,
or 2 wing fell off, or something else went wrong

I was so greatly impressed by the cost and danger that I
pushed aside my desire to go up n a plane But I used to imagine
myself with wings on which I could swoop down off our roof into
the valley, soanmg through air from one nver bank to the other,
over stones of the raptds, above log jams, above the tops of trees
and fences I thought often of men who really flev From grown-up

T heard and bered the names of the Wright
brothers, and Glen Curtiss, and Lincoln Beachey -— they’d found
a way to fly in spite of cost and danger

As I grew older, I learned that danger was a part of Iife not
always to be shunned It often surrounded the thmgs you liked
most to do It was dangerous to chmb a tree, to swim down rapids
tn the rver, to go hunting with a gun, to nde a horse, to drive
my father’s automobile You could be killed as quickly on a farm
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asn an auplane I had felt death brush past several times on our
farm, and 1t was not as ternfying as I at first imagmned

1 never felt safer, and never came closer to bemng kidled than
when a gangplow turned over behind my tractor It was on one
of those May days “when leaves on the oak trees are as big a5
squurels’ cars,” and 1t was “tume to plant com " I was behind
with plowing on the western forty, and working late mto evenng
to catch up It was an old field, with only a few stones lft to
hook a plowshare The furrow lay straght behind, seven mches
deep 1 had just tnpped the plow-hft and started to tum at the
field's end when bnght steel flashed by my head and thudded
heawily on ground The hit mechamsm had jammed, upsettmg the
entire gangplow If I hadn’t turned my tractor at the moment 1
pulled the tup lever, I would have been crushed on the seat As
1t was, the share missed my head by fess than six inches

No, farm hie 1sn’t as safe as its crached up to be

1 center the earth inductor compass needle, and drop down
closer 10 the e field

When I was eleven years old, I leamned to dnve my father's
Ford car, and at twelve I chauffeured tum atound the country
That car had seemed terrbly dangerous at first You could get
your arm broken cranking the engme You could shid off a
embankment You might collide with someone at any intersectton
The Mimoeapolis paper carned stories about auto accidents each
day But as my driving expersence advanced from a tundred mdes
to a thousand, and from one thousand to several my confidence
increased There were foils agawnst danger — judgment and skil
If you clasped your thumb and fingers on the same side of the
crank handle, a backfinng engme wouldn't break your bones It
you adjusted speed to road condittons, skids and collisions €0
be avorded Twenty mifes an hour had seemed an excesstve speed
when 1 started dnving A decade later, sixty was safe enough 092
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clear stretch of pavement I learned that danger 1s relative, and
that wmexperience can be a magnifyng glass

A drink of water would be good I reach for my canteen No,
Im not thursty enough now Ive aflowed only one guart for the
fught and 11l need 1t more tomorrow The wnstruments? All read-
tngs are normal I drain a few drops of gasoline from the Lunken-
heimer sedunent bulb — no sign of dirt or water Fumes dnft
through the fuselage, and drift away

When I was a sophomore at the Universtty of Wisconsm, 1
dectded to give up my course i mechamical engineening, and leamn
to fiy One of my closer friends, an upperclassman, tned to per-
suade me not to Jeave my studies He said 2 pilot's hfe averaged
only a few hours 1n the air, and cited wartune figures to prove hus
pomnt Why, he asked, did I want to epter so dangerous a profes-
sion? I argued that flymmg m peacetime was safer than flymng i
War, and that accidents could be reduced by care and judgment
He shrugged s shoulders and saxd 1t was far too dangerous any-
way, but that my future was my own

My friend was captan of the nifle team, and spoke m terms I
understood He was one of the imtiated He knew how to value
danger Hadn't we shot twenty-five-cent preces out of each other’s
fingers at a range of fifty feet? His statement smpressed me, but I'd
grown tired of the endless mdoor hours of umversity Life 1 longed

for open earth and sky The f; of awrcraft had d to
form an wrressstible force 1n my mund Was a Ife of fiying to be
d because it i danger? I chose a school m

Nebraska and enrolled for a course 1 the spring

T'd never been near enough to a plase to touch 1t before
enterng the doors of the Nebraska Awrcraft Corporation’s factory
1 can sull smell the odor of dope that permeated each breath, like
cther 1 a hospital s corndors I can sull see the brightly pamted
fuselages on the floor, still marvel at the compactness of the
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Hispano-Suiza engine which turned the force of a hundred and fifty
horses through 1its Lttle shaft of steel

Ray Page, the Corporation’s president, took my check for
tuition and welcomed me to his school On Apnl 9, 1922, at the
age of twenty, I made my first fught The plane had been hauled
out from the factory the day before, wings stacked and padded
carefully 1 a big truck, fuselage traiing behnd, tail high and
foremost I stood on the air field all morming, watching riggers
attach wings and “hook up” ailerons, flippers, and rudder, watch-
1ng mechames stran 1n fuel, drain the sedument bulb, tune up the
engine, watching the engineer test cable tautness with his fingers
and measure wing droop with his knowing eye

Behind every movement, word, and detail, one felt the strength
of lfe, the presence of death There was pride in man’s conquest
of the air There was the realization that he took Lfe m hand to
fly, that m each bolt and wire and wooden strut death lay 1m-
pusoned like the bottled geme — waiting for an angled grain of
Ioosened nut to let 1t out The ngger wound his copper wire with
a surgeon’s care The mechamc sat hstemng to his engme and
watching his gages as a doctor would search for a weakness @
the human heart — sign of richness, blowing valve, or feaned-out
mixture? An error meant a ship might crash, a man might dic
stood aside and watched the engine tested, watched the plane taxt
out, take off, and spiral up through sky I'd be on the next fights
1f this test showed nothing wrong I'd be a part of those W12
now no larger than a bird’s, black agamst the clouds toward which
they chimbed

How clearly T remember that first flight — I've lived through
1t agamn and again  Otto Timm was the pilot

“CONTACT!’

The mechanic throws his leg and body backward as s arms
jetk the propeller down

“BOOSTER!’

There’s a deep cough ——— victous spitting ——— The mechan¢
regains his balance — — — takes his place by the wing tp Ml“‘;"
ulously his fingers haven’t been chopped off by that now mwisible
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blade The cylinders bark out therr power ~—— merge 1nto a deep
and constant roar I am belted down 1n the front cockpit, goggles
and leather helmet strapped tight on my head Beside me 1s a
younger boy, one of the workmen from the factory He, too, has
never flown before

The roar grows louder Wings begm to tremble The engine’s
power shakes up my legs from the floor boards, beats down on
my head from the shpstream, starts a flying wire vibratng I twast
about to look back at the pilot His eyes study the instruments —
0o trace of a smile on his face This 15 a sertous business, fiymng

The engme quiets The pilot nods A mechanic from each side
ducks m and unchocks a wheel We taxi downwind bumping over
sod clumps, to the end of the field A burst of engine - — — the tail
swings around mto wind There are seconds of calm wiile the pilot
glances a last time at temperature of water, pressures of oil and
arr, checks again the direction of wind and clearness of field,
makes a last shght adjustment to his goggles

Now!——-The roar becomes deafemng~—~the plane
lurches forward through a hollow i the ground ——— the tail fises
——~the axle clatters over bumps — — — trees rush toward vs———
the clatter stops ——— the ground recedes —~—we are restmg on
the ar—~—Up, past nggers and mechanics -~ over trectops
~=~across a ravine, like a hawk —~— The groend unfolds ———
we bank ———jt tlts agamst a2 wing——~a hidden, topsy turvy
stage with beight to draw 1ts curtain

Trees become bushes, barns toys, cows turn wmto rabbits as
we climb T lose all consctous connection with the past I live only
m the moment 1n this strange, unmortal space, crowded with beauty,
pierced with danger The horizon retreats, and verls itself in haze
The great, squared fields of Nebraska become patchwork on a
planet's disk All the country around Lincoln lies like a rehief map
below — its lake, 1ts raveled bend of nver, its capitol, its offices
and suburbs — a culture of men adhenng to the medm of earth

The world tilts agamn — another bank——--we tighten m a
spiral =— — My head 1s heavy — ——the seat presses hard agawmnst
me - ——1I become conscious of my body’s weight, of the strength
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1t takes to Lft an arm ——~Fields curve around a wing tip—~-
gravity 1s playmg tag with space ——--Landing wires loosen—
vibrate with the air How can those routed wooden spars, how can
that hwork skel of ribs with d such pressure? Those
slender flying wires, hardly larger than an eagle’s tendon — how
can they bind fuselage to wings? On the farm, we used more metal
to tie a wagon to a horse!

Why can’t I keep the compass needle centered? I skid the
Spanit of St Louts back onto course again

We made that fhght at Lincoln five years ago last month I was
a novice then But the novice has the poet’s eye He sees and feels
where the expert’s senses have been calloused by expertence I
have found that contact tends to dull apprectation, and that m the
detail of the familiar one loses awareness of the strange First
impressions have a clanty of line and color which experience may
forget and not regam

Now, to me, cows are no longer rabbits, house and barn, 10
longer toys Alutude has become a calculated distance, wnstead of
empty space throngh which to fall I look down a mile on some
farmer’s dwelling much as I would view that same dwellng 2 hort
zontal mile away 1 can read the contour of a hillside that to the
beguner’s eye looks flat I can translate the secret textures acd
the shadings of the ground Tricks of wind and storm and movt
tains are to me an open book But I have never realized air OF
arwcraft, never seen the earth below so clearly, as m those early
days of flight

1 was the Nebraska Arrcraft Corporation's only student that
sprng Ira Biffle was my imnstructor~—a dark-harred, face-creased
man of the world and the sky He'd soloed a lot of fiyers for the
Signal Corps dunng the war But

“Shm, you'd better watch your step,” the factory workmen
wamned me * The Army didn’t have ‘em any tougher ”
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Biff was mp quick, and p que of tongue, but not
as hard boled as lus reputation We got along together well
enough But he'd lost the love of his art, and I found it hard to
get time 1 the air When rain was falling or wind blew hard, of
course, flymg was out of the question for a new student On such
days, T rode my motorcycle to the factory and spent hours watch
g the craftsmen show their skills A would be aviator had to
learn how to care for hus plane mn the field Tail skids and shock
absorbers broke, nbs smapped, and wing covering ripped all too
easily Spark plugs needed cleanng out each week, and cxhaust
valves warped with regulanity You had to know how to lock-
stitch, how to bind the ends of rubber rope, how to lap a pro-
pellet hub to 1ts shaft There were hundreds of details you had to
learn, for as a barnstorming pilot, you were often your own helper,
nigger, and mechanic

But on mornings of calm, clear weather, I felt it was my nght
o recerve the instruction I had paid for And Biffie was often
nowhere to be found “The air’s tao turbulent at midday, Shm ™
he’d tell me when he arrived at the factory, later “Meet me at the
flying field when 1t smooths out this afternoon ”

Around five o’clock, I'd park my motorcycle next the fence
lme, Lie down under a wing, and watch the wind sock spin ts tale
of ait — whipping, wilting, filing with the gusts Sometimes Biff
would come out with his roadster m time to make a half dozen
take-offs and landings before dusk But often he didn’t come at all
“Shim, 1t was just too rough,” he mght tell me the next morning,
1 hus hugh pitched voice, as he Jeaned against the Fokker’s gold-
varnished fuselage “Let's try at sunrise tomorrow — that's the
smoothest time of day *

Then the factory workmen who overheard would smile “Sun-
rise?” they'd say later “Ha, Biff never starts work before eleven
He's a damn good pilot,” they'd usually continue, “but he's been
different since Turk Gardoer spun 1o Biff took it hard He knew
Tutk was good, too They'd always been close friends ”

Whereser aviation people gathered, talk of crashes arose And
yet the safety of flying had steadily increased I could look fornard
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to some mine hundred hours 1n the air as the average pilot’s Lfetime,
I was told I learned that most people thought of awators as
strange and darmg men, hardly a human breed ~— men who had
nerves of steel and supernatural senses, men who were wild with
drink and women, and who placed no value on ther hves But of
the aviators at Lincoln there was none who didn’t want to hve
The pilot I admired most had already spent more than two thou
sand hours 1n the air He may not have held onto Lfe as tghtly,
but he valued 1t as highly as anyone I knew He didn’t dnink, and
he didn’t smoke He flew for the love of flying And above that,
he flew to make enough money to marry lus fiancée

In factory and on flying field, I often worked with the boy who
shared the cockpit with me on my first flight He was four years
younger than I, but our interest in aviation bridged the gap of
tme Bud Gurney came from the sandhills of Nebraska, and he'd
been hured by the Corporation a few months before I arnved at
the school He swept floors, lock stitched wings, and acted as
general handy man— anything to get a job, espectally around
arcraft

Bud kept me posted on factory current events He knew the
character of each employee, sieved off their gossip from therr facts
“You can trust Saully anywhere,” he said *He's really a good
mechanic But I don't know why Page keeps on paymg N--~
He's just a great big bluff Watch out for tum, Shm He'll send
you off to find a left handed monkey wrench, or to get 2 quart
of stagger ™

The Spitt of St Louts has a tendency to gamn altitude when
I m not watching carefully I push the stabilizer adjustment loma'd
a single notch, to change pressure on the stick

It was Bud Gumey, some days later, who warned me that tbe

Corporation’s tramng plane was being sold
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“Ray Page 15 making a deal with Bahl, Sl I think he's the
best fiyer around Lincoln But you'd better solo pretty soon or
you won’t have any plane to pilot

‘ They can put dual controls m that silver J0b,” I replied “It’s
all ready to assemble »

“You're a week behmd time Page sold the stver job too ”

1d received about eight hours of fiymng mstruction when Biff
made 1t clear that his obligations as a teacher were fulfilled Busi-
ness, he said, was caling him away from Lincoln “You can get
up and down all nght, as long as the air’s not too rough But
you'll have to get Page to okay it, Shm, before I can turn you
Ioose »

I lost no time getting to the factory and into the president’s
office But Ray Page showed neither the confidence of his wmstruc-
tor nor the enthustasm of his flying school’s catalogue * There 1sn’t
any question about your ability to fly,” he smd after congratulat
ing me “But you understand we can’t just turn an expensive air-
Plane over to a student Couldn’t you put up a bond to cover our
loss 1t you crack up?”

T didn’t have enough money for a bond, and I knew that even
1t I soloed, there wouldn’t be a pilot’s yob waiting for me Owners
of atrcraft wanted experienced pilots, men with hundreds of hours
of flymg to thewr credit They were like Ray Page They weren't
EOINg to trust their Lives or therr machines to a newly graduated
student No, there were other steps that would have to be made
between graduation and a pilot's yob Maybe I could get Bahl to
take me with hum, barnstorming

Erold Bahl was a different type of pilot Serious, mild-man-
nered, slender, there was no showmanship about hin He flew
with his cap turned backward and m ordimary business clothes
He never wore an aviator’s helmet and breeches Iike the rest of us
I wauted until I found a chance to talk 1o him alone tn one corner
of the factory

“You don't need somebody to help when you're out barn
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storming, do you?” I asked “I'd be glad to pay my own ex-
penses —— ="

“I don't need any help where I'm gomng—-—" He started
out to say no, 1n his soft but definite way Then, hesitatmg 2
moment as he looked at me, he continued, “But 1f you want to g0
along badly enough to pay your own expenses, Il take you ™

We left on our first barnstorming trip i May I kept the plane
wiped clean, pulled through the propeller, and canvassed the
crowds for passengers

“You know, Slim,” Bahl told me, after the first few days,
“you're working hard, and you're making me extra money From
now on, I'm going to pay your expenses ”

I felt secure flying with Bahl He'd take off 1n weather that
would keep most pilots on the ground, but he handled his plase
perfectly, and he never did any silly stunts ‘I thnk aviation cad
be safe,” he told me “And I intend to make 1t that way 7 Boh!
believed that safety lay in judgment He followed no frozen set
of rules T once suggested that we might draw a bigger crowd I
stood out on one of the wings while we flew over town “You can
climb out of the cockpat :f you want to,” he saud,  but watch how
you step on the spars, and don’t go farther than the wner bay
strut the first ume ” Those sumple mnstructions gave me my start
as a wing walker

After the tnp with Bahl, my finances were getting low 1 began
working on odd jobs at the factory, at a wage of fifteen doliars
every Saturday And I left my twenty-dollar a month boarding
house for a room I rented at two dollars and a quaster a week. T
had several hundred dollars 1n the bank at home, accumulated
slowly over many years, but [ was determuned to hold as much of
1t as I could 1n reserve for the day when I'd waat to buy 2 plage
of my own
pam-
t His
and
fall

That June — 1t will be five years ago next month —2
chute maker came to Lincoln to demonstrate his product
name was Charlie Harden I watched him strap on his harness
helmet, climb nto the cockpit and, mimutes later, a black dot,



NEW YORK TO PARIS [255)

off the wing two thousand feet above our field At almost the same
mstant, a white streak behind him flowered out mnto the delicate,
wavenng mushn of a parachute ~—a few gossamer yards graspmg
onto arr and suspending below them, with mvisible threads, a
human bfe, 2 man who by sttches, cloth, and card, had made him-
self a god of the sky for those 1mmortal moments

I stood fascinated whie he dofted down, swingmg with the
wind, a part of it, the "chute’s skurt weaving wath its eddses, Lightly,
gracefally, untdl he struck the ground and all that fragde beauty
wilted around him 1nto a pile of earth staned, wrinkled cloth

A day or two later, when I decided that I too must pass
thraygh the experience of a parachute yump, life rose to a higher
level, 0 a sort of exhilarated calmness The thought of crawing
out onto the wing, through a hurricane of wind, chinging on to
struts and wires hundreds of feet above the earth, and then giving
up gven that tenuous hold of safety and of substance, left 1 me a
feeling of anticipation mixed with dread, of confidence restrained
by caution, of courage salted throngh with fear How tightly shonld
one hold on to Life? How loosely give it rem? What gain was there
for such a r1sk? I would have no pay m money for hurling my body
mto space There would be no crowd to watch and applaud my
landmg Nor was there any scientific objective to be gamed No,
there was a deeper reason for wanting to jump, a desire ¥ could
not explan It was the quality that led me 1nto aviation w the first
place, when safer and more profitable occupations were at hand,
and agamst the advice of most of my friends It was a love of the
arr and sky and flywg, the lure of adventure, the appreciation of
beauty It lay beyond the descripuve words of men — where 1m-
mortality 1s touched through danger, where hfe meets death on
equal plane, where man 15 more than man, and exitence both
supreme and valueless at the same nstant

My search for the parachute maker ended i a corner of the
factory where wing covenings were made He and s young wife
were busily engaged wath sewmng machine and shears, cutting and
stitching the long, tnangular stnps of a new parachute Folds and
piles of white mushn lay all about them
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“You want to jump? ' They both eyed me keenly

“I'd like to make a double jump,” I said

“A double jump' You want to do a double jump the first ime?’
The tone was disapproving — I had to think fast Why did 1 want
to make a double jump the first time?

‘I want to see what 1t's like ——~I want to learn how to do
st=—~I-—1 might want to buy a parachute® (Yes, 1 might
even become a parachute jumper myself Maybe that was the best
way to gt out on barnstorming trips and really learn to fiy ) ‘Ive
read about the multiple jumps you make It 1sn't more dangerous
with two *chutes than with one, 15 1t?"

Charlie Harden’s handbills said that he had used as mapy as
ten parachutes 1n one descent, and claimed the utmost reliability
for the products he made and sold My questioning of his para
chutes® safety, and the prospect of a sale, had the effect I was after

“I's not the danger I just never knew anybody want to start
with a double jump All right, 1f Page will give you a plane, I'l
let you use my ’chutes ”

How much does a parachute cost?” I asked

“A hundred and twenty-five dollars for the twenty-esght foot
type But 1f you really want to buy one, you can have 1t for a
hundred dollars cash — harness, bag, and all ”

Is that a small boat on ahead? No, of course not—just @
shadow on a chunk of ice

1 watched with amazement the transition of my daydream 1nt0
the realty of me, my mmd, my body, 1n the front cockpit of an
aplane chmbing up through empty space wnto which I was 10
throw myself agamst the mstincts of a thousand generations The
suft, double canvas straps of the harness dug mto my legs and
pressed down on my hipbones The big parachute bag lay awk'
wardly out on the nght wing its top lashed to the 1nner bay strut’s
steel fiting To the ummuated eye, it mught have contmned 3
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bushel of potatoes It was a long way out along that panel, but
you had to be sure the parachute would clear the plane's tail
surfaces as you jumped How secure the cockpit of the auplane
seemed' How strong wings, struts, and wires had become, now that
T was giving up their citadel of safety for cords and cloth!

The sun was low 1n the west, the sky clear, the air smooth
The day’s pufly wind had dropped The plane’s nose mounted high
on the horizon, chmbing I looked down at the group of minute fig
ures on the field — the president of the Corp the parach
maker and his wife, Bud Gurney, and a half dozen passers by who
had stopped to watch us prepare the ‘chutes How carefully that
Preparation had been made — just to think about 1t gave me con
fidence We'd stretched the parachutes out full length on grass,
therr shroud hmes running strarght from skurt to ring The canopes
were packed 1 free, accordion folds Each reversing tum of cord
was separated by a paper sheet Each lip of cloth was Jaid to grab
the wind Tangle? — there Was no chance for those lines to tangle,
once loosed, the 'chute must unfold, strmg out, billow on the ar

Those parachutes had been used before, time and time 2gain
and they'd always brought thewr human freight to earth 1n safety
I should have confidence 1n them I must have confidence i them,
for I'm to jump when we reach two thousand feet Butit's hard to
see safety nside that dirt smeared canvas sack bulging on the wing
My heart races My throat 1s dry Minutes are long

The nose drops, the wing lowets, the plane banks toward the
field The nose dips, nses, dips agam That’s my signal T look
back The pilot nods Thank God, the waiting tume 1s over! Un-

buckle the belt —— — get a firm hold on center-section struts —~—
nise m cockpit — ~—leg over side ~—~lean 1nto the slipstream’s
blast - — — Air wedges between my lips, rushes down my sleeves,

presses agamst the forward motion of my arm-—~—A too-long
strap on my helmet whips my throat———

The pilot throttles back a little more, that’s better -~ — Careful
of the wing— — — I must keep my fect on the narrow walk next the
fuselage — — — Now, out along the spar ———Give up the safety of
center-section struts — —— Nothing but wires to hold onto—~—
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their slenderness gives no substance to the hand s grip, no con-
fidence to flesh leaning over space ——— Heels off nose nbs—-—
follow the spar with soles — —— fabnic dents with a touch The blast
of air drops down ~——that’s the shpstream’s edge — -~ I reach
the mner-bay strut ~ — — Remember to hang on at top or bottom
— never at the center, lest 1t snap

The pilot opens his throttle We've been losmg altitude too
fast — — ~ Pressure of air builds vp agam———1 smk down on the
wing — buttocks on spar —legs dangling on top of patchwork
fields — — — I unsnap a parachute hook from the landing wire - —=
snap 1t onto my harness ———now the other ——— The parachute
bag shifts forward on the wing———1I look back———the pilot
nods ———1 let myself down on dnft and flying wires —— - they
bite 1mto my fingers ~— — Nothing but space — ternble —beau-
uful - — - swinging free beneath the wing

Now I must jump It’s impossible to get back on the plane

The flying field — I'd forgotten about 1t crawling out —1s more
than a mule ahead It's too soon to jump L'l have to wait tul the
pilot cuts his engine — that's to be the signal I dangle under the
varmished, yellow wing panel Two ropes from my haress ron Up
above my head and disappear 1nto the parachute bag A bowknot
holds the bag’s canvas Lips together It's like the knot I tied this
morning on each boot It’s all that holds me to the plane Eyes
dry m wind Clothes flutter agamst shin I slant tatlward over
space, leaning on the turbulence of arr

The roar of the engine dies — —— the nose drops shghtly ———

Now! - ~—1no0 hesttation ———1I force my hand to reach up and
pull the bow's end — - Tightness of harness disappears—=~
the wing recedes — — — white cloth streaks out above me——-— m
attached to nothing —— -1 turn m space ~—-1I lose the sense of
time ——— My body 1s tense in a sky which seems to have no place
for tenseness ~——

Harness tightens on legs — on waist My head goes down——~
muscles stramn agamst 1t — — — tilt 1t back ——— The canopy is _P“"
shaped above me — ~ - It opens round and wide — -~ There’s tlhe
plane, circhng——— There’s the field, below—~~1 swing lazilyy
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safely on the air The sun s almost settng Clonds have reddened
n the west

But there’s a second jump to make I must leave plenty of
altitade The ground has already nisen — fields arc larger I reach
over my head for the kmfe rope,  pull, and 1t will cut the line
lashing the second ’chute to the first I glance at the earth ———
back at the ’‘chute~—-—and — yank —-—The white canopy
ascends ~— — I’m agam detached from old relationships with space
and time ~— T wait ~ — =1 tum — ~—but my body 15 Iess tense
===-I have experience —~—1 know what to expect ——- The
hamess will tighten — — —and — —— But why doesn’t 1t tighten?
—=~1It dide’t take so long before — —— Air Tushes past—-——my
body tenses ~ - — turns — — - falls — ~ - good God —~~—

The hamess jerks me upnght——--My parachute blooms
white —~ — Barth and sky come back to place — - - I'm controlled
by gravity once more, I'd never realized the secunty of its onented
pressure “Mother Earth” had been only a figure of speech to me
before, a tongue’s Lightly tossed exptession Now, 1 a sense, she
holds me as the arms of a mother bold a fughtened child 1 have
disobeyed her laws, strayed too far, and yet I find a welcome on
feturn

Now, danger 15 behind There are no more parachutes to open
And the ground 1s still several hundred feet below 1 swing gently,
the white canopy above me npphng, mndenting, refiling with the
air I have a small camera in my pocket, I pull 1t out and photo-
graph my ‘chute’s silhouette agamst the sky There's still a httle
time to practice ghiding You must learn how to ghde a parachute
SO you can muss trees and buildings T reach up and take two
groups of shroud Lines 1n my hands — - — Pull ~ ~ = The skirt drops
~the big canopy deforms and shps ahead ~—-~1 swoop down
~=~let go the shroud lines — - — cords burnt across my palm — —~
Lswing up the other side — ~— The ground 1s fising — — ~ must stop
the swing — — — Pull down on top haes — — -~ ghde the "chute back
o\erhead — - — too much ~ «- — the other hines ~ — —too much agam
~==—no more time¢ —~—~'m gowg to rmss the flying field —~—~
T'll 1and on the golf counrse ~—~ so fast, these last few yards ——~
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Sod rushes up -~ 1 brace to meet it——~It clumps aganst my
feet —~--1 crumple sidewise -——thigh and shoulder hit—--
earth presses hard against me ~ — — I feel 1ts secunty — its strength

Harden, Gurney, and two strangers come ruanmg up Pagesa
Tittle way behind

“Shm! That was some jump!”

“Did you get much of a jerk?” Harden asks, out of breath

¢ Not too bad,” I reply, trying to appear calm

‘1 sure didn’t Iike the way that second 'chute came out,” he
contimues “I was afraid the break-cord was too hght —but 1f's
all we had Well, 3t turned ont all night That's the Jongest fall Lve
ever seen one of my chutes take ™

I learned later that Harden's usual procedure was to te the
vent of the second chute to the shroud ning of the first with a piece
of twine The idea was that the 'chute would stung out s fall
length before the twine snapped, then 1t would leave the plane it
the best possible position for a quick opening But he’d forgotien
1o put twine 1n his pocket, and a hunt around the field produced
only a prece of old white sting He used that, doubled two of
thtee times, but 1t apparently broke during the packing When I
pulled the kmife rope, the second parachute came free m a wad,
and several hundred feet of air were required to straighten 1t out

“Shm, that was just grocery stang,” Bud told me as we rode
back to Lancoln “It was so rotten you could pull 1t apart with your
finger I cut off a piece to try ™

How soundly T slept that rught — as 1 always have after 2
jump' ¥ sunply passed out of mortal exstence a few seconds after
my head It its pillow, and when I became conscious g0, the
sun had nisen There wasn’t a dream 1 memory

1 push up, wuh legs and elbow, enough 1o shift my rubber

seat-cushion an wnch forward Even this shght movement turits the
Spint of St Lowss eight degrees off course
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I beheve parachute jumping had an effect on my dreams as well
as on my sleep At infrequent ntervals through Ife I had dreamt
of falling off some lgh roof or precipice I'd felt terror and sicken-
mg fear as my body sank helplessly toward ground It wasn't like
that 1n a real parachute jump, I discovered Real faling didn’t
bning horror to your mind or sickness to your belly Such sensa-
trons stayed behund with the plane, as though they were too
cowardly to make the final plunge Strangely enough, I've mever
fallen 1n my dreams since I actually fell through arr That factual
experience seems to have removed completely some illogical, sub-
conscious dread

Life changed after that jump I noticed 1t 1 the attitude of
those who came to help gather up my *chute — in Harden’s accept-
ance of me as a brother p hutist, 1n Page’s real that I'd
done what he didn’t dare to do I’d stepped suddenly to the highest
level of darng —a level above even that which awrplane pilots
could attain

“Hi, Sim! Did you do 1t?’

“What was 1t like?”

The next morning I was giving nformation to the same experts
who had previously been teaching me — Id Ieft my role of appren-
tice far belund Saully mught scrape his con-rod bearings to a
thousandth of an snch, but I could tell him how it felt to pull the
bowknot, to ghde the canopy, to simmer down through air on a
muslin bolt

Science, freedom beauty, adventure what more could you ask
of Life? Aviation combmed all the elements I loved There was
science 1 each curve of an airfoul, 1n each angle between strut and
wire, 1n the gap of a spark plug or the color of the exhaust flame
There was freedom m the unlumted horizon, on the open fields
where one landed A pilot was surrounded by beauty of earth and
sky He brushed treetops with the birds, leapt valleys and nivers,
explored the cloud canyons he had gazed at as a child Adventore
lay m each puff of wind

1 began to feel that I hved on 2 higher plage than the sheptics
of the ground, one that was nicher because of its very association
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with the element of danger they dreaded, because 1t was freer of
the earth to which they were bound In flying, I tasted a wine of
the gods of which they could know nothing Who valued life more
highly, the aviators who spent 1t on the art they loved, or these
misers who doled 1t out hke penmes through their antlike days”
I decided that of I could fly for ten years before I was killed
1 a crash, it would be a worthwhile trade for an ordinary Iife-
tume

I needed much more experience hefore I could fly a plane of
my own with reasonable safety, but now I had found a way to get
1t There were pilots barnstormng through the country who needed
mechamics for therr engmes and parachute jumpers for their ex
Iibitions at the county fairs Surely some of them would be glad to
carty a man who'd be as willing to clumb out on a wing or make 4
parachute Jump s to change a fouled spark plug All these services
I decaded to render 1n payment for hours in the air

By that time, the Corporation had assembled “the silver job "
As Bud had warned me, 1t was already sold — to a wheat sancher
from Bird City, in northwestern Kansas, “Banty” Rogers was Ius
name He hadn’t learned to fly yet humself, but he'd teamed up with
a pilot he mtroduced as “Cupid’ Lynch —a jolly, chunky man
who handled Lincoln-Standards with extraordinary skill Page pad
Lynch for giving me a few more instruction fghts before the plane
was taken away

“I'd turn you loose for solo,” Lynch said, “but Ray Page wor't
take a chance on your cracking up the plane Say, how'd you like
to go barnstorming with me this summer?”

“I can start any day,” I replied, eagerly Lynch was just the
type of pilot I wanted to fly with

Lynch grimned “Well, Tl see what 1t's like when I get out 0
Burd City My guess 1s that Banty’ll be tied up with the harvest 1
a few more weeks You know 1t’s a tough job to pull a Hisso's bark
alone, and you need somebody to help you taxi i those Kansas

winds You and I could put on a real show with a lttle vio8
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walking and a parachute jump Don’t count on 1t, but I think I'l be
sending you a telegram before long

The school owed me about two more hours of mstruction In
a three-cornered deal between Page, Harden, and myself, I traded
these, the wages due me, my clam to the nght to solo, and twenty-
five dollars 1n cash, for @ new mushn parachute

I m nred of holding my plane up off the wce I shift the stabilizer
adjustment bach again

1 was the only parachute jumper on the field at Lincoln after
Charlie Harden left Tust as people used to say, * There’s a pilot,”
when Timm or Biff walked by, they’d speak of me as “the para-
chute jumper” m still lower tones And following the example of
the pilots, I pretended not to notice the prestige we all enjoyed

If fymng was considered dangerous, wing walking and para-
chute jumping were regarded as sucidal On my safety standards
of three months before, I would have refused to do erther one
But then T was an outsider The hazards of aviation loomed high
n the mght of sgnorance and shrank with the dawn of hnowledge
1f you were careless, you would certamly be killed But 1f you kept
alert, studied the rules, and flew within your skill — well, Orville
Wnght, and Glenn Curtiss, and Eddie Stmnson, and Ruth Law, and
a dozen others showed what could be done Rught on the field at
Lincoln there were Timm, Biffle, Bahl, and Slonniger, all old pilots,
and all very much alive Of course Turk Gardner had been killed,
but he’d tried to land out of a taspm — that was asking for a
crash

The same principle applied to parachute jumping Parachutes
never failed to open 1f they were properly made and packed You
could usually ghde a parachute out of the way of trees, and even
1£ you did land in branches you weren't likely to get hurt badly of
you kept your legs together Just as with aurplanes, most accidents
sere caused bv errors which could be avoided
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That jumper who had been lilled 1n Kansas, for example,
should never have used a parachute made of pongee silk The old-
timers said there was something about a pongee sk *chute that
kept 1t from openmg quickly — static electnicity, most of them
thought And the boy 1n Wyoming —he hadn’t even worn a
hamness He'd just hooked lus arm through the shroud mmng Of
course the jerk of openng tore hum loose His parachute was too
small anyway — only eighteen feet at the skut—a home-made
affawr of heavy rope and canvas The pilot should never bave taken
tim up There was the jumper who had been killed i Nebraska,
too But hus pilot cireled and dove down so close to the parachute
that the plane’s shipstream blew the canopy nside out and got it all
tangled up with shroud Iines Every one of those accidents could
have been avoided Look at a man like Charhe Harden—he
knew s business, he'd made dozens of jumps and was stll
alive

As for wing walking, 1t was almost as easy to hang on to the
struts and wires of an sirplane as o clmb up through branches of
a high tree with the wind blowing hard Of course you bad to get
used to the slipstream’s whipping blast, but it dido’t reach out as
fat as the mner-bay struts After you got there, 1t wasn't bad at all
You could hold on with one hand and Jook around quite com
fortably

There were Iots of tricks in exhibition work — closely guarded
secrets of professional eircus flyers Ownership of a parachute made
me an apprentice n the craft, and gave me the right to be taught
its skills I'd made friends with a young mechame called Pete, and
carnied him between factory and fiying field many times on my
miotorcycle In return, be handed me gems from hus chest of avia-
tion knowledge Tt was from him I learned that a wing Walker
didn’t really hang by Ins teeth from a leather strap attached to
the landing gear’s spreader-bar He simply held the strap 1 bis
mouth while hus weight was safely supported by a steel cable
hooked to a strong harness underneath s coat The cable ¥
too thin for eyes on the ground to see, and the effect on the crowd

was as good 2s though none were there Certamly that didn’t 10~
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volve much danger, yet men who hung * by their teeth” from ar-
planes were called daredevils

Of course m wing walking, as 1n parachute jumping, men had
been killed, but here, too, it was usually due to avordable mistakes
There was the performer who slid down under a Standard’s lower
panel to hang from 1ts wing skid as hs pilot flew over the heads of
the crowd Apparently the skid had been damaged i a recent
landing Anyway, his weight broke it off Spectators told how he
seeried to hurl it away n anger before his body hit the ground
The moral was that before you climbed down on a wing skid, you
should tape a steel cable to i, with each end fastened firmly to a
spar

The day I stood on the top wing of an awrplane while 1t Iooped,
T was tied on as safely as though I'd been strapped 1n my cockpit
Dangerous as that stunt scemed to the man on the ground, there
was really little danger mvolved I had ngged up my own harness
with several tumes the safety factors needed I made metal heel
cups like those on roller skates with straps to hold my feet
place I wore a heavy leather belt around my waist, and attached
1t to four strong cables which ran to the wing hinge pins I mught
fall down (I did as we came out of the loop), but I could never
fall off

The tachometer needle 1s riding a shade too high 1 bring 1t
back 10 1600

As parachute jumper and wing walker, I agam cntered a new
frame of values as far as danger was concerned This occupation,
that had scemed the sport of daredevils, could be carned on in
reasonable safety 1f one used proper equipment and technique —
and flew with an able pilot The greatest danger lay in the choce
of one’s pulot, not n the leap off a plane 1nto space, or in the wing
walker’s apelike stunt which appeared so death-defymg to the fair-
ground s crowd Danger usually lay coded in the hidden, m the
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subtle, not the obvious I could choose and care for my own
eqmpment I could judge and control my own actions But a
single error on the pilot’s part might easily end my lfe

1 studied every pilot who passed through Lincoln Was he a
“mechamcal” fiyer, or did he have the “feel” of his plane? How
many hours had he logged? How many times had he crashed?
What standards of mamntenance did he hold? Was he afraid of
wind and weather? Did he fly when he was drunk? Visitors who
landed on our freld never realized the care with which each detail of
their lives was watched And how we admured therr qualities and
cnticized their defects “He skids on his turns ” “His tail’s too
high taking off ¥ “He over-controls — did you se¢ those allerons
flap when he was coming 1n to }and?” “Boy, ke always makes "em
three-pomt™ This man I would be willng to fly with, that man,
1 would not

At last, I found my pilot and my auplane In mud July, 1922,
the prophesied telegram arnved from Lynch, asking me to jom hum
for the season, and to bring my parachute I didn’t expect to make
much money, but I knew that all my expenses would be paid And
Lynch had skill and judgment, and a newly reconditioned plane
1 settled my boardmg house bill, stored my motorcycle m the fac
tory b packed up parachute and suitcase, and chmbed on
a hot, old, and gnmy day coach that clanked slowly along the
rails westward through Nebraska and Kansas Bird City was almost
at the end of the line — a few score houses, a few hundred peoples
completely surrounded by a sea of wheat

Banty Rogers made a good lving from wheat He'd mecha
nized his ranch with tracter, gang plow, and combme His profits
had mounted untyl the summer of 1922 found him with enough
surplus to buy an awplane He and Lynch met my tramn at the
station ”
“You and I are going to barnstorm the towns nearby, Slum,
Lynch said as we drove to the plane “Have you tred out your
new parachute yet?”

“No, I haven't had a chance”

« Say, how about startim’ out with a jump at Burd City?” Rogers
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asked “T'd like the people here to see you ” He was grinning and
enthusiastic

“All ight Tonight?” I was anxious to get up wnto air agamn

“No, let’s make 1t tomorrow I want to pass the word around ”

“We’ve got a blowng valve to grind, Shm, before we do much
flymg,” Lynch broke 1n I thought you and I might pull the block
off in the mornung

I met another aviation enthusiast on Rogers’ Ranch — hus black-
and white smooth haired fox terrier, Booster

“That dog just naturally takes to flymg,” Lynch said as Booster
leapt into the car, his clipped tail vibrating like 2 fly’s wing

“He’s Iiked to nde 1 my car ever smce he was a pup,” Rogers
added “But he'll leave the car any day to nde on my tractor He
chases rabbits that yjump out of the wheat — they’re his greatest
interest 1 Ife What I can’t understand 1s why he’ll leave the
tractor for the airplane But he will — every tune ”

Booster became the mascot for our Standard At first, he rode
with me 1n the front cockpit on cross-country flights Then, we
fastened a rubber mat to the turtleback and bought lum a harness
50 we could snap him loosely nto place As soon as we started
the engme, he’d jump onto the stabihizer, run vp to hus mat, and
ook his forepaws around the cockpit cowling The pilot’s head
formed his windshield The danger of flight didn’t exst for lum
He had no sense of altitude or fear Once, when we were coming
1m to land, be tried to jump off fifty feet 2bove the ground to chase
some big jack rabbits There was an unmustakable expression on
Booster’s face when he saw rabbuts, and a tensepess to his body.
At altitudes of a thousand feet or so, cows brought the same
reaction As far as amimals were concerned, he never scemed able
to relate altitude to size

Dunng the rest of that summer and the early weeks of fall,
1 was wing walker, parachute jumper, and mechanic We flew over
the golden fields of Kansas, across the badlands of Nebraska, along
the Big Horns of Wyoming, to the rimrocks of Montana

“DAREDEVIL LINDBERGH” — that's how I was billed, in
huge black letters on the colored posters we threw out above
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towns and villages People came for mules to watch me chmb back
and forth over wings, and finally leap off into space Ranchers,
cowboys, storekeepers i town, followed with their eyes as I walked
by Had I been the ghost of “Liver-Eating Johnson” I could hardly
have been accorded more prestige Shooting and gunplay these
people understood, but a man who'd willingly jump off an ar
plane’s wing had a disdawm for death that was beyond them 1
twed 10 a world of clouds and sky, and the great geographical ex
pasises of the West L had a powerful engue to work with, and at
amrplane to carry me aloft 1 was learning more about aviation each
day Danger? Of course there was danger, yet durmg that entire
year 1 dudn t come as close to losing my 1ie as I had back on ouf
farm at home

Five years have passed now since 1 learned to fiy Ihe spent
almost two thousmad hours 1 the aw —twice that average fyer's
hfetme back n 1922 But thereve been close calls — many of
them Vivid images flash through my nd — treetops ushigg
towsrd my underpowered plane dunng 8 take-off 1 Mumnesota:
tangled shroud fines above Kelly, a rudder bar fucked off 1t post
1 a bank near the ground at St Louws, the blur and bump of &
from a fighter missed by snches 1 a Texas sky

1 feel the swoop on shroud haes, heat the pustol ke crack of
my parachute skirt m blackest might With a fiash of Lightning i
sce the wet white canopy above me, bulging hete, sndented ther
by transiucent, swirlng cloud and air 1 twst back and forth, dowtt
through the black flashing belly of the storm How can sk threads
stand such whipping? What happens to 2 parachute that's chumed
and soaked with ram? If the canopy collapses, il 3t biflow ot
agam? And how much will weight of water increase my 1A of
£211? Does field or forest he below? How strong 18 the wind on the
ground? Lve jumped from my matl plane, out of fuel, thirteed
thousand fect above the earth

Wing walkng parachute Jumping, purs
matl, and now this fight across the ocean — Pve never

wt planes, the might
chosen e
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safer branches of aviation I've followed adventure, not safety I've
flown for the love of fiymg, done the thungs I wanted most to do
T've sumply studied carefully whatever I've undertaken, and tried
to hold a reserve that would carry me through

Why does one want to walk wings? Why force one’s body from
a plane just to make a parachute jump? Why shonld man want to
fly 2t all” People often ask those questions But what civilization
was not founded on adventure, and how long could one exst
withaut 1t? What justifies the nisk of life? Some answer, the attain-
ment of knowledge Some say wealth, or power, 1s sufficient cause
I believe the nisks T take are justified by the sheer love of the hie
I'lead Yes, just being 1n the air on a flght across the ocean, to
Parns, warrants the hazard of an ice field below

I look down The ice field? —1t angles off mto the distance
under my night wing The sea ahead 1s covered with waves agam,
farger and colder, fit compantons to the biting arr and arctic sky
My shadow 15 becoming vague and far away The wind, strong and
almost west, blows me along swiftly The honzon s still clear, no
frace of fog Only a dozen 1solated clouds float high n the north
A few miles ahead Le the small French islands of Miquelon and
Samt Pierre Beyond, purple 1n the distance, the rugged mountams
of Newfoundland are rismg from the sea

For thirty mules along Burn penmnsula, my course parallels a
coast of bare granite mountains, dented with bays and jutted with
capes A fishing schooner close to shore looks like a child s toy —
a single pebble roling down would swamp 1t The sun 13 nearing
the horizon Why does 1t rush through those last degrees so fast,
ke a work horse trotung home to 1ts oats after plodding slowly
through the day? Already lengthening shadows cut sharp lines from
cliff to cliff, and higher summuts almost reach the sun

T've never been as conscious of the minuteness of my plane or
of the magmtude of the world On my nght, the ocean extends
hmitlessly, curving over the earth past a hundred horizons, and
by some miracle, which seems beyond science’s facife explanation,
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concluded that flymng the ocean was less dangerous than, say, 2
single combat i the air

THE ELEVENTH HOUR
Over Placenna Bay
TIME—5 52 P M

WIND VELOCITY 20mph VISIBILITY Unlimited
WIND DIRECTION w ALTITUDE 300 feet
TRUE COURSE 70° AIR SPEED 92mph
VARIATION 30° W TACHOMETER 1600rpm
MAGNETIC COURSE 100° OIL TEMPERATURE 37°C
DEVIATION 0° OIL PRESSURE 59 Ibs
COMPASS COURSE 100° FUEL PRESSURE 351Ibs
DRIFT ANGLE 7°R MIXTURE 25
COMPASS HEADING ~ 93° FUEL TANK Fuselage
CEILING Unhnted

Only six o'clock 1 New York It must be seven for the people
at St John's—or dont they go by daylight saving time? I've
flown more than an hour eastward by the sun Think of man com-
peting with the speed of the earth’s rotation' Think of covermg an
hour’s sun travel since this mormng Why, if I flew a little farther
north, the Spinit of St Lows could move around the world as fast
as the sun 1tself!

The rugged coast Line fades northeastward The time 15 6 15
In the Mississippt Valley, our air mail plane must be somewhere
between St Lows and Springfield 1 wonder whether Love or
Nelson has the run, and what the weather’s Iike Is the pilot dream-
ing along under an open sky, or might the tadl end of that Nova
Scotian storm extend westward to Missoun?

St Lous! How far away 1t 1s from Placentia Bay 1n Newfound-
land—2z range of mountams lowenng behind me, another,
shouldering the sky ahead — yet how closely tied to my presence
here at this moment If 1t weren’t for St Louss, I'd probably still
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be barnstorming from some Midwestern pasture, or piloting o
army plane as a heutenant m the Aw Corps

What an amazng senes of comcidences preceded this fight
across the ocean When I ook back, the chance of thewr takumg
place seems impossibly remote, like flipping a com a hundred times
and having it always turn up heads It was chance that took me to
St Lows m the first place That was in 1923, the year of my solo
fight After a summer’s barnstorming in Mmnesota, I'd started

ik the season hward with my OX-5-powered Jeany

Ciching above one town and then another, landig where I found
good fields nearby, staying or leaving accordmg to the crowds
drew, my route had wandered mto the rich farm lands of southern
Wisconsin Passenger busiiess wasn’t good, the days were gettng
50 chilly that people didn’t Iike to ride 16 an open cockpit Besdes,
some piot had flown all through that section of the country duriog
the summer carrying p for half the dard rate of five
dollars ¥ always gave a good nide, but I never cut the pnce That
lost we a lot of passengers n Wisconsin. After a fow days of
meager icome, 1 pomnted my plane toward Inoss

1 was 1 the aw when § decided to fiy to §t Louss The earth
below was cold, soft, and wet, good bamnstorming pastures Wew
getung hard to find ¥ was fiying along day-dreanung In my botel
the mght before, I'd been glancing through the local paper ¥
carned an article about the International Aw Races They were
being held that very week at Lambert Field

Barnstorming, one seldom met other fiyers, snd never sa¥
modem amplanes A wvisit to an organized agport was 2 Speci
event 1 a barnstermung piot’s fe, and there I was, only 2 few
hours’ fight from the races There’d be dozens of pilots, and the
newest planes, and racers that could attaw the meredible speed of
over 200 miles an hour What fun at would be to fand on Lambest
Freld with my Jenny and view the show as an ssider —2s & piot
m my own night There’d be much to see and leam

For a day or two after my arrival over Lambert Freld, T ab
wished 1 hadn’t come Instead of ghding down onto 2 welcoming
airport, T found one of the races under way Large miuary planes

most
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were banking steeply around a brightly pamted pylon n front of
the crowd Obwiously, the arrport was closed to common traffic
Ihad circled, high 1n the air, until I saw several other barnstormmg
planes — Standards, and Jennies ke my own — sitting awkwardly
on a hillside 2 mile or so away I landed in the weeds beside them,
and learned from their pilots that special hours were set aside for
visiting awrcraft to arnive at the races Rules were strict m this
respect, they said

In late afternoon, I flew my Jenny over to Lambert and staked
1t down at the end of a long row of civilian planes Wherever I'd
been before, a pilot was accorded great prestige Cars speeded out
from town with offers of belp and transportation, people assembled
from nearby farms, often schools were let out so children could
watch the flymg That, I soon realized, was because at a small town
or county fair any auplane formed a center of attraction — even
an old Jenny Where there were dozens of planes and star per-
formers, the ordinary pilot was not far ahead, m standing of the
layman 1n the crowd

I bought a lunch of hamburgers, and wandered about the field
alone, studying different types of awrcraft, and growing more con-
scious of my unshined boots and unpressed clothes m contrast to
the neatly tailored uniforms of military pilots The small amount
of baggage he can carry makes 1t difficult for 2 barnstormmg pilot
to keep a neat appearance, living 1 daily contact with o1, dust,
and weather When darkness came, I began looking for 2 place to
spend the mght, but every available room 1n the nearby towns of
Anglum and Bridgeton had been rented So with my bundle under
one arm (I couldn’t afford the weight or stiff-cornered bulk of a
suitcase 1 my Jenny) I walked half a mile to the tracks, and
boarded a streetcar for St Loms

The next day, I became completely absorbed 1n arrcraft and
flymg — types I had never heard of, maneuvers I had never seen
I spent hours looking up into the sky, and walking from one plane
to the next I'd study first the streamlined wires of 2 Curtiss biplane,
then the thick wing butt of a Fokker monoplane, trying to decide
which kund of structure I liked best I would have given my sum-
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The mncident left me feeling like a forty acre farmer stumbling
through his first visit to the State Fair 1 taxied carcfully out and
took off, but the joy was gone from wingovers, banks, and spirals
A crowded awrport wasn’t my environment The sooner I conld get
back to the freedom of farm fields and open praines, I decided, the
better Maybe I'd leave St Lows m the morning

That had been the lowest pomt Not Jong after I landed, lfe
began to bnghten

“Shm' When did you get here?’ It was Bud Gurmey

“I came 1n yesterday ”

‘Got your Jenny?”

1 pomted down the line, m answer “Did you fly down from
Lincoln, Bud?”

“No— couldn’t get a nde — came on the tram ” He grinned
as he looked at me “And I didn’t buy a ticket ”

“I know what you mean,” I said, “I got mto a Colorado town
last summer with fifteen cents in my pocket I never rode a freight
train —— — but I slept under a railroad station bench i Montana
——=~and once I spent 2 mghtin a haystack, down 1n Tennessee »
We laughed together “Have you got your parachute with you?”

“I've got two of them — shipped "em ahead by express I won
a spot-landing contest, Shim, and I came n second i the race to
ground I'm gomg to end the meet with a double jump ”

“Who's gomng to drop you?” I asked

“I haven’t got a plane yet Think you could do 1, Slim?°*

“I can if the Jenny will get enough alttude with a double
*chute on the wing ”

“Say, a lot of the fellows are here Let’s go see some of them *

We walked over to a group of pilots, mechanics, and stunt
men Talk always wound around arrcraft and flying Which racer
would win the Pulitzer prize — the Curtiss, the Verville, or the
Wright? *Did you know H— was killed last summer? Stalled on
take-off down 1 Texas — half spun mto the ground — drunk,
of course, as usual ™ Was I gong to sell my Jenny at St. Lows?
“There are 2 lot of buyers at the races ” My plane mght brng
enough to pay for a newer one i the South with two or three
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hundred dollars profit left over, I was told Also, there were people
at the races who wanted to learn to fly “You could selt your plane
with a course of mstruction thrown m " Barnstormung wasn't very
good n the South that year — there wete too many planes i
Texas. “Bverybody goes there for the wmter ” And fields wete
scarce m the other states “You can't make enough to live on”
Ruddick got down to carryang passengets for a couple dozen eggs "
“Why don’t you stay at Lambert Field and do some anstructing?”
. '{'hat last question stuck m my mmd To be a flymng wstructor
carned 2 prestige hike one’s twenty-first buthday How Pd admued
the older prots who sat m the front cockptt — so expenenced, s0
capable that they could grab a badly handled stick m tupe to stop
a stall or crash, d by thewr 1o danger;
guiding therr students through the wmr by gestures — finger up for
the stk back — palm motiomng downward if you clhimbed too
fast ~ hand to cheek to warn of shp or shid A year and a half ago
1'd been the student Now, with two hundred and fifty hours 1 the
awr and a plane of nyy ows, I bad a chance to be an insiructor—~=
After all, why not?

“You don't need any hicense,” I was told, on mquunog ‘Thfy
expect you to know how to fly, and fo use good judgment — that’s
altv

“Shm 1 met a felfow who wants to buy a plane,” Bad mformed
me while we were tying down for the mght ‘Maybe you could selt
your Teasy You'd have to teach hum how to fly Let's go over and
talk about 1t *

Bud mtroduced me to 2 young lowan whe wanted
awvizbion as a profession I set a pnce on my Jenny, v 2 sobo
fught guaranteed, that quickly closed the deal In return for 2 down
payment, T agreed o begi tstruchion fights as soon as the 2
meet was over

Then T met Marvin Northop, who'd come down froot the
Twn Cities and sold bis Hisso-Standard He asked me to stk
the man who bought 1t

“Yow've g0t one student to teach You might as well have

to enter

two,”
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he sard “It won't take you much Jonger I'l pay enough to make
1t worth while

Marvin Northrop never knew how glad I was to accept that
10b I'd have taken 1t on regardless of what he paid me It gave me
2 chance to spend more hours m the aur, to gam expenience as an
instractor, to fiy one of the powerful Fiisso-Standards — 1n which
Pq pever soloed

In the final hour of the program, I coaxed my Jenny up to 1700
feet, and Bud cut loose on the windward side of the field for his
double drop He bad bad luck that afternoon In landing he broke
his arm

The Spunt of St Louts 15 three degrees off course I drop the
left wing slightly, and press left rudder My throat s a bit dry 1 can
afford another swallow of water now and sull stay well within
my ration

Lambert Field had changed 1n a few days from a beehive of
activity to the home of a dozen civiliap planes and a National
Guard observation squadron which flew mostly on week ends The
ficld had the appearance of a ctrcus Jot after the circus has moved
©n — trampled ground, hundreds of pop bottles, thousands of bits
of tiofod and paper It had the emphasized lonelmess of 2 place
Tecently deserted by a multitude of people

1 found an open welcome among the handful of pilots Since I
confined my activities to mstructing my two students, I didn’t com-
pete for therr sources of income, which were small enough at best
On the contrary, my mstructmg created additional flying actvity
More planes 1n the air brought bigger crowds to the awrport, and
bigger crowds meant more people who would watch for a tume
and then gather courage to make a fught themselves —at five
dotlars a head

When I taxied out with my first stadent i the rear cockpt, I
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was determined to combine 1 my teaching the best qualities of
all the prots I'd studred For months 1 bad prased and ent-
1ezed others, now I had a chance to put wnto practce the sdeas
I'd preached From T— I leatned to imspect my plane caee-
fully each mormng before fhght, but to mvoid the puttenng wth
detatls that made hus students call hum 2 tumd pilot From B I
Jearred that men who boasted the least nught fly the best J—'s
bombastic methods taught me the value of patience wth a studeat
S was a wonderful acrobatic pilot, but he held no reserve for
something gowng wrong, sconer ar later he'd probably be atted
O— was 50 afrad to bank that he always skidded on bis turmy,
and even Jeaned toward the hugh side of s cockpit Each piot
T'd ndden with or watched added somethung to my phifosopby of
flight

St Lows 55 2 exty of winds, and the i above Lambert Feld
1s usually rough, makmg 1t dificult to teach a new student how o
land propery Swice turbulence s often least m carly moTHIog we
began aur day, my puptl and [, by practicing take-offs and fandings
After that, we worked on the Jesny, and made frequent trips 10
“Louse’s” funch stand Pilots and mechanics gathered there for
meals or coffee, and to comment on the fywng

When the wind died down, T would start wnstructg agait
take-off and landing, take-off and landing, skid, shp, and stell
There were moments when I forgat my resolution to be patiest,
when 1 jerked the stick away ronghly, and zoomed e Jenny 25
lugh as it would go

I scon discovered that T was learnung as much about fyisg a5
my students A prlot doesn’t understand the real lumitaions of s
csaft untdd he’s wmstructed i 1t Try as he may, he can pever duph
cate mtentionally the plights that a student gets hum 1m0 by acct
dent ‘When you're flymg yourself, you know m advance whetber
you're gomg to pull the stick back, push ot forward, or cot the lhf‘f"
Ye You tunk of a maneuver before you attempt 1t But youre
never sare what 2 student s going to do He's likely to haut the 11025
up and cut the gun at the very moment when more speed 15 neede
I you check his errors teo quickly, e loses confidence @ bis abihty
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to fly If you Ict them go too long, he’ll crash you You must learn
the exact Itmuits of your plane, and always keep lim far enough
within them so the wrong movement of a control wll still leave
you with the situation well 1 hand You must learn not how high
the tail should go mn take-off, but how high 1t can go without dis-
aster, not how to avo:d a wind drift when you're landmng, but how
much dnit there can be when the wheels touch, without a ground
loop or blown tue resuling And after you've learned how to keep
2 student out of trouble, you find that you’ve become a better pilot
yourself As you nstruct your student 1 the primary art of flymng,
be mstructs you m 1ts advanced phases In a gust of wind, or if
the engme fails, or 1 any emergency, you handle your plane more
skillfully than you ever did before

Late 1n the fall of 1923 I soloed my Jenny student and rode
with him, 2s check pilot, to hus home town m Iowa He planned
on starting a flying service there the following summer I took his
note for final payment, wished him luck, and told hum to keep
plenty of altitude until he grew thoroughly familar with the plane
* Don't fly below a thousand feet when you don t have to, and when
you go over town, always stay high enough to ghde to a field if
your engine fals” But you can’t pass on all the wisdom you
have ganed A student absorbs only part of what his mstructor
tells hum, often 1t scems a ternbly small part Cost what 1t may 1n
damage or 1njury, the rest must be learned by trial Possibly much
of human progress stems from a refusal of the student to accept
rules Jaid down by the mstructor At any rate, the last time I saw
my Jenny 1t was flying 1 a farewell salute only two hundred feet
above the railroad station where I was waiting for a train

1 found a pumber of odd piloting jobs on Lambert Field that
fall, while I was waitmg to take cxaminatrons for appomtment as a
flying cadet 1n the United States Army Air Service I'd put my
application 1n some weeks before, and been ordered to report at
Chanute Field, Rantoul, Hlnors, about January 1st During Decem-
ber, I made more than my lving expenses, but January was a
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had ded that , and 1t d m the back of my
mund during the year I spent m Texas, at Brooks and Kelly There
was a hospitality about St. Louss, a fellowship at Lambert Field,
that I'd found nowhere ¢lse 1n my travels Amving at the races a
complete stranger, I had left three and a half months later feelmg
that I was an accepted member of the city’s Lttle group of pilots
Now that I was m ctvilian Ufe agam, what better place to start
looking for a job than St Lowms? With the summer season just
ahead, there would almost certainly be students to teach and planes
to take out bamstormmg At St Lous they knew I could fiy, they
wouldn’t hold 1t agamst me 1f I arnived by tram and streetcar.

The compass needle 15 learung I rudder the Spint of St. Lows
back onto course

There'd been plenty to do at Lambert Field — mstructing,
passenger-carrying, taxi fughts, bamstormung trips I found mo
trouble getting planes “on shares ” New possibilittes opened up each
day ‘The Robertson Aircraft Corporation offered me the posion
of chref pilot 1f therr bid for the St Lows-Chicago aw mai route
were accepted I barnstormed through Missours, Iinoss, and lowa,
attended two weeks’ Reserve traming at Richards Field, near
Kansas City, where I mstructed on mulitary awcraft, and dislocated
my shoulder 1o an emergency ‘chute jump ovef Anglum August
found me carrymg passengers m a Curtiss Onole at the National
Guard encampment near Nevada, Missourt There, I recened a
Ietter from the president of The Mil-Hi Atrways and Flyng Circus,
at Denver, Colorado, offering me a flymng job at four hundred
dollars a month

I'd always wanted to fly around mountans, and Denver was
within ghding distance of the Rockies That would pive me a
chance to explore the air currents around canyons, slopes, and
ndges T could study the effect of turbulence, about which aviators
knew 5o Little and speculated so much The mail contract was not
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yet awarded As soon as the encampment was over, 1 few the
Osiole back to St Lows, and then boarded a tram for the
West

On arrving at Humpheey’s Freld, autside of Deaver, T found
that The Mu-h Auways and Flying Cucus coasisted of one od
Hisso-Standard, with a huge green dragon panted on each side of
the fuselage Closer examuation showed 1t to be the same plane
Lynch and I had barnstormed with three years before Upder is
added coats of pamnt, it was “the silver job™ that Page had sold o
Rogers Now, I bad the role of priar T8¢ = -

The et . - -
fors - -

Cous contracts with Sair offictals usually catled for daytime acro:
baties and fireworks at night What fun those fireworks contracts
were But how close one of them came to causug me a crash!

“Shm, whateves you do, don't get caught sn the awr after dark *
One of the puots at Lincoln had given me that warpmg when I vas
a student lockuwg forward to my solo “A fellow’s crazy to fiy at
wght You're up there, you've got ta land, and you cant see 10
dost™

Of course when you put on a might fiteworks exhibition,
had to fiy at mght The first tme 1 tred 31, T persuaded 2 dozent
drners to lne ther cars up along the edge of the field 5o 1 could
take off and Iand across the beams from thexr headhghts It was
mote dificult with only one car for 2 marker on a dark mght, but
there were several oceasions when that was alf 1 could get Th¢
patch of carth a single car fHumuwates seems awhully smal as you
ghde down toward a strange stubble field or prave

Once, 1 got canght without any Ughts at all, circhng 3 Cologade
town I'd never seen before That was really serions We had @
contract for might fireworks But four passengers had come fate 10
nde, at our previous location, and we'd stayed on after 0wt plapne
departure tune That meant twenty extra doflars for the company
Wed still have gotten through befose darkness if the engne badat
run short of oil en route T was only a half hour's fight But Tdeut
the maargin close on that too, and my estumale was wrong Whea the

you
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oil pressure gauge started fluctuating, I had to throttle down and
land outside the nearest village

By the time we found a car to take us to town, bought our o1,
and got the cans back out, the sun had set The president of Mil-Hi
Auwrways, Wray Vaughn, was with me on that tnp

‘ Maybe we’d better tic down here,” I'd suggested “It’s pretty
hard to pick out a Janding strip 1 dusk ”

‘We'll lose two hundred and fifty dollars,” Vaughn argued
“It's the last might of the fair I know nght where the field 15 It wall
only take us fifteen minutes to get there There ought to be a little
hght left Let’s try it”

I was as anxious as he to make that money I pushed the engine,
and we flew low The western sky was still bright when we reached
the town and started circling, but you couldn’t see much on the
ground It was essential to land right away Vaughn was scanmng
the earth m all ducctions After the third curcle, I throttled my
engine and shouted

‘ Where’s the field?”

‘ Rght next the golf lnks,” he rephed anxiously

“Well, where are the golf hnks?” I asked, as I eased on a hittle
power

“I don’t know,” he shouted He said something else, but his
words were lost 1n the engine’s roar

By that tume, ditches and fences had merged with darkness
I'd done just what I'd been warned agamst as a student I'd let
might catch me n the ar I was up there I had to land And I
couldn’t see what was below I headed away from the hghted
streets, toward more open country I'd simply have to throttle
back, stall down, and cut the switches before I hit O Colorado
platns, there was a chance of not cracking up, but it wasnt very
good

The sky still reflected a little Iight, enough to show stubble field
from pasture vaguely, like a chff on early dawn I throttled the
engine again

“Get your belt tight,” I shouted “We've got to land Brace
your arms agamst the cowling "
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Vaughn nods, doesn’t speak, follows my mstructions calmly

There's a big, dark area — probably a stubble field. There's 2
roundish patch near the center, not quite as dark — probably 2
strawstack There are several blotches just beyond one end—
probably trees I bank and take my ghidng distance, grateful for
those meager scraps of mformation Are there prarte dog holes,
ditches, cows, or posts 1 that black area? We won't know uotd
some substance touches our plane — until we hear a shattering of
wood, or feel wheels clatter over ground~ - -

“Well, we had fuck that time,” I say as we chmb down from
our cockpits and I dig my heels wmto the earth %0 see how soft st1s.
* How far from town do you think we are?” Vaughn asks.

“Pretty close to five mules,” I reply — not fechog at all swe

“There’s a car commg I'fl flag hum down ”'

“Qkay Pl be there 1n a few mnutes I want to walk over the
ground *

The field 15 smooth, and plenty big enough —1I couldn’t have
picked a better one by day I tum back The Lights have stopped
1 hurry toward them

“These men say they'll take us 1nto town,” Vaughn calls to ¢
*Maybe we can stil put on the show Our contract dogsn’t eXpir®
till madmight ” .

“There s not much wind The plane’ll be all night where st 15
I chmb mto the back seat of the car

“I'fl locate the fireworks,” Vaughat says. “You get the boatds
and hardware Its not gomg to be easy — the stores will all be
closed .

1t’s half past nine when we get back to the field, and we Gudn't
stop for supper We unload fireworks, boards, bail wuse, hammen,
saw, and narls Stars are bught The air 15 calm 1 tax the plant 8P
close to the fence Two automobiles turn on thew hebts to B2
us work The owner of another takes me back and forth over the
field to make doubly sure there aren't any posts or foles m the
area I'll have to use

It's half past eleven before we get the racks wired mto plact

and the Roman candles fastened on There are oply thuty muauies
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to g0, and I have two thousand feet to chmb All cars have left but
one We make a final check of termmals and lashings, and pause a
moment to survey our efforts

*You know these fireworks are gomg to be wasted ” I say
“Everybody 1 town will be 1 bed

‘ Our contract says ‘tndmght’,” Vaughn reples firmly * We've
done our best, and we can’t afford to lose that money ”

‘ Where do you want me to throw my Lights?” the car owner
breaks m

“Angle them down field so they Just touch the edge of that
strawstack,” 1 say

The Hispano starts smoothly I warm 1t up for two mrautes,
and swing around for take off But what’s the matter? Down field
there are only two famtly glowmg spots, like the eyes of 2 big
anmal They're not pomted at the strawstack They’se moving
back toward my plane The car’s battery must be gomg dead!

“Get tum to drive you out so you can throw your flashlight on
the strawstack,” I call to Vaughn “T've got to see something When
1take off Try to get another car before I land If you can’t, then
flash your Light up at me when I fly overhead after the show Keep
on flashmg 1t night at the plane until I'm on the ground

T taxt out & few feet, wait for Vavghn to reach hus station, and
open the throttle wide

It's 11 40 when I get n the air and bank Jeft i a steady climb
The city’s pretty well aslecp More than half its Lights are out
T've got to mark the stubble field’s posttion 1 my mmd I'll be n
a real jam, now, of I get lost. Let's sce that hine of street lamps
pounts about ten degrees northward Four umes its length pro-
jected southwest should about bring me overhead I edge the
throtile farther open How slowly the Standard gains altitude with
those racks tied on its wings'

Now 1t's 11 50 I'm over the faic grounds, at 1800 feet—lugh
enough, and there’s no more tyme The bombs are i 2 box at my
side I pick one up, pull off the cap, rub the igster, toss it over the
cockpit’s nm Onc———two-——-three—--—four——-ﬁv:-——
S1X - - green, red, and purple streamers arch out, fall, and fade.
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That ought to attract attention down below I toss a second bomb
out; pick up a thed There are seven seconds between sgnition
and explosion But don’t count on more than five Hang on tight
after the fuse starts burmsg If you let a bomb shp down into the
fuselage, you'd be better off with the devil 1 hell There, that's
the last one —— -1t bursts out brithant red

Now for the Roman candles I turn eastward for position, nose
down, and close the switch Trails of flame stream backward fous
below each upper wing Colored sparklers blossom out between
them X pul} up mto a loop My plane’s brahiance bhinds me to the
stars, but the city’s sprnkling of hghts gwves me a plae of sefer-
ence which shows gravity’s direction There's my fiery trud below
I dive through 1t, loop agam, bank over in a spural. The candies
sputter, fade sato might Now the Bares ignste They're so bught
that people half a mie away can read a newspaper’s prnted
page For me, si's Lke doving a chanot of the s I can't eved
see the mstruments m the cockpit I shade my eyes with one hand
and look straght down at the afy’s hghis untl the fares burn
out

My eyes adjust slowly to the blackness of the mght I pull 82
watch from my pocket -~ 11 57 We've completed our costract
with three full mmutes to spare I ease back on power, fisd 1Y
row of street lamps, angle off at ten degrees Down 1 the great
dark sea ahead ase only & balf dozen pricks of hgbt Well, tere
be no flashes untd my engine's heard

1 should be about over the stubble ficld sow I open 2
throttle and sfart to ewcle Can that be the sgnal? These 3%
regular blinks 10 the south — probably half a mie away It must
be the signal, but T dudn’t think an electric torch would show 50
dim I ghde lower 1 eircle at 500 feet There’s no longer 2 diffet-
ence 1 shade between prame and stubble Even the strawstack 8
lost to human sisht The blinks contsnwe They're all I've got 10
Jand by They scem as weak as the flame of a makh But W&
agreed that they would mark the strawstack ¥ can bold duection
by the city and the stags 1 straighten cut on 2 southward headmgi
ease back the throttle, and sk down toward the hard, biac!
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bottom of the mght Thank God for the length of Colorade
fields — =~

Winter found me back m St Lours, mstructing students, test
flying and laymg plans for the ar mail route to Chicago The
Robertson Aurcraft Corporation had been awarded the contract,
and had apponted me chief pilot, 1n charge of operations Mail
flymng was to start with good weather m the spnng There was
much to be done during the winter I'd have to hwe two other
pilots to help me There was equipment to be selected The route
had to be surveyed

For the first time sice I'd entered aviation, I had a permanent
home I would be based at Lambert Field for months, possibly for
years I could take part i activities that my nomadic lfe had
prevented 1 the past I enlisted in the 110th Observation Squad-
ron of the 35th Division, Missours National Guard, and became
engineerng officer for the squadron Soon afterward I was pro-
moted to the rank of First Lieuterant I imnstructed wartime pilots
m new techniques of flymng, attended armcry dnll one might each
weck, gave lectures on and
simlar subjects I attempted to pass on to officers and men as
much as T could of what I had learned both from civil expertence
and from the Army schools at Brooks and Kelly

My military work became so interesting that I managed to find
the hours needed By cutting down on barnstormung trips, and
spending extra time with my flymg students on weekdays, I could
usually have most of Sunday free to pilot the Hisso-Jennies of the
Guard We'd schedule formation flights over St Lous, practice

b and send ph mussions to nearby towns With
Army planes and parach I could try that were
too dangerous for our cwvil aircraft One afternoon, I climbed my
Jenny to 14 000 feet, and brought 1t down m fifty consecutive
turns of a power spin

It was duting that winter I met the men who later joined wih
me 1n The Spirit of St Lowrs orgamization Then there was Fonc’s
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crash, and that moonlit might m the mad pockpst when I concewved
thus fhght across the ocean And those were only 2 few of the
comcidences 1t ook to create the Sprnt of 8t Lows, fiying, at this
instant, across the ceater of Placentia Bay, on the great-uncle
route to Pans There were other comncrdences that ran through the
chfficult months of organization and finding a plane There were
all those that jomed together to take me into aviation i the first
place ——~
St Loms! What tume and space and meidents Ie between us
now! Only eight months ago——1t scems as many years — I was
sitting 1 the reality of my madl cockpat, dreanuing of 2 plane that
would fly across the sea Now, I'm 1 the Spint of 8t Lows on
that very fiight The dream has become the reahity, and the sealdy,
the dream Such things happen then 1n fact and not alone ia fable
Aren't my siiver wings fully as remarkable as those Daedalus made
of wax and feathers? Placenua Bay — the strange — 15 my wotld,
down there below e, and Iltaors — the fambiar — my objest of
imagwation Ideas are ke sceds, apparently wmsignsficant Whe
first held n the hand! If a wind or a new current of thought dafts
ther away, nothing 15 lost But once firmly planted, they can g10%
and flower iato almost anything at all, a cornstalk or & gunt red
wood — or a flight across the ocean Ideas are even more wondst-
ful than seeds, for they have no natural substance and are Tess
sestricted by hereditary form Whatever 2 man upagioes e a8
attain, i be doesnt become too asrogant and encroach of the
rights of the gods
Is aviation too arrogant? I don t know Sometunes, fying fecls
too goditke to be attawred by man Somehmes, the wetld from
above seerms too beautsful, too wonderful, oo distant for bumaz
eyes 10 see, ke a vision at the end of Wie formwg & budge 10
\death Can that be why so many pdats fase thewr lives? Is 238
ncroachmg on a forbidden realm? Is aviation dangesous becaust
¢ sky was never meant for hun? When one obtams 100 grent 2
Vision 15 there some power that draws one from mortal Iife forevet?
this power smite down pilot after piot unt man tases s
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will to fly? Or, still worse, will 1t deaden his senses and let him fiy
on without the vision? In developing aviation, m making it a form
of commerce, 1 replacing the wild freedom of danmger with the
crvilized bonds of safety, must we give up this miracle of air? Will
men fly through the sky m the future without seemg what I have
seen, without feeling what I have felt? Is that true of all things we
call human progress — do the gods retire as commerce and s¢ience
advance?

I climb higher as I approach Avalon Pemmsula Bleak moun-
tam summuts glow coldly agamst a deepemung sky A thin layer of
cloud burns molten gold The wimnd Lfts me up and carmes me
with 1t over the mountams, blowing hard and nearly on my tail,
rocking my wings s 1t swirls past ndges and sturs 1 valleys Each
crevice fills with shades of gray, as though twilight had sent 1ts
scouts ahead to keep contact with a beaten sun The empure of
mght 15 expanding over earth and sea

Night has always affected the activities of men To the farmer,
1t brings fest, to the marauder, action The executive returns to hus
mansion The watchman starts hus vigill For each person and each
cucumstance, mght carnes dufferent meamng— safety or danger,
home or adventure, revelry or prayer To the pilot of an airplane
without flares or landing Lights, night has a meamng that no earth-
bound mortal can fully understand Once he has left the Lighted
airways there are no wayside shelters open to a fiyer of the might.
He can't park his plane on a clond bank to weather out a storm,
or heave over a sea anchor like the sallor and drag along slowly
downwind He’s unable to control his speed hike the dnver of 2
motorear m fog He has to keep his craft hurtling through air no
matter how black the sky or blmding the storm To land without
sight 15 to crash

A plane mn flight 15 dependent on the merua of countless par-
ticles of awr Its wings must strike these particles suddenly, rest on
them, deflect them, and leave them 1nstantly behnd 1 order to
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stnke another mass Where there 1s no speed, air seems to have no
substance, and an aurplane no more buoyancy than a rock

I sometimes liken an awrplane 1n flight to running over log jams
on the Mississipp1 as a boy Lumber companies were cuttmg virgm
timber 1a the north, and each summer the river was filled with logs
on their way to sawmills Great numbers of them would pile up
agamst boulders 1n the rapids until jams formed all the way to
shore The logs varied in size from huge, reddish butts of Norway
pine to black, spindly top lengths of smaller uimber The netghbor
boys and I often went out on these jams to fish and swim, and
stretched naked 1n the sun on a warm, barkless surface of some
Targer butt log Often we had to cross an area of freely floating top
lengths, too small to hold up even a boy Then we would leap 50
quickly from one to apother that our weight was on the second
before the first had tume to sk, and on the third before the second
was submerged From the moment of leaving one big log unl we
could Jump onto another, safety lay i speed Fields remind me
of butt logs, and air, of the top Iengths 1n between

All day, there have been * buit logs” of a sort along my rovte,
places I could head for 1n emergency —a coast le t0 the west,
fields and cleatings, bays and lakes where one might land aod
swim ashore Right now there’s an area of thick young pine¢ 1 the
valley on my left I'd bark my shins landing there all nght, but
I'd probably be able to walk away from the wreck

At might, these “butt logs™ disappear Soon therr existence will
do me no good 1f a cylmder starts to miss 1 won't be able to ¢
them even 1f T turn back and reach a coast To the eye might

qual and dows like mk spilled over the details

of a map If my engine should fail, I'd stil have to keep on U8
ning, flymg, touching swiftly the uniform particles of air, holding
my speed and rhythm to the vecy mstant of the blind mewtsbie
crash

1 never fully understood the value of sight until I lost @Y "]:Z
parachute flare one mght on the mail 1 was caught n a Stori
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November Clouds blanketed the earth behind me and shut 1t off
ahead I had used much of my fuel cirching low over the city of
Peona, searching for its mail field Twice I had tned to follow a
line of street lamps toward the niver, only to lose the ground
mist Finally I cimbed to 2,000 feet by instruments, and took up
a course northeast Unless the weather improved enough for me to
pick up a beacon on the transcontinental route, my plane and 1ts
cargo of mairl depended on the single parachute flare I carried
According to my calculations, 30 minutes of flying toward Chicago
would put me over some of the flattest country within reach At
the end of that time I nosed down to 600 feet and found, as I had
hoped, that there were frequent pockets 1n the clouds But snow
was failing and, even from that altiude, hights on the ground
were dim

I passed over a small town at less than 400 feet Then, cloud
shut off the earth again But after a few minutes of blnd flyng I
came to a large pocket of snow-hazed awr I pulled up, released
the flarc, and whipped the ship around to get under 1t before the
parachute dnfted to the ground Clouds flashed as though with
Iightning agamst the mght, as I hauled back on the suck But
mstead of hanging 1n the sky above me, a pomt of dazzling fire
catapulted toward the earth below There were brillant seconds
— then total blackness

1 learned later that the ngger had put a new shoe on my tail
skid before the fiight He'd left the end of the shoe projecting for-
ward That end hooked the flare’s parachute and held 1t firmly,
while the heavy flare jerked off and plunged to ground But I had
httle mterest 1n mechanical causes at the time T was fully occupied
with problems of survival My plane was diving and banking, but
T was so blinded by the flare that I couldn’t see the mstrument
board to read my exact positron ¥ Ifted the down wing, pulled up
the nose, and waited for dials to clanfy — ready to throw myself
out of the cockpit and yank the mp cord if sight were too long
returing  Tense scconds broke through their cage of clocks,
but wvision came back m tme I levelled out the DH and
chimbed
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Landing lights had been nstalled on that plane only a few days
before One was set with a narrow beam to show obstructions far
ahead The other’s beam was broadened to show the pilot nearby
ground I spiraled down as low as I dared over a large, black area
between famtly glowmg farmhouse windows, and switched on my
lights They were worse than useless Snowflakes streaked the glare
ahead Farmhouse windows disappeared I couldn't sec a smgle
object down below — not a fence post, tree, or building

I switched off the landing hights, renounced the earth, and
chmbed There was no more emergency equipment for me to rely
oo that mght, except my parachute My plane and engine were 1
perfect shape Therc were plenty of fields below, large enongh and
hard enough to land on without damage But 1t took sight to bring
the one 1 contact with the other —a sound auplane, an oped
field Between them, hudden Like fortified lnes of an enemy, stood
trees and poles, hulls and houses, fences and gulhes

T didnt have enough fuel to reach the dawn That left me the
choice of jumping out nto darkness or of gropmg down bindly
with my plane, to crash mto whatever lay at the end of its glide
path—~—Then, m that mail plane, I had the choice, I bad 3
parachute Tonight, 1n the Spirit of St Lows, [-——

But why waste these munutes on thoughts of crashe:
cidents that are past? This 1s my last hour of America and day
Whatever may come later, 1t shall be filled with life 1 fly low
across these last mountarns, close to their granite summits, explor
g ledges and crevasses no man has seen before I skip 0%
precipice and canyon, the ground now fifty feet, now a thousand
feet beneath I've mever felt so carefree of terram Why should I
concern myself with engine failure, I, who have flown above Nova
Seotian forests and sce fields of a northemn sea, I, who am about
to take on the entire ocean and the mght? What joy 1t 15 © By
past crags hke an eagle, to glde fearlessly over the edge of these
great chffs From now on, the explosion of the engne wil
inseparable from the beat of my heart As I trust one, Ul trust the
other

s or 1
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THE TWELFTH HOUR
Over Newfoundland
TIME—6 52 P M

WIND VELOCITY 30mph VISIBILITY 10 riles
'WIND DIRECTION w ALTITUDE 700 feet
TRUE COURSE 68° AIR SPEED 9Bmph
VARIATION 31 W TACHOMETER 1650rpm
MAGNETIC COURSE 99° OIL TEMPERATURE 37°C
DEVIATION 0° OIL PRESSURE 59 Ibs
COMPASS COURSE 99° FUEL PRESSURE 351bs
DRIFT ANGLE 7°R MIXTURE 2

COMPASS HEADING 92° FUEL TANK Fuselage
CEILING Unhmited

Hazy 1 the Iight of sunset, a great finger of water pomts down
between the nidges on my left The gray mass behind 1t, scarcely
perceptible 1n the distance, 1s Conception Bay Skirting the coast
kne timdly, a scratch of man across this tremendous wilderness,
hes the winding track of a railroad Lookng at bay and mountains,
1 become aware of the roadbed as one notices a thread Iyimg on a
parlor floor

T've covered 1100 miles m 11 hours That's an average of
exactly 100 milcs an hour 1 spite of the detours I had to make
around storms 1n Nova Scotia I must be making a oule every 30
seconds now, with this wind on my tail That would put St John’s
Just over a quarter hour s fiight ahead How surpused people there
will be when they see the Spurtt of St Louts swoop dovwn from the
western sky, and head strasght out 1ato the Atlantic and the mght!

No plane en route to Europe ever flew over Newfoundland
before without landing Commander Read used 1t as a refuchng
point for s transatlantic fight It was 1919, and 2lso m the
month of May, that his pilots pulled the overloaded NC-4 off the
water For them, this 1sland was a steppingstone to Europe Three
of the Navy's big multiengmed flying boats left Newfoundland, but
only the NC-4 arrived at the Azores the next morming Therr four
enguwes hadn t helped much when they ran into low visibility and
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fog, but their boat hulls helped a Jot The weather forecast had
been wrong The NC boats encountered an area of storm De-
stroyers, stationed every 50 mules along the lme of fight, flashed
beacons and shot up star shells to guide the Navy pilots through
the mght, but after daybreak all three flyng boats lost their
bearings

The NC-1 and the NC-3 landed m open ocean and were
damaged too badly to take off agam, but they stayed afloat The
crew of the NC-3, under Commander Towers, managed to sail
through heavy seas for more than 200 mules, to Ponta Delgada
The NC 1, after dnfting for several hours, was found and taken
m tow by a shup It sank later, but everyone on board was rescued
The NC 4 reached the sland of Fayal, and landed off a lee shore
to pick up 1ts exact position Then Commander Read and his crew
flew to Horta’s harbor

I remember the chisf mechanie at Lincoln telling about it, he d
been a member of the expedition There were emergencies, forced
landings, and engine trouble all along the route, he said To begin
with, four boats were going to make the flight, but there’d been 2
storm m which the NC-1 had been so badly damaged that the
NC-2 was cannibalized to put 1t back i shape Then, there was
a hangar fire which caused more problems On the flsght north
from New York, propellers began to crack, and had to be replaced
with a new, less efficient type Commander Read had so much
difficulty flying up the American coast that the others thought he
mught not get to Newfoundland m tune to start on the Azores leg
It was skill, determmnation, and a hard working, loyal crew that
carnied him through to Lisbon and the completion of the first
transatlantic flight

How secure those maval aviators must have felt, when they
started out, mside their big hulls But they paid heavily 1o range
for what they gamed 1n seaworthiness That was why they took off
from Newfoundland and headed for the Azores With fiying boats
they couldn’t have gotten mto the awr with enough gasolie to
make a nonstop flight between New York and Pans Beacons and
rescue ships — well, only the Navy can afford such things, for me,
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1t’s like wishing for the moon No, I had to choose a land plane
and go without rescue ships or not make the flight at all But there
are advantages on my side, too When I stop to think about 1t logi-
cally, I know that I've got a better chance of reaching Europe m
the Spirit of §t Lows than the NC boats had of reaching the
Azores 1 have a more reliable type of engie, improved mstru
ments, and a continent mstead of an sland for my target

T'm certamly better off than Alcock and Brown— and they
got across the ocean n thewr twin-engmed Vickers bomber after
burrowing through hundreds of miles of fog and storm It was a
wonderful fight they made, for the year 1919 They took off from
Newfoundland a month later than Commander Read, and crash-
landed mn an Insh bog

Of course Hawker and Mackenzte Grieve went down m mid-
Atlantic with therr land plane when 1its engme overbeated But
they found a Danish ship out there, and they too were rescued

Those fights took place only eight years ago What leaps for-
ward aviation has made since then! It’s amazing that pilots could
get across the ocean at all with wartime engmnes and awrcraft, even
from 1sland to 1sland Why, 1 ve already flown over 1100 mules and
1 stll have fuel 1n my tanks for more range than they were able to
take off with

1 come upon 1t suddenly — the httle city of St John's, after
skunming over the top of a creviced gramte summit — flat roofed
houses and stores, ncsllcd at the edge of a deep harbor It’s almost

d by Farther ahead, the entrance
to thc haxbor 1s a narrow gap with sides running up steeply to the
crest of a Jow coastal range which holds back the ocean Fishing
boats are niding at buoys and moored at wharves

Twilight deepens as I plunge down mnto the valley Mountams
behind screen off the colors of the western sky For me, this
northern city 1s the last poit on the last 1sland of Amenca — the
end of land, the end of day

There’s no time to cucle, no fuel to waste It takes only &
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moment, stick forward, engme tarattled, to dive down over the
wharves (men stop their after-supper chores to lock upward),
over the ships mn the harbor (a rowbeat’s oars Jose thew rhythm as
I pass}), and out through the gap, that doorway to the Atlantec
Mountan sides shp by an exther wing Great rollers break m spray
agunst thew base The hulk of a wrecked shup lies ugh upon the
boulders North America and s 1slands are behind Ireland s
two thousand miles ahead

Here, all acound me, 1 the Atlantic — 1ts expanse, its depth,
us pawer, its wild and open water Is there somethumg unique
about this ocean that gives at character above all other seas, or 15
this my smagmation? Flying swiftly through that gap im the moun
tams was Iike diving mto a cold Ppool One moment you look on
water from the warm dryness of land The next, you look at land
from the eaveloping weiness of water In a few seconds your
standards, your , your pomnt, have zll und
a major change You've stepped suddenly 1nto a different frame of
Ufe and values A minute aga, I was a creature of the land, think-
g of the ocean shead, stnpping for that final plunge Now, I
2 creature of the ocean, sensing the exhilarating coolpess of the
water, tunkmg of the contment behuind Thus feeling penetrates my
mumd and body as though T'd actually made a dive, as though there
Were a major change m time, i aw, 1 exsstence, between one side
of that nasrow gap and the other

Now, I'm giving up both land and day Now, I'm heading
eastward across two oceans, ons of nught and one of water From
the ocean of water, 1 may stilf torn back to that recedmg coast
but I can’t turn back to the shore of day Even i an auplane |
could mever reach 1t

Tlook at the black sihouette of the mountans behind me 02
Avalon Pemmnsula, fields exist where ¥ could land wah hitle dam-
2g¢, now that 2 third of my fuel g5 gone~—but never after mghtlall
T've been holding on to <uch fields with my mind — holding on 10
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the field at Long Island when musts looked thick ahead, holding on
to the Mauze coast, just over the horizon to my left, holding on to
Newfoundland as a final pownt of refuge on my route Now, the
last of these 1s shppmng from my grasp The last gate 15 closing
behind me T study the face of each wmstrument I switch off first
one magneto and then the other The tachometer needle barely
moves There’s no sign of roughness If I were landing from a test
flight, I could suggest no adjustment to the most meticulous
mechante

Suppose that m anotber hour the engine does begm to mss or
the oil pressure drop? Of course I'd turn back Thered be no
sensible alternative And the engme mught keep gong untdl I
seached St John's But what then? A scattening of lights on the
black earth below, the vague outhne of mountains agamst the
stars, beyond that, mght would cover chffs and boulders as water
covers shoals It would be a crash wherever I came down-—on
land or on sea

T look back agamn at the } Th of the
stll sharp agamst the western sky That 15 Amenca What a
strange feeling — Amertca at a2 distance’ It's as though I were
saymg “That’s the earth® — far away, like 2 planet There are no
more reassunng islands ahead, no more test stretches of salt water
I've given up a contnent and taken on an Ocean 1 its place ~—
strevocably

I've reached the pomnt where real navigation must begin Now
that the fun of diving down on St John's ss over, I wish I were
back on route Now, 111 have to pay for that luxury And I'm a
Iittle ashamed of having left my course so far I'm 90 miles south
of the great circle All the way to Ireland, I'll have this extra factor
to consider m settmg my corapass heading The figures on my
chart are no longer exact In addition to wind dnft and magaetic
vanation, Il have to compensate for starting so far south Not
that 1t’s a complicated matter — only 2 case of subtracting a few
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degrees Then why should I be concerned with such a mmor pomt?
It's because I'm tired, that’s st I must realize I'm tired That seems
obvious enough, but at times my mind 1s too stubborn to admit 1t

I look down at the ocean Wind streaks are hard to see 1n the
dusk — gray threads raveling across black water, This will be
my final estimate The figures I use now will have to last all
through the mght The sutface velocity looks close to 30 mules 2z
hour I wish I had some expenience 1o estimating wind from waves
The direction 15 about west Il angle 10 degrees northward to
compensate for dnft Another 5 degrees should carry me slowly
back onto my great-circle route Ideally, I want to strike 1t agamn at
the southern up of Ireland

A change 1n navigation would be easy enough on a chart
board, with its protractor and straight-cdged rule, but 1 ths
breezy, narrow cockpit, there’s no way to spread charts and lay
out courses I must estimate new angles roughly with my ey, and
1t's better to err north than south so I11 be sure of reaching land

How will the wind blow during the might? Most of the after
noon 1t’s source has shifted slowly toward the west Will it hold
from that direction? Will it continue to box the compass? will st
mcrease 1 velocity? There’s no way of knowmg I can only caley
late my heading from these last vague streaks on the water, and
correct 1t at the break of dawn

I crank the new heading mto the earth inductor dial, pull the
throttle back to 1600 rpm and lean out the mxture untd my
engine roughens shghtly

Suddenly I become aware of a white pyramid below me — a2
1ceberg, lustrous white against the water I've never seea anything
so white before Like an appantion, 1t draws my eyes from the
mstruments and makes me conscious of a strange new sea Abead
and on each side are several more So that's why susface sPS
stay south m warmer waters! Well, I'm fiying high enough to MIsS
these dnfting crags Here and there a wisp of fog hangs low lyng
above the waves
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Soon there are icebergs everywhere — white patches on a
blackened sea, sentries of the Arctic The wisps of fog lengthen
and ncrease 1n number untd they merge to form a solid layer on
ahead, but, separating as I pass above them, they leave long
channels of open water 1n between — stripes of gray fog and black
Wwater across my course With every mnute I fly, these channels
narrow, untdl finally all the ocean 15 covered with a thin, undulat-
ing verd of mist At first 1t doesn’t hude the denser whiteness of the
1cebergs, but makes their forms more ghostiike down below Then,
the top of the veil slopes upward toward the east — real fog, thick,
hxdmg the ocean, hiding the 1cebergs, luding even the Iights of
ships 1f there are any there to shine I case the stick back shghtly,
take five miles from my speed, and turn 1t into a slow and steady
chim

The last time T climbed over a fog like this was that mght on
the air mail route, northeast of Peonia, when 1 Jumped from my
plane It was a low fog that might, too, and I encountered it at
almost the same time of evening, the sky still bright m the west
T'd wondered then what I would land on after I left my cockpit
Thoughts of windmulls, and railroad tracks, and big chumneys with
fires at the bottom, had all skipped through my mund as I hung,
Tocking gently, under the parachute’s sitk canopy, waiting for the
hard 1mpact of substance on my feet Tonight, I know what's down
there — wet, deep, and freezing water, with the nearest land al-
ready beyond the horizon No, a parachute would be no good
tonight I was wise not to carry one

Here P've left the coast of Newfoundland under the best condi-
tons I ever hoped for — on schedule, plenty of fuel, and 2 tail
wind Up to now, my every wish has been fulfilled, my plans have
meshed together with the utmost smoothness — except for the lack
of sleep But that mght on the mail I d been on schedule too, with
plenty of fuel, or so I thought Some days after the crash, I dis-
covered that a mechanic had found a leak m the DH’s 110-gallon
gasoline tank He'd taken 1t out, put an 83 gallon tank 1n its place,
and forgotten to tell the pdots We must have flown tranquilly
1ato Chicago many times, during those weeks, with the mam tank
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almost dry, and so close to the ground that there wouldn't bave
been time to shift to reserve 1f the engine had cut

Iwon't run out of fuel over the ocean tonght It was measored
too carefully, and nobody’s changed a tank mn the Spint of St
Lous without teling me But what other unforeseen troubles may
anse? The flight of a plane depends on the careful preparation of
thousands of details Has any ane skipped by?

THE. THIRTEENTH HOUR
Over the Atlannc
TIME~7 52 PM

WIND VELOCITY Unknown  VISIBILITY 5 mules
WIND DIRECTION Unknown above fog
TRUE COURSE 65° ALTITUDE 800 feet
VARIATION 32° AR SPEED 90mph
MAGNETIC COURSE ~ 97° TACHOMETER 1625rpm
DEVIATION [ OIL TEMPFRATURE ~ 36°C
COMFASS COURSE 97° OIL PRESSURE 591bs
DRIFT ANGLE 10°R FUEL PRESSURE 35
COMPASS HEADING ~ 87° MIXTURE 25
CEILING Unfimited  FUEL TANK Fuselage
above fog

Twelve hundred miles behind Two thousand four hundred
miles to go One third of the fight completed A third 15 & satisfy
g fraction — only twice that much aga to Pans I recheck the
earth inductor agawmst the hqmd compass, and dram another table
spoon of fuel from the Lunkenheimer trap, enjoymg the pungent
odor of gasolne Let's sce, I've flown an hour and a quaster /02
each of the outer wing-tanks, and a quarter hovr from the ceptel
wing-tank I run through the night on fuselage and nose tasks
Jeaving the gasoline m the wing-tanks for reserve 1f anything goes
weong with the fuel pumg, [ can, feed from the wings by 529
alone, and 1n case the big fuselage tank should spnog 2 leak, every
hour I use from 1t will be that much ahead &

Instrument readngs are all normal The engime 30U !
smoother than at the begining of the flyght. Possibly 1t's the mg
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ar, possibly 1t’s sumply the smoothness a well-cared for engie
gaws during the early hours of sts lhfe Whatever the cause, there’s
somethmng 1o sts rhythm that assures me, and gives me confidence
with which to enter the unknown space ahead ---to chmb up over
the fog, over the sea, and mto the mght

For some unmeasurable time 1n memory-— the mechamcal
hands of the clock say only twenty mmutes, but they must ke —
I've been chimbing slowly to stay above the top of the fog bank,
watching a light haze form 1n the air around me, wondenng how
thick 1t wall grow Now, I find myself looking at stars overhead.
Day —1I glance back — has almost vanushed, just a trace of 1t left,
a wash on the western sky, only enough to illumine the gray mist
rollers beneath my plane The fog, the icebergs, and the gathermg
haze caused me to neglect the sky Here 1t’s nisen on the breaking
crest of darkness to claim the mght for its own Those few famt
stars, twinkling down through the window above me, seem more
umportant than all the world below

You fiy by the sky on a black night, and on such a night only
the sky matters Sometime near the end of twilight, without realiz-
mg when 1t happens, you find that the heavens have drawn your
attentron subtly from earth, and that mstead of glancing from the
compass down toward ground or sea, your eyes turn upward to
the stars

1 wonder if man ever escapes from worldly bonds so com-
pletely as when he flies alone above clouds at mght When there’s
10 cloud Iayer beneath him, them, no matter how high he may
ascend, he 1s still conscious of the surface of the earth by day and
of 1ts mass by mght While flymg over clouds 1 daytume, there’s
somethmg about the motherly warmth and light of the sun which
imparts a feclng of the carth below You sense it down there
underneath, covered only by a layer of must which may draw apart
at any moment to leave the graceful contours of land or the flat,
sparkling sea, clear and naked 12 sunlight

By day, or on a cloudless mght, 2 pilot may drink the wine of
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the gods, but 1t has an earthy taste, he’s a god of the eanth, ike
one of the Grecian deities who lived on worldly mountams and
descended for intercourse with men But at night, over a stratus
layer, all sense of the planet may disappear You know that down
below, beneath that heavenly blanket, &5 the carth, factual and
hard But it’s an mtellectual knowledge, t's a knowledge tucked
away 1n the mind, not a feeling that penctrates the body Andf at
tmes you renounce expersence and the mund’s heavy logre, it
secrs that the worjd has rushed along on sts orbit, leaving you
alone, flying above a forgotten cloud bank, somewhere in the sol
tude of interstellar space

How many 1cebergs are floating on the ocean’s surface? I no
longer care about them The stars, the gathenng baze, and the
nising top of the fog bank are all important to my mmd The 2
speed has dropped to 85 mufes an hour, and the alumeter shows
2000 feet, but stars are getting dimmer, and the fog 1s chimbing,
ramplike as fast as my plane

Well let the haze thicken, let the fog chmb! What does &
matter? I've checked my course on the Newfoundland coast 1ve
recetved all T asked for, all 1 hoped for, from the contment of
North Amertca From the ocean, T never asked as much It st
essential that I see 1s surface Maybe 1t's better to bave a stormt
above the Atlantic 1 can't expect good weather over all the 3600
mules between New York and Pans If there’s to be an ared of
fog and storm this 15 probably the best place for it to begin Much
of my overload is gone, there’s nothing ahead but ocean for alwost
2000 miles, and the chance that a storm will be that large 1 shght

T£ T fiy through a storm over the Atlantc, 1t may propitsae ihe
gods, and by the law of averages a:one there should be less chance
of strikmng another over Europe If I make the whole
meeting anything worse than those scattered squ \
Scotta, Tl feel as though Id been cheating, as though 1 hadn "
earned success as though the evil spunts of the sky had d”dmea
to sally forth m battle A victory given stands pale beside

fught without
alls 1 Nov
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victory won A pilot has the right to choose his battlefield — that
is the strategy of flight But once that battlefield 1s attaned, con-
flict should be welcomed, not avouded If a pilot fears to test his
skill with the elements, he has chosen the wrong profession

It’s very dark There’s not a shade of twilight left to moderate
the blackness of the night Only a half-dozen of the brightest stars,
duectly overhead, pierce through the haze The lummous dials of
the instruments stare at me with cold, ghosthike eyes The hands of
the clock, which I haven’t changed from their New York setting,
show 8 35

I glance at my altimeter — 5000 fect now, and stil cimbng
I look out through the window agamn The cloud layer — you can
hardly call 1t fog at this alitude —1s dumly perceptible 1 the
haze — an 1rregular, thicker substance, Iike 2 muddy ocean bot-
tom to the mst Its gray shoals are closer to my plane than before,
uncomfortably close, less than 100 feet from my wheels They’ve
been risng faster than I

Haze and might prevent my seewng what lies ahead 1 the dis-
tance This slanted layer of clouds, like plawms leading up to a
mountam range, may go much higher I'll either have to chmb
faster or give up the stars, withdraw wmto my cockpit, and follow
instruments blindly through the mght I glance at the tumn indi-
cator, kicking rudder shghtly as I do so The needle jumps over
to the side Yes, 1t’s working properly, and -— my eyes run quickly
from dial to dial —so are all the other mstruments on the
board

But those glowing lines and dots seem sO much less tangble,
5o much less secure, than the stars overhead The stars have
always been there I watched them through the screen of my sleep-
mg porch when I was a child, I drove under them on Minnesota
roads with my father and mother, flew under them might after
mght with the mail I can trust the stars, they're always the same
— famuhiar constellations following cach other slowly through the
heavens As long as I can hold onto them Il be safe— no nuts to
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sbip, 10 bearings to jam, up there Besides, there may be ice mside
the clouds, the air has become much colder

My engme’s only turning 1625 rpm , there’s plenty of extra
power With a strong tail wind, I'm gaiming on my estimate of fuel,
1 can afford to spend a gallon or two for alttnde I open the
throttle until the tachometer needle touches 1650, pull the nose a
lttle higher, and reset the stabiizer In the mormmng, Iil regan
some of that fuel as I glide down

1 think agamn of the cautious phrases 1 Dr Kimball's forecast
He knew that arrmen’s hives depended on the wording he vsed.
“Most Atlantic coast stations report the fog clearmg,” 1t sad, “and
mdications are that weather along the route will continue to im-
prove ™ That has all come true “A large high pressure area I8
forming over the North Atlantic,” it contmued, “and there are
focal storms off the coast of Europe ™

A hugh pressure area over the North Atlantic Then it's prob-
ably only a small storm ahead, nothing very high or dangerous
Possibly 1t wilt stil turn out to be only a dense fog lywg above
the Grand Banks — they have a reputation for always bemg fogey

But how high can white mist rise and still be fop? I wonder 1
recall Dr Kimball s warning that my route lay too far notth 10
depend on the accuracy of lus forecasts The ship lanes W3y be
clear at the same time the great circle soute 15 covered with fog
and storm Well, T can detour southward to the ship lanes if I have
to There’s enough fuel 1n the tanks to do that, and stifl take me
on to Pans

I'm fiying with my head thrown back, looking up through the
skybight at the handful of stars above me, glancing down al 1
tervals to make sure my compass heading 15 correct WhEm you
can see stars close to the honzon 1t's easy to hold an covurse 'nxc{
draw you toward them Iike a beacon on the earth But Iookli\:
straight up for gurdance 1 like danghing at the end of 2 £09% !
almost impossible o keep from tumng shghtly den

The stars blnk on and off as haze thickens 1 places and
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thins out agair I hold on to them tightly, dreading the blind
fiying that lies ahead the moment I let them go, hopmg I can chmb
above the haze mto the crystal blackness of the higher might-—
hoping, chmbing, and yet snking deeper with every minute that I
fiy

Soon haze becomes so thick that, except for those dim pomts
of light, 1t might as well be cloud At any moment those stars may
blink ther Jast and die, leaving me stranded thousands of feet
below the surface, like a diver whose hfe lne has been cut I'd
thought I could cimb above the fog and leave it beneath me, a
neat and defimite layer Now, I realize what a formudable enemy 1t
15 Its forces have been m ambush all around me, wasting only for
the cool of mght to show their form

Why try to hold on to those stars? Why not start 1n now on
mstruments? After all, they were put there so I could fly through
fog This game of hide and seck with a half-dozen stars 1s child’s
play But sf I start fiymg blind, God only knows how many hours
of it lie ahead It mught go on through the entwre might—the
monotony of flying with my eyes always on the instrument board,
the strain of flying by ntellect alone, forcmng the unruly senses of
the body to follow the doubted orders of the mind — the endless
bringing of one needle after another back to 1ts proper position,
and then finding that all except the one my eyes hold tight have
strayed off agan The Spirst of St Lotus 15 too unstable to fly well
on mstruments It’s fast, and it has a greater range than any plane
that flies, but 1t's lugh-strung and balanced on a pin pomt If I
relax pressure on stick or rudder for an mstant, the nose will veer
off course

And there’s the question of staying awake Could I keep suffi-
ctently alert during long, monotonous hours of flying with my eyes
glued to the instruments, with nothing more to stimulate my mnd
than the leaming of a needle? It was dufficult cnough to stay awake
over the 1ce fields southwest of Newfoundland, when my eyes
could travel the whole honzon back and forth, and with the prerc-
g Light of day to str my senses How would 1t be with fog and
darkness shutting off even the view of my wing tips? It would be
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ke a dream, motionless yet rocketing through space, led on and
on by those will-o’-the-wisp needles, those glowing dials 1n front of
me, always two feet away A dream that could turn mto a mght
mare fully as alarming as engine failure After 1d been flying for
an hour or two or three, might I find mysell struggling to keep
upright, to hold my altitude, to bring my plane back under con
trol (flapping my sleep bound arms with superhuman effort m 2
vain attempt to stop the sickening fall)? Might I awake from my
stupor to hear air screaming past my cockpit and see the turm
1ndicator moving sluggshly, its ventunt clogged with ice?

Then there would be no waking 1n a soft and comfortable bed
That fall would end — — — how would 1t end? What do you feel 12
the rending crashng instant that must exist between hife and vio
lent death? Do you expernience excructating pan? Have you time
to realize that hfe stself has ended? Is all consciousness forever
blotted out, or 1s there an awakening as from a dream, as from 2
mghtmare, an awakening that for some reason you cant com
municate freely back to living men — just as you can’t commut!
cate freely from a dream? What waits after hife as life wants at the
end of a dream? Do you really meet your God, or docs biank
nothingness replace your bemng? — ——

1 was once braced for the impact of death I dont yet undet
stand how 1t missed me That was durmg my second emergency
parachute jump, a few seconds after I left the cockpit I had been
running tests on a new type OXX-6 powered biplane, designed 20d
bult at Lambert Field To gan passenger comfort the PI)'"’°°d
covered fuselage had been made unusually wide and it was th:
short m Iength I'd been domng acrobatics at an altitude of abm;
2500 feet In wingovers and banks, the plane answered 1ts contro ;
farrly well, but 1ts stalls were mushy, and 1t had a tendency to f2
off after certain maneuvers to the right

Tailspins were the last items on my test list
spin twice, unsuccessfully The plane sumply wouldn!
But 1t had snapped to a left spin, and snapped out Just 3s qm;' !z,
when 1 reversed controls Then I'd tried two full turns to the :n
and found my controls useless — blanketed out by wings ¥

1 tred a nght
't fall mto 0n¢
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fuselage Full rudder and stick had no effect Bursts from the engine
did no good The plane kept mght on spinming, nose high, flat,
lunging shghtly

I don t know how many revolutions 1t made all told — proba
bly eight or ten My mund was working too fast on other problems
to count them 1 rode 1t down for close to two thousand feet, fight-
ing the controls Then, a glance at the ground showed no more
time It was jump or crash

I tnpped my safety belt buckle, got my feet beneath me, and
rolled out over the high nm of the cockpit, pulling my tp cord
the mnstant I passed under the stabilizer Dizzy spmmng pressures
stopped But the ground was night there, leapmg at me Trees and
houses looked tremendous There seemed scarcely enough room
for a parachute to string out

My “chute opened quickly, but Id dropped faster than the
plane I was under the periphery of the spm The canopy had no
more than hillowed open to check my fall, when 1 looked up to
see the plane less than a hundred fect away, pomted durectly
at me

Usually the stroke of death either passes before you're aware
of 1, or your sepses are occupied with the fight for life, or there’s
good reason to hope you'll escape That time I 52w it commng I
was helpless No movement I could make would have effect There
didn’t seem a chance for it to miss I braced my body for the
impact — propelfer, wing or whatever death’s mstrument might
be Every muscle, every nerve, was tensed for the tearing blow
on flesh Danger had swept all unessenttal detail from my mad —
1t was clear as a pane of glass It had no thoughts of past or future,
or of the swingng parachute, or of the closeness of the ground
beneath my fect

If the hand of death ever cracks the door that lets Lfe’s senses
peck beyond hife’s walls, 1t should have cracked 1t then In mind
and body I'd arnved at the very second of tmpact. But that door
stayed shut The parachute’s shroud lines had gotten twisted 1n the
jump, and they swung me around awkwardly In the fraction of
time 1t took to tum my head from night to left, the plane passed,

-
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and somehow missed my body and my chute I wasn't over 350
feet hugh when I jumped, some of the pilots told me later

You couldn't come much closer to death than that And yet
I've known times when the nearness of death has seemed to crack
the door — times when I've felt the presence of another realm
beyond -~ ~a realm my mind has tried to penetrate since child
hood ———

It’s Sunday 1 Little Falls I press my stomach against a win
dow silt of the yellow-brick Buckman Hotel and jook out onto the
durt street, one story below Several carnages are hined up 1 front,
horses tied carelessly to the hitching rail A farmer’s heels ¢hek
on the new cement sidewalk The Minnesota sky 1s whitish blue
The mornmg 15 starting to get hot,

Its to be my first day 1 church Mother hag dressed e iz 2
gray flannel swt, long black stockings, felt hat, and brown kid
gloves — they're terribly uncomfortable Now we are waing fof
our own carnage 10 dnve up Church! How 1 dislike that word
although I'ra not quite sure what 1t means It's keeping me a%ay
from the farm, where we usually drve on Sunday mornings Be-
fore our house burned down last suramer we hved on the for®
all the ime

Why do T have to go to church? Well, my father 15 going 10 be
a Congressman m Washington He's going to represent all the
people of the town and of the country around 1t for miles and mges
It's a very important position, and the family of a man who bolds
such an mpottant position 15 expected to go to church Besides
when you're five years old 1t's time for you to learn sometbing
about a mystenous being called God Chuzch 1¢ the place wher¢
you learn about Him

1t's even hoiter 1 church than behind our team of horses 0%
the crunching road There’s no movement of leaves ontside B¢
window No breath of ar comes throogh A smell of too masy
people weights the sticky dampness My legs stch under !215:"
ught stockings, and stift edges of my new suit press shatply 2830
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skm The words of the preacher echo back and forth betwers
high wood walls, mergng with each other until all arc meanfog,
Jess to my ears Now and then he mentions God, and death, z24
another hfe, but I can’t understand him
What the preacher says 1s religion Good people are religine,
But you have to be grown up to understand religion When y0¢
don’t understand 1t, 1t's awfully uninteresting Two miles wrntf,.
ward, the bank of the Mississippa Lies cool under the hranrtes o4
our farm’s great pnes, and a breeze almost always moves a/ v
the water When church 1s over, we’ll spend the rest of ghe A, v
there And 1n the carriage 1s a basket full of lunch Meanvd & J
can lean forward and run my thumbnail across the bottons of .
pew’s woven cane seat It produces a unique and pleerase 7
ticklmg sensation
Through the years of my childhood, church was an orde.f 44,
cautiously avoided God remamned vague and disturhing Yor fousg
of Him 1 story books, i the cursing of lumber)ichs, In fhic fre o 1
of an old aunt No one could tell you what He Jooked § 5. 587 fle
seemed to have a lot to do with people Who dicd e ficre et
nothing more disturbmng than death I pictured Tlim g4 4 oo,y e
man hving m Heaven, somewhere off n the sky like ¢z, 7,
ng about and judging your every act WHER you dud, {1
make you pay for all the things you did wrong, Jike Vofi ¢ bias
on Sunday, or scratching the bottom of a pew's seat
On the sleeping porch of our new house, [ fo/ o, 4
evenings, stanng out at the sky, thuking about God Ty
death One mught meet God after one died, 1 derit g [ l’;
didn’t have much to do with life, no one I knew § 7] ,MI,,
Him, and the people who didn’t belteve 11 Him ¢u,, £ 1y st
along as well as those who did If there were no 65,0 s fapw
could man have been created? But if there were 4 ¢, oo
He begin? He couldn’t very well have made Y., . 854t ',/'
nothing But how did the universe begin — the $att, 4t 4siim,
and all the planets? It did There 1t was God w20, fa ;’_{,_.
remarkable than that But if God existed, why CON $u gt
Himsel to people, so there'd be RO AIEUMER sty 'y " o o
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was as remote as the stars, and Iess real — you could see the stars
on a clear mght, but you never saw God ~——

They are dim, blinking, gone — no, I can still see them I np
through years of time, from a sleeping porch m Minnesota to 2
cockpit above the North Atlantic ocean. I feel a sudden desire to
tear the pane out of the skylight, to remove all obstruction between
my eyes and those pornts of light above Glass forms too great 3
barrser between us It seems to be holding me n, like prison bars
Through 1, stars are but a picture on a flattened screen of air, de-
voud of true reality, unable to communicate their text Seemg them
through that window 1s Iike touching water through a rubber glove

They blink off agam I open the throttle to 1700 rpm It's best
to get above the haze After all, there must still be close to 300
gallons 1n the tanks, and 1 clear air I can make up 18 OY owe
efficiency what I lose 1n fuel range by cimbing I may even gam 2
stronger tail wind at higher altitudes, but — that’s what worries
me most — maybe I won’t, maybe there’ll be a head wind aloft, or
a side wind may dnft the Spinit of St Lows far off course and
throw me south, or even north, of Ireland

Sub without understandmng the full signifi of
my action, I adopt a basic rule for the flight Somewhere, 1 30
unknown recess of my mind, I've discovered that my abihty nses
and falls with the essential problems that confront me What I can
do depends largely on what 1 have to do to keep alive and stay
on course If there were no alternative, I could fly blnd through
fog during all the mght and day. The love of lfe 1s sufficient
guarantee for that But there 5 an alternative, the alternative of
clmbing faster, and that I choose

My head 1s thrown back to look upwar
what of 1t? Hold on to those stars Guide on them Donl
get away

d My neck 1s stlf But
't Jet them

ttle Falls that

1 was never convinced that going to church 1 L L sumply

Sunday had any effect on my father's job 11 Washington
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accepted the fact that Ius election to Congress brought certan
changes 1 Ife for me, a number of which were disagreeable
Among the most disagreeable were the winters my mother and I
spent at the nation’s capital

For me, the city formed a prison Red brick houses replaced
the woodlands on our farm Concrete pavement Jarred agamst my
heels The crystal light of sky crawled mangily mnto schoolrooms
It was the clank of street cars, not the hoot of an owl, that woke
me at night Through long winters, I counted the weeks and days
unti] spring when we would return to our Minnesota farm

Surely my father found nterest i his work ;n Washington His
office was mm a great marble building that covered an entire block
1 used to roller-skate around 1t C were dousl;
mportant People talked about how they were gong to vote, and
treated them with great respect Hadn't that man 1 the Navy Yard
given me a shaving from a cannon when he found out who my
father was? Hadn’t a policeman let me walk along a railing 1n the
Capito] grounds when I told him I was a Congressman’s son?

My father was often at hus desk before dawn and late at aight
Sometmes he even slept on a black leather couch beside 1t Bat
Congressmen’s work seemed awfully borng to me They spent
most of therr days ndoors, dictating letters, and talking to people
from home, and listening to long speeches on the floor of the
House They seldom felt wind or famn on their faces They even
had a tunnel built so they could walk back and forth to the Capitol
without bemg exposed to weather My father didn't Dke that
tunnel He used to take me for long walks outdoors whenever he
had ime Then we’d plan a campmg trip for the summer, or he’d
tell stories about his boyhood on Sauk River Sometimes we’d stop
1n the House lobby on the way home, and I'd get a ten-cent glass
of apple cider, and we'd look at the weather map to see what the
day was like ;n Mnnesota

1 spent many hours on the House floor with my father There
were usually plenty of empty seats Here laws for all the United
States of America were made Here, the future of the nation was
decided It was a wonderful opportunity for a boy to grow up 1n
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such an atmosphere, surrounded by great men and great ideas
Pecple often told me that But the House remiaded me of church
It was always teo hot, and rather stuffy, and its speeches went on
and on like sermons from a pulpit, only instead of talking about
heaven and hell, ike ministers, Congressmen were more mterested
m things bike tanffs and trusts Sometimes you got a headache as
you listened —— —

A headache ——— Why does my head press agamnst the shy-
light s rib? It hasw's done that before Something 15wt right i the
plane Why 1s the cockpit too small for me? Certainly the dimen
sions haven’t changed Certamnly I haven’t grown any larger But
of course! — the air cushion I m sitting on— 1£'s been expanding
as I chmb 1o lower atmosphenc pressures I didn t notice how faut
and hard 1t was getting 1 open the valve for a few seconds, to lower
my position and make sure the fabnic won't burst

Even 1n Wast there were hours I was st
years old the first winter we arrved, and rented rooms It an
apartment house It hadn’t taken me long to get outside, 10t0 the
vacant lot next door It was a marvelous place No grown up could
understand the opportunities 1t offered In it, I bad early expert
ences m pal ey and It held all kinds of
imaginary adventures There was a weed screened pie of earlh
1 one comner of the lot—a useless pile to anyone Who dudnt
believe i burted treasures But to one who did it offered da¥s
of work, and the reward — after patient digging with 2 stuck —of
a smooth and oval stone, split through the center 10 Jet out the
perfect fossil of a fern leaf Curving, brown, and glazed by e,
that fossl was as graceful as 1t was old — milhons of years od
my mother said

And there were days 1 the lot when I encountered scrw“;
problems caused by a wind which blew away sheets of paper
brought out to play with Of course one could weght them dowtl




NEW YORK TG PARIS 1313]

with stones Paper blew, stones didn’t It was Iike fire and water
One burned, one stopped burmng That was easy But how about
wood? A block of wood could hold down a sheet of paper, while
a shingle, which felt heavier, might blow away all by itself On
windy days, I expensmented with preces of wood tossed hugh above
my head Cubes dropped straight back down, but shingles fluttered
off 2t an angle It was all very confusing One must consider shape,
as well as weight, mn relationship to aw I concluded that 1t was
best ot to turn your back on an important sheet of paper weighted
down with wood

My happiest hours m Washington were outdoors, spmning
tops, playing marbles ‘for keeps,” and roller-skatmg over the
asphalt streets On clear and warm vacation days my mother and
T visited the parks and buldings of the city We usually started out
from our boardmghouse by walking past Scott Circle ‘ General
Winfield Scott was a relative of yours,” my mother used to tell me,
“a few generations back on the side of your grandfather Land
I climbed the Monument, watched the Treasury print our mioney,
spent hours 1 the Smithsontan Institution Sometimes we made
trps through the country nearby, to places like Mount Vernon,
or Potomac Falls, or Arlington Cemetery Often we took a street
car to Rock Creek Park, for a pienic m the woods and a walk
through the zoo It was seldom very crowded, and there were
always things to do You could float sticks down the creek, or chmb
its steep banks, or watch automobiles and horses on the drive
while you ate your lunch Lots of dignitaries passed by 1f you were
lucky, you might see the President himself Once I watched Taft
take exercise on that drive, walking belund his horse-drawn car-
nage

Yes, I saw Teddy Roosevelt dniving his car I stood near
Woodrow Wilson, mn the White House, while he signed a bill my
father sponsored I watched the “Suffragette Parade” on Pennsyl-
vana Avenue I met Champ Clark, and Bob LaFollette, and Knute
Nelson of Minnesota In Washington one lived with famous figures,
saw history 1n the making But one forgot about the sunsets, and
lost the feel of branch to muscle
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It was near Washington that I attended my first air meet,
Mother and I rode out of the city to Fort Myer, Virgima, where a
half dozen auplanes were hned up in front of the plank butt
grandstand We waited a long ttme while engmnes were tuned vp
and mechanics puttered around the wings Then, one of the planes
took off and raced a motor car around the oval track i front of
us You could see its piot clearly, out 1n front — pants’ legs
flapping, and cap visor potnted backward to streamhine 1 the
wind Another plane bombed the chalked outhine of 2 battleship
with oranges thrown down by hand A third had a forced landing
m the woods half a mile or so away I could see 1t banking as it
dropped below treetops, and a lot of men began running toward
the place where 1t went down

The altimeter shows 7500 feet Stars are brghter and there
are more of them That means I'm gaining on the storm And the
throttle 1sn’t yet wide open, I still have a reserve of power 1es
surpnising how well the Spirit of St Loms chmbs at this altitude
with nearly 300 gallons 1n the tanks Three hundred galloos 13 the
biggest Joad I took off with dunng the test fughts at Camp Kearney
It's 50 gallons more than I carried when I left North Island for
the nonstop flight over the Rockies to St Louts

THE FOURTEENTH HOUR
Over the Atlannic
TIME—8 52 PM

'WIND VELOCITY Unknown  VISIBILITY Night—
WIND DIRECTION Unknown heavy haze
TRUE COURSE 66° ALTITUDE 9300 feet
VARIATION 330 AIR SPEED 85 mph
MAGNETIC COURSE 99° TACHOMETER 1720 rpmn
DEVIATION 0° ofL TEMPERATURE  35°C
COMPASS COURSE 99° OIL PRESSURE 60 tbs
DRIFT ANGLE 10° R FUEL PRESSURE 31bs
COMPASS HEADING 89° MIXTURE 4

CEILING Unlimited  FUEL TANK Nose

above clouds
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Thirteen hupdred miles behind Two thousand three hundred
miles to go I finish the log entries and switch off the electric torch
Its ight 50 blinded my night accustomed eyes that munutes seem to
pass bgfore they see stars agam The clouds are still withm a few
hundred feet of my wheels There’s no doubt now that a storm
area lies ahead I keep chimbmng slowly, lugher and higher, nsing
10 meet 1t, thankful 1t cidn’t come before a third of my fuel’s gone
What kend of storm wall 1t be, how large, how high, how turbulent?
Will my still overloaded plane have ceiling enough to ¢himb above
1ts clouds?

How high do storm clouds usually rise? We mail prlots often
discuss that question and 1deas vary To start an argument at the
atrport lunch stand or on a hangar evening, one need only to ash
bow high the average storm ascends

“Higher than your plane can fly,” a pilot will answer

“At fen thousand feet you can get around most of them,”
claims another

Somebody always expresses the opmson that a man’s a fool to
20 up over them at all “When a storm gets so bad you can’t stay
under 1t, yow'd better find 2 field and land

After the discussion 1s over, you go away with httle more
knowledge than you had when you arnved — and more respect for
storms The fact 1s that pilots seldom venture to fly above large
areas of unbroken cloud After all, mail planes have no radio, and
ther fuel ranges are short When a piot leaves ground contact far
behind the odds aganst him mount Most of us can think of storms
1nto which we ventured beyond prudence, and from which we es-
caped with narrow margins We remember the times, too many of
them, when someone took off mnto thick weather and never re-
turned Such maidents cautton us agaast recurnng boldness

It's only a few months ago that the Detroit plane flew into a
totnado, and told its story through the sifent sky over the Chicago
roail field when 1ts arrval time came due I flew 1n from the south
that same evening, through storms and between layers of clouds
Ahead — black, tremendous, pyramided 10 the heavens, I saw the
edge of the tornade Those clouds had gone up more than 10 000
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feet — more than 20,000, ther tops had merged with thin curos
tails that ust have been five miles above the ground But that was
a tornado, and one expects tornados to do freak things

I think of the stormy night 1n Itnots when I made my fourth
emergency ‘chute jump The clouds were above 10,000 feet that
tme too I'd chmbed higher and higher, through hghtnmg, tur
bulence, and whipping ram, runnng my fue] tanks dry to keep the
mail from burning when 1t crashed hoping to see the sky once
more before I jumped If I could see the stars, I'd thought, I
wouldn t mind so much diving out mto the storm One gawned such
confidence from the stars A single minute m their Iight was all
needed But only once had I caught a ghmpse of them, from the
bottom of a gant funnel 1o the clouds They'd blinked on for me
one, two, possibly three seconds, and then were gone for good
The gray walls of that funnel had stretched upward to a hopsless
height The storm must have reached at least 20,000 feet above
the ground that night, I never knew, for my reserve tank ran dry
at 14,000 and I stepped over the side of my cockpit, 1nto space

How high should I climb tornight? When should I stop reachng
for the stars, take fate as 1t comes, stnke directly at the demons
of the storm and plunge mnto their realm of misty blackness? I'l
clumb to 15,000 feet, I decide, and no higher Above that alttude,
aw’s too light to support efficiency of either plane or pilot My
engine would drop m power, my wings would grasp for substance,
and lack of oxygen would dull perception when difficult flying re
quired still more alertness

No, 1f clouds nise above 15,000 feet, L1l throttle down agam,
reset my stabilizer, and sink 1nto the body of the storm

My eyes on the stars, I travel with thewr hght-years back
through time P'm m the rardroad station at Detroit Escaping steam!
from the locomotive dampens my cheek as T wave good by to 1S
engieer and pass its preat steel wheels and dnving rods There
he 15 at the gate, a little to one side of the crowd, face beamung
tamibar white mustache and gold rimmed spectacles, an old black
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felt hat raised high 1 hus hand to attract our attention~—Grand
father! I can see the bald spot on his head where an organ gnnder's
monkey once tried to crack a peanut He's not tall, and he never
elbows his way to the front, but he’s always there to meet us When
we armve He takes a suitcase m each hand as he greets my mother,
and we start toward the streetear

‘ Chatles, we're having smelts for dinper,” he says, “and you
and T are gomg over to Canada this Sunday, to pick some flowers »

It's half a block from the car line to the gray frame house at
64 West Elzabeth Street Lilac bushes by the steps are i full
bloom, fresh agaimst the city’s carboned earth and sooty walls We
turn 1n off the flagstones and stop 1 front of the low porch, while
my grandfather searches for s key ning There’s a metal plaque
on the door, which says “C H LAND, DENTIST ” The whole
place 15 dwarfed, and partly hdden, by brick walled apartments on
each side

Inside, T rush back to the kitchen to find my grandmother
There ate the steps my trcycle once rolled down There's the
stuffed head of the big Rocky Mountain sheep that ¥ use as a target
for my vnloaded nfle. Here's the safe which bolds platmum foil
and bnght sheets of dental gold And now I pass the cabinet full
of polished stones and fossils On one of its shelves there 15 a piece
of 3 mammoth’s tooth! Each wall and corner has 1ts treasures, to
be recounted through the days ahead I1I get my uncle to open the
box with the human skull, to fight with my cannon and leaden
soldiers, to show me the latest rocks he’s brought from his mining
claim 1 Canada There are my old toy fire engines, high on the
back hallway shelf There’s Grandmother, smiling and getting up
from the kitchen table, and at her feet my battle-scarred tomcat,
Floff

Next, upstairs to wnggle out of my travehng suit and into
clothes which can be rubbed agamst the black grime of central
Detroit My grandparents have struggled futilely agamst that grime
Years ago G her mvented an d system for the
house — big wooden frames of cheesccloth through which an elec-
tne fan sucked aur, scrubbing 1t clean of soot. But dirt soon clopged
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the layers of cloth, and seeped 1 through cracks with wind, until
washing and dusting seemed to spread 1t rather than keep shelves
and wmdows clean As the city’s factories increased wn size 2nd
number, even the leaves on trees grew dark, and in spite of my
grandmother’s effort white lace curtains turned gray

Grandfather 1s a screntist who mvents all sorts of things, from
baby rockers to igh temperature gas furnaces His specialty 1 the
development of porcelan dentistry The basement and half the
rooms on the ground floor of his house are filled with tools
machinery, and chemicals The walls of these laboratories enclose
a unique world Here, I live amid turning wheels, the mtense beat
of muffle furnaces, the precise fashionmg of gold and platoum,
and talk about the latest discoveries of science

My Grandfather 1s as wise as he 15 old, and he can make any
thing with bis hands Whether he's baking a delicate porcefan
flower or building a bridge for the mouth of one of his patients
he s always ready to answer my questions and teach me the vse
of his tools He has given me the freedom of hus laboratories £¢
stricting only the most delicate instruments and dangerous cherit
cals from my use He shows me how to mux clay and make moulds,
how to cast metal, to handle ¢lectrically charged wires, to polsh
my Minnesota carnelians on his dental wheels The benches we
work on are fittered with forceps and plaster casts, patterns for
gas furnaces, old teeth, blowpipes, and bottles with dust covered
labels One always has to clear off a space m which to wotk
Grandmother just turps her back on the laboratory She knows
there’s no Use trymg to keep 1t clean, and that Grandfather 1
happy there

At duner table, I Iisten to discussions of philosophy and the
latest screntific theones I can appreciate, even when I can't under
stand, the clear-cut language of scrence It doesn’t hum i my €37
ke a church sermon or a political speech People have been
greaching about God and argumng about government for hundreds
of years, and still they don't agree about who's night and Wh‘}:
wrong Science 1sn't like that It confronts opmion with facts
science men are measured by what they really do There's 00 8%
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fairness about #t It doesw’t matter whether you beheve 1n God, o1
whether you are a Republican or a Democrat Your experiment
works, or 1t doesnt A machme will run, or 1t won't You can’t
prove that the atheists are wrong, and you can’t prove that the
Democrats are wrong, but the arguments of science can’t be de-
nied when an airplane actually fhes or a human voice 1s carred
from one aity to another without wires

Science 15 a key to all mystery With this key, man can become
ltke a god himself Science 1s truth, science 1s knowledge, science
15 power With 1ts telescopes 1t reaches out to the stars With sts
microscopes 18°s learming the innermost secrets of lfe By 1ts grow-
mg proofs of i , tt's hers with therr
fables of Adam and Eve When I grow up maybe P'll become 2
seientist, 100

There are times when my grandfather 15 dssturbed about sci
eace He gives me nickels to go to the theater on Woodward
Aveniue where new ‘ moving’ prctures are replacmg still shdes on
the screen But he says the films may have a bad effect on boys
and girls — for some reason they show Iife as 1t 1so’t, and as it
shouldn’t be Detroit 15 becoming the automobile center of the
world, he tells me proudly, but he’s concerned about what auto-
mobules will do to people and their homes The ume will come
when every family will own a car, according to Henry Ford, but
there are too many accidents on the streets — colltsions, and
men killed Grandfather often passes by a wreck on his daily walks,
and sometimes he brings back a broken spoke of a piece of glass
10 tlustrate the story he tells about 1t I remember him saying
once, after he’d seen several accidents close together, that maybe
evolution would it the growth of the automobile It mught be,
and he'd laughed a bittle when he said 1t, that automobile davers
would be killed off o fast there wouldn't be any left some
day

1 don t understand evolution It's all mxed up with dinosaurs
and stone age men But science says it's true And af 1t's true, that
may prove there 1sn't any God If men descended from apes, they
didn’t begin with Adam and Eve The answer seems to depend
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on “the missing link ” That’s an old skull, balf ape and half man
And Grandfather thinks that some day they’ll find ¢ Then the
Bible would be proved wrong And if 1t lies about Adam and the
Garden of Eden, how can one trust what 1t says about Heaven asd
hell, and God?

These problems continued to throb m my mind through years
beyond childhood 1s there a God? Is there an existence after
Ife? Is there something within one’s body that doesn't age with
years? There were tumes when I considered taking up the study of
brology and medicine so 1 could explore the mysteries of life and
death But these belonged to well-g d, bnllant
munds, thewr study was intricate, and my school marks wefe poor
1n the subjects they demanded as a background

Our famuly travels made it difficult to be a good student My
mother and T always arnved 1n Washington after classes starfed it
the fall, and left before they ended 1n the spring Up to the tiwe ¥
entered college I had never completed a full academic year It was
irue, too, that I didn't study very hard, and 1n class my mnd was
often far away from the subject being taught

Of course 1f I'd been interested enough m biology, I suppose
Id have got down to business and passed my exams with better
marks After all, I came from a famdy of physiaans ot mY
mother’s side My grand uncle Edwin was the doctor 1n attendance
3t my birth He wornied my mother by saying I had the biggest fect
he'd ever seen He took me for my first ride 1n an automobit,
weaving back and forth marvelously through the streets of Detrotty
between calls on his patients He prescribed medicine for my colds,
and bound up my hand when 1t was hurt

My grand uncle Gus was a doctor 1n Mlford, Michigan That
was far enough away to make visting difficult But grand vec
Albert ved only about three blacks distant, after my grandpasents
moved to Elizabeth Street He was a huge man, muscular and grufly
but everybody liked him I bicycled up to his office home wheneve!
1 had the chance He showed me his medical specimens, and Eﬂ";
me sugar pills 1 never saw bim when 1t happened, but Mother sax

e used to Iose his temper on occasions Once he was nding 08 2
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Detrout streatcar and the motorman didn’t pay attention when he
rang the bell The same thmg had happened before, too often
Grand uncle Albert walked to the front of the car, smashed the
glass face of the fare register with his gloved fist, and said — as the
astounded motorman jammed on brakes — * Maybe you'll stop the
fiext time I rmg ” There was a note of admuration 1n my mother’s
voice whenever she told the story, but she usually added that 1t was
Wwrong of my grand uncle to do 1t

Out family thought that Grand-uncle Albert hented his quick
temper from Great grandmother Emma She had been a beautiful
gul, of southern Insh ancestry, whom Great grandfather Edwin
Lodge met and marned 1 Canada

We were all proud of Great grandfather Edwin He’d been one
©f the best doctors 1n Detroit, and 2 very active man In addition
{0 attending to a big practice, he ran a pharmacy, publshed the
Homeopathic Observer and fathered eleven children 1n two mar-
nages He was extremely religious our family thought In jus
Bible he underhned all the words of Christ i red, and all those of
the Disciples 1 blue He used to wnite the Lord s Prayer on a prece
of paper the size of a dine to entertam fus grandchidren, and at
the same time demonstrate his expert penmanship Often on a
Sunday he preached m a little wooden church on the shore of
Orchard Lake, not far from a farm be purchased My mother tells
of secing him wade out mtio the cold water to baptize new members
of the congregation No sprnkhing on the head for bun He believed
1 ducking them nght under

Bewg a physician, Great-grandfather Edwin must have lived
in close contact with both Ife and death There didn’t seem to be
any conflict 1 his mind between science and God His studies of
biology didn’t convince hum that all existence ends with the flesh
He had farth 1 some qualty that 15 ;ndependent of the body

18’ hard to be an agnostic up here i the Spirst of St Lows,
aware of the fradlty of man’s devices, a part of the uniwverse betacen
1ts earth and stars 1f one dies, alf this goes on existing 1n a plan
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so perfectly balanced, so wonderfully simple, so incredibly complex
that 1t’s far beyond our comprehension — worlds and moons re-
volving, planets orbiting on suns, suns flung with apparent reckless-
ness through space There’s the mfinite magmtude of the umverse,
there’s the infinite detal of its matter — the outer star, the mner
atom And man conscious of it all —a worldly audience to what
1f not to God?

It’s nie o’clock I've reached an altitude of ten thousand feet
Clouds are still nsing up to meet me, but the undulating plam they
formed m early evenung has given way to a foothull country of the
sky Passmg over a musty summut, looking down onto a night filled
valley, I wonder what mountains Lie ahead It's cold at this altitude
I z1p the flying suit up across my chest It's cold enough for muttens
and my wool-lmed helmet, too, but not cold enough to put on
flymng boots, at least not yet — I'll let them go until later Too
much warmth would make me want, still more, to sleep

I must straighten out my neck before 1t cramps permanently
m this thrown-back position I turn from the constellations of the
stars to those of the instrument dials I fix my eyes now on the
glowmng dots an arm’s length before me, now on the ponts of fire
millions of mules away I travel with their vision back and forth
I feel first the compactness and detailed contents of my cockpit,
my dependence on 1ts instruments and levers, the personal prox-
1mty of 1ts fabrc walls, next, the unhmited expanse and solitude
of space Now, my plane 1s all important, and hfe 15 vulnerable
within 1t, now, nexther 1t nor Iife 1s of any consequence at all, and
consciousness seems unbound to either one

As I fly through the body of mght, haze lessens, and I dis-
cover that I'm among the cloud mountams themselves — great

shadowy forms on every side, dwarfing my plane, dwarfing earthly
with their d 1n theyr wetrd, fantaste

shapes Huge pillars push upward thousands of fect above the
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common mass Black valleys and chasms open below me to un-
fathomed depth

There’s no possibility of flying above those mountains They
loak higher than any clouds I ever saw before How have I come
nto therr mudst without knowing they were there? I must have
followed a great valley, blinded by the must Or did these sky
gants draw aside to entice me among them, and close m agam
now that they have me hopelessly entrapped? Well, if I can’t follow
the valles, I'll have to chall the hy Ives Fly-
g through an occasional thunderhead will be less tinng than
spending hours on end down m the writhing body of the storm A
few munutes of blnd flying followed by relaxation under a star-
filled sky 1s nothing much to dread It may even be a welcome
change, sharpen my dulled semses, break wp the mopotony of
routine flight

Then I'll hold my course, stay above the stratus layer of the
storm, and tunne! thropgh the thunderheads that fise durectly on
my route

A pillar of cloud blocks out the stars ahead, spilling over on
top hike a huge mushroom 1n the sky I tighten my belt, push the
nose down a bit, and adjust the stablizer for Jevel flight In the
seconds that mtervene while I approach, I make the mental and
physical preparation for blind fiying

The body must be mformed sternly that the mund will take
complete control The senses must be drafted and lmed up 1n
strictest discipline, while logic replaces nstinét as commander If
the body feels a wing dropping, and the mund says 1t 1s not (because
the turn indicator’s ball and needle are still centered), the muscles
must obey the muad s decision no matter how wrong it seems to
them If the eyes umagme the flicker of a star below where they
think the horizon ought to be, if the ears report the engne’s tempo
too slow for level flight, if the nerves say the seat back’s pressure
15 1ncreasing (as st does 10 a chrob), the hands and the feet must
stll be loyal to the orders of the mind
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away, I had to decide between cutting the swatches and crashing
onto whatever Iay below, and giving up the earth to chmb mnto
the storm The ceiling wasn’t high enough te drop a flare I I'd
been over an area of fields, I might have landed by the vague out-
Iines of late dusk — taken the sk of gullies, scattered trees, and
fences But I was close to the Ilnois Ruver, where patches of
woodland are thick And DHs have a reputation for burning when
they crash — ¢ Flarmng Coffins,” they're called A piot has about
a fifty fifty chance of hving through a landing under such condi-
tions But to pull up blindly mto the storm was almost as dangerous

1 had m my DH a new device for blind flying — a gyroscopic

pitch and turn One of the mental pilots had
been experimenting with 1t, and wished to replace 1t with a more
recently constructed h Irdp ded our Corp

to buy the nstrument from him Here was the emergency for which
1d wanted 1t The trouble was that it had been 1nstalled m my
plane only a few days before, and I'd had no chance to test 1t out

Instrument flyng was new 1d never flown bhnd, except for 2
few munutes at a time 1n hugh clouds Could I keep my plane under
control? If I turned to the mstruments, how could I make contact
with the ground agan? Night had closed m behind me as well as
ahead, and there was a low ceiling over both Springfield and
St Louss Besides, even 1if I found a hole 1n the clouds, even 1f T
saw the hghts of a village farther on, how could I tell where I was
how could I locate the Chicago airfield — unless the ceiling there
were much higher? “A good pilot doesn’t depend on his nstru
ments,” T was taught that when I Jeatned to fly

All these arguments had passed through my mund — harsh
mpact of earth, splnterng wood, npping fabne, bruised body,
versus hurthng dtzzy blindness, lost 1 the storm Suddenly, the
vague blur of treetops rushing past at eighty miles an hour, a
hundred feet below, jumped up m 2 higher mass — a hillside? I
didn’t wart to find out T pulled the stick back, gave up the ground,
and turned to my snstruments — untrusted needles, nung, falling,
leamng nght and left
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At a thousand feet, my DH was out of control — skiddmng, and
losing altitude Altitude was the thing above all else I had to hold
1 shoved the throttle wide open, pushed rudder toward the skid,
and pulled the stick back farther The altimeter needle slowed —
stopped — started to clmb, but air stll rushed sideways across
my cockpit It seemed there were more needles than my eyes could
watch There wasn’t time for my mind to formulate orders and
pass them on to hands and feet Fnally I got the DH headed
straight and the wings leveled out I thought I was gettng my
plane 1 hand The altimeter went up to 1500 feet But then — she
whipped! Loose controls — laboring engine — trembling wiigs —
the final snap as the nose dropped I shoved the stick forward but
1t was too late While I was concentrating on turn and bank, Id
let my air speed get too low, and the wings stalled

A whipstall at 1500 feet with nothing but needles by which to
orient myself! Stick neutral ~ — — Jeave the nose down long enough
to pick up control — —— throttle still wide open - —let the ar
speed rise to 80 mules —— — Stick back firmly ———not too fast
~~~Watch the altimeter (before the needle touches zero youll
be dead) —~ — 900 fect — —— 800 feet ——— 700 feet (it steadies)
———700—~— 750~ - —1t starts to chmb

By then I'd learned that above all else 1t was essenttal to keep
the turn ndicator centered and the air speed needle high But
recovermg I pulled the stick back too far and held 1t back too
long The DH whipped agawn, this tme at only 1200 feet But I
made my recovery a little qucker P'd decided to jump the moment
the wings trembled m the stall, if my plane started to whip 3
thid time But I regamed control after the second whip, and
chimbed slowly, and taught myself to fly by mstruments that night

It's cold up here at — I glance at the altimeter — 10,500 feet
——~—cold ——— good Lotd, there are things to be considered out
side the cockpit! How could T forget! I jerk off 2 leather mxltc‘:
and thrust my arm out the window My palm 13 covered w1w
stingmng pnpricks I pull the flashlight from my pocket and thro!
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1ts beam onto a strut The entering edge 1s irregular and shiny —
scel And as far out mto darkness as the beam penetrates, the mght
15 filled with countless, horizontal, threadlike streaks The venturs
tubes may clog at any moment!

I've got to turn around, get back mto clear air — quickly! But
m doing so those instrument needles mustn’t move too far or too
fast Mind, not body, must control the turn My bodily senses want
to whip the Spirst of St Loms mnto a bank and dive 1t out of the
thunderhead, back nto open sky

*Kick rudder hard —no time to lose — the turn mdicator s
1ing up right now ”

But the mind retorts, * Steady, steady It's easy enough to get
1nto a steep bank, but more difficult to get out of one and on your
course agam If you turn too fast youll lose more time than
you save, the plane may get entirely out of control ”

*If the turn mdicator Kces up, it'll get out of control anyway
There’s no tme — only a few seconds — quick — quick — harder
rudder — hick st—-——"

‘Dont do anything of the sort I've thought all this out care-
fully and know just what’s best to do You remember, you are to
obey my orders!’

“Yes, yes — but yust a lttle faster, then — just a httle - ==

* No, no faster, turn just the right amount You're to do exactly
what I say, no more, no less'’

“Just a lttle!™

“No, none!”

I keep pressing rudder cautiously until the turn wdicator’s
needle creeps a quarter-inch to the left I push the stick over just
enough to hold the proper bank — ball high — low — center again
—slow and steady movements — musta’t let jerks from the tur-
bulence throw me off —~— The air speed drops ten miles an hour
~ — —The altumeter shows a hundred foot descent —~—

“Turn faster! You see the air speed’s droppmng. It's ice doing
that! Quick, or 1t'll be too late!”

No, 1t’s not 1ce — at least not very likely It's probably just
the normal slowing down in 2 bank ™
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same sky? How brght! How cleat! What safety I have reached!
Bnght, clear, safe? But thus 15 the same hazy arr I left, the same
fraction of an earthly hour Ive sumply been existing m a different
frame of space and time Values are relative, dependent on one’s
crcumstance They change from frame to frame, and as one
travels back and forth between them Here I've found secunty
where I left danger, flymg over a major storm, above a fngid
northern ocean Here's something I never saw before — the bril-
Lant light of a black night

I was i the thunderhead for ten runutes at most, but 1t’s one
of those mncidents that can t be measured by mimnutes Such periods
stand out like 1slands 1n a sea of ume It's not the limtless wista of
expenience, not hours or years that are most unportant It’s the
slands, no matter how small They impress the senses as they
draw the eye at sea Agamst them, years roll in and break, as
waves upon a coast

How much 1ce has accumulated on the plane? I move my flash
Light from one spot to another There s none on the bottom surface
of the wing, but a thin layer forward on the strut tells me that st’s
also clinging to the aurfoil s entening edge I can’t see that from my
cockpit There’s not enough weight to make much difference, but
what about resistance? Will the change 1n contours have great effect
on speed? The air speed needle shows a five mule drop Is 1t because
of ice on the Pitot tube, or the increased drag of the plane? Have
those few minutes n the cloud cost me five miles an hour cruising?
That seems a heavy penalty to pay

1 turn southward, skirting the edge of the cloud pdlar 111 have
to fly around these thunderheads But can I? There are more
masses ahead, and fewer stars Will they merge into one great
citadel of storm? Will I follow up a canyon 1 the heavens, as I
often have on earth, to see 1t disappear agamnst a mountain ridge?
Or can I find real passes mn these clouds, as I've found them 1n the
mountains, where a plane can slip between the 1cy walls?

By day, I could set my course from the edge of onc pillar
directly to the next ahead, cutting down the angles of my zigzag
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route But i the blackness of mght, and 10 the baze that <ff
contaninates the sky, one cloud merges wto another mules behind
it so I can’t distingish edge from center point ¥ have to bank 35
1 approach, and follow around the vague wall of must untif { ¢an
agamn take up my compass headmg

Would st be wiser to change my course entirely, and try to By
around the whale storm area, as I'm now fiying around 1ts sugle
columns? That's what my fuel resesve 1s for Is thus the emergency
1o which to use it? The shup lanes he three hundred mules to the
southward Clear weather was reparted there Rut that report Is
getung old. It's almost fourteen hours since 1 toak off from Roose
velt Freld, and most of the weather messages were assembled some
time before I Jeft They told of yesterday's weather, not todzys
An unknown storm may have drfted over the stup lanes hours agd
“A ugh pressure area over the Nocth Atlantic™ can't Jast foreve
Stars 1 the southern sky outhne a ndge of cloud fully as hugh a¢
lies ahiead And to the north? It’s the same I fean to the side of my
cockpit and look back at the sky belund It too 13 blocked out foc
thousands of feet above the level where I'm flymng

Great chffs tower over me, ward me off with wcy walls They
belong to mountams of another world, mountams with forms that
change, with that hang, alluring 10 thelt
softaess There’d be no rending crash if my wiag struck one of
them They carcy o subller death A crash agamst an extthly
mountan 15 like a sword stroke, one fash and it's over But @
plunge mto these monatams of the heavens would be ke stepping
umo quicksand They enmesh miruders They're barbaric 18 their
methods They toss you n their raner turpalence, Jash you W
thesr hastones, poson you with freezing mst Tt would be 2 slow
death, 2 death one would bave long muutes to struggle agashy
trying blindly to regmn cantrol of 1 we-cuppled guplane, climb
ng, stalling, drving whipping atways dowaward toward the 5¢3

For the first e, the thought of turmng back serously €otess
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my mmnd I can climb another five or six thousand feet The can-
yons up there may be wider If they're not, and I can find no passes
cast or southward, I 1l have to turn back — back through the haze-
filled valleys behind me, back over Newfoundland, over those 1ce
fields, over Nova Scotia, over New England, over the stretches of
ocean between them, back fourteen hundred mules to New York,
back for another start from that narrow, muddy runway on Long
Island And when I got back, 1f I could find my way out through
the maze of passageways I've entered, 1f fog hasn’t re-formed along
the Amenican coast, if that other storm m Nova Scotia hasn’t
blocked my route, then, after bucking the wind which has been
carrying me along so swiftly, I'd have been about thurty hours in
the air — long enough to reach Ireland, 1f I can keep on heading
eastward Think of flying long enough to reach Ireland, and ending
up at Roosevelt Field!

Of course I could try diving quickly to a lower level, where the
arr may be too warm for ice to form My mind grasps at the thought
of a secret portal to the storm, a passageway deep down 1n the
clouds Might 1t lead me through to safety and the light of day
agam? Hours of blind flying seem less formidable, now — if they re
free of 1ce

No, 1t would be z fool’s chance, the danger 1s too great. As far
north as Newfoundland and 1n the cold of mght, rcing conditions
Pprobably extend down to the waves themselves There's no reason
to believe 1I'd find a ceiling underneath the ¢louds, and once I got
down into their lower levels, 1ce would clog my instruments long
before I could chmb back up agan

The pillars of cloud multiply and thicken I follow narrow
canyons between them, weaving tn and out around thunderheads,
taking always the southward chorce for course, edging toward the
ship lanes and what I hope 1s clearer weather Dark forms blot out
the sky on every side, but stars drop down to guide me through
the passes
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THE FIFTEENTH HOUR
Over the Adantic
TIME—9 52 P M

WIND VELOCITY Unknown  visiauxry Night—haee
WIND DIRECTION Unknown  ALTITUDE 10,500 feer
TRUE COURSE 66° AR SPEED 8Imph
VARIATION 33T W TACHOMETER 1700 rpm
MAGNETIC COURSE 997 o TEMPERATURE  35°C
DEVIATION 0° OIL PRESSURR 60 fbs.
COMPASS COURSE 99° FUEL PRESSURE 3lbs

DRIFT ANGLE 10° R MIXTURE 4

COMPASS HEADING  89°% FUEL TANE Fuselage
CEILING Unlumited

above clouds

Fourteen hundred mies betind Twenty-two hundred mles 10
g0 All readigs normal I make the log entnes and throw my
fashlight onto the wing strut agam The coatng of 12 is thnner
It's evaporatng slowly When will 1t all be gone~in 30 hour
two, or five? I don’t know I've mever picked up wce before on 3
fight long enough to consider us evaporation When ice cotiected
on our mail planes 1t stayed with us till we fanded Thes we had
exther to wart until 1t melted o peel 1t off the wings with our hands
and beat 1t off the wires with a stick

The haze contmues to clear I can see cloud formations farther
away, fly closer to thewr walls, follow a straghter course throvgh
their valleys There’s another mushroomed cotums, mies ahiesd:
Its top sithouettes agamnst a star-brightenwng sky 1 bank toward the
southern edge, and seitle back 1 my cockpt

st remember B3t
he can trust, O

faant star of 12
ht, whick st

In keeping bis heading by the stats, a pilot
they move In all the heavens, there 15 only one
one that won't lead him off Ins course —— Polans,
porthetn pole Those other more briflant powts of I
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first seem motionless too, sweep through their arcs so rapidly that
he can use them only as temporary guides, iming one up ahead,
fetting 1t creep to the side, dropping the first to prek a second,
then the second for a third, and so on through the might.

As a child, I'd Lie on my bed 1n Minnesota and watch the stars
¢urve upward m their courses ~- the box like cornmers of Qrion’s
Belt — Sirus’s preraing brithance — nising over treetops, chmbing
slowly toward our roof I would curl up under my blankets and
web the constellations mto imagwary scenes of celestral magnitude
—a flock of geese m westward fight — Gods arrow shooting
through the sky I'd make my wishes on the stass, and dnft from
wakefulness to steep as I desited Dreams of day and dreams of
pight could merge, while a planet’s orit had Do effect on my
securty There was no roar of an engine 18 my ears no sound
sbove the wind 1 Jeaves except the occasional whistle of a tram,
far away across the rver

That whistle was the only pote to break the peace of might,
10 connect me to the modern world 1n which fate and my father's
business made me spend my wmters That tram would carry me
back to Washington m September, as it carned me westward 1o
our farm w June It followed the steel cords which tied marble
buldings and deliberative halls to my fields and rollng hills a
thousand mules away — - ~ Washington ~ - — Detroit — ~ ~ my
sleeping porch 10 Minnesota —~—

Wheels clatter on tracks The tempo changes as our tram
curves, and brakes across the bridge Down nver, over those long
stretches of white rapds, 1 see the great tops of Norway pine that
mark our farm Qur tram slows, Jerks, stops-—<“Ld1ntlec-e
Faa-allls™ ¥ jump after the conductor, down onto the board
walk, and tumm to wait for my mother Winter's school 15 over
Summer has come, and with 1t, our Minstesota home

Its a two-mile walk to our farm-—— past Martm Engstrom’s
hardware stors, past Wilsczek's butcher shop past the swinting-
doored saloons We stop at Ferguson's grocery to order food for
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the week Along with it, the one-horse delvery cast will bong our
swteases and trunk

Qur road bends south around the yellow brick church, sl
warting for ts steeple, then west to the Coultas home whese my dog
has spent the winter From a flower-filled yard with picket gate be
bounces out to meet me — red-hawed, white-chested, barking
wrigghng Dingo

We start down the sandy street together Soan I'il be out of cuty
clothes — 1 overalls, barefooted Here's the path through hazel
brush — green leaves, ear-switching branches Here's the short cut
through the gravel pit where I sometunes find carnehans Here we
strike real country, for the telephone poles stop There's whete
wagon wheels sporled the bicycle path last summer, i's still sandy
and soft “La-a-11y bo-0-05sy Laally bo-o-ossy” — e
Sandstrom girls are calling m thewr cattle Hese's the Johason
farm, with its pasture roling over to the mver —the brndle co%
stahed out m thick green grass

Now the road jogs away from the niver to take 1 2 stop of
woodiand It widens and stratghtens for its balf mude stretck south-
ward between the white-cedar fence posts of our farmt There's out
gray barn, and the tenant’s horses Trees and flowering honeySUCU‘
bushes screen our house I throw open the jron gate, fun under
oaks and poplars along a deeply shaded footpath, feet Jucking
through last Outober’s leaves Short ta, my pet chupmunk, scam
pers 1nto hus rock pile beside the back porch steps

I turn the key m the padlack, jerk open the rusung basps push
through our kitchen door Dingo wedges past my 16gs, and Mother
15 close behind A cool, musty smell surrounds us There's been 20
one m the house all winter — unless some thieves have entereds
as they did mwo years ago I rush through rooms and basemenh
examimng door and window locks We throw everything wide ape
Jet wind flood through our house We hght the cookstove, starb
unpacking boxes closets, shelves Between tasks 1 run out 10 SE:
that the swing ropes have not been stolen, that the tree seat h:ﬂ:u
blown away, that the cave roof hasa't tambled i, that T €28 s‘m
keep my balance on my stlts There’s the mardenhair patch
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visit, the bluffs on the creek to shde down There are neighbors’
boys to swim and play with under noonday suns ahead 1 have my
guns to clean and hawks to hunt Dingo has gophers to catch

1 bolt my mother’s lunch of salad, preserves, and breaded
round steak, and start up the nver path toward Alex Johuson’s
home Burds flutter out of grass and call from branches A rabbit
leaves 1ts clump of brush for safer briers Crows warn all the woods
of my approach This path the Chippewa once followed These
mounds of earth they may have built With luck, one sometimes
finds an agate arrowhead

Mrs Johnson, shight and wrnkled, waves from the kitchen,
where she’s planning supper for her famly of seven She offers
me a pan of freshly baked sprits cakes Mss Johnson still speaks
with an “old country” accent ‘I think Alex 15 cleanng out the
barn,” she says

A blond hared boy emerges from the red plank building at
the roadside, leaning steeply bachward to balance the forkload of
manure m his hands I run down to meet im

“Alex! Can ya go swunmun'?”

“Yah, I guess so, but I gotta clean the barn ™

We fimish the work together

“Let’s go pick up Bul

Bill Thompson’s house lies back m the woods, a quarter mile
1o the west, m a stumpy cleasmg It’s a five mnute walk, 1f one
hurries, along a grass-centered, Iittle-traveled road Alex captures
a garter snake I put it o my pocket

Bull 1s 1n the yard, target shooting with his older brother’s nifle
The finng pin has been lost, but he's replaced 1t with a clipped-off
shingle nail

*How about gown’ swimmn'?”

Bull runs 1n to stack his gun agamst the kitchen wall, and we
start back toward the niver

“Let’s go out to the log jam by the drym’ rock ™

We push our way through cut grass, and poke sucks under
deadheads along the bank Mmmows and crayfish scuttle into
deeper water I almost catch a turtle
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We stip, swim down the current, roll Jogs, sun-dry, and dress,

“Let’s £o to the creck!”

We chimb wp hill, craw} over four fences, run through the mifk-
cow herd, slow down to walk along the old, abandoned road ~~~

“She’s full up! Pike creek, in early summer floed, choms
agaunst its gravel banks, carries our naked bodies down with s
clear and browmish waters — — — Waich the rocks —w ~stay awsy
from snags - ~ — make the bank before the rapids Pebbles press
hard agamnst winter-tendered feet as I pick my way back upstreans
to the sandbank and slap a horsefly dead Dingo yeips m a wood-
chuck’s hole, backs up and sig on a tmstle

The sun 15 low when we cut across Williamy' woods fo Jeave
Bill at tus home Ferns reach halfway to our heads Thick leaves
on basswood, oak, and ash shield off the sky An owl quedy
leaves 1ts branch as a red squirrel chatters out our passing

‘A aalex! It's Mrs lohnson's voice

‘G by I gotta pump some water *

We hit our arms m parting gesture and 1 saunter toward the
Tiver My feet ache from mules of walking My clothes are sneaty
from the sun The water 15 cool and swift I know the channel
through the rapids, its wake marked rocks greate no tbreat 1 wade
ot 1n shoes and clothes, and plange downstream ——-Light 18
shallow = ~ ~ dark 15 deep ~ - ~ Keep well clear of log jams-=~
angle nto the current— -~ angle back toward shore — —~sifes
stroke to check the depth

Now 1t s twilight after supper Im sitting oa porch steps, o
dry clothes my hand on Dingo's welvet ear Black swallows si-
hovette against the sky Tomorrow we can finish qur unpackig
-~ ~tomght ~ - Pm going to chmb mn bed - -~ and sleep-~~

The earth mductor compass needle 1s halfway 1o the peg! That

1 T've been following has drawn me south of w“m'

I pross left rudder bankmng the Spuret of §t Lowss toward 1s P“:’;
treading The necdle moves up slowly, flucinating, then oversh

the Jubber hne and drops down on the other side T Kick right ot
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der The needle falters upward I've never seem 1t act like that
before Is the earth nductor falling, or am I half asleep and flying
badly?

I throw my flashlight on the liquid compass overhead It, too,
1s swinging — probably because of the double change m headmng
I center the turn wdicator, and hold my nose straight toward a star
But the earth inductor needle 15 still top heavy, and the lLiqud
compass swinging doesn’t stop

Somettung’s seriously wrong I baven’t depended too much on
the earth-mductor compass It's a new and complicated mstrument,
Just past the experimental stage If it failed completely, I wouldn’t
be surprised But the Liqud compasst — the whole flight 15 based
onit It's almost as essential for the Liquid compass to work as for
the engine to keep runnimg 1 never heard of two compasses giving
out at the same tme The plane must sull be turning There must
be something I've overlooked, some simple element I've neglected
to consider I've been sleepy — unobservant — my eyes must be
tucking me But the turn mdicator 1s centeted, and the stars con-
firm that I'm flying straight

1 look at the hquid compass agam, as though trymng to steady
1t by concentration alone The card 1s rocking through an arc of
more than 60 degrees — more than 90 degrees at times Is 1t pos~
sible that P'm enterng a “magnetic storm™? Most pilots scoff at
their existence They say magnetic storms are figments of mmagina-
tion, like air pockets — just an excuse for getting lost—an at~
tempt to explam away kes 1 Do mag storms
really occur, then? Have I found my way through a labyrnth of
cloud only to be confronted with this new, unknown danger? How
large are magnetic storms? How long do they last? How far off
will they throw a compass card? Do they have a permanent effect
on the magnets?

The earth-inductor 15 hopeless The needle’s wobbling back
and forth from peg to peg There's no use paying any attention to
1t But the hqud compass hesitates between oscillations, and re-
mains fairly steady for several seconds at a time I set my heading
by these periods of hesitation, and hold 1t by the stars — except
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when a thunderhead gets 1n the way As long as the stars are there,
1 can hold a general easterly direction, but there’ll be little accuracy
to navigaton God only knows where Il strke the European
coast But if the liquid compass gets any worse, and high clouds
shut off the sky, I won’t know whether I'm flying north, south, east
or west I may wander around 1n ctrcles

Tt would be easter to set a course 1if I could read the hiqud

pass without a flashlight But the 1 figures aren t bright
enough for that While the flashlight’s on, I can't e the stars, and
1t’s hard to watch the compass overhead and the mstruments on
the board at the same time

On what deltcate devices flight depends a magnetized bar of
steel, slender as a pencil lead, reaching for the North Pole thou
sands of miles away, swinging with each bump of arr, subject to
the shghtest disturbance, barely strong enough to point, yet without
1ts directive force the horsepower of the engme, the aerodynamic
qualittes of the plane, the skills of the pilot, become meaningless
Detourmg thunderheads, flying m an unknown wind ten thousand
feet above the water, trymng to follow a compass that swings thurty
degrees and more off course, what hope have I to make my landfall
on the southern Insh coast? In fact, can I expect to find a coast
at all?

Last mght I couldn t go to sleep — —— Tomght I cant barely stay
awake — —— If only I could balance the one agamst the other——=
awake — — — asleep — — — which 15 1t that 1 want to be?-— ~~But
look ~——there’s a great black mass ahead——~Tt necks out
toward the route my compass ponts for me ~ -~ Its ears Suck 12
~——1ts jaws gape wide — -~ It's a cloud — - ~ or ——~Waybe s
not a cloud —~~1It could be a dragon, or a tiger— ——T could
imagine 1t mto anything at all——— Whats that whitish ob]c:f(
moving just beyond the window of my room ~—~10, Bt cockp
-~ ——no, my room ~—-1I push goggles up to see more clearly - (_h:
No, they re bedsheets I'm peekig out between——~-1 m‘ 1 I
nursery of my Mmnnesota home, and I'm afrad of the dark Yes
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know that jungle ammals don’t jump through windows 1n the North
I trust my mother and my father when they tell me But what is
that, moving slowly, there behind the table? Suppose 1t did leap
forth?

Look! —— —1t’s turning! — ~—1t’s crawhng! — -~ It's about to
sprng' Nerve and muscle tense agamst the terror —— —bed and
nursery disappear 1 raise my wing and kick left rudder, and watch
the compass spim

Dragons, tigers, jungle anmmals? How nidiculous! But at's true
that I used to be fearful mn the dark It was years before I got
completely over 1t As a child, I could wander alone, tranquilly,
through the most 1solated places by the hight of day But at mght
my mind conjured up drowned bodies on the nverbank, and rob-
bers behind every sumac clump The reality of hfe was tame

pared to my ’s It was what I couldn’t
see that frightened me — the python, shthering overhead, the face
beyond the curtain And most of all, the imagnary horrors that
took no clear-cut form

Stars drop Jower Valleys between thundesbeads widen I no
longer have to look up through the window on top of the fuselage
to find a stable pomt 1n space Clouds tower and slant 1n bands
and layers Their outlmes are sharp — too sharp for clouds at
might, and the sky seems hghter Can 1t be the first faint warming
of the moon’s approach? I turn to the south window — the nght
has a deeper shade Yes, 1t must be the mornung twilight of the
moon — a lumunous wash, barely perceptible, oo the northeastern
wall of night

But so soon, and so far north! I thought it would nise on the
other side of my plane. Have the swinging compasses turned me
that many degrees off course? Am I heading for Africa mstead of
Europe? § hold the Spirtt of St Lowus straight with the constella~
tion overhead, and watch the hquid compass No, if the compass s
correct durng its steady penods, I'm pomted about on course —
tmaybe a httle southward, but not over ten degrees, not enough to
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explain the moon’s position unless — unless both compasses are
completefy wrong! Maybe the steady periods aten’t caused by the
magnets pomnting toward the pole Maybe they're the result of
some fresk vibration But they can’t be very far i error with the
North Star 1 approximate positton, high on my left

I glance at the chart on my lap Of course I've shortened the
night by flying with the earth’s rotation And I've been bending
more and more eastward as I follow the great-circle route, cutting
each mendian at a greater angle than the last, changing course a
degres or two clockwise every hour through the day and mght.
When I took off from New York, I ponted the Spirit of St Loums
northeast, and when the sky cleared, the morming sun beamed
down on an angle from my nght But when I reach Pans, Ili be
heading south of east, and heavenly bodies will be rising on my
left After all, 1t's late 1n May That's probably whese the moon
should be for a pilot on the great-circle toute

T'd almost forgotten the moon Now, like a neglected afly, 1ts
coming to my aid Every munute will bring improving sight As the
moon chmbs higher n the sky, its light will brghten, untd fnally
1t ushers 1 the sun The stars ahead are already fading The tme
13 10 20 There have been only two hours of solid darkness

Gradually, as light 1mproves, the might's black masses tura 10
2 realm of form and texture Silhouettes give way to shadings
Clouds open their secret details to the syes In the moons re-
flected hight, they seem more akmn to 1t than to the earlh over
which they hover They form a perfect setting for that state
foresgn surface one sees through a telescope tramed on the sateflite
of the world Formations of the moon, they are — volcanoes and
flat plateaus, great towers and bottomless pits, crevasses and can
yons, ledges no earthly mountaims ever knew — reality combsed
with the fantasy of a dream There are shapes like growths of cordl
on the bed of a tropical sea, or the grotesque canyons of sandstone
and lava at the edge of Anzona deserts ~ first black, then &Y
now greemsh hue i cold, mystcal hight

1 weave in and out, eastward, toward Europe, Tudder

my plane’s tiny cockpit, submerged, alone, m the magmtu

n away ™
de of this
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weird, unhuman space, venturing where man has never been, rre-
trievably Jaunched on a fight through this sacred garden of the sky,
thus 1aner shrine of higher spints Am I myself a lving, breathing,
carth bound body, or 1s this 2 dream of death I'm passmg through?
Am { alive, or am I really dead, a spint m a spint world? Am T
actually 1n a plane borng through the air, over the Atlantic, toward
Pans, or have I crashed on some worldly mountam, and 1s this the
afterlife?

For a moment the clonds give way, and the moon 1itself peers
through a tremendous valley, flooding upearthly bluffs with 1ts
unearthly hight, screenmg the eastern stars with 1ts nearer, brighter
glow, assuming mastery of the sky by mght as does the sun by day

Far ahead, a higher cloud layer 1s formmng, thousands of feet
above my level — glowing, horizontal strips, supported by thuick
pillars from the mass below — sculptured columns and arches to a
temple of the moon Has the sky opened only to close agam? Will
they finally merge, these clouds, to form one great mass of opaque
aw? Must 1 still turn back? Can 1 still turn back, or have I been
lured to this forbidden temple to find all doors have closed? North,
south, and west, clouds rise and tower, only the lighted cornidors
ahead are clear

THE SIXTEENTH HOUR
Over the Atlantic
TIME—~— 10 52 p s

'WIND VELOCITY Unknown  VISIBILITY Unlimited
'WIND DIRECTION Unknown outside of
TRUE COURSE 69° clouds
VARIATION 33°W ALTITUDE 10,200 feet
MAGNETIC COURSE  102° AIR SPEED 86 m p.h
DEVIATION 0° TACHOMETER 1675 rpm
€OMPASS COURSE 102° OIL TEMPLRATURE ~ 33°C
ORIFT ANGLE 10° R OfL PRESSURE 60 Ibs
COMPASS HEADING  92° FUEL PRESSURE 3lbe
CEILING Unhimited  MIXTURE 4

abore clouds FULL TANK Fuselage
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Fifteen hundred miles belind Two thousand one hundred miles
to go I'm halfway to Europe, not halfway across the ocean or half
way to Pars, but halfway between New York and Ireland — and
Ireland seems hke Europe, though 1t's really an island lying well
out 1n the Atlantic If I can reach Ireland 1n dayhght and m cleat
weather, 1t should be easy sating from there on

After 1 fiew out through that gap 1n the mountans at St Johas,
Ireland became, sub 1y, more of an oby than Paris
in my mind If I could reach Ircland, Pans would follow, 1 felt,
just as I consciously always took for granted that if I could reach
Pans, Le Bourget would follow Now, I'm nearer to Ireland than
to New York!

A long flight always divades up into such mileposts They help
pass tume and distance — the first state, the first shore Lne, the first
hundred miles, the first thousand — there’s always some objective
reached to give the feeling of accomplishment My Jog of them #
filling In it I've placed the contiment of North America, Newfound
land, three stretches of salt water, the first day, and the black-
ness of the first might Next, sull quite far away, will be the
dawn

There’s the moon, a Iittle higher, and too far porth Ive let
the plane veer off course again If only those compasses wovld
steady down, I could stop cramping my nech to see the siars, and
rest That's what I want most now — to rest Why ty {0 hold 3
steady course? There’s no accuracy to navigaton anyway, with
the compasses swinging, and after all those detours of the might
Y7 T keep the Spurtt of St Lows ponting generally eastward, that
should be enough, that will bring me closer to Evrope Why wm‘;
with careful navigation when 1t’s so much easier 10 sit quietly ‘”‘x
rest? After the might has passed, T can hold 2 straight course i
will be easicr when the sun’s up Until then why should { “0"3;
about a tnivial five cr ten degrees? ——— 1en degrees se's souch o
an angle ——— 1 can’t possibly miss the whole continent of Ewrop®
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- —What difference does 1t make i I strikz e uwz e 2
little farther from course than I planned?

1 shake myself violently, ashamed at my weedrest, 2lommed 2t
my mability to overcome 1t 1 never before understood .z mez-rg
of temptation, or how powerful one’s desires can become I've got
to alert my mund, wake my body I cant let anything as tn®img
as skeep rum the Saght 1 spent so many months 1n planaiz How
could 1 ever face my pariners and say that 1 faded 1o yeach Pans
because 1 was sleepy? No matter how inaceurate my ravigation,
1t must be the best I can carry og Honor alone demands that ’n']g’
more my compasses $WIng the more alert I must stz to com.
pensate for thewr errors If my plane con stay aloft, of r1y engine
can keep on runmng then so can 1

1 cup my hand wio the shpstream diverting a strong current
of air agamst my face breathing deeply of s gusty freshness 1 fet
my eyehds fall shut for five seconds, then raise them against tons
of weight Protestng they wos t open wide untd I force them with
my thumb and hit the muscles of my forehead 1o hefp keep th
i place Sleep overcomes my ‘x;sis:ance hike 2 drug, P them

My fingers are cold from the shpstream [ dray
agam Shall ¥ put on fymg boots” But Td have (ox?n::z:;u l;xn
safety belt and take my feet off the rudder Pedals ang go e the
the work with one hand The Sprit of St Lous would ",ms" ol:
course and 1d have to straaghten 1t out 2 dozen ymes befor cc; o
the boots on Tt s too much effort 1 rather be g e oy d“: got

Y draw the flying suits woal collar across my theoat S 1
put the windows 10 ROW’ Why rot shut off the worlg gye u“‘?

1 the warmth of a closed cachpit and gam thyy Jqy ms!l e selax

of speed from streambining? Those windows esting ldll o )t)“;
rack, pushing down on the plane with their thrye o four ; 0’:";5:(
away Theres stll ume 10 5:\;9 more than hayy
make them pay a profit on thewr passage By ¢
that kept \hsny cuf pefore steps forward ang :::;::‘C art:“;:
1 T shut myseit off even parnially from outade o, and c;;:) 5 o
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sky, the Iure of sleep may prove beyond resistance The coolpess
of the night 15 a guard agawst 1t, the clarty of moonlit clouds helps
to pvercome i, the exhaust of the engine, barking wn through opeg
windows, serves to ward it off.

How wonderful 1t would be f this really were 3 dream, 20 T
could he down on a cloud's soft, Buffy quit and sleep ¥'ve mever
wanted anything so much, never found anything more 1mpossible
to attain I'd pay any priee — except e stself But hfe atself
the pnee This must be how an exhausted sentry feels unsble to
stay awake, yet knowing that if he's caught nappmg, hell be
shot

Pve got to do something 10 clanfy my head I've goftodoa
better job of navigation This 1sn't a college problem with pothisg
but » grade mark m the balance The entwe flight— Burope—
Pans ~ life oc death — depends on the answer How shall I com
pensate for the ght's etrors? When morming breaks, what estiate
wilt I make of my posiion? I force my hands to uafold the chart
on my knees and slant the flashhight's beam across s surface The
wiiite paper glares back wto my mght-accustomed eyes as though
it were reflecting o mudday sun The great-circle cayrse runs oi?
the edge T pull the “Eastern Hajf of the North Aslaatic Ocead
from the map pochet and join 1t to the western Changing pres
sutes on stick and seat warn me that the Spirt of St Lous ¥
climbing — yes, the awr speed needle’s down o 80~~~ 10 Kl
—— 10w 70 miles an bour I switch off the Iight and Jevel out
my plane

This cockpit was never made for spreadmg out charts The
paper winkles The ends hang down and flutter 1 swirls of a1f
I need four hands — one for the stick, one for the flashlight and
one fot each stnp of paper 1 try holding the stich between my baee>
and the Rasbhght vader my chn It works for 2 moment, Hhed
comes that out-of-batance fechng which tells me the plate’s vm‘
sng off agun T clomp the charts firmly agunst my legs Wit O
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forearm, and throw the flashhight onto the mstrument board —
tur indicator’s far to the right~ awr speed’s up — altimeter’s
droppung I shut off the light, pull the stick back, kick left rudder,
and look out the window to find some plane of reference from
which to level out But the moons covered Thers’s not even an
approxumate horizon I look up through the skylight to find stars
There are none The glaring whteness of the chart has bhaded me
to such vague pinpricks

Gradually sight returns I find my stars, and straghten out on
course — or rather what I estumate, from the oscillating compass,
the course to be I piece the charts together agam, fiymng entirely
by instruments, so that my wind-dried eyes work always 1n an even
light But the Spirit of St Lous refuses to be left unattended for
five seconds As soon as I look down at the charts the plane starts
catting up like a spoued child piqued at 2 moment's neglect

Finally I give up trying to hold the charts, and decide to visual-
12¢ them 1 my mind while I watch the moon and stars I've worked
over them yntil their features are as plam as a famshiar face on
memory’s screen 1 can see the outlme of the European coast
almost as clearly as though I were lookiag at the charts thetselves
The finer detals can watt until ¥ learn the wind s direction after
daybreak

Tm m the sixteenth hour of fight, sull angng shghtly north-
ward, but bending toward the east each hour Far ahead and to the
Teft should be Ireland, 1o the night, the tip of England and the west-
ward pomt of France I's better to err to the northward, i the
direction of nearest land, yet fate’s been pushing me farther and
farther south — south to detour the storms ;1 Nova Seotia, south
to fly above St John's, sonth around most of the thunderheads,
south with the movement of the stars The wind above the clouds
may be drifung me southward t00 I may be pomted at the Bay
of Biscay nstead of Ireland

The Bay of Bscay! Its pame strikes back 1 memory to my
childhood 1n Mimnesota, to a dity my father used to sing as we
drove along winding durt roads on erystal summer nghts, Jooking



[346) The Spurit of St Lowus

up at the moon 3nd stars Just as I'm looking up at them now The
words run through my mind, as though he were sutug at my side,
singing them

Al through the Bay of Biscay,
‘That gallant vessel sailed,

Until one night among the sailors,
They raised a merry row ———"

For me, that song has always been connected with night, stars
~— and sleep, for I was young and usually very sleepy when he
sang And here I am, at mght, over the ocean, dependent on the
same stars, flying, possibly, toward the Bay of Biscay itself I may
sl above 1t before another day has passed I shout out the words
as loudly as I can, trying to make them pierce the engme’s roar
Singing may help to keep awake, and pass the hours vntil dawn
Maybe that's why my father used to sing, along those lonely
Minnesota roads— to help keep awake, as I must keep awake

tomght

Lights! There are Lights under my left wing A ship on the
ocean! Then the fog's broken, and it's clear below! There are men
down there on that ship, I'm no longer alone If my engue fads
there’s help wathin reach I could spiral down through that funnel
m the clouds, glide past the captam on the bridge, and stall onto
the water They'd stop and pick me up ~—~~ .

What's the matter? — — — The lights are nisng——— They'e ‘f’o
far apart for Lights on a ship ten thousand feet below —— = They*¢
gone all together — flashed off as they fashed ont I turn 10 ﬂ:;
mstruments, yes, I've been flying nght wing low I'm to0 far non!
of the ship lanes 10 be seetmng boats 1 must have been lookmg &
some stars Severat of them dropped down throagh the cloudss w 1
noticed, to Test for a moment on the surface of the oceal, and
caught them there
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THE SEVENTEENTH HOUR
Over the Atlannc

TIME—11 52 P M

WIND VELOCITY Unknown VISIBILITY Unliruted
WIND DIRECTION Unknown outstde of
‘TRUE COURSE 70° clouds
VARIATION 33° W ALTITUDE 10 000 feet
MAGNETIC COURSE 103° AIR SPEED 90mph
DEVIATION 0° TACHOMETER 1675 rpm
COMPASS COURSE 103° OIL TEMPERATURF  32° C
DRIFT ANGLE 10° R OIL PRESSURE 60 Ibs
COMPASS HEADING 93° FUEL PRESSURE 31bs
CEILING Unlimited MIXTURE 4

above clouds FUEL TANK Fuselage

Its mudnight m New York, and I ve covered about thuty de-
grees of longitude since take off That makes 1t two hours later local
ume Here, 1t’s two o clock 1 the mormng if I thuk 1 daylight-
saving terms Dawn i1snt many hours away The moonlight 1
brlliant Qbjects 1n my cockpit are talung form agamn, I can almost
read the figures on the charts Only corners and out of the way
places remaimn hidden n darkness Clouds are cleat and sharp —
the rolling crevassed surface below, columns nsing from it, high
cirrus layers, floating miles above my altitude, hghtly veiling the
moon as they pass From a distance these cirrus, cumulus, and
stratus clouds had blocked the sky completely, except for corndors
It by the nising moon, but as I approach they separate into layers
and 1solated masses, with fields of stars between — ——no ———yes
— —~with fields of stars between — — — Why can’t I stop my eye-
Iids closing? — — — Yes, with fields of stars between — — —

See that gapng entrance to 2 cave of cloud ~ — - no, earth - —~
See the moonlight gleamag on the mist-—~no, Jeaves 10 wind
—~—~1 step down from my airplane’s cockpit —~—no, 1t's my
motorcycle that I leave behmd ———I'm 1 Kentucky, with two
other Freld Artillery cadets This 18 Sunday We're free of Camp
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Knox’s three-mch guns and classes O Connor and Drewaty, 1t
ther streamlined * Bug,” and I on my motorcycle, are ont to judge
the virtues of the state At this spot, we'll stop to rest and eat 2
sandwich

* You fellows been to Mammoth Cave?”

It's a local boy who comes up to ask us — grnmng—high
school age

“Yes, we just came from there,” O’Connot answers We'd spent
hours walking through the damp, cool passages

¢ Quute a place, 150t 1t?” the boy goes on

“Sure 15"

“This country’s full o caves,” he tells us “Ya know, we think
we got a better one Like to take a look at 17 "Tisn't far ”

“Well ~— - sure, let’s go ”

We've been hunting for caves ourselves, chmbing along the
banks of a niver, and crawling under rocky ledges where an ope
g might be Here’s a chance to do some explorng with the belp
of an expert and iexpensive gmde

“My name’'s Homer Collins,” the boy volunteers as we follow
lum “We call ours ‘Crystal Cave * IUs a lot purtier, an’ mebbe it's
bigger *n M: h Some o’ the passages go further 'n we been "

We take lanterns and flashlights, and start 1 through the
mouth The temperature drops The air 15 moist Weird formations
surround us, crystalline and white Water dnps in puddles Our
voices Tetumn strangely from the walls We pick our way beteeen
stalagmites, duck down as Homer enters a tunnel where there 15
no trail It's wet and shppery In places, we have to crawl undef
stalactites on our knees In others, our shoes sink down 12 muck

“Have to watch ths stuff,” our gude tells us * Sometmes X
caves "

Then the passage opens to a gallery, high, wide, white 10 OOF
Tantern light ~— 1t might well be a secret palace of the gnomes

“Ya see that hole over there? asks Homer, powmting 10 2
archway m one wall, “Floyd— he’s my brother — be tried 0
reach the end o' that, but he ran outa time an’ food ”

Time? Who knows what time 1t 15 1nside this planet,

hut of
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from sun and stars Here, tume 15 meammngless There’s no sign of
earth’s totation, no dwection, twilight, dawn, or day It's the
surface of the world that belongs to man Above or below, he finds
adventure, but not sustenance To the surface of the earth ke must
retun to live———to sleep———to wake ———See the lanterns
fiicker on those crystal columns ———no, 1t's moonlight on the
mist ——— See the shadow 1 that passage slanting downward ———
1o, it's another gapmng chasm m the clouds ———

I look up at the compass to check my heading Good, 1t’s 1
one of its steady periods — -~ steadier than uspal - ——O0r———
yes, 1t's almost stopped oscillating! The earth mductor needle, too,
has reganed some of 1ts old precision —1it 10 Jonger wobbles
trom one side to the other with every bump of air Am I getting
out of the magnetic storm? Will 1t rerais behind with the haze
and the might’s black masses?

The haze 15 almost gone The compasses are now reasonably
steady I throw my flashlight out onto the wing struts There’s no
trace of 1ce remaiming It's warmer 1n the cockpit, pleasantly warm
My hands are warm too, and moist I pull off my muttens and
press an arm out agamst the shipstream That air hasn’t blown
down from the arctic wastes of Canada It has more the feel of a
tropical sea It’s changed completely within the hour, Iike the
clouds It's friendly, relaxing air —no danger of ce, no pmpricks
on the palm I lay my puttens on the floor and zip down my fiymg
suit

The clouds are no longer impassable barriers of icc They're
only opague masses of arr 1 can fly through them if the com-
passes hold steady, drop down 1nto them, keep night on heading
eastward though they nse Himalay a-lugh

T'm about five hundred miles from Newfoundland Maybe I've
crossed the border of the Gulf Stream Then the Labrador current
135 behind, with 1ts icebergs and arcue climate Down below, the
water too will be warm A man could live a long time 10 2 rubber
boat on the Gulf Stream — especrally f 1t rained a httle
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It's like crossing the tidge of a stormbound mountawn range to
find a sun-bathed valley just beyond It reminds me of a fiight T
made to California, two years ago this fall I'd been bucking a
head wind all day with a slow and aged biplane, detouring summits,
buffeted by turbulent air, strugghng to gamn alutude with the under
powered engime Nevada's sky was dull and gray Funally, the great
Sierras had risen up, a sheer wall i front of me, black clouds
lying sharp across their snowcapped peaks I'd wondered then, #
tomght, whether clouds and pillars would merge to form a sobd
mass But a pass tunneled throngh them, narrow, winding, and

dswept, bouldered too — the 14 deathlke 1 ther
immobilty 1t seemed that P'd followed the pass for houss, sand
wiched between treetops and clouds, almost brushing precipices
with one wing, leaving just room enough to pivot on the other and
turn sharply back if storm met ground ahead It was cold 1 that
open cockpit I hadn’t dressed for such alttudes Suddenly, as T
turned a bend 1n the pass, earth and sky had opened Tike a stage
The storm remamed on the mountams while [ ghded steeply down
their western slopes, down from the chull of snowcapped nidges mto
the monst, welcomng warmth of the sun flooded Sacramento Val-
ley, carpeted with orchards and the lush green of yrrigated farms

Possibly I could glide down here 0o, if the moon were higher
Its slanting rays cut across great chasms m the clouds Those
chasms may extend all the way down to the waves, WO mes
beneath me

But how could the warmth of water reach so great a height €0
quickly if a west wind 15 still blowing? I'm not sure exactly wher¢
the Gulf Stream runs out here, and even if 1t has dnifted m below
to warm the upper levels of the ocean, that would hardly accourt
for a sudden change n air temperature at ten thousand feet abo¥®
the surface No, a change 1n air probably means a change 1 wind
Warmer air must come from the south A wind from the south
would dnift me up toward my great circle route Then there'd be 19
need to angle back by compass But air that ongtaates i the south
may not be blowing toward the north Rules of ‘meteorology are1*
that simple There are all sorts of possible arculations 10 consider
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The wind bothers me I think of old pilots® stories about winds
aloft that reach velocities of more than a hundred miles an hour,
winds which start from one direction and veer around the entire
compass ros¢ as you ascend, winds that duft you hopelessly off
your course, and sometimes ¢ven blow you backward

Now, I ve burned the last bridge behind me All through the
storm and darkest might, my mstincts were anchored to the con-
tment of North America, as though an 1nvisible cord stll tied me to
its coasts In an emergency — if the ice filled clouds bad merged,
if o1l pressure had begun to drop, if a cyhnder had started missing
—I'would have turned back toward Amenca and home Now, my
anchoris in Europe, on a continent I've never seen It’s been shifted
by the storm behind me, by the moon mising 1n the cast, by the
breaking sky and warmer arr, and the possibiity that the Gulf
Stream may Ie below Now, 111 pever think of turning back

1let the Spurt of St Lows bore its way on eastward Unless
the clouds below me break too, there s nothing to do untif the sun
nises except hold my heading, shift fuel tanks and fill 10 the log
each hour The mxture control 1s well advanced, and the engmne’s
throttled down as far as 1t's advisable to go There’s no need to
watch dials carefully Earlier 1n the mght if their needles had fore-
cast trouble, the sooner I moticed 1t and turned back the better
chance 1 had of reaching land Now, no matter what the needles
show, I'll continue on my course as long as engine can hold plane
i air Before, I'd been flying away from safety Now, every mile
I cover brings me closer to 1t

THE EIGHTEENTH HOUR
Over the Atlantic
TIME~—12 52 AM

WIND VELOCITY Unknown VISTBILITY Unlinuted
WIND DIRECTION Unknown outside of
TRUE COURSE 72° clouds

VARIATION 33° W ALTITUDE 9600 feet
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THE EIGHTEENTH HOUR
Over the Atlantic
TIME — 12 52 A M

MAGNETIC COURSE  105° AIR SPEED 8mph
DEVIATION 1w TACHOMETER 1625 rom
TCOMPASS COURSE 106° OIL TEMPERATURE  34° C
DRIFT ANGLE 10° R OIL PRESSURE 59 lbs
COMPASS HEADING 96° FUEL FRESSURE 31bs
CEILING High thin MIXTURE 4
overcast FUEL TANK Fuselage

above clouds

Seventeen hundred miles behind Ninteen hundred miles to :
In one hour more 111 be halfway to Paris ——-1f the wind ts oa my
tall ¥ should be north of fifty degrees 1n latitude

On a long fiight, after penods of crisis and many hours of
fatigue, mind and body may become disumted unttl at tmes they
seem completely different elements, as though the body were osly
& home with which the mind has been associated but by no mesns
bound Co ss grows independent of the ordinary senses
You see without assistance from the eyes, over distances beyond
the visual horizon There are moments when existenice appears 10
dependent even of the mind The importance of physical desire and
Immediate surroundings 15 submerged 1n the apprehension of unt
versal values

For unmeasurable penods, I seem divorced from my bodss 35
though I were an awareness spreading out through space, over (¢
earth and 1to the heavens, unh ed by tune ot sub ﬁ’;
from the gravitation that binds men to heavy human problems o
the world My body requires no attention Ifs mot hungry It$
neither warm nor cold It's resigned to bemng left und.\sxulbcd‘
Why have I troubled to bring 1t here? I mght better have left 1(
back at Long Ysland or St Louss, while this weightless element ﬁl:
has Iived withmn §t flashes through the skies and vews the plave
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This essential consciousness needs no body for its travels It needs
no plane, no engme, no mstruments, only the release from flesh
which the circumstances P've gone through make possible

Then what am I— the body substance which I can see with
my eyes and feel with my hands? Or am I this realization, this
greater understanding which dwells within 1t, yet expands through
the umverse outside, a part of all existence, powerless but without
need for power, immersed mn solitude, yet m contact with all crea-
tion? There are moments when the two appear mseparable, and
others when they could be cut apart by the merest flash of ight

While my hand 1s on the stick, my feet on the rudder, and my
eyes on the compass this consciousness ke a winged messenger,
goes out to visit the waves below, testing the warmth of water, the
speed of wind, the thickness of intervening clouds It goes north to
the glacial coasts of Greenland, over the horizon to the edge of
dawn, ahead to Ireland, England, and the continent of Europe,
away through space to the moon and stars, always returning, un-
willingly, to the mortal duty of seemng that the Limbs and muscles
have attended their routine while 1t was gone

In a period of phyical awakeness between these long excur-
stons, I find the clouds around me covered with a whiter ight In
the area of sky where my plane 1s fiymg mght 1s giving way to day
The ntght — so long — so short — 1s ending This 1s the dawn of
Europe, of Pans, of Le Bourget But how dull appreciation 1!
Dawn — It s tremendously unportant I've waited for 1t the whole
mght through But my senses perceive it only vaguely, separately,
mndifferently, Iike pain through too weak an anaesthetic It 15 mtel-
lectual knowledge while my normal thoughts and actions are
mechanical In flesh, Pm Lke an geared to a p. ly
set routine

The munute hand has just passed 1 00 am It's dawn, one hour
after midnight But 1t's one hour after midmight only on the clock,
and back at the longitude of New York where I set 1t before
take off 1n the morning — yesterday morming, 1t 15, now The clock
simply shows the number of hours I've been n the arr 1t relates
only to my cochpit and my plane, not to tume outside It no longer
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marks the vital meidents of day -— dawn, and noos, and sunset.
My fught 15 disconnected from all worldly measures It passes
through different frames of tume and space

With this famt trace of day, the uncontrollable desie to steep
falls over me i quilted layers 1ve been staving xt off with difficulty
during the hours of moonhght Now it Iooms alf but msurmount
able This 15 the hour 1ve been dreading, the hour agamst whih
Eve tned to steef myself I know 1t's the begmning of my greatest
test. Thas will be the worst tume of all, this early hour of the second
mornmg - the third mornmg, 1t 1s, since I ve slept.

Ive lost command of my eyehds When they sttt to close
cant resttam them They shut, and 1 shake myself, and it them
with my fingers 1 stare at the mstruments, wankle forehead muscles
tense Lids close agamn regardless, stick tight as though with ghoe
My body has revolted from the sule of its rund Like salt
wounds, the hight of day brings back my pams Every cell of my
being 15 on strike, sulking m protest, clamung that nothiog nothung
m the world, could be worth such effort, that mans tissue »38
never made for such abuse My back ¢ stuff, my shouldass ache,
my face burns, my eyes smart It seems impossible ta go ont Ionger
Al X want m kfe 15 to throw myself down flat, stetch out — 218
skeep
Ire struggled with the dawn often enough before but mevel
with such a background of fatigue Ive got to muster all my &
serves, all the tncks 1+c learned, all remammng strength of ruads
for the conflict ¥ I can hold m air and close to cousse for 08¢
more hour, the sun will be over the horizon and the battle ®02
Each ray of bight 1x an ally With each moment after snnse
witality will increase

Somsthing s wrong on the mstrument board — the compM:
needle — it's strayed ten degrees off course while I was making
resolutions to bold 1t on its mark I tense my muscles, shoke mi
body, bounce up and down i the cochpit, brng the nose bﬂ;
onto sts heading I cant afford to waste tme and fuch fike 1
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Why spend weeks studying navigation and laying out charts pre-
asely, if I'm going to let my plane swing ten degrees off course?
1 sumply must keep that compass needle in the center — good God,
1ts off agan Thus 1s like a fevensh dream

T've got to find some way to keep alert There’s no alternative
but death and failure No alternative but death and fadlure, I keep
repeating using the thought as a whip on my laggng mind, trymg
10 make my seases realize the importance of what Im saying I
kick rudder over sharply, skid back mto position But there’s no
use takmg 1t out on the plane, that's unfair, 1t’s not the plane’s
fault, it's mne I try running fast on the floorboards with my feet
for as many seconds as the Spirit of St Lowts will hold to course
Then, I clamp the stick between my knees while I stmulate running
with my hands I push first one wing low and then the other, to
blow fresh air through the cockpit and change pressures on my
body I shake my head untll 1t hurts, rub the muscles of my face
10 regam feeling I pull the cotton from my ears, fluff 1t out, and
wad 1t 1n agam I must keep glancing at the turn indicator, hold
the needle in center with my feet

Tl set my mind on the sunnse — think about that — watch
the clonds brighten — the hands of the clock — count the mnutes
tll 1t comes Tt will be better when the full Light of day has broken
It's always better after the sun comes up As that dazzling ball of
fire climbs nto the sky, night's unpaid claims will pass The desire
for sleep wall gve way to waking habits of the day —~~That's

always happened before ~ - — And yet, I'm not sure — — — It’s never
been Dke this before——~I never wanted so badly~——to
sleep —~—

I'm leaning agamst my father’s side I hear the clump of horses’
hoofs, smell ther sweat-damped bodies Wheels crunch through
sand It's still a long way to our farm My mother pulls me over,
rolls me up 10 the dnving robe, lays me i a hammock formed by
the folded carmage hood behind her Half tuned m the seat, she
sings softly
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shows mside the house My father’s knocks are loud and clear
Munutes pass There are flickers on glass The door scrapes open
Alantern and legs appear

It's a small house with only one bed for the storekeeper and
s wife But we're welcome to sleep on the parlor chas Or
maybe we'd prefer sleeping 1 the store There's plenty of room
on the floor there, and we can have two new horse blankets for
bedding We choose the store

It’s hard, the rough plank floor, with only one blanket under
us Sleep 1s fitful My father’s fnends are large men One kicks, and
the other snores The top blanket, too small to cover four of us,
moves constantly back and forth I'm m between, and warm
enough, but my clothes are sticky damp I doze, and turn, and
wake as heavy shoulders crowd agamnst me and press my bones
onto the floor ~——

It had seemed a hardship then, when I was thuteen years of
age, but what luxury a bed like that would be m this mid Atlantic
dawn! Id never feel the hardness of the boards, hear a sound, or
notice movement, if I could only sleep — -~ ~

Six degrees right rudder!

Guls' vorces shrill ont through open windows Wheels splash
1 water Our fiver boat throbs with its engine’s beat I wake, sway
forward, lean back agmmnst the wall, and doze and wake again
I'm 1 a group of Field Artillery cadets off on a week-end leave,
1 the summer of 21 We move slowly up the Olo It's still more
than an hour to our landing and a bed If I didn’t carry the dignity
of a soldier’s uniform Id he down oo deck and sleep soundly il
we get there All day long, before this excursion started, I was
loading our Battery's guns on the range at Camp Knox, hooking
up caissons, nding my wheel horse Now, if I could even sit down,
I'd close my eyes and sleep But every bench s full So I wale and
doze and wake agawn, propped up agaunst this wall,
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Pd thought that was the ultimate i tredness, to doze standing
up agamst a wall But how I'd welcome a wall tomght 10 sleep
aganst! I hadn't appreciated the relaxation one can have, kaning
agamst a wall, the freedom of mud, the secunty of body One
doesn’t need comfort to sleep Cushions and beds are unumportant
All one needs 1s the knowledge that one can e slegp - 20d
e -

Ten degrees right rudder!

I switch off the smoking engine, and brace my Excelstor motor
cyele upnight with my legs A truck s stalled in front of me down
to its axles m sand Im sweatmg all over m the damp heat of 2
Florida sun It's been raming, on and off, for days

How far does this sand go west? Iask
Brother, 1t goes further 'n where we all started from,
been g’ four days ™

There are two farmers m the truck Thew face!
Therr clothes are wet, spattered, wrnkled One 15 sprawled back
. gainst the seat, staring at me dazedly The dnver speaks, s voue
dull with faugne

“How fur does 1t go yer way? "

“There’s about three miles of it,” I answer

“Al hke thus?’

I nod my head ‘ All hke this A dozen cafs ar¢ stuck betwesd
here and the end of the pavement ™

A cow moos — there are three of them m the back of the
fruck "

* Three mles mught as well be thuty, fur as we're concerned,
the drner says “Engine’s sa hot 1t’s stuck ught Can’t crank t ==~
Guess we better let the stock go, Jun” He mouons soward the
turpentme swamp “They'Rt git somethin” 10 eat and drunk 00t
there "

¥m nods his head slowly, says nothing.

ap' we

s are drawn
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The driver opens the door, and steps down stffiy He's so ex-
hausted he can hardly keep Ius balance He continues talking m
the same monotone

‘We set out to market them cntters Had to sell e Needed
money ~~ — Nothun’ to do about 1t now ” He leans heavily agamst
a fender, as though it were too difficult to stand alone “We made
six oules smce yest'day mornsn’ — pushun’ all might long — — - Not
a wink 0" sleep — —— Food's all gone, t0o — — —~ can’t work without
food ~ — - g1t weak — "

1 have no food to give them, not even a chocolate bar 1 my
pocket, and I've got barely enough money to get home —if I
don’t spend anything on hotels T mught help them get started, if
their engme’s not too far gone but they’d be stuck agam i fifty
feet They'll have to erther get a team of horses to tow them or
stay where they are till the rains stop

‘1 passed a shack a mile or so back Maybe you can get some-
thing to eat there,” I suggest

“Thanks, brother We're gow’ to rest fur a while Then we'll
start walkin’ >

“I haven't got a bit of food with me,’ I say, embarrassed

“On a motorcycle? Course ye ham’t We dida’t expect none ™

‘T'd like to help you, but ——-'

“Thanks, brother, but ye can’t help us now If ye're goin® west,
Ye'Ve got yer own problems Ye re pist a damn fool fer tryin* ton a
motorcycle I'm tellin’ ye, ye won't gt five miles ™

‘ Well ~ ~ - I m gomng to try — -~ Good by "

“Try 1t 1f ye like Ye're white an’ free — — ~ G'by, brother

1 start on westward, walking astraddle my motorcycle to hold
1t upright as the tire churns wet sand It falls over I strain to rasse
1, start the engine, gnnd along the ruts It tumbles again 118, and
start, and waddle forward I make a pule ———five -~ —ten ~—~
Tumble, Iift, and tumble Finally my mbs deny thesr orders The
weight's too much The machme sinks back onto its side m the
sand I drop downh next it on the road, stretch our, and bLe stll
while my muscles rebwild strength —~—

ad
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bave held us up — a worn out tumer-trigger 1 lowa, mud i Mis-
sour: (oh, those dismal hotel rooms, where we waited for the roads
to dry!), a broken spring bolt m Kansas, a wheel shimmy that
started on the Raton Pass The Iist 1s Jong, we add new items almost
every day, and we still have half a thousand miles to go My uacle
picks up a chunk of brownish rock I wish we could find a frag-
ment of the meteor ———No, 1t’s not rock ———It's mist— —~
soft, gray walls - — — billowing — — — sloping — — ~

Shaking my body and stampg my feet no longer has effect
It's more fatigning than arousing I'll have to try something else
T push the stick forward and dive down 1nto a hugh ridge of cloud,
Ppulling up sharply after I clip through its summut That wakes me
alutle, but tricks don't help for long They’re only tirng It's better
to sit still and conserve strength

My mund strays from the cockput and returns My eyes close,
and open, and close again But I'm beginning to understand vaguely
2 new factor which has come to my assistance It seems I'm made
up of three personahties, three elements, each partly dependent and
partly independent of the others Yhere’s my body, which knows
definitely that what 1t wants most tn the world 1s sleep There’s my
mind, constantly making decisions that my body refuses to comply
with, but which itself 15 weakemng in resolution And there’s some-
thing else, which seems to become stronger instead of weaker with
fatigue, an element of spint, a directive force that has stepped out
from the background and taken control over both mind and body
It seems to guard them as a wise father guards lus children, letting
them venture to the pomt of danger, then calling them back, gmd-
ing with 2 firm but tolerant hand

When my body cnes out that 1t must sleep, this third element
teplies that 1t may get what rest it can from relaxation, but that
sleep 1s not to be had When my mind demands that my body stay
alert and awake, 1t 15 informed that alertness 1s too much to expect
under these circumstances And when 1t argues excitedly that to
sleep would be to fad, and crash, and drown mn the ocean, 1t 1s
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The clock’s minute hand shows quarter of two It’s almost time
for my hourly routine of log aund tanks and heading Previously,
I've looked forward to this as welcome diversion, as something to
sharpen my senses, to force mental concentration, to bring move-
ment to muscles cramped from the fixed position of long, straight
forward flight Now, the effort seems too much to bear Tts all I
can do to rouse my senses suffictently to pull out the pencil and lay
the log sheet on my chart

THE NINETEENTH HOUR
Over the Atlantc
TIME—1 52 AM

WIND VELOCITY Unknown VISIBILITY Unhmited
WIND DIRECTION Unknown outside of
TRUE LOURSE, clouds
VARIATION' ALTITUDE 9000 feet
MAGNETIC COURSE AIR SPEED 8Tmph
DEVIATION TACHOMETER 1625 rpm
COMPASS COURSE OIL TEMPERATURE  35° C
DRIFT ANGLE, OIl. PRESSURE 59 Ibs
COMPASS HEADING ~ 96° FUEL PRESSURE 3 ibs
CEILING Unlimited MIXTURE 4

above cloudy  FUEL TANK Nose

Eighteen hundred miles behind Faghteen hundred miles to go
Halfway to Paris This 1s 2 portt I planned on celebrating out here
over the ocean as one might celebrate a birthday anmversary as a
child 1ve been looking forward to it for hours It would be a time
10 eat a sapdwich and take an extra swallow of water from the
canteen Byt now all this seems ummportant Food, I defimtely
don't want And water — I'm no longer thusty, why trouble to
take another dnnk? I have as far to go as I've come I must fly
for esghteen endiess hours more, and still hold a reserve for weather
Time enough for food and water after the sun nises and 1 wake,
tume enough after the torture of dawn 1s past

Shall I shuft fuel tanks agam? Ive been runming a long time
on the fuselage tank I put another pencd mark on the nstrument
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board to register the eigh h hour of fuel d That wasn't
so difficult, 1t didn’t require any thought — just a straight hoe, 2
quarter tnch long, one more i those groups of fives But shall I
shsft tanks? Let’s see, how did I plan to keep the balance? Oh, yes,
it’s best 1ot 1o let the center of gravity move foo far forward, so
the plane won'’t dive under the surface i case of a forced landimg
1 turn on the nose tank, and shut off the flow from the fuselage
tank, mstinctively

There’s one mare thig — the change of course — each hour
1t has to be done But what difference do two or three degrees make
when I'm letting the nose swing several times that much to oge side
or the other of my heading? And there arc all the uaknown erors
of the might Sometume I'll have to figure them out— make an
estimate of my position T should have doe 1t before, T should do
1t now, but st’s beyond my ability and resolution Let the compass
headusg go for another hour I can work it all out then Let the
sunnise come first with 1t, new hfe will spring My greatest goat
now 15 10 stay alive and powmted eastward until I reach the sunnse

During the growth of morning twihght, T lose the sense of tume
There are peneds when it seems I'm fiying through all s
through all etermty Then the world, the plane, my whereabouts
assume unearthly values, Ife conscousness, and thoaght ar¢ af
ferent thungs Sometmes the hands of the clock stend st 5o
times they leap ahead a quarter hour at 3 glance The clouds furd
from green to gray, and from gray to red and gold Then, oa B¢
thousandth or two thousandth ume I'm leveling out my wings ”x
bringing the nose back onta course, I realize that 1t's day The 1
shade of might has left the sky Clouds are dazzhng 0 fhett whitt
ness, corerng alf of the acean below, piled up 1 movntans 2t ;‘;‘7
side, and ~~~ That's why I've waked from my dazed comp’
cency ~ - towering, g sheer white wall ahead’ o

T have only tme to pull mysell together, concentrae 03 -
snstruments, and Pm in 12 — engulfed by the ik must cos?
with the diffsed, umform light which cames no duectiol an
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ndicates no source Mechancally, I hold my hand out nto the
shpstream The temperature of air 1s well above freezing—no
danger from ice

Flying blind requires more alertness And since alertness 1s
imperative, I find 1t possible to attam I'm able to accomphish that
for which there s no alternative, but nothmg more I can carry on
the essentials of flight and hfe, but there's no excess for perfection
1 fly with instinct not wath skall

The turn mdicator must be kept 1n center Thats the most
mmportant thing Then the air speed needle must not be allowed
to drop or clmb too far The ball i the bank-mndicator can wait
until last, 1t doesn t matter if one wing’s a little low, as long as
everything else 1s m positton And at the same tune, I have to keep
the carth mductor needle somewhere near its lubber Ime Thank
God 1ts working agan Altitude 1sn’t 50 1mportant A few hun-
dred feet up or down makes lttle difference now

The koowledge of what would happen 1f I let those needles
get out of control does for me what no amount of resolution can
That knowledge has more effect on my mind and muscles than any
quantity of exercise or determunation It compresses the three ele-
ments of existence together mto a single human being

Danger, when 1t s unmunent and real, cuts like a rapier through
the drapenes of sleep The compass may €reep off ten degrees with
out drawmng my attention, but let the turn mdicator move an eighth
of an nch or the air speed change five mles an hour, and 1 react
1n an mnstant

It's not a large cloud Withmn fifteen munutes the must ahead
brightens and the Spirit of St Louis bursts out mto a great, blue-
vaulted pocket of air But there are clouds all around — stratus
layers, one above anmother, merging here, separating there, with
huge cumulus masses prercing through and nisng far above Some
tumes 1 see down for thousands of fect through a gray walled chasm
Sometimes I fly 1 a thin layer of clear ar sandwiched between
layers of cloud Sometimes I cut across a sky valley surrounded by
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towering peaks of white The ridges 1n front of me turn mto blnd
g flame, as though the sun had sent its fiery gases earthward to
burn away the mght

Another wall ahead More blind flying Out 1n the open agae
But only for minutes The clouds are thickenmg Im down to
mine thousand feet Should I chmb back up where valleys are
wider? No, I've got to get under these clouds where I can see waves
and windstreaks I rmust find out how much the wind has changed
I must take hold — begin to grapple with problems of nanigation
The nsing sun will bring strength — 1t must Half the tune 10w
Im flying bhind

When I leave a cloud, drowsiness advances, when I enter the
next, 1t recedes If I could sleep and wake refreshed, how extraor
dinary this world of must would be But now I only dumly appre
crate, only partially realize The love of flymg the beauty of sun
nise, the solitude of the mid Atlantic sky, are screened from my
senses by opaque veils of sleep All my remaiming energy, all the
attention I can brng to bear, must be concentrated on the task
of sumply passing through

THE TWENTIETH HOUR
Over the Atlantic
TIME—2 52 AM

'WIND VELOCITY Unknown VISIBILITY Varuable
WIND DIRECTION Unknown  ALTITUDE 8300/ ’;’
TRUE COURSE AIR SPEED 89mp
VARIATION TACHOMETER 1625rpm
MAGNETIC COURSE ot TEMPERATURE  35°C
DEVIATION OIL PRESSURE 59 1bs
COMPASS COURSE FUEL PRESSURE 3ibs
DRIFT ANGLE MIXTURE 4
COMPASS HEADING ~ 96° FUEL TANK Nose
CEILING Flying be

tween cloud
layers
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I change neither fuel tanks nor course

Thts 1s mornmg — the tute to descend and make contact with
the ocean I look down mto the pit Im crossing, to its misty gray
bottom thousands of feet below The bottom of that funnel can't
be far above the waves Then is the ocean covered with fog? Sup-
pose I start down through these clouds, blind, where should I
stop — at 2,000, at 1,500, at 1,000 feet? I reset my altimeter when
T was flying close to the water, east of the Newfoundland coast
But that's almost eight hours back, now Smce then I've crossed
an area of major storm The barometric pressure has surely changed
during the mght How much, there’s no way of teling 1 think of
the Canadan pilot, caught 1n fog, who flew his seaplane nto the
water without ever seeing 1t 1d be takung a chance to descend
below a thousand feet on my altimeter dial It would be cutting
the margin close to fly blind even at that mdicated elevation No,
T1l hold my altitude a httle longer The clmbing sun may burn
a hole through the clouds

As sky draws attention from the earth at mght, earth regamns
1t with the day Sometime unperceived, durnng this hour of mom-
g twilight, I took back the earth and relmquished the sky I no
longer watch anxiously for stars in the heavess, but for wases on
the sea The height of cloud above 1s now less important than the
depth of cloud below

I ve been tunoehng by mstruments through a tremendous cumu-
lus mass As I break out, a glaning valley Les across my path,
mules m width, extending north and south as far as I can see The
sky 1s blue-white above, and the blinding fire of the sun itself has
burst over the ndge ahead I nose the Spirit of 8t Lows down,
losing altitude slowly, two hundred feet Or s0 a minute At eight
thousand feet, I level out, plumbing with my eyes the depth of each
chasm I pass over In the bottom of one of them, I see it, hike a
rare stone percetved among countless pebbles at your feet —a
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darker, deeper shade, a different texture — the ocean' Its surface
15 splotched with white and covered with npples Ripples from
eight thousand feet! That means a heavy sea

t’s one of those moments when all the senses nise together, and
realization snaps so acute and clear that seconds impress them
selves with the strength of years on memory It forms a picture
wath colors that will hold and lines that will stay sharp throughout
the rest of hfe —the broad, sun-dazzled valley m the sky, the
funnel’s billowing walls, and deep down below, the hard, blue gray
scales of the ocean

1 nose down steeply, resetting my stabilizer as pressure on the
stick mncreases Controls tighten — — — 1ibs press aganst fabric o8
the wings — — — the air speed needle rises - —— 110 -—— 120-~-
140 mules an hour I close the mixture control and pull the throttle
back stil farther, letting the engine turn just fast enough to keep
1t warm and clear Air crowding around the cowhngs screams
strangely m my deafened ears, the first different sound T've heard
since take-off, yesterday

A layer of cloud edges over the ocean I turn sharply back to
spiral through the open funnel I forget about my plan to tum the
altitude of might mto distance durmng day Those thousands of feet
I've hoarded, 11l squander on the luxury of commg down wilh
sight Suppose I lose ten or fifteen mules m range It's worth that
to get down m safety to the wind-swept sea

1 bank agamn as another wall of cloud approaches
of my plane centers 1 a rambow’s circle, jumps from tillow 10
billow as I sptral — ~ — The sun's rays flood through the fusclage
window, cut across my cockpat, touch first this instrument, thed
that Whitecaps sparkle on distant water ——=I'm banked steeply
—~~I'm descending fast——— My ears clear, and stop, and cl:ﬂxr
agam from change m pressure ——— My air cushion wilts vttt
feel the hard wicker weaving of the seat——— Wngs flex i tux"
bulence - —— Layer after layer of thin gray clouds slip by» mergté
here, broken there, mountams, caverns, canyons 1 the ar i

Two thousand feet now — under the lowest layer of C]Du—
The sea 15 farly withing beneath its skin— great waves

The shadow
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breakers -— streaks of foam — a gale wind From the northwest?
Ive been spiraling so long that I'm not certam of direction I
straighten out and take up compass course Now ITl have the
answer I wanted so badly through the mght———1I'm ponted ob-
liquely with the waves——— Yes, the winds northwest ———1It's
striking the Spirit of St Lowms at almost the same angle st blew off
the coast of Newfoundland at dusk — but 1t's much stronger A
quartering tail wind! It’s probably been blowing that way all night,
pushing me along on my route, dnfting me southward at the same
time

A tail wind' A tail wind across the ocean That’s what I've
always wished for How strong 18 1t? I can judge better close to the
surface I ease the stick forward and begm a slow descent, trans-
lating my remaming altitude 1nto extra miles toward Europe The
air’s warmer and more humid — a different atmosphere than that
above the clouds It's ltke stepping through the door of a green-
house full of plants

I'm under a dark stratus layer of cloud Only a spot of sun-
brightened water behind marks the bottom of the funnel I spiraled
through, as though the beam of a great searchlight had been thrown
down from the heavens to gude me to the ocean’s surface

Curtams of fog hang down ahead and on each side, darkening
the air and sea, shutung off the honzon I nose down to 1000
feet = —to 500~~~ 1o 50 fect above huge and breaking waves
The wind’s probably blowmg 50 or 60 mles an hour It would
have to blow with great force to bwld up a sea like that — to
scrape whitecaps off and carry the spray ahead hike ram over the
surface The whole ocean 1s white, and covered with ragged stripes
of foam

It's 2 fierce, unfnendly sea —a sea that would batter the
largest ocean ler I feel naked abave 1t, as though stripped of all
protection, conscious of the ternfic strength of the waves, of the
thinness of cloth on my wings, of the dark turbulence of the storm
clouds

This would be a hellish place to Jand if the engine faled Still,
1t wouldn’t be as bad as a forced landing during the might — ghding
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blindly down through freezing must and onto an ice filled ocean
Nothing that could happen now would be as bad as that Now at
teast, I know which way the wind s blowing, I could head it it
and stall onto the water with almost no forward speed at all 1
could see what I was doing

1t would be awfully difficult to work down there with waes
breaking over the fusclage and whipped by a gale of wind The
cochpit would probably fill up with water a few seconds after 1
landed I mught have to hold my breath until I could crand out
through the door and up on top of the plane Then, I'd have tocut
through the roof of the fuselage to get at the raft, and hang on to
something while T pumped st up After that, there’d be the problem
of getting my equipment unlashed from the steel tubes under water
and getung it Jashed again mside the raft

Suppose 1 could get the raft pumped up and loaded What
then” While I was 1 San Diego planming the fught, considered
using the plape as a sea anchor and signal of distress if T were
forced down m the Atlantic The siver wings would be more
hkely than my small, black rubber raft to aftract the attention of
any ship that passed

But there’s not Iikely to be a passing ship at this Intitude Look
1ng down on the wilderness of broiing water, I realize that moorng
my rait to the plane would cause the waves to break over i1
the cord held 1 such a sea It would be better to cut foose and
dnft with the wind, southeast towasd the ship lanes At least then
1d be gomg somewhere That would be preferable to wating 1
one spot, watching an empty horzon, anchored to sinking plisé
up 1n this northern ocean

But there are other things more mportant than magn’e
forced Iandings, and now that I possess my senses, T must kiq’
them disciphned It's essential to take stock of my position. “’I ni
out a defimte plan of navigation for the day The wisd alol
probably stronger than it 3s down here {1t alsa s from the ﬂ; ad
west, and 1f 1t didn’t shuft during the might, 1 must be well 1‘;‘](
of schedule and south of my course In that case, T should be @
over the middle of the ocean
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The muddle of the ocean' I glance down at the chart — some-
where 1n that empty space between the continests, somewbere
among those small black numerals which represent mountains and
valleys under sea-— 1600 fathoms —2070 fathoms— 1550
fathoms, the figures read Yes, there’s ground down below, Just as
contoured and distinctive as the ground of which continents are
made Water 1s Itke fog, hiding the earth from human eyes If I
could see through it, T might locate my exact position from some
submarine mountam range

What wouldn’t I gve for a high cloud’s shadow on the surface
to tell me the wind dnft aloft! Now, whatever estmate I make 15
Just a guess, a probability on which I can base — only hope But
nght or wrong, I've got to make some estumate What should T
allow for the wind, for the swinging of the compasses, for those
detours around thunderheads? And what bothers me stdl more,
how shall I allow for the mmaccuracy of my navigation — for those
swerves to right aad Ieft of course during mnumerable munutes of
unawareness? When I left Newfoundland, I set my heading ten
degrees northward to compensate for dnft Should I now allow five
degrees more? 1 look at the waves agun The wind streaks are
really more tail than side — my route curved southward dunng the
night Fifteen degrees might be too much Then for over an hour
I haven't reset the compass at all That leaves me headed an extra
two degrees toward the porth

1 have a strong feelng that I'm too far south to strike Ireland
unless I change my heading But there aren't enough facts to back
it up I must consider only the Anown elements 1o navigation
If 1 give way to feehng, that will remove all certamty from fight
Suppose I crank in five degrees to the earth rductor compass, then
£ I don't make a landfali by ———

The waves ahead disappear Fog covers the sea I have only
time to reset the altumeter and start chimbing A hundred feet above
water, i yough air, 15 no place for blind fiying Turbulence 1s
severe The safety belt jerks aganst me Needles jump back and
forth over dials until T can follow only their average indication
with controls I push the throttle forward, and hold 95 mules an
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hour until the altimeter shows 1000 feet I watch the tachometer
peedle It's steadeer, and tells the position of my mnose on the
horizon more accurately than the inclmometer and the aw speed
indicator put together Problems of navigation fade 1nto the m
mediate need of holding the Spirit of St Louts level and on course
Addmng and subtracting degrees, and keeping one result 1o my
head while I consyder some related factor, 15 too much And to
work with pencil and paper at the same time I watch those needies
15 out of the questson I'll figure 1t all out accurately after the fog
bas passed

The fog doesn't pass I go on and on through its white blank
ness I'm growing accustomed to blind fyng I've done almost as
much on this sigle trp as op all my fights before put togelee
Survival no Jonger requires such alertness Minutes mass mio 3
quarter-hour A quarter becames a half, then three quarters Sul
the waves don’t appear I'm fiying automatically agan through
eyes which register but do not seg ~~—

No! No, I can’t e down and sleep! No! No, I cant get ‘;’;t
and walk Rub your eyes, shake your head Youre over the mddle
of an ocean!

But P not over the middle of an ocean I'm not 1 28 &
plane flying through the sky I'm~-~
‘ CHARLES!”
stipped

T hardly hear my nurse’s voice above my heastbeat. I've s
away from her guard to stare fearfully atound the gray bars
cotner

“CHARLES, COME BACK"

A huge column of smoke 15 nsing from our h -
out, and blackening the sky Then that's what the shouts amh\my
all meant That's why I was jerked away from my play 5@ roug'
and rushed down the kitchen steps Our house 15 burning dows

‘CHARLES!"”

ouse, spreadit
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A hand grasps my arm and pulls me behmnd the barn * Charles,
you smustn't watch!” My nurse 1s excited She thmks at’s too ternible
for me to see Where 1s my father — my mother — What will
bappen to my toys? — — —

Rught rudder, five degrees

“Father will butld us a pew house ”

I'hold Mother’s hand tightly while she speaks, looking down on
the still smoking rums It’s the mext day Our entire house has
sugk into the stone walls of 1ts basement I recognize our cook-
stove, under pipes beside the furnace Next to it are twsted bed-
steads There’s the hot-water boiler There’s the laundry sink
Everything 15 covered with the gray snow of ashes Right at my
feet 15 a melted, preen glass lump that was once a windowpane
Out of the pit, smoke-smutted but sharp-cut agawst thick leaves
and sky, rises our brick chimney, tall and spndly without a house
around 1t And on the chumney mantelprece, mudway up 1ts height,
where the big iving room once ended, 1s Mother’s Mexcwcan idol —
2 small, redclay figure — the only object to pass undamaged
through the fire Of course some clothes and books were saved,
and the men carmed out a few preces of furmiture But my toys,
and the big staus, and my room above the nver, are gone for-
ever— ——

The compass needle s leamng again I must swing the nose
right with my rudder

It was a dreary winter that came after the burning of our house,
n 1906 We rented a small flat 10 Minneapolts The cnisp days of
autumn were interesting enough — rustling leaves, bonfires, and
games with children next door But 1 icy weeks that began with
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December, I missed the roomy freedom of my home on the fam
Why go outdoors when you’re so heavily dressed you can hardly
move? — when woolen layers bow your arms out fwm' your body,
when cold bites 1to your cheeks and pinches your ears, and you
can't get your muttens off to blow your dnippy nose I spend hours
on end 1n dry, heated rooms, with stuffy head and whitening skin
T grow tired of books and toys, and pressing my face agamst 2
frosted window I move ammlessly about, expenment m strange
new fields Why can’t T hold ten marbles between ten toes? How
long can a cream-filled chocolate last if I eat it with a pm---

The nose 1s down, the wing low, the plane diving and turning
I've been asleep with open eyes I'm certamn they've been open,
yet I have all the sensations of waking up — Jack of memory of
intervening time, wability to comprehend the situation for a mo
ment, the return of understanding like blood surging through the
body I kick left rudder and pull the stick back cornerwise My
eyes jump to the alumeter No danger, I'm at 1600 feet, 2 Iittle
above my chosen altitude In a moment, I'll have the plane Teveled
out But the turn-indicator leans over the left—the 21 speed
drops — the ball rolls quickly to the side A chmbing turn 1 the
opposite direction! My plane 1s gettig out of control!

The realization 1s like an electric shock running through my
body It brings instant mental keenness In a matter of seconds 1
have the Spirit of St Lotas back 1n hand But even after the needlss
are 1n place, the plane seems to be flymg on its side 1 know what$
happemng It's the illusion you sometimes get while f3108 bimd,
the 1llusion that your plane 1s no longer m level fiight, that S
sprraling, stalling, turnng, that the mstruments are wrong g

There’s only one thing to do — shut off feeling from the mms
as much as your ability permits Let a wing stay Jow as fer :s
bodily senses are concerned Let the plane scem 10 m:m:uvt;m
1t will, dive, chmb, sideslip, or bank, but keep the needles an‘
they belong Gradually, when the senses find that the pieo 15 s
tinuing on its course, that arr 150"t screaming through the cow
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as 1t would 1 a dive, that wings arent trembling as they would
10 a stall, that there’s really no pressure on the seat as there would
be 1n 2 bank, they recover from their confuston and make obeisance
to the mum

As mnutes pass and no new mcident ocetirs, I fall mto the state
of eye-open sleep again I fly with less anguish when my conscious
mund 1s not awake At tumes I'm not sure Whether I'm dreamng
through Iife or hiving through a dream It seems I've broken down
the barner between the two, and discovered some essential rela-
tionship between hving and dreaming I never recognized before
Some secret has beer opened to me beyond the ordmary con-
scroustiess of man Can I carry 1t with me beyond this fight, into
normal hfe agam? Or 1s 1t forbidden knowledge? Will T Iose 1t
after ¥ land, as I've so often lost the essence of some midmght’s
dream?

I'd bad measles m Minneapolis that winter — drawn window
shades — glasses of bitter medicine — four days m bed It's the
only time mn my life I can remember having a doctor come to see
me The zero-cold months which followed Ieft colorless space in
my mind It now seems that I spent most of them under a flonerpot,
with Peter Rabbit, m Mr McGregor’s garden When spring finally
broke the weather, Mother and I made streetcar tnps to the city
parks, to the shores of Lake Minnetonka, to the falls of Minnehaha

Summer found us back in our home town of Little Falls The
new house wasn't built yet We had to Iive 1 a hotel But Crool,
our skittish driving horse, trotted us over the two miles of road to
our farm almost every day It was always an exciting ride, for he
shied at rusthng bushes and wind blown bits of paper Once he
£ot 50 quivery that he just sat down between the shafts and snorted

One of the carpenters working on our house made me a wooden
ladder It wasn’t very long, but with 1t T could reach the lower scaf
foldings, and chimb over fresh-smelling piles of lumber I watched
Belander, the aich ol out hus & from which 2 house
would grow I stood near Chelson, the mason, while he shaped tus
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granite blocks with dnill and hammer I kept at a safe distance
from Hendrickson, the farmer, while he swong his keen-edged
scythe

Lillian and Eva, my half sisters, were with me on the farm
that summer My father had been married before, and his wife
had died We often went to secret, violet-guarded dells where great
pnes strained wind through needles, and poplars filtered off the
sun The girls were a Iittle big to play with, but they showed me
Iots of things, like making teacups out of acorns, and barnyards
out of twigs We’d someturies go swimming together, and they'd
blow up my water wings

Father didn’t have much use for water wings He thought I'd try
harder and learn more quickly without them He'd often carry me
on is back to a mid-nver sland, tellng me to get down m the
water and kick hard with my legs to help him buck the current

I was with my father when I learned to swim I was eight years
old then We were near our big, red gramte “drymg-rock,” and
stnpped naked We almost never wore bathmg suits on the miver
bank, for there was rarely anybody within sight One day, I waded
out neck deep on the slimy, smooth-stone bottom, and slipped 10
a hole that was over my head When I broke surface and collsl""’
m 2 breath of air, I was startled to find that my father wasa't
runming toward me He just stood on shore and laughed And
then I realized that I was swimnung by myself The current quickly
carmnied me to shallow water

After that, Father and I often went on expeditions 0 nvers
creeks, and Iakes Now that I could both shoot and swim, I became
us partner ———

My senses tell me the left wing 1s low Let them think s0 Ball
and needle are in center,

“How many do you want, Boss?’

1S
My father dumps another turtle mto the boat with hs 0ar I
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the summer of 1911 The lake 1s full of turtles, red, green, and
yellow, sunning themselves on top of a thick growth of weeds They
try to dive as we approach, but some become entangled 1 the
matted stems and these we catch

“Get that Iittle one, Father?

It flips in beside me Sizes vary from summer hatched babies to
thick-shelled, snappmg grandfathers We'll let the big omes go
before driving home, but I want the babies for my pen — a series
of sandb dish and st landed tubs that I've con
nected with special turtle walkways

Father always calls me “Boss ” I don't mnd, but he’s not fool-
mg me I know who’s gomng to decide when we'll start home, and
when we'll g0 on the next expedition If I were really boss, we'd
stay here tomorrow too, and go 1o Squaw Lake next week Squaw
Lake has the best fishing I've ever seen — Just Iike the wilderness
lakes of his boyhood, Father says

Father taught me how to fish, just as he taught me how to
handle turtles, and to swim and hunt But 1t was Grandfather Land
who started me off with a2 gun He made me a present of a Stevens
single shot, 22 caliber nifle when I was six years old, and my Uncle
Charles, just back from moose country, up 1 Canada, showed me
how to shoot 1t at a special target mn the basement Whenever you'd
hut the bull's eye there was a clank and an won bird jumped up
Father thought six was young for a nfle, but the next year he gave
me a Savage repeater, and the year after that, 2 Winchester 12+
gaunge automatic shotgun, and he loaned me the Smith and Wesson
revolver that he'd shot a burglar with He'd let me walk behind
him with a loaded gun at seven, use an axe as soon as I had
strength enough to swing 1t, drive his Ford car anywhere at twelve
Age seemed to make no difference to im My freedom was com-
plete All he asked for was responsibility 1n retorn ———

The air speed’s down to eighty miles an hour, and the nose 15
suxteen degrees off course!



[378] The Spirit of St Lows

T warn myself of relaxation’s dangers It's all very well, I argue,
to go half asleep 1 high clear air, but flymg blind at low altitude
15 a matter of fe and death——ILfe and death' It's no use
There's a power beyond my will’s control which refutes these
claims of my conscious mind, a power which knows exactly where
the danger limut lies, and which realizes that as I become more
skilled m using instruments, the need for concentration accordingly
decreases Simply teling myself that T must hold those needles or
their marks has no effect That power, that third being, has taken
over the direction of my flight, knowing better than I how far
down the wing or nose can drop before an emergency has to be
declared and the alarm given to my ordmary senses

I looked forward with great apprehenston to long peniods of
flying blind under conditions of extreme fatigue I was afraud that
needles would jump around the cockpit more with each quarter
hour that passed, and that the plane mght get completely out of
control Instead, the needles seem to quiet down They stay
reasonably well n place The Spirit of St Lowts doesn’t vary much
m alutude, doesn’t stray hopelessly far off course Annoying as my
compass errors are, they’re no greater than they were above the
clouds before I started flymg blind My errors scem to have certait
defimte Limits, regardless of the condition of pilot, nstruments,
or air

With each minute, my confidence increases At first, my con
scious mind didn’t trust its ghostike, newly made acquaintance
But ow, when crises come, when sleep presses close and hard, it
gives over command entirely, as an ailng man gives over & bustness
he once thought no one else could run

I climb to 1500 feet If I fly higher I'm too I
pockets of clear air below the clouds If I fiy lower, more than ha
asleep, there'll be too much chance of crashing mto water Lush
1 could blow up the air cushion But I can’t fly blind with only ¥

doeso !t
knees agatast the stick The seat 1s hard and pamnful Pan
help 1o stay awake, as I once thought 1t would

kely to muss the
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THE TWENTY FIRST HOUR
Over the Adlantic

HOURS OF FUEL CONSUMED

NOSE TANK
%+
LEFT WING CENTER WING RIGHT WING
%+ %+ Yt
FUSLCLAGE

I L

Four twenty! It’s a half hour late for instrument readings But
I can't control those needles at the same time I'm making entnes
in my log It's not worth the effort anyway Il let it go until the
air’s clear again — let resetting the course go, too I'll just mark
the hour of fuel consumed If I hadn’t run thirty minutes over on
timng, I'd shuft to a wing tank I reach forward and add one more
Ine to the group under “nose tank ” The alumeter moves up a
hundred feet, and the turn indicator leans over to the nght as I
put the pencil back My route has curved eastward four degrees
since I changed course I offset that much on my compass

Shall I go on blind, or climb above the clouds? The monotony
of this changeless, opaque must, and the overwhelming desire for
sleep, create a longing for either sea or sky Since I'm completely
shut off from the sea, my mind grasps at the 1dea of giving up the
frustrating hunt for its surface to climb back into sunlight and the
crystalline upper world Now I know which way the wnd 15 blow-
mg, now Fve followed mn body the excursion my mund made 2
hundred times dunng the might and early morning, why tunnel
through this dismal fog when I have 1t 11 my power to reach the
Mountatn peaks?

“It's clear up 2bove ™

“But you’ve been there all mght jong ”

“1t's better than this fog
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“The fog may hit at any moment Then yow’ll have the se2”

“It's been an hour now and no Lfting

‘It can’t go on forever Any second may brimg the waves
agam ”

1 decide to continue blind for one hour more There ought to
be another clear spot by that tume If not, then I'll chmb up above
the clouds At least the chimb will be faster with every hour of
fuel consumed

I reach for the canteen No, just reaching throws the plane off
balance I don’t need water What 1f my throat 1s 2 little dry? Its
more mmportant to keep the needles centered, every time T use an
extra muscle they go jumpimng off

Maybe 1f I dropped down to 1000 or 500 fect I'd find st clear
right here below me Maybe I'm flymg in a layer of cloud lying
well above the sea Now that my altumeter’s properly set, T know
exactly how low I can fly i safety But to go down through the
mist, watching the altimeter needle so carefully, and at the same
time keeping other instruments where they belong, between glances
out to look for waves, seems a superhuman effort

I continue boring through the fog at 1500 hundred feet, while
my mind weaves 1n and out through time and hfe ——~—
EUROPE NEEDS FOOD!
CHILDREN STARVING!
CROPS CAN WIN THE WAR'
s Aptd, 1918,

Every day new headlines appear 1n the papers I " et
and our high school superntendent has offered full scholast -
to students who leave classes to work on farms 14 like
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the Army and fly 2 Scout, like Eddie Rickenbacker and the pilots
of the Lafayette Escadnlle, but P'm only sixteen — too young to
enlist— so I'm gong to help rase the crops to make the food we
need to win the war Father has bought a carload of Western
heifers, and apother of Western sheep We'll make our hundred-
and twenty acres of field and woodland produce all the food they
can

I'm taking my books with me — mathematies, civics, English,
hustory — for 111 graduate this spring, but it's a gesture, there
wont be much studymg after a full day’s Jabor on the farm, not
even our superintendent expects that There’ll be examiations, of
course, but they won’t be difficult to pass

Father's gomng to buy a tractor too so I can plow and seed our
fields He'll be away most of the time He has a law office m
Minneapols, and business mnterests often take him East I'll have
charge of the detalled runmng of the farm I must start nght in
and work hard, for there are fences to mend before the sheep
come, and the barn needs fixing for cows ———

Eught degrees right rudder

B b-baa-a-a The sound comes from a hazel-bushed hollow
T duck my head and scratch through dripping branches, glazed with
sleet B b-a aaa It's weak and plamtive I pick up the staggenng
lamb, sticky-wet from its mother’s womb and the melting snow,
and start back toward our house Its legs hang awkwardly agamst
my coat as 1t nuzzles around for mik The sky’s already darkenming
for might I've spent over an hour searching, since the ene came
back with the flock, thm, bloody, and bleating This lamb wouldn’t
have lived tll mornng It's the fifth I've found abandoned, two of
them dead, and more than half the floch must still give buth to
offspring These first-time mothers often leave thetr young

1t's a hard job kecping orphan Jambs alive You have to dry
them off, keep them warm, and feed them cow's milk through a
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mipple at mormng, noon, and night It takes time, time you havent
got 1o give them when you're organizing a farm, breaking in new
stock, and trywng to get the ground prepared for crops 1w
SPring ~ -~ —

Twelve degrees right rudder

Now 1’s mud September

“Sxty-four I'm tid Sixty-four Pm bid Who'll make 1t sty
five? Make 1t suxty-five! ~~ — Fresh Jast month and gomng at sty
four dollars! - - She's worth minety if she’s worth a cent~~-
gomg at sixty four ——— pomg at sixty four— ——sofd to Chasles
Lindbergh at sixty-four dollars' The auctioneer pomts his stick
at me and tuens to the next anymal

T'm buying cows for our mulk herd This roan 15 mixed 2s 8
mongrel dog She’s nothing to be proud of, but her udders are full
and her veins are large She’ run up our check from the creamery
‘The Western heters Father bought won’t help s much this winte?
They're bred for beef, and only a few will even be wosth mikmg

Some day we hope to have an all Guernsey farm We re start
ing with a thoranghbred bull from the Williams herd, and one
registered cow — —

Fave degrees right rudder

Leaves flutter i the wind around us as we hift a barked poplef
log, ghstening with sap » panel

*Nay, be rubs m the center Turn hum half vay round " D "
Thompson scores a four foot length with Ius axe, and WEdE‘;DES
the chips We're budding a log house for our Duroc Jersey
Next week 11l Jay the roof and chink the cracks
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Thompson 1s a tremendous help around the farm He was born
1 Norway about seventy years ago When he first came to this
country he worked 1n logging camps up north Now he hives 1 a
comer room of the vacant house that we used to rent to ten-
ants All he wants 15 a quiet place where he can spend his final
years

I’s a month since September’s killing frost warned us of a
northern winter The crops are m, our lofts are filled, we're work-
mg on the buildings Walls must be thick and banked wath carth
Our animals will have no stoves, and cold 1s ruthless m central
Minnesota —— —

Seven degrees right rudder

Light from my kerosene lantern throws soft shadows on the
floor The sun went down more than an hour ago The year of
1919 15 two weeks old My fingers strip out last drops of milk
It’s stuffy here 1n the barn Atr reeks of cows’ breath, body, and
manure Tongues rasp up Jast scraps of bran Teeth go on munch-
g hay I don't dare let in more ar tomght. It's thirty-seven
degrees below zero outude Steam puffs out from nostnls, and
windows are a half-inch thick with frost

1 separate cream, feed calves check stock m the lower bamn
There’s Billy, one of my four pet rams That quarter stick of
dynamute he ate doesn t seem to have damaged lum Snow squeaks
aganst my boots as I cross the road and follow the path to our
chicken coop Each breath of air puts frost on my nose hars that
melts when I exhale again A tree crachs through the mght's
silente, Dike a nfle shot A mthon stars hight up the sky

There’s a honk as I shme my lantern into the goose house
Hooligan, Fanny, and Matilda stretch necks belligerently No need
to worry about them Of all our animals and birds, they're the only
ones that like such cold Why, this afternoon when I brought them
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water, they splashed about and preemed themselves til each
feather was coated with 1ce

I leave a lantern burning m the chicken coop, stack hardweod
logs on the fire 1 our house’s basement furnace, throw extra sticks
m the stove upstairs, undress, and chmb 1n between the blankets
of my bed Sheets are too cold 1n such weather Wahgoosh, my fox
terrier, jumps up and cuddles at my feet—~—

Swing the nose back south

I slip teat cups on the last two cows and pull out my watch—
half past four 1n the morning! Today, I'm taking a tra to Minne-
apolss, a hundred miles away At midmght 11 milk agan 1t wlt
be a long wart for our animals, especially the fresher cows Butits
the only way I can make the trip and have enough time 1 the city
This afternoon I must mterview prospective tenants for our farm
T've got to find someone who'll take charge of fields, machiery,
and stock, for I'm to enter the University of Wisconsin m the fall
It’s Tune of 1920 I don’t like to think of gwing up the anmals 1
know so well, of strange hands moving the levers on my tractor
I may never farm agamn myself, for I'm gomg to be a mechantcal
engmeer

I didn’t plan on runming the farm permanently I started be-
cause of the war, and kept on because I loved the life and our
Minnesota home But two years out of school are enough EveR
now I may be too rusty to keep up 1n the strict classes of a0
engmeening college I have my high school diploma, put I havent
studied on the farm, and I've forgotten a lot about procedur
formulae, and rules

I don’t want to go to college very much But Father and Motht:
went to the University of Michigan, and they think I ought to b2 2
college graduate too Everyone says its important 10 have
diploma “It helps you get along m Jater life ”
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Suppose I fail to get through the uniersity? Even then I won't
come back to the farm And I'm not gowng to follow my father
mto Jaw or poliics I've seen enough of life m Washmgton to
know it s not for me 111 never forget my father saymg, “A lawyer’s
tied to hus office and his desk ” And then, after a pause, he added,
‘It 150t the Yand of work you'd hke

Whether 1 graduate from the university or not, there are two
things T want to do I want to pilot an airplane, and I want to go
to Alaska Vilhjalmur Stefansson says Alaska 1s our modern fron
tier, like the West of a generation back It holds adventure, and
opportumty — and I'm not afraxd of cold Maybe someday I can
leamn to fly, and then fly to Alaska — — —

Im twenty degrees off course’

I shake my head and thumb my eyehds open It seems impos-
sible to keep the earth-inductor needle centered Is it going out
of commussion again? No, the hquid compass 1s steady and off 1o
the same direction Why does the needle 1nsist on nding to the left
of its lubber line? Time and agam I've centered 1t with the rudder;
but 1n a few seconds 1t’s back where 1t was before In the past my
errors have averaged up, they've been as much one way as the
other Now, they have as defimite a dnit as the wind, and there's
apparently nothing I can do about 1t In moments of relative aware-
ness this fact causes me much concern, but to the strange new
apprehension I've developed, it seems of httle import Let the tumn
ndicator move excesssvely from center, and my muscles react tg
press the rudder, but ten degrees left on the compass causes them
not the slightest stir
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THE TWENTY SECOND HOUR
Over the Atlanuc

HOURS OF FUEL CONSUMED

NOSE TANK
%43+ N
LEFT WING CENTER WING RIGHT WING
Y+t Y%+ %+
FUSELAGE

L 1

Four fifty two I grope for the pencil in my pocket, and take my
eyes from the turn mdicator long enough to add another mark to
the group under “nose tank  There are an 1mpressive number of
those leaden marks now, on the instrument board — twenty of
them — and an extra hour using up the top gallons from the tanks
I'm twenty one hours from New York I switch over to the nght
wing-tank — time to lighten 1t a bit Log entnes can go until the
air’s clear

Will the fog never end? Does this storm cover the entire ocean?
Except for that small, early morning plot of open sca, I've beed 11
1t or above 1t for nine hours What happened to the high pressure
area that was to give me a sunny sky? The only storms reposted
were local ones mn Europe!

I remind myself again that I didn't wait for confirmal
good weather Dr Kimball said only that stations along the cosst
reported clearing, and that a large high-pressure area was moving
1n over the North Atlantic He dido’t say there'd be n0 storIDi
The weather’s no worse than I expected when I planned this ﬂ'ghu
‘Why should I complam of a few blind hours m the mom‘mgz] 1
the fog Lfts by the tume I strike the European coast, that’s au]d
should ask The flight's been as successful as I ever hoped 3t %O

tron of
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be The only thing that's seriously upset my plans s the sleepless
mght before I started — those extra twenty three hours before
take-off

Of course no one thought the weather would break enough to
Jet me start so quickly But why did I depend on what anyone
thought? Why did I take any chance? I didn’t have to go to a show
that evening I didn’t have to go to New York Ths 1s the price
for my amusement, and sts too high It wmperls the entuwe flight
If this were the first morning without sleep nstead of the second,
blng flying would be a different matter, and my navigation on a
different plane

Sometimes, shut wn by fog the unpression of movement ceases,
and I seem to be just hanging 1n space — unrelated to any outside
pomt of reference, hypnotized by the mstruments, deluded by the
noise and vibration of the engine wmto the belef that I'm fSymg
rapidly across an ocean between two great contments of the world
How fantastic 1t 1s to think that 1f I just sit here long enough,
Juggling these needles, France will he below — like a child’s 1mag-
mnary travels n a parlor chair

Over and over agam, I fall asleep with my eyes open, knowng
I' faling asleep, unable 1o prevent it, having all the scnsatrons
of falling asleep, as one does n bed at mght, and then, seconds or
Munutes later, having all the sensations of waking up When I fall
asleep this way, my eyes are cut off from my ordmnary mind as
though they were shut, but they become directly connected to this
new, extraordinary mmd which grows imncreasiagly competent to
deal wyth thewr impressions — — ~

Rught rudder, melve degrees

The fog dissolves, and the sea appears Fiying two hundced fect
higher, 1 wouldn't have seen it, for the overcast is just above me

V4

-
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While I'm staring at the instruments, dunng an unearthly age
of tume, both conscious and asleep, the fuselage behind me becomes
filled with ghostly presences — vaguely outhned forms, trans-
parent, moving, niding weightless with me 1 the plane I feel no
surprise at therr comimng There's no suddenness to their appear-
ance Without turming my head, I see them as clearly as though 1
my normal field of vision There’s no lumt to my sight — my skult
Is one great eye, secing everywhere at once

These phantoms speak with human voices — friendly, vapor-
like shapes, without substance, able to vanish or appear at will,
to pass 1n and out through the walls of the fuselage as though no
walls were there Now, many are crowded behind me Now, only
a few remam Furst one and then another presses forward to my
shoulder to speak above the engne’s noise, and then draws back
among the group behund At times, voices come out of the air atself,
clear yet far away, traveling through distances that can’t be
measured by the scale of human miles, familiar voices, conversing

and advising on my flight, P of my ,
Teassufing me, giving me of 1mp ble 1

ordmary life
Apprehensxon spreads over ume and space untd their old
I'm not of time's d Figures

of miles from New York and onles to Paris lose their mterest. All
sense of substance leaves There’s no longer weight to my body,
no lopger hardness to the stick The feelng of flesh 15 gone 1
become independent of physical laws — of food, of shelter, of Life
T'm almost one with these vaporlike forms behind me, less tangible
than air, umiversal as aether I'm stll attached to life, they, not at
all, but at any moment some thin band may snap and there’ll be
1o difference between us

The spints hase no ngid bodies, yet they remam human in
outhne form — emanations from the expenience of ages, wnhabit-
ants of a unnerse closed to mortal men I'm on the border Lise of
Iife and a greater realm beyond, as though caught 1 the field of
gravieation befween (wo pianets, zcted o 8y forees I cam't cogrod,
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forces 100 weak to be measured by any means at my command
yet representiog powers mcomparably stronger than Yve et
hnown

1 realize that values are changing both within and without By
mnd For twenty-five years, it’s been sursonnded by solid walls
of bone, not percesving the limatless expanse, the unmortal exstence
that hes outside Is this death? Am I crossing the bdge which on¢
sees only m last, depasung moments? Am I already beyond the
pomt from which 1 can bning my vison back to easth and mes?
Death no longer scems the final end 1t ased 1o be, but rather the
entrance 10 a new and free existence which mcludes all space al
fime

Am I now more man or spit? Wil L iy my asrplane on 10
Europe and lwe 1w flesh as 1 have before, feehng hunger, paim,
and cold, or am I about to jom these ghostly forms. beconie 2

m space, 2l all knowmng, ushampered bY
materzalstie fetters of the world?

At another time 1'd be startled by these viawons, but on this
fantastic flight, P'm so far separated from the earthly hife 1 koow
that 1 accept whateves cifcumstance may come 1u fact, these ¢mis
sanes from a spint world are quite m keeping with the night and
day They're newther sntruders nor slangers 1r's mare Jike a gather
1ng of Tamaly and fnends aftes years of separation, a8 though 1s¢
kpown alt of them before in some past incarnation They're 25
different from men, and yet as smular, as the mght’s cloud mout-
tamns were 1o the Rockies of the West They belong with
wowenny thunderheads and moonht corrdors of sky Dv ﬂae?'
board my plane, uaseen as I flew between the temple’s pilars
Have they nidden wath me through sunrise, 150 day? What strang®
connection exsts between us® If theyre 50 concerned with 4
welfare, why didn't they introduce themselves before? i

I Iwe 1 the past, the present, and the futhre: here a0°
different places, all at once Around we are old assQCIAtiins, b%":p
tnendships, vorces from My cistont tames Yistas "P‘“’ m
before me as changmg as those between the cloads T poss
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flymg m a plane over the Atlantic Ocean, but I'm also lving 1n
years now far away

Whip-poor-will — — ~ Whip-poor-will ~ — — That’s Fathers
whistle! He’s coming down the 1cehouse road I jump up from
kitchen table, let the screen door slam, hop down steps to mect
him s late afternoon A cool breeze has followed midday’s blis-
tening sun My father Jeans his bicycle against an oak tree, and we
walk along the garden path Here, tomato plants are growing
There, radishes are crisp and npe Under that stone pile, Spot, my
hunting dog, 1s buried [ carnied rocks for weeks to mark his grave

Father and I eat radishes and lettuce, and talk of our plans,
for next week, 1n this month of June, 1915, we start on a most
important expedition From the headwaters of the Muississippr,
we are to make a rowboat voyage through forest, swamp, and
rapids, until, after many mghts of camping, we arrive again at the
banks of our farm Possibly m future years we Il dnft all the way
down to New Orleans — but thats a dream — — -

Six degrees night rudder

Now, our tram has jerked and whistled north to Bermdpp Now,
our white, clinker-built rowboat 15 bemng towed by hvery car over
the forty mules of road to Lake Itasca Now, our equipment 1s
stowed 1i» bow and stern and only the pamter holds us to the
wharf

My father rows along the shore searching for the mer outlet
Water 15 clear and satin smooth Fush splash rings upon the surface
Turtles shither off their logs

“ Charles, you're young, you'll ive to see great changes,” my
father tells me as we ghde over the surface *They may not come
sa my lifetime, but they will m yours ”
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Sometimes, when we're alone, Father talks to me about politics
and economics, and the reforms our government ought to bring
about I don't make any answer, for I don’t quite understand what
he means, and 1t disturbs me to have him mention things that will
take place after he 15 dead

Ever since I can remember, Father has been concerned about
what’s going on m this country — tariffs, and monopolies, and the
“Money Trust ” I sometimes wonder 1f he doesn’t spend too much
time thinking about problems he doesn't have to solve Maybe he
makes them seem more serious than they really are If such dan
gerous happemings lie ahead, why don’t other men worry about
them too? But of course my father 1sn’t like other men There ate
moments when I feel he can see mnto the future, as though he were
living, today, in years ahead, as though 1t’s my life to come that
he dwells 1n rather than his own

“Money can’t draw such high mterest rates mdefnutely,” Father
contmues “A man who has a mortgage on lus land at ten er
twelve percent doesn’t have a farr chance If the farmers don't
orgamze, big busmess will take everything they’ve got This country
belongs to the people, but they haven't learned how to run it yet
The trouble 15 that people don't have any way of getting at the
truth

Father’s concerned about the war, too He says special 1nterests
would Itke to get us s 1t, and that propaganda s already uoder
way “We're making too many foreign loans,” he tells me, 3“‘{
“the trouble with war 1s that 1t kills the best and youngest mer

We find the niver —up here 1t’s only a brook —and wind
slowly down through grass banks, tamarack, and pine Sun altel
nates with shower There are noises 1n the brush

Turn east, turn north, turn south, and west You'd think a fiver
had no purpose But 1t's as certain as 1t 15 indifferent We can trust
the Mississippt We know that tegardless of where 1t wan i
will finally take us to our farm We portage around raptds €10V d
pinken 1 the west Spaces between tree trunks darken We gront!

our boat, pitch our teepee tent, and light the cookmg fire==""

Flames play with forest shadows Two bass fry m the pan

ders, &
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owl hoots 1n the distance Water gurgles over stones We stand 1
smoky air to keep mosquitoes away, and eat, and talk — ——

Qur tent 1s dark Frogs and cnickets bave the might The day’s
work fades m mind ~~—I'll wake at sunfise ——— know exactly
where I am———One can’t get lost——~voyagmg down a
nver ———

Gray scales appear below, vague and misty I nose down But
fog closes n before I drop a hundred feet Were those waves real,
or did I see a mrrage 1n the mist? P’m not sure I dectde to fiy at
a thousand feet nstead of fifteen hundred There, I'll have a better
chance of making contact with the water

But I catch only tantalizing ghmpses of the sea Finally I give
up searching for 1t, and resign myself to the cockpit, the nstru-
ments, and the strange passengers I carsy In them are solitude and
compantonship, proxumity and distance, a call to death, a gmdance
to Ife One or two, more promiment than the others, nde just
behind my shoulder, close but never touching, commumcatmg
sometimes by voice and sometimes without the need of speaking

Must hightens — the Spirir of St Lowss bursts into brilhant sun-
light, dazzling to fog-accustomed eyes — a blue sky — sparkling
whitecaps The ocean 1s not 5o wild and spray-lashed It’s less
ragged with streaks of foam The winds strength has decreased,
and 1t has shifted toward my tail

The plane’s shadow rushes in to meet me as I pose down closer
to the waves I last saw It centered 1n the rambow, high up 12
mormng clouds Such a small shadow, skipping from erest to crest,
all but losing 1tself i the troughs, secmingly fearful 1t wont catch
up before I reach the surface

Bnllant light, opemng sky, and clanty of waves fill me with
hope I've probably passed through the great body of the storm
Clouds still lie ahead and on each side—some as fog on the
water — some high above But there are channels of clear awr
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between Not that Pl follow those channels, but future penods of
blind flymg should be shoster, and broken up by simiac gembhe
wvistas of the sea 'm free of the mstruments I can look around
again The gravitation of hfe 1s strong

THE TWENTY-THIRD HOUR
her the Atlannc
HIOURS OF FUEL CONSUMED

NOSE TANK
Yttt 33
LEFT WING CENTER WING RIGHT WING
A K4 Yt
FUSELAGE

T 2

St zero five For over three hours I've enteted nothuag 1 the
log What difference does it make? When one can sit stilt and varm
10 sup, and stare at such beauty, the clerklike detadls of a log arc
of trivial amportance Besides, Il be i the next clond before I
can take down 2 set of readings — unless there’s ceiling eough
to fy beneath gt

There 13 no cetlng 1 chumb back to a thousand feet, and reset
the wind dnft from ten to five degrees

T'm over ten howrs out from Newfoundland In Jess thad eight
hours mose, f the wind holds and T not too far off course
should strike the Tnsh coast Eight hours tsn’t such a long mght—
only one working day — only a hetle Jonger tharn the &P petweet
5t Lowss and New York And thesn, sn another 1% hundred miies
't be over Paris In fourteen houss, the fight will be done Ff’“’d
teen hous I less time than it fook to fly between San Di#E0 at
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St Louts ~——If the weather clears ———If the engme keeps on
runamg ~—— ff [ strke Ireland — — — Well, at least my plane wall
be light, and stall down slowly — —— Why think about a forced
landing? Think about Treland — — — Esght hours 1sn’t such a long
flight - — — only three times the length of the mail route between
St Lows and Chicago~——Im already biting mto the eighth
hour — . In one more hour, only seven will be left — — ~ There’s
the sun agam, beating down on another fog shored lake of the
ocean ~ — ~

Sea, clouds, and sky are all stirred up together — dull gray
must, binding white must, patches of blue, mottling of black, a
band of sunhght spnnkling dsamond facets on the water There are
clouds lymng on the ocean, clouds just rsen from 1ts surface, clouds
floating at every level through twenty thousand feet of sky, some
small, some overpowering in size — wisps, masses, layers It’s a
breeding ground for must

1 fly above, below, between the layers, as though following the
interstices of a grant sponge, sometimes under a blue sky but over
an ocean veiled by thick and drifting mast, sometimes brushing gray
clouds with my wings while my wheels are almost rolling wn the
breakers’ foam It's like playmng leapfrog with the weather These
cloud formations help me to stay awake They give me something
on which to fix my eyes i passing, but don't hold my stare too
long Their tremepdous, changing, flashing world removes mo-
notony from flight

The wind continues to decrease Angular rays from the sun
spread through crevasses in clouds ahead Ichimb to 500 feet That
keeps me above most areas of fog, and below most of the heavier
cloud layers Now and then I have to fly blind for a few munutes,
but never for long

A cloud arches above me, hike a great bndge If I pulled back
on the stick, I could almost loop around 1t That would help to
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keep awake But loopmng bridges 1sn't part of a transatlantc
flight -~~~

‘Come on folks, take an airplane ride with Captan Frank
Dunn, the only man 1n the world who’s ever looped the Joop com
pletely around a bridge over a navigable river! See your farm from
the airt Tell the gals what 1t's like to fly! Only five dollars for a
flight over town' Sure, take her up with ya Who's next 1 lne?
Hi there! Stay away from that propeller™

Captain Frank Dunn hasn’t looped around any kind of 2
bridge, river below 1t navigable or not, he's a steady, cantious fiyer
But 1t’s a good lme for the circus barker — extra mouthfuls of
words — prestige for the pilot, bait for the crowd

It’s a summer week end, m 1925 Frank Dunn, Bud Guraey,
and I have brought three planes to this pasture near St Charles,
Missourt Bud learned to fly last year He overhauled an engue t0
pay for his mnstruction, scraping m the bearings with a pocket kuife
Now, he’s one of the best pilots at Lambert Field Our flying curcus
has been ballyhooed by press and handbills for a week Business
has been good all afternoon Not a spark plug has fouled, not 2
tad skid has snapped It’s been a pleasant afternoon too — light
wind, smooth air, and a field large enough to make each take-off
and landing routine rather than adventure

In order to attract passengers out to our rented pasturc,
adverttsed wing-walking and acrobatics Now, the crowd 1s restless,
demandng the show we promised That means turning down good
profits, but sunset’s not far away

“Ladues and gentlemen!” The barker's voice shrills through my
1dling exhaust * Captan Lindbergh will now take the air for a:
exhibition of death-defymg acrobatics He flies upside dovm an
nghtstde up! There’s no stunt he will not do! Keep your eyes 1
the sky' Don't mass 1! There he poest”

T push the throttle open, zoom off the ground, chmb,

1, and spm I blow leaves off treetops with Dy shipstecas
spural, jd
chandelle around the field, and land

we've

loopy
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Now 1t's Dunn’s turn His engue has more power, so he’s
carrying the wing-walker We pilots are concerned about the wing-
walker None of us has seen hun perform, and he's to do a break-
away He says he’s done them before, but he shows a shght un-
certainty, 2 lack of sure technique that makes us wonder I swiich
off my engine and walk over to his plane to make sure that his
Iadder 15 properly attached to the landing gear, that his harness
strap 15 strong enough, that he understands the vital need of snap-
ping on before he * breaks ”

It’s only a few weeks ago that R ——— lost his performer 1o a
breakaway over a suburb of St Lowrs That man said he had ex
pertence, 100, but he slipped off the wing with a slack ladder and
a weak snap on hs safety cable The snap broke and his muscles
gave way He plunged down to his death

I find the ladder’s knots well tied It’s stretched taut along the
wing The performer’s harness 15 ruggedly budlt Its fitings are
oversize Yes, he knows about snappng on “No need to worry,”
he says There’s nothing more I can do I go back to my Standard
But no passenger steps forward Every man and woman wants to
see the show

Captam Dunn takes off, banks, pomts back toward the crowd
A figure moves slowly from the fuselage, over the wing, to the
outer-bay strut, waves as the plane passes overhead, chmbs up to
the cabane, crawls down onto the landing gear as the pilot cireles
So far, so good Now for the breakaway

The Standard noses up to five hundred feet The performer 15
sitting at the wmng tip He’s a thousand yards away ———five hun-
dred ———two hundred —~~one hundred - — —fifty — He falls
off, swings m an arc beneath the plane, angles tallward with the
force of arr That fimishes our performance Now, we can try to
get a few more passengers before dark ——~ But what's wrong? The
performer dangles at the ladder’s end He should be halfway up
The plape turns back toward us Was he injured 1n the jump? But
the swing was smooth — there appeared to be no jerk

Bud Gurney comes running up “Dunn’s only got twenty mmn-
utes of gas left 1n the tank ™
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“Can you cut um loose?” I ask Bud’s an expert wing walker

“I can 1if you put htm 1n the cockpit”

“Got a knife?”

“A pocket knife, but 1t’s sharp ”

“Pull the prop, then ”

I open the throttle while Bud 1s chimbing into my plane No
need to worry about sum — clear head — steady nerves — agile
as a monkey

We're off the ground, banking, climbing It’s not gomng to be an
easy job with my OX-5 Standard —no extra power for control,
and Il have to fit the front cockpit around the performer, and
hold 1t there while Bud cuts through both ropes of the ladder with
his kmfe

But we’re too late Captan Dunn 1s ghding down to land
He’s headed toward a cornfield next our pasture I drop my Wiig
to get a better view The performer hangs limply i air — 10 sigd
of Iife — — ~ He’s cleared the trees ——— he’s cleared the fence -——
His body drags through tassels — — ~ through stalks — — - strikes the
earth — — ~ plows a furrow along the ground — — — The plane stalls
down ahead of him —— — bounces — — — ground-loops — ——$tops
with dead propeller ~ — — The pilot jumps out — — - runs back ~==
helps the performer to his knees ———to his feet —~—

Bud and I circle twice, and fly back and land on the pasture
Most of the crowd have rushed off to the cornfield The sun %
below the horizon No more passengers will nide tonight

It’s nearly two hours before pilot and performer returs,
together m the back of an open car Captamn Dunn Taughs as he
steps out “We took him to the hosputal, just to make sure no bones
were broken The doctors say there’s nothing wrong He'll be &
Iittle suff for a few days, that’s all ”

The performer imps out, smiling sheepishly Purple bruises
ring his eyes — “from the cornstalks ”

“The ladder twisted around *till he couldn’t climb up,” D““; °:‘a
plans “Ropes were too new, I guess And” (2 Tow-voiced s e N
us) “I think he was badly scared, too I could see m haogin d"“n

there, lookin® up at me with his big eyes wide open God, 1t was &

ndmg
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awful feelng! Nothin® I could do to help um Pretty short of fuel,
too — thought I better land before I had a dead stick Thought 1t
would be softer for him 1n that cornfield — wouldn’t drag him as
far as on the pasture I was afraid the tail skid would come down
on top of lum — —— but 1t dida’t How’s my plane? Corn do much
damage?’ Dunn had rushed off to the hospital without even glanc-
mg at his ship

“A few tears m the wing,” I tell im “We'll gtve you a hand
patching em up 1 the morning

* Say, how much did I clear that fence by? I wanted to be sure
1 dido’t snag lum on a wire

“You had lots of room — twenty feet at least ™

“Let’s tie down for the night

“Tie down for the night"” How hghtly we said it at the end
of a flying circus day There was always a townsman's car to carry
us to a hotel, always a warm supper, always a clean bed And
sleep was as certamn as the sunset

Sunlight flashes as I emerge from a cloud My eyes are drawn
to the north My dreams are startled away There, under my left
wing, only five or six miles distant, a coasthne parallels my
course — purple, haze covered hulls, clumps of trees, rocky chffs
Small, wooded 1slands guard the shore

But I'm 1n mud Atlantic, nearly a thousand mules from land*
Half formed thoughts rush through my mind Are the compasses
completely wrong? Am I hopelessly lost” Is 1t the coast of Labrador
or Greenland that I see? Have I been flying north instead of east?

It's Like waking from a sound sleep 1n strange surroundings,
1n a room where you've never spent 2 mught before The wallpaper,
the bed, the furniture, the light commng in the window, nothung 1s
as you expected 1t to be

1 shake my head and look again There can be no doubt, now,
that P'm awake But the shore line ss still there Land wa mid
Atlantic! Something has gone wrong! I couldnt have been flying
north, regardless of the cy of my The sun and/

v
7
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the moon both rose on my left, and stars confirmed that my general
direction was toward Europe I know there’s no land out here m
mid-ocean — nothing between Greenland and Iceland to the porth,
and the Azores to the south But I look down at the chart for
reassurance, for my mind 1s no longer certain of its knowledge
To find new 1slands marked on 1t would bardly be stranger than
the fhght stself

No, they must be mirages, fog islands sprung up along my
route, here for an hour only to disappear, mushrooms of the sea
But so apparently real, so cruelly deceptive! Real clouds cover their
tugher hulls, and pour down wito thex ravines How can those bluffs
and forests consist of nothing but fog? No 1slands of the earth
could be more perfect

D1d a wind of hurricane velocity blow me on toward Europe
through the mght? Have I been threading a tornado’s corndors?
That may be the coast of Ircland Pm passmg It would take less
than five minutes to fly over and make sure It cant be just fog—
the pomted tops of spruce trees nse above the common mass I
can almost see therr branches spreading out How can it be all
fog, when there are wisps of fog along the coast, when I can tell
the difference between the fog and land? If 1t’s not Treland, 1t must
be the shore Iine of some Atlantis

I bank northward, then, before the Spirit of St Lows turms
ten degrees, [ straighten out agam It's nonsense, pure nonseos®
to be lured off course by fog islands m the middle of an ocean
flight 111 not allow myself such indulgence 11l waste no time aof
gasoline on fanciful excursions which can only end 1 disillusion
ment and additional fatigue ’

But if those 1slands aren’t real land, if they are not of earth’s

how can I d h land from a? How wall I reco8

nize Eutope when I reach 1t? T see surf on the beaches and trees
m the forests, yet my reason tells me that it all 18 fog'

and hilly Now

An 1sland Lies across my route ahead, wooded o Ly towar i

curiosity can be satisfied without cost to conscience
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1t, my eyes almost convince my mmnd that 1t s land Then, like the
desert mtrage that turns to burning sand, shades of gray and white
and pusple disappear Boulders are only shadows next to sunlight
Trees and rolling hills become crevasses 1n the fog Beaches are
but wisps of must, and the surf, a Line of whitecaps on the sea

Clouds break and it as the angle of the sun increases The
horizon 15 now sharp and bnght I must get down to business
Navigation can’t be ueglected longer If I keep putting it off for
fifteen minutes at a time, the entire day will pass Each apathetic
hour adds hazard to my flight, becomes a blot on my record as a
pilot, a depressant to morale I feel shame at my lack of resolution,
Iike dull internal pain How disgusted I'll be with myself, zfter I'm
rested and alert agan I've smuled at men who succeed only w1 the
luxury of normal Iife I've believed that fatige and hardship are
the real tests of character, and now, confronted by them, I'm
falmg My body and my mind are dreammg, I'm flymg as a

mght walk, of ding danger, yet
unable to attamn a woken state I'm capable only of holding my
plane aloft, and laxly pointed toward a headwng I set some hours
ago No extra energy remams I'm as strengthless as the vapor
Imbs of the spints to whom I histen

In San Diego, I'd planned on taking dnit sights at dawn, and
every hour through the day Behind me 1n the fuselage, the dnft-
wndicator 15 Iying n 1its rack The movement of an arm could slip
1t 1nto the brackets on my window I'd only have to linc up its
Pparalle] hars with the foam’s apparent path Then I could read off
my exact angle of dnft, and offset 1t on the compass So simple
So wmpossible Why did 1 ever thmk I could fly the Spirit of St
Lowuis straight while I lean out over the eyepiece of a dnft-
wdicator? Why didn’t I foresee the faugue of mornmg after tweaty-
0dd hours of flight? T could have traded the mstrument’s weight for
another half gallon of fuel
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The sun 1s out half the time now Its rays beat down through
the top window My fiying swit 1s uncomfortably hot

THE TWENTY-FOURTH HOUR
Over the Atlantic

HOURS OF FUEL CONSUMED

NOSE TANM
Yo+t 11
LEFT WING CENTER WING RIGHT WING
%+ Yt %+
FUSELAGE

3HE BT T

The twenty-third hour 15 almost past But T won’t bother keep-
ing the log any more Its sequence has been broken, and the effort
of filling 1 1ts columns 1s out of all proportion to any future value
The fuel valves can stay where they are, too — 0 need of shiftng
them each hour I pencil one more score on the mstrument board,
for fuel, and go on strugghng vaguely with my navigating problems

Twenty-three hundred miles from New York Thirteent ‘Thundred
miles to Pans 1 look down at the chart — then 1ts only 700 s
to Ireland — probably less than that— probably not Over 600
with the tal wind that’s been blawing That 5 degrees 1 allowed
for St Johu's ought to have brought me north to my foute by 20%
I reach down and remove 1t from my earth inductor heading Acd
1 shonld add 3 degrees for course change, too But how about &t
the other factors? I must work with more precision R

Let's see, 'm making a Lttle over 90 miles an hour on the
indicator Suppose the wind has added another 30 myles to ﬂ'g
speed Then for every hour P've flown since leaving Newfoundian
I could add 20 mules to my estunated even 100 Fd be 2 Tosg :12
ahead of the marhs on the chart T left Newfoundland =-=% ih
did I leave Newfoundland? I seem no longer able t© deal »1
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figures St John's was 11% hours from New York, and I'm now
23 hours from New York— 11 from 23 15—~~twice 11 15 22
~—=—then 11 and 12 make 23 — — - Twenty three — ~— what do I
want with twenty three? What am I gong to use it for? 11 have
to start again—~——1n 2 mnute or two———after my mind 15
clearer -~ — 111 let my mind rest for a mmnute or two, and start
agaun ———

* Lindbergh, you do better i your sleep than most of the other
fellows ™ It s Mr Livermore, my umversity advisor, speaking I'm
a student agam, sn engmeering He shuffles through my practice
lettering cards for drawmg class It’s true that Ive filled them out
m mudnight hours “You'll get by on these But what's the matter
with your mathematcs?’

“Well, sir, I can get the problems all right, but -~

“Lindbergh, your compositions are good, but why can’t you
learn to punctuate and spell”” Mr Brosws, my instructor m fresh-
man English, sits before me He hands back the last essay I sub
mitted *I can’t Jet you get by with commas where semicolons
ought to be You'd better put some extra study mto the rules of
construction — — -

Why should one spend the bours of lfe on formulae, sem:-
colons, and our crazy Englsh spelling? I don’t believe God made
man to fiddle with pencil marks on paper He gave hum earth and
arr to feel And pow even wings with which to fly I'd like to stop
taling English, and concentrate on engiucerng Then, maybe I
could get my average grades up above the danger lwe I wish I
could take an aeromautical engmeenng course I believe I'd be
more successful 1 that I could work hard to understand the magic
1n the contours of a wing But the University of Wisconsin doesat
teach much The M t Institue of Technol
15 the best place one could go-— but I couldn’t pass the entrance
tequirements there

I have not been a good student My mind has been the partaer
of my body rather than its master For so long, I can sit and con-
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centrate on work, and then, willy-mily, my body stands up and
walks away ~— to the shores of Lake Mendota, to the gymnasium
swimming pool, to my motorcycle and distant country roads

Eleven different schools I've gone to, from the District of
Columbia to Redondo Beach n California, and there’s not one
that I've enjoyed Their memory chafes ke a shipping rope agamst
the flesh of childhood A-B C-— make straight hnes straight and
curved hines smooth D-E-F — copy big capital letters from the
paper stnip above the blackboard G-H-I-—Y'm eight years old,
s my first week of school After tutoring with my mother, I've
started 1n Force's second grade K-L-M —t's twenty mmutes i
lunch time I stretch cautiously i the seat, and practice wiggling
my ears N O-P—for each twelve breaths, one munute passes
Q-R-S—1 can hold ope deep breath for three full minutes
TUY e

Ten years of school were like that— mmmg for knowledge,
buryimng Lfe — studying 1n grade school so I could pass exammnd-
tions to get mto high school — studying i high school s0 1 could
Ppass examinations 1o get 10to college — studying 1n college s0--=
but there I broke the cham Why should I contmue studyiag 10
pass examinations to get nto a life 1 didn’t want to lead —~3 bfe
of factories, and drawing boards, and desks? In the fisst balf of
my sophomore year I left college 1o learn to fly.

Oh, I know that civilized progress depends on education Witb-
out 1t, I'd have had no motorcyele to nde, no tractor {0 fu8 on
our farm, 1 wouldn't now be flying 1n an auplane above the North
Atlantic Ocean Of course one must have knowledge But why
can’t we partake of 1t 1 moderation, balance it with othe? quakies
1 Ufe? Why learn the mathematics of the planets if we lose appre
ciation of the earth?

But maybe 1f I'd been 2 better student I'd know what to d0
swith the Dumber “23” Maybe this 15y pumshment for pot study~
1ng harder, for not tramng my rund on Latm verse, and m‘“‘“;‘zl
1ng those formulae of physics “23” may be the key to Pai's anh
don't know how 1o use 1t “Failed his exammation bocass® ®
couldn't solve the problem when X equals 237
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Rught rudder, fifteen degrees

There was one exception From the Army flymg school 1
Texas I graduated top man 1n my class There, I'd really gotten
down to busmess, worked on my studies as I'd never worked
before I hadn’t been much impressed by university diplomas They
seemed advantageous but unessential bits of paper, not worth the
sacrifices their award requred But an Arwr Service pilot’s wings
were Iihe a silver passport to the realm of light, With them went
the night to fly all military arplanes With them went 2 second
Leutenant’s bars In pursutt, m bombardment, 1n observation, 1
attack, their owner could — -~

The sunbeams blmk off m my cockpit The waves are sheened
with msty light between shadows of fast dnfting clouds I must
stop daydreaming — get back to mavigation ——~Im more than
halfway across the ocean, sttll flymg  haphazard course T shuft
sideways 1 the seat, pove joints, tense muscles, hunt for a pad
of flesh my bones haven't half pushed through Any change mn feel-
1ng, any stumulation to the senses helps It's less a question of pamn
or pleasure, than of attammg any fectng at all T dnnk deeply
from the canteen Why conserve water for a forced landing when
1 need 1t so badly on the fight? I'll stake this water on getting
through to Paris, rather than keeping alive 2 few extra days at sea
The best safeguard agatnst disaster 1s to take what I need, now
Besides, I have a whole gallon put away for emergency

It's much too hot m the cockpit I zip open my flymg sut, and
cup a hand mto the shpstream agam to bring aur agamst my face
1 fly fiest with one arm and then with the other, stiffen and relax
my body, shake my head and bramn These things I can do without
taking my feet off the rudder pedals

Now I'll start again I left St Jobn’s 2t 7 09 It's 7 20 on the
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clock I'm 12 hours out from Newfoundland At 100 miles an bour,
that would put me less than 700 mudes from the Inish coast But the
tail wind 1s stronger than I planned on Suppose I've averaged
120 mdes an hour since St John’s 12 hours at 120 miles an
hour ~ -~ 10 hours at 120 mues an hour would be 1200 miles —
12 hours would make 1440 miles 1440 from 1860 15 about 400
myes [ may be within 400 mules of the Insh coast at tius mo
ment

I may be closer! The wind aloft dunng the mght might have
been stronger It mught have been blowing 60 mules an hour
Suppose 1 averaged 150 mues durmg the mght and 120 mdes
afterward No, that s too much I can’t work it out I dont wantto
bother with any more figures Ir's better not to count oa the wind.
Tl calculate my course at an even 100 mules an hour and stay
with my onginal eshmate of navigation I've got to be prepared
for discouragement 1f T don’t strike the coast of Ireland when my
arnval time comes dne I have no reserve for disappomntments I
can’t afford to indulge 1n hopefuiness and tail winds

But what correction shall I make for dnft, for the detours
around thunderheads, for the houts P've been veenng notth of my
headings? Il rest a few more minutes and then figure out 2 solu-
tion for this problem too

Rught rudder, ten degrees

It was 10 the Army fiymng schools that I fearned the elements

of navigation -—how to swing a compass, how to fay a ctzﬂ\'s'-
There, such words as * Mercator,” * gnomonic,” “polytomc,‘ and
“vanation,” lost their mystery — became clearcut pretures & m'y
mind Those schools had been a little Like this fitght — seemiogy
unattainable at first, then filled with obstacles too great for me 10
pass But somehow I got through

1 was barnstorrmng 12 southern M
about the trawng fields of Brooks and Kelly It wa

)nnesota when 1 first peard
s @ summet
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evening 1 1923 I was wiping off my Jenny’s cowhngs when a
tourng car drove up The people m 1t were not passengers, as I
had hoped They came to watch, and talk of flyng The men
wanted to show off a but before the guls Therr voices were high
and cleasly pitched for me to hear that one of them had been m
the Army Aur Service Finally two of the men stepped out and
sauntered to the fence

“How’s business?”

“Not too good,” I answered, going on with my work

“This town’s barnstormed out,” one of the men continued
“There were three planes here last year Where you going to
stop next?”

“Furst town with a good field near 1t

“It must be a hard way to make a hving Say, why don't you
enlist i the Army as a flymg cadet?”

“I've got a plane of my own Why should I want to be a cadet?”
I'd replied, laughing but mwardly annoyed by the implication that
I Iacked expertence as a pilot

‘ Oh, you can barnstorm around with OX-5 Jenmes all nght,
but the only way you Il get to fly the big ones 1s to jon the Army
They tram you on DHs with Liberty engmes You don’t know
what flying’s like untl you hold four hundred horses on your
throttle And you don’t have 10 clean off your plane every mght
The crew chuefs do that for you ”

He’d used the night bait Who wouldn’t want to fly a Liberty
engine? I hung my gasoline-soaked rag over the dnft wire “If a
commercral pilot enbsts, can’t he fly army planes without going
to cadet school?”

“No, you have to go through the whole course Takes a year,
but 1t's worth 1t Yougeta 's if you g
Well, we've got to be going ™ They chimbed back into the car.
“Wnite a letter to the War Department. They'll telf you all about 1t.”

I went on cletning the fuselage Think of zootung through the
sky on the power of four hundred horses! Think of flying always
on freshly covered wings with new and drum ught fabric! An Army
pilot had no makeshift splices 1n hus spars, no bowed struts between
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them His equpment was always up to date, and inspected every
morning And he didn’t have to worry about the cost of repaus
or gasohne The government paid for that

Of course when you jomed the Army you lost the mdependence
of a barnstormung pilot You couldn't unlash your plane m the
morning and pomnt it north, sonth, east, or west You didn’t have
the freedom of the burds, couldn’t choose your pasture for the
mght, or dnft across country with the seasons You might gam
freedom from financisl wornes, but didn’t you have to follow
orders alf the time?

Right rudder, four degrees

The fure of DeHavilands and Liberties won out {d watten
the letter, ob d two d through my father, re-
ported at Fort Spellng for an mterview, and taken my eatrance
examgations at Chanute Freld How my beart had beaten undet
the fught surgeon’s stethoscope I couldn’t hold st down at all
Suppose he found somethng wrong with my body? Suppose 1
failed to hine up those little sticks that test the eyes? What about
the mystenious Schnexder Index, which all pilots seemed 0 fear?
And the personal 1nterviews with officers — would they Judge mf
character as warranting a ientenant’s commission 1n the Air Service
Reserve? Fortunately, my yesr and a half at the Unversty o
Wisconsin exempted me from taking acaderic examuatioss i
couldn t have passed them I was much too rusty

That was the month Leon Khnk and 1 flew south with fis
Canuck It was a tnp of many stops, for the fuel tank field nnll);
twenty-three gallons — cnough to fly for two and a half hours
e Teft & half-hour 1n reserve for locating a field, which was ofte2
a difficnlt task, our plane had a range of a hundred and fifty mies
i still air But we had plenty of time Klnk wanted to gais €pet
ence 1n cross-country flymg, while ¥ wanted to learm the results
my examinations before making future plans
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We landed 1n Missours, m Kentucky, 1n Tennessee, Mississippi,
and Alabama Barnstorming was poor all over the south that
wmter We hardly took m enough money to pay our expenses

“Why don’t we try the West?* I suggested one evenng “We
could work our way to the Atlantic coast, and then fly night across
the United States to the Pacsfic Whenever we find a place where a
lot of people want to ride, we’ll bold over and make some money **

Klmnk was always ready for adventure The idea of 2 trans-
contmental fight appealed to him “Do you think we can get across
the mountains?* he asked

“It won’t do any harm to try,” I said *The mountams are
lowest m the sonth, and we can It the passes ”

The following morning our project was under way But Pensa-
cola, Flonda, turned out to be our farthest east We landed on
the Naval Air Station near that city At the post office, T received
my mail —the first since we left Lambert Freld In 1t was the
long hoped for War Department envelope with its brief and stilted
letter 1 had passed my examinations sansfactonily I was to report
for enhistment 1 time to enter the March 15, 1924, class of flymg
cadets at Brooks Field, San Antonio, Texas

It was 2 full month to the mddle of March Klink and 1
decided to cut short our stay 1n Florida Then, if we averaged only
one fight a day, there was time to make Califorma T could enlst
on the coast, and take a tramn back to Texas

The next morning, we started our engine with the mtention
of spending the might mn Georgia Before heading west I was to
make good a nide we'd promised to the sister of our host I followed
my usual practice of taking off for a solo fight before puttng the
day’s first passenger m the front cochpit It didn’t take much time
or fuel, and gave me a chance to test sod, air, and engine If any-
thing weren’t working properly I preferred to discover 1t when I
was alone, with a lightly loaded plane

My take-off direction was over the Bay At two hundred feet,
the engwe cut out We never found out why — probably a lttle
water i the fuel line, although ne’d checked the screen and draned
the trap I nosed down, banked left, and made shore With another
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fifteen feet of alttude, 1 could have reached the field As it was,
I had to stall onto sand hilocks at its edge The first movnd
crushed the landing gear, sphntered the propeller, and drove the
Jeft wheel up through the Jower wing’s front spar

1 was hardly out of my cockpit when the Navy's suwens started
screaming That was a new experence for a bamstormng pilot
It was bad enough to crack up, without having sirens tell everybody
about 1t 1 stood, humiliated, and watched fire and wrecking trucks
race toward me from the line of buildings

There wasn’t a great deal of damage done, and the Navy wis
grand about 1t The station commander sent a crew of sators to
help move our Canuck back to the balloon hangar, ordered them
to handle it with special care, and let us use parts from salvaged
naval arrcraft for repatrs We built a box splice around our broken
spar and the crew cliefs gave us enough dope and lipen to patch
up the wing's torn covering

1t was the twenteeth of February before we were agau ready to
start west That left just over three weeks to make the Pacific
coast, and for me to get back to Texas But with good breaks m
weather, 1t was time enough We decided to make longer flights
after we Ieft Pensacola Landimng for fuel sometimes wasted hculf
At the Naval Air Station, we added ten gallons to our Canuck’s
gasoline capacity by lashing a cyhndncal can, bought at a Jocdl
hardware store, next to the fuselage on each lower wing That gave
us an hour more 1 the air It cut down our speed, but added to ovr
total range

It was quite a job leamag out of my cockpat, tto the s
and unlashing one of those cans, and then, empty, fashing % back
agam But with the ad of a steamhose shpped over the nozatt
hardly spilled a drep This improvised method extended our fange
so greatly that we were able to follow the Gulf of Mexico's c0ast
all the way to Pascagoula, Mississippt before we Ianded On the
next fight we made New Orleans, then Lake Charles, then Housx
ton, Texas At Ruce Field, outside of Houston, we found 3 had:
full of surplus Army equipment We bought three nine gallon ;MCS
tanks, and attached them to our Canuck With the regular 10

lipstrearm,



NEW YORK TO PARIS [411]

lage tank and the two five-gallon cans, this gave us a cruisimng
range of about four hundred miles

At Brooks Field, San Antomo, our load-carryng troubles
began We'd filled both our cans and all our tanks with gasohne,
and started our engme soon after sunnse I never had a plane stick
to the ground so long Our Canuck must have run across a hali-
mile of sod before the wheels broke free Fortunately, the field was
both large and smooth

I'd thought our problems would be over for a time after we
got n the air, but the Canuck just couldn’t chmb I made three
wide circles around the field without getting as much as fifty feet
above ground There was no use going on that way Like Alce
through the looking-glass, we were domg all the chmbiag we could
do ‘to keep n the same place ” I landed, and we removed the
five gallon cans from the wings We left one behind Khink carned
the other on lus lap, to save air resistance

The Canuck labored upward slowly, after our next take off
Within fifteen minutes we were several hundred feet high, and
making about fifty mules an hour agamnst a quartering westerly
wind But a nsing sun lowered the density of air, and the ground
sloped upward faster than we could gain alutude through using up
our fuel An hour after leaving Brooks Field, our enginc at full
power, we were skimming mesquite and cactus 1n a country that had
changed from plams to eroded stony hils Finally I had to nose
down 1nto a ravine, and signal klink to heave his gas can overboard
to keep us from running out of altitude completely How he hated
10 gwve up the fuel we'd worked so hard to hit! I had to shout and
motion twice before he d Iet 1t go After that, we struggled up over
the hills 1n front of us

Right rudder, ten degrees

There were no good fields around Camp Wood, Texas, so being
low on fuel we landed in the town square In spite of ats poles,
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wires, and rows of stores, 1t was the largest open area we could find
that was smooth enough to land on People came runmng from all
directions as we taxied to a corner Horses were hitched to posts,
stores were locked, school was let out A crowd surrounded the
Canuck 1n no bme at all What was wrong? Why were we there?
Where were we gong? Where had we come from? What were the
wings made of? Was there anything they could do to help?

All would have gone well af the wind hadn't veered southeast
ward through the mght, but the next morning, buildings blocked
our take-off from the square There was a possibihity that I could
use one of the adjoming streets as a runway Once m air, I could
fly six miles south and Jand on a clear and level strip of ground
some “old-timers * had told us about the mght before

1 looked over the street carefully, walking up and down its
center There was a depression a few hundred feet from the pomnt
where I'd have to start, but my wheels should be clear before T
reached 1t, 1f I took off alone and wth a light fuel load After that
I'd have to brush my wing tips through some tree branches that
overhung the road, but they were Lttle more than twigs Then,
there’d be open miles of air in which to chimb But to get off before
the depresston m the road I'd have to pass between two telegraph
poles, about fifty feet from my starting point, and only two of
three feet farther apart than the span of the upper wings

Take off conditions were certawly not favorable But they
mught not improve for days After all, one drove a car rex“hﬂ,y
between objects with only a few wches clearance Why shoulda't
one do 1t with an airplane? T could mark the exact ceater of the
street between the poles, and imagne that I was 1 20 avtomo-
bile We pushed our Canuck into position, and warmed vp the
engme

1 thought I was rolling precisely alon
but I faled by three inches to clear the nght h
1 jerked the throttle shut, but 1t was too late The pole held m(y"
wing, while the plane’s momentum carried the fuselage a“’““d;::
poked 1ts nose nght through the board wall of a hardware sc ot

The propeller was shattered, of course, and the engine 510PP

g the center of the streets
and telepbone pofe
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once But pots and pans kept on crashing down mside the store
for several seconds

That did brng people running The hardware dealer told us
that he and his son thought an earthquake was taking place But
instead of bewng angry, he appeared quite pleased When we tned
to pay for the damage we'd done, he refused to accept a cent It
had been an mterestmg experience, he said, and the advertising
value was worth much more than the cost of the few boards needed
for repairs

To my surpnse, I could find nothing broken on onr Canuck
aside from the propeller and wmg tip We wired Houston for a .
Dew prop and a can of dope to be expressed to Camp Wood cod
With the help of the crowd, we pushed our plane back mto the
square

Three days later, we were ready to start again The wind blew
n the nght direction that morning, and we took off with two of
our wing tanks full The Canuck flew as well as ever, except that
1t carnted a Dittle extra left rudder By leaving the throttle wide
open and following the valleys, we were able to hold an average
altitude of several hundred feet

A half-hour before sunset, we began lJooking for a place to
come down for the mght There wasn't a town within sight, but
beside the railroad ahead of us we saw a section house and three
old boxcars which, we leamned later, were dignified by the name
of Maxon, Texas A quarter-mile to the west Iay a long, sloping,
iregularly shaped area of relatively smooth ground It contmned
scattered clumps of cactus, but there was room for our wheels and
wings to pass between them There we landed, with an east wind

The section boss and most of the Mexicans from the boxears
rushed over to meet us They helped tie down our plane, and the
“boss”™ 1nvited us to stay at his house

“Sure, there’s an extra bed, an’ 3¢'ll be welcome company,”
ke sard “I'm lwvin' here all alone —except fur the Mexleans
Don't see many people to talk to Its thirty two miles to the nesreet
store Good thmg ye stopped today, though, I'm gon® off fur »
week Umorrow ™
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When we woke at Maxon, a westerly breeze was blowmng down
the slope of our pramne strip A hill to the east prevented taking
off downwind There were no high obstructions toward the west,
but rolling uphill, and without a stronger wind, 1t would take so
long to get flymg speed that we’d be 1n sagebrush and cactus before
our wheels left the ground

We hired some Mexicans to help us, and spent the entie
mormng cutting out a longer runway for our Canuck There was
room enough when we had finished, but the air was hot, and
the wind still light We decided to attempt an up slope take off
with only the main fuel tank full I got the Canuck to break free
all night, with fifty yards to spare But 1t had no extra power for
climbing The lower wings just rode on thewr ground cushion and
held the wheels about four feet high 1t T could have gotten up @
eight feet and stayed there for a half-mile, we’d have been clear
of obstructions and past the npward roll of earth After that, the
terrain slanted down But our wheels began scraping through sage
brush 1 couldn’t get an extra foot of height

We stalled over a gravelly wash, and slapped through a clump
of cactus leaves on the far side Then— I saw it comung thurty
yards away — a Spamsh bayonet stretched up above the foliage
abead It was too late to land I was too low to bank I tned 10
zoom, but pulling the stick back did no good As wing and trunk
collided, T jerhed my throttle closed, to crash The sx imch trunk
smashed fabric, nose, and spar 1d expected 1t to shear nght
through our wing, but the bayonet planted itself 1 the middle of
the panel, and rode on with us through the brush ~—green blades
nsing from the parchment-colored fabrc hike an orchid on 2 hmi
The nternal cross-brace wires had cut through the trunk Ike
machete

There was no further shattening of structure, and our land:n!:.
gear bumped along without collapsing Sage and cactus bmu,:ic
us 10 a stop quickly I'd already cut the switch We climbed ot

find our damage dinanily light The propeller wasa*t cr::);n"
neither tire had blown out, struts were sound, the tall sh; o

broken Some turnbuckles needed tightenng, and we hai
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long tears 1a the fabric on the under surfaces of the wings, but
except for the area the bayonet went through, not a single nb
was shattered

Our attention had been so concentrated on the crack-up and
the plane that we didn’t notice a freight tramn stopping on the tracks,
a hundred yards away

“NEED ANY HELP THERE?””

The fireman was running toward us, jumping over cactus “We
were afraid somebody got hurt,” he added breathlessly as he came
closer

“Thanks, but I guess there’s not much help you can give us,”
I'said “We'll just have to patch the plane up agam, that's all ”

* Won't you need to go to the city for repawrs? Can’t get any-
thing out here, you know We'll tahe you along 1 the cab if you
Iike But we gotta start right off — gotta get the track clear ™

“Thurty two miles to the mearest store,” the section boss had
said And “the nearest store™ certainly wouldn’t have airplane dope
on 1ts shelves

“You chmb on board and get what matenal you can,” I told
my partner “I'll stay and work on the plane ™

Khok went all the way to El Paso to get a small can of pig-
mented dope, two lengths of cratng board, some nails and screws,
a can of glue, several balls of chalk line, and enough cotton cloth
1o repair our wings We borrowed an axe, a butcher knife, a needle,
and a spool of thread from the rancher, and started to make the
Canuck arworthy once more We hued the crating boards down
roughly to size with the axe, cut them 1nto proper lengths with an
old hack-saw blade from our engine's tool kit, and whittled off
edges, thick spots, and splnters with the butcher Rnufe which we'd
whetted to the keenest edge its mediocre steel could hold In a few
hours we had the box splice completed But in shnnkmg the cord
wrapping we used up most of our dope There was barely enough
Ieft to hold down the edges of the big cloth patch we put over the
wing where the bayonet crashed through, the body of the patch, and
the long rents 1n wing fabric which I'd sewed together while my
partner was away, had to be left flabby and untreated
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I scraped up over the cactus on my next take-off attempt at
Mazxon It was close, but a steady east wind helped, and the front
cockpit was empty We’d been on the ground for eight days Our
ume had run out Khnk had decided to continue on to Califorma
by tram, while I flew back to San Antonio and the Army Flyng
School’s classes

Rught rudder, seven degrees

The Canuck was 1n pretty sorry shape when I landed on Brooks
Field Undoped cloth had been unable fo stand the aur stream's
whipping It bad worn away until several square feet of sheletal
ubs and spars were exposed to view The wing tip we'd reparred
at Camp Wood drew one’s eye like an awkwardly bandaged finger
The nips I'd sewed up were frayed and saggmg Box splices bulged
on the spar And one of the wheels had no tire —I'd pulled it off
after a cactus punctured inner tube had npped beyond repair

Crewmen on the line were amazed that the plane would iy,
and still more amazed that anyone would fly 1t

“How much nght aleton do you bave to hold to keep that
wing up?”

* Does the resistance have much effect on your rudder?”

“Don t she want’a ground loop with that tire oft? ’

Each t had a diff; question They'd pever seel
anything like 1t before, they sad, as they tailed the Canuck mto
a back corner of a wooden, war-bwilt hangar

T'd hoped to reparr and recondition our plane st Spare houts,
but the Commanding Officer held a different view Twas sitting 08
my barracks bunk when his messenger arnved There were 2 dozen
other cadets 1n the “bay ¥ We were folding blankets, hangng vP
clothes, and packing newly issued equpment 1nfo 06f foot
lockers

“Which one ©° you fellers flies that plane that's out 1 the
hangar? * he demanded
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“I do” I stood up as I spoke All eyes turned on me ~ here
was a cadet who was actually a pilot I felt wise and proud

“Major says, get that damn thimg out’a his sight *fore ya do
anythun’ else! Says he don’t care what ya do with i, but git 1t off
Brooks Field ” The stern faced corporal wheeled and left, heels
chcking on the oiled wood floor

Army mechanics obligingly pushed the Canuck out on the line,
and stopped their work to watch while I took off agamn on a tireless
wheel, with atleron drooped to make up for mssing fabric Fortu-
nately, there was a commerctal arfield only 2 mile or two away,
and at Stinson they were glad to have our plane It meant more
activity, more business, more mcome There, any awrcraft that
could land was welcome — and any that wished to take off was
encouraged to try

On March 19, 1924, I enlsted m the Army On that day, I
became Cadet Lindbergh I had to enlist for three years, but, I
was informed a cadet could resign at any time he wished, and
recerve his discharge within two weeks It was imphed, 1n fact, that
you had to be pretty careful or yow'd receve your discharge with~
out resigning

At Brooks Field “Pop” Sims, our barracks sergeant, told us
they “scparate men from the boys We make ya mto a solder.
If ya haven't got it 1 ya, we wash ya out ™ A huge man, tough
talk, kind in action, he put us to bed at mght and woke us close
to sunnise by methods of his own device, but with the firmness of a
chifdhood nurse

“R-R-R-I-I.I I S-E AND SHINE! R-RRI-I-ITS-E AND
SHINE!* His voice came boomng through our barracks every
weekday mormng smothernng the bugle notes *Out of those
bunks, you fellows, or I 11’ ~ — ~Scrape, thud ~ - —

“Pop™ Sims wasted on none of his charges Any bunk sull occu-
pied when his clumping feet armved was mverted with envied
strength and skill The resulung bumps, )ibes, and bed makmg
argued strongly aganst 2 lazy head

“Rise and shine!™ I wish his vorce would boom through my
cockpit now I wish he could dump me on the floor to bump my
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flesh and jar my bones I need his firm msistence I he could
stand beside me, I think I'd wake ~ —

Rught rudder, three degrees

Our flying trainmg statted m Apnl of 1924 Along with six
other cadets, [ was assigned to a lanky sergeant named Bill Win
ston — good natured, skiiful, cautious — one of the finest pilots
on Brooks field The Hisso-Jenmes the Army used for tramug were
Iike the cwvil awrcraft I'd been piloting, except that they were heavier
and carried their throttles on the fusefage’s left side Since the wat,
T learned, all Army planes had been standardized with left hand
throttles

A new plane, and changing hands on the stick, threw me off 2
Ittle My first landing was not three point, as I'd expected it to be
But Master Sergeant Winston turned me loose for solo aiter three
rounds of the field, agd — a special honor — let me use hus per-
sonal plane, JN6-H Number 326

“You know how to fly all right,” he smd “You've just got to
get used to this Jenny Later on Pl try you out i acrobatics ™

Master Sergeant Winston had 2 human touch, wisdon, au'd
humor that held the respect of fus students aside from hus piot’s
skill He usaally gave us short talks before flymg started 1n the
mOormng — seven cadets grouped around him on the dew wet
prass
“Now pretty soon you fellows are gomg to think you're prem;
good Tt happens 1o every pifot Usually starts when he's had abou
twenty five or thirty hours solo I just want you to remember t(n;
i aviauon, st may be all nght to fool the other fellow :;.Puu\ ho
good you are — 1f you can But don t try to fool yourself

When the marks from our examunation in propesty 3”"“”:;
were posted, there was a 72 beside my name Shimmig ﬂ";:g:
by two pomnts wouldn’t have worned me in tugh schoal of ‘I;Dlarf
But at Brooks Field, that narrow marem was disturbing  Beidte
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1d always gone to school because I had to go, because 1t was con
sidered the proper thing to do Here, I realized, I was gomg to
school because I wanted to learn, to complete the course, to gam
my Air Service bars and wings I studied after classes, through the
week ends, often far into the mght At times I slipped 1nto my
bunk with swimming head, but I had the satisfaction of watchmg
my grade average cimb slowly through the 80 s and nto the 90s,
until I graduated second man at Brooks and first at Kelly

In Texas, I was 1n the unique position of bemng both an army
student and a civihan mstructor As soon as Klink returned from
California, I began showing him the techniques he would have to
use 1 getting the Canuck back to St Lowss Fust came the solo
flights, next, cautious sideshps and stall landings, then, piching out
strange fields I would spend a momng practicing acrobatcs, sit
through hours of ground school m the afternoon, istruct in the
evening, and study at night

There was so little contact between Army and civihian person-
nel in the area that I don't think the officers at Brooks knew I flew
at Sunson A mile of mesquite and cactus divided the two fields
as though 1t were an ocean And m many ways they seemed con
tments apart At Brooks, there was extreme discipline You walked
erect, saluted, made sure every button on your umiform was prop-
erly inserted through 1its hole The grounds were neat, the barracks
swept, the hangars kept 1 perfect order Then you took a winding,
cactus studded path — 1t was so hidden that you had to know
exactly where 1t started — and ended up where there wasn't any
disciplme at all Stinson’s fiyers wore what clothes they liked —
new or old, clean or dirty Only the most essential buttons were
considered Paper scraps and pop bottles Lttered hangar corners
Wrecks of awplanes lay around like unbuned skeletons on the
praine grass

At Brooks, your thoughts were channeled along precise, sci-
entific lines You followed a pattern for your landings, maneuvers
were exact Classes followed textbooks Life was routmed by mih
tary regulations At Stnson, human nature had its freest play You
could land downwind or upwind, or come i1n between the trees
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There was no Imut to your actions so long as they placed no hmit
upon others You could drink 1f you wished You could smoke on
duty The mdividualism of the place was stamped on both per-
sonnel and amcraft There were planes like our Canuck, flight-
scarred and patched There were two or three n perfect shape —
without a scratch — with drum-tight fabnic There were others m
conditions m between In one corner of an oily floored hangar, an
ormithopter reposed, coated with dust Its strangly hnged and
angled wings were supposed to carry 1t aloft by flappmg like a bird
But the 1nventor’s enthustasm had been dulled by constant failure,
und his Iast attempts at fght had been made some months be
fore

At Brooks, our ground school mcreased, with the summer’s
temperature, in toughness By the end of June, nearly half of our
class had faced the dreaded Benzine Board and been washed out
One after another, Jong faces had sard good by to classmates, and
abandoned cots had been stacked away in storage untt, as ‘ Pop™
Sums prophested, our barracks were no longer crowded Those of
us who remamed felt like veterans, though by no means secure
We knew that Benzine Boards would convene with regulanty for
close 1o exght months more, and we watched wth apprebension
each newly posted list of names

Photography, motors, map making, field service regulations,
radio theory, mibitary law ~ —  twenty-five courses We took 1 ouf
first half-year of trammng I spent as much as seven hours watng
an examunation On one of the more dificult tests, T dudn’t get Y
paper completed until eleven o’clock at mght Somehow the sched-
ule still dropped behind, so they worked us Saturdays 100

T'd thought our engmeenng classes severe, at the University of
Wisconsin But they'd never been like this Lectures 0 navigation,
meteorology, and ngging alternated with formations, transition,
and cross country flights A student not only had to Xnow Ins l;s
son, but hus mstructor’s atttude as well “Does be like you 10 gh,;
1 fast or slow? Tail skid high or tail skid low?” “Sergc‘ﬂﬂt );:ke
help you through as Jong as be thinks you're woxkxng"" “Just
one sip with Captan Y, and boy, you'll be a gone!
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Eight degrees right rudder

In September, thirty-three “veteran® cadets packed footlockers,
pied to buses, and moved ten miles westward, from Major Royce’s
Brooks to Major Hickam’s Kelly, for *advanced tramng ” We left
Tenmies behund Kelly’s students flew De Havilands I was the only
man left of the seven who started out with Master Sergeant
Winston Two had resigned, two had crashed, and two had been
beld over to the next class because of deficiency in flying

T was assigned to Lieutenant Strickland for my first mstruction
at Kelly He had that combinatton of ability and experience on
which flying perfection must be based Behd a caustic wit which
cadet errors fed, he held a deep mterest 1 his students You felt
he’d get you through the course if you had the “stuff * within you

“Now just remember, DHs aren t buylt like Jenmes ™ I remem-
ber lum saying as we started out ‘ They got power to pull you
through more, but 1f you once get ’em stalled, 1t takes a lot of
altitude to recover And you can’t stunt 'em Iike a Jenny either —
no rolls or Joops Their wings aren’t tied on that strong, if you
pull the stick back too hard, they’re hiable to leave you ”

Most of our transition to DHs consisted of wing-overs, figure
eights, spot Jandings, and hurdles Of course there were days when
“one-eightys,” “three-sixtys,” and “strange field approaches™ werc
thrown 1n, but the system of trainmng at Kelly was quite different
from that at Brooks For one thing, st was bwlt around 2 much
more formrdable type of plane For another, the imnstructors seemed
to swap students every week or two I flew with Lieutenants Can-
field, Gnffith, Richter, Chapman, Cannon, Guidera, Maughan,
Reeves Moon, and Moore

Keep the wing tip on that barn Don’t be afrard to haul her
over™ My mstructors msisted on preciston “That's what they put
you through thus school for Any pilot can slop around the air ™
And they believed that Kelly’s students should follow standardized
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procedures “Now Lindbergh, don’t you ship that plane,” I remem-
ber bemng warmned ‘It may be all night later on, but we don't like
it i the School Don’t come 1 50 hugh Cut your gun farther back
Get used to jadging distance And don't forget, no hedge hopping
here at Kelly We wash you out for that!”

We were trained 1n gunnery, photography, and bombing We
were taught how to intercept enemy asrcraft, how to get maximum
performance from our planes We learned to hold tight formations,
to follow signals quickly 1 the air Ground school continued 1n 1ts
strict routine

Only six weeks remamed before our graduation when the dis
ciphine relaxed “You'll soon be commissioned officers,” we were
told “You must learn to be responsible for your own conduct ”

Bach man was assigned to one of the A Service's four
branches — Pursutt, Bombardment, Observation, or Attack For
months I'd been working for Pursuit, and along with Collns, Love,
and Stevens, I achieved it — —~ ~

The sun blinks on agam m my cockpit The clond's shadow has
passed The ocean stretches ahead to the honzon, bleak and end
less as a desert Its brilhance smarts aganst my eyes According to
all previous rules, this dawn created stupor should have departed
long ago It should have vamshed with the mornng twilight, given
over to woken habits of the day Now the sun 1s almost overhead
Why can't 1 break these elastic bonds of sleep? It's seven thrty 1
New York That makes 1t about half past ten local ume The day
will grow no bnghter, and U'm stil carrymg on the vaguest fand of
navigation Im losing time I'm losing fuel — muxture control and
throttle are only roughly set My eyes close and stay shut for too
many seconds at a tme No mental effort I exert can hold them
open I've lost command over thesr muscles

Here 1Us well into midday and my mind's sedl shickng,
refusing to meet the problems 1t undertook so witlngly 1 Phﬂ"’:g
for this flight Are all those months of hard and detatled work to B¢
wasted for lack of a few minutes of concentrated effort? Ts ™Y

sull
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character so weak that I can’t pull myself together long enough to
lay out a new, considered course? Has landing at Le Bourget be-
come of so little import that I 1l trade success for these useless hours
of semconscious relaxation? No I must, I will become alert, and
Concentrate, and make decisions

There are measures I haven’t yet used — too extreme for
normal times But now 1t’s a case of survival Anything 1s justified
that has effect I strike my face sharply with my hand It hardly
feels the blow I strike agamn with all the strength T have My cheel
1s numb, but there’s none of the sharp stinging that 1 counted on
to wake my body No jump of flesh, no lash on mind It's oo use
Even these methods don’t work Why try more?

But Pars 35 over a thousand mules away! And there's stll a
continent to find 1 must be prepared to strike a fog-covered Euro-
pean coast hundreds of miles off course, and, If necessary, to fly
above clouds all the bours of another night How can 1 pass
through such ordeals if I cant wake my nund and sur my body?
But the alternative 1s death and fallare Can I complete this flight
to Paris? Can I even reach the Insh coast? But the alternative is
death and faidure! Death! For the first tume i my hfe, I doubt my
ability to endure

The stark concept of death has more eflect than physical blow
or reasoned warmng It unbues me with new power, power strong
enough to commumcate the emergency to my body s senses, to
whip them up from their lethargy and marshall them once more —
In stragghng ranks, but with some semblance of order and co-
ordination It s life, bie, hie wself at stake This ttme Im not just
saying so I know it

I shake my head and body harshly I flex arms and legs, com-
press muscles of chest and stomach stamp feet on floor boards,
bounce up and down, jam the stick forward to throw my weight
against the belt, jerk 1t back to press myself tightly to the seat
and floor 111 break this spider web of steep! =~ —But— —~but

— —what I need most of all 1s breath~~—b re-at h——~The
mstrument board 1s vague ———lhke evemng twilight ——— My
bran swims - ——
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Instinct tells me the key to Ife 1s air I Iean to the side of the
cockpit, gnp the sill, push my head dizzily out of the window —~~
Am I ghding or climbing? ——— The sense of level fight has gone
— — —Pull the stick back a hittle — - ~ not too much, or —a spun—
2 stall—~-Is one wing down? -~ —Waves are gone from the
ocean —- — There’s no honzon to the sky ~ - Consciousness 15
leaving - -~I'm passing out - -~ Maybe 1t’s carbon monoxide
from the exhaust — — - I've been afraid of that — -~

The fresh blast of the slipstream washes over my face, rushes
1nto my mouth and nostrdls, forces my eyelids open, fills my lungs
with breath Can I hold on to consciousness? I must hold on—~-
A smgle second would merge wto e!crmty——-—l‘m too close to
the water to let go for an instant — — ~ less than a hundred feet——-
Breathe deeply ——~ Force the eyes to see —— Each gulp of air
1s medicine — but has 1t time to work? There's not enough ared
to my lungs — —- Sea, sky, and mstruments mesge 1 mght—-—
God give me strength ~ - -

No---I'm not gong over the precipice —~— The oceanl 1
green agam — — — The sky’s turning blue ——— Clouds are whiten
ng - — — Instrument faces stare at me — — — Numbers come 1o focus
——~Tve been hanging over the chasm of etermity, holdig onfo
the ledge with my fingertips, but now I'm gamning strength, Im

g upward C 1s comng back

The Spint of St Lows 15 climbing slowly I push the stk
forward — and left to Lft the wing Left rudder to stop the turd-
1 keep my head m the slipstream, breathung deeply Now, 1 see
clearly Now, my mnd and my senses jomn The senousaess of ¢
cnsis has startled me to awareness I've finally broken the spell

of sleep The sight of death has drawn out the Jast reserves of
strength

1 feel as though I were recuperating from a seve!
you're suffering from a disease, the time comes when you
the crisis has passed The fever leaves, a sense of health returas,

and you're increasingly able to use your normal mnd and body
You become aware of life’s quality agam I sit quietlys Tookuag 07!
of the open window, letting strength and confidence buld up How

re Wllness Whea
Lnow
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beautiful the ocean 1s, how clear the sky, how fiery the sun! What-
ever comung hours hold, 1t’s enough to be alive this minute

The lne of fog 1slands angles northward and disappears over
the horzon I take stock of my position The greater portion of the
ocean 1s behind me There’s plenty of fuel left in the tanks, and no
mdication of a defect i my plane or esgme Instrument needles
are all exactly where they belong I'm wide awake It's almost
noon of the day 111 Jand 1 Europe — at Paris — on Le Bourget

In three munutes 1t will be 7 52, New York time I watch the
hand creep forward———7 50-——7 51—~—7 52 — exactly
one day since take-off At this moment yesterday, Id just cleared
the telephone wires at the end of the runway on Long Island

THE TWENTY FIFTH HOUR
Over the Atlantc

HOURS OF FUEL CONSUMED

NOSE TANK
%+ 1
LEFT WING CENTER WING RIGHT WING
%+1it Yot Y+
FUSELAGE
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1 shift back to the nght wing tank, and mark another lne on
the mstrument board Now to fill m the log—~—10, navigation
1s more mmportant I'll lay out plans wiile my mnd is clear

1 have a strong impression that I've turned and dnfted south-
ward of my route, and I was ninety mules south when I left New-
foundland But I've already compensated for my St John's detour,
50 I must put that out of my mnd entirely Tunfold the strp charts
on my knees, and begin to estimate the southward factors

Furst, the detours around thunderheads dunng the mght It
seemed a long distance at the ttme, while I still held navigating

s
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accuracy to be of prime importance, but as I look back from the
objectivity of day and sunlight, I remember that most of my detours
were only fifteen or twenty degrees to the southward After the
moon rose, 1 made several to the north 1 parial compensation
Probably the distance I deviated from my route was somewhere
between twenty-five and fifty miles

The second factor 1s more difficult I don’t know how to
estimate 1t The compass swinging seemed as much one way as the
other m the magnetic storm I sunply took for granted that the
card was 1n 1ts nght posttion duning the steadser periods What
else could T do? This second factor I'll have to class as an unknown
an A quantity m my equation

And the stars lure a pilot southward with their
through the heavens, when he follows them, no matter how stub-
bomnly he tries to compensate by change n headng 11l make an
estimate of ten to twenty miles

The fourth factor, which disturbs me most of ail, 1s the direc-
tion and velocity of the wind aloft I flew over clouds for sever
hours, at lugh altitude, without any mdication of the wind whatever
T have reasons to hope that a strong tail or quartermg tail wind
blew me far along during the mght Posuibly it also drifted me many
miles southward Since there’s no way of knowng, this too must
be treated as an X quantity

Now, the northward compensations For the last seven hours
I've been lax in changing compass headmgs That would leave ¢
somewhat north of the course on my chart, but probably not over
five or ten miles Much more important 15 the northward error
caused by hours of lethargic and maccurate fiymg, by the fact m;
the compass needle leaned so far and so frequestly 1 the [elt o
s Tubber hine Sometimes T was two or three degrees of heading
sometimes ten, sometimes close to twenty All 'm certamn ofﬂl;
that the needle usually lay to the left of the center pomnt, as thr:‘u}_;, s
a stronger nund than mine were deciding 1ts position How far th:s
carned me off course 15 as uncertamn as the wind dnft But ml e
case 1t was defimtely to the north And since an estimate mus
made, Tl put 1t at between 25 and 50 miles
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My equation contams southward errors of 35 to 70 mules
northward errors of 30 to 60 miles, and two X quantittes The
most practical approach to a solution seems to lie 1 assigning prob-
able maximum values to the X quantities — first 1n one direction
and then i the other That should bracket the extreme positions
where my plane might be

Suppose the wind aloft, duning the mght and morning, blew
constantly from the north at 50 mules an hour In 7 hours T would
have dnfted 350 mules southward Adding 70 miles for thunder-
head detours and star-steering errors would make 420 miles If I
allow 50 mies for compass swinging, 1t brngs the total to 470
miles From this must be subtracted the 25 miles estimated mim
mum error caused by faulty flymg (by the compass needle riding
always on the left) That Jeaves 445 miles And finally, there’s
the estimated minimum of 5 mules I angled northward through not
changmg compass headmg The result gives me a probable maxi-
mum southward error of about 440 mules

1 look down at the chart Four hundred and forty miles would
take me off the edge of the strp If I'm that far south and hold my
present heading, I'll strike the coast of Europe where the Bay of
Biscay scallops farthest nto France — and after darkness I'll have
to fly over half a thousand more miles of ocean than if 1 make my
landfall on the Insh coast It will be hard to locate my position
even if the moon shines down through a clear sky If there are
clouds, and the earth’s so black that I can’t recogmze some coastal
landmark or some foreign city, I'll have to throttle down and keep
awake while T wait for another dawn After that, I may not have
enough fuel to reach Pans

Maybe 1t would be better to tum twenty degrees northward,
even though I strike Ircland well above my route Then, 11l have
a good chance of locating my posttion before darkness If I can
do that, and if fog doesn’t hide the ground, 111 find my way to Pans
through the blachest night

But suppose a south wind blew at 50 miles an hour above the
clouds last mght It's possible that the Spurit of St Louis 1s north
of course 350 mules for wind, plus 50 miles for letung the compass
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needle wander, plus 50 mules for swingmg (it might have turned
me north stead of south), plus 10 miles for not changmg my
heading on time, makes 2 total of 460 miles Subtracting 25 mules
for detounng the thunderheads and 10 miles for following the
stars (1t must have been at least that), leaves 425 mies If I'm
that far north of route, I'll lut the Scottish coast If I subtract
another 20° from my headimng, on a mistaken theory that I'm too
far south, I may miss the British Isles entirely! That would mean
striking the foggy, fjorded coast of Norway 1n the mght

Suppose an east wind blew at 50 mules an hour, and slowed
my ground speed down to 50 mides That would leave me nearly
a thousand miles from Ireland at this moment Then, a twenly
degree change n compass heading would carry me close fo
Glasgow

Suppose, which thank God 15 most probable of all, the wind
aloft was both strong and tail If 1t blew 50 mules an hour from
the west, ’'m within 300 mules of Ireland at this moment Then
there’s no need to turn northward, even 1f I'm south of course, iy)]
strike the French coast before mghtfall

Three conditions argue agamst turmng northward, and only
one argues 1 1ts favor Certamly any major change mn heading m-
volves a dangerous nisk It seems wisest to fall back on the basic
plan of navigation I laxd out m San Diego when my mind was
fresh and there was more tmme to think Sittng at the draftog
table, with all my charts spread out, I'd decided that I would
compensate only for known and highly probable factors untd T
estimated my position to be 100 mules east of the merdian cutng
the western Inish coast At that time, 1f land were still unsighted,
T'd subtract thirty degrees from my heading Then, regardless of
how the winds blew or how faulty my navigation had been, I could
hardly muss striking somewhere on the western coast of Ireland,
or the southern end of England, or the northern coast of FranC:

T'l! estunate that Pve averaged 120 miles 20 hour sumce I lcfl
Newfoundland That would put me 1560 mules to the eastward ‘s’!
St John's Suppose I lost an hour in climbing, detounng, CO;’;:"
swinging, and poor fiying I'd be 420 miles from Irefand
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my known northward and southward errors cancel out They're all
eshimates, and there's not enough difference between them to Jus-
ufy a change 1 course

Now for wind dnft T Jook down at the waves The streaks are
nearly paralleling my course, and the velocity 1s Pprobably about 30
mdes an hour The great cucle on my chart, 400 miles from
Ireland, calls for a magnetic cousse of 119° Plug 1° for westerly
deviation makes 120° A 30 mile wind from 290° must dnft me
about 5° to the right 5° from 120° leaves 115° I reach down to
adjust the earth mductor compass - -~ —But that's almost exactly
the heading I've been following! It calls for a shuft of only 2°

Then all those lethargic hours may not have been squandered
Maybe I haven’t Iost much effictency by giving way to dreams and
sleep And by resting, I've built up strength to fit me for the day,
afternoon, and night Tm probably better off than if I could have
forced myself to stay alert

My navigating plans complete, I settle back with clear con-
science, letting my eyes sweep leisurely over the sea and horizon
on both sides If I've drifted far south of my route, I may at any
tume see ships At Jeast it’s worth while watching for them

Suppose I sight a vessel on the sea What will I do? That’s
Pleasant to think about If t's far to the north or south, I won't
waste time and fucl detournng But if it hes close 1o my route, a
shight change 1 angle will cost only a munute or two Possibly I
could get a check on my heading from the durection i which it’s
steaming Most ships will be on lanes that round the southern tips
of Ireland and of England

The people on board probably woulda't notice the Spirut of 5t
Lowis at first Then, as I came closer, somebody would hear my
engme and shout that a plane was approaching 1d dive down past
one side of the ship, about even with the bridge, and wave, and
z00m up onto course agam How surprised the captain and the
crew would be to see an airplane diving past them out here 1 the
ocean Everyone would run out on deck
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The sun s overhead, burning between clouds I wish I could
move over wmto the shade of a wing, the way I used to bamnstorm
mg, between fights YWhen no one was waiing to ude, 1d cut the
enguae, jump down from my cockpit, and stretch out oa the grass
It’s a socable place, under a wing, and good for business, too
People like to come and sit besude you They start asking questions
about flymg, and tefling about thewr farms Pretty soon they begn
kidding each other 1ato taking 2 fight over town If you help them
along a hide, they're the best salesmen you could have

Some of the pleasantest hours of my hfe have been spent 1
the shade of a wing — wauting for the Nebraska wind to calm
when T was learmng to fly, waiting for passengers on Kansas fields,
wasting for a fuel truck to drive out from some Musoun towe
There, one meets the extremes of human character — from bank
presidents to tramps, from sherifls to outlaws, from professors 10
1hots, from country preachers to fown prostitutes ~— -

1 see 2 sun baked plateay, near the aity of Red Lodge Mon-
tana It's mudafternoon Our plane has been ifle all day

*1vs 100 hot for anybody to fly now,” I say “Maybe we'll get
some passengers this evening ™

Lynch and { are sutmg m the shade of the Standard s Tower
panel .
“"Maybe we're gomg to get some passengers nght now," ke
replies, powtng

An open touring car has
upslope toward our strp of prawne It 15 large, new,
pawted — good omens to the barastormung profess :
skids to a showy stap, a few yards from omr Standard A zagn; d
broad-hatted man springs out He Jooks like 2 sancher, and fie’s ¢
only occupant Lynch and T get up on our feet to mce’l h““;
brushing dned buts of grass from our clothes The stranger’s €€
sparkie and his tecth show white as be stndes toward ©S e

“Howdy! Turner's my name Say, whatll ya cherse to Oy
over the town” he asks

Jeft the man toad, and s cumins
and brightly
won The €af
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* We Ii give you a real good nide for ten dollars, * Lynch reples

‘Thats a deal”

We strap our passenger down tightly mnt the front cockpst 1
pull the propeller through, and Lynch takes off mto the wind,
between patches of prickly pear

There 1snt a square foot of shade, with the plane gone Its
too hot to sit down I wander over the ground keeping well clear
of Spanish bayonet and kicking stones mnto prame dog holes
Whtrlwinds of dust spiral m the distance

Close to a quarter hour passes before the Standard returns
The rancher, beamng jumps down from his cockpit, hands us a
tea-dollar bill, walks jauntly to fus car and spins huis wheels over
the gravel to a skidding, jack tabbst start

Shm, 1 all the years I been flying, I never had a nide hike that
Lynch's face 15 half humorous, half serious, as we search for cactus-
frec ground under the wing Ive heard about fellows like bim,
out fiere 10 the West, but I never met one before  We settle down
a5 comfortably as we can  After we got mn the ar, he twisted
around and shouted something at me, * Lynch continues *I couldn’t
hear, of course, so I pulled the throttle TARE ME LOW DOWN
THE MAIN STREET, be yells You know, Sim Ive always
been an obliging cuss He seemed to be having such a good tuwe
that I just couldnt say no And we were chargmg him a pretty
g0ad price for the fight too I took a chance on the engine cutung,
and flew hum along the store fronts about a hundred feet high
Everybody 1n town twas runmgg out 1ito the street and lookmng up
Fust thing 1 know, when we were oght smack over the busiess
section, the son of 2 bitch pulls two horse pistols out of that jacket
of huis and begins shooting past the wings 1 was afraid he'd cut
through one of the wires, but be had the guns empty before I could
do a damn thing about 1t God a mighty, do you Lnow what he
says while we're taxng 107 He turns around with that griz all over
hus face and yells, *I SHOT THIS TOWN UP A FOOT, AN'
SHOT THIS TOWN UP A’HOSSBACK, AN' NOW I SHOT
THIS TOWN UP FROM A AIRPLANE* And he just Jaughs and
laughst Well, that sure onght 0 bring the passengers out if there
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are any God 2'mughty, 1 hope none of those bullets bt any
bady!”

THE TWENTY SIXTH HOUR
Over the Atlantic
HOURS OF FUEL CONSUMED

NOSE TANK
Y%+t
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%111 Y%+ %Hin
FUSELAGE
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Twenty-five hours from New York High cumulus clouds dot
the sky I'm crusing at 1575 rpm, with msture control pulled
back shightly from the pomt of roughness The air speed shows
93 mules an hour

In 25 hours the engine has burned about 300 gallons of fued
The Spirit of St Louts 15 hight enough to throtle down stal farther
1t should fly rucely at 1550, possibly even at 1525 rpm To obtat
maximum range, 1t’s necessary to take a little less power from 1he
engie with every hour that passes I reach for the throtile put
spectres of fog and darkness mise m my mund Wath the ta wind
that’s been blowmg I hope to reach the coast of Europe before
dark If I throttle down, I may not

Which 1s more valuable, fuel or time? If I'm south of cours
Pl muss Ireland entirely, but T might still stnke land by sunss]lj-
Fiftyrpm could make the difference between day and night mﬂo
T butld up 2 fuel reserve aganst the possibility that 11 ha:]: :v
spend the entire rught over a fog-covered contment? O shall 11:“:!
on my reserves now to mcrease the probability of a daylight “55
fall? Secunty and caution demand the conservation of fuel SuxbccemJ
and adventure argue for a2 igher speed With plenty of fuel
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get down without a crack up, regardless of the weather Flymg
faster will give me a better chance of finding Panis and Le Bourget

But if security were my prime motive, I'd never have begun
this fiight at all — 1 d never have leamned to fly 1n the first place
Secunty 15 a static thing, and without adventure, Lfeless as a stone
I open the throttle to 1650 rpm, reset the mixture control, and
watch the dicator needle nse 7 mules an hour It seems very little
extra speed for such a sacrifice, but 1t will add up to 50 miles
by sunset

How satisfying 1t 1s just to sit still and fly eastward toward
Europe, with the engmne runmng smoothly, with my course set,
and navigating problems no longer pressing on my mind The
hours of afternoon stretch out, empty, warm, and safe, like the
lmitless sky ahead Whatever may come later, these sun-filled
hours are mine 11 take advantage of them, rest m them, enjoy
them, push worry off my shoulders until either I see land or the
dangers of night draw near

Reaching mto my flymng-smt pocket for a fresh handkerchief,
my fingers touch a small object, hard and thin T hadn’t noticed 1t
before, mixed 1n with hunting kmife, pencils, and flashlight There’s
a lttle cham attached I pull 1t out, hold 1t 1n my palm Its a
St Chnstopher medal Sivered Samt and staff and Child, from
whom did ths gift come? Man or woman, young or aged — whose
hand shpped 1t :n my pocket? It was a person who asked for no
thanks, who cared for no credit It was sent with me like a silent
blessing or a prayer

Sunbeams are moving i the cockpit The nose 1s veering north
I push right rudder I ve been daydreaming, I must be more care
ful I certamnly can't afford to lose control agan

The susheams are a great help Therr movements catch my
eye more quickly than the compass needle or the tumn mdicator



4 A0 QN OF OF LU0

I shake my mind back to alertness, and begin studying the sea Am
I allowing enough for drft? The waves themselves form no stable
pomt of reference, but the foam from a breaking crest remams
almost stationary on the water’s surface, a patch of white, un-
influenced by succeeding rollers, niding over sidge and trough I
select a spot of foam three hundred yards ahead, and estimate an
angle five degrees to the southward Do I follow that imagnary
Ime of drift as I approach, or do I edge nght or left? If a man
walks three miles an hour, am I drifting twice as fast as a man
walks? If a man runs fifteen mules an hour, am I dnfting southward
as fast as a man runs?

Is there something alive down there under my wing? 1 thought
1 saw a dark object moving through the water I search the surface,
afraid to hope, lest I lose confidence 1n vision Was 1t 2 large fish,
or were my eyes decetving me? After the fog islands and the
phantoms, I no longer trust my senses The Spurif of St Lous stself
might fade away without causing me great surprise But —=-Yes)
there 1t 1s agam, shightly belhund me now, a poxpmsz—-lhc first
hving thing I've seen since Newfoundland Fin and sleek, black
body curve gracefully above the surface and slip down out of sight

The ocean s as desolate as ever Yet a complete change has
taken place 1 feel that X ve safely recrossed the brdge o Ife—
broken the strands which have been tugging me toward the universe
beyond Why do I find such joy, such encouragement m the sight
of a porpoise? What possible bond can [ have with 2 porpont
hundreds of miles at sea, with a strange creature I've pever Se¢f
before and will never see agan? What 1s there 1t that flashmg
glimpse of hide that means so much to me, that even makes 1t
a different ocean? Is 1t stmply that I've been Jooking so long, |
seeng nothing? Is 1t an omen of tand'ahead? Or 1s there some “’mf
mon tie between hving things that surmounts even the barnier O
species?

This ocean, which for me marks
filled with Lfe, life that's foreign, yet in some strang

eem
and

the borderland of death, 5
e way akin
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hfe which welcomes me back from the umverse of spinits and
makes me part of the earth agan What a kingdom lies under that
tossing surface! Numberless antmals must be there, hudden
from my sight It's a kingdom closed to man, one he can fly above
all day and never recognize How blind our normal senses are
We look at a star, and see a pm pont of light, a forest 15 a green
carpet to a fyer’s eye, the ocean, a tossing mass of water. Inner
vision requires a mght alone above the clouds, the sight of deer
mn a cleaning, the leap of a porposse far from land

My eyes sweep over the waves agam, and I chmb to a hupdred
feet How far from the coast do porposses swim, I wonder? Do they
travel all the way across the ocean, or do they stay near shore and
fishing banks? In laymng plans for the fught, I didn’t think about
studying salt water lfe as a part of navigation If I look carefully,
there may be other things to sce But the evenness of the horizon
15 unbroken by ship or sail or smoke Scan the surface as I may,
I find no second spark of Lfe

Can 1t be that the porpois¢ was 1magmary oo, a part of this
strange, hving dream, like the fuselage’s phantoms and the 1slands
which faded 1to mist? Yet I know there’s a difference, a dividing
line that still exists between reality and appantion The porpotse
was real, like the water itself, Iike the substance of the cockpit
around me, Like my face which [ can feel when I run my hand
across 1t

THE TWENTY SEVENTH HOUR
Orer the Atlantic

HOURS OF FULL CONSUMED
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Nine fifty-two on the clock ~— twenty-six hours smce take-off
1 put the twenty-fifth pencil hne on the board i front of me Sun-
beams are moving again, the compass needle leans toward one side
I nose back onto course Somehow I stull can't keep the plane from
swinging left, from following my nstinctive feeling that Ireland kes
to the northward I can’t force my senses to accept my reasoned
plan of navigation I decide to do nothing but watch the compass
needle 11l make it stay 1 center through pure concentration I
should be awake enough to do that now

It works for a few munutes Then I find myself starng at the
cockpit’s details — the stitches 1 the fabric coverng, the undoped
edges where 1t's cut and joined, the scrape marks my heels bave
made on the floor board’s varnish And soon the nose 15 edging
north agamn

1t's Like the first cross-country flight I made as pilot of my own
awplane I was so busy studymg my map and trymng to make 2t
correspond to the ground below, that I let my plane veer off course
Just as the Sprit of St Lows 15 veening now And I ended up by
not knowing my position over the land, just as T now don't know
my posttion over the water But I was an amateus pilot then There
was excuse for my 1naccuracy mn navigation

That was i May, 1923 I was on my way home to Minnesota
with a Jenny 1d bought at Souther Field m Georgia That trip
would be simple for me now, just routine, several days of profes
swonal effort But then, 1t was at least as bazardous as ths flght
across the ocean I'd gone to Souther Field with a few hundred
dollars m my pocket, 1n checks and cash “That’s a good place 10
buy Jenntes cheap,” ’d been told the year before

I'd paid five hundred dollars for my Jenny It was more ihan
1 planned on, but only half the prce first asked, and I had mY
choice from over a hundred planes Also, I gota brand new Cuﬂ::
OX-5 engine m the trade, a fresh coat of ofive drab dope on
surfaces, and an extra twenty gallon tank mstalled 1 the fusclaf®
The tank doubled my fuel capacity and mote than doubled 1::’
practical range, but of course 1t 1ncreased the weight of the pld
and Jennies were overweight 1n the first place
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My father had belped me buy the Jenny, so I still had money
left for the tnp home, and I hoped to make at least out-of packet
expenses by carrying passengers from the towns where I landed
1 saved 2 few dollars by living alone on the field while my plane
was beng assembled and pamted Souther had been abandoned
by the Army after the war ended It was Like 2 ghost city Dunng
the day, three or four civilian mechantcs worked mn one of the
dozen hangars, recondstiomng planes which had been sold Occa-
sionally 2 car from Americus would drive out But 1n the evening,
usually there wasn't a sign of human hfe Then, I'd explore big
wooden warehouses, and roam along weed lazy strects between
barracks where thonsands of men once lived

‘When my Jenny was assembled and the pamt all dry, I faced
my greatest problem, for I hadn’t flown 1n six months, and I'd
never soloed Everybody at Souther Field took for granted that I
was an expenenced pilot when I armived alone to buy a plane
They didn’t ask to see my hcense, because you didn’t have to have
a license to fly an awrplane 1n 1923 There were no mstructors on
the field, and anyway I didn’t want to spend more money on
instruction

* Well, she’s ready When are you gomg to test her out?” The
chief mechanic, 2 young man of about twenty, handed me my
plane graciously with word and gesture It was obvious that he
expected me to say, ‘ Let’s push her out on the lne ™ So that’s
what I said After all, I knew the theory of flymg I'd had eight
hours of mstruction from Ira Bifle just one year before I'd had a
Lttle “suck time * flying with Bahl, and a lttle more with Lynch
Souther Field was big and smooth I thought I ought to be able
to get my Jenny into the arr and down agam without cracking up
I cimbed mto the cockpit, warmed up the engue, and taxied
downwind to the farthest comer of the field

How I wished I'd had my trammg m Jenmes mstead of
Standards! I'd flown 1 a Jenny for only thirty five munutes at the
flying school, only enough to realize that 1t had quite a different
feel, especnally 1n landing “And you have to be careful of them
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1 the arr too,” I remembered one of the ptlots at Lincoln saying
“They just haven’t got the power ”

I knew there wasn't any halfway about flying It wasn't ke
starting to dnive a new automobile You couldn’t Joaf along while
you were learming, and stop if anything went wrong Once you
decided to take the air, you needed all the speed and power you
could get But I could taxi across the field a few times before I
actually took off That would give me a kittle practice and a better
feel of controls Then, I could hit the wheels two or three feet of
the ground, cut the throttle, tax back, and try agam It wouldnt
matter 1t I bounced a little After I gained confidence m my landing
ability, I'd clinb straight ahead and make a full circle of the field.

1 headed duectly mto wind and opened the throttle — cau-
tiously The Jenny swerved a Iittle I kicked opposite rudder It
swerved the other way 1 straightened out— opened the throttle
more — ~— The tail lifted up —a bit too high——~1I pulled back
on the stick — — ~ The tail skid touched —~ — ~ I pushed forward ——~
pulled back — -~ Before I knew 1, I was m the a’ —~—Tcut the
throttle - - — dropped too fast - - — opéned 1t Wide -~ ballooned
up, nght wing low —~—closed the throttle — -~ yanked back on
the stick — —~ bounced down on wheel and wing skid

Nothing broke, but 1t was a hard landing, much too rough for
the safety of fral wooden structure Had T hut a puff of wind, of
was 1t all bad flying? I didn t want to repeat that expenence ‘What
an exhibition T'd made! And they d probably been watchung 2
from the linc, too They'd know now that I'd never soloed I was
<weating all over 1 needed time to think 1 decided to wait for an
hour m which the air was completely calm I wished 1 could hase
switched off the engie and stayed nght there m the middle of the
field, but of course the mechanics would have driven out 1 lhﬂ;
cars to ask what the trouble was I turned and taxed slowly bac
toward the hangars nd

A stranger sauntered out to meet me — young, heayy s‘; au
smiling — dressed 1n typical pilots’ costume of breeches and o:en
Henderson, he said hus name was It was the ficst tme 1ds
him on the field
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“Why don't you let me jump 1n the front cockpit before you
try that again? he asked

1 could feel my cheeks turmng red, and sweat broke out agaw
*The ai’s a lttle rough, and I haven't flown smce Octobes,” I
rephed, hesitant to lay my troubles bare before a stranger “Im
gomg to wait until it’s not so rough ”

*Lots of pilots are 1 the same spot,’ he said, laughing “It’s
pretty hard to make expenses through the wimter 11l give you
soffle time while Im wattng for the ship I bought Are the dual
controls hooked up?’

“They've never been disconnected ” I answered “But———"

*Why don’t we make a few rounds right now?” he asked
*Don't worry, 1t won't cost you anything 1 haven't much to do
for the nest day or two ™

“I'd— ~ -Td like to———but———"

But he was zlready stepping mto the front cockpit 1 taxed
out onto the field agam and plunged up to air It was 2 lot
easter when I knew someone was there to check any serious errors
f mught commit I made a big curcle and came down to a two-pornt,
bouncy landmg After a half dozen take offs and landings, my new
friend pulled back the throtile and said, “You won’t have any
trouble You're yust a lttle rusty from not flying for so long Why
don't you wat yntil the wind dies down thus evemng and then
make a few hops yourself?”

Three degrees right rudder

It was nearly five o'clock when I started the engwe 2gain
The air was almost calm There was no onc on the field except an
old Negro, who wandered m and stood at a respectful distance,
looking at my plsue

¢ Suh, could Ak ask if you all gow’ up 1a the sky dis aft'noon?”
hed sad

“Yes, I m gong t
not paymg much attention

o take off 1n a few munutes,” 1'd answered,
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“Well sult, f you all don't object, AWl st stand right hesh
an’ watch, suh >

1'd taxied out, taken a last look at the istruments, and opened
the throttle

No matter how much traming you've had, your first sofo 18
far different from all other faghts You are completely mde
pendent, hopelessly beyond help, entirely responsible, and ternbly
alone mn space For the first tyue, you're free of an mstructors
wishes No one ¢lse knows whether you bank with shp or skd
There's no hand to motion the riose down before a stall, no other
head to check your fuel or watch your rpm You can choose your
point of the compass, and fly o as long as you Iike But o you
get Jost from your field, the penalty 15 more severe than words of
reprimand and laughter

T kept chmbing that day, aghet and higher, over red plowing,
green forests, and shanty homes of Georgia There was the oty
of Amencus unfolding 10 the distance There was Souther Field,
with its limes of buildings, shnnking m sze below me I held the
rocker arms above the honzon yntl my altimeter needle covered
the dot at 4500 feet I might not have stopped clmbing then, but
the sun was almost touching earth, and dusk makes landug diffcult
for the amateur s eyes

“Boss, you sho' are a great flyah!”

The old Negro had been waiting for me all the nme T was 1
the air He walked up close to the fuselage after I eut the switch
and stood there staring at me adminngly ,

“Dese other avators pst fly 'bout low-down like They am*
nuthin’ compared to a man like you Boss, you all was so-0 ugh
Ah could pist see you You looked like a bird up har Not a smudgé
bigger, no, suh Ah'm sho’ glad Ah come out here to se¢ y0U, Boss
Yes, suh”

1 knew well enouch that the alttude I reached had rcq‘““:
10 excess skill, and that my old mstructor Baff would have cuﬁﬁd
each one of my landings But there was somethmg 2bout the agts
Negro’s prase and courtesy that gave me confidence It ::s
pleasant {0 histen 10 such an appreciative audience And best
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that, I was happy to have fimshed my first sofo £.4/# 4i7nre
cracking up

1 spent 2 week at Souther Field, practicing take-r#7s oo s,
mgs Then I felt 1t was tune to start barnstorming 4 44 ¢ 15
nearly five hours of solo, and my funds were petting Syser 4%
day It was mportant to find a location where T o 1 e«
cost of flyng traming with an mcome from paseenger.s, oY §
decided to work west, through the Southern states, 1 Yerer, g2t
then north to Minnesota Why detour as far as Texsvy Vg wer
By diect? Well, every barnstormung pilot 1 knes $24 fyums
Texas They ell talked about Texas Texns scemed ¢ 10 indis
of the profession Now that I had a chance to fly these 4 5 S
plane, why muss 117

“You're heading over some of the worst tcrmm7 5 4a sy -
a local pilot told me when he heard of my plang #ff YNy
10 go to Texas, I'd advise you to follow the (s 4/, Yy s
not so bad ”

But my engine was new, and my nexperfence Yt 3L app oy
bluffed by a few swamps and hills Surely, with 4 ... < .
hours of fuel 1n my tanks Id be able to fing P "1/
¢nough to land on It would be 1nteresting to per 4,00, . “1
worst flying terntory was hike

1 sent my suitcase home by railway expreqy Bas ¢ g
an extra shurt, a parr of breeches, a toothbruely, ¢/, P s
plugs, tools, and other spare equipment in » I,V‘,J,_,‘} ) ﬁ;"‘/”f
the bundle down 1n the front cockpit with g1, i Lp fe7ad
o'clock on the morning of May seventeenth, T gy 0 7 Sty
above the hangars to say good-by, and g # 4 4R tusn
toward Montgomery, Alabama A

I made Mendian, Mississippt, before St 4t ¢
agam the followmng moming That was the digyy, ; :’/"A et
lost The sky was full of great White cloyg, Y "+ 7 fa/7
b For almost half an hoy, Ay bkt
y local storms Fo! ,',"""/d pighon
on the ground that conformed with the gmyn s

-
chased from an Amencus drug store The, ';;"I 5 fpad g

Sy

4 sty

=
wificance 1n the anglng tracks of a railroag “”4 122 muf/ m‘\},

"t ged my
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to the mght I kept on fiying m a direction I thonght was west
ward There was no compass in my Jenny I'd bought a compass,
discolored by age, the day before ¥ left Souther Field But 1 my
hurry to get started Id wrapped it up in my blanket roll, plannmng
to mstall st sometime when weather held me on the ground Now
it was ont of reach
The terntory below grew wilder ~ mostly swamp and tmber
Storms became thicker and heavier After an hour had passed I
decaded to land, ask where I was, and fill up my tanks The fields
below were small, hilly, and most of them plowed To Jand m
plowing meant an almost sure nose over for a Jenny, and one
could never get off agan — even when the ground was dry At Jast
1 found a pasture that contamed two well sodded slopes, with 2
small meadow between That would give me an upgrade for the
end of my landing roll, and a downgrade for the start of my
take off ~—an 1deal combination The terntory ali around was
pretty rough Engme fadure on take-off would mean @ nasty
crack up But that was true most places m the South ¥ cuscled
several times, studying the surface of the ground, made the shortest
landing 1 had yet accomplished, coasted down the near slope,
across the meadow, and stopped rothng halfway up the slope o8
the far side I felt fughly professional
A smalt but dark storm area was duftimg 1 my dwection, and
only 2 mile or two away 1 wanted to get my plane mto a grove
of pine trees at one side of the slope behind me, and e the wings
down before strong wind gusts armved So I opened my throtte,
blew the tal around, and taxied across the lttle meadow at the
highest speed I dared It was too late to stop or ground loop when
I saw a ditch ahead, almost completely hudden by grass 1 had
barely time to pull the throttle shut There was the crash of »
as my wheels dropped 1n and the propeller struck the ground T
tadl rose, Iike a seesaw run amuck, untl 1t was almost vert:
air 1 thought my Jenny was turning upside down Ther i s¢
back to an angle of some forty five degrees
1 chmbed gut of the cockrg! down to the wing, and thea dm ‘:;
ground, and surveyed my damaged plane It was splattered ®

tcal 20
tiled
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mud, but I could find nothing broken aside from the propeller If
1'd followed my landmg tracks, or if I'd even been ten feet farther
over, I wouldn’t have ut the ditch at all Raindrops began to patter
on fabric Northwest treetops were botling m the wind The rudder
drummed agamnst the flippers with a heavy puff Several men and
boys came running up

“What's the name of the nearest town?” I asked

“Well sub, if you go nawtheast, you come to the caty of
Maben If you go sauthwest, you come to the city of Mathuston
’thn you all landed, you jist about split the difference between
em "

‘ What's the closest big aty?’

“Well suh, if you go ’bout a hundred miles sauth, you come
to Meridian That’s about the biggest un we got 'round heah ”

Mendian, Mississippt! That’s where Id started from— I'd
flown north instead of west! I thought they were gomng to say I was
m Louisiana

By that ume a crowd was assembhng in spite of the ram —
whites and Negroes, grandfathers, daughters, babies, and dogs We
hauled down the fuselage and pushed my Jenny out of the ditch,
nto the grove of pines I tied wings to trees, and rode mnto Maben
with a storekeeper who had locked up hus place of business when
he heard of my landing and duven out to see for himself what
had happened

Before leaving Souther Field, I'd nvested twenty dollars 1n
%o extra propellers as a safegvard for my summer’s barnstorm-
mg I telegraphed for one of them to be expressed to Maben Then
I engaged a room at the old Southern Hotel The next afternoon,
I 1nstalled the compass i my cockpit

Four degrees right rudder.

Three days later, the new propeller amved at the railway
station I lapped it onto the engme shaft between showers A large
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part of the popul of Maben, Matk and the surrounding
country came to watch me wortk and test the plane

On the test flight, my take off was easy, and my landing fauly
good, but constant rams had kept the field soft Wheels and tail
skid left shallow ruts behund I taxied back carefully around the
ditch end, and announced that I was ready for passengers While
I was waiting for the propeller, I had talked half-a dozen towns-
men imto promising to fiy with me Most of them wete nght there,
gathered around my plane

“Hank, chmb in, you all been tallun’ all mormn' ‘bout the
flight you're going to take!”

*Oh, Ah——~Al'm go’ up all nght, but how *bout all you
fellers that was fightin’ for first ide? Sol, you was speakin’ mighty
big few munutes ago Don’t hear nuthin® from you now ”

“Seemed a lot safer yest'day when that plane couldn’t really
fly

It took several mnutes of persuasion fo get the first Mississip-
pran 1 my cockpit After that, they came fast I stopped my
engine only when 1t was necessary to pour gasoline in the tanks
1 kept the fuel level Jow, to make take-offs easier That day, 1 took
1 enough money to pay for new propeller, gasolie, and hotel
bills, and feave me 2 profit besides At last, my flyng was o8 2
paying basis Hours m the air put dollars into my pocket 1nstead
of taking them out I was eamnmg enough to hve, and for the
upkeep of my plane, that was all I asked

*Bill, yow'll nevah know what your place 15 like tll you Took
down on 1t from up *bove Say, you ought'a sce the chickens taake
for cover Costs money, but 1t’s sho’ worth it!”

“Mose, how'd you feel strapped 1n ‘tween them wings?”

¢ Boss, Ab’d go but Ah an’t got no money *

“Well, Ah1t chip 1 fifty cents to gve Mose a nde Boys,
who'll go “Tong with me?”
“Ab'll put up half a dollar " fose,
“We'll pay hus fare 1f you'll gave Ium a fip-flop, mister Klose,
t a flip-flop?”’ "
how "bout a flip-flop’ ts to do

*Yes suh Ah ant feared o® nothin’ that man wap
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Mose, delighted by the attention and encouraged by a dozen
fellow Negroes, was willing to take on anything at all I showed
hum where not to step on the wing as he chmbed m, and belted
him tghtly down 1n the cockpit But Iis attitude of confidence
melted when 1 snapped the buckle and he realized he was com-
mitted to the air His face grew senous

“Mose, Ah bet you wish you hadn’t spoke up so quick now
You look ‘most white already ”

“Sho’ a scared mgger sittin’ mn that place ™

“Shucks, wha's scared? Amn't nobody scann’ me Ah know
that aviator am’t gom’ to kill hisself, and Ahm stayin’ night with
him

“Mose, that arplane wor’t no sooner git off the ground than
you gow’ to duck yo head down ’tween your knees an nevah
bring 1t up agm ” Everybody laughed

‘ Huht Scared? why, man, Ah m gom’ to enjoy myself up thar
ANl be a layghm® an’ a-wavin’ all the time ”

* Wavin'— why, man, you gon’ to have your hands so full of
airplane you won't be able a get "em high as yo’ nose

‘Mose, don’t you let them rascals skeer you Jist hold your
handk’chief out an’ show ‘em you can wave ”

* Course Ah kin wave ” Out came 2 huge red and rather dirty
bandanna

There was a cheer as I opened the throttle and taxied off 1
chmbed to two hundred feet, banked steeply, dove on the field,
pulled up 1n a cautious zoom Mose grasped the nim of hus cockpit
with one hand until his knuckles whitened, but he held the
bandanna resolutely aloft with the other while dozens of faces
looked up at us

But I'd promised fip-flops Zooming around the field wouldn’t
satisfy the sponsors of the fught They expected much more 1n
return for therr fifty-cent pieces, and I intended to gave 1t to them
The mam problem was that I'd never had any traming 1n acro-
batics I'd been 1n the front cockpit once when Bahl looped hus
Hisso-Standard, and once when he spun 1it, and I'd stood on top
of his wing once while he looped But I'd never handled the con-
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trols duning any kind of stunt However, I'd listened to older plots
talk, and Y'd stunted i my mnd, working out theoretically the
movements of stick and rudder

“You don’t have to dive much,” I'd been told “Just nose her
down and let her pick up speed ” That advice, I realized later,
concerned a Hisso-Standard — not my underpowered Jenny

1t took me close to fifteen minutes to get up 3000 feet I wasnt
sure where to hold my nose on the horizon to get the best angle
of attack, and I dida’t want to overwork the engne chimbing
Three thousand feet seemed high enough for safety, even with
mexpenenced feet and hands T splashed around n the ar for a
few munutes to get the feel of controls — wingovers, sideslips, and
two steep spirals, all of them pretty sloppy and with the earth quite
out of place

Mose had ducked his head down between his knees 1 the first
bank, but he kept his handkerchief high above the cockpit,
although no one could possibly see 1t from the ground

T was still over 2000 feet high when I fimshed the last spiral
and leveled out It was time to loop I pushed the nose down and
waited a few seconds Wing fabnic bulged between ribs Controls
stiffened Noises took on a higher pitch It seemed we were goINg
awfully fast 1 pulled the stick back slowly and opened the throttle
wide My body sank snto the cockpit’s seat The earth dnifted rear-
ward, behuind my trailng edges Two landing wires fuzzed aganst
the sky White clouds took on an awkward tilt How much strain
would the fittings stand? T didn’t dare use more muscle on the
stick At forty-five degrees, the engine began to labor At sixty
degrees, the wings were trembling At nunety degrees, my Jeany
hung motionless i ai

At that instant, Mose must have thought the fp-flops were
over, for hus head reappeared above the cockpit's tim I kicked
full nght rudder, but I'd waited too long Tt had no effect 5)1;
whipped Arr rushed backward past the fusclage The taif )cr“d
up The nose jerked down Strange things happened to clouds ::s
ground — A plowed field was where the sky had been, and 3t
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gettng bigger fast All trace of Mose had disappeared, cluding
the bandanna

It was easy enough to come out of the dive, and 1 held the
nose high to gam back 2 hitle altitude Then I chmbed for three
or four mmutes and tried another loop, with almost the same
result The Jenny would have whipped agam, but I kicked rudder
sooner on the second try and tipped her over on one wing Some
thing was wrong with my techmque, that was clear enough I gave
up any more attempts at looping, and brought Mose down 1n dives,
zooms, and sprrals It wasn’t untid I throttled the engine for the
final ghde that the bandanna rose agai, followed by s face He
peeked out, drew his head 1n Iike a startled turtle, then straight-
ened up and looked around

As I taxed back to the langhing, shoutng crowd, the ban-
danna was flying as high as the top wing

“Hi, Mose, was 1t worth t?”

“Shucks, 1t was won’erful' Al'd like to go nght back up agn
Mose was warmmg up as I gmded his foot onto the walkway to
keep him from steppmg through the wing covering “Ah wouldn’t
take nuthm’ for that tnp Boy, you don't know what you're
mussia’” As soon as he got onto the ground, he was surrounded
by Negroes and whites, all talking and joking, and paying almost
no attention to what was bemng said

T stayed m Maben for two weeks, and carried close to sixty
passengers People flocked 1n from the surrounding country Some
traveled for fifteen mules 1n oxcarts, just to see my Jenny fly Onc
old Negro woman came up to me with senous face and asked,
“Boss, how much you all charge fo’ to take me up to Heaven an’
leave me dah?”

1 could have carried many more passengers, but the rams con-
tinued, and each flight rutted the meadow until the OX-5 engine
didn’t have enough power to pull 1ts Jenny through the mud Every
time T landed 1 had to ask several men to push on the wings before
1 could get back to the harder ground of the take-off slope 1
had looked over the surrounding country for a better ficld, but
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there was none I said good by to my Southern fniends, and headed
west again, for Texas

How simple 1t was, flying above ground' If you got lost, you
landed and inquired, if you were short of fuel, you phoned the
nearest otf company to send out a truck If you were tired, you
stretched out on the grass, and if you wanted to sleep, you
slept —~~~

Im five degrees off course agan I ve got to be more careful

At Marshall, Minnesota, I jomned my father He was runuing
as a candidate for the Umted States Senate that year, m a speaal
election called because of Knute Nelson's death 1 had suggested
that he make some of his campaign tnps mn my Jenny, aod he
agreed to go Father had never liked the idea of my flymg It was
too dangerous an occupation, he said, and I was his only son He
told me there would always be a posiion open for me 1n hs office,
and he outhned several business projects we mght start together
But when he found that T was determned to follow the profession
of an arplane priot, he helped me n every way he could *You're
your own boss,” he'd said finally And that tume he really meant
1t Now, I was to take hum for his first nde 1n an auplane

Tt Father had any fear of fiying he didn't show 1, although
1 thought hus Iips were tighter set than usual when I gave hiz
helmet and goggles, and strapped him down He began his aenial
campaign that day by throwing out printed cuculars above the
town I hadn’t thought to tell him to let the shpstream catch 8
few dozen sheets at a time, 50 when I nodded the signal to cuf
them loose a block of five hundred banged agaust the stabilizer
Father looked a bit startled at that But our handbulls ut the to¥?
and he enjoyed the nde, and started plans immedsately for gosg UP
agamn
Flying has often made me conscious of the relatwity of tme
1 felt st more than ever that mormng, with my fathet’s head 10
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front of my windshield He'd fled m an oxcart from savages, at the
speed of two miles an hour, and now, 1n this same state of Munne-
sota, he was nding through the awr on wings, at the speed of a
mie 2 mnute My father’s lifetime spanned more change the
environment of man than man had expenenced wm the previons
thousand years

That was the summer I landed at our Mimnnesota farm T'd
looked forward to bringing my own auplane home ever sice 1
began flying It was a luxury to which I'd promised to treat miyself
as s00n as I'd made a little extra money and developed sufficient
skill By early fall 1 felt I'd amassed enough of both T barnstormed
my way north, past Minneapolss, past St Cloud, and ponted my
nose one mormng 1n the direction of Little Falls -~ —

There 1t 15, lying nakedly below me, river and creck, fields and
woodlands — our farm It has never fully exposed itself to mmy eyes
before How well 1 know each detail' How Litle I've understood
the whole! In the past, I've seen our farm as a surgeon views hs
patient — all parts hidden but the one on which he works Now, I
embrace 1ts entire body 1 sight and consciousfess at once —1n &

1 which p o assigned to birds and God
How delicately Pike Creek ravels through 1ts valley! How stal-
wartly the pines stand up, lise guards for lower timber! I see the
bare curves of our western hull, the dells of our eastern-twenty
Cow trals tte barn to pasture, gate to gate, wind 1 and out
through trees The Lunds house 1s closer, the Williams woods 18
smaller, than 1 thought either one to be

I learn the wind s direction from silvered poplar leaves, stall
over the fence, land tail skid first, stop rolling with plenty of room
to spare I open the throttle enough 1o swing the tail around and
tax slowly The ground ss soft The take-off won't be easy If 1t
rams tomght, Tl probably have to wait for the earth to dry agam

“Nay doggoue, the man that invented these things vas quite 8

fellerr
Damel Thompson stands locking at my Jenny, axe at an angle
on his shoulder

“Aye never thought Aye'd live to sce such a contraption,” be
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continues, looking first at the plane, and then at me, and then
chuckling 1n a sort of bewilderment Of course he knows I learned
to fiy fast year, and he’s used to seemg me dnve cars, and my
motorcycle, and all sorts of farm machinery, but the awplane rest-
mg here where we used to unhitch our hay wagon 15 almost too
much for tum

“How's the farm, Thompson?” My eyes sweep over the neg-
lected field

“All m veeds ™

Yes, 1t’s true ‘There are no crops m the fields, no wheel marks
on the road that crosses the creek, na fresh cow dung on the path
we follow The tenants I selected faled to make a Lving on the
farm There weren't enough acres under plow, the pastures were
100 wooded, the buwldings were too far apart It was one problem
after another until finally they left Well, that’s the price 1 pay
for flying One can’t direct a farm from an auplane hundreds of
miles away

‘ They'te starting to cut timber 1n the valley,” Thompson vol-
unteers, as we walk toward our padlocked house

Yes, I know, the survey for the new Pike Rapids dam showed
that our valley would be flooded, so all the trees wll have to go—
the great wihite o2k where my father and mother camped while the
first house was bemg bult, the little crab-apple orchard by the
river bank, the tall linden whose branches filtered up the risisg
stars In the future, my sapids will become a lake, my deying rock,
a shppery, submerged stone

T knew that day that childhood was gone My farm on the
Mississippr would become a memory, of which, sometime, 1d tell
my children, yust as my father told me of hus fields and forests on
Sauk Rwer As the modern railroad came to diwide fus famdy
homestead, a modern dam would submerge the valley acres of our
farm — -

most

1t's twenty-six and 2 half hours since I took off That's all o

twice as long as the flght between San Diego and St Louss,
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that was much the longest fight I ever made Its asking a lot of
an engine {o run twenty-six hours without attention Back on the
mall, we check our Liberties at the end of every tnip Are the
rocker arms on my Wharlwind still getting grease? And how long
will 1t keep on going if one of them should freeze?”

I shift arms on the stick My left hand —bemng free, and
apparently disconnected from my minds control - begins aun
lessly exploring the pockets of the chart bag It pulls the maps
of Europe halfway out to reassure my eyes they’re there, tucks
my helmet and goggles m more neatly, and fingers the shiny little
first aid kat and the dark glasses given me by that doctor on Long
Island Why have I let my eyes burn throngh the mormng? Why
have I been squnting for hours and not thought of these glasses
before? I hook the wires over my ears and look out on a shaded
ocean It's as though the sky were overcast agam I don’t dare use
them They're too comfortable, too pleasant They make 1t seem
Iike evening — make me want to sleep

T ship the glasses back into their pocket, pull out the first aid
kit, and idly snap 1t open It contans adhesive tape, compact
bandages, and a hittle pair of scissors Not enough to do much
patching after a crash Tucked into one comner are several silk-
covered, glass capsules of aromatic ammoma “For use as Smell
1ng Salts,” the labels state What did the doctor think I could do
with smelling salts over the ocean? This kat 13 made for a childs
cut finger, or for some debutante famting at a ball! I might as
well have saved sts weight on the take-off, for all the good 1t will
be to me I put it back in the chart bag ~—~and then pull it out
agam If smellng salts revive people who are about to fat, why
won t they revive people who are about to fall asleep® Here's a
weapon aganst sleep lying at my side unused, a weapon which
has been there all through the morming’s deadly hours A whiff of
one of these capsles should sharpen the dullest mind And no
eyes could slecp stingmg with the vapor of ammonia

111 try one now The fumes ought to clear my head and keep
the compass centered I crush a capsule between thumb and
fingers A flad runs out, discoloring the white sitk cover I hold
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1t cautiously, several inches from my nose There’s no odor I move
1t closer, slowly, untd finally 1t touches my nostrils I smell noth
ng' My eyes don’t feel the shghtest sting, and no tears come to
morsten therr dry edges I mhale agamn with no effect, and throw
the capsule through the window My mimnd now begins to realze
how deadened my senses have become, how close I must be to the
end of my reserves And yet there may be another sleepless night
ahead

I lean out mto the shpstream agam, to breathe the fresher air
I nose down next to the water, giding along tail igh, swiftly, with
lightened load and faster turning engmne I force the wheels as close
as T dare to the waves playmg with their crests to stmulate my
senses I sharpen the blade of skill on the stone of danger

Now, 1 fly m tight formation with my shadow, less than ten
feet above the waves Now, I Iet the Spirit of St Louts nse to
masthead height while I sink back to rest withn the cockpit At
times I'm tempted to touch my tires on the water to break
monotony and see spray fly up

I did this once on the Mississippt Ruver at St Louss, racug
with a speedboat There was a regatta that day The shores were
lined with sp and the p between boat and air-
plane was a star atiraction Qur course lay around the piers of
two bridges a half-mile or so apart My old Standard biplane was
so much faster than the speedboat that 1t was more an exhibition
than a race I throttled down to keep from gammng too many [eps
on my adversary I flew under the bridge spans with him to Ve
the crowd an extra thnll I ran my tires through the wave tops—
they were nipples compared to these out here — and flew so fow
over a launch that one of the crewmen jumped overboard when
he saw my plane approaching The crowd enjoyed 1t immensely
But the president of the company for whom I flew was pot s0
impressed by my skill He said he'd expected to see me crash 1mto
the water at any moment, and that the man who jumped &€
board telephoned hum the next mornung, cursing and threateni®é

st dreds of
No, T won't clip the top off a whitecap out bere, hundret
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miles from shore It wouldn’t be like swimming halfway across the
Misstssipps and paying for a five-hundred dollar awrplane 1f I mis-
judged my height!

The Mississtppt River — how 1t has wound 1n and out through
my life, ke the seasons! I grew up on 1ts banks, swam through its
sapuds, portaged its headwaters with my father From Montana to
Alabama, from Wisconsm to Texas, I've bamnstormed through its
valley Each flight on my mail route took me over its junction
with the muddy Missourt Now, the movement of the ocean waves
below, extending on to the straight hine of the honizon, reminds me
of the nver's wheatfields They too bent and nppled 1 the wind
F've flown mule after mile above their golden tassels, 1 Kansas, po
higher than I'm fiying now above the Atlantic Sometumes I saw a
coyote loping away from my plane, just as I saw the porpoise
tere at sea

Is that a piece of dnftwood? No, 1t’s moving, it’s a bied, a
gull, wheeling low over the waves A second sign of life! T twist
around to watch the flapping wings pass behind my tail There's
another gull m the distance, a speck nsing and lowertng agamst
the southern sky This 1s becoming a populated ocean What are
gulls doing here so far from land? I've beard that they follow
ships all the way from America to Europe, dropping down to pick
up scraps of refuse Then have I dnfted south to the ship lanes?
Are these birds simply waitmg for the next Liner to pass by? But
there’s not a ship 1n sight, not a sign of refuse on the surface —no
spar, no floating box, 1o orange peel

Those gulls may have been resting on the water How fortunate
they are! Maybe they can sleep—head tucked under wing
and floating on the swells They are really chidren of ocean
and arr, while I am an iatruder where I don’t belong Gulls
fiy by nature, by God's design, I stay aloft by man's witchcraft.
It takes no more than 2 stuck valve or a cracked pipe line to break
the spell of my flight If my engme falled at this altitude of fifty
feet, I'd scarcely have tune to bank left mto the wind, pull the
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stick back, and stall onto the water Within half 3 muute, I'd be
submezged 1 1, feelmg its wetness, tastng its salt

Of course the Spirt of §¢ Lowus would float 2 long time with
two-thirds of the fuel gone — for hours — perhaps for days The
sea 15 light There'd be no rush about gettng the raft out~I
could take my tme pumping 3t up and Joading m the equipment
1'd have a fair chance of bewmg rescued, too—in these Europeant
waters, especially if I m on the ship lanes With the sun everbead,
beatmg down through a clear sky, 1t wouldn't be so very cold after
1 got the raft nflated and bailed out I'd moor to the wreckage
of the plane, curd up on the rubbenized canvas bottom, and gve
way to sleep I'd forget about all my problems Nothng would
matter untst I'd slept———

Is that a spout msing from the sea, a half-mile ahead? Are
there whales too out here, a few feet below those waves? 1 fxmy
eyes on the area and wast, as ane wats for the second flash of an
arway beacon at mght But 1t doesn’t appear agan Probably I
imagmed that 1 saw a spout At Jeast Tlf charge st 10 ymagmation
There must be no question about what 1s real and what 1s not
T'm stil too close to the border hne whete ong merges with the
other

Far away, i the northeastern sky, a layer of clouds 15 forming
Does that mean another storm ahead? ¥t locks bhe @ single stratus
layer, several thousand feet above the ocean But— I study
carefully — posuibly broken cumulus clovds have punched 0~
gether to appear as a layer at a distance

apers and books £5
ble and earthicke 8
sustence untd 7Y
and find that 15

Europe — I know from maps and newsp
there, somewbers over the bonzon, as 1ang!
America, but my senses will be skeptical of is €
eyes actually see 1t down below, untif I fly close
fand does not dissolve mto must and shadow
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It must be there The charts show it They didn't ke about
Nova Scotra They told the truth about Newfoundland I've meas-
ured them accurately Europe must be there too I know people
who have been to Europe Geographies and histories confirm 1ts

Flymng d from Ni dland, 1t's mmp le to
miss All T have to do 1s hold my course, and sooner or later 11t
be bound to strike land — as I struck Nova Scotta —as I struck
Newfoundland

But how endlessly the ocean stretches out ahead How mythical
the European countries scem Ireland, England, France, what Jands
of fable, how far away from home — vague countries of my
mother’s people They are there They've got to be there They’re
not like the cloud 1slands They're like the porpoise and the gulls
By evening I should strike one of their coasts In three hours, #f 1
haven't sighted land, I'll turn thirty degrees to the north

The shadows m my cockptt have assumed a different angle
The sun 1s lower The wind has decreased There are no longer
foam streaks on the sea Cumulus clouds mirror white on the deep
blue water A lIight haze seplaces midday’s crystal clanty Gray
areas i the distance mark scattered squalls

Durning the hours of brillrant sunlight there seemed no need to
concern myself greatly with problems of European weather I could
afford to fly lazily along, now aware of my surroundings, now far
away i dreams Why accuse such clear air of harboring a storm,
why be suspicious of such an open sky? But those squalls ahead
can no longer be shut out by blinders of the mind They're real
They're not many miles away They requue a defimte plan of
action

T've already spent fuel to mncrease my chance of a dayhight Jand-
fall, s0 1t’s essential to stay underneath the clouds I'll chmb above
them only as a last resort Even if the sky becomes completely
overcast the cloud base may stay high If I can see only a few
miles when I strike the coast line, T should be able to Jocate my

Pposition m dayhight.
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If vision 15 cut down by haze, I'll fly low over the first town [
come to, and let the signboards tell me which country I'm 1
Maybe 1 can read the name of the town sself on the radroad
station, as I've done 50 often on cross-country fhghts at home Buf
you must be cautious fiymg over a land you don't know. X re-
member a day near New Orleans when my cye caught sleader,
vertical lines of steel ambushed 1n the haze and extending mto the
clouds above my Canuck They were a few seconds of flight away,
but T had to look carefully to sec them, for they showed ouly 2
shade darker than the haze tself Interconnected and held erect
by an mvisible maze of wires, those radio towers formed 2 great
spider web for arcraft Any one of thewr wires would have cut
through a wing as scissors cut through paper, Such hazards aren’t
marked on the best maps one can buy

The greatest test of my navigation will come if I make a land
fall i darkness, when hills mesge mnto valleys and railroad wter-
sections are mmpossible to see Then, I'lf have to keep a sharp
watch ahead to avord flymg wte some hit or mountam before 1
know I m leaving the ocean behind Then, I'll have to establish my
position from the general contous of fhe coast— the bays, the
pennsulas, the harbors, the meandenng shore hne Then, T set
a compass course from the hghts of one major ety to those of
another checking the distance between them agamst the a1t speed
and the clock If I find my posiion to be on the coast of northern
Ireland, for snstance, 11l set course first for Dublm, then for
Birmingham, next London, and finally for Pans All four cities
are 50 large that I should be able fo find them if there’s any cedinZ
at alf beneath the clouds The hghts of ground traffic will help, 100
In Europe, as m Amerca, tt must be troe that “all soads lead to
Rome "

My mund goes back to other nights, to sabmanne oceans of
darkness, under a surface of thuch clouds, over shoals of futls and
trees Many o night on the mai T've bored wmta ane of ﬂ";’;’
shatfows, gurded only by an occasional village and the dm g d’
of farmhouse windows On such mghts, ground and aur are cloake
1n a blackness that leaves no shade for horzon, ro shadow for
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perception  Sometmes, when the mail was late, the lights 1 the
wimdows blinked out, one after another, until there’d be only a
sugle farmhouse as a beacon Then F'd hope that some forgotten
chore would keep the housewife busy for an extra mmute, until
I'd passed

T used to search the ground below for the most meager scraps
of gudance The Iights of a motorcar were diamonds of nforma-
tion Fence posts, i wintertime, were black pearls strung out to
lead me on I remember Love saying that one murky mght he had
crossed the rver at Peoria by following cracks m the ice The
black metwork of water showing through helped him to judge his
wital hundred feet of alutude

There’ll be no ice cracks to follow 1 Europe at the end of
May, and no snow to accentuate trees and fences But there wall
be shore Lines with village Lights on one side and not on the other,
and roads with motorcars runmng along them And i extreme
emergency, there may be a softer shade of blackness to mark a
clearing

I'm flying along dreamily when 1t catches my eye, that black
speck on the water two or three miles southeast I realize it's there
with the same jerk to awareness that comes when the altimeter
needle drops too low mn fiying blind I squeeze my lds together and
look agam A boat! A small boat! Several small boats, scattered
over the surface of the ocean'

Seconds pass before my mind takes 1n the full importance of
what my eyes are seeing Then, all feeling of drowsmess departs
I bank the Spirit of St Lowuis toward the nearest boat and nose
down toward the water I could't be wider awale or more keenly
aware if the engwe had stopped

Fishing boats! The coast, the European coast, can’t be far
anay! The ocean 1s behind, the flight completed Those lttle ves-
sels, those chips on the sea, are Europe What nationality? Are
they Trish, English, Scotch, or French? Can they be from Norway,
or from Spain? What fishing bank are they anchored on? How far
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from the coast do fishing basks extend? 1ts too eatly to reach
Europe unless a gale blew behind me through the mght Thoughts
press forward 1o confused succession After Ffteen hours of solt
tude, here’s human Iife and help and safety

The ocean 15 1o Jonger 2 dangerous wilderness § feel as secuse
as though I were circling Lambert Freld back home I could land
alongside any ove of those baats, and someane would throw me 2
rope and take me on baard where there’d be a bunk I could sleep
on, and warm foad when I woke up

The first boat 15 Jess than a mufe ahead — I can sce 15 masts
and cabm I can see 1t rocking on the water I close the miature
control and dive down fifty fect above sts bow, dropping my wing
to get a better view

But where 1s the crew? There s no sign of hfe on deck Can alt
the men be out in dories? I chmb higher as I circle No, there arend
any dones I can see for mules, and the acean’s not rough enough
ta hide one Are the fishermen frightened by my plane, swooping
down suddenly from the sky? Possibly fthey mever saw a plane
before Of course they never saw one out so far over the ocean
Maybe they all hid below the decks when they heard the 1eaf of
my engme Maybe they thutk I'm some demon from the sky, bke
those dragons that decorate anctent marmers' charts But if the
crews are 5o out of contact with the modern world that they Jude
from the sound of an auplane, they must come from some wsolated
coastal village above which aurplanes never pass And the bosts
Jook 100 small to have veatured far from home 1 have visions of
ndmg the top of a huericans during the ght, with 2 hundred mle
an hour wind dnft Possibly these vessels are anchored north of
Ireland, or somewhere 1n the Bay of Biscay Then shall 1 keep or
going straight, or tusy norih, or south?

1 fly over to the next boat bobbing up and down o Ih:.swcﬂz
Its dech 15 empty too But as I drop my wang to excle, 8 man's hci’
appears, thrust out through a cabin porthofe, motionfess, mnsg
up at me In the excitement and joy of the moment, 18 the mle
of 1deas passing through my reawakened mund, ¥ dearde 1o 1::\! y
that head withdraw from the porthole, come ot of the cabm
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and all, and to pomt toward the Insh coast No soomer have 1
made the decision than I realize 1ts futility Probably that fisherman
cant speak Englsh Bven if he can, he Il be too startled to under-
stand my message, and reply But I'm already turning mto position
to dive down past the boat It won't do any harm to try Why
deprive myself of that casy satisfaction® Probably if I fly over 1t
agam, the entire crew will come on deck I've talked to people
before from a plane, fiying low with throttled engine, and recewved
the answer through some simple gesture —a nod or an out-
stretched arm

1 gltde down withun fifty feet of the cabim, close the throttle, and
shout as loudly 2s I can

‘WHICH WAY 1S IRELAND?”

How extraordinary the silence 15 with the engine 1dlng! I
look back under the tml, watching the fishermanss face for some
sign of understanding But an instant later all my altention 15
concentrated on the plane For I realize that I've lost the * feel * of
fiyng I shove the throttle open, and watch the air speed indicator
while I chmb and circle As long as I heep the needle above sixty
miles an hour, there’s no danger of staling Always before, I've
known mstinctively just what condition my plane was 11— whether
1t had flying speed or whether 1t was stalling, and how close to the
edge it was riding i between I didn't have to look at the mstru
Ments Now, the pressure of the stick no longer imparts its message
clearly to my hand I can t tell whether air 1s soft or solid

When I pass over the boat a third tume, the head s still at the
porthale It hasn’t moved or changed expression suice it first
appeared Tt came as suddenly as the boats themselves It seems
as Ifeless 1 didn’t notice before how pale it 15— of am I now
tmagming 1ts paleness? It looks hike a severed head 1n that port-
hole, as though a guillotite had dropped behmd 1t I feel baffled
After all, 2 map who dares to show hus face W ould hardly fear to
show his bedy Thete's something unreal about these boats They're
as weird as the nght's temples, as those misty islands of Atlantss,
as the fuselage's phantoms that rode behind my back

Why don't saifors gather on the decks to watch my planc”
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fleet The arr 15 cool, fresh, and pleasantly turbulent Ifly a bundred
feet or so abave the ocean — now under open sky, now wib
ram streaming over wings and struts

Is that 2 cloud on the northeastern horizon, or a strip of Jo¥
fog — or —~—can 1t possibly be land? It looks ke Jand, but I
don’t ntend to be tricked by another mirage Framed between tho
gray curtains of rain, not more than ten or fifteen mles away, 2
purplish blue band has bardened from the haze ——-flat below,
Iike a waterhne ~— - curving on top, as though composed of il
or aged mountains

Im only sixteen hours out from Newfoundland I allowed
eighteen and a half hours to strike the Irish coast If thats Treland
I'm two and a half hours ahead of schedule Can this be znotheh
clearer 1mage, like the 1slands of the morning? Is there something
strange about 1t too, like the fishing fleet and that haunting bead®
Is each new fllusion to become more real unttl reality pself s
meantngless? But my mind 1s clear I'm no longer halt asleep l‘m
awake — alert — aware The temptatton 1s too great I cau!lwg
my course any longer The Spinit of St Lows banks over 0%
the nearest point of land

-
I stare at 1t miently, not daring to beheve my €S heepts

e

hope n check to avoid ancther disappomtment, ““h‘“gw o

shades and contours unfold nto a coast ine——=2 coaslh“‘n’ e
a

mg down from the north~——a coast line bending 1% 55
east—~—a coast Ime with rugged shores and roling mamuﬂ’!
It’s much too early to strike England, France, o Scotlaad f3¢
to be striking Ireland, but that's the nearest Jand e
A fjorded coast stands out as I approach Barred laods
1t Inland, green fields slope up the sides of warted mounwﬂ‘ﬁ’
must be Ireland It can be no other place than Jucland Tht:ﬂy o
are too green for Scotland, the mountaims too hugh for B
Cornywall g
Now, I'm fiying above the foam-lned coast searh
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@d all, and to pount toward the Insh coast No sooner have 1
@ade the decssion than T realize its futiity Probably that fisherman
€ speck English Even if he can, he'll be 100 startled 1o under-
Sadmy message, and reply But 'm already turning into position
0 dve down past the boat It won't do any harm to try Why
deprive myself of that easy satisfaction? Probably if I fly over it
*gt, the entire crew will come on deck Ive talked to people
before feom a plane, flying low with throttled engine, and received
e Answer through some simple gesture —a nod or an out-
Stretched apny

Tglide down withwn fifty fect of the cabin close the throttle, and
$h0ut & Joudly a5 1 can

“WHICH WAY 1S IRELAND?"

How extraordinary the sence 15 with the engine 1dling) 1
ook back under the tail, watching the fisherman’s face for some
Sigm of undetstanding  But an mstant later, all my attention 15
Concentrated o the plane For I realize that I've lost the “fec]” of
fng 1 shoye the throttle open, and watch the air-speed mdicator
hile I elimb and aircle As long as 1 keep the needle above sixty
s an hour, there’s no danger of staling Always before, T've

% instinctively yust what condition my plane was in ~ whether
ithad fiying speed or whether it was stalling, and how close to the
&dge 1t wag nding 1n between I didn’t have to 100k at the instry.
Dents Now, the pressute of the stick no longer imparts its message
clearly to my hand I can’t tell whether air 15 soft or solid

When { pass aver the boat a third time, the head 15 still at the
Pothole It hasnt moved or changed expression sice 1t firsy
peared It came as suddenly as the boats themselves It seems
 Ueless 1 qidn t notice before how pale 1t 15— or am 1 poy
Magnimg yts paleness? It looks hke a severed head m that pory.

9l%, 25 though a guillotine had dropped bebind 1t T feel bafted

s all, a man who dares to show his face would hardly fear to
show hyg body There’s something unreal about these boats They're
2 Wetd as the mght's temples, as those misty 1slands of Atlantys,
38 the fuselage s phantoms that rode behmd my back

Why dont sailors gather on the decks 1o watch.my . o

.
Ll -
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Why don’t they pay aftention to my cirching and shouting? What's
the matter with thus strange flight, where dreams become reality,
and reality returns to dreams? But these aren’t vessels of cloud and
mist They're tangible, made of real substance like my plane —~
sails furled, ropes coiled neatly on the decks, masts swaymg back
and forth with each new swell Yet the only sign of crew 1s that
sngle head, hanging motionless through the cabm porthole Its
like “The Rime of the Ancsient Marmer” my mother used to read
aloud These boats remead me of the “pamted ship upon a pamted
ocean ”

1 want to stay, to circle agam and agam, until that head re-
moves tself from the porthole and the crews come out on deck
I want to see them standing and waving like normal, hving people
I've passed through worlds and ages smce my last contact with
other men I've been away, far away, planets and heavens away,
untif only a thread was left to lead me back to earth and lfe I've
followed that thread with swinging compasses, through lonely can-
yons, over pitfalls of sleep, past the lure of enchanted 1slands, fear
1ng that at any moment 1t would break And now I've retummed to
earth, retnrned to these boats bobbmg on the ocean I waot an
carthly greeting I deserve a warmer welcome back to the fellow-
ship of men

Shall I fly over to another boat and try agamn to rase the crew?
No, I'm wasting muautes of daylight and mules of fuel There's
nothing but frustration to be had by staying longer It's best to
leave There’s something about this flect that tries my mund and
spint, and lowers confidence with every cucle I make Isfands
that turn to fog I understand Ships without crews, I do not And
that motionless head at the porthole —1t's no phantom, and yet
it shows 1o sign of hfe I straighten out the Spurtt of 5t Lots and
{fly on eastward

to

Land must be somewhere near Those boats Were tod sm;’lim

be anchored far at sea— or were they? When I first saw m!rd‘
navigating problems scemed past, as though their bows por
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my drection like signposts, saying “This way to Paris ” But as I
leave them behind, a few black dots on an endless waste of
Ocean —about to vamsh, as birds vanish mto distant arr — reason
argues that I know nothing more about my lautude than I did
before They mught be north of Scotland, they might be south of
Ireland They might be anywhere along the coast There’s no way
o tell And 1t's dangerous to take for granted that land 1s very
Tear, even small boats sometimes venture far to sea The Grand
Banks of Newfoundland run hundreds of miles offshore For all 1
kaow, simar shallows may extend from the European side What
can I da but contimue on the course I sct before, and follow the
same plan of navigation?

Patches of blue sky above me are shrmking 1 size To the
north, heavier storm clonds gather

THE TWENTY EIGHTH HOUR
Over the Atlantic

HOURS OF FUEL CONSUMED

NOSE TANK
%+3arr 1
LEFT WING CENTER WING RIGHT WING
Y%t Y+ PEEE]
FUSELAGE

13 T

Ten fifty two am Twenty seven hours behind me Jf I ve cov-
¢red sixty degrees of Jongitude sice leaving New York, it's four
bouts lster here — or about three o'clock m the afternoon I reset
my heading and bring the compass needle bach to center

I keep scanning the horzon through breaks between squalls
ARy one of those ran curtains may hide a ship or another fishing
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flect The aur 1s cool, fresh, and pleasantly tarbulent 1 fly a hundred
feet or so above the ocean — now under open sky, now with
ram streaming over wings and struts

Is that a cloud on the northeastern horizon, or a strip of low
fog—or———can 1t possibly be land? Tt looks hke land, but T
don’t intend to be tricked by another mirage Framed between tho
gray curtains of rain, not more than ten or fifteen miles away, a
purphish blue band has hardened from the haze ——-flat below,
Iike a waterline — — — curving on top, as though composed of hills
or aged mountamns

I'm only sixteen hours ont from Newfoundland I allowed
eighteen and a half hours to strike the Irish coast If that’s Ireland,
I'm two and a half hours ahead of schedule Can this be another,
clearer mmage, like the 1slands of the morning? Is there something
strange about 1t too, Iike the fishng fleet and that haunting head?
Is each new illusion to become more real until reality stself 15
meanmgless? But my mmd 1s clear I'm no longer half asleep Im
awake - alert — aware The temptation 15 too great I cant hold
my course any longer The Spirit of St Lomus banks over toward
the nearest pomt of land

I stare at 1t mtently, not darng to believe my eyes, keepiig
hope 1 check to avord another disappointment, watching the
shades and contours unfold into 2 coast line —~—a coastlne com
g down from the north—-~—a coast line bending toward the
east———a coast line with rugged shores and rolling mountatns
It’s much too early to strike England, France, or Scotland It's carly
to be striking Ircland, but that's the nearest land

A fjorded coast stands out as I approach Barren sslands guard
1t Inland, green fields slope up the sides of warted mountains This
must be Ireland It can be no other place than Ireland The fields
are too green for Scotland, the mountams too high for Brittany Of
Cornwall o for

Now, I'm flying above the foam lined coast, searchiog
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promment features to fit the chart on my knees Ive chmbed to
two thousand feet 50 I can see the contours of the country better
The mountamns are old and rounded, the farms small and stony
Ram glistened durt roads wind natrowly through hills and fields
Below me lies a great taperng bay, a long, bouldered wsland, a
village Yes, there s a place on the chart where 1t all fits —line
of 1k on line of shore — Valentia and Dingle Bay, on the south-
western coast of Ireland!

1 can hardly believe 1t s true I'm almost exactly on my route,
closer than I hoped to come 1n my wildest dreams back m San
Diego What happened to all those detours of the night around the
thunderheads? Where has the swinging compass error gone? The
wind above the storm clouds must have blown fiercely on my tail
In edging northward, ntuitton must have been more accurate than
reasoned navigation

'The southern tip of Ireland! On course, over two hours ahead
of schedule, the sun still well up 1n the sky, the weather clearing!
1 circle again, fearful that I11 wake to find this too 2 phantom, a
mirage fading mto mid Atlantic mist But there s 2o question about
1t, every detail on the chart has 1ts counterpart below, each major
feature on the ground has its symbol on the chart The lines corre-
spond exactly Nothing 1 that world of dreams and phantoms was
ke this I spiral lower, looking down on the Iittle willage There
are boats mn the harbor, wagons on the stone-fenced roads People
are runmng out mto the streets, lookng up and waving This 1s
earth again, the earth where I've ived and now will live once more
Here are human bewngs Here’s 2 human welcome Not a single
detail 1s wrong Ive never seen such beauty before — fields so
green, people so human, a village so attractive, mountans and
rocks so mountamous and rocklike

One senses only through change, apprectatcs only after ab-
sence I haven't been far enough away to know the earth before
For twenty-five years I've lived on 1t, and yet not seen @t ] this
moment For nearly two thousand hours, I ve flown over it without
realizing what wonders lay below, what crystal clarity — snow-
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white foam on black-rock shores — curving il above its valley—
the hospitality of Lttle houses — the welcome of waving ams.
Duning my entire Ide 've accepted these gits of God to man, 2nd
not known what was mme until this moment It's like raw after
drought, spring after a northern winter I've been to etermity and
back 1know how the dead would feel to hive again
I cizcle a thurd tume, straighten out, and spread the chart across
my knees Only six segments more to fly, only six hundred miles
to Panis There are golden hours of the afternoon stll left, and
the long everung twilight Il cover most of that six hundred milks
before darkness There'll be less of mght to Pans than on a sugle
flight over my auw-mail route 1 December Ope round trp on the
mail route would almost span the remammg distance to Pans
Now I'm dealmg with distances and methods of navigation I et
measure 10 terms of past expenence — two flights over the wal
route — and f the squalls ate no worse than this, mght fiyisg %
be easy
1 look shead at the weather But———Js 1t after all a ught
mare?———Have 1 lost ability to distingwsh fact from fancy”
There's only water ahead where land has been, and storms 1%
of breaking sky' Where 1¢ the coast? What's happened? Wit
wrong agam? The compass needle almost centers oz 1ts mark, 84
I've not changed the setting on the dial Phantoms, must i
haunted fishermen, and now, s thus perfect landil also a1 3
sion? It's too much Hope has leapt too ngh to lve with pohs5
to sustain 1t But agamn, 1t’s too wrong, 50 terribly wrong that 67
must be a siple answer There always 18 @ smple answer ¥
Ufe seems as wrong as this The mountains, the coast the I
the village —all Ireland couldn’t dusappear! Collect thovgh®”
bhnk eyes — shake head — start agan .
There 12 2 siunple answer 1 look back, and there bebund ¥
Tess than a mile away, lies Valentia and the Tnsh cosd !
watching fitst the earth and then the chart with such 27
that 1 Jost all sense of direction, and in straghtenmg & #
up the reverse heading to my course I'm pomted pack o\ﬂw f
ocean, a hundred ang eighty degrees from Panis The storms &
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are only the scattered squalls through which I've come And the
earth inductor compass, naturally, 1s reading backward on a back-
track heading Just to convince myself, I kick left rudder and watch
the needle lean over toward the nght

1 bank steeply around and set my course southeastward, cut-
tmg across the bouldered fjords, flying low over the hiltop farms,
the rock fences, and the small, green fields of Kerry Now, I can
check the engine —— — All cylinders hutting on the left switch -~
all cylinders hitting on the nght ———And all mstrument readings
are normal

Sheep and cattle graze on their sloping pastures Horse-drawn
carts crawl along therr shiny roads People move across walled fn
bamnyards, through doorways of the primitive stone buildings ft
must be a hard place to gam a lwng from the soll And it would
be worse than New England for a forced landing

Even the wish to sleep has left, and with 1t the phantoms s14
voxes I didn’t notice their absence before, but now, s | strs
down for the last s hundred miles to Pams, I realize tf i fos
temained behind with the fishing fleet They vanished ¥, ¢
first strange touch of Europe and of man Smce I sfhdis poinn
specks on the water, I've been as wide awake 2s thous g p g
the flight this morming after a warm breakfast and 4 (v 4 2oy
sleep The thought of floating off 1 a bed of feathers fz e 4,
attractiveness

Time 15 no longer endless, or the horizon destitirs a4t Arpn
The stramn of take-off, storm, and ocean, Lies behind flasey o 4y
second might above the clouds, no more grapphing with s A gt
of ice There’s only one more ssland to cross — only fe 4 oy
of an 1sland I look at Engl:mdsl_""_“l“‘e on ’“{ .’."t;‘/«,{ fad,

y

N . . o mon an

N

. . P AN
Lurope Yesteraay, £du ou x e A4 reres
messenger of the ocean Today. these sslands doy g,
heralds to a continent

It’s as though a curtan has fallen behind e, o« _, 1 P
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stagehke unreahty of this transatiantic fight. It's been Iike a theater
where the play carries you along wn tume and place untef you forget
you're only 2 spectator You grow unaware of the walls around
you, of the program clasped 1 your hand, even of your body, sts
breath, pulse, and being You hve with the actors and the setung,
m a diferent age and place It's not unuil the curtai drops that
consciousness and body reunate Then, you turn your back on the
stage, step out mnto the cool rught, under the bghts of streets, be-
tween the displays of store windows You feel hfe surgmg i the
crowd around you, hife as it was when you entered the theater,
hours before Life 1s real 1t always was real The stage, of course,
was the dream Al that transpired there 15 now a memory, shat off
by the curtain, by the doors of the theater, by the passing munutes
of time

Striking Ireland was Itke leaving the doors of a theater—
phantoms for actors, cloud islands and temples for sctungs, the
ocean behind me, an empty stage The Dight across s already hke
a dream T'm over villages and fields, back to fand and wakefulhess
and a type of fiymng that | know P'm myself again, in earthly skies
and over carthly ground My hands and feet and eyehds move, aod
I can think as I deswe That third, controlhng element has retired
to the backgroud I'm no longer three existences m one My nnd
1s able to command, and my body follows out sts orders with
precision

Ireland, England, France, Pans' The mght at Pars! Thus maght
at Paris — less than six hours from now — France and Paris’ lt's
Ihe a fany tale Yesterday I walked on Roosevelt Field, today It
walk on Le Bourget

1°m angling slowly back onto my great-circle route 1 must have
been within three mules of 1t when I sighted Jreland An erior 0:’
Rity miles would have been good dezd reckomng wides ‘:‘C u;";
perfect conditions Three mles was — -~ well, what was # B; Zk
1 made this fught, 1 would have sud carelessly that st was 15
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Now, luck seems far t0o trivial 2 word, a term to be used oaly by
those who've never seen the curtan drawn or looked on Lfe from
far away

That little Lighthouse down below, so white aganst gray rock
and water, what secunty 1t offers' Tomght, its beam would gude
me back to Ireland 1f England should be blasketed with fog, and
I could circle with 1t until dawa If my engme faued, T could stall
down 1nto the waves beside 1t and find helpmg hands to pull my
rubber raft ashore My eyes follow the coast as it bends back
northward, half lidden by a squall Beyond those distant moun-
tans, among the stones and fields of Tipperary, some of my
ancestors lived ~—- three generations ago, on my mother’s side They
satted for weeks to reach America I've returned to their old world
1 less than thurty hours

Ireland — the land of banshees, ghosts, and faes I've never
believed 1n appantions, but how can I explam the forms I carried
with me throwgl so many hours of this day — the voces that spoke
with such authonty and clearpess — that told me —~~that told
me ~ —— but what did they tell me? I can’t remember a smgle word
they said

THE TWENTY NINTH HOUR
Over St George s Channel
HOURS OF FUEL CONSUMEP
NOSE TANK
%+ 1

LEFT WING CENTER WING RIGHT WING
Yit11 Y%+ Y%t
FUSELAGE

T AT 1110
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It's eleven fifty am on the clock I pull my watch from my
pocket — eleven forty-nmne and three quatters Yes, they check 1
hold the watch 1 my palm for a moment It always stirs old
memores, for it belonged to my grandfather He used to let me
touch 1t with my fingers as a child, guess at the time from jts
hands, see how far away my ears could hear 1t ick When my
grandfather died my uncle gave the watch to me, and we’ve passed
through many an mterestimg hour together We've spilled off my
motorcycle, stunted m my planes, made—lets see — eighteen
parachute jumps all told, and now we ve flown across an ocean
Once a year I spend a dollar to have 1t cleaned, and 1t’s always
carried on accurately and snugly, 1n 1ts hittle nickel alloy case, ua
mndful of the changing time and space through which it passes

Now it’s 11 52 I run my eyes over the mstruments, put the
twenty-seventh score on the board, and shift to the nose tank 11
leave the nose tank on until 1t runs dry, so the center of gravity will
be well to the rear if I'm forced down on some ficld along the coast
The heavier the tail, the less chance of nosmg over Also, I want to
get a check on fuel consumption None of the tanks has run dry
yet, and P'm stll figuring gallons per hour by theory mstead of
actual tumng The nose tank has already lasted longer than I ex
pected Judging from 1t, I should have enough fuel Ieft to fly through
the might and well mto daylight, even though I've been using 2
higher crmsmg speed

The wind 15 strengthemng, and tal Cumaulus clouds mottle the
sea with their shadows Scattered squalls, one after another, emerge
from the haze — light squalls, light haze, a clearing sky I ¢an sc¢
almost to the honzon Some man imagined line below me dwides
the Atlantic Ocean from St George’s Chansel Ahead, less than
two hours away, hes England’s Cormish coast

1t’s a pleasant sky, neither dull nor dangerous The mellowness
of late afterncon blends with the approaching termination of my
fught The heavy chores of the day — the great difficolties of the
flight —are over The hours are de, simply
routine to be completed without excessive effort There are ships
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to be seen for the looking — four of them 1 sight at this moment
1 have plenty of fuel, plenty of power Every major obstacle 15
behind

It's incredible that so much weight can be moved through the
air so far The gasohae left in my tanks when I reach France will
weigh more than all the mail one of our DHs can carry between
St Louss and Chicage Why, if I landed and refucled at an auport
m Newfoundland, and then refueled agam 1 Ireland, I could have
brought thousands of letters to Pans Let’s see, that would have
let me transform 1700 miles of fuel mnto mail sacks At, say, 10
gallons to 100 mules, that would be 170 gallons, or more than
1000 pounds of fuel And there'd be the saving 1o tank werght,
;W By landing twice en route, I could have carried 2 huge pay
oad!

What Iimutless posstbilities aviation holds when planes can fly
nonstop between New York and Pans! The year will surely come
when passengers and mail fly every day from Amernica to Europe
Of course flying wall cost much more than transportation by surface
ship, but letters can be wrtten on light weight paper, and there Il
be people with such pressing business that they can afford the
tugher price of passage Wath multiengmed flymg boats, the safety
of operation should be high Weather will be the greatest problem
We'll have to find some way to fly through sleet and land 1n fog

Planes may even replace automobiles someday, just as auto-
mobiles replaced horses Possibly everyone will travel by air
another fifty years I'm not sure I Iike the 1dea of millions of planes
flying around overhead Of course I want to see aviation develop
1nto mportant branches of industry and commerce But I love the
sky’s unbroken solitude I don’t like to thuh of 1t cluttered up by
awcraft, as roads are cluttered Up by cars I feel like the western
pioneer when he saw barbed wire fence hocs encroachmng on s
open plams The success of his venture brought the end of the
Iife he loved

What 15 aviatton leading 107 What effect will 5t have on the
Iives of men? That it will bring revoluttonary changes scems
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certan There are moments when I fear the conditions aircraft will
create Sometimes, 1 lazy weather on the mal route, these prob-
lems stir uncomfortably m my mmnd~——

The engme jerks agamst 1ts mounting! I stiffen as though I'd
had an electric shock Irregular spluttering replaces the exhausts
sharp thythm Thoughts rush back imto the cockpat, traveling, 1 a
fraction of a second, back from aviation’s future, back from my
ancestors 1n Ireland, back from the scattered squalls ahead, to 2
tense and warting body, a body which mstinctively pushed forward
on the stick at the first sound of engine fallure, and which now sits
ngdly, waiting for command, anxtous for mstant action

This 1s the start of a real forced landing Ths 1s no dle spec-
ulation, no aunless wandermng of the mmd Am I to be forced dowa
on this trivial arm of ocean® Have I grown too confident, too arro-
gant, before my flight 1s done?

But of course! Nothing serious 1s wrong The nose tank sumply
ran dry, as I mtended 1t to That's why I'm flying at a thousand feet
instead of closer to the wates There’s no reason to be startied
I turn on the center wing-tank, shut off the nose tank valve, close
the throttle and muxture control, and begm working the fhand
wobble pump Meanwhile my eyes sweep the horizon for ships,
and my mind notes down the essential elements for a forced landing
at sea — just 1n case the engwe doesn’t pick up agam—~—-

There ate twa ships 1 sight — but miles away —far beyond
ghding range They wouldn't even see the splash from my plane
Ritung the water — mught as well forget about them The wand 15
stll a Lttle north of tal That means a left turn~-not quite
180 degrees I ought to fasten my safety belt, but that takes tho
hands more than I can spare

The jerking and coughimng stop I ease the throttle forward
Power surges through the plane The enguwe smooths out The atf

speed nises I take up course
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THE THIRTIETH HOUR
Over St Georges Channel
HOURS OF FUEL CONSUMED
NOSE TANK
Yt an

LEFT WING CENTER WING RIGHT WING
LESEE Y+ i+
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I's 12 52 pm , New York time, about 5 30 here I'm Just over
four hours from Pans By tusmng the engine faster, I can reach
France before darkness If there should be a thick haze beneath
low clouds over the English Channel it would be difficult to cross at
mght, for there’ll be few hghts, and no differences m shading
between air and water But 1f I can reach the French coast 1 day-
light, then only fog or violent storms can hold me back from
Le Bourget

1 close the muxture control, open the throttle to 1725 rpm,,
and watch the air speed mount to 110 mules an hour That will take
me to England well before sunset, and leave just enough tme to
gt back to Ireland by dark 1f Cornwall 1s covered with fog

Of course a return to Ireland would probably mean giving up a
Bonstop flight to Pans There’d hardly be enough fuel left to curcle
through the mght and then fly on for 600 miles after the fog cleared
10 the morning — 1£ 1t did A half hour ago, in the joy of my Jand-
fall, 1 felt that nothing would nduce me to lose contact with the
surface of the earth again I dectded that if England were covered
with fog I'd turn back to Ireland and land, and that «f I found
France covered with fog, I'd curcle the lights of some Enghish ety
through the mght and try to reach Le Bourget after sunnse Then,
the secunty I'd regained seemed more important than any suceess
I could achieve But with each passing munute the idea of turming
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back b more repui: I begm deting my decision
not to ¢hmb above a fog There may be fog over England and the
Channe! while the continent beyond 1s clear Everyone has read
about the London fogs After fiying over storms and ocean, I'm
not gong to be defeated by a narrow strip of weather How
ashamed I'd feel 1f I turned back to Ireland when above Le Bourget
there'd been an open sky No, T won't iet a Iitle fog fnghten me
now [l fly over Pans by dead reckommng if need be, and then
decide whether to go on or turn back

Judgng from the nose tank, I have enough fuel to reach Rome
I can certainly get that far of this tail wind keeps blowing How
surprised people back home would be if I cabled them from Rome
mstead of Pans' T unfold the map of Europe Rome 1s about 700
miles beyond Pans, and not far south of my great circle route
extended eastward It's 2 shame 10 land with nearly a thousand
miles of fuel 1n the tanks Why waste ail that gasoline after carrying
3t across the ocean? I'm not sleepy any more I've gamed a second
wind 1 can sit hiere and fly on mdefintely Why not throttle down
agamn and fly eastward through another mght? I could coax every
mile of distance from the remammg fuel I could circle Pans of 'S
clear, dip my wings, and fly on to ltaly and Rome Think of it
a flight of almost forty three hundred miles nonstop

And 1f T can reach Rome, 1 can reach the dawn I wouldnt
have to worry about finding a place to land at mght But 15 my
estimate of fuel correct? I haven't followed the power curves we
Jaid out at San Diego All I'm sure of 1s that the center wing tank
holds a twenty-five gallon reserve What sf 1 run shoet over the
mountams of Switzerland or northern Italy in datkness? I'd have ©©
find some caty and circle ats lights, hopmg 1t had an awport with 3
beacon and that someone would hear me and turn 1t on

1 did that once, over Cleveland I was delnermg a Hisso
Standard from St Louis Mechamcal troubles had hetd me down 2!
Ft Ben Harrison, 1n Indiana, and ¥ arnived at my destimationt alter
mghtfall Since Cleveland was an air mail stop, 1 expected to find
a revolving beacon marking its arport But the only flashes were
along the lake front They were clearly timed for ships




NEW YORK TO PARIS [473}

Id kept circling over the outskuts of the city, searching for
dark areas on the earth large enough to hold an amwport There
wasn't much gasofne left m my tanks, and I had to keep enough
of that m reserve to reach the farm lands south of the aty To
give up the Lines of street lights and turn south meant an almost
certam crack up, but I'd have a good chance of getting through
unhurt If I stayed too long hunting for the airport and ran out of
fuel, Id have to stall down among telephone poles and houses
Then, I'd be lucky 1f T weren t killed The Standard wasn't equipped
for mght fiying It had no bghts and no flares - ——But neither
has the Spirt of St Lows

I remember banking over two vacant city blocks large enough
to fand on Lamps along a sidewalk showed small semicucles of
grass that gave me some perspective But a street divided the area
1 half, and even if the ground I couldn t see were smooth I'd have
broken my landing gear rolling across it

Suddenly there was a flash from the ground about two miles
to the west I strasghtened out the wings and waited Another flash
1 banked toward 3t Yes, 1t was the mail field Floodlights blinked
on as I approached

*Say, do you make a practice of flying around unannounced
after dark?” the chief postal clerk had asked after I landed

‘1 thought mail beacons were tumed on all might,” I'd
countered

“No sir, not ours When there aren’t any planes coming 1n we
turn 1t off What’s the use wasting electncity?”

* How dud you happen to tumn it on” ' I asked

*Some fellow up the lne telephoned the post officc He sad
there was a plane flymg around overhead and he thought the
pot was lost. Well, guess we mught as well turn it off agam
now »

1 don't want to find myself low on fuel tomght, cirching some
European city with the Spirst of St Los No, this flight 1s from
New Yorl to Pans, I planned and orgamzed 1t with the atention
of landmg at Panis I didnt start out to see how far 1 could fly
It Paris 1s covered with fog, that's different, then I can go on with
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a clear conscience But first 1 must exert every effort to land at
the destination I set.

All readings are normal The sky 15 broken, the sea Iight the
honzon veded m haze Without even bending forward, from my
altitude of 1500 feet, I count half a dozen ships At any moment
now England s shore line will be m sight

How different from that long uncertamnty of wating for the
Irish coast, not knowing either my latitude or longitude, or whether
the course I followed lay across 1t Here, 1ts 2 matter of minutes
at most There s no question, no longer the shghtest doubt m my
mind Within the next ten munutes, England will mise to view It
will be no purage It will have no tantalizing 1slands made of mist

For aviators approachmg from the sea, a coast lime chooses
between two methods of appearng When air 15 erystal clear 1t
antiounces 1tself delicately, subtly, as a fine, dark lie, barely break
mg the evenness of the horzon nsmng growmng flowering grad
ually, giving one plenty of ime to adjust to 1ts presence 1§ shades
of color, 1ts mtricacies of character and shape But 1 heavy haze
or fog 1t can loom up with ternfymng suddenness not even leaving
tume to turn from its crushng wmpact On one day, it uses the
curvature of the earth as a cloak On another 1t veils tself with
different shades of mist and weather Welcomug hulls 1 sunbght
are deadly bluffs 1n storm and a summit higher than the rest may
be either a fiyer s beacon or his grave Therefore the first sight of
land 1s an omen of great sigmficance

The coast of England 1s well above the honzon when 1 see
its outline, pale and whitish tm the haze Then there s no fog Over
Comwall I can let go of Ireland completely, and move forward
another notch 1n the ratchet of my mnd No mtatter what happens
now, 111 not return to those hilly, bouldered fields for safety, of
jand 1n the waves beside some Celtic highthouse keeper s home M
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by any dwindlng chance I stll have to turn back from Pans, I
now have England for a haven

Above the sheer Cormsh cliffs, nsing straight up out of the sea,
farm fields break off abruptly where their soil has tumbled down
nto encroaching waves As a schoolboy I read of the slowly
changing surface of the earth, of clam fossils found on hilltops, of
glaciers bwiding and melting, of land masses that disappeared, of
dnfing continents and dried up seas But all these things were
measured on a time scale that made Little impression on my mmd —
bundreds of centuries — ages before the Sphunx was butlt Here,
Tsee the earth actually 1n the modeling, changing m terms of time
Iunderstand The signs below are fresh, unmustakable The road,
and little houses and barms on top of the chff, are all set back from
the precipice, leaving a strip of green fields along the edge, a few
generations’ worth of land to delay the pevitable collapse into
s¢a—— an offering to the god of the ocean

THE THIRTY FIRST HOUR
Over England
HOURS OF FUEL CONSUMED
NOSE TANK

Y43 111
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One fifty-two p m , Eastern daylight time Almost thirty-three
hundred mules from New York. The twenty-mnath score goes up on
the instrument board

Cornwall 1s more populated and prosperous than Ireland, and
less rugged How foreign — how different from Amerca it s, with
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s neat, minsature farms all divided off by hedge and stone fences,
and sts narrow, sod-walled roads running crookedly between slate-
roofed villages' How can a farmer make lus living from fields so
small? He'd barely get started with a plow before the hedge st the
far end would tum hum back No wonder there are so many one-
borse carts It wouldn’t pay to buy modern machinery for such
acreage A hundred of these fields would fit mnto a smgle Kansas
wheat ranch

It was from such farms and villages as these that Enghshmen
set out to bmld a new hfe m America The men and women down
below are children of those who stayed at home, stll carrying on
the traditions of our forefathers I'm a child of those who left —
Bying back three generations later Most of my mother’s forebears
came from England Early Lands and Lodges were subjects of the
King How strange 1t 1s to realize that this ground below me 15
ruled by a monarch

Lodge famly Jegend brings an ancestor to England in the trait
of Willlam the Conqueror We know next to nothing about the
Brstish generations But my great great grandfather, Willam Gtb-
bon Lodge, sailed to America soon after the War of 1812 He be
came a lawyer w New York Our written records begin with hus
wife, Harnet Ciubb, of Tunbridge, Kent She had reservations 1
tegard to Americans, if one judges from entries 1 her diary *We
walked about i the Battery Gardens,” she wrote, soon affer armv-
mg 10 this country, “and had a sight of the fireworks as well s 3
good look of the Amercan ladies, who are anything but pretty
They are small women without hips, lasky, scraggy, pale, and
Lantern Jaw'd and rather prudish lookmg At any rate they Took
vety modest Nature daes not appear to have done so much for
them as for the vegetation which 1s luxurtant 1 the extreme The
men are bkewse far from being so good looking or gentlemanly s
the Enghsh " How often our famuly has laughed over that para-
graph!
Well, now 1t's sy turn to get a fisst impression of the Enghsh
Y drop down to five hundred feet People rasse therr heads as 1 8
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over them What do they think when they see my plane? Do any of
them realize I've flown across the Atlantic Ocean, or do they regard
me as sumply 2 Brtish pilot on a local flght? Do they know they're
looking at the Spirit of St Louis —a plane which has traveled
from the Unsted States to England 1 thirty bours? But even if
they heard of my take off from thewr local radio o press, they
wouldn’t cxpect me to fly through their particular sky, or think I
could have made the trip so soon

Inland hulls are lagher, and air becomes slightly turbulent agam
To the north, real mountams ns¢ halfway to clonds A mellow
country, 1t seems, 10 the long shadows and soft hght of late after
noon The sun 1s setting slowly, but its probably a full hour above
the horzon English dayhght 15 long n the month of May 111 reach
the coast of France by darkness It's only another hour's flight
One more hour to the coast of France!

There’s the English Channel already — shore lne darkening
agamst pale gray of distant water It's through thus very chamnel
that the Spanish Armada sasled And all around me, Just as tangible
and real and earthlike as the states m America, are the countnies
of Earope They'’re no longer colored portions of a paper map, NO
longer at the end of a rambow The Channel coast of England 15
ghiding range ahead, the coast of France, as hour’s fught beyond
Memoties of school texts and childhood stores flood my mmnd
These are the countrses of Robin Hood and King Arthur, of Henry
the Exghth and the Redcoats, of Joan of Arc and Lafayette and
Napoleon Farther up this Channel, where 1t parrows down near
Dover, Blertot made hus famous flight And somewhere beyond that
lies the hull frorm which Liienthal Jaunched Jumself on carly wiogs

P've crossed England so quickly! It seems SO small’ —n ketp-
10g with the mimuature farms below Why, T'l1 be over the sea agun
within twenty minutes of the me I struck the Atlantic Cormish
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coast! Of course it’s really the up of England I'm crossing, the
varrow pemmsula that runs down fo Land’s End and the Scily
Istands But t's only three hours simce I sighted Irefand, and now
I'm about to leave England behmd ¥ can't accustom myselt to
the short distances of the Old World I look down at my map All
England s no larger than ove of our Midwestern states

There, on my left, 15 Plymouth, and the same harbor from
which the Mayfloner once sailed, agamst weeks of adverse winds
and hardships Yesterday, I flew almost over Plymouth Rock, on
the coast of Massachusetts Today, my course takes me above the
mother city 1 Eugland——3a gray city, curving around ifs ship
filled harbor, smoke from 1ts chimneys drifting lersurely along my
hme of fhight, a low city compared to the steel-skeletoned sky-
scrapers we budd m America Beyond, the green, mdented, rollmg
coast paraliels my course for another thisty smiles

Only three hondred miles to Pans The honzon 1s sharpemng,
and the sky ahead s clear

From Start Pownt of England to Cape de Is Hague of Franc®
15 eighty-five mules In the past, T would have approachcd an
eighty-five mile fight over water, m a land plane, with trepidatiod
1t would have appeared a hazard dertaking Thrs eveming
1's Just part of the downhdl ghde to Pans Why, I should be able
to paddle halfway across the Channel with my hands of I were
forced down What's exghty-6ive miles sn contrast ta an ocean—0f
to that space above the clouds at mght? It’s not eves 38 long af
the little bay of water between Cape Cod and Nova Scotia It's
less than that short hop across the wce ficlds between Cape Breton
Ysland and Newfoundland And here the ocean 15 po Wilderness,
1t's a populated country, filled with ships Dozens of them pYy
back and forth along the coast — fishing smacks to aceant Tiness—
dots all over the surface, as far as I can see Probably some of them
have come from New Yok, foo, chyring through the watef for
days to make their crossing
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How safe the people on those ships have been, but how lttle
they know the air and ocean! Securitv and luxury shield one off
from Iife You mever see the sky until you've looked upward to
the stars for safety You never feel the air until you've been shaken
by its storms You can never understand the ocean until youw've
been alone mn 1ts solitude To apprecrate fully, you must have mter-
course with the elements themselves, know their whims, their
beauties, therr dangers Then, every tissuc of your being sces and
feels, then body, mind, and spint are as one

The men who sailed mn open boats a thousand years ago—
they knew They were at the mercy of the storm wmnd They felt
the wet, salty closeness of the ocean They hado’t bought tickets
under colored posters, or been assured return from voyage started
But for the passengers on those hners down below, Iife 1s 1nsulated,
and the senses are dulled by the very luxunes they pay for Storms
and fog and freezing gales may hold them back 2 day 1n reaching
port, that's all A high sea symply means closed portholes and less
pleasantness 1 eatmg sleepmg, and walking Only 12 some rare
mstance, 1 some extreme and unforeseen condition, would an
emergency open life to view For them, this evenmg’s sky 15 simply
picturesque and clear, how can they know 1t forms an archway
m the air to France and Pans?

Haze slowly covers up the Channel coast belund Oaly a few
ships are left 1n sight There are none ahead 1 start chmbing———
to one thousand — —~ to two thousand feet The sun behind me 15
low, only a few diameters above the honzon This 1s the last water,
thus little strip of ocean In less than half an hour 111 be m sight of
France
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THE THIRTY-SECOND HOUR
Over the Fnghsh Channel
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A strip of land, ten miles or so 1 width, dents the horizon —
Cape de Ia Hague The coast of France! It comes like an out-
stretched hand to mect me, glowng m the light of sunset From this
very coast, thuteen days ago, Nungesser and Cols st out for the
westward flight across the ocean They took off from Le Bourget,
where 1 am soon to land How far did they fly? Why were they
lost? Was 1t engme falure, storm, or fuel shortage? Were they
caught at night m a mountamous cloud of 1ce? Could they Bave
flown off through starlit passageways, and Jost the thread of earth
entirely? O are they sull alive, somewhere 1 the wilderness of
North America? They too rode on 2 magc carpet, but someliow
the magwe was lost

Yes, aviation has great power, but how fragile are its wings'
When all goes well . fiying, one can soar through the sky like 2
god, letting the planet turn below — remaimmg aloof of partaking
of 1ts Iife as one desires But how shight an ersor can brng 00
tumbling down, how munute are the pitfalls of the air ——a mro-
scopic flaw n a fitting, a few crystals of e 1 2 venturi tube,
the lack of an hour’s sleep

& ety

The sun slmost touches the hosizon as I Jook down on th o

of Cherbourg, embracing its Iittle harbor Here 15 France,
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thousand feet underneath my wing After three thousand, four
hundred mules of flying, I'm over the country of my destinatron
Ive made the first nonstop awrplane flight between the continents
of America and Euvrope There’ll not be another mght above the
clouds There’s no longer any question of turming back across the
water No miatter what happens now, I 11 land ia France It's only
two fundred miles to Panis, and half of that will be 1 twilight

1skip my Mercator’s projection 1mto its pocket for the last trme,
and draw out the map of France Ahead, the sky is clear On my
Ieft, several shups punctuate the sea On my night, smoke from little
factory chumneys ponts toward Pans My route passes over ten or
fifteen miles of land and then parallels the coast of Normandy to
Deauville

Hitherto, T haven’t dated plan beyond landmg on Le Bourget,
as though 1 a sense that were the end of lfe uself Now, tme
stretches on agamn There 2re days and weeks and years ahead

What w,lf T do after I land at Le Bourget? Furst, of course, 11
getthe Spint of St Lots put away 1 some hangar Then, Tl send
a cable home, giving my time of landing The speed I ve made will
surprise everyone back there — nearly three hours ahead of
schedule — an average of more than a hundred mles an hour all
the way from New York to Pans After that, 11l find some place
to spend the mght Everything else can go unul morning

These arrangements would be swple enough back home
They'll be more difficult 12 a forergn country — i France, when I
don't speak a word of French I didnt get a visa before I took
off — T wonder how much trouble that will cause I'm so far ahead
of schedule that I may not find anybody waitag for me on the field
But onc of the pilots or mechamics will probably speak a litle
English

The first two or three days will be taken up by routine arrange-
ments and meetings There'll be newspaper Interviewns and photo-
graphs to pet over with And a lot of people wll come out to the
aiwport to see the Spirit of St Lows That will be fun I hike show-
ng off the plane In between tumes, Il check over the engine and
Measure the fuel Ml have to buy a new sut of clothes, and a hall-
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dozen odds and ends 1 haven’t brought even a toothbrush or an
extra shurt with me Later on, I'll take a day or two off to walk
through the streets and buildings of Pans

Possibly I can make a flying tour through other European
countries Why not? It wouldn’t be very expensive ~— mostly hotel
bulls and gasolne and ;i Aside from a routine nspection and a
few mmor adjustments, my engme ought to be good for thousands
of mules of flymg It shouldn’t even need a top overhaul for two or
three bundred hours That's enough to take me the rest of the way
around the world!

People over here will surely want to see the plane that’s flown
nonstop all the way from the United States to France I can prob
ably get permission to land wherever I want to go I could fiy to
England, spend a day or two at London, and then hop over to
Ireland — sometiung draws me back to those green fields and
boulders T mught go up to Scotland T glance down at the chast
For the Spirit of St Lows, Glasgow and Dublin are only two hours”
fhight apart 1 could visit Sweden and Denmark and Norway, and
stop off 1n Germany on the way After that, there’s stil Russia—

_and Jtaly and Spain and Afnica, and all those Balkan countries
Why hurry back bome? New adventures open endlessly ahead
There’s nothing ¥ can't do with the Spint of S Lowts It's truly a
magic carpet, as though 3t came directly ont of the tale of the
Arabian Nights to take me anywhere at all When I'm ready t0
Jeave Evrope, T can step mto ats cockpit agamn and fly oo around
the world, through Egypt, and India, and Chna, utd 1 reach the
West by flying east There’s no place on earth I can’t o

As a matter of fact, how will I return home? WWhy not fiy €2
around the world? The scarcity of awports 1 Asi 15 1 problest
for a plane that can fly four thousand mies nonstop 1t 1 crossed
the Pacific 1 the north, between Sibena and Alaska, I probably
wouldn't ever need to take off with more than a half load of fael

And what 1f there are no airports i some places where Id want
to land? Haven't 1 bamnstormed for weeks at a tme without secins

an auport?
Flyimg on around the world would show agum what modern
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aiplanes can accomplish Besides, 1t's beneath the digmity of the
Spintt of St Lowss to return to the Umited States on board 2 boat.
Rather than that, FIl make the westward flight back over the route
Tve just followed There’d be head winds, of course, fiymng west-
ward, and the danger of strikmng fog over Newfoundland and
Canada But I could take oft from Ireland mstead of France That
would cut down the distance back by almost six hundred mules 11
started from Ireland, I might fly all the way to St Lows nonstop
It would be great fun to take off from Europe one day and land
at bome, on Lambert Field, the next I can see the pilots and
mechanies runtung up to my plane

‘Where did you come from?”

“1 came from Ireland ”

*From Ireland — ~ — when did you leave?’

‘I left yesterday ”

I would say 1t all casually, just as though 1d landed on 3
Teutine mail fught from Chicago

THE THIRTY THIRD HOUR
Over France
HOURS OF FULL CONSUMED

NOSE TANK
PESERESRAR]

LEFT WING CENTER WING RIGNT WING
h+111 %+ P E R
FUSLLAGE

-t 3arr 1 13

Almost thity-five hundred miles from New York I've broken
the world's distance record for a nonstop atplanc fight The fuse-
Iage tank must be almost empty, and now there’s no need to run
2 dry. I turn on the nght wing tank n onc hour more [ should
see the hights of Paris
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The sea 1s calm Southward, just out of ghding range, les the
dusk-touched coast of Normandy Little boats sail 10 toward shore,
appatently motionless on the surface, leaving only ther wakes as
sigas of movement to an airman’s eye A fant powt of land, far
ahead on my left, marks the location of Le Havre The expanse of
water, extending on eastward below it, s the estuary of the Sewe

T cross the coast again exactly on course, over Deauwille All
the east foreshadows might Day now belongs only to the western
sky, stdll red with sunset What more I see of France, before I fznd,
will be i this Jong twilight of late sprng I nose the Spint of S
Lours lowes, while 1 study the farms and villages —the signs T
can’t read, the narrow, shop-lined streets, the walled n bamyards
Fields are well groomed, fertile, and peaceful — larger than those
of England It’s not hard to see how Freach farmers make 2 lving,
and there are plenty of places where ¥ could fand mn emergency
without cracking up

Feople come ruammng out as I skim Jow over thewr houses—
blue-jeaned peasants, white-aproned wives, children scrambliog
between them, all bareheaded and looking as though they’d Jumped
up fzom the supper table to search for the noise sbove ther roofs
Four-twenty on the clock That's nine twenty here Why, 1t's past
suppertume! T hold the stick with my knees, untwist the neck of the
paper bag, and pull out a sandwich ~ my first food since take off
The Spirat of §¢ Louis noses up 1 push the stick forwasd, clamp it
between my knees agamn, and uncork the canteen I can dnink all
the water I want, now — plenty more below if 1 should be forced
down between hore and Pans But how fiat the sandwick tastes'
Bread and meat never touched my tongue like this befose 1ts 82
effoxt even to swallow I'm hungry, because I go on eating, but I
have to wash each mouthful down with water,

Ot 3 v eovagh 1 brush the crumbs off my lap Tstant
to throw the wrappmg through the window — 86, these fislds are
s0 clean and fresh 10’ 2 shame to scatter them with paper T eruach
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it up and stuff 1t back 1n the brown bag I don’t want the htter
from a sandwich to symbolize my first contact with France

All details on the ground are masking out 1 mght Color is
gone Only shades remam — woods darker than fields, hedgerows,
lnes of black Laghts twinkle 1n villages and blink i farmhouse
windows My instruments are luminous agam The rest of the
flight will be 1n darkness But I can’t muss Parts, even if I find no
other check pomt on my route T'm too close The sky’s too clear
The cuty’s too large

1 ease back on the stick and chmb—— - to five hundred - ——
10 a thousand — — — to two thousand feet A lght flashes from the
darkness, miles ahead Could 1t be —— - I stare at the area from
which 1t came, and wait On our mad route at home, you count
eleven between flashes — — ~ Another flash Yes, 1t's an air beacon!
And there are two more, blinking dmmly 1 the distance, to the left
It must be the airway between London and Pans! Nobody told me
1t had lights

From now on everythmg will be as sumple as flying in to Chr-
tago on a clear mght That line of beacons 1s converging with my
course Where the two limes meet — the beacons and my course —
less than a hundred miles ahead — lies Panis I can project them
over the horizon, mto the might, and already see the city n my
minds eye Within half an hour, its glow will Yighten the south-
eastern sky

Down under my left wing, angling 1n from the north, winding
through fields submerged 1n night comes the Semne, shimmering
back to the sky the famt remaining light of evening

With my position known and my compass set, with the air
clear and a mver and an mrway to lead me 1n, nothing but engine
fatlure can keep me now from reaching Parnis The engine 15 TON-
ning perfectly ~— I check the switches again
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The Spirit of St Lows 1s a wonderful plane It's ke a living
creature, ghding along smoothly, happily, as though a successful
flight means as much to 1t as to me, as though we shared our ex-
pentences together, each feeling beauty, life, and death as keenly,
each dependent on the other’s loyalty e bave made this Sight
across the ocean, not I or ¢

1 throw my flashlight on the engine nstruments Every needle
15 1 place For almost thurty three hours, not one of them has
varied from its normal reading — except when the pose tank ran
dry For every minute I ve fiown there have been more than seven
thousand explosions in the cylinders, yet not a single one has
massed

Im Ieveled off at four thousand feet, watching for the lumis-
osity m the sky ahead that wall mark the aty of Pans Within the
hour, Pl fand The dot on my map will become Paris ttself, with 18
arrport, hangars, and floodhights, and mechancs runnmng out 10
gude me 1 All over the ground below there are clusters of lights.
Large clusters are cities, small ones, towns and villages, pu pomts
are buldings on a farm I can mmage that I m Jooking through the
earth to the heavens on the other side Paris will be 2 great galaxy
hghting up the mght

Within the hour F'll land, and strangely enough I'm 1 no hurty
to have 1t pass I haven t the shghtest desue to sleep My eyes ¢
no longer salted stones There’s not an ache wn my body The mght
1s cool and safe I want to sit quetly i this cochpit and Jet the
realization of my completed flight sink 1 Europe 15 below, Pans,
Just over the earth’s curve m the mght ahead-—a few muules
mare of flight It’s Like strugghng up a mountam after a £3r¢ fower,
and then, when you have 1t within arm’s reach, reabzing that sats
faction and happmess he more m the finding than the pluckiog
Pluocking and withering are nseparable 1 want to profong this
colmiating expenence of my fiight 1 almost wish Pans wete afew
more hours away It's a shame to land with the night 50 &

so much fuel 1 ray tanks

Jear and
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L st flymg 2t four thousand feet when I ses 1, that scarcely
pezceptible glow, as though the moon had rushed ahead of sched-
Ul Pans 15 gising over the edge of the earth Irs almost thirty-
tree hours from my take off on Long Islind As munutes pass,
‘ayniad pin points of Light emerge, a patch of starlit earth under a
#arlit sky — the lamps of Patis — straight lines of hghts, curving
Lnes of Iights, squares of lights, black spaces 1 between Gradually
avenues, parks, and buldings take outhne form, and there, far
below, a hitla offset from the center, 1s 2 columa of lights powmting
tpward, changing angles as I fiy — the Eiffel Lower I cucle once
above 1t, and turn northeastward toward Le Bourget

THE THIRTY FOURTH HOUR
Over France

HOURS OF FUEL CONSUMED

NOSE TANK
%ttt 11
LEFT WING CENTER WING RIGHT WING
%t %+ vi+int
FUSELAGE

A3 AT T T

Four fifty.two on the clock That's 9 52, Pans ume Le Bourget
sn't shown on my map No one I talled to back home had more
than 3 general 1dea of 1ts location “It's a big awrpon,” L was told
*You can't mss it Just fly northeast from the aty " So Y penciled a
cele on my map, about where Le Bourger ought to be, and now
the Spirt of St Lots 15 over the outskurts of Panis, powted toward
the center of that circle

I Jook ghead A beavon should be flashing on such & large
and unportant auport But the nearest beacon I see 15 fully twenty
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miles away, and west mnstead of east of Pans I bank shghtly, so
1 can search the earth directly ahead There’s no fash But I'm fly-
g at four thousand feet The beacon may be sweeping the honzon
I'm probabdly far above its beam It's probably hike the beacons en
our mail route, set Jow to gwde pilots wedgng wnderneath clouds
and storm, not for those who fly hsgh through starhit mghts From
my alutude, I shoulda't be huntimg for 5 beacon, but for a darkened
patch of ground, bordered by straight-hined, regulasly spaced pomts
of Iight, with 2 few green and red pomnts among the yeliow, that’s
how a Jandmng field should look from four thovsand feet

Yes, there’s a black patch to my Jeft, Iarge enough to be 3
arport And there ate Lights all around st But they're nesther
strasght nor regularly spaced, and some ase strangely crowded to-
gether But of that's not Le Bourget, where else can 3t be? There's
no other smtable growpmg of lights — unless the locaton I've
marked on my map 15 enturely wrong I bank feft to pass overliead
Are those floodhights, 1n one corner of the dark ares? If they are,
they'se awfully weak They're hardly bught enough 1o be for land
mg awrcraft But don't T see the ends of hangars over at one side?
Or are they just the binidmgs of some factory?

It looks like an awrport But why would an auport be placed
m such a congested section? There ate thousands of lights along
one sde They probably come from a lfarge factory Surely Le
Bourget wouldn't have a factory that size night next to it I'm
almost overhead now I can sce po watning lights, no approach
Lghts, and no revolving beacan Lookmng strmght down on &
beacon, one can see the diffused bght from its beam sweepss the
ground under the tower But those are floodhghts, and they show
the edge of a field Maybe the French turn out ther beacons when
no planes are due, like that awr-mast field at Cleveland And eve'n
the people who thunk I have a chance of reaching Panis wodt
expect me here so soon But why leave Hoodhights burnng, 200
not the boundary hights and beacon? Of course I must remetber
I'm over Europe, where customs are strange

Thys 55 night m the direction where Le Bousget eught 10 b
but T expected to find st farther out from the esty I'lt fiy on sorthe



NEW YORK TO PARIS 4891

east a few miles more Then, if I see nothmg else that looks like
21 airport, 11l come back and circle at lower altitude

Five minutes have passed Only the hghts of small towns and
country homes break the blackness of the earth I turn back on my
coutse, throttle down shightly, and beg a slow descent

The altimeter shows two thousand feet when I approach the
lights again Close to a large city mn an unknown country 1ts best
ot to fly too low There may be hills with hugh radio towers on
top of them There are bound to be radio towers somewhere arouad
Patis T pomt my pocket flashhght toward the ground and key out
amessage There s no response

Teucle Yes, its defimtely an awport I see part of a concrete
apron 1n front of a large, halfopen door But 1s 1t Le Bourget?
Well, at least 1t’s a Pans auport Thats the unportant thing Its
Panis T set out for If I land on the wrong field it wont be too
senous an error— as long as I land safely 1 looh around once
more for other floodlights or a beacon There are none — nothing
even worth flying over to mvestigate I spural lower left wing down
keeping close to the edge of the field There arent likely to be any
radio towers nearby 111 give those iights along the southern ‘border
a wide berth when I come mn to land There may be high factory
chimneys nsing among them

From each changed angle, as I bank, new detals emerge from
night and shadow 1 see the corners of big hangars, now outhned
vaguely, near the floodlights ~— a line of them And now, from the
far side of the field, T see that all those smaller hghts ase automo-
bules, not factory windows They secfn to be blocked n traffic, on 2
road behind the hangars 1t's a huge auport The floodhghts show
only a small corner It must be Le Bourget

11 drag the field from low alttude to make sure its surface 1S
clear — that no hay making machinery, cattle, sheep, or obstruc-
tion flags are 1n the way After that, everyone down there will Low
I want to land If they have any more lights, they 11 swatch them on
1 shuft fuel valyes to the center wing tank, sweep my Qasthlight over



4 he oprit of ot Louts

the mstrument board m a final check, fasten my safety belt, and
nose the Spurnt of St Lows down to a gradually descendimg
spirat

1 curcle several times while I lose alutude, trying to penetrate the
shadows from different vantage pounts, getung the Jay of the land as
well as I can 1n darkness At one thousand fect 1 discaver the wind
sock, dunly lighted, on top of some building It's bulged, but far
from stff That means a gentle, constant wind, not over teg or
fifteen miles an hour My landing duection will be over the flood
hights anghng away from the hangar lme Why circle any fonger?
Thats 2ll the information I need No matter how hard I try, my
eyes can’t penetrate the blanket of mght over the central postion
of the field

1 strasghten out my wings and let the throttled engine drag me
on beyond the leeward border Now the steep bank mnto wind, and
the dive toward ground But how strange 1t 1, thus descent I
wide awake, but the feel of my plane has not returped Thea T must
hold excess speed — take vo chance of stallwg or of the engie
loading up My 2re h 1 dinated, 2
though I were comng down at the end of my first solo

1 pant the nose yust short of the fioodhghts, throttle half open,
flattenung out shghtly as I approach I see the whole outhne of the
bangars, now Two or thtee planes are resting 0 the shadows
There’s no time to look for more detals The hghted area 15 o5t
ahead 1t's barely farge enough to Jand on ¥ nose down below the
hangar roofs, so low that T caa see the texture of the sod, and
blades of grass on lgh spots The ground 1s smooth and sold 28 far
as the floodhights show s surface I can tell pothng about the
black mass beyond But those several pin powts mn the distance
look as though they maork the far border Smce Le Bourget 15 &
major mrport, the area between ts probably also clear — I hiave
to take a chance on that, of 1 land short, ¥ may stop solting before
T reach it

1 open the throttle and start a chmbing tura [ don dar¢ pult
the nose up steeply 1 don't dare chandelle around the hangars 10
celebrate my armwal, as 1 often do comng 1 with the pight meid
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at Chicago I must bandle the Spunt of St Louss as T'd teach 2
student to fly

I clumb to a thousand feet There are the lamps of Pars agait,
like 2 lake of stars There’s the dark area below, just as it was
before No one has tarned on more hghts I level off for the down
wind stretch The wind sock hasn't changed — still bulged and
angling across the line of hangars The motorcars are still jammed
i traffic There’s no sign of movement on the ground

Im a quarter mile downwind now ———Back on throttle — =~
Bank around for final ghde Is my nose down far enough? Yes, the
arr speed s at mpety mules an hour 111 overshoot 1f 1 keep on at
s ite — - — Stuck back  —— trun the stabilizer back another notch
~=~close the throttle———1 can hardly hear the engmne 1dling —
151100 slow? — It musta t stop now — The sileace 13 ke vacyum
m my ears I open the throttle for a quick burst — But 1 m gong
much too fast

In spite of my speed, the Spirit of St Lows seems about to stall
My lack of feel alarms me I've never tred to land a plane without
feel before 1 want to open the throttle wider, to ghde faster, 10
tauten the controls still more But—1 glance at the dial —the
nsedle pomts to eighty mules an hour The Spint of St Lowus 18
lightly loaded, with most of 1ts fuel gone Even at thus speed T
overshoot the lighted area before my il skid stahes the ground
No Illhave to pull the nose higher instead of pushing 1t down 111
have to depend on the needle, on Jjudgment more than mstnct T
kuck rudder and push the stick to o0 side, Just 10 be sure —¥es,
controls are taut, there's plenty of speed And fecling 1s Dot com
pletely gone I still have a little left T can feel the skid and skp
But the edge of perception 1s dull, very dull Its better to come
1n fast, even if I roll mto that black ared after 1 land And s
better to come 1n high — there may be poles or chimneys at the
field’s edge — Never depend on obstruction hghts — especially
when you don't see any

It's only a hundred yards to the hangars now — solid f
emerging from the mght Im too high—too fast Drop wing-—
left rudder — sideship ——~Carcful —mustn t get anywhere near

orms



{492) The Spinit of St Lowts

the stall I've never landed the Spinit of St Louts at might before
It would be better to come 1n straight But if I don't sideshp, I'f
be too high aver the boundary to touch my wheels 1 the area of
bght That would mean cirching agam ———Still too ligh 1 push
the stick over to a steeper shp, leaving the nose well down~—~~
Below the hangar roofs now — - — straighten out ——— A short burst
of the engine —~— Over the lighted area ———Sod coming up to
meet me -~ ~Deceptive high lights and shadows — Careful ~
easy 1o bounce when you're twed — - — Sull too fast ——-Tail too
tugh — — — Hold off -~ ~Hold off —-—But the bghts are far be-
hind- - ~The surface dims~--Texture of sod 15 gome~—-—
Alead, there's nothing but night ~ - ~ Give her the gun and chmb
for another try? - —~ The wheels touch gently — off agata—No,
Tl keep contact— Ease the stick forward--—-—Back on the
ground — Off — Back ~—the tail skid too~~~Not a bad land-
g, but I'm beyond the light—can't see anythung ahead ~ Like
fiymg 1 fog — Ground Joop? ~— No, still rolling too fast —might
blow a tre — The field must be clear — Uncomfortable though,
joltng mto blackness — Wish I had a wing hight — but too beavy
on the take off - - - Slower, now ~ ~ ~ slow enough to ground foop
safely — left rudder ~— reverse 1t — stick over the other way——-
The Spurit of St Lowts swings around and stops rolhag, restng o0
the solidness of earth, 1n the center of Le Bourget

T start to tax1 back toward the fioodhights and hangars~-=
But the entire field ahead 15 covered with runming Bgures!



AFTERWORD






AFTERWORD

My RecEPTION by the French people, in 1927, cannot be com-
pressed nto a final chapter of this book After the warnmgs I had
been grven in Amenica, T was completely unprepared for the wel-
come which awaited me on Le Bourget I had no sdes that my
Plane had beer so accurately reported along its route between
Ireland and the capital of France — over Dingle Bay, over Plym~
outh, aver Cherbowrg. When I circled the aerodrome i did not
oceur to me that any connection existed between my arnval and the
©2ss talled sn traffic on the roads When my wheels touched earth,
1had no way of knowng that teas of thousands of men and women
were breaking down fences and flooding past guards

L had barely cut the engine switch when the first people reached
Y cockpit Within seconds my opert windows were blocked with
faces My pame was called out over and over agas, 1n accents
strange to my ears —op this side of my plane—on that side —
1 front—1n the distance 1 could feel the Spirit of St Lows
temble with the pressure of the crowd 1 heard the erack ot wood
behind me when someone leaned too heavily agmost a fanng
Stp Then 3 second stop snapped, aud a third, and there was the
Sound of tearing fabric That meant souvems hunters were goung
wid 1t was essential to get a goard stationed around my plone
before more damage was done

“Ate there any mechamics here?” T asked

I couldn't understand a single word that came back 1m anSWEL
~~from a half-dozen different mouths

‘ Does anyone here speak English? * T shouted

1495)
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The noise and excitement made a reply mpossible There were
rips of fabnic every few seconds, and I could feel my tail skid
inching back and forth across the ground I was afrad the Spirt
of §t Lows mught be seriously mjured The thought entered my
mind that the longerons would buckle if enough men climbed on
top, and I knew the elevators wouldn't stand much of any pressure
without bending I decrded to get out of the cockpit and try to
find some English-speaking person who would help me organze a
guard to hold back the crowd

I opened the door, and started to put my foot down onto
ground But dozens of hands took hold of me — my legs, my arms,
my body No one heard the sentences I spoke 1 found myself
lying 1n a prostrate posttion, up on top of the crowd, in the center
of an ocean of heads that extended as far out to the darkness as
1 could see Then I started to smk down into that ocean, and was
buoyed up again Thousands of voices mingled 1n a roar Men were
shouting, stumblng My head and shoulders went down, and up,
and down agam, and uwp once more It was hke drowning 10 3
human sea I lost sight of the Spint of §t Lows 1 heard several
screams 1 was afraid that I would be dropped under the feet of
those mulling, cheering people, and that after sittmg m a cockpit-
fixed position for close to thity four hours, my muscles would be
too suff to struggle up agamn

I tried to sit up~—~to ship down 1nto the crowd - -~ to olt
over onto my hands and knees It was useless I was simply wasting
strength that T might need for a final effort to save myself, if my
head angled beneath my feet too far It scemed wisest to relax 3
much as I could, and let time pass I realized that the men under
me were determuned that no matter what happened to them, I
would not fall

After the lapse of minutes whose number I cannot judge, 1felt
my helmet jerked from my head Firmer hands gupped oo m¥
body I heard my name more clearly spoken And suddenly I %35

standing on my feet — on European ground at last With arms
lnked sohdly mn miune, I began moving slowly, but unnoticed,
through the crowd
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e uIt‘: ':;’:;:e‘;:;i:l;t :ltm Pasrtxs, between ceremones and engage-
toglbr the storg of wh nh every hour of each day, I preced
Bounget Regardless of t:;lt akppened that Saturday might at Le
Bght the Fronch authonts : ; ;pumsm which existed about my
peris were dotutod es had prepared for my reception Extra
st boun ha to the aerodrome, and when reports of my
aummobllf sighted over Ireland, England, and Normandy, brought
patizs of s:]go‘mng out from Pans by the thousands, two com-
ended thot ;ers were sent to remforce the cvil police It was m-
wtsr the A’da ter I landed, my plane would be guided to a posttion
reption mumstration building, where I was to be met by a
tomagh commitiee of French and Amencan offictals Press pho-
o phers and reporters were assigned to appropriate  posi-
s
e gg:;n l‘lhteh crowd broke down steel fences and rushed out onto
swept a;vﬂ ese arrangements collapsed Police and soldiers were
mlta ﬂl}; 1n the rush which followed Two French aviators — the
SCIVES‘Z]P ot Detroyat and the civil pilot Delage — found them-
am amdosc to n:e 10 the jam of people Delage grabbed Detroyat’s
vy cried, * Come They will smother him!” Detroyat, being
o rm, and tall, was able to exercise some authonty over the
en who had me on thewr shoulders Once my feet were on the
§f$nd, It was too dark for my flymg suit to be very noticeable
. ‘;ln became an mconspicuous member of the crowd Meanwhile
re)'o elmet had somehow gotten onto the head of an Amercan
Ll‘:‘df’:ﬂ Someone had pomted to lum and called out, “There 15
ergh! There 1s Lindbergh! The crowd had taken over the
teporter and left me free
I might have had difficulty walking
out of the cockpit after landing, but m
bered up by the time my feet actually touc
rushed away to get hus Lttle Renault car
neuvered me to the outskurts of the crowd When the car armved,
1 said that before leaving I wanted to be sure 2 guard had been
placed around the Spirit of St Louis Communication %as difficult,
because my ears were shll deafened from the fight I spoke no

when I first tned to step
y muscles were well lim-
hed French soil Delage
while Detroyat ma-
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word of French, my new {riends, but lttle Enghsh, and m the
background were the noises of the crowd My plane was bewg
taken care of, they told me T should not try to go back to it They
were determuned about that-— there was no mistaking their tones
and gestures They Jaughed and shook their heads as 1 protested,
and kept pownting to the car

We drove nto a big hangar, and 1 was taken to a small room
on one side My friends motioned me to a char and put out most
of the lights — so [ would not be discovered by the crowd Did 1
need food, drink, the attention of a doctor? Would I ke to ke
down? they asked 1 had only to tell them what I wanted France
was mine, they said It was easter for me to understand them
mdoors, with everyone speaking more slowly

I didn’t feel like Jymg down, and I had no need whatever for
a doctor, but 1 was greatly worried about my plane, even though I
recewved assurances that everything possible was being done to take
care of 1t I suggested that we drive back out onto the field to make
certain, but the two French pilots pursed their hps and shook their
heads agam I then asked what customs and immigration formaly
ties T had to go through I was a httle worned about that, siace i
bad no visa But I recewved mostly smules and Jaughter 12 reply
T decided that the best thing for me to do was just to wait aod 11
events develop Was there any word of Nungesser and Coli? 1
asked Faces lengthened No, 1o news had come

1 remamed with Delage while Detroyat went fo search for 38
officer of lugher rank At first, he could find no one Then, it the
midst of the crowd, he came upon Major Wess of the Bombard-
ment Group of the 34th AF Regiment The Major could oot
behieve that T was sithag an 2 hangar’s darkened room “It 1 32
possible,” he told Detroyat “Lindbergh has just been cartied fre-
umphantly to the official reception commuttee ™ Probably he had
seen the reporter with my helmet, who had been taken, strogghios.
to the Amencan Ambassador before the mustake i adentty #5
finally established Put Major Werss follewed Detcoyat, aad o7
seemng me msisted that T be taken to his office on the militay s:hf
of Le Bourget—about a mile away So we chimbed mto B
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Renault agamn, and drove across the field Then, 1t was Major
Weiss’s turn to go out and search for higher officers

It must have been an hour later when I heard American voices,
and someone said that the Ambassador of the United States was
outside In 2 moment the door opened, and I was introduced to the
Honorable Myron T Herrick, to lis son Parmely, and to s
daughter-m-law Agnes The room soon filled with people

Ambassador Herrick was an extraordinary man He had a com-
bination of digmity, perception, and kindness, which few 1n public
bfe possess After extending a welcome and mquirmg about my
welfare, which he judged through his eyes more than through my
answer, he sad he was gomg to take me back with um fo the
Embassy Iaccepted gladly, but I asked to see the Spirit of St Lows
before we left the ficld

Ambassador Herrick nodded “Of course we Il take you to your
plane,” he said, “if we can get there ” A discussion 1n French fol
lowed, with several people taking part I was assured that 1t was
unnecessary for me to think more zbout the Spirit of St Lows
that might, because 1t had not been badly damaged, and 1t had been
placed m a locked hangar, under a military guard I needed to
sleep, 1t was suggested There would be tume enough to sce the
plane after that

“Well, how do you feel about it, Captain?” Ambassador Her-
nck asked

T couldn’t put the cracking wood and nipping fabne from my
tund that easily T was anxious to find out for myself What repawrs
would have to be made I didnt know, then, that the French
authorities wished to have all repairs completed before I saw my
plane T argued that I wanted to get some 1tems from the cockpt,
and to show the mechanics how to put the windows tn Inserting
the windows requured a special technique, I explamned

After more conversation which I could not understand, we
climbed into Delage’s car and drove back to the Arr-Union hangar
which we had left an hour earlier In the meantume, my Spinit of
St Lows had been placed mside It was a great shock to me to see
my plane The sides of the fuselage were full of gaping holes, and
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some souvenir hunter had pulled a lubrication fitting right off one
of the rocker-arm housings on my engne But 1n spite of surface
appearances, careful inspection showed that no serious damage
had been done A few hours of work wounld make my plane air-
worthy agam

It was then time for me to rejom Ambassador Herrick and
drive with hum to Panis But my escorts were unable to locate the
Ambassador After hunting for a guarter-hour, they decided to
take me to the American Embassy themselves —— by a special route
to avoid the heavy jam of traffic So the four of us started out—
Weiss, Delage, Detroyat, and 1— all i the httle Renault Nobody
looked twice at our car as we wound about through the crowd 1
settled back 1 the seat to rest, to see what I could through the
window, and to try to und d the English at which
my escorts laughed and struggled

We traveled over bumpy side roads, toward the outshirts of
Panis, stopping once to ask our way We passed Dugay, Stams,
Saint Denis, and entered tbrough the Saint Ouen gate Soon ¢
were driving between rows of close pached brick and stone houses
with no yards between It was tremendously different from Amc!:
ica Then came the heart of the city—“Place de 10per3,
Detroyat smid When we reached the end of a long avenue, Delage
parked at the curb of a circular area 1n the center of which was
a preat stone arch The surfaces of the arch were sculptured and
softly hghted My friends took me through the arch, and I found
myself standing silently with them at the tomb of France’s Un-
known Soldier, with 1ts ever-burming flame They wanted my first
stop 1 Paris to be at the Arc de Triomphe, they sud

We armived at the American Embassy far ahead of Ambassador
Herrick He had searched for me all over Le Bourget And then
his car had become nvolved in the traffic jam between aerodrome
and aity Nerther his dnver nor his escort of motorcycle police
knew about the side roads the French pilots took me over 15 was
three o'clock when the Ambassador reached his home at NO :
Avenue dTena I was waitng for hum, after eating a supper “h';
tus staff very considerately provided m spite of the eatly hour BY
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that time a small crowd — mostly papermen — had
in the street outside At Herrick’s suggestion they were mvited 1,
and 1 spent a few mmutes answermg questions and telling them
about my flight Pans clocks marked 4 15 mn the mormng befors
Twent 10 bed It was sixty-three hours since I had slept

T woke that afternoon, a litle stiff but well rested mto a hfe
which could hardly have been more amazing if I had landed on
another planet mstead of at Panis The welcome I receved at Le
Bourget was only a forerunner to the welcome extended by France,
by Belgum, by England —and, through messages, by all of
Evrope It was a welcome which words of appreciation are mcom
petent to cover But the account of my expersences abroad, of my
home:ommg to the United States, and of my grattude to the
Peoples of Europe and Amertca belongs to a different story






APPENDIX
THE LOG OF THE Spirtt of St Lowis
CHARLES A LiNDBERGH, Pilot
(except as noted)
;; 1' 28 Dutch Flats Sap Diego Cahfornra

Furst test flight © hrs 20 mm

Second test flight Ohbrs 05 mn
#rt 29 Dutch Flats

‘Three test fghts Ohrs 20 mn

% 3 Dutch Flaty

On¢ test fight_carrying Donald A Hall
(Designing Engmeer)

One fight carrying Major Enckson

O hrs 10 mm

0 hrs 10 min.

(Photographer)
One flight, for photographs from other plane O hrs 15 man
¥ 4 Dutch Flats to Rockwell Field North Island O hrs 10 mn
{Landed because of fog at 5 50 am )
Rockwell Field to Dutch Flats 0 hrs 05 min
Dutch Flats to Coronado Strand speed course to
Camp Kearney parade grounds (Tests) 1he 10mn
Three test flights starting with 38 gallons of
gasoline Ohrs TOmn
One test flight, with 71 gallons Ohrs 15mn
One test fight with 110 gallons Ohrs. 05 mn
One test flight with 150 gallons 0 hrs 05 min
One test flight with 200 gallons Ohrs 30 ma
Ohrs 10mn

One test flight, with 250 gallons
One test flight, with 300 galloas

3 Camp Kearney parade grounds to Dutch Flats
carrying Major Enckson
8 Dutch Flats to North Istand carrying A J
Edwards (Sales Manager) O brs. 05 min
North Istand to Dutch Flats carrying A J
wards
Total flying time 4 hre. 18 mn Total fights 23
(5031

© hre. 05 min

© hrs. 13 min.

Obre. Wma
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Moy 10 Duich Flats 10 North Island, carrymng Mr

McNeal {Fmal Assembly Dept )

Rockwell Field, North Island, California, to Lam
bert Field, St Lows, Missourt, and circle of
St Lows
{Took off, North Istand, 3 §5 pm Paafic ttme
Over Lambert Freld at 8 00 am, May 11, Cen-
fral tme Landed at 8 20 am Central Serious
engine mussing over desert mountains at might
Probably due to fack of carburetor arr heater )

May 12 Lambert Field, St Lours, to Curtiss Field, Loog

Istand, New York

{Took ofl, Lambert Field, 8 13 am, Central
Standard Landed Curtiss Field, 5 33 pm, East-
ern Dayhght }

Moy 13 Curhiss Field

One test flight, carrymg Brice Goldsberough
{Iastrument expert)

May 14 Curtiss Field

One test flight

One test flight, carrying Kenneth Boedecker
{Whirbwind expert)

One test flight, carrymg Edward Mulligan
{Whirlwind experi)

May 15 Curtsg Freld

One test fght, carrying Brice Goldsborough
One test flght, castying Kenneth Boedecker
Total fiying tume 27 brs 25 e Total fughts* 32

May 20 Roosevelt Field, Long Island, New York, to Le

Bourget Acrodrome, Paris, France

(Tack off, Rocsevelt Field 7 52 am Eastern
Daylight ime Landed, Le Bourget, 10 22 pm.
French tume, May 21st }

{Fuselage fabric badly torn by souvemus hunters
Also, fasring strips broken and onc grease yeser-
voir 1orn off engine Fuselage repared and fe-
tovered at Le Bourget )

May 1t Le Buutget Acradrame, Pang, to Evere Acro<

drome, Brussels, Belgum
(Circled Parss, Senlis, Valenciennes }

May 29 Evere Acrodrome, Brussc!s, to Croydon Aero-

drome, London, England
{Flew via Waereghem, Belgium )

0 hrs

14 bry

7 by

0 hes

0 hrs

Q@ kes

0 bre
2 hee

33 brs

2hn

2hn

05 mvn

25 mn

20 aun

W0 mn

10 mr

29 mn.

15 ot

13 mm

10 mn

30 oum

15 mn

35 eunc



May 31

funo 16

tune 17

tune 18

Wy ¢

Wy 2

My 3

Ly 4

APPENDIX

One fhight around Croydon Aerodrome
{Took off before end of landing rol], to avord
1njuring crowd, which broke through police
lines }

(Stabilrzer damaged by pressure of crowd Re-
pared at Croydon )

Croydon Aerodrome, London, to Gosport
Total flymng tune* 66 hrs 40 mn Total flights 37

(At Gosport, the Sperit of St Lous was dismantled
by the Royal Aw Force, crated, and placed on
board the US crmser Memphus for us semurn
voyage to the United States It was reassembled
at Bolling Feld, Washmngton DC)

Bolling Field, Washmgton, DC, to Roosevelt
Fueld, Long Istand New York

Roosevelt Freld, Long Istand, to Mitchel Field,
Long Istand

Mutchel Field, Long Istand, to Lamvert Freld St
Lows, Missourt
(Flew wvia Paterson NJ, Columbus, Dayton,
Ohio, Indianapolis, Terre Haute, Ipd, St Elmo,
Scott Freld, Il )

Lambert Field
One flght, over Forest Park and return

Lambert Field, St Lous, to Selfridse Faeld, Mt
Clemens, Michigan
(Flow wia Ft Wayne, Ind , Toledo, Ohuo, De
troit, Mich »

Major Lanphrer, Commanding Officer of Selfridge
Field, piloted the Spirit of §¢ Lowus on ons Bight
1n the vicmty of the field

Selindge Field, Mt Clemens, (o Ottawa, Ontanio,
Capada

Ottawa

One flight, over funeral of Licutenatt .lohnson
(The tad was cui off of Lt Iohpson's pursuit
plane 1n a md alr coltiston He was 2 member
of & twelve planc escort which had accompanted
e from Scifridge Field to Ottawa )}

Ottawa to Teterboro Aurport, New Jerse;
(Circled Ottawa for 35 minutes before Jeaving )

0 hrs

0 hrs

2 hrs

0 hrs

0 brs

5 hn

0 brs.

Ve

3 b
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05 min

50 muin

35 min

03 mn

20 mn

30 mue

10 min

10 mun

IO min

10 mun

50 min



{506}

sty
Wy

Wy

sty

oy

Juy

oty

Iy

suly

Roly

Joly

Avg

20

n

23

24

5

26

27

28

29

The Spinit of 81. Lows
Teterboro Asrport to Mitchel Freld, Loog Island

Mitchel Freld, LI, to Hartford, Connecticut
(Flew via Niaatic, Conn )

Hartford to Providence, Rbode Island
{Flew via Springficld, Mass )

P to Boston,
(Flew via Brstol, Conn, Pawtucket, Woon
socket, R.I, Worcester, Mass )

Boston to Copeord, New Hampshire
(Flew via Lyon Lowell, Mass, Nashua, NH,
Porttand, Me Circled viemty of Portland for
two and a half hours, in fog, attempting 1o find
fiymg field )

Concord to Portland Mame
(Cireled vicuuty of Portland for one and a half
hours, i fog, bunting for Ayng field Finally
landed on Orchard Beach 1

Orchard Beach to Portland Assport
{Flew via Portland )

Poriland to Concard, NH
{(Flew via South Poland, Me , Mt Hope, White
Lake 1 h

NH)

Concosd to Springfield, Vermont
(Flew via Lebanon, Hanover, N H, Rutlnd,
Vi, Claremoat, N H.)

Springfield to Atbany, NY
(Flew wia Plymouth, Vt, Keene, NH, Brautie
l;{om. Bennmgton, Vt, Catskitt Moontamns,
Y3

Albany to Schenectady, NY
(Flew via Troy, Glen Falls, Lake George, N Y)

Schepectady to Syracuse, NY
{Flew via Luttle Falls, Utca, Rome, N Y.}

Syracuse 1o Rochester, NY

Rochester to Buffato, NY
(Flew via Batavia, Lockport, Miagara Fails
NY, Nagara Falls, Ont.)

Buffalo to Cleveland, Ohio
(Flew via Jamestown, Chattauqua, NY ; Exie,
Pa)

o bey
T hr

5 hes

2 kene

o brs

2 bes

2k

1hr
3 brs

0 mn

5 ma

33 ma

35 sun

00 min

A5 mn

W0 ma

20 mim

10 win

45 moa

45 min

18 ma

135 o

o0 ms

15 min
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Cleveland to Pittsburgh Pennsylvana

(Flew via Gates Mills, Akron, Massillon, Can

ton, Alhance, Youngstown, Ohto, Newcastle,

Pa
Puttsburgh to Wheeling, West Vi

grma
{(Flew via East Liverpool Steubenville, Ohto)

Wheeling to McCook Field, Dayton,
(Flew via Columbus, Ohio|

Obio

McCook Field to Wilbur Wright Field
Wilbur Wnght Field to McCook Freld

McCook Field, Dayton, to Cincmnali,
(Flew via Franklin, Mrddletown
Oho )

Cimctnpate to Lowsville, Kentucky
(Flew via Lawrenceburg Aurera
Vevay, Ind )

Licutenant Philip R Love puoted the
Lows on ope flught m the vicinity of

Lomsville to Indipapolis Indiana
(Flew via Camp Knox, ky )

Otuo
‘Hamnlton,

Rmsing Sun,

Spirit of St
f the field

Indianapolis to Ford Airport, Detroit, Michigan
(Flew via Kokomo, Ft Wayne, Ind, Toledo,

Ohuo )
Ford Arport
One fight, carrying Henry Fe

‘ord
(This was Henry Fords first flight m an

aurplane )
One fhight, carryng Edsel Ford

Ford Aurport, Detront, to Grand Rapids, Mich.

(Flew via Saginaw, Lansing, Joma,
One flight, carrying Mother
Grand Rapids to Chicago, Ilhnows

Mich }

(Flew wia Kalamazoo Beaton Harbor, St Jo-

seph, Mich )

Flew via Moosehart, Aurors, Jobet, Peona,

Chicago to Springfield, TIL
(!
m)

Sprngfield to St. Lows, Mo

St. Lows to Kansas City, Mo
(Flew via Chamors, Jefferson Caty,

Mo)

2 hrs

Q@ brs
0 hrs
1 he

0 hrs
2 hrs

4 hrs.

© hres
2 hrs

0 k.

2 hes

1he
3 b
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30 mun

25 min

10 mn
15 min

15 min

10 min
28 min

10 min

10 min

10 mm
05 mn
20 min
15 mn

35 min.

30 min.

43 wun.
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Avg 18

-

Avg 2

)

Avg 2

@

Avg 2

Sopt 1

Sept. 2

The Spirit of St. Lowts

Kansas City to Wichita, Kansas
(Flew via Osawatomie, Ft Scott, Girard, Cha-
nute, Kan )

Wichita to St Joseph, Mo
(Flew via Junction City, Ft Ruley, Ft. Leaven-
worth, Kan )

St Joseph to Moline Awrport, Tri-Citles
(Flew via Ottumwa, Muscatine, Ta )

Moline Arrport to Milwaukee, Wisconsin
(Flew via Dixon, Rockford, 1ll, Reloit, Wis)

Milwaukee to Madison, Wis
{Flew via Waukesha, Fond du Lac, Oshkosh,
W)

Madison to Minneapolis, Minnesota
{Flew via Portage, La Crosse, Wis, Winona,
Red Wimg, Mwn )

Minneapolts to Little Falls, Minn
(Flew via Savage, Shakopeg, St Cloud, Melrose,
Sauk Center, Minn }

Laittle Falls to Fargo, North Dakota
(Flew via Lake Itasca, Mnn )

Fargo to Stoux Falls, South Dakota
(Flew via Aberdeen, Redfield, Huron, Mitchell,
SD)

Stoux Falls to Sioux City, Iowa

Sioux City to Des Mormes, Jowa
(Flew via Battle Creek, Ia )

Des Mounes to Omaha, Nebraska
(Flew via Ft Des Mounes, Ia )

Omaha to Denver, Colorado
(Flew via Columbus, Lincoln, Hastings, Kear
oey, Leungton, McCook, Neb , Burd City, Kan }
Imperial, Neb )

Denver to Prerre, SD
(Flew via Rocky Mountam National Park,
Leag's Peak, Greeley, Col , Scotts Bluff, Neb }

Picrre to Cheyenne, Wyoming .
(Flew via Philip, Hermosa, President Coolidge’s
summer home, Rapid City, Spearfish, Dead-
wood, D)

3 hes

3 hrs

3 hrs

2 hrs

2 hrs

4 hrs

2 hre

2 hrs

4 hrs

2 hrs

2 hrs

15 min

10 mn

30 min

35 min

50 mm

00 min

20 mn

50 min

38 min

15 min

20 min

00 min

45 min

35 i

30 min
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Sept

Sept

Sopt

Sopt

Sapt

Sepr

4

~

12

13

19

20

21

APPENDIX

Cheyenze to Salt Lake City, Utah
(Flew via Laramue, Parco, Rawlms, Wy , Craig
Col, Mt Pleasant, Ut Took plane up to 19,800
feet indicated altitude, en route )

Salt Lake City 10 Boise, Idaho
(Flew via Bungham, Ogden, Ut, Oakley Twin
Falls, Id )

Boise to Butte, Montana

Butte to Helena, Mont
(Flew via Swan Lake Camp, Highgate Mt
Cleveland  Glacier National Park, Blackfoot,
Sweetgrass, Mon , Milk Ruver, Alb , Great Falls
Mon )

Helena to Butte, Mon
(Flew via Billmgs Mon, Yellowstone Lake,
Old Faithful Geyser, Wy )

Butte to Spokane, Washington
(Flow via Anaconda Bonner, Missoula, Mon,
Wallace, 1d )

Spokane to Seattle, Wash
(Flew via Walla Walla, Pasco, Yakima, Renton,
ash )

Seattle to Portland, Oregon
(Flew via Tacoma Ft Lewrs Olympia Aber-
deen, Centralta, Chehalis Home Valley Wash )

Portland to San Francisco Cal
(Flew via Vancouver. Wash, Silverton, Che
mawa, Salem, Corvallis Eugene, Crater Lake,
Medford, Orc, Mt Shastas peak, Anderson
Red Bluff, Cal)

One flight, around Mills Field

San Francisco to Oaklaad Cal
(Flew via Mt Tamalpass, Golden Gate )

Oakland to Sacramento, Cal
(Flew via Livermore, Lathrop, Stockton, Cal)
Sacramento to Reno, Nevada
(Flew via Livermore, Cal }
Reno to Los Angeles, Caf
(Flew via Carson City, Nev, Yosemute Park,
Death Valley, Cal)
Los Angeles to San Diego Cal
(Flew via Pomona, Cal )

hrs.

hrs

he

hes.

hrs
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35 mun

30 min

35 min

45 nun

05 min

50 min

15 min,

a5 min

05 muin

05 min
25 men

35 oun

35 pun

25 mn
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Sept 23

Sept

Sept

Sept

Sept

Sopt

Sept

o

Qo

Co

24

25

2

]

28

30

w
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The Spint of St. Louis
One flight, carrying B Frankhn Mahopey

San Diego to Tucson, Arizona
(Flew via El Centro, Cal, Mewcali, Mexco,
Yuma, Anz )

Tucson to Lordsburg, New Mexico
(Flew via Silver City, Ft Bayard, NM )

Lordsburg to El Paso, Texas
(Flew via Chihuabua, Mexico )

El Paso to Santa Fe, New Mexico
(Flew via Las Cruces, Albuquerque, NM }

Santa Fe to Abilene, Tex
{Flew via Crosbyton, Roarnng Springs, Stam-
ford, Tex )

Abilene to Ft Worth, Tex
(Flew via Jacksboro, Bridgeport, Tex )

Fort Worth to Dallas, Tex
(Flew via Alvarado, Hillsboro, Waxahache,
Tex )

Dallas to Oklahoma City, Oklahoma
(Flew via Denton Tex, Ardmore, Sulphur,
Pauls Valley, Okia )

One flight, carrying Donald E Keyhoe

Oklahoma City to Tulsa Okla
(Flew via Stillwater, Pawhuska, Okla }

Tulsa to Muskogee, Okla

Muskogee to Little Rock Arkansas
(Flew via Ft Smuth, Van Buren, Booneville,
Ark.)

Little Rock to Memphis, Tennessee
(Flew viz Pune Bluff, Helena Ark)

One flight, carrying Ear] € Thompson

Memphs to Chattanooga, Tenn
(Flew via Florence, Muscle Shoals, Sheffield,
‘Tuscumbia, Ala )

Chattanooga to Bumingham, Alabama

Birmingham to Jackson, Mississtppt
(Flew via Columbus, Starkville, Maben, Matbas-
ton Miss }

0 hrs

5 hrs

3 brs

2 hes

4 hrs

5 hrs

2 hrs

2 hrs

3 hrs

0 hrs

2 brs

1 hr

2 hrs

3 hrs

0 hrs

4 by

2 hrs
3 hrs.

05 min

05 min

10 mm

25 min

€5 mmn

45 min

50 min

08 min

o0 min

05 e

Bl mn

00 min

40 min

00 min

25 mn

4O mn

30 mo

s mn
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& Jacksos to New Orleays, Lousiana
(Flew vig Columbra, Muss , Franklmton La)

10 Two fghts, searchmg for Navy piot, near New
Orleans flying fietd

New Orleans to Jacksonville, Florida
{Flew via Pensacola, Tallahassee, Fla )

11 Jacksopwlle 1y Atlanta, Georpa
(Flew yip McRae, Vidala, Millen Ga )

12 Atlanta to Spartanburg South Caroli0a
Flew via Athens, Ga. . Greenwood, SC )

14 Spactapburg to Greensboro, North Caroling
(Flew vy Gafiney SC, Kings Mountam, Salis
bury, Lexington, N C )

Greensboro to Winston-Salem N C

¥ Winston-Salem to Richmond, Virgma
(Flew via Danville South Boston Va )

16 Richmond
One flight, carrying Governor Harry F Bytd
One thght, carrying Harry F Guggenheun

One flight, carrywg € € Madraent (Whit
wind expert)

17 Richmond to Washmgton, D C
18 Washington to Balumore Maryland
19 Baltimore 1o Atlantic Cuy, NJ

21 Atlantic City to Wilmington, Delaware
(Flew v:a Mays Landing Salem NJ}

22 Wimmgton 10 Phuladelphia Fa
(Flew via Chester, Media, Pa )

23 Philadelphta to Matchel Field LY
h’?teilpv,i’rmm. NJ, New York City, NY')

25 Muitche] Freld, LI, to Teterboro NJ. cafrymg
Mulburn Rusterer
S Teterboro

Qae test ght
7 Trterbora to Bolling Freld, Washington, D ¢,

Total fiythg ume 359 bre 03 mn. Totat flighty T4y

2 brs.

0 hrs
8 hrs

5 brs

2 kry

2 brs

0 hes
1hn

0 nes
0 bry

brs.
T be
0 hrs
2 hny
ALY

0 hes
3 b
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53 min
&8 mn
30 mun
45 me
40 ma
25 o,

45 nun

50 won

10 miy

16 nin

05 min
15 mim
53 mun
00 mu
50 min

55 min

30 min

40 min

18 min
S mn
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Per 13 Bolling Freld Washimgton D C., 1o Valbuena Arc-
port, Mexico City, Mexico 27 hes 15 min
(Took off, Boling Field, 12 25 pm Eastern
Standard fime. Landed, Mexico City, 3 40 pm
Eastern Standard time, December 14th Flew via
Texas coast of Guif of Mexwco Lost pownhion
ftymg aver fog between Tampico and Valley of
Mexico Chmbed after fog cleared and located
approxumate position from the dwection of
watersheds Located exact position from sign on
botel wall at Toluea )

Ose 21 Valbuena Auport
One exinbition fhght 0 s 95 mun

Dec 22 Valbuena Awrport
One flight escorting Ford tremotorsd plane
which brought Mother from Detroit T he 00 mum

Three short fughts, made 1o avoud wjunng any-
ane 1n crowd which overran field Qhrs 13w
{Took off before end of first and second land
ng rolls Then landed m adjormmg field to
attract crowd Took off before first people
reached my plane Returned to Valbuena Awr-
port and taxed Spry of St Lows e
hangar )

Der 28 Valbuena Awport, Mexico City, to Guatemala
Cty, Guatemala 7ty 05 oun

Dec 20 G\:!aiemam Oty 1o Polo Faeld, Belue, Britsh Hoo-
uras

3 ket 20
Jan ¥ Polo Field Belize to San Salvador, Salvador 2 by 50 e
1928
Jan 3 San Salvador to Tegucigalpa, Honduras 2 hes 05 o0
lon 5 Tegucigalpa to Managua, Nicaragua 2 by 258
(Flew via Leon, Nicaragua )
Jen 7 Manogua to San Jose, Costa Rica 3 b 250
Jon  # San Jose to Panama Ciy, Panama apn 43 en
{Flew via shore of Mosquito Bay )
Jen 12 Pagama City to Feance Field, Colon, Canal Zone @ bre 43 7%
son 22 France Field
One test flight ta 1B
{Flew over Gatun Lake, San Lorenzo,
lon }
20 e

Jon 26 France Field, Colon fo Cartagena Colombia 4 b
{Flew via coast of Guif of Danen.)
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Jon

Fob

Feb
Feb

Faby

Feb

Fob

27

2t

2
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Cartagena to Madrid Field, Bogota, Colombra
{Crreled over Bogota )

Madnd Fleld Bogota, to Maracay Field Caracas
Venezuel:
(D:tuuxtd storm to Caribbean coast, about 150
mules east of Caracas Followed coast most of
way back to Maracay Field )

Maracay Freld, Caracas, to go}f grounds, St
Thomas, Virgin Islands
(Flew via sslands of Lesser Antilles )

Golf grounds, St Thomas, to San Juan, Porto Rico
(Flew vta St Croix }

San Juan to Santo Domumngo, Domunican Republic

Santo Domingo to Port au Prince, Haitt
(Flew via Santiago, Chrnistophe’s Citadel, Cape
Haitien, St Marc )

Port au Prince to Havana, Cuba
(Carried three sacks of mail, including one sack
from Santo Domingo )

Havana to Lambert Field St Lous, Mo

(Both compasses malfunctioned over Flonda
Strart, at night. The earth inductor needle wob
bled back and forth The hquid compass card
rotated without stopping Could recogmze no
stars through heavy haze Located posiion, at
daybreak, over Bahama Islands, nearly 300
miles off course Liquid compass card kept ro
tating until the Spirit of St Lows reached the
Florida coast }

14 Lambert Field

One flight, over St Lows and vicuty

Apnt 30 Lambert Field, St Louts, to Bolling Field, Wash-
in,

on,
{Tail wind Distance 725 mules )

TOTAL FLYING TIME 489 hrs 26 min TOTAL FUGHTS

6 hrs

10 hes

10 hrs

2 hrs

3 hrs

3 hes

9 hrs

15 hrs

3 hrs

4 hes

7

[513]
05 mia

50 min

15 min
10 min

50 min

30 min

20 min

35 min

‘The official ime of the fight of the Spirit of St Lows from New

York to Pans, on May 20-21, 1927, recorded by the National Aero-
nautic Association, under the rules and regulalions of the Fédératon
Aéronautique Internationale, 1s 33 hours, 30 minutes, 29 8 scconds.

The flight to Ottawa, Ontanio, Canada, on July 2, 1927, was made

1n response to an (vitation from the Canadian Government, extended
by Premier W L. Machenzie King
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The tour of the United States, startng at Mitchel Field, Long
Island, New York, 3uly 20, 1927, and ending at Mutchel Field on
October 23, 1927, was sponsored by the Damel Guggenheim Fund for
the P of A The time spent 1 flying be
tween many of the cities visited on this tour was caused by requests
from other cities whose inhabitants wished to see the Spirit of St Lows
circle overhead Also, extra time was usually allowed for the posst
bility of encountering head winds and having to detour weather areas
en route On several oceasions, long * exploration™ detours were made
over interesting portions of the country The tour consumed 260 hours
and 45 mmutes of flymg time, and covered about 22,000 miles Eighty
two stops were made The Spint of §t Louts arnved late only once
{at Portland, Mame, because of fog)

The fhght from Washington, D C, to Mexico City, on Decem-
ber 13 and 14, 1927, was planned at the suggestion of Ambassador
Dwight W Morrow, and made 1 response to an invitation 1ssued by
President Plutarco Elias Calles

The flights through Central and Sonth Amenca and the 1slands
of the West Indies were made 1n response to tnvitations sent by the
governments of the countries visited

At Bolling Field the Spirit of St Louis was presented to the Smutlt
soman I Tt was d led, and led 1n the muscum
n Washington, where 1t now rests in permanent exhibition, with the
Kitty Hawk hiplane of Omville and Wilbur Wright

EMERGENCY EQUIPMENT CARRIED IN THE Spirit of St Lowis
ON THE FLIGHTS RETWEEN SAN DIEGO AND PARIS

1 air raft, with pump and repair kit
1 canteen of water—4 quarts

1 Armbrust cup

5 cans of Army emergency rations
1 hunting kmufe

1 ball of cord

1 ball of string

1 large needle

1 flashlight

4 red flares, sealed 1n rubber tubes
1 match safe with matches

1 hack saw blade
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THE CRUISER Memphis

By direction of President Coolidge, the United States Navy sent the
Crutser Memphus to carry Capt Lindbergh and the Spinit of St Lows
back to the Umited States from France This was the flagship of Vice
Admural Guy H Burrage, with Capt Henry Ellis Lackey 1n command
The Memphis saled from Cherbourg on June 4th, and arnved at
Washington, D C, on June 11th, 1927

DECORATIONS, AWARDS, TROPHIES, AND GIFTS
PRESENTED TO CAPTAIN LINDBERGH IN CONNECTION WITH THE
FLIGHTS OF THE Spirit of St Louis

By Esther B Mueller
CURATOR OF THE LINDBERGH COLLECTION
OF THE MISSOURI HISTORICAL SOCIETY

Most of the stems listed here are on permanent file or extubit at
the Jefferson Memonal Buildmg Forest Parl, St Lows, Mo.

UNITED STATES Messages of congratulation from President Coolidge
and from Secretary of State Kellogg, Congressional Medal of
Honor, presented by Prestdent Coolidge, Gold Medal of the Con-
gress, presented by President Hoover Distingwished Flying Cross
(first Cross ever awarded), presented by President Coolidge, Com-
misston of Colonel mn the US Army Air Corps Reserve, presented
by Secretary of War Daws, Scroll authorizing the use of Naval
Arrcraft, First impression of air mail stamp depicting the Sperit of
St Lomus (the first ime a living Amenican was honored by a US
stamp), presented by Postmaster General New, Gold thermos bot-
tle from the Assuistant Secretanes of Aeronautics in Army, Navy,
and Commerce Departments (Davison, Warner, MacCracken),
— e e H e o A A e A abaa® AE s

State Kellogg

TRANCE Messapes of congratulation from President Doumergue, For-
eign Miruster Briand, and War Mmister Pamnleve, Chevalier Cross
of the National Order of the Legion of Honor, presented by Prest-
dent Doumergue, Testtmomal Scroll, from the Senate, Special Gold
Meda), from the Administration de Monnaies et Médaitles

- ' C e n 1 oaaam e
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ENGLAND Messages of congratufation from hing George V' from Sec
retary of State for Air Sir Samuel Hoare and from the Royal Air
Force Awr Force Cross presented by kung George V

ARGENTINA Message of congratulation from President Alvear

BULGARIA Message of congratulation from King Bonis

GERMANY Message of congratulation from the Government of Ger
many

GREECE  Message of congratulation from the Naval College

HOLLAND Message of congratulation from the Government of the
Netherlands

IRELAND Message of congratulation from President Cosgrave.

ITALY Message of 1l from Premier Mussol

PERU Message of from the G of Peru

POLAND Message of congratulation from Pnme Minster Pilsudsht and
the Government of Poland

PORTUGAL Message of congratulation from the Government of Por
tugal

ROUMANIA Awiation Cross and Testimonals from King Carol

SPAIN Message of congratulation and decoration of Plus Ultra Vires
from Kmg Alfouso XIII

swepeN Message of congratulaion from King Gustav V/

URUGUAY Message of congratulation from President Campisteguy

caNADA Messages of congratulation from Prime Minuster Mackenzie
King and from the Royal Canadian Atr Force Gold Confedera
tion Medal and Album

MEexico Cross of the Order of Ment an'd Valor pxescn!tf(_i

~ v o

by Pres

er C A *ledal
of ' 1 . the
Dir . . . ol

- LY3 r - Fa il b
oUAT v . i o
' <k

. -

set from the Guatemalan Army Gold pocket watch from the
Aviation Section  Native woven linen scarfs and girdles Decorative
gourds

saLVaDoR  Spectal Gold Medal of Homage presented by President
Bosque

noNDURAS  Special Gold Medal of Honor prescated by President
Baraona Testumomal Watch Iwdden tn 2 US $20 gold piece
from the Department of the Treasury ¢

NicaRAGUA_ Gold Medal of Ment and Valor presented by Pres der
Diaz Tesimomal Native made hammock

f
cosTA A Gold Medal and set of books from the Department Of
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Labor; Set of specially printed Lindbergh stamps, presented by
President Niminez and the Director of Posts

PANAMA Message of congratulation from President Chian Gold Medal
of Hottor, presented by President Chuan, Gold Simon Bolivar Cen
tenary Medal

CANAL zONE Large gold Indian 1dol to the Eastern Sun, and two
smaller gold 1dols, from the cittzens of the Canal Zone

€oLUMBIA Decoratton of the Cross of Boyaca presented by President
Mendez, Gold Testimonial Plaque, from the War Department, Gold
Commemorative Plaque, from the School of Military Aviation

VENEZUELA Message of if from the G of Ven
ezuels, Commander s Order of Busto del Liberator with Star, pre
sented by Presdent Gomez, Jewelled billfold and set of mens
Jewelry

PORTO RICO Gold Medal of Homage and resolution confernng citizen-
stup of Porto Rico from the Legislative Assembly

DOMINICAN REPUBLIC Message of congratulation from President Vas-
quez, Gold Medal of Homage, presented by Prestdent Vasquez,
Native gold nugget brooch

HAIT Medal of Honor and Ment, presented by President Bormo

CUBA Message of congratulation from President Machado, Gold Cross
of the Order of Miguel de Cespedes with Star, presented by Presi-
dent Machado

STATE oF nEw voRK Medal of Valor, presented by Gov Alfred E
Smuth

STATE or connecTicuT Gold Sesquicentenmal
tor s badge, from the Avration Dept

STATE OF RHODE 1sLaND Testumonial

Medal, Gold nspec-

STATE oF 115 Gold Cof Medal and Testt
monsal .

STATE op NEW 1AMpsHIRE Fragment of patwve granite set with gold
medal

STATE OF VERMONT Bronze Tesumonal Plaque
STATE Op MICHIGAN Gold honorary membership badge, from the State

Police

STATE oF twLiNots  Testimonral resolutions from the 55th General As
sembl:

STATE oylvmssomu Commussion of Colonel of the Missoun National
Guard

d Commemorative Medal

STATE oP MINNESOTA Gok
1 from the Legsk: bl

STATE OF souTH pakoTA T
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STATE OF COLORADO Pamting of Lindbergh Peak, from the chuldren of
the Rocky Mountain Region

STATE OF NEW JERSEY Gold Honorary Special Inspector s Badge, from
the Dept of Motor Vehcles

STATE OF PUEBLO, MEXICO Three large gtazed china vases, one show-
g the Aztec calendar

PARIS, FRANCE  Gold Medal of the City of Paris, commemorating New
York to Pans flight, Gold Key of the City

ALSACE, FRANCE Stlver Medal of the City

LYONS, PRANCE Large stk US Flag

VALENCIENNES, PRANCE Medal of Homage

BRUSSELS, BELGWM Gold Medal, Lace shawl and hnens for Capt
Lindbergh'’s mother

LONDOR, ENGLAND Gold Keys of the City of London

LIMERICK, IRELAND Inish lace shawl for Capt Lindbergh’s mother

HAMBURG, GERMANY Engraved gold dress sword

DEBRECEN, HUNGARY A Kulacs, from the citizens

MALTA ISLAND  Gold pin

WEST BELPAST, IRELAND Linens

NEW YORK c1r¥, N¥ Gold Medal of the City, Testmonial, Gold
Honor Legiop Medal, from Police Dept, Gold photograph, from
cstuzens of the Borough of Brorx, Sterhng siver trays from c1zens
of the Borough of Brooklyn, Gold Commemorative Medal, from
school chuldren of Brooklyn

sT Louts Key of the City, Gold Commemorative Medals from the
Chamber of Commerce, Gold chest, depicting St Lows New York
Pans flights, Testimomals

HAMILTON, CANADA Key of the City

HARTFORD, CONN  Cane carved of wood from a treen the Mark Twan
Garden

PROVIDENCE, R¥ Chest of 197 preces of sterhng silver flatware

BOSTON, Mass Onginal bronze statuctte of “Appeal 10 the Grest
Spint,” by C E Dallin

CAMBRIDGE, MASS  Piece of Washington Elm

CHELSEA, MASS  Gold Key of the City

PLAINFIELD, MASs  Specially designed mesh bag for Col
mother

SPRINGFIELD, V¥ Gold Commemorative Medal

SYRACUSE, NY  Set of 140 pieces of Syracuse chinawate

ROCHESTER, NY  Pen and penail set, Testimonal

1 Lindberghs
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BUFFALO, NY Gold Medal, Key of the City, Commemorattve medals

PATCHOGUE, NY » Gold thumble, set with dtamonds, for Col Lmnd
bergh's mother, from the children of Patchogue

WATERTOWN, NY  Scroll of Welcome

PITTSBURGH, PA  Gold Medal of the City, Gold commemoration medal

JOHNSTOWN, PA  Gold fountain pen, set with dramonds

PITISTON, Pa  Gold Honorary Police Lientenant s badge

READING, PA  Stlver cup, Scroll naming Lindbergh Viaduct

DAYTON, oH10 Wright Brothers’ Memorial Medals, Tesumonal

CINCINNATI, outlo  Rockwood pottery Jar, Tesumomal

INDIANAPOLIS, IND  Scroll of Welcome, Commemorative coing

EOXOMO, INp  Dirigold plaque

DETROIT, MicH Gold pocket watch, Gold commemorative medal,
from the Board of Education

CHICAGO, 11, Te Honorary A Ceruficate, from the
Jumor Assn of Commerce, Gold Honorary Police badge

CAIRO, ILL  Scroll of Welcome

COOK COUNTY, I Leather bound Resolution

LINCOLN, ILL  Bronze plaque of Abraham Lincolr, from the school
children of Lincoln

SPRINGFIELD 1L Gold pocket watch Commemorative Arr mail
Medal

coLumMsia, Mo Scroll of Welcome

WICHITA, XAN Gold key of the City, Testtmontal

MOLINE, EAST MOLINE and ROCK ISLAND, ILL, and DAVENPORT, I
Silver commemorative ring, Desk set

LITTLE FALLS and MORRISON COUNTY, MINN Gold focket, containing
photographs of Col Lindbergh s parents

DULUTH, MINN  Scroll of Welcome

FARGO, ND  Parr of gold cuff hinks

S10UX CITY, I8 Scroll of Welcome

OMAHA, NEB  Scroll of Welcome

SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH  Gold hey of the City

Botse, In  Gold Key of the City

BUTTE, MONT Smoking set, made of natuve copper

HELENA, MONT Gold Commemorative Medal

PENDLETON, ORE  Indian blanket.

SEATTLE, wastt Gold monogrammed amethyst nng, from the ciizens
of Seattle

SAN FRANCISCO and SAN MATED COUNTY, €aL.  Gold Honorary Citizen-
ship Medal
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SACRAMENTO, CAL  Gold watch fob, from the City Council and citizens
of Sacramento, Scroll naming Lindbergh Field

KENO, NEV  Testumomial Scroll

LOS ANGELES, CAL Gold Medal, Gold Plaque of Welcome, Scroli
namwg Lindbergh Beacon

SAN DIEGO, CAL  Sterling silver replica of the Spirt of St Lows from
the citizens of San Diego, Scroll

TUCSON, ARIZ. Scroll of Welcome

FORT WORTH, TEX Oul portrait of Col Lindbergh's mother, from the
ciuzens of Fort Worth

paLLAs TEX Scroll of Welcome

EL PASO, TEX Serape, sombrero and hend-carved cane, from the att
zens of El Paso

Tulsa okLa Testimomal

MUSKOGEE, OKLA  Pair of silver wings

MEMPHIS, TENN  Scroll of Welcome

CHATTANOOGA, TENN  Testimomals

NASHVILLE, TENN Testimonual, and gold headed cane made from wood
of a tree planted by Andrew Jackson

M, ALA  Scroll of Welcom

FLORENCE, ALA  Scroll of Welcome

NEW ORLEANS, 1o Bronze and silver aviation map of the City of New
Orfeans

ORLANDO, FLA Scroll of Welcome

PENSACOLA FLA  Scroll of Welcome

SARASOTA, FLa  Scroll of Welcome

TAMPA, PLA  Gold Testimomal Plaque

WINTER HAVEN, PLa  Scroll of Welcome

STONE MOUNTAIN, GA  Silver Cup

COLUMBIA, § € Scroll of Welcome

GREENVILLE, s ¢ Scroll of Welcome

GREENSEORO, N € Set of 13 bound books by O Henry, from the citt
zens of Greensboro

RICHMOND, VA Gold medal

BALTIMORE, MO Amethyst ning from the aitizens of Baltimore "

ATLANTIC CITY, X 3 Gold Medal, Key of the City, Tesuronsat Go
Honorary Special Detective’s badge, Gold Honorary Special laves
tigatos’s badge

MEXICO CITY, MEXIco  Gold Keys to the City, Testmonsal,
stlver chandelier, for Col Lindbergh’s mother ¢ the

TAMPICO, MEXICO  Gold Guest-of Honor Medat, Gold hey ©
City, Testmonuals,

Handmade



APPENDIX [523]

GUATEMALA CITY, GUATEMALA Gold Medal, Scroll, making Col Lind-
bergh the city’s first adopted son

BEL{ZE, BRITISH HONDURAS Flags and Testimonrals

TEGUCIGALPA HONDURAS Key of the City

COMAYAGUELA, HONDURAS Key of the Cuty

MANAGUA NICARAGUA Gold Medal of Homage, Key of the City, Gold-
headed cane

SAN JOSE, COSTA RICA Silver teshmomal plaque, from the Chamber of
Commerce

PANAMA CITY, PANAMA  Gold Medal of Homage, Gold Key of the City,
Gold filigree necklace and earnngs, and Chinese shawl, for Cal
Lindbergh’s mother

CARTAGENA, coLoMeia  Album of the City

BOGOTA, coLoMBIA  Gold Medal

BARRANQUILLA, coLoMBIA Gold Key of the City, Testumomals

MADRID, coLoMBIA Stlver commemorative plaque

ST THOMAS, VIRGIN ISLANDS Guest-of Honor Scroll, from the Colonial
Council, Inlaid drop leaf table made by tbe nanves Testunonial,
from the citizens

$T CROIX, VIRGIN ISLANDS An 1830 St Crowx sword

SAN JUAN, PORTO RI¢O Tt from the of
the City, T 1 and set of table Linens, from
the Chamber of Commerce

SANTO DOMINGO DOMINICAN REPUBLIC Gold Key of the City

PORT AU pRINCE, HMAITT Honarary Cutizenshup Certficate, Resolution
namng Lindbergh Avenue, Mahogany paper weight set with piece

gshup Santa Moaria

A bl

HAV 1 the Province of Havana,
. . <t ' nd Resolution awarding the
- the first nonstop fught be

- N= N »
WOODROW WILSON FOUNDATION Wzlson Medal and memy five thou
sand dollar award for to p, pre-

sented by Norman H Dawis.
T = T Readsd far the increase and
7 ex Prestdent Wit

TIEODORE ROOSEVELT MEMORML ASSOCIATION  (sold Medal for distin-
guished service i the of youth and of
Amencan character
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NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC SOCIETY Gold Hubbard Medal, for herow serv-
1ce to the science of aviation, presented by President Catvia Cool-
sdge.

GEOGRAPHIC SOCIETY OF FRANCE Great Medat of Gold of the Society

GEOGRAPHIC SOCIETY OF cuda Gran Medallo de Oro

PACIFIC GEOGRAPHIC 50CIETY Honorary Life Membership Certificate

CENTRAL SWEDISH SOCIETY, SWEPEN Gold Medat

US FLAG ASSOCIATION Cross of Honor mvesting the title of Knight
of the Flag, and Life Membership 1 the Order of the Flag, pre-
sented by Charles Bvans Hughes

LE COMITE DE L UNION INTERNATIONALE Bronze Membership Medal,
presented by Marshal Ferdinand Foch

UNIVERSITY OF WiscoNsiy Honorary Degree of Doctor of Laws.

WASHINGTON UNIVERSITY, ST Louts Honorary Degree of Master of
Setence

NEW YORK UNIVERS(TY Honorary Degree of Master of Aeronautics

NORTHWESTERN UNSVERSITY Honorary Degree of Doctor of Laws

PRINCETOR UNIVERsITY Honorary Degree of Master of Seeace

ST JDSEPH's COLLEGE, PHILADELPHIA Honorary Degree of Master of
Arts w the Science of Aeronaunics

MASONIC KEYSTONE LODGE NO 243, $T LOUIS, Mo Gotd life member-
ship card

AERONAUTICAL CHAMBER OF COMMERCE OF AMERICA Gold Medal, AV
atan clock depscting the New York Panis fight

FEDERATION AERONAUTIQUE INTERNATIONALE Grand Gold Medal, for
the greatest achievernent 1n aviation 1 1927

ABRONAUTICAL LEAGUE OF FRANCE Silver Medal

AERO CLUB OF FRANCE Gold Medal, Bronze memorial represeatiog
fiight

ESCADRILLE LAFAYETTE Medal and Scrofl

LAFAYETTE PLAING corps Bronze Honorary Membership Medat

ROUYAL ALRO CLUB 0P BELGIUM Gold Honorary Membership Medal

UIGUE INTFRNATIONALE DES AVIATEURS (Hormon Awerd) Grand
Medal of Gold of the King of the Belgtans for the world s cham
pron aviator for 1927, Médatle d Hondeur as U.S champion ’g‘
tor for 1927, Honorary Life Membership, Insigat, suckpim,
serolt

NATIONAL AERONAUTIC assotiamion Lafe Memberstu
timonual

PEDERATION AERONAUTICAL ASSN OF Ml
sxgma

AERO CLUB OF SWIDEN Gold Memberstup Medal

o Insigma, T6

extco Gold membershup In
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AVIATION LEAGUE OF TURKEY Gold and dramond brooch, confernng
membership

AERD hxcum OF CZECHOSLOVAKIA Marble and bronze plaque, Member-
ship

AERO CLUB OF THE NETHERLANDs Commemorative Medal

LIGA INTERNATIONAL DE AVIADOR (Central American Section) Gold
Medal of Honor

35TH DIVISION FLYING CLUB sT Louts Gold and silver globe, nng

LONG BEACH, CALIF FLYING cLUB Gold membership Plaque

Spirit of St Lowms associaTion  Memorial Plague, Fifteen display cases

VETERANS OF FOREIGN WARS OF US DEPT OF STATE OF NEW YORK
Special Gold Medal of Honor

AMERICAN LEGION, NATIONAL EXECUTIVE COMM Testimonial

BOY SCOUTs OF AMERICA Award of the Silver Buffalo, Membership
and Statuettes

UNITED STATES JUNIOR CHAMBER OF COMMERCE Scroll of Testi-
montals

OLD GUARD OF NEW YORK CITY Membershsp Scroll

SEVENTY CHURCHES OF ALL DENOMINATIONS IN NEW YORK CITY
Framed Testimomal

BIBLE SOCIETY OF NEW YORK CITY Red Letter Bible

INTERNATIONAL OLYMPIC COMMITTEE Diploma for Outstanding
Achievement

MISSOURI ATHLETIC CLUB ST Louls Gold Memberstup Card

AUTO CLUB OF MUNICH GERMANY Grand Gold Sport Medal

UNIVERSITY OF OKLAHOMA CITY Resolution establishing a Chair of
Commercial Aeronautics i honor of Col Lindbergh

AMERICAN SOCIETY OF MECHANICAL ENGINEERS Silver cigarette case

Louts BLERIOT Fragment of hts plane which made the first flight across
the English Channel, 1n 1909

RYAN AIRLINES, INC  Five place, hugh wing cabin monoplane

WRIGHT AERONAUTICAL CORP  Whurlwind J SC, 220 hp engine

PIONEER INSTRUMENT €0 Complete set of arrplane struments

STANDARD STEEL PROPELLER €O Adjustable metal propeller

CANADIAN NATIONAL RAILWAYS O Gold lifetime pass

PENNSYLVANIA RAILROAD Documents naming the Spirit of St Louts
train

EX PRESIDENT OBREGON, MEXICO Serap:

WILLIAM RANDOLPH HEARST Pair of celestral and terrestial spheres, il
ver, made 1n 1700—only known pair in existence

GOLD MINES OF HONDURAS  Gold chest of native gold nuggets.
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Athletic Club, NY City, Natl American War Mothers and the Vet
erans of Foreign Wars, Women of the Dist of Columbia, San Gabrie
Mussion Parochial School, Cal, Universal Safety Congress, Libesty
Memorial Assa, Kansas City, Russell Lobe Parachute Co and the
Natl Aeronautic Assn of San Diego, Mexican Postal Employees

In the summer of 1927, Col Lindbergh was asked by the Missoun
Historical Soctety to allow fus trophies to be extubited 1n the Jeflerson
Memorial Butldmwg, at Forest Park To this he agreed, with the under
standing that it should be for 2 period of ten days, beginmng June 25tk
During that time approximately 80,000 people visited the exhibie, Col
Lindbergh then consented to the request that the trophies remam en
display for an indefinite period The first year 1,495,000 people vistted
the collecion By the winter of 1928, display cases containmng the
trophtes occupied practically the entite first floor of the west wng of
the Jefferson Memonal Bulding

The members of the Spint of St Lowss Organtzation refused fo
accept any share n the awards made to Col Lindbergh in connection
wath the fights of the Spinit of St Louis In 1935, Col and Mrs Lind
bergh, and Col Lindbergh's mother, Evangelne L L. Lindbergh,
executed a deed of gt presenting the entire collection to the Missourt
Hustorical Sactety, for permanent exhibiion 1 St Lows Col Lind
bergh also presented the Society with a stone carving, by the sculptor
Walker Hancock, dedicating the exhibit to s partners 1 the Spint
of St Louts Organization

THE RAYMOND ORTEIG PRIZE

On May 22, 1919, Raymond Orteig, of New York Citys offered 2
prize of twenty-five thousand dollars * to be awarded to the first aviator
who shafl cross the Atiantic in a land or water acraft (heavier than
air) from Pans or the shores of France to New York, or from New
Yotk ta Patrs or the shores of France, without stop ™ Afte? Junemlc-
1925, 1t was stipulated that the fight be made under the rules of "
National Aeronautic Association of the United States of America, 25
the Féd A q le of Pans, France -~

On Mr Orteig's request, the sixty day advance notificaod “qu:.as
ment was wawved by the Trustees of the prize fund, and the P"";‘ ol
officrally awarded to Col Lindbergh on June 16, 1927, & o
Brevoort, New York City
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1 Lanbet Feldi s famngeco iy (Page 0)
Photograph taken n 1925 look ng southwest toward Br d, ton at onal
Guard hangars n foreground arrace hangars n dstance Robertson
A reraft Corporat on off ce and shops on nght take-of and land ng area
Tuns out of p cture to th ¢t
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[ urzx. l-Vn;n Corporation
2 Curtiss Jenny — JN4 D (See Glossary)

_— e
Harlan A G irney

3 De Haviland — DH 4, converted by the Robertson Arrcraft Corp.,
for mail carrying

International hews Photos

(Page 316)

4 =——1stepped orer the side of my cockpt o space’

The wreck of Captain Lindbergh s mail plane
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5~ the wing wt the loft created an unexpected problem
At the Ryan Amhacs factory San Diego

6 Here is the wlpmate in
hghtnesy of weght and
pover~—~ (Poge 1027

Wright Whidwid J5C en

gme J20hp (Sec Appendix)

Cuirtiss 88 1ighs Corporatio 1



7 The Spirit of St Loms above Coronade Strand Califorma
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I de W orld Photo
9 dtsmore lthe a funeral procession than the beginming of a fught
to Paris  (Page 178)
Start of the truck tow from Curtiss Field early morning of
May 21 1927

e A -

Erchson
10 The humnous dials of the instruments stare at me With cold
ghostlike eyes  (Page 303)

The cochpit of the Spurit of St Lows with the camer:
position of the pilot s eyes

a3 lens mn the
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13 ———the entire field ahead
15 covered with runming fig
ures (Page 492)

A typrcal scenc on a field where
the Spirit of St Lows landed
This photograph was taken at
Croydon Airdrome England
where police lines gave way
\ay 29, 1927

Keys one Vien Co




12 —=~that ciuvng poly
gomic line cutt ng fearlessly
over thousands of nules of
confinent and ocean
(Page 94)

The Mercator s charts with the
great-circle cowrse lard out by
Capramn Lindbergh at San Dicgo

Musso ri Historical Socisty
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14 It was like drowning
wn a human sea (Page
496)

The Spirtt of St Lowus
after landing at Croydon
No similar photograph 1s
available of the crowd sur
rounding the plane after its
arnval on Le Bourget

Brown Brctlers

5






15 Farewell to St Louts
Over Forest Park

\
In 1928, the Spurit of St Lows was prcscn(gd to the Smithsontan lnm‘\;‘
tion, Wash D C, forp at the nation s P!




APPENDIX 15311

ENGINEERING DATA ON THE Spirit of St Lows
By Donald A Hall

CHIEF ENGINEER OF RYAN AIRLINES, INC, in 1927

These data are compiled from or based on ongmal records, some
of which are 1n Techmcal Note No 257 of the Natonal Advisory
for A DC, July 1927, entitled
"Techmcal Preparation of the Alrplzne Spinit of St Lows by Donald
A Hall
The company modet designation for the Spirit of St Lowss was
“NYP’ (New York Pans)

SECTION A—DESIGN CHARACTERISTICS

GENERAL

Span 46ft Om
Overall length 274t 8
Overali height 9. 10m
Wing chord 7ft Om
Aurforl Clark Y
Wing mcidence (g
Wing aspect ratio 66

o

AREAS

Wing 39 st
Ailerons each ROq ft.
Horizontal tal 36 sq ft

Vertical tail 113 g ft.
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SECTION B-—CALCULATED PERFORMANCE AT SEA L2VEL

Maximum Asr Speed (Figs 2 and 7)

Design gross weight—start of flight 120 MPH

Taghtly foaded—end of firght 1245 MPH
Miumum Awr Speed (Frg 2)

Design gross weight-—~start of flight 71 MYH

Lightly loaded—end of firght 49 MPH

Range with Zero Wind and 425 Ga! Fuel (Figs 510 8)
deal economuc air speeds of 97 MPH at start and 67 MPH

at end 4110 mules
Practical economic arr speeds of 95 MPH at start and 75
MPH at end 4040 musfes
NOTES—~—

MPH = mles per hour i statute miles of 5280 feet

Maximum 2w speed 18w level flight wsthout bepefit of grawity 18
descenchng flight

Mimmum air speed or staling speed s the Jowest possible speed relative

10 the air that an aurplape 1s capable of Aymyg This 18 also called Janding
speed, but airplanes are rarely Janded as slow as thewr mimmum speeds
cause of the staling danger
Economic air speed ss the speed of best fuet economy
. . T T

airplanes

SECTION C~-PLIGHT TEST PERFOWMANCE
MAXIMUM AIR SPEED AT SEA LEVIL

Clocked test over 3 km cotsse (average of three runs m cach i
drrection)—25 gal} fuel and § gal ol (Fig 7) 1725 M
Design gross werght with 425 gal fuel~developed from cal-
culated and clocked speeds plotted as curves of max. speed 5 ptp
vs gross wesght m Fig 7 124

TAKE-OFF DISTANCE

Takeoff fests were made at abandoned World War I C:r:};
Kearuey, 11 mules north of the City of 5an Diego snd § mile wmhn H
e preseat U.S. Naval Aur Stauon, Miramar. Thys fGeld, Tocated ©f
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ENGINEERING DATA ON THE Spirit of St Louts

By Donald A Hall

CHIEF ENGINEER OF RYAN AIRLINES, INC, 1 1927

These data are compited from or based on ongmal records, some
9 Which are 1n Technical Note No 257 of the Nattonal Advisory
Commuttee for Aeronautics, Washwgton, DC, Iuly 1927, eatitled

“Technical Preparation of the
Hall

Aurplane Spimt of St Lows™ by Donald

The company model designation for the Spirit of St Lours was

“NYP” (New York-Pans)

SECTION A~—DESIGN CHARACTERISTICS

Span

Overail length
Overall height
Wing chord
Airfoj]

Wing incidence
Wing aspect raio

Wing
Atlerons, each
Honzontal tail
Vertical tajl

GENLRAL
46ft 0
271t 8
94t 10m
Mt 0w
Clatk Y

o

66
o

AREAS

39 g
80sq 1t
36 2q 1.
N3 11
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POWER PLANT
Engne-—Wright 3 5C, ¢ Soper mapected ™
Rated power—I1800 RPM-—-sea Jevel 223 BHP
Maxinum power—1850 RPM at max air speed—s¢2
fevel 237 BHP
Propelles—duralumin~—~Standard Steel Propelier Co 8491 dia
Fuel capacity—designed 425 gal
Matwn fuselage tank (under wing) 200 gal
Nose {forward fuselage) tank 80 gat
Three wing tanks 145 gal
O capacity 25 gal
NOYES—
RPM = cngme propeller shaft speed m revolutions
per m;
BHPE = hrakc {actual) harse power autput of cogme
to propeller
The capatity of the fuel tanks as bult came ont over
size at 210 88 and 152 gal respectwvely, totaling
450 gal
LANDING GEAR
Tread—no load it o
Tread—fully-deBected shock absorbers 10t 0w
Wheel rise with fully deflected shock absorbers 8.5 m
Tire size 30w x5m
WEIGHTS AND LOADINGS
See Sec. F for weight data upon Jeaving New York for
Pans
Empty weight complete with equipment and instruments 21501
Useful load
Puot 17046
Muscellaneous 400
Puel—425 gal Cahf gasohincat 61276/
£al 26001b
Oufe25 gal at 70 b /gal 17535
2985 1b

TOTAL
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Design gross weight—fully loaded—start of flight 513516
Lightly joaded gross weight—end of flight—without
fuel and food—10 gal ol Teft 241516
Wung loading
Destgn gross weight—start of flight 16 11b /sq ft
Laghtly loaded-end of flight 761b/sq ft
Power loading—rated
Design gross weight—start of flight 2301b/BHP
Lightly loaded—end of flight 108 1b /BHP

CALCULATED CENTER OF GRAVITY LOCATIONS
AT SEVERAL LOADING CONDITIONS

€ G LOCATION RELATIVE

Gross TO WING CHORD
LOADING CONDITION WRIGHT ~ LONGITUDINAL  VERTICAL
I3 Aftofwng  Belowchord

leading edge (base} hne

Design pross weight
—start of flight 5135 284% 192%

Normal most forward C G

—200 gal main tank fuel and
8 gal o1f used 3845 258% 155%

Normal most aft C G

—10 gal o1, food, and all

fuel except 145 gal wing

fuel, used 3340 *29 69 152%
Lightly loaded—end of flight

~no fuel and food—10 gal

o1l remaming 2415 276% 197%
Design gross weight—without
fuel, o, and food 2145 **290% 192%
W ten L ML aEE Ml a oM ibif —aen a3 Fae b sten #
N . . B - )
was di

ry
** This C.G locaton was measured by balancing the urplane 1o three
positions {Lindbergh sn pilol’s seat and muscellaneous useful load properly
located) The intersecion of the weight vectors located the C.G This
checked the calculated G location, both Jongitudinal and verncal, within

A5 m



The Spint of St Lowus

SECTION B—CALCULATED PERFORMANCE AT SEA LEVEL

Maxmum Air Speed (Figs 2 and 7)

Design gross werght—start of flight 120 MPH

Lightly loaded—end of flight 1245 MPH
Miumum Air Speed (Fig 2)

Design gross weight—start of flight 71 MPH

Lightly loaded-—end of fltght 49 MPH

Range with Zero Wind and 425 Gal Fuel (Figs 5 to 8)
Ideal economc atr speeds of 97 MPH at start and 67 MPH

at end 4110 miles
Practical economic air speeds of 95 MPH at start and 75
MPH at end 4040 pules
NOTES—

MPH = muiles per hour in statute miles of 5280 feet

Maxunum amr speed 13 m level fight without benefit of grawity m
descending flight

Minimom air speed or stalling speed 1s the lowest possible speed relative
to the air that an arrplane 1s capable of flying This ss also called landing
speed but airplanes are rarely landed as slow as ther mimmum speeds be
cause of the stalling danger

Economic air speed 1s the speed of best fuel economy

The conservatively calculated and measured performance figures giver
here for the Spinit of St Louts should not be confused with the extrava;x:;;
claims of performance which were often released by manufacturers of s
airplanes

SECTION C~—FLIGHT TEST PERFORMANCE
MAXIMUM AIR SPEED AT SEA LEVEL

Clocked test over 3 km course (average of three runs 1 each -
direction)—25 gal fuel and 5 gal. oil (Fig 7) 12

Design gross weight with 425 gal fuel—developed from cal
culated and clocked speeds plotted as curves of max speed 4.5 MPH
vs gross weight 1 Fig 7 12

TAKE-OFF DISTANCE
Take-off tests were made at abandoned World Wat lml?ﬂ?
Kearney, 11 mules north of the City of San Diego and 8 mnlcud A
the present US Naval Air Station, Miramar This field Tocal
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Mesa was 12 000 ft long 1n the direction of the prevailing west wind,
had a constant downward slope of 6 ft 10 1000 ft toward the west,
and a natural surface of hard packed clay and rock

The take-off ruas started near the east end of the field at a 485 ft
elevation A seres of seven take-off tests were made with fuel loads
fiom 36 to 301 gal In Fig 9 the take off distances were plotted
agamnst the gross weight to produce the solid lime curve The approxt
Mate take off distance for hard ground with zero wind at 485 ft
elevation for 5135 Ib design gross weight (425 gal fuel), deternuned
by extrapolation of the test curve was 2250 ft.

SECTION D—NOTES ON DESIGN PROCEDURE

After intensive prelimumary destgn analyses of aerodynamics, struc-
tures, and weights, of vamous configuratrons of the proposed atrplane,
1t was concluded that a redestgn of the production model 3 seater,
open cockpit, Ryan M 2 could not make the 3600 mule flight between
New York and Pans with ample reserve fuel and that a new design
development was necessary The short time of two months provided 1
the order, dated Feb 25, 1927, which Lindbergh placed for the NYP,
precluded 1ncorporating major design features not well proven by
actual service on airplanes The next decision was to utilize 2s many
Parts of the M 2 design as prachicable to save time and cut costs

Among major considerations wnvolved i freezing the NYP basic
design were the followng

1 Gross weight Tn order to carry the heavy fucl and oil load sequired for
48 ~ks sha M 7 pracs we sht of 2500 Ib had to be practcally

2 .

3 Effects of new Wing on basic design

a rFusetsce. The empennage was moved aft 24 in. which, fn combina
tion with & more forward C.G requirement made 1t necessary to
move the engine forward 18 in The 42 10 increase in fuselage struc
ture length m addilion to the increased gross weight prevented
wtihaing any M 2 fuselage part,
LANDING GEAR The 6 ft 0 1n wheel tread of the M 2 (st no Joad)
was wudencd to 8 f 9 1n 10 secure good ground stability with the
wicreased wing span and doubled gross %eight The NYP Jandimg gear
design, with ats fairly high wheel sise for good shock absorption, was
adapted from a successful commercial single-engine transport.

@
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SECTION B~~CALCULATED PERFORMANCE AT SEA LEVEL

Maximum As Speed (Figs 2 and 7)

Design gross weight—~start of flight 120 MPH

Lsghtly loaded—end of flight 1245 MPH
Minmmum Aur Speed (Fig 2)

Design gross werght-—start of flght 71 MPH

Lightly loaded-~end of flight 49 MPH

Range with Zero Wiad and 425 Gal Fuel (Figs § to 8}
Ideal economuc air speeds of 97 MPH at start and 67 MPH

at end 4110 mudes
Pracucal economic air speeds of 95 MPH at start and 75
MPH at end 4040 muder
NOTES—

MPH = mules per hour wn statute nules of 5280 fect

Maxmnum ar speed 13 1o Jevel Bight withopt benefit of grawiy i
descending flight

Mmmum atr speed or stalling speed 1s the Towest p¢
to the air that an auplane is capable of fiying This ss al50
speed but asrplanss are rarely landed as slow as the mumum sp
cause of the staifing danger

Economuc atr speed ts the speed of best fuel evonamy

The conservauvely calculated avd p figures 3";:
here for the Spirst of St Lows should nof be confused with the ‘““‘"f:‘n
:)auﬁs of performance which were often released by manufacturess of
auplanes

ossible speed refatrve
called fandiog
eeds be

SECTION C—~FLIGHT TEST PERFORMANCE
MAXIMUM AIR SPEED AT SEA LEVEL

Clocked test over 3 km course (average of fhree runs €3¢k 0 oy
dirsction}—25 gal fuel and § gal ofl (Fig 7)

Design gross weight with 425 gal. fuel—developed from €3t
cufated and clocked speeds plotted as corves of max speed 1245 MeH
v3 gross weight m Fig 7

TAKE OPF DISTANCE

1

Take-off fests were made at abandoned World W"L :o!ﬁ; ‘5

Kearney, 11 miles north of the Cuty of San Diego and B x‘m cedon s
the present US Naval Awr Station, Miramar Thus field, Jos
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Power plant installation The o1l tank, located immediately bebund
the eagne, filled pracucally the entire fuselage cross section, to perform
effectively the addiional function of a firewall The fuel and ol tanke
were made of a soft sheet steel called * ternplate,” to reduce the danger
of Ieaks developing from vibration Each of the five fuel tanks was con
nected to a distnbution system 12 the cockpit, so that fuel could be
transfetred by hand pumping from any tank to any other tank Two
1ndependent fuel fimes ran from the cockpit distnibution system to the
engme In case the engine fuel pump 1 one line faed fuel could be
hand wobble-pumped from esther of the fusclage tanks to one of the
wing tanks, Where 1t could then flow to the engme by grawity Ihe
cowlng and propeller spiner were made of soft alumumum The
durafumun propelier blades, which were adjustable on the ground, were
set at 1614° piech

Covertng The wing empennage, fuselage external struts, axles and
tatl skid were covered with grade A cotton fabric finished with cellulose
acetate dope

Streambining In relation to standard practices of the penod, ynusual
emphasis was placed on streamlming the Spirst of St Lows As aresult,
1 the ightly loaded condition the maximum speed obtamed was about
10 MPH lugher than the maxmum speed of the Ryan M 2, with the
same engine, while the minumum air speed Was about 8 MPH lower
than that of the M 2

reased by
mnt 124 1510

The accuracy of the auforl contour of the Wing was ¥
a . L e -

b
¢ . . . 1 plan

h wing fuselage horzontal
de to enclose strut ends and

~

At the juncture of external struts wit
stabilizer, etc, alummum fairings were ma
fittings to reduge the mterferential resistance
Fach landing gear shock absorber unit was covered by a streamlined
aluminntn enciopure The wheels were streamhined with. doped tabne
Taced to the tires st their maximum width

The engrae and forward fusclage cowling were carefully fared mto the
remainder of the fuselage

w

-

ocation of the pifot betund the maw

Sufety of plor's locaien Thel
had the following advantages

fuel tank, as well as all ather tanks,

1 Pilot could not be crushed by the weight of tank and fuel in & crackop
2. The GG of the dewgn fuet load was close to the mirplane CG for im
proved longitudinal stability 18 the cnitzcal first past of the fight,
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4 E The M 2 and vertwal
tail surfaces was used with z rmawum of change ‘The forward move-
ment of the £G of the NYP (about 5% wing chord), combmed with
the 24 1. aft of the p the | dinal
and directionat stabity while doubling the gross werght and emlarging
the wing teduced both It was antiipated that the resulung stabiity
would be ample for the take-off at New York and the flight across the
Atlantic, but not for commercial purposes

Power Plant Installation The fue] and o systems obviously could
not utidize any of the M 2 design ‘The M 2 fuel capacity was approu
mately 50 gl whnle the NYP was designed to carey 750% more fuel

w

FINAL CONFIGURATION

The fioal configuration of this strus braced figh wing mogoplane
{refer to three view drawmng m Fig 1) was a compostte of the best
design featurey of suecessful milstary and commercial auplanes

SECTION E—TYPICAL FEATURES

Wing ‘The I section spars were made of spruce, comprisisg four
Bange members caset glued to web members The weod nbs utsszed
the Warren truss pnnaiple Drag bracing compnised double pano wire,
with compression nbs made by renforcing standard ribs with sprice
cor latively small aiterons (20 less area then
on the M 2) were located 38 1 fnboard of the wing ups to avod
excessive wing structural loads 1 the full Joad condition The Taterat
control with these aerons proved to be ample The external strisgs
used to brace the wing were SAE 1020 muld carbos steel tubes, stream
hoed with balsa wood

Fuselage The fuselage was busdt of SAE 1020 muld carboa steef
tubes, welded together to form horzontal and vertical {russes

Empennage The vertical and horyzontal sarfaces were made of SAE
1020 mad carbon siee] tubes to form structure and ribs The honzoma{
stabilizer was adjustable from the cockpt for mamtainmg longtuding!
balance (trum) i flight at any speed or loading coudition

Landiag gear Wide tread, split axte type Each of the dual asles d')’
well as the taf skid, wete made of chrome motybdenum (SAE “3(1':
stect tubes heat treated to 180000 b per sq m and streamimed ;l &
balsa wood The “rombone” type of shock absosber utthzed §! 9;
sbsorber cord of eight individuat finks 1n tension 1o give 6% 1 €O
pressive deflection of the umt
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Power plant installation The ol tank, located immediately betund
the engune, filled practically the entire fuselage cross section, to perform
effectively the additional function of a firewall The fuel and od tanks
were made of a soft sheet steel called * ternplate,” to reduce the danger
of leaks developing from wibration Each of the five fuel tanks was con
nected to a distribution system 10 the cockpit, so that fuet could be
transferred by hand pumping from any tank to any other tank Two
ndependent fuel lines ran from the cockpit distnbution system to the
engine In case the engine fuel pump mn one line farled, fuel could be
hand wobble pumped from etther of the fuselage tanks to one of the
wing tanks, where 1t could then flow to the engme by gravity The
cowhng and propeller spmner were made of soft aluminum The
duralumn propeller blades, which were adjustable on the ground, were
set at 16%4* pitch

Covering The wing empeanage, fuselage, external struts axles, and
tail skid were covered with grade A cotton fabric finished with celtulose
acetate dope

Streamlining In relation to standard practices of the period, unusual
emphasis was placed on streamlmung the Spirit of St Louts As a result,
1 the lightly loaded condition, the maximum speed obtamed was about
10 MPH higher than the maximum speed of the Ryan M 2, with the
same engine, while the mimimum air speed was about 8 MPH lower
than that of the M 2

1" - - .

2 At the juncture of external struts with wing, fuselage honzonta]
stabilizer, ctc, alumuinum famngs were made to enclose strut ends and
fittings to reduce the interferential resistance

3 Each Janding gear shock absorber untt was covered by a streamhned
aluminum enclosure The wheels were streamhined with doped fabric
laced to the tires at their maximum width.

4 The engine and forward fuselage cowling were carcfully faured into the
remainder of the fuselage

Safety of pilot’s location The location of the pilot behind the mam
fuel tank, as well as all other tanks, bad the following advantages

1 Pulot could not be crushed by the weight of task aed fuel in a crack-up

2 The O.G of the dossgn Juel Joad was close 1o the auplave .G Lor tm
proved longitudisal stability in the entical first part of the flight,

7~
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SECTION F~CHARACTERISTICS OF THE Spirtt of §! Louws
UPON LEAVING NEW YORK FOR PARIS

WEIGHTS
Summary
Empty complete with equipment and nstruments 2150 b
Useful Joad
Pilot 170 Ib
Miscelianeous 40 Ib
*Fuel 450 gal (acteal} 2750 1b
Qi 20 gal 140 b
TOTAL 3100 i
Gross werght folty loaded 5250 B

* At New York Lindbergh decided 1o exceed the design fuel Ioad by com
pletely filng all tanks (sec Sec A)

Equivalent net weight empty

Assume that a fual capacity of 60 gal and an o}
capactty of § gal s sufficient for ordiaary Bying
Then the weight of excess tanks special equp
ment asd special wmstruments not required m

ordintary flyiog 1s 450 b
Equivalent net wetght empty (2150 ounus 450) 1700 b
Weight efficiency
Equivalent usefol foad (5250 memus 1700) 1550 b
Ratto of ecquevalent useful load fo cqunalent
werght empty 2t
Rato of gross werght to equivalent weight empty 31
LOADINGS
Wing loading 165 1b/sg .
Power loading rated 236 15 /BHP

MINIMUM STRUCTURAL LOAD FACTORS
(5250 1b Gross Weight)

Wing structure 1 bigh incidence condition 33
Wing structure 11 low incidence condition 23
40

Landiag geat i thrée-pont }anding condition
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CALCULATED PERFORMANCE AT SEA LEVEL
WITH 450 GAL FUEL

{Based on calculated performance of Sec B and Figs 2 to §)

Maximum air speed (Fig 7) 1195 MPH
Muumum air speed

72 MPH
Range at economic ar speeds with zero wind
Pracrical air speeds of 95 MPH 2t start and 75
MPH at end 4210 mules

PROBABLE MAXIMUM AIR SPELCD AT SEA LEVEL

Developed from calculated and clocked speeds
(Fig 7) 124 MPH

TAKE-OFF DISTANCE WITH 450 GAL FUEL
Estimated for hard ground with zero wind at 485 ft

elevation by extrapolation of Sec C test data plotted
m Fig 9 2500 #

SECTION G—TOTAL POSSIBLE RANGE BY USING FUEL
REMAINING IN TANKS WHEN Spirit of St Louts
REACHED PARIS

Fuel remaimng 10 tanks 85 gal
Additional range available with zero wind—practical
economic arr speeds 1040 oules

Total range

Pracnical economc arr gpeeds for remammng fuel
(3610 plus 1040) 4650 miles

SECTION H — MAN HOURS TO DESIGN AND BUILD THE
Spirit of §t Lows

ENGINEERING

Total nme spent by the engmeer (Hall) on design

weight and balance analysis stress analysis draw

ngs inspection performance analysis, and flight

test engincening—Feb 25 to May 10 (Lindbergh

left San Dicga) 775 man hrs
The purchastng agent (Locke) assicted in the weight

and balance analyss. and the factory manager

{Bowlus) assisted 1n the fuel and oif system tayout 75 man hry

TOTAL ENGINEERING 250 man hrs
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CONSTRUCTION

Totay tme 1 the con:rmcncn and assembply but nop
mcludmg the shop supermtendent S and factory man
agers time 3000 Mman hry

SECTION I\CONCLUDING REMARKS

A combmatmn of faclors associateq With the design and constrye
tton of ¢pe Spinie of St Lows Made 1¢ Possible 1o Complete the Project
1 two Months One of these g the almogt Constang avatlabilyyy of
Lmdbergh to CUsS the Problems which arose N,

Chaser of 4 custom buil Uplane g,q 10t stay ap the factory durmg y¢
development, and thg Tequired the €ngineer to Mawmtay 2n extensyye
correspondence Rathe, Complete prellmmary design drawmgs and
data hag 0 be Specually Prepareq ang forwardeq o the Purchaser for
study and Commen; Such Wwork anq oorrespondence took 5 large part
Of the engineer ¢ time Fortunate!y. this wag not neccssary for the Nyp
DPresence of Chatleg Ling, ergh, wigh keen knowlcdgc of
flying s understandmg of engmcenng Problems, Bis ymplcy faith 1n
80t and pe Onstant Pplication ¢, 1 Was 2 mog
importane factor 1 Weldmg fogether ¢he entire factory OfRantzation ngo
one SMoothjy 0ing team This Broup wjq unusuayyy conserentioys
co-operauvc and harg Workmg
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WRIGHT WHIRLWIND AVIATION ENGINE
MODEL J-5C
SPECIFICATIONS AND GENERAL DESCRIPTION
By Kenneth M Lane
CHIEF AIRPLANE ENGINEER OF WRIGHT AERONAUTICAL

CORPORATION IN 1927

Wrnight Whirlwind J-5C, Serial No 7331,

powered the Spirit of St Lows

Specifications
Horsepower sea level 220 hp
Normal operating speed 1800 rpm
ore 45 m
Stroke 55m
Displacement 788 cu
Compression ratio 52
Weight dry 500 Ib
©Overall diameter 45 m
Overall length with Echpse starter 40 5/32 m
Fuel consumption @ 200 HP @ 1800 rpm 53 b /hp/be
Ol consumption not over 035 1b /hp/hr
Magnetos two Scuatilla AGID
Spark plugs two per cylinder AC Type N
Carburetor Stromberg NA T4
Igmtion tuming 30° bte
Valve timing
ntake opens 8* bte
intake closes 60* abe
exhaust opens 60° bbe
exhaust closes g* ate

GENERAL DESCRIPTION

“The Wright Whirlwind aviation engine Model J 5C, 1s a mine-
cylinder, aircooled radial operating on the four stroke cyele

The cyluder consists of g cast alumunum alloy head, serewed and
shrunk onto a forged steel barrel Head caoling fins are cast, those oa
the barrel are machmed. A flange on the barrel serves for attachment
to the crankease Bronze valve seats, bronze spark plug bushings, bronze
intake valve guides, and tungsten steel exhaust gudes are provided 10
the head

The crankease 13 built up of five sections of cast aluminum alloy,
jommed by means of studs and nuts The one-piece crankshaft 1s
machined from a chrome-nickel steel forging and 1s fully counters
balanced The shaft runs 1n four beanngs—a ball thrust beanng 1n the
nose, tho mam roller beanngs, and a plain beanng in the rear section.
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The connecting rod system comprises a master rod and eight link
rods The master rod 1s 1n two secttons, mam and cap, each carrymng
four link rods The master rod bearing 1s steel backed babbitt, while
the knuckle and wrist pin bushsngs of the link rods are bronze Pistons
are permanent mold alummum alloy castings, with two compression
rings, one scraper ning above the wnst pin, and a compression ning
at the bottom of the skirt The low tungsten steel intake valve and the
sodium cooled cobalt chrommm (or hugh tungsten) steel exhaust valve
are both of the tulip type These valves are operated by rocker arms
journaled 1n rocker boxes attached by studs on the cylinder heads
These rocker arms are actuated, through enclosed push rods, by a disk
cam having two tracks (one for intake and one for exhaust) having
four lobes each The cam 1s driven at one eighth crankshaft speed and
1 the reverse direction

The Wright fuel pump 1s of the Viking internal gear type, and 15
provided with an adjustable pressure relief valve and a by pass valve to
enable the operator to hand purp fuel around the gear pump to the
carburetor The Stromberg NA-T4 carburetor 1s a three barrelled type,
each barrel supplying fuel ar muxture to three cylinders, through
appropriate passages 1n the rear portion of the mamn crankcase section,
terminating 1n three ning type mamifolds, from which the individual
intake pipes conduct the mixture to the cyhnder bead intake posts

Dual 1gmtion 1s provided by two Scntilla AG 9D magostos
mounted on the front section of the crankcase, the righthand magaeto
serving the front spark plugs and the lefthand magneto the rear plugs

The lubrication system 15 of the full pressure type except that
cylinder walls wrist pins, and accessory drive gears are lubncated by
“splash,” 1 e, by o1l sprayiag out of the ends of the adjacent bearings,
and the rocker arm bearings are greased For general service this
greasing 18 accomplished periodically through a pressure gut fitung,
but for long range service—such as the New York to Pans flight—a

type h 15 sut d for the pressure gun fittng
the grease m the magazine bewng fed to the beanng slowly but con
tinously throughout the flight The engine 15 of the dry sump type, o
bemng drawn from a tank and fed by a pressure pump through the
hollow crankshaft to the various beanngs, the Ol escaping from the
bearings ultimately draining to the sump, whence 2 scavenge pump
returns 1t to the tank

The engine 13 equipped with a heater for the car
The neccssary heat 1s provided by leading the hot ex
two cylinders through the heater, which 1s attached to the
ntake

buretor intake ar
haust gases from
carburetor
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We

Soon after landing the Spirit of St Lows at Paris, 1 adopted a sug-
geston that I take part 1n publishing a book about my flight and hfe
1 was then under the impression that the account would be wntten tn
the third person, through interviews, over someone else’s name, and
that I would confirm its and a fi d In
stead, a “ghost-wnitten” manuscript, in the first person, was submutted
to me for approval, and rejected

Swmce the project had already been announced publicly, I felt under
obhigation to carry 1t through I wrote the manuscnipt for a short book
at the home of my friends, Harry and Carol Guggenheim, near Port
Washington, Long Jsland This was brought out, m 1927, under the
title of We With the exception of a few pages, the wntng had to be,
and was, completed 1n about three weeks To stay within this tune
limt, I made no attempt at a second draft Frequently I did not reread
the sentences I penned I had Ittle expenence i writing, limuted
facilities for research, and no extra hours to work on shading or
balance. Bemg young, and easily embarrassed, 1 was hesitant 1o dwell
on my personal errors and semsauons Also, believing i aviation’s
future, 1 did not want to lay bare, through my own experience, tts
exsting weaknesses For reasons such as these, I feft out of my story
much of greatest interest—which I am now, twenty-five years later,
attempting to portray 1n The Spint of St Lows

OTHER BOOKS, MAGAZINE ARTICLLS, AND PRESS ACCOUNTS

Meation should be made here of other books, and the thousands
of newspaper and magazine articles, which carry statements connected
with my Life and flights A number of these accounts have been care-
fully written, but most are nddled with errors—some caused by care-
lessness, some by ignorance, some put there by intent A study of therr
contents quickly brings out their fallibility In childhood, I did not gatn
my desire to fly by a careful study of birds’ wings, or by sitting on a
bicyele lashed 1n the high branches of a tree (In fact, I never saw
such a contrivance ) While I was in San Diego. before starting on
the flight for Paris, 1 did not go for long walks traming myself “to stay
awake for penods of thirty to forty nine hours™ (I slept for part of
every tght that I was there) I was not separated {rom a wife and
family 1 had not been engaged to several different girls (nor even one)
1 did not have a kitten as a mascot for the Spinf of St Lows, nor did |
carry the wishbone of a chichen across the ocean to bring me luck.
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Before taking off from Roosevelt Field, I did not say that enterimg my
cockpit was like entering a death chamber (if 1 had beheved that, I
would never have started on the fight) I was not escorted across the
Channel by a squadron of English planes (After the Oriole turned
back above Long Island Sound, I saw no other plane until I was low
enough for my eyes to penctrate the hangars’ shadows on Le Bourget )
When 1 landed at Pans, I did not announce my name, or request a
cigarette or a glass of milk, or say * Well, I made 1t,” or inquire as to
whether I had landed at Paris I was not clubbed on the back of the
head by “a good samantan,” and a group of French doctors did not
1ub my legs and force bits of chocolate iato my mouth o give me
nourishment  (After being swept away by the crowd, many of the
reporters on the aerodrome sent back to their organizations partly
imaginary accounts of my landing There was cousiderable difference
of opinion as to what took place and what my words were likely to
have been ) The Spint of St Louis was not down to twenty gallons of
gasoline when I cut its engme switch on the 21st of May (At the
of some paper reporters, a h had tned to
measure the plane's remaming fuel without my knowledge The fucl
system was complicated, and he failed to drain all five tanks Actually,
eighty five gallons of gasoline and fourteen and 2 half gallons of
lubricating o1l remained on board after the flight from New York—
enough to have carried the Spirit of St Lows more than a thousand
mules farther eastward, under existing wind conditions ) Even 1o some
of the newspaper articles which appeared under my name, 10accuracy
was high, for the first several were “ghost wnitten™ after short mter
views, and the demands on my time were so great that I found no
opportunity to correct, or even read, the story which was cabled home
Little 1s to be gamed by recordmg here more of the erroneous
statements that have been printed about my life and activities ‘The fist
ts long Few articles touching the subject have been wntten which do
not at least 1n some degree conflict with fact and the story 1 these
chapters of The Spinit of St Lows No work 13 nfalfible, desire
records, and memory, combined cannot produce exactness n every
instance, but sufficient effort has been expended on the pages of this
book to warrant that 1n the majonty of cases where there is conflict
accuracy will rest with the account carried heretn

T At



GLOSSARY

NOTE The maximum and Janding speeds bisted by the manufacturess of air-
planes often varied from the speeds 1y measured
Listed speeds are used throughout this glossary

o¢e * A combat pilot with five or more victories

aiferon » Tsually a hinged section of a tralheg-edge area of a wing con

arolgzble by the pilot for the purpose of rarsmg or lowenng the wing dunng
gl

arfol + A surface shaped for movement through the aw in order to obtan
a desired reaction (Wing, rudder, stabilizer, etc

ar pocket * A term once used to descnibe turbulent arr Some people were
under the impression that pockets’ existed 1n the atmosphere, i which an
arplane fell toward the ground like a rock.

e speed + The speed of an awrcraft 1n relation to the air It 1s unaffected by
wind velocity

aw-speed indicator * An instrument for showmg the relative speed of an air
crafts movement through the air

altimeter » An instrument, similar 10 an ancroid barometer, graduated to
ndicate the altitude at which an auplane 1s flying above sea Ievel or above
a set reference level

analysis balancs * The analytical determination of the center of gravity of
an awrgraft.

analysis, stress + The analytical determination of the dynamic forces acting
on a structure {wing fuselage empennage, landing gear etc), the Joads
and stresses acting on 1ts component parts and the structural design of such
parts

onolysis, weight = The analytical determmation of the weight of an awreraft,
by cal nd sub

the weight of all a
approach [ghts + Green hights indicatung the best direction of approach for
landing arcraft
aspect rohio * The ratio of the span to the mean chord of an awfoil (wing
length diided by wing width)
Anack « The branch of the Army Alr Service which specialized n the devel-
opment and operation of arrcraft for relauvely short range and low altuude
mussions, such as the support of ground troops and the destruction of tactical
objeclives
sximuth « An arc of the horzon measured clockwise from north
bal (bank indicatar) * The stee] ball which rolls through Liguid in & curved
glass tube and indicates whether the wings are level in strarght flight, or
properly mchoed in a turn
belloan (in landing} + To let the plane nise, uantentionally, after levellng
off for contact with the ground
bank tengine) » A row of cylinders. The 150 bp and 180 hp Hispano-Susza
engtaes had two banks of faur cylinders eac
bark + The position of an arplane when its wangs are tilted laterally to pre
vent skiddimg while turning.

1549]
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bonk mdicatar {(Spirit of St Louis) « A steel ball m one instroment, and an
air bubble 1 another instrument which showed when the wings were fevel
1 strasght fught or properly inchimed n 2 turn
borasterm « To trayel around the country carrying fare paying passengers
on local flights (usually from farm fields or praies)

bay {wing) * A portion of the wing span bounded by mterplane bracing
members of (Jennies Standards DHs) a tiplane

Benunn Board + The name applied by flymg cadets to a board of officers
which convened 16 act on the cases of cadets who were being dropped from
the schaol

biplone * An airplane with two mam supporting surfaces (wings) placed
approximately one above the other

blackowt « Temporary loss of vision and dulling of senses caused by a steep
bank or 2 quick pull-ons from » dive durog which blood 15 forced downward
from the head

Bombardment * The branch of the Army Air Service which specialized 1n the
development and operation of bombing aireraft for selatively high alttude
and long range missions

booster « A magneto turned by hand for the purpose of creating a hotter
spark while starting a gasofine engine The command given when 115 de
swred to have the booster magneto operated

breckaway * An acrabatic stunt used in fiying extubitions 1 which the wing
walker stips off the tip of a Jower wing and swings down under the auplane
2t the end of a rape Tadder or cable attached to the landing gear

breok cord paruchute « The cord or heavy strng used to hold the vent of
certam types of parachutes 1o the plane uatil the canopy and shroud fines
are strung out dutmng the imtial stage of the jump

breother + A vent 1 the crankcase of an engtoe which allows gases to €56ape
and keeps k pressure equal to h

bubble (bankindicator) + The air bubble which floats 1n ltqmd 1n 2 curved
glass tube and indicates whether the wings are level in straght fight of
properly wnclined 1n a turn

bubbla sight A sextant observation 1 which a bubble floating 1 baud is
used to replace the natural horizon

cabane strur (as used in this book) * A strut i the
for supporting the overhang of an upper wing located al
wing struts

tann'balza + To semove a part from one awplane for the purpase of vang
it on another

canopy (parachute) » The mam cloth (umbrella shaped when open) portion
of a parachute

Conock + A Canadian modificstion of the Curtiss JN4 (Jenny) More hsbtly
tuilt and with shightly higher performance "
corburetor » AR apparatus used on internal combustion engmes i BB
pasung air 1s charged with gasoline

cartogropher + A maker of charts or maps

¢oTng {absolute) v The maxiumum height above sea level
plane can mamtain horzontal fight under standard atamosp!

stem of trussing used
b7 bove the outer bay

at which an aif
heric cond tend
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«celling (weather) « The bottom of a cloud layer Also the distance between
the ground and the bottom of 2 cloud Iayer

<enter of gravity » The point about which an aircraft will balance, irrespective
of 1ts attitude

chamars » The process of filtening (gasoline) through 2 chamons sk
thandelle » An abrupt climbing turn which makes use of the momentum of
the airplane to gam altitude

chord » The longitudinal dimension of an awfoil sectson (wing width}

«rrus » A thin, white, featherlike cloud which forms at altitudes of 20 000
o 40,000 feet

elub propeller * A propeller With relatively wide blades and blunt tps
cockput + A portion of an airplane 1n which one or more members of the
Crew, or sometimes passengers are seated

compass button * The button, usually located at the end of the stik, with
which the pilot turns on the compass hight momentarily

compass card * A circular dial marked tn degrees, attached to the magnets

of a compass

compass heading + The compass readmg to be followed tn mamtatmng the
desired direction of flight The compass heading wncludes compensation for
vanation, deviation, and wind dnft

compass rose » A circle graduated 1n degrees printed on charts to simphfy
measuring courses and directions

con sod (engine) + A connecturg rod A steel rod or bar, connectmg a puton
to the crankshaft

contoss + The command given when 1t 1s desired to have the engine switch
turned to the *on™ position

contact fiyng * Flying 1 which the pilot mamntams visual contact with the
ground or water

controls (airplane) « The stick and rudder, by means of which the pilot
controls the atttude of his auplane 1 relation to the three axes, i, all
positions of the wings and nose

course, campass * The compass reading to be followed n mamtaming the
desired direction of flight when there 13 no wind dnft The compass conrse
sncludes compensation for Variation and deviation When there 18 nn wind
dnify, the compass course 19 the same as the compass heading

course, magnehe » The direction of flight m relation to magnctie north,
measured clockwise 11 degrees between magnetic north and the d-aired path
of the airplane over the ground

course, trve * The direction of flight in relation to true north. measured
clockwise 1n degrees between true north and the deswed path of the airplane
over the ground

cowling * A removable metal covering en the nose of a fuselage or nacelle,
used to house the engine and to reduce its air resistance

crob + To head an airplane at an angle %o 2 cross wind 1n order to keep
{from dnfting 1o the lceward of the desired course

crock-vp * A accident m which the airplane 18 damaged. Usually nsed to
amply less seriousness than s indicated by the term “crash.”
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crankease * The metal covering of the crankshaft of an epgine

crankshafr « The steel shaft driven by the pistons actmg through the connect
1ng rods, at one end of which the propeller is attached in the case of direct-
drive aucraft engmes

crash * An accident 1n which the airplane 1s seriously damaged
eumulo-nmbus » A mountamous, billowy storm cloud, accompanmed by ram
and often by violent air currents

cumulus + A tallowy white cloud, varyng m size from small to mountainous
cyhnder (engine) « The chamber n which the combustion takes place and the
piston moves back and forth

dead stck A propeller which has stopped turmng duning flight Often used
to describe the condition when a propeller 13 stili turning but no jonger
exerting useful thrust because of engine trouble

Do Hoviland (DH-4B) * A two place, tandem cockpit, tractor biplane, pow
ered by one Liberty 400 bp engme Bult primanly for observational pur~
poses 1n World War I Max speed 124 mph Landing speed 55 mph (See
photograph )

deviation (compass) + The angular difference between the compass ndicas
tion and the magnetic heading of the plane Caused by magnetism 1 iron
and steel parts, and by magnetic fields created by electric cucuits

direct dnve engme ¢ An engine m which the crankshaft 1s attached durectly
{not through gears) to the propeller

dolly » A wheeled handcart, placed under the tail skid, to assist m movisg
an airplane by hand, on the ground

dope * A cellulose acetate or cellulose mitrate matenal used to shrink snd
strengthen the cloth surfaces of awrcraft and to make them impervious 10 i
and water

drag the field » To fly over a field at very low alutude in order fo observe
1ts surface, usually with the intent of landing

drtt » The angular movement of an arcraft 1n relation to the grovad, to
one side or the other of 1its heading, caused by a cross wind

dntt angle » The angle at which an airplane must be headed mnto the wind m
order to avoid being drifted off the desired course

drift indisater « An instrument for determining the angle of dnft of an au-
plane fiying m a cross wind This is usually accomplished by obscrvng the
apparent motion of objects on the ground along the wires of a gnd corpo-
rated 1n the mstrument d
dnft wire (also called “drag wire™) * A steel cable running (Jensies, s?‘;e_
ards, DHs) from a forward mner bay strut fitting to the nose of the s
lage, resisting the teodency of the wing to bend backward
earth-nductor tompass * A compass which depends for 1ts 1
current generated 1n a coil revolving 1n the earth s magnetic fi £ihe
ahevstor (also called * fpper”) + An sifod, usnally hunged to the back of B2
stabilizer, which 15 controllable by the pilot for the purpose of inclinmg
longitudinal axis of the aurplane 1n relation to the honzon (chmbtog &
g, etc )

smpennage ¢ The tail surfaces of an awplage,
trol surfaces

ndications og the
e1d

including stablizing and co
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exhaust, enge

The escape of the gas, after combustion yn the cyhinders
few 10 * To shape the contours m 3 manner resultiog s smooth outline
and decreased air resistance

fin ¢ The vertical stabilzing surface (Jenmies, Standards, DHs) above the
fuselage, forward of the rudder

fiting » A part, usually a small part, of a plane, engme, etc

fare (parachute) « A stick of combustible matenal, attached 10 2 para
ﬁl;::e, which 1gnites antomatically on dvopping and burns with an ntense

fup-flops ~ A term sometimes used to describe acrobatics

fippers » A term which was sometimes used for the elevators

fiying speed + Any normal speed above stalling speed

fiying wi A wite or cable runmng angularly between upper and lower
wangs (Jenmes, Standards, DHs), which transmuts the hit on the outer por-
tion of the wimgs m toward the fuselage

Fakker Trmetor F VI1-3M (C ! model) » A full tigh wing,
10 place, cabin with tapered, plywood: wings and a
welded steel tube, fabriccovered fuselage Powered by three Whirfwind
tractor-engines Max speed 122 mph Landmg speed 62 mph Built at
Hasbrouck Heights, N.J

freeze (controls) » To hold the stick apd rudder nigidly

futslage * The approximately streamline body of an awplage

gnomonic projechion (char) » A projection 1 which the eye 15 imagined to
be at the tenter of the sphere The projection, by radials from the center, of
the surface of a sphere on a plane tangent to the sphere Great circles on
the carth's sphere project as straight liges, but areas are greatly distorted
grect circla « Any portion of the lne cut on the surface of the earth by a
vlane surface which passes through the center of the carth The shortest
surface distance between any two pownts on a hemusphere

ground losp *+ An uncontrollable tum while ag atrplane 13 rolling over the
ground at a speed too low for the rudder to be effective

greund school * A school which gives ynstruchon 19 vanons subjects 10 stu-
denty undergomng flight tramung

ground spaed * The speed of an awcraft m relation to the ground It g
affected by wind velocity

gvn » A term often used for the throttle

wyroscopic di * An actuated by a for show.
g whether an aurplanc 15 remaning on 1ts heading or veermg night or left,
and the approximate rate of any tum

hedge-hopping + Flying 50 low over the ground that 1t 1s necessary to pul
up to clear trees and other obstructions

HupenoSuiza (Model A) ¢ An eightcylinder, directdnive, vee type, water.
cooled, eagine, rated at 150 hp at 1430 rpm Dry weight 445 1bs

hp (horsepower) » A unit of power equal to & rate of 33,000 foot pounds of
work per mute

hordles + The artificsal obstructions over which a cadet is sometimes required
to land bus plane duning fying traming,
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tmmelmann < A half roll on top of a half loop, reversing the direction m

which the asmplane was flying before the maneuver was start

inchnometer (fore-and aft} * A device for showmg the inchination of the

longitudinal axis of an awucraft to the horizontal, 1 e, 10 show whether the

nose 15 on the horzon or pointing up or down

mner boy * The area and structure of the wings between (Jennies Standards,

DHs) the fuselage and the nearest pair of wing struts

wnnerbay strut « One of euther pair (Jennaes, Standards, DHs) of the upper-

to fower wing struts nearest the fuselage

1sogome hines » Imaginary hines on the earth's surface, at all pomts on which

the magnetc varation 1s the same

Jenny (Curtiss JN4 D) + A two place, open tandem-cockpit, tractor biplane,

powered by an OX-5 engme Used for traming n World War T Max speed

75 mph Landing speed 45 mph (See photograph )

Jenny fmmefmann » A balf Joop after a half roll, reversing the direction 1m

which the plane was flying when the maneuver was starfed but with a foss

of altitude

Keystone Pathfinder (Commercial model) + A tnimotored fabnc covered,

cabin biplane, pawered by Wright Whirlwind tractor engines Max speed

120 ph Landuwag speed $6 mph Budt at Bestal, Pa.

%nifs rope parachute * The rope attached to the hinged knyfe blade whch cuts

the lashing cord and releases the parachute (certam types) for the jump

Lurd (OX 5 engine) = An open tandem cockpit tractor biplane with fabn¢

covered wings and fuselage One pilot two passengers Max speed 95 mph

Landing speed 40 mph Built at Wichita Kan

Yendfoll *+ The sighting of land after a sea voyage

landing wire * A wire or cable running angularly between upper and lower

wings (Jennies, Standards, DHs) which opposes the flyig Wire, and resists

forces m the opposite direction o that of normal flight

lean out (the mixture) * To teduce the amount of gasolie which 15 muxed

with the air passing through the carburetor

Liberty = A twelve-cyhnder, direct-drive, vee type,

veloping 400 hp at 1700 rpm Dry weight 844 Ibs Design

use 11 World War 1

Uncoln Standard Tourabowt (Hispano Swiza A engine) *

War { traiamg, tractor biplane Ope pilot two passenge!

cockpits fabric covered Max speed 90 mph Landing spee

verted at Lincoln Neb

line ( on the line ) « The area of a flying field on which 21rpl

ust are patked between flights tine)

Fine of pesiian = A part of a cucle (for practical purposes & smﬁmb:{y

obtamed by plotting on a chart a sextant observation of 8 heave y:hcre

An accurate hne of posiion passes through the point of ab%em"“i‘- i

fore the mtersection of two lines of position, with compensation 107 P

diference 1 obscrvation, establish a focation on the eanh's surface ¥

the Tumits of the navigator’s skill and the steadiness of fight
ds are immersed

1qvd compass * A compass in which the magnets and car

n higud m order to damp out osctllation

water-cooled engine d¢
d and built for

A converted World
vs open tandem
d 45 mph Con

anes 11 active
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loading up (engine) » The condition of an engme When too much gasoline
18 being accumulated 1n the cylinders

lock stitch » To attach the cloth coverng to the nibs of an amfoul by means
of heavy thread passed, with a long needle, around the rib

Tongeron + One of the mamn longitudinal members formmg the framework
of the fusclage

lubber ine * The Line on a compass, corresponding to the longitudinal axis
of t:e airplane, m refation to which the readings are taken from the compass
car,

Lunkenheimer = A fitting containng fuel valves dit screen, water trap, and
dram cock, placed 1 the fuel line between gasoline tanks and engine
Lunkenheimer trup + A reservorr at the bottom of the Lunkenheimer, for the
Purpose of removing small amouats of water which might pass mto the fuel
lie from the tanks

Mugnehc covrse * See covrse, magnetic

magnenc storm » A mayor disturbance of the earth's magnetic conditions
mogneto + A small dynamo, geared to an mternal combustion engine for
the purpose of generating and distributing high tenston current for ignition
Mercator's projeshon (chart) * A projection in which the mendians and the
parallels of latitude are straight lines, intersecting each other at right angles.
Dustortion icreases rapidly with latitude, but compass courses can be taken
directly from the chart

mixture control + The control, operated by the pilot, which regulates the ratio
of gasoline to atr before the mixture 15 drawn 1nto the engine cylinders
monoplans * An airplane with only one mam supporting surface (wing)
mph + Miles per hour

angine » The approumately streamlined enclosure of an engine
navigahon hights » The colored lights which show the position and direction
of movement of an arplane at might (Green at right wing tip, red at left
wing up yellow on tail }

Nc4 « A biplane flying boat, specially modified for transatlantic flight,
fabric-covered wings, #w00d bull, powered by four 400 hp Liberty engines
(three tractors and one pusher) Crew of five men Max. speed 85 mph
Landing speed 62 mph Range, economical—1690 statute mules

needle » The indicating hand of an mstrument 1n the cockpit (altimeter, aw
apeed, turn indicator, etc )

north, mognenc + The direction indicated by the neadle of a compass vuaf-
fected by local magnetic attraction

North Magnenc Pole » A point in northern Canada where a freely suspended
magnet would point vertically (latitude about 71° north, longitude about 96"
west)

nerth, trve + The direction of the north pole of the earth's axs

Gbervation + The branch of the Army Ay Scrvice which specialized 1a the
development and operation of ayrcraft used primanty for observational pur-
poses (photography, direction of artillery fire, reconnansance, etc.)
obstrucnon Lohts « Red lights placed on poles, towers, buildings, and other
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obstructions 1 the vicinity of an airport to wasn pilots of objects which
must be cleared 1 landimg and takwng off
oneeighty * A traming mancuver it which the cadet closes hus throttle 45 he
flies abave a field, executes a 180-degree turn with his plage, and fands with-
out the furtber use of power
©n shores * An agreement made between the owner and the pilot of a plane
m regard to dividing the revenue from flymg activities
©Operonons + The place, usually on the edge of an airport, from which flyiog
actvities are duected
©Onola (Curtisz) » An open tandem-cockpit, tractor biplane with fabre
covered wings and wood monocoque fuselage One pdot, two passengers
Powered by one Curfiss € § 160 hp engine Max speed 98 wph Landing
speed 50 mph .
ornithoprer * A flying machine with wings that flap, designed 1 an atteaupt
to copy the flight of a burd
outer bay * The area and structure of the wings betwees (Jenmies, Standards,
DHs) the mper and outer pairs of struts
auter bay steuts « One of esther pair (Jennses, Standards, DHs) of the upper
to lower Wing struts nearest the wing tip
OX-5 (Curnss) + An eght-cylinder, duwect-dnve, vee type, water-cooled, e
gme rated 2t 90 bp at 1400 rpm Dry werght 390 Ibs
OXX-6 (Curtiss) » An eight-cylinder direct-d: vee type,
gme, rated at 100 bp at 1400 rpem Dry werght 401 {bs
panceke » To hut the ground hard with an awplane after levellng off oo
bigh for a proper landiag The wings are m a stalled but approumately b
zontal position
punes + A separately constructed portion of the wing surface of an auplss®
porachute bag » The canvas bag tn which certain types of parachutes ¢
placed 10 preparation for a yump, or for storage afterward
parachute flare * See flare
poy toad ¢ The load (passengers, mayl, express, ete ) which produges fevenst
Peg + The pomt on an mstrument dial beyond which the wdicatog 2¢6¢
18 mechanically prevented from moving
physcal (prlor's) + An examnation, given by a flight surgeon 10 determent
fitness for flymg duty
Pitch ind cator » An mstrument for showing whethet the mose of &1 ’“‘ln’d
13 remaintag m position relattve to the bonzox or maving up oF $9%0
the approximate rate of change "
pitet ube + A cybndrical fube with the open end pornted o the 5 S50
1o measute mpact pressure used in connection with a stahc fube 0 or's Gt
dufference in pressures can be traslated mto arr speed on an mded? -
pockmurkad valve soat « A valve seat which has become pitted with 5%
therefore subject 1o leakage 2
pelycome projection (map) + A projection based on the d:vr?orm:"rf;ﬁ,
serics of cones each one tangent to and baving 2 comman aus
earth, The distortion of area 18 reduced

2 Jed, ea-
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powsr spin = A spus with the throttle partly or fully open, duning which the
engine 1s exerting power, thereby making the spm more violent

propeller hub + The metal fiting mcorporated 1n or with a propeller for the
purpose of mounting it on the engwe shaft

Purswit » The branch of the Army Arr Service which specialized 1 the de-
velopment and operation of fighting planes, ¢ awrplanes whose prumary
mussion i to find and shoot down enemy arrcraft

pusher angine * An engine with the propeller 1 the rear

quartering wind + A wind blowing from an angle of approxumately forty five
degrees to the course a plane 1s following

sodial engime * An engine with stationary cylinders arranged radially around
a common crankshaft, like spokes around the hub of a wheel

1oy (engine) » Turn (from “revolution )

nb (wing) * A fore and aft member of a wing, stabilzer, or sumlar struc-
ture, which gives the section ats form and transmuts the load from skin to
spars

ngger » A specialist n assembling and aligning awcraft as distinct from
engine mechanic, mstrument expert, ete

rng porachute + A ring of wood above the jumpers head to which the
shroud lines and harness ropes were attached 1n certamn exhibition types of
parachutes An old automobile steering wheel was often used for the purpose
np cord » The cable which the jumper pulls to release a parachute from s
contamner

rocker-arm * A part of the valve-operating mechanism on an engine equipped
with overhead valves Its purpose is to Teverse the duection of thrust of the
valve push rods

voll (barrel roll) + A snap maneuver i which the arrplane makes a complete
rotation around sts longitudinal axis endmg with the plane heading 1 the
same direction 1t was flying when the maneuver started

rpm + Revolutions per minute

rudder » The hinged vertical airforl on the tail of most atrplanes, controllable
by the pilot for the purpose of turming the airplane around its vertical axs,
1e, night or left.

redder bor » The bar, hinged at the center and moved by the pilot’s feet,
which operates the rudder

renway » A long and narrow strip usually hard-surfaced, maimtained for the
take-off and landing runs of awplanes

Ryan M2 * An externally braced, high wing, open tandem-cockpit, tractor
monoplane with fabriccovered wings and fusclage Powered by either one
Wright Whirlwind or one Hispano-Sutza engine Max. speed with Wright
engme 133 mph, with Hispano-Smza engine 128 mph. Landing speed
47 mph Built at San Diego Cal

seresn ofl * TO pour the engine oil throtigh a screen to remove any foreign
matenal, such as Lint, durt, et

sed mant bufb * A dirt and water trap 1n the fuel Line

sextant + A portable instrument used for measunng the angular distance
between a heavenly body (sun, moon, star) and the earth’s honzon or an
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artsficeal horizen The latitude and longitude of the observer can be com
puted from sextant observatians
sextant ught « An observation made with  sextant

shotk absarbers {as used in this book) + A system corporating loaps of
subber rope for the purpose of cushionmng the jolts recaved by the wheels
and il skid rm taking off landing and taxung

shrqud Lne (parachuze) » Que of the cords to which the cloth of the canopy
is sewn Tunning from the vent asound 10 the skut apd then down to the
shroud rimg

sidestn « To slide an anplane seways sn a dowaward direction usually
for the purpase of Josing afutude without gammg forward speed

$ Yorsky (Fonck's transatlantic §-35) » A spetaally construcied fabnc-covered
biplane powered by three jractor Gnome Rhone Jupiter 425 hp  aur-cooled
radnal engmes Max speed 143 mph Landiog speed 60 mph Bult at West
bury Long Island NY

skid + To shde outwardly away from the direction m which an auplane 15
turning The opposite of a sbp Caused by 100 fast a turn n relation to the
angle of bank

skin « The outsite covering of an arrplane {fabric, metal plywood)

skt parachute ¢+ The nim of the canopy

stp » See sideslp

sTpstream » The stream of asr driven aft by the propeller

span ¢ The straght hine distance between wing tips

spar (wing) » One of the masm transverse structural members of 3 wing 10
which the nbs are attached

wpa A of a of tolt and yaw 1 which
the asrplane semams 15 a stalled attude although the pose is ustally poted
steeply downward The posiion of controls rs normally with the stk barl;
and full rudder sn the direction of spin The auplane descends 1n 2 Behx o
farge pich and small radius

sprmer » A fanng which is fitted coanally with the propeller hub to reduce
air resistance and mmprove appearance It revolves with the propeller

spral » A manieuver 1 which an awplane ascends or descends while m"t
mote or less uniform banh 1he air speed usually beng well abave the stal
mg pomt

spot landnp + A landing made usually without the us
atiempt to stop the mirpfane rolling at a mask placed or ¢
g field

sprendar bor + The fised horizontal structural member on a fanding
paraliel Uennres Standards DHs} to the wheel aale

stabilty » That propetty of a body which cabses it when distarbed hmm:1 L:
condition of equilibrium or steady motion ta develop forces or mo
which tead to restore the body 1o its onginal condition yose
stabed 2e¢ « A aitford~usually a horzontal mrio located on the tarl—whos
primaty {enclion 13 to give stability to an areralt

walt » The copdition of an ;urplane when st has lost the air speed necesaaty
far suppart or control

e of power sy 80
hosen on the fand

gear
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stalt Tond ng « A Janding w wiich the auplane has made the fatier portion
of its approach to (he ground with its Wngs at an angle of attack close to
the stalling point

Standard (OX 5) + A converted World War I, traiming Yractor biplane, on¢
plot ope p open tand kpits fabru 4 Max  speed
79 mph Landing speed 42 mph

snck « The vertscal lever i the cockpit by means of which the pilot operates
alerons and elevator thereby coptrolimg the horzontal inchimation of the
wangs, and the loagutudizal inchnation of the fuselage

stick load + The load 1mpressed by the control surfaces (aerons and ele
vator) en the pilors stck

stut « See wing strut

stuek volva (enging) « A valve winch bas become stuggish of frozen so that
1t daes pot follow the movement of the operafmg cam

sump (engine} « The poruon of an ¢nmne crankcase which serves as 2
reservatr for Inbrcating o

sun {ne « A hine of posstion resulting from a sextant ebservation of the sug
tachometar » An mstrument which shows the revoiutions per pummte of ag
engine

tenl skid + A sked o Tunner which supports the tad of cerimn types of aic
planes when 1o contact wilh the ground actmg alse as @ brake

tosf 3pin + See spint

tait surfaces ¢ The stabihizing and control surfaces at the tail end of an ar
craft (stahilizer fin elevator rudder)

tondem cockpits + Cockpuls placed one behund the other

taxs + To move an asrplane over the ground or waser under its own power
threw-pany londng * A landing s which the Wheels and tadl skid touch
ground at the same moment

shressixty + A traming Maneuver tn which the ctadet closes Tus throttle as
he fires abave a Beld executes a 360-degree turn wnh his plane, aod lands
without the fustber use of power

theottte + The hand lever in the cockput, Which repulates the flow of the fuel
air myxture to the engme cylinders

ticking over (engirie) » Revolving so slowly that the todividuat cylinder et
haiats are heard separately and distinctty

top off « To £il} to the pomt of overflowing.

roctor sty ne © AR engree with the propeller m front

Travel Au buplane (OXX-6 engine) » An open tandem-cockpt, tractor blp’(ﬂﬂf
with fabric-covered wings and fuselage Ove pilot two passengers Mas
speed 96 mph Landuwg speed 38 mph. Budlt at Wichita, Aan

Trovel Aw monoplone « A extermally braced, high wing cabin momp::;'
with fabriccovered wings and fuselage Powered by one ‘Whurtwind 175
engme Max speed 123 mph Landing speed 55 maph

trick # vp * Improve the performance by means of unusual techmgues

rue courye + Sgee <ourse, tue

trblence » Roughucss of aur, cavsed by wnd convection currents, ¢
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turnbuckle » A sleeve which turns on a right hand screw thread at one end
and a left hand screw thread at the other end used for adjusting the tenston
on wires tie rods ete

turn ind cator = Sec gyroscopsc turn indicator

turtleback « The approumately streamhine cover over the aft portion of the
fuselage behind the cockpit

valve seat (engine cylinder) » The circular smooth ground fixed surface
on which the valve rests when sa the closed position

vanchon (magnenc) * The angnlar difference between true north and mag
fetic north

vent parachute « The small openag at the top of the canopy for the purpose
of decreasing swinging during descent by allowmg the gradual escape of air
venfun tube * A short tube with flaring ends and a constriction between
them into which a side tube enters When the axis of the ventun tube 1s 10
and parallel to an aistream a negative pressure 13 created in the side tube
which may be used to operate certain instruments—such as a gyroscopic
turn indicator

vert cal ceversement « Am acrobatic maneuver 1 which the auplage 15 seap-
rolled from a steep bauk m one direction to a steep bank i the opposite
direction

Veckers Vmy (Rolls Royce 350 kp hquid-cooled engines) (the type converted
for the sransatlantc fght by Alcock and Brown) + A twm-eagme fabric
covered biplane bomber designed for use :n World War I Max speed
103 mph Landing speed 56 mph Built mn England

wablty « The and 11l of tbe here as affecting
the distance at which objects can be seen

Wato 9 (OX 5 engine) + An open tandem-cockpit, tractor biplave with
fabric.covered wings and fuselage one pilot twa passengers Max speed
92 mph Landing specd 32 mph Buwilt at Troy Ohio

wallow + Roll about heavily

washour (crash) + A crash which leaves the amplane 10 an unrepamable
condition

washout (Flying Cadets) + A man who has been or 1s being dropped from
the flyng school to fiunk out of the fiying school

wh putall » In a whip-stall the airplane falls out of control from a stalled
position with 1he nose pomnting steeply upward The tad whips up dunag the
fall and when the pilot s controls become effective again the nose 1s pomnting
steeply downward.

wind d'rect on * The d rection from which the wind is blowing

wind rose » A diagram which shows by radual arrows the refayve frequency
and average streagth of winds from different directions, 8t a given place and
alutude and over a stated period of the year

wind sack « A contcally shaped fabne bag open at both ends One end 13
sftached 1o 2 metal hoop which 1s free to pivot while the sock bulges out
with any wind that may be blowing, thereby indicating dtrection, turbulence
and velocity

wing hings * A fiting for one of the po nts of attachment of a wing
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wingman + A pilot who has been assigned to fiy his ajrplane in formation,
off the wing of and relative to a leadmg arplane

PP . e ret e -

wng span = Sec& span

wng strut * A structural member between the upper and lower wings (Jen
fues Standards DHs) of a biplane Oae of the struts on an externatly braced
{Spirit of St Lows) monoplane wich runs from the base of the fuselage
diagonally up (o the wing

Wrght Bellanca (J 5) + A cabin type extermally braced gh wing mono
plane with fabric covering powered by one Wnight Whilwnd tractor-engine
Max speed 136 mph Landing speed 47 mph Buift at Paterson N7

zero rere *+ No ceilling and no vissbility=—as in dense fog

200m * A maneuver m which an arrpline makes use of its kinetic energy to
cumb for a himited time at an angle greater than ils engines power tan
mamtain m steady fught












