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FORWARD

WHEN Joan of Arc crowned her King at Rheims, she became immortal.When Lafayette risked his all to helpthe struggling Americans, he wrote his memoryforever across a mighty continent. The shepherdboy David in five minutes achieved with his slinga place in history for all time. These threeshining names represent the triumph of youthand idealism, and we would not speak of themwith such reverence today had their motives beenless pure or had they ever for an instant thoughtof themselves or their place in history. So itwas with Lindbergh, and all the praise awardedhim, judged by the rigid standards of historyand precedent, he has merited. He was the instrument of a great ideal, and one need not be fanatically religious to see in his success theguiding hand of Providence.

For he was needed and he came, came at a moment which seemed exactly preordained. Hewas needed by France and needed by Americaand had his arrival been merely the triumph of agreat adventure, the influence of his act wouldhave gone no further than have other greatsporting and commercial achievements.

There have been moments here in France when all that my eye could reach or my intelligence fathom appeared dark and foreboding andyet, in spite of all, my soul would be warmed asby some invisible sunshine. At such times, whenall human efforts had apparently failed, suddenly the affairs of nations seemed to be takenfrom out the hands of men and directed by anunseen power on high.

Just before the Battle of the Marne I was standing on the river embankment. A greatharvest moon was rising over the city nearNotre Dame. It seemed to rest on the corner of a building. The French flag was blowing steadily across its face. In the fleeting moments whilethis spectacle lasted, people knelt on the quayin prayer. I inquired the meaning of theseprayers. The answer was that there is a prophecy centuries old that the fate of France willfinally be settled upon the fields where Attila’shordes were halted and driven back, and wheremany battles in defense of France have been won.And pointing up the Seine to the French flagoutlined across the moon, people cried: “See!the sign in Heaven! It means the victory ofFrench arms! The prophecy is come true as ofold and France is once more to be saved on thosechalky fields.”

Now when this boy of ours dropped unheralded from the sky and circling the Eiffel Tower came to rest as gently as a bird on thefield of Le Bourget, I was seized with the samepremonition as those French people on the quaythat August night. I felt, without knowing why,that his arrival was far more than a fine deedwell accomplished, and there glowed within methe prescience of a splendor yet to come. Lo!it did come and has gone on spreading its beneficence upon two sister nations which a now conquered ocean joins.

For I feel in every fibre of my being that Lindbergh’s landing here marks one of thesupreme moments in the history of America andFrance, and the faith we have had in the deciding power of spiritual things is strengthened byevery circumstance of his journey, by all his actsafter landing, and by the electrical effect whichran like some religious emotion through a wholevast population. The “Spirit of St. Louis” wasto the French people another sign come out ofthe sky—a sign which bore the promise that allwould be well between them and us.

France took Charles Lindbergh to her heart because of what he was and because of what sheknew he represented. His little ship became themeeting place of the greatest conference thathas ever gathered between two nations, forunder the shadow of its wings a hundred andfifty million Frenchmen and Americans havecome together in generous accord. No diplomatic bag ever carried such a stupendous document as this all-unaccredited messenger bore, andno visiting squadron ever delivered such a letterof thanks as he took up the Potomac in returning. Has any such Ambassador ever beenknown!

Lindbergh was not commissioned by his government any more than Lafayette was by his,in each case it has merely been left for statesmen to register and approve the vast consequenceof their acts. Both arrived at a critical momentand both set in motion those imponderable forceswhich escape the standards of the politician’smind. Who shall say but what they were God-sent messengers of help, smiling the defiance oftheir faith at an all too skeptical world? Whatthe one accomplished has already changed history through a century; what the other has justdone the people of America and France will takegood care shall not be wasted.

The way Lindbergh bore himself after getting here was but a continuation of his flight. Hestarted with no purpose but to arrive, he remained with no desire but to serve, he soughtnothing, he was offered all. No flaw markedany act or word, and he stood forth amidst theclamor and the crowds the very embodiment ofa fearless, kindly, cultivated American youth—unspoiled, unspoilable. A nation which breedssuch boys need never fear for its future. Whena contract for a million dollars was sent him hecabled back: “You must remember that this expedition was not organized to make money butto advance aviation.” There is the measure ofhis spirit, the key to his intentions.

Flying was his trade, his means of livelihood, but the love of it burned in him with a finepassion, and now that his fame will give him awider scope of usefulness he has announced thathe will devote himself wholeheartedly to theadvance of aeronautics. His first step in thatdirection is the publishing of this book, and noone can doubt that its influence will be ofenormous value in pushing on man’s conquestof the air. It would be idle for me or any oneelse to estimate now what these results will be,but every American vibrates with a glowingpride at the thought that out from our countryhas come this fresh spirit of the air, and thatthe whole world hails Charles Lindbergh, notonly as a brave aviator, but as an example ofAmerican idealism, character and conduct.


Myron T. Herrick

United States Embassy,Paris

June Sixteenth, 1927


Publisher's Note




There are many reasons to admire the Charles Lindbergh of the 1920s. He was smart, industrious, and a brilliant flyer. His courage was remarkable. He returned to flying after crash after crash. He was devoted to aviation, and building America's prowess in aviation.

But in the 1930s and 1940s, public opinion about Lindbergh changed.

He was attracted to the efficiency of Hitler's regime in Germany, and became known as a pro-Nazi American who believed that America should not interfere in events in Europe. Here is a story from the New York Times of December 11, 1940 that described Lindbergh's connection with Hitler.

"Robert E. Sherwood, playwright, charged last night that Colonel Charles A. Lindbergh was "a Nazi with a Nazi's Olympian contempt for all democratic processes." Speaking at a rally of the Committee to Defend America by Aiding the Allies, Mr. Sherwood said:  "I am not accusing Colonel Lindbergh with being pro-Nazi, He unquestionably is pro-American— aggressively so. He is simply a Nazi with a Nazi's Olympian contempt for all democratic processes — the rights of freedom of speech and worship, the right to select and criticize our own government and the right of labor to strike."

In a much more recent appraisal of Lindbergh, PBS wrote: "To millions of one-time admirers, Charles Lindbergh's luster had been fatally tainted by his words and associations during the 1930's and early 1940's. Historian William O'Neill spoke for many Americans when he offered the opinion that ‘In promoting appeasement and military unpreparedness, Lindbergh damaged his country to a greater degree than any other private citizen in modern times. That he meant well makes no difference.’ It would be years before the words Lindbergh and hero were again uttered in the same breath."

So there are two stories to be told about Lindbergh: Lindbergh the aviator, and Lindbergh the politician. The autobiography which follows is only one of them. The second story about the isolationist movement in the Unites States before World War II, and Lindbergh's role in it is also very interesting. As each generation of Americans faces the question of where and when to intervene overseas, it may be useful to study the isolationists of the 1930s. Some of them were reacting to the tragedy of World War I, and some feared that British propoganda which had helped push America into World War I, would push us into a new war in Europe.




Jim McCabe
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1

BOYHOOD AND EARLY FLIGHTS

I WAS born in Detroit, Michigan, on February 4, 1902. My father was practicing law in Little Falls, Minnesota, at the time.When I was less than two months old my parentstook me to their farm, on the western banks ofthe Mississippi River two miles south of LittleFalls.

My father, Charles A. Lindbergh, was born in Stockholm, Sweden, January 20, 1860, the sonof Ola and Louisa Manson. His father (whochanged his name to Lindbergh after reachingAmerica) was a member of the Swedish Parliament and had at one time been Secretary to theKing.

About 1860 my grandfather with his family embarked on a ship bound for America, andsettled near Sauk Center, Minnesota, where hetook up a homestead and built his first home inAmerica—a log cabin. It was here that myfather spent his early life.

The Rev. C. S. Harrison, writing for the Minnesota Historical Society, gives an accountof the activities of my grandfather during theearly days in Minnesota.

There were very few schools in Minnesota at that time, and my father’s boyhood days werespent mostly in hunting and fishing. His education consisted largely of home study with anoccasional short term at country schools.

He was educated at Grove Lake Academy, Minnesota, and graduated from the law schoolat the University of Michigan, Ann Arbor, withan LL.B. degree.

He began his law practice in Little Falls where he served as County Attorney. He laterbecame interested in politics, and was elected tothe 60th Congress in 1906 to represent the SixthDistrict of Minnesota at Washington, a capacity-in which he served for ten years.

My mother was born in Detroit, Michigan, daughter of Charles and Evangeline Land. Sheis of English, Irish and French extraction. Asa graduate of the University of Michigan, sheholds a B.S. degree from that institution, also anA.M. degree from Columbia University, NewYork City. Her father, Dr. Charles H. Land,a Detroit dentist, was born in Simcoe, NorfolkCounty, Canada, and his father, Colonel JohnScott Land, came from England, and was oneof the founders of the present city of Hamilton.

My grandfather was constantly experimenting in his laboratory. He held a number of patents on incandescent grates and furnaces, in addition to several on gold and enamel inlaysand other dental processes. He was one of thefirst to foresee the possibilities of porcelain indentistry, and later became known as “the fatherof porcelain dental art.”

During the first four years of my life, I lived in our Minnesota home with the exception of afew trips to Detroit. Then my father was electedto Congress and thereafter I seldom spent morethan a few months in the same place. Ourwinters were passed in Washington, and oursummers in Minnesota, with intermediate visitsto Detroit.

When I was eight years of age I entered the Force School in Washington. My schooling wasvery irregular due to our constant moving fromplace to place. Up to the time I entered the University of Wisconsin I had never attended forone full school year, and I had received instruction from over a dozen institutions, both publicand private, from Washington to California.

Through these years I crossed and recrossed the United States, made one trip to Panama, andhad thoroughly developed a desire for travel,which has never been overcome.

My chief interest in school lay along mechanical and scientific lines. Consequently, after graduating from the Little Falls High School,I decided to take a course in Mechanical Engineering, and two years later entered the Collegeof Engineering of the University of Wisconsinat Madison.

While I was attending the University I became intensely interested in aviation. Since I saw myfirst airplane near Washington, D. C., in 1912,I had been fascinated with flying, although upto the time I enrolled in a flying school in 1922I had never been near enough to a plane to touchit.

The long hours of study at college were very trying for me. I had spent most of my life outdoors and had never before found it necessaryto spend more than a part of my time in study.

At Wisconsin my chief recreation consisted of shooting-matches with the rifle and pistolteams of rival Universities, and in runningaround on my motorcycle which I had riddendown from Minnesota when I entered the University.

I had been raised with a gun on our Minnesota home, and found a place on the R.O.T.C. teams at the beginning of my freshman year atWisconsin. From then on I spent every minuteI could steal from my studies in the shootinggallery and on the range.

The first six weeks of vacation after my freshman year were spent in an Artillery School at Camp Knox, Kentucky. When that was overI headed my motorcycle south and with forty-eight dollars in my pocket, set out for Florida.After arriving at Jacksonville I started backthe same day, but over a different route leadingfarther west than the first. Seventeen daysafter leaving Camp Knox I arrived back inMadison with a motorcycle badly in need ofrepair and nine dollars left in my pocket. Afterstopping in Madison long enough to overhaulthe engine I went to Little Falls to spend theremainder of my vacation.
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Fusilage Frame of the Spirit of St. Louis

Soon after the start of my third semester at Wisconsin I decided to study aeronautics in there was no ground school in connection with the flying course at that time.

We did most of our flying in the early morning or late evening on account of the strong Nebraska winds in midday with their corresponding rough air which makes flying so difficult for a student.

I believe that I got more than my share of rough weather flying, however, because my instructor, or “Biff” as we used to call him, hadcertain very definite views on life, one of whichwas that early morning was not made as a timefor instructors to arise. So as I was the onlystudent and Biff my only instructor, I did verylittle early morning flying.

By the end of May I had received about eight hours of instruction which (in addition to the$500 cost of my flying course) had requiredabout $150 for train fare and personal expenses.

One morning Biff announced that I was ready to solo, but the president of the company required a bond to cover possible breakage of theplane, which I was not able to furnish. As a result I did not take a plane up by myself untilseveral months later.

Before I had entirely completed my flying course, the instruction plane was sold to E. G.Bahl, who was planning a barnstorming tripthrough southeastern Nebraska. I became acquainted with Bahl at Lincoln and offered topay my own expenses if allowed to accompanyhim as mechanic and helper. As a result webarnstormed most of the Nebraska towns southeast of Lincoln together, and it is to him that Iowe my first practical experience in crosscountry flying.

“Barnstorming” is the aviator’s term for flying about from one town to another andtaking any one who is sufficiently “airminded”for a short flight over the country. In 1922 thefare usually charged was five dollars for a rideof from five to ten minutes.

It was while I was flying with Bahl that I began to do a little “wing-walking.” We would there was no ground school in connection withthe flying course at that time.

We did most of our flying in the early morning or late evening on account of the strong Nebraska winds in midday with their corresponding rough air which makes flying so difficult for a student.

I believe that I got more than my share of rough weather flying, however, because my instructor, or “Biff” as we used to call him, hadcertain very definite views on life, one of whichwas that early morning was not made as a timefor instructors to arise. So as I was the onlystudent and Biff my only instructor, I did verylittle early morning flying.

By the end of May I had received about eight hours of instruction which (in addition to the$500 cost of my flying course) had requiredabout $150 for train fare and personal expenses.

One morning Biff announced that I was ready to solo, but the president of the company required a bond to cover possible breakage of theplane, which I was not able to furnish. As a result I did not take a plane up by myself untilseveral months later.

Before I had entirely completed my flying course, the instruction plane was sold to E. G.Bahl, who was planning a barnstorming tripthrough southeastern Nebraska. I became acquainted with Bahl at Lincoln and offered topay my own expenses if allowed to accompanyhim as mechanic and helper. As a result webarnstormed most of the Nebraska towns southeast of Lincoln together, and it is to him that Iowe my first practical experience in crosscountry flying.

“Barnstorming” is the aviator’s term for flying about from one town to another andtaking any one who is sufficiently “airminded”for a short flight over the country. In 1922 thefare usually charged was five dollars for a rideof from five to ten minutes.

It was while I was flying with Bahl that I began to do a little “wing-walking.” We would often attract a crowd to the pasture or stubble field from which we were operating, by flying lowover town while I was standing on one of theWang tips.

In June I returned to Lincoln and received a little more instruction.

About this time Charlie Harden, well known in the aeronautical world for his parachute work,arrived in Lincoln. I had been fascinated by theparachute jumps I had seen, and persuaded RayPage to let me make a double drop with Harden’schutes.

A double drop is made by fastening two parachutes together with rope. Both are then packed in a heavy canvas bag; the mouth of the bag islaced together and the lace ends tied in a bowknot. The bag is lashed half way out on the wingof the plane, with the laced end hanging down.When the plane has reached sufficient altitudethe jumper climbs out of the cockpit and alongthe wing to the chute, fastens the parachutestraps to his harness, and swings down under thewing. In this position he is held to the plane bythe bow knot holding together the mouth of thebag containing his parachute, the bag itself beingtied securely to the wing. When ready to cutloose he pulls the bow knot allowing the bag toopen and the parachute to be pulled out by hisweight.

In a double jump, after the first parachute has fully opened, the jumper cuts the rope bindingthe second chute to the first. The first chute uponbeing relieved of his weight, collapses, and passeshim on the way down.

I made my first jump one evening in June from an 1800-foot altitude over the flyingfield.

My first chute opened quickly, and after floating down for a few seconds I cut it loose from the second, expecting a similar performance. ButI did not feel the comfortable tug of the riserswhich usually follows an exhibition jump. As Ihad never made a descent before, it did not occurto me that everything was not as it should be,until several seconds had passed and I began toturn over and fall headfirst. I looked around atthe chute just in time to see it string out; thenthe harness jerked me into an upright positionand the chute was open. Afterwards I learnedthat the vent of the second chute had been tiedto the first with grocery string which had brokenin packing the parachute, and that instead ofstringing out when I cut loose, it had followedme still folded, causing a drop of several hundred feet before opening.

I remained in Lincoln for two weeks working in the Lincoln Standard factory for fifteen dollars a week. Then I received a wire from H. J.Lynch, who had purchased a Standard a fewweeks before and taken it on a barnstormingtrip into western Kansas. He was in need of aparachute jumper to fill a number of exhibitioncontracts in Kansas and Colorado, and wantedme to go with him in that capacity at a smallfraction of its cost. Page offered me a newHarden Chute instead of my remaining flyinginstruction, and I took a train for Bird City,Kansas.

Lynch and myself barnstormed over western Kansas and eastern Colorado giving a numberof exhibitions from time to time, in which Iusually made a jump and did a little wing-walking.

In the fall, together with “Banty” Rogers, a wheat rancher who owned the plane, we set outfor Montana. Our course took us through acorner of Nebraska and then up through Wyoming along the Big Horn Mountains and overCuster’s Battle Field. At one time in Wyomingwe were forced to land, due to motor trouble,near a herd of buffalo, and while Lynch wasworking on the motor I started over towards theanimals to get a picture. I had not consideredthat they might object to being photographed,and was within a hundred yards of them whenan old bull looked up and stamped his foot. Ina moment they were all in line facing me withlowered heads. I snapped a picture but lost notime in returning to the plane. MeanwhileLynch had located our trouble and we tookoff.

After we had been in Billings, Montana, about a week, Lynch traded ships with a pilot namedReese, who was flying a Standard belonging toLloyd Lamb of Billings. Lynch and I stayed inMontana while Reese returned to Kansas withRogers.

We barnstormed Montana and northern Wyoming until mid-October including exhibitions at the Billings and Lewistown fairs.

At the Lewistown fair we obtained a field adjoining the fairgrounds and did a rushing business for three days. We had arranged for the fence to be opened to the grounds and for a gate"man to give return tickets to anyone who wishedto ride in the plane. All this in return for a freeparachute drop.

At Billings, however, our field was some distance from the fair and we decided to devise some scheme to bring the crowd out to us. Westuffed a dummy with straw and enough mud togive it sufficient falling speed to look like a human being.

When the grandstands were packed that afternoon we took off from our field with the dummy in the front cockpit with me. I went out on thewing and we did a few stunts over the fairgrounds to get everyone’s attention, then Lynchturned the plane so that no one could see meon the wing and we threw out the dummy. It fellwaving its arms and legs around wildly andlanded near the Yellowstone River.

We returned to our field and waited expectantly for the curious ones to come rushing out for information, but two hours later, when a fewMontanans did arrive, they told us about one ofthe other attractions—a fellow who dived froman airplane into the Yellowstone River whichwas about three feet deep at that point. Thatwas the last time we attempted to thrill a Montana crowd.

The barnstorming season in Montana was about over in October and soon after returning from Lewistown I purchased a small boatfor two dollars. After patching it up a bitand stopping the larger leaks, I started alonedown the Yellowstone River on the way toLincoln.

The river was not deep and ran over numerous rapids which were so shallow that even the flatbottom of my small boat would bump over therocks from time to time. I had been unable topurchase a thoroughly seagoing vessel for twodollars, and very little rough going was requiredto knock out the resin from the cracks and openthe old leaks again.

I had my camping equipment lashed on top of one of the seats to keep it dry, and as I progressed downstream through the ever-presentrapids, more and more of my time was requiredfor bailing out the boat with an old tin can, untilat the end of the first day, when I had travelledabout twenty miles, I was spending fully halfof my time bailing out water.

I made camp that night in a small clearing beside the river. There had been numerous showers during the day, which thoroughly soaked theground, and towards evening a steady drizzlingrain set in.

I pitched my army pup tent on the driest ground I could find and, after a cold supper,crawled in between the three blankets which Ihad sewn together to form a bag.

The next morning the sky was still overcast but the rain had stopped, and after a quickbreakfast I packed my equipment in the boatand again started down the river.

The rain set in anew, and this together with the water from the ever-increasing leaks in thesides and bottom of the boat required such constant bailing that I found little use for the oarsthat day. By evening the rocks had taken somuch effect that the boat was practically beyondrepair.

After a careful inspection, which ended in the conclusion that further progress was not feasible,I traded what was left of the boat to the son of a nearby rancher in return for a wagon ride tothe nearest town, Huntley, Montana. I expressed my equipment and bought a railroadticket to Lincoln, where I had left my motorcycle.

A short time before I had left Lincoln, while I was racing with a car along one of the Nebraskacountry roads, a piston had jammed and I hadnot found time to replace it. Accordingly, afterreturning from Montana, I spent several daysoverhauling the machine before proceeding onto Detroit where I was to meet my mother.

I made the trip to Detroit in three days and after spending about two weeks there I took atrain for Little Falls to clear up some businessin connection with our farm.

During the winter months I spent part of my time on the farm and part in Minneapolis withmy father. Occasionally we would drive the hundred miles from Minneapolis to Little Falls together.

In March, 1923, I left Minnesota and after a short visit in Detroit, departed on a train boundfor Florida. My next few weeks were spent inMiami and the Everglades.





2

MY FIRST PLANE

SINCE I had first started flying at Lincoln, the year before, I had held an ambition toown an airplane of my own. So when Itook my last flight with Lynch in Montana, and started down the Yellowstone, I had decidedthat the next spring I would be flying my ownship.

Consequently when April arrived, I left Miami and went to Americus, Georgia, wherethe Government had auctioned off a large number of “Jennies,” as we called certain wartimetraining planes. I bought one of these ships witha new Curtis OX-5 motor and full equipment forfive hundred dollars. They had cost the Government nearly twice as many thousands, but atthe close of the war the surplus planes were soldfor what they would bring and the training fieldswere abandoned. Americus, Georgia, was a typical example of this. The planes had been auctioned for as little as fifty dollars apiece the yearbefore. A few days after I arrived, the last officer left the post and it took its place among thephantom airports of the war.

I lived alone on the post during the two weeks my plane was being assembled, sometimes sleeping in one of the twelve remaining hangars andsometimes in one of the barracks buildings. Oneafternoon a visiting plane arrived and Reesestepped out of the cockpit. I had not heardfrom him since we had traded planes in Montana,and he stayed with me on the post that nightwhile we exchanged experiences of the previousyear.

One of the interesting facts bearing on the life of aviators is that they rarely lose track of oneanother permanently. Distance means little tothe pilot, and there is always someone droppingin from somewhere who knows all the variousflyers in his section of the country, and who iswilling to sit down and do a little “ground flying” with the local pilots. In this way intimatecontact is continually established throughout theclan. (“Ground flying” is the term used todesignate the exchange of flying experiencesamong airmen.)

I had not soloed up to the time I bought my Jenny at Americus, although at that time thefact was strictly confidential.

After my training at Lincoln I had not been able to furnish the required bond and, althoughI had done a little flying on cross country tripswith Bahl and Lynch, I had never been up in aplane alone. Therefore when my Jenny wascompletely assembled and ready to fly I was undecided as to the best method of procedure. Noone on the field knew that I had never soloed.I had not been in a plane for six months; butI did not have sufficient money to pay for moreinstruction, so one day I taxied to one end of thefield, opened the throttle and started to take off.When the plane was about four feet off theground, the right wing began to drop, so I decided that it was time to make a landing. I accomplished this on one wheel and one wingskid but without doing any damage to theship. I noticed that the wind was blowing hardand suddenly decided that I would wait for calmer weather before making any more flights andtaxied back to the hangar.

A pilot who was waiting for delivery oil one of the Jennies offered to give me a littledual instruction, and I flew around with him forthirty minutes and made several landings. Atthe end of this time he taxied up to the line andtold me that I would have no trouble and wasonly a little rusty from not flying recently. Headvised me to wait until evening when the airwas smooth and then to make a few solo flights.

When evening came I taxied out from the line, took one last look at the instruments andtook off on my first solo. The first solo flight is one of the events in a pilot’s life which forever remains impressed onhis memory. It is the culmination of difficulthours of instruction, hard weeks of training andoften years of anticipation. To he absolutelyalone for the first time in the cockpit of a planehundreds of feet above the ground is an experience never to be forgotten.

After a week of practice flights around Southern Field I rolled my equipment and a few spare parts up in a blanket, lashed them in the frontcockpit and took off for Minnesota.

This was my first cross country flight alone, less than a week after my solo hop. Altogether I had less than five hours of solo time tomy credit. I had, however, obtained invaluableexperience the year before while flying aroundin the western states with Biffle, Bahl, andLynch.

While learning to fly in Nebraska the previous spring, I discovered that nearly every pilot in existence had flown in Texas at one time oranother during his flying career. AccordinglyI decided that, at the first opportunity I wouldfly to Texas myself and although I travelleda rather roundabout way from Georgia to Minnesota, my course passed through Texarkana enroute.

The first hop was from Americus to Montgomery, Alabama, and passed over some fairly rough territory of which both Georgia and Alabama have their share.

I had been warned before leaving the field, that the airline course to Texas was over someof the “worst flying country in the south” andhad been advised to take either a northern coursedirectly to Minnesota or to follow the Gulf ofMexico. This advice served to create a desireto find out what the “worst flying countryin the south” looked like. I had a great deal ofconfidence in my Jenny with its powerful OX-5engine, and it seemed absurd to me at that timeto detour by airplane. Consequently I laid myroute in the most direct line possible to conformwith my limited cruising range with forty gallonsof fuel.

The flight to Montgomery was uneventful. I landed at the army field there before noon,filled the fuel tanks and took off again for Meridian, Mississippi.

I arrived over Meridian in late afternoon and for the first time was faced with the problem offinding a suitable field and landing in it.

An experienced pilot can see at a glance nearly everything necessary to know about a landingfield. He can tell its size, the condition of theground, height of grass or weeds, whether thereare any rocks, holes, posts or ditches in the way,if the land is rough and rolling or flat and smooth;in short whether the field is suitable to land inor if it would be advisable to look for anotherand better one. In fact, the success of a barnstorming pilot of the old days was measured toa large extent by his artfulness in the choice offields from which to operate. Often, in case ofmotor failure, the safety of his passengers, himself, and his ship depended upon his alertness inchoosing the best available landing place and hisability in maneuvering the plane into it. If hismotor failure was only partial or at high altitude,time was not so essential, as a plane can glide agreat distance, either with a motor which only“revs” down a couple of hundred R.P.M. orwithout any assistance from the engine at all.The average wartime machine could glide at leastfive times its height, which meant that if it wasfive thousand feet above the ground the pilotcould pick a field to land in five miles away withsafety; but if the failure was soon after the takeoff, then instant decision and immediate actionwere necessary.

An amateur, on the other hand, has not overcome the strangeness of altitude, and the ground below looks entirely different than it does fromthe air, although there is not the sensation, in anairplane, of looking down as from a high building. Hills appear as flat country, boulders andditches are invisible, sizes are deceptive andmarshes appear as solid grassland. The studenthas not the background of experience so essential to the successful pilot, yet his only methodof learning lies in his own initiative in meetingand overcoming service conditions.

There was no regular airport in Meridian in 1923, and a few fields available for a reasonablysafe landing. After a half hour’s search I decided on the largest pasture I could see, madethe best kind of a short field landing I knew howby coming down just over the tree tops, with theengine wide open, to the edge of the field, thencutting the gun and allowing the ship to slowdown to its landing speed. This method bringsthe plane in with tremendous velocity and requires a much larger landing field than is necessary, but until the pilot has flown long enoughto have the “feel” of his ship it is far safer tocome in fast than too slow.

It had been raining at Meridian and the field was a little soft, so that when my “Jenny”finally did settle to the ground it had a veryshort roll and there was still some clear groundin front.

I taxied up to a fence corner alongside of a small house and proceeded to tie down for thenight. I had gained considerable respect for thewind in Kansas and Nebraska, so after turningoff the gasoline and letting the motor stop byrunning the carburetor dry, (a safety expedientto keep the everpresent person who stands directly under the propeller while he wiggles it upand down, from becoming an aeronautical fatality). I pushed the nose of the plane up to a fenceand after blocking the wheels securely, tied eachwing tip to a fence post and covered the motorand cockpit with a canvas in case of rain.

By this time the usual barnstorming crowd had gathered and I spent the remaining daylightexplaining that the hole in the radiator was forthe propeller shaft to go through; that the wingswere not made of catgut, tin, or cast iron, butof wood framework covered with cotton or linenshrunk to drum tightness by acetate and nitratedope; that the only way to find out how it feelsto fly was to try it for five dollars; that it wasnot as serious for the engine to stop as for awing to fall off; and the thousand other questions which can only be conceived in such agathering.

As night came on and the visibility decreased the crowd departed, leaving me alone with ahandful of small boys who always remain to thelast and can only be induced to depart by beingallowed to follow the aviator from the field.

I accepted an invitation to spend the night in the small house beside the field.

The next morning I telephoned for a gas truck to come out to the field and spent thetime before the truck arrived in the task ofcleaning the distributor head, draining the carburetor jet wells and oiling the rocker arms onthe engine.

While I was working, one of the local inhabitants came up and volunteered the information that he had been a pilot during the war but hadnot flown since and “wouldn’t mind takin’ a rideagain.” I assured him that much as I wouldenjoy taking him up, flying was very expensiveand that I did not have a large fund availableto buy gasoline. I added that if he would payoperating costs, which would be five dollars fora short ride, I would be glad to accommodatehim. He produced a five dollar bill and afterwarming up the motor I put him in the cockpitand taxied through the mud to the farthestcorner of the field. This was to be my firstpassenger.

The field was soft and the man was heavy; we stalled over the fence by three feet and thenearest tree by five. I found myself heading upa thickly wooded slope, which was sloping upward at least as fast as I was climbing in thatdirection and for three minutes my Jenny andthe slope fought it out over the fifteen feet ofair between them. Eventually, however, in thetrue Jenny style we skimmed over the hilltopand obtained a little reserve altitude. I hadpassed through one of those almost-but-not-quiteaccidents for which Jennies are so famous andwhich so greatly retarded the growth of commercial flying during the post-war period.

I decided that my passenger was entitled to a good ride after that take off and kept him upchasing a buzzard for twenty minutes. Afterwe landed he commented on the wonderful takeoff and how much he enjoyed flying low over thetreetops; again assured me that he had flown agreat deal in the war; and rushed off to tell hisfriends all about his first airplane ride.

The gasoline truck had arrived and after servicing the ship I took off again and headedwest. I had no place in mind for the next stopand intended to be governed by my fuel supplyin picking the next field.

The sky was overcast with numerous local storms. I had brought along a compass, but hadfailed to install it on the instrument board, andit was of little use in a suitcase out of reach. Theboundary lines in the south do not run north andsouth, east and west as they do in the Northernstates but curve and bend in every conceivabledirection, being located by natural landmarksrather than meridians and parallels. I was flying by a map of the entire United States, witheach state relatively small.

I left Meridian and started in the direction of Texas, cutting across country with no regardfor roads or railways. For a time during thefirst hour I was not sure of my location on themap, but soon passed over a railway intersectionwhich appeared to be in the proper place andsatisfied me about my position. Then the territory became wilder and again I saw no checkpoints. The storm areas were more numerousand the possible landing fields farther apart, until near the end of the second hour I decided toland in the first available field to locate myposition and take on more fuel. It requirednearly thirty more minutes to find a place inwhich a plane could land and take off with anydegree of safety, and after circling the field several times to make sure it was hard and containedno obstacles, I landed in one corner, rolled downa hillside, taxied over a short level stretch, andcame to rest half-way up the slope on the farside of the field.

A storm was approaching rapidly and I taxied back towards the fence corner at rather highspeed. Suddenly I saw a ditch directly in frontof me and an instant later heard the crash ofsplintering wood as the landing gear droppeddown and the propeller came in contact with theground. The tail of the plane rose up in theair, turned almost completely over, then settledback to about a forty-five degree angle. Myfirst “crack-up”!

I climbed out of the cockpit and surveyed the machine. Actually the only damage done wasto the propeller, and although the wings andfuselage were covered with mud, no other partof the plane showed any marked signs of strain.I had taxied back about thirty feet east of thelanding tracks and had struck the end of a grass-covered ditch. Had I been ten feet farther over,the accident would never have happened. Theusual crowd was assembling, as the impact of the“prop” with the ground had been heard in all ofthe neighboring fields and an airplane was a raresight in those parts.

They informed me that I was halfway between Maben and Mathiston, Mississippi, and that I had flown one hundred and twenty-fivemiles north instead of west.

When enough men had assembled we lifted the plane out of the ditch, pushed it over to agroup of pine trees and tied it down to two ofthe trees. After removing all loose equipmentI rode into Maben with one of the storekeeperswho had locked up his business when he heardabout the landing of the plane.

I wired Wyche at Americus to ship me one of the two propellers I had purchased before leaving, then engaged a room at the old SouthernHotel.

While waiting for the propeller I had extracted promises from half a dozen citizens to ride at five dollars each. This would about coverthe cost of the “prop,” as well as my expenseswhile waiting for it to arrive. When it did comeI put it on the shaft between showers, with theassistance of most of Maben and Mathiston. Igave the plane a test flight and announced thatI was ready to carry passengers when it was notraining too hard.

The Mississippians who were so anxious to fly when the propeller was broken immediatelystarted a contest in etiquette. Each and everyone was quite willing to let someone else be firstand it required psychology, diplomacy, andridicule before the first passenger climbed intothe cockpit. I taxied over to the far cornerof the field, instructed my passenger how tohold the throttle back to keep the ship fromtaking off, and lifted the tail around in orderto gain every available foot of space for thetake-off.

The first man was so audibly pleased with his ride that the others forgot their manners of afew minutes before and began arguing aboutwho was to be next.

That afternoon a group of whites chipped in fifty cents apiece to give one of the negroes ahop, provided, as they put it, I would do a few“flip flops” with him. The negro decided uponwas perfectly willing and confident up to thetime when he was instructed to get in; even thenhe gamely climbed into the cockpit, assuring allof his clan that he would wave his red bandannahandkerchief over the side of the cockpit duringthe entire flight in order to show them that hewas still unafraid.

After reaching the corner of the field I instructed him, as I had the previous passengers, to hold the throttle back while I was lifting thetail around. When I climbed back in my cockpit I told him to let go and opened the throttleto take off. We had gone about fifty yards whenit suddenly occurred to him that the ship wasmoving and that the handle he was to hold on towas not where it should be. He had apparently-forgotten everything but that throttle, and with a death grip he hauled it back to the closed position. We had not gone far enough to prevent stopping before reaching the other end of the field and the only loss was the time required to taxi back over the rough ground to our starting point. Before taking off the next time, however, I gave very implicit instructions regarding that throttle.
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I had promised to give this negro a stunt ride yet I had never had any instruction in aerobatics. I had, however, been in a plane with Bahlduring two loops and one tailspin. I had alsobeen carefully instructed in the art of loopingby Reese who, forgetting that I was not flyinga Hisso standard with twice the power of myJenny, advised me that it was not necessary todive excessively before a loop but rather to flyalong with the motor full on until the planegathered speed, then to start the loop from alevel flying position.

I climbed up to three thousand feet and started in to fulfill my agreement by doing afew airsplashes, steep spirals and dives. Withthe first deviation from straight flight my passenger had his head down on the floor of thecockpit but continued to wave the red handkerchief with one hand while he was holding on toeverything available with the other, although hewas held in securely with the safety belt.

Finally, remembering my ground instructions, I leveled the plane off and with wide open motor waited a few moments to pick up maximum speed, then, slowly pulling back on thestick I began to loop. When I had gotten one-fourth of the way around, the ship was trembling in a nearly stalled position; still, the Curtiss motor was doing its best and it was not untilthe nose was pointing directly skyward at aninety degree angle that the final inertia was lostand for an instant we hung motionless in the perfect position for a whipstall. I kicked full rightrudder immediately to throw the plane over on its side but it was too late, the controls had no effect.

The negro meanwhile decided that the “flip flops” were over and poked his head over the sideof the cockpit looking for mother earth. At thatinstant we whipped. The ship gathered speedas it slid backwards towards the ground, the aircaught the tail surfaces, jerked them aroundpast the heavier nose and we were in a verticaldive; again in full control, but with no red handkerchief waving over the cockpit. I tried another loop in the same manner but just beforereaching the stalling point in the next one Ikicked the ship over on one wing and evaded awhipstall. After the second failure I decidedthat there must be something wrong with mymethod of looping and gave up any further attempt for that afternoon. But it was not untilwe were almost touching the ground that thebandanna again appeared above the cowling.

I remained in Maben for two weeks carrying over sixty passengers in all or about three hundred dollars worth. People flocked in from all over the surrounding country, some travelling for fifteen miles in oxcarts just to see the planefly.

One old negro woman came up and asked,—

“Boss! How much you all charge foah take me up to Heahen and leave me dah?”

I could have carried many more passengers hut it rained nearly every day and each flightrutted the field badly. When I landed itwas necessary to pass over a soft spot betweentwo hillsides, and before taking off I had to taxiback over this soft place on the way to the farcorner of the field. During the last few daysseveral men were required on each wing to pushthe plane through the mud to the hillside beyond.Another difficulty was that the old black wartime rubber shock absorber card had deterioratedto such an extent that I replaced it with hemprope and taxi-ing over the harder parts of thefield was a very rough procedure, especiallysince the ground had been plowed in years goneby and allowed to grow sod without beingharrowed.

I made several attempts to find another suitable field nearby but there was none from which I could safely operate.

Landing fields are of primary importance to safety in aviation. It is not a question of howsmall a field a plane can operate from, butrather of how large a field is necessary to makethat operation safe.

Large and well equipped airports situated close to cities will go far towards developingcommercial airlines and keeping the UnitedStates at the top in aeronautical activity.

The cities who foresee the future of air transportation and provide suitable airports will find themselves the center of airlines radiating inevery direction.

When an airline is organized, one of the primary considerations is the condition and location of the various landing fields where terminals arecontemplated. If the airport is small and inpoor condition, or if a passenger must of necessity spend nearly as much time in traveling from the business district out to the field as it will require for him to fly from the field to his destination, then it is very probable that some other city will be selected for the stopping point.


The condition of the field together with the fact that after a heavy rain it was often necessary to carry gasoline in five gallon cans a mileand a half over the railroad tracks by handforced me to leave Maben and a large numberof would be passengers behind, and early onemorning I took off for the last time and againheaded for Texas.







3

BARNSTORMING EXPERIENCES

I HAD strayed over a hundred miles off my course and experienced a minor crack-up,but I departed with two hundred and fiftymore dollars in my pocket than I had arrivedwith, besides confidence in my ability to makeat least a little more than expenses by barnstorming.

The constant rains had filled the rivers to overflowing, and after leaving Maben I flew overflooded territory nearly all the way to LakeVillage, Arkansas. Often the water was up tothe second story windows of the farmhouses, anda forced landing at any time would have at leastmeant nosing over.

I had installed the compass while waiting for the new propeller at Maben, and experiencedno further difficulty in holding my course.

After circling Lake Village I landed in a field several miles north of town. The nearestbuilding was a clubhouse and soon the keeperand his family had arrived beside the plane.They invited me to stay with them as long as Iwished, but the keeper persistently refused to accept a flight in return for his hospitality. I carried only a handful of passengers that afternoon.The flying territory around that part of thecountry was fairly good and there were a number of fields available for planes to land in. Consequently an airplane was no longer the drawingattraction that it was farther in the interior.

I staked the plane down much earlier than usual and went over to the clubhouse.

Evening came on with the clearness of a full moon and open sky. The landscape was illuminated with a soft yellow light; an ideal night forflying. I decided to see what the country lookedlike from the air at night and jokingly askedmy host to accompany me. To my surprise hewillingly agreed. For some reason he had nofear of a night flight although I had been unableto persuade him to go up with me in the daytime.What his reaction would have been, had heknown that I had never flown after dark before,is a matter of speculation.

We untied the plane, removed the canvases from engine and cockpit, and after a fewminutes spent in warming up the motor, taxieddown the field and took off for a moonlight flightdown the Mississippi and over Lake Village.

Later in the evening after the ship was again securely staked to the ground and we were sitting quietly in the clubhouse, my host stated thathe had never spent a more enjoyable quarter ofan hour in his life.

The next morning I was again heading towards Texas against a strong westerly wind which retarded the speed of the Jenny so greatlythat even with my double fuel capacity it wasnecessary to land at Farmerville, Louisiana, toreplenish my supply. From there I flew toTexarkana and landed between the stumps ofthe 1923 airport.

On the following morning I left Texarkana with a strong tail wind and after crossing thewestern end of the Ozark mountains, landed neara small town in north eastern Oklahoma whereI took on a fresh supply of fuel and againheaded north towards Lincoln, Nebraska.

My tanks began to run low about half way through Kansas and I picked out a hillside nearAlma. After flying low and dragging the fieldseveral times I came in for a landing, but justas the wheels were about to touch the ground Idiscovered that it was covered with fairly largerocks half hidden in the tall grass. I opened thethrottle to take off but the plane had lost toomuch speed for the motor to take effect and asit struck the ground the left wing hooked in therocks and groundlooped the ship to the left butwithout doing serious damage. The landinggear wires were strained and about two feet ofthe rear spar on the lower left wing tip wassnapped off. Nothing was broken howeverwhich would require immediate repairing.

The field was quite a distance from Alma and in order to get an early start in the morning Istayed with the ship that night. During theheavy rains at Maben, Mississippi, I had constructed a hammock of heavy canvas whichcould be suspended under the top wing.

I tied the corners of this hammock to the upper strut fittings and crawled into the three blanketsinside which were sewn up to form a bag. ThusI spent a comfortable night.

When I arrived over Lincoln the next day I circled over the Lincoln Standard factory, andafter landing on the old flying field south oftown, waited for the car which was sent out tobring in visiting airmen.

The remainder of the day was spent in “ground flying” with my friends in the factory.We had not been together for seven months andthe usual exchange of experiences was necessary.

I soon learned that Bud Gurney had made a parachute for himself and was intending to test itby the simple method of going up to an altitudeof fifteen hundred or two thousand feet and cutting loose from the plane. If the chute openedit was successful.

After a great deal of persuasion I prevailed upon him to let me take him up in my ship whilewe made the first test with a sand bag.

The tanks had just been filled with fuel but I had unlimited confidence in my Jenny and welashed the parachute and a sandbag on the rightwing. Bud, who weighed one hundred andsixty-five pounds himself, climbed into the frontcockpit and we started to take off with a totalload of about six hundred pounds, to say nothingof the resistance of the parachute and sandbagwhich were directly in the slipstream from thepropeller.

Even with this load we cleared the nearest obstacle by a safe margin and finally attained an altitude of about two hundred feet. Then wewere caught by a descending current of airwhich carried the plane down to within ten feetof the ground, and try as I would I could notget any higher. A wooded hill was directly infront, and to avoid striking the trees I turneddown wind. A railroad trestle was then in frontof us and we stalled over it by inches. For fiveminutes we dodged hills, trees, and houses. Isignaled Bud to cut the sandbag, but when hestarted to climb out of the cockpit to reach it,the added resistance brought the plane downstill lower. Then in front of us appeared arow of trees, much higher than the rest, whichI knew it would not be possible to get over.We were then passing over a grain field andI cut the gun and landed down wind. The grainwas high enough to keep the ship from rolling far and we unloaded the sandbag beforetaking off again. With the weight of the bag andits resistance gone, we had no trouble in gettingout of the grain and back to the flying field.

A week later Bud carried out his original intention of testing the chute. It was successful.

Before continuing the flight to Minnesota, Bud and I made a short barnstorming tripthrough eastern Nebraska. That territory hadbeen fairly well covered by other barnstormers,however, and we did very little business.

At one place where we landed we were overtaken by a violent thunderstorm combined with a strong wind. It came up so suddenly that wehad only time enough to tail the ship into thewind and lash the stick to keep the ailerons fromwhipping before the wind struck us. We wereboth holding on to the tail trying to keep theplane from blowing away. Following the windwas a heavy rain which covered the ground withwater and at each flash of lightning the electricity on the wires of the ship would pass to theground through our bodies with the intensity ofa booster magnet.

In an electric storm a plane acts as part of a condenser, since it is insulated from the groundby the rubber tires and wooden tailskid. It ispossible to receive a violent shock by standingon wet ground and holding on to one of thewires.

We were unable to let go of the ship in the high wind and could only remain and take thesedischarges as they came. Fortunately the stormdid not last long.

The night after our return to Lincoln we slept on the field so that I could get a good startin the morning. Bud was in the back of a Fordtruck, and I was in the hammock.

The next morning was overcast with local showers which were visible in every direction.I took off soon after daybreak and after flyingthrough several storms landed in a hayfield atForest City, Iowa, where I serviced the shipbetween showers and took off on the final flightto Shakopee, Minnesota, where I expected tomeet my father and carry him around on hiscampaign.

I found Shakopee covered by a cloudburst and in flying around waiting for the storm to passso that I could land I got into a heavy showernear Savage. One of the cylinders cut out, andI was circling preparatory to landing in a cloverfield when two more stopped firing. I was flying at less than a two hundred foot altitude andlosing that rapidly. It was necessary to landimmediately but the only choice of landing placeslay between a swamp and high trees. I took theswamp and cut the throttle. When the wheelstouched earth they rolled about twenty feet, sankin to the spreader bar and we nosed over.

The rudder did not quite touch the swamp grass and the plane stopped after passingthrough three-quarters of a semicircle, with theradiator cap and top wing resting on the ground.I was hanging on the safety belt but when I triedto open the clasp with one hand, holding on withthe other to keep from falling out on my head,I found it to be jammed. After several futileattempts to open it I reverted to the two strapbuckles at the end of the belt to release myselffrom the cockpit.

All this required not more than two or three minutes.

After getting out of the cockpit I inspected the plane carefully. Again there was little actualdamage. The propeller was badly cracked andwould have to be replaced; there was a crackin the spreader board which required windingwith strong cord. Otherwise the plane was inperfect condition although splashed with mud.

For once there was no one in sight and I made my way through the swamp to the nearest farmhouse. On the way I found that there was solidground along the edge of the swamp less than100 yards from the plane from which I couldtake off.

The farmer had seen the plane pass over in the rain and was on his way down towards theswamp when I met him. He informed me that itwas not possible to get horses through the mireout to the ship and that he had no idea of howI was to get it back to hard sod again.

I borrowed a rope from him to use in pulling the tail back to a normal position and we startedback to the swamp.

Meanwhile it seems that two boys had seen me land, and when I did not emerge from thecockpit immediately, had run to Savage with thenews that “an aviator had landed upside downin the swamp” and that they had “gone up andfelt of his neck and that it was stiff and he wasstone dead.”

I had flown over the town in the rain only a few minutes before, and as in those days it wasnot difficult for any one to believe anything aboutan airplane, the town promptly locked its doorsand came crawling and wading through theswamp. The older inhabitants followed therailroad track around its edge and by thetime I returned with the farmer and a ropethere were enough townspeople to solve myproblem by carrying the ship back onto solidground.

They were undoubtedly much disappointed at having come so far on a false alarm but turnedto willingly to help me get the ship out of theswamp.

The next edition of one of the Minneapolis papers carried the following item which typicallyexemplifies what has been the average man’sknowledge of aeronautics.

AIRPLANE CRASHES NEAR SAVAGE

Charles A. Lindbergh, son of ex-Congressman Lindbergh, crashed near Savage, Minnesota, this morning. Hewas flying in his plane three hundredfeet above the ground when it suddenlywent into a nose dive and landed on itspropeller in a swamp. Lindbergh sayshe will be flying again in three days.

After reading this and similar accounts of equally minor accidents of flight, it is little wonder that the average man would far rather watchsome one else fly and read of the narrow escapesfrom death when some pilot has had a forcedlanding or a blowout, than to ride himself. Evenin the post-war days of now obsolete equipment,nearly all of the serious accidents were causedby inexperienced pilots who were then allowedto fly or to attempt to fly—without license or restriction about anything they could coax intothe air—and to carry any one who might be beguiled into riding with them.

My next move was to wire to Little Falls for a propeller which Wyche had expressed fromAmericus and two days later joined my fatherin his campaign at Marshall.

My father had been opposed to my flying from the first and had never flown himself. However, he had agreed to go up with me at the firstopportunity, and one afternoon he climbed intothe cockpit and we flew over Redwood Falls together. From that day on I never heard a wordagainst my flying and he never missed a chanceto ride in the plane.

After the campaign was over I spent the remainder of the summer barnstorming through Minnesota, northern Iowa and western Wisconsin. Most of the time I was alone, but I took one student around with me for a few weeks while Iwas teaching him to fly, and then I barnstormedsouthern Minnesota with my mother for ten days.My mother had never objected to my flying, andafter her first flight at Janesville, Minnesota, shebecame an enthusiast herself.

We had been together constantly up to the start of my flying career and had both lookedforward to flying around together. Consequentlywhen the opportunity presented itself I wiredher to meet me at Janesville.

My mother enjoyed flying from the first and has made a number of flights with me; includinga round trip between Chicago and St. Louis inthe mail compartment of my plane.

Some weeks I barely made expenses, and on others I carried passengers all week long at fivedollars each. On the whole I was able to make afair profit in addition to meeting expenses anddepreciation.

One evening while I was waiting for chance passengers at a field in southern Minnesota, acar drove up with several young fellows in it, oneof whom was a graduate of the Army Air Service Training Schools. He asked me why I didnot apply for enlistment as a cadet at BrooksField and explained that by writing to the Chiefof Air Service at the War Department in Washington I could get enrollment blanks and full information on the course and its requirements.

I had always wanted to fly modern and powerful planes. Ever since I had watched a group of fourteen DeHavilands with their four hundred horsepower Liberty motors come into thefield at Lincoln in my flying school days, I hadlonged to fly one of them. The Army offeredthe only opportunity, for there were no Libertyengines flying around barnstorming. Consequently at the hotel that night I wrote my letterto the Chief of Air Service, and a few days laterwhen I received my next mail forwarded fromMinneapolis, a letter from Washington withthe enrollment blanks was included. The letterinformed me that a candidate must be betweentwenty and twenty-seven years of age inclusive,unmarried, of good physical condition, and musthave a high school education or its equivalent.

I completed and returned the forms, and a short time later received another message authorizing me to appear before an examining boardat Chanute Field, Rantoul, Illinois, in January,1924.

Toward the end of September I began to work south. Cold weather was coming on inMinnesota and most people did not enjoy flyingin an open cockpit in winter.

I barnstormed over into Wisconsin but found that some one had been carrying passengers forhalf price there. I had always conformed to therule in use among most pilots at that time, ofgiving a good ride for five dollars but not carrying any one for less. So I left southern Wisconsin and turned towards Illinois. After takingoff I decided to take in the International Air Races at St. Louis, which were then in progress; so instead of sizing up each town I passed overfor its passenger possibilities, I flew towards St.Louis until the gasoline ran low, then landed,took on a fresh supply from a passing gas truck,and pressed on to Carlinville, Illinois. ThereI picked up more fuel, and a twenty-five dollarpassenger for St. Louis.

As we neared Lambert Field where the races were being held we passed over the race coursewhile the bombers’ contest was in progress. Ilanded on a hill east of Lambert in order to keepout of the way of the races, and waited untilevening before hopping over and staking myship down at the end of one of the long rows ofcivilian planes.

A large number of my old friends were attending the races and soon after landing I met Bud Gurney who, together with one of the flyingstudents at Lincoln, had managed to get to theraces without buying a Pullman ticket. Hehad brought his chute with him and was enteredin the parachute spot landing contest, in whichhe was to be the last attraction of the meet bystaging a double drop.

In the evening, after the races were over for the day, I carried a few passengers and lookedover the different types of planes. I would havegiven the summer’s barnstorming profits gladlyin return for authority to fly some of the newertypes, and I determined to let nothing interferewith my chance of being appointed a FlyingCadet in the Army. This appeared to be myonly opportunity to fly planes which would roarup into the sky when they were pointed in thatdirection, instead of having to be wished up overlow trees at the end of a landing field.

When I went to St. Louis it was with the expectation of pressing on still farther south when the races were over, but with Bud’s assistance Isold my Jenny to his friend, flying instructionincluded. Marvin Northrop who had flown aStandard down from Minneapolis had sold hisship in St. Louis also; together with a course inflying. Since it was necessary for him to returnhome immediately, I agreed to instruct hisstudent while mine was learning on the Jenny.

I had promised to carry Bud for his last jump, and towards evening on the final day of the raceshe packed his two chutes and tied them togetherwith the only rope he could find. It was ratherold but we decided that it would hold and if it didnot the only consequence would be a little longerfall before the second chute opened.

I coaxed the old Jenny up to seventeen hundred feet and as we passed to the windward of the field Bud cut loose. The first chute opened atonce, but in opening, the strain on the old ropewas too great and it snapped releasing the secondchute which fell another two hundred feet beforeopening.

Planes were circling all around the parachute and flying in every direction without apparentregard for one another. The air was kept in constant motion by their propellers, and the chuteswung from side to side in the rough currentswith the result that Bud broke an arm as helanded among the crowd on the side of a ditch.This was the only accident in which any one wasinjured during the entire meet.

For the next few weeks I instructed my two students and made a short barnstorming tourthrough Illinois.
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HEADING SOUTH

WHEN the period of instruction was completed I flew the old Jenny up tomy student’s home in Iowa and, afterwatching him make a few solo flights from hishome field, I left on a train for Lincoln. Mylast sight of the old Jenny was as it passed twohundred feet over the station near the center oftown—and my parting instruction had been tokeep a safe gliding angle when over the city andunder no circumstances to come below fifteenhundred feet.

I went to Lincoln to get an S.V.A., which is a two-place Italian pursuit plane, and fly it backto St. Louis. But on arriving I learned that itwas in the old Pulitzer Field near Omaha and in questionable condition. It was reported that some cows had eaten all the fabric off the rudder.Cows and mules are fond of the fabric covering,and it is not uncommon to hear of a plane beingcompletely stripped by these animals in a fewminutes. On the other hand, I have left a machine unguarded in the same pasture with cattlefor days without having them touch it. And during the two weeks I spent at Maben, Mississippi,there had been a number of mules in the samepasture with my ship yet they apparently nevercame near it.

We filled the back of a touring car with a new rudder and other spare parts, and drove toOmaha the next morning.

The S.V.A. was in even worse condition than had been represented. In addition to needinga new rudder, part of the lock-stitching hadbroken in the wings and as a result, the fabric wasvery loose. The radiator had developed a number of leaks which some one had attempted tostop by dumping in a pailful of bran. And when we eventually did get it started the engine skipped badly and would not “rev” up over1100 R.P.M.

At last we decided to attempt to fly the ship to Lincoln where it would be much more convenient to work on it, and I took off with asputtering motor and with the centigrade fivedegrees below boiling. At the end of fiveminutes the needle was crowding the peg at 115°,and in fifteen minutes the water expansion tankexploded. I landed in a Stubblefield and hiredthe farmer to hitch his team to the ship and haulit to a fence corner next to his house, where Ileft it to be taken apart and hauled to Lincolnby truck.

I passed the month of December barnstorming in Illinois, and in January went to Chanute Field to take the entrance examinations for aFlying Cadet.

On one occasion while at Lambert Field I had made a short flight into the Ozark foothillswith Leon Klink, an automobile dealer who had bought a Canuck that fall and was just learning to fly it. After I returned from Chanute Field and was waiting for the results of my examinations, we decided to make a pleasure flightthrough the south, barnstorming only enough tomake current expenses, if possible. Klinkwanted to learn to fly, and at the same time takea vacation, while my only objective was to keepflying and at the same time be ready to enter thenext class at Brooks Field which commenced inMarch, providing my examinations had beenpassed satisfactorily.

Accordingly on the twenty-third of January we took off from Lambert Field in five belowzero weather and headed for the Sunny South.

Our first stop was at Perryville, Missouri, where we visited with some of Klink’s friendsfor several days, and carried nineteen passengers. After leaving Perryville we flew toHickman, Kentucky, and landed in a soft fieldeast of town. We had passed out of the extremely cold weather and the wheels of our plane sank several inches into the southern mud. When we had refueled and attempted to take-off,it was impossible to get enough speed to lift thetires out of the mud. So Klink got out and Itried to take off alone. On the third attemptthe ship gained enough speed for the wings tobegin to carry a portion of the load and keep thewheels from sinking so deeply; then it was onlya matter of a few more feet before I was off.

I picked out a hayfield a little further from town, which appeared to be a little more solidthan the first, and landed. By that time it wastoo late to make another hop before dusk, and aseven the new field was too soft to make it advisable to carry any passengers, we left theCanuck tied to a fence and went into Hickmanfor the night.

The first effort to take off the following morning was unsuccessful, also the second. We could not gain a speed of over five miles an hour overthe soft ground. Finally, with the assistance ofseveral men pushing on each wing, we got theship to the top of a gentle rise which gave usenough of a start to take off without seriousdifficulty. We stopped once in Tennessee forfuel; then at Friar Point, Mississippi, where welanded in an old cotton field and tied down forthe night.

The Canuck had only one fuel tank with a capacity of twenty-three gallons or enough tolast for two and a half hours. By leaving halfan hour for locating a landing field, which wasquite difficult at times, we had enough gasolineremaining for about one hundred and twenty-fivemiles in still air. If we were bucking a head windit would be just that much less.

We spent the night with one of the plantation hands near the field and the next day in seeingthe country and carrying a handful of passengers. In the evening we visited a “haunted”house with a party of the younger residents butwere unable to find any “haunts.”

Our next stop was at Hollandale, then Vicksburg, where we landed in a little field six miles north of town by slipping in down the side ofa small mountain and ground-looping beforestriking a stump. After a day seeing Vicksburgwe flew to Clinton where the passenger tradewas quite lively and another day passed makingsightseeing flights.

We refueled at Hattiesburg and Mobile, then landed at the Naval Air Station near Pensacola,Florida, where the Commanding Officer showedus every courtesy during our visit.

At last I received notice from the War Department to the effect that my examination had been satisfactorily passed, along with an order to appear at Brooks Field, San Antonio, Texas, intime to enter the March fifteenth class of FlyingCadets.

Klink and I decided to cut short our stay at Pensacola and to work our way as far west astime would allow before it was necessary for meto leave for Brooks Field.

We had promised to take one of the ladies of the post for a short hop before leaving, and on the morning of our departure I took off for a test flight before taking the lady over Pensacola. Justafter the ship had left the field and was abouttwo hundred feet high over the bay, the motor“reved” down to about five hundred. I bankedaround in an attempt to get back to the field butlacked by about fifteen feet enough altitudeto reach it, and was forced to land in the sandhills less than a hundred feet from the edgeof the flying field. The first hill wiped off mylanding gear and one wheel went up through thefront spar on the lower left wing, breaking it offabout two feet from the fuselage.

A quick survey of the plane showed that we would require a new landing gear and propellerin addition to the material required to splice thespar.

The Navy hauled the plane into one of its large dirigible hangars and allowed us to makeuse of its equipment in repairing the damage.We purchased a spare landing gear and apropeller, then built a box frame around thebroken spar and after gluing all the joints,screwed it in position and wound the splice withstrong cord, which was then shrunk tight by several coats of dope. In this way the splice wasmade stronger than the original spar had everbeen.

When we were not working on the ship we made several trips to the old Spanish forts whichprotected the city during the days when Floridastill belonged to Spain. These are in an excellent state of preservation and contain a number of passageways, one of which is supposed tolead underground between the two fortifications,but although we searched carefully for the opening to this tunnel we never found it.

In all we spent about a week repairing the plane and when it was ready to fly once more Itested it with an Irving parachute borrowed fromone of the officers of the station. That wasthe first service type of chute I had ever worn andI experienced the unique feeling of not caringparticularly whether the ship held together during the tests or not. I put that Canuck throughmaneuvers which I would never have dreamedof doing with it before, yet with the confidenceof absolute safety.

The advent of the service parachute was a tremendous step forward in the advance of aviation. It gave the test pilot a safe means of escape inmost cases when all else had failed. It permittedformations to fly closer in comparative safetyand in short allowed flyers to learn more abouttheir planes than ever before. All this contributed to the ever increasing knowledge of practical flying which makes possible the safety ofpresent air commerce.

The airplane parachute has developed with the rapidity of the planes themselves. For yearsdescents with chutes were made from balloons,but the first jump from a plane was by Capt.Berry at St. Louis, Missouri, in 1912. His parachute was a comparatively crude affair and ofno use in an emergency. Ten years later, servicetype parachutes had been perfected which werestrong enough to stand any strain the weight ofa man’s body falling through the air could placeon them, no matter how many thousand feet hefell before releasing the parachute from its pack;and today, fifteen years after Capt. Berry madethe first jump from an airplane, every army andair mail pilot is required to wear a parachute.

The test flight over, we lashed a five gallon can of gasoline on each wing and followed alongthe Gulf of Mexico to Pascagoula, Mississippi.There was a small crack half way down the backof the Canuck’s gasoline tank and when the gasno longer oozed out through the crack we knewthat the tank was half empty. By carrying thetwo gas cans we obtained an extra hour’s cruisingrange, and when the main tank became low Iwould pour their contents into it through a shortlength of steam hose. In this way we expectedto make longer flights between landing fields andpartially make up for the time lost at Pensacola.

From Pascagoula we went to New Orleans, landing in the race track north of the city. Thento Lake Charles and from there to Rice Field atHouston, Texas. At Rice Field we installedthree fuel tanks under the top wing and centersection, which gave us twenty-seven gallons extracapacity, or, in addition to the five gallon canslashed on the wings, a cruising range of aboutfour hundred miles.

The field was covered with water and as our next stop was to be Brooks Field, which is justa few miles south of San Antonio, we only filledthe wing and main tanks, leaving the five galloncans empty.

At Brooks I obtained definite instructions to report not later than March fifteenth.

It was then the end of February but we decided to push on as far west as the intervening time would allow. Then I would return by railand Klink would continue alone.

We filled all of our tanks and after running along the ground for half a mile, stalled into theair; but after three circles of Brooks Field werecompleted and the plane was less than fifty feethigh we landed and left one of the cans. Klinkheld the other in his lap in the rear cockpit.

We had no more trouble in attaining several hundred feet of altitude with the lessened loadand greatly lessened resistance, which counted formuch more than the weight of the gasoline, but anhour later, when the elevation of the ground below us increased as the mountains were approached, we were again just skimming the mesquiteand cactus. At last it was necessary for Klink toheave his gas can over the side and for me to turnthe ship down a ravine to keep from striking theground. It was disappointing enough to leavethe first can at Brooks Field but I do not believeKlink will ever forget the sight of the secondas it burst on the ground below us.

Sometime later we came to the West Nueces River and, mistaking it for the Rio Grande,turned north. We had been cutting across country but had hardly flown long enough to havereached the Rio Grande. The Rio Grande wasthe only river, according to my map, with a railroad running along the northeast bank. Wefollowed the West Nueces to Camp Woodwhere the rails ended. By that time I knewthat the map was in error and we were on thewrong course, but as there was insufficientfuel remaining to warrant our cutting across themountains to the west, we landed in a small sheeppasture near Barksdale. This pasture was notlarge enough for us both to take off together soI flew the ship over to Camp Wood alone andlanded in the town square. With the wind blowing from the right direction, and by taking offunder two telephone lines and over one road,the square afforded a long enough runway, provided the wind was blowing from the properdirection.

The next day conditions were ideal but Klink wanted to go to a dance that evening, and theday after, the wind was blowing from the opposite direction. Our remaining time was passingrapidly and we were both anxious to get to California before my return to Brooks Field. If wecould get the plane to a larger field six milessouth of Camp Wood we would have room totake off with a full load of gasoline.

One of the town streets was wide enough to take off from, provided I could get a forty-fourfoot wing between two telephone poles forty-sixfeet apart and brush through a few branches oneach side of the road later on. We pushed theship over to the middle of the street and I attempted to take off. The poles were about fiftyfeet ahead and just before passing between themthere was a rough spot in the street. One of thewheels got in a rut and I missed by three inchesof the right wing tip. The pole swung the planearound and the nose crashed through the wall ofa hardware store, knocking pots, pans and pitch-forks all over the interior.

The merchant and his son thought that an earthquake was in progress and came running outinto the street. He was highly pleased to findan airplane halfway into his place of businessand not only refused to accept anything for damages, but would not even allow us to have the wallrepaired. He said the advertising value wasmuch more than the destruction.

The greatest damage to the plane was a broken propeller, although from that time on it alwayscarried left rudder. We wired for a new propeller and a can of dope from Houston and ina few days were hedgehopping the mountain topsin true Canuck fashion on our way west.

A Canuck, or J.N.4C is nothing more or less than a Canadian Jenny and while it islighter and performs a little better than aJenny, it is subject to the same characteristicof being able to just miss most everything itpasses over.

We passed over the Rio Grande and cut through a corner of Mexico, then landed on oneof the Army emergency fields at Pumpville andinduced the officer in charge to sell us enoughgasoline to continue our flight.

Dusk overtook us near Maxon, Texas, and we landed between the cactus and Spanish daggerwest of the town, which consisted of a sectionhouse and three old box cars of the type usedthroughout the Southwest for housing the Mexican section hands.

The section boss was living alone. He was soon to be relieved and stationed in some more populated locality. We spent the night with himand in the morning cleared a runway for theship. Maxon was quite a distance above sealevel and as the air was less dense, an airplanerequired a longer distance to take off in. Therewas a small mountain on the east end of the fieldand the land sloped upwards toward the west.We worked until midday cutting sagebrush andcactus. There was a light breeze from the westand the air was hot and rough. After usingthree quarters of the runway the Canuck roseabout four feet above the ground but stoppedthere, and when the end of the runway was passedthe wings and landing gear scraped along on thesagebrush. As soon as we picked up a little extra flying speed, another clump of sagebrushwould slow the ship down again until, after wehad gone about two hundred yards, a large Spanish dagger plant passed through the front sparof the lower left wing. After being cut off by theinternal brace wires, it remained firmly plantedin the center of the outer bay. We landed immediately and found the plane to be undamaged except for a fourteen inch gap in the sparand a number of rips in the wing fabric.

The engineer on a passing freight train had seen us go down and stopped long enough forKlink to climb on board. It was agreed thatKlink would go to the nearest place where hecould get the material to make repairs, while Iremained with the plane. We were thirty-twomiles from the nearest store and as the sectionboss was leaving that day for his new location,I walked a mile and a half to a ranch house,where I arranged for accommodations until wewere ready to fly again.

Klink went all the way to El Paso before he could get any dope and wing fabric. Meanwhile I spent the day with the plane, and a large part of the night following the ranchers’ hounds intheir search for wildcats and panthers. Theyhad treed a large cat the night before while wewere staying in the section house, but were unable to duplicate their performance for my benefit. About all I succeeded in accomplishingafter following them for hours, was to pull onedog out of a wire fence which had caught hisfoot as he jumped over.

Klink returned with a can of pigmented dope, two lengths of crating board, some nails andscrews, a can of glue, several balls of chalkline,and enough fabric to replace the torn wing covering. We borrowed a butcher knife, a needle andthread, and an axe from the rancher, and setin to make the Canuck airworthy once more.We hewed the crating down roughly to size, cutit into proper lengths with an old hacksaw bladefrom our toolkit, and finished it off with thebutcher knife. In a short time we had constructed a second box splice similar to the one at Pensacola, but a few feet farther out on the spar.

We had just enough dope to cover the splice, so the fabric in the outer bay was left undoped;and after we had sewed up the longer rentscaused by the sagebrush, we were once moreready to take the air.

It was too near the fifteenth of March to continue west, so we decided to take the Canuck back to San Antonio where we would finish off therepairs and Klink would continue on to California alone.
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TRAINING AT BROOKS FIELD

I ARRIVED at Brooks Field on March 15th, 1924, but was not enlisted as a FlyingCadet until March 19th. Ordinarily a cadetenlists at the nearest station to his home and isgiven free transportation to his post of serviceand back to the enlistment point after his discharge. By enlisting at Brooks I was entitledto no transportation allowance except possiblybus fare back from Kelly where I graduated ayear later.

There were one hundred and four of us in all, representing nearly every state in the Union.We filled the cadet barracks to overflowing.There were two cots to each window and someof us were even quartered in the recreation hall.

We were a carefree lot, looking forward to a year of wonderful experiences before we weregraduated as second lieutenants and given ourwings. Nearly all of us were confident that wewould be there to graduate a year later. Wehad already passed the rigid physical and mentalentrance examinations which so many of theother applicants had failed. We had no doubtof our ability to fly although most of us hadnever flown before, and we had yet to get ourfirst taste of the life of a flying cadet.

By the time we had been in the barracks a few hours stories began circulating around whichoriginated from conversations with the last classof cadets who were waiting to be transferred tothe advanced flying school at Kelly.

Rumors of “Benzine Boards” and “wash-outs,” “academic work” and “eight-hour examinations,” “one eighty’s,” and “check pilots,” “wallswith ears” and “cadet etiquette”—these and ahundred other strange terms were condescendingly passed down to us by the old cadets of sixmonths experience. Someone remarked that lessthan forty per cent of us could expect to finishthe primary training at Brooks and that probably half of those would be washed out at Kelly.

By bed check that night we had already begun to feel the apprehension which is a part of a flying cadet’s life from his first day at Brooks untilhe has received his pilot’s wings at Kelly.

Our actual flying training was to begin on the first of April. Two weeks were required to become organized and learn the preliminary dutiesof a cadet. During these two weeks we were inoculated against typhoid and small-pox at thehospital, taught the rudiments of cadet etiquette,given fatigue duty, required to police thegrounds surrounding our barracks, inspecteddaily, and instructed and given examinations infive subjects. In our spare time we were allowedto look around the post or take the bus to SanAntonio, provided, however, that we were backin bed not later than ten o’clock on Sunday,Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday and Friday nights. At all other times we could stay out as late as we desired.

When we did have a few spare moments in the afternoon, they were usually spent in trying to“chizzle” a hop from one of the instructors onthe line.

Early one morning we were allowed to take the training ships out and push them to the linefor the old cadets to fly. But when one of theplanes nosed over after eight husky rookiesheaved up on the hundred and fifty pound tailsit was decided to put us to work moving hydrogen cylinders for a balloon ascension.

As the first of April approached we were looking forward to the start of actual flying withgreat anticipation. Coupled with this was theanxiety of waiting for the returns from our examination papers, the failure of any two of whichwould be sufficient cause for their owner to bewashed out from the courses.

The flying instruction was carried on from two stages or different sections of the field. I wasassigned to B stage which was about a half mileout in the field from the cadet barracks. Eachinstructor had about six cadets assigned to him,and early in the morning on the first day ofApril, our instruction commenced. I was assigned to Sergeant Winston, together with fiveother cadets. We pushed his instruction planeout from the hangar to the line. Sergeant Winston picked out one of us, told him to get intothe rear cockpit and was off. The rest of uswalked over to B stage, watching for tarantulasalong the road on the way.

In 1924, the Curtiss Jenny was still used by the Army for a training plane, although the 90H.P. Curtiss OX-5 engines had been replacedby 150 H.P. Hispano-Suizas. The more moderntypes of planes for training were still in the experimental stage. The Jennies had been designed during the war and they were becomingobsolete, but it is doubtful whether a better training ship will ever be built, although undoubtedlythe newest type is much safer. Jennies wereunderpowered; they were somewhat tricky andthey splintered badly when they crashed hard;but when a cadet learned to fly one of them, well,he was just about capable of flying anything onwings with a reasonable degree of safety.

I had been particularly fortunate in my assignment of an instructor. Sergeant Winston held the record for flying time in the army withabout thirty-three hundred hours. He was anexcellent pilot and knew how to instruct if hewanted to. When my turn came he asked mehow much flying time I had had and after I toldhim about three hundred and twenty-five hourshe turned the controls over to me with orders totake the ship around and land it. I had somedifficulty in flying with my right hand. Thewartime ships which I was accustomed to werebuilt to be flown with the left, but after the Armistice it was decided to change the throttle overto the other side on the theory that the right handwas the natural one to fly with. After threelandings, however, Sergeant Winston got out ofthe cockpit and told me to fly around for thirtyminutes and try to get used to right handedpiloting.

When we were not flying we were gathered around the stage house watching the progressof our classmates and learning how to turn thepropellers over in starting the engine withoutplacing ourselves in a position to be struck incase it kicked backwards. To a pilot, the propeller is the most dangerous part of his plane,and is a constant source of worry to himwhen his ship is on the ground among peoplewho vie with each other in seeing how close theycan stand to the whirring blade while the motoris still running. Then there is usually a contestto see who can be first to move it up and downafter it stops turning over.

A cadet is usually given about ten hours of dual instruction before he is allowed to solo. Theinstructor first takes him up and after flyingaround for a few minutes, allows the student totake hold of the controls to get an approximateidea of the amount and direction of movementnecessary for gentle banks and turns. Then theinstructor throws his hands up in the air in fullview of the student—the signal that he hasturned over entire control of the ship. The cadetis given the opportunity suddenly to realize thatflying is not a simple operation of pulling thestick back to go up and pushing it forward tocome down, hut that an instinctive and synchronized movement of all controls is necessary evento keep the machine in level flight.

For a moment after the pilot turns over the controls the plane keeps on a straight course, thenthe nose begins to lose its normal position on thehorizon, a wing dips down, and a blast of airrushes in from one side of the cockpit. Carefully learned instructions are forgotten and thecontrols serve only to move the earth still fartherfrom its proper position. All this time the instructor’s hands are gripping the top of the cowling. The cadet realizes that it is up to himselfin some manner to level the plane out into a normal flying position once more, not realizing foran instant that his instructor can operate thestick nearly as well with his knees as with hishand and that he has probably already savedthe plane from falling into a spin several times.

After splashing around the sky in this manner for several minutes the pilot brings his ship hack into position and pulling up into a stallwith a throttled motor, roars back his instructions at a cadet who is much more absorbed inwatching the approaching ground below than inlistening to his instructor. When forty-fiveminutes have passed, the ship is flown back andlanded near the stage house where the next cadet,with helmet and goggles adjusted, is waiting forhis turn in the air. The first climbs out and takeshis place on the bench surrounding the base ofthe building and the plane is off to repeat theperformance over again.

At the end of ten hours, if the cadet is not capable of soloing he is in grave danger of being washed out as a flyer. However, if the instructor believes that a little more time will besufficient and that the student has shown signsof eventually becoming a military pilot, the dualinstruction may he continued for three or fourmore hours.

At Brooks when an instructor came to the conclusion that one of his students would nevermaster the art of flying quickly enough to keepup with the standard of the class, he turned thecadet over for a check hop with the stage commander who was always a pilot of long experience. Few cadets ever passed this check; if thestage commander believed that any cadet hadbeen misjudged, however, he had authority toplace him back on flying status for further instruction. If the commander concurred with thedecision of the instructor, he recommended thecadet for a final check on headquarters stagewith the chief check pilot. The decision of thisofficer was final and to be returned to flying aftera flight with him was an occurrence seldomrecorded in cadet history. After failing his finalcheck flight a cadet was ordered to appear beforea board of officers known as the “BenzineBoard.” If he was reporting for misconduct oracademic deficiency there was still some slighthope of beating the board, but if it was for inability to fly, the decision of “washout” was aforegone conclusion.

The washing out for our class commenced in earnest with the approach of solo flights and thereturns from our examinations. I was fortunateenough to have passed them and my previous flying experience kept me from worryingon any other account during the first part of ourtraining.

There was no disgrace in washing out. It simply meant in the majority of cases, that thecadet was not especially adapted to flying andhe was sent back to his point of enlistment withan honorable discharge and the advice to take upsome other form of occupation.

Our first “Benzine Board” met about a month after the start of school and reconvened more orless regularly from that time until we were readyto be graduated from the primary school andtransferred to Kelly for instructions on servicetypes of planes.

With the washing out process our barracks became less congested. It was not unusual tosee the fellows on both sides pack up and cheerfully depart for destinations in different corners of the United States. After a few weeks therewould be one bunk standing where eight hadbeen this in some part of the barracks onwhich the decisions of the “Benzine Board” hadfallen hardest. In another case an entire bay waswashed out and left entirely vacant. We neverknew who would be next to go, and we could onlycontinue to plug along as best we could with ourflying and study a little harder on our ground-school work while we waited for the almostweekly list of washouts to be published on ourbulletin board. We were in the full swing ofcadet life and under the constant apprehensionwhich accompanies it.

Along with our trials and worries went the fascination of flying together with the pricelessgoal before us of graduation with an Air Servicecommission. The wings of the service would hefor those of us who were able to survive the rigidtraining and discipline of a year in the UnitedStates Army flying schools.

Always there was something new to look forward to. The start of actual flying; the first solo; learning various stunts and maneuvers;transitions from Jennies to faster and quickerships; and finally our transfer to Kelly Field,the alma mater of Army fliers.

The Army Air Service was an exacting instructor. There was no favoritism shown and no amount of politics could keep a cadet from beingwashed out if he fell down in flying. As a result,only a small per cent of those entering Brooksever graduate from Kelly. In our class of onehundred and four, thirty-three finished their primary training and only eighteen of us receivedour wings. This appears on the surface to be anunusually low number but as a result of the rigidrequirements and careful instruction, our AirCorps schools rank among the best in theworld today. They have an extremely low fatality list, not one man in our class being seriouslyinjured.

Probably the most exciting period in our flying training was when the soloing began. The instructor would climb out of his cockpit, tie awhite handkerchief on the rudder as a dangersignal, indicating that the ship was usually out ofcontrol, and signal his student to take off. Insome cases the plane would take off nicely, circlethe field and make a comparatively good landing.In others the landing would amount to a seriesof bounces, resulting in the necessity of a secondor third attempt before the wheels would holdcontact with the ground more than a fraction ofa second at a time. In one particular instance,after several futile attempts to get down, thecadet began circling around overhead. His apparent idea was to clinch the chances of landingon his next attempt by waiting until the gasolineran out. His instructor was out in the field trying to flag him down without the slightest success and for half an hour we watched the shipintently for the first signs of a lowering gas supply; hoping that the fuel would not hold outmuch longer as the morning flying period wasnearly over and we were all anxious to see himland. After half an hour, however, he apparently regained enough courage and determination to make a last attempt at a landing, whichturned out much more successfully than theothers.

When the solo flights were more or less successfully completed the flying instruction was divided into two periods of forty-five minuteseach. One of these was used for dual and theother for solo practice.

The instructor would attempt to smooth out the rough points in his students’ flying and demonstrate the method of going through newmaneuvers so that the cadet could be given theopportunity to go up alone and try out themaneuvers for himself.

One of the first lessons was the “three sixty”— so named because its completion required a totalchange in direction of three hundred and sixtydegrees. The cadet would take off and climb toeight hundred or a thousand feet. The higherhe went the less difficulty he had in properly completing the maneuver. Then he would fly intothe wind directly over a landing “T” in the centerof the field. As the plane passed over the “T”he throttled his motor and made a quick bankeither to the right or left depending upon his preliminary instructions. The object was to makea complete circle and land without using themotor, bringing the plane to a stop beside the“T.”

“One eightys” were the next requirement and they were probably the cause of more crashesthan any other maneuver. They were started inthe same manner as the “three sixty,” but withthe plane heading down wind and at only fivehundred feet altitude. They required quickmanipulation of controls and a steep bank intothe field just before landing.

Next came acrobatics. Loops, spins, barrel rolls, Jenny Immelmans, figure-eights, wing-overs, and reversements, every one of which eachcadet had to master thoroughly during his courseat Brooks.

After the first few weeks had passed we became more or less accustomed to life in the cadet detachment, and found a little time now and thento look around the country and even spend anight in San Antonio. Our examinations werepurposely given on Saturday morning so that wewould not spend the week end studying. It waswell known that too much studying affected acadet’s flying and the school schedule was arranged with that in mind.

Our day began with first call at five forty-five and flying started about seven. At eleven we returned to the barracks and from one to fiveo’clock was devoted to ground school. After supper we could study until bed check at ten o’clock. Plenty of sleep is a necessity for thestudent pilot, and that fact is recognized nowheremore than in the army schools. Every weeknight at ten p.m. the cadet officer of the daychecks each bunk and turns in the names of anyvacant ones. Some of our academic subjects,such as aerodynamics and machine guns requirednearly all of our time after school because ofapproaching examinations, whereas others werecomparatively easy and the classroom instructionwas sufficient in itself. When we were not studying there were always plenty of other things toattract our attention. If one of the boys left thepost, as sometimes happened, he often returnedto find his belongings heaped together in themiddle of the floor with the army cots piled ontop. Several times some cadet returned at midnight to find his equipment carefully transferredand set up on the roof or in the mess-hall. Another one of the favorite sports was to put a hosein the bed of a sound sleeper at two a.m. or, ifhe slept with his mouth open, to fill it from a tubeof shaving cream or hair grease.

One of the fellows found a scorpion in his bed and each night for a week thereafter lookedthrough the bedding for another, but finally became careless and forgot to look. His nearestneighbor promptly placed a number of grasshoppers between the sheets near the foot of the bed.

Another evening it was reported that three pole-cats had crawled into a culvert in front ofthe barracks. For an hour we attempted tosmoke them out. When that failed the fire department was called and we washed them out.The smoke had evidently taken effect, however,and soon three dead pole-cats came floating outfrom the culvert. The next problem was how tomake use of such possibilities. That questionwas worthy of a most careful consideration.After a survey of the barracks we found thatour cadet first sergeant was in San Antonio.There was scarcely one of us who did not havesome small score to settle with him so we tookone of the pillows from his bed and after removing the pillow case, placed it behind one of thepole-cats. The desired results were then obtainedby stepping on the back end of the cat, and aftercautiously inserting the pillow back in its case,we replaced it on the first sergeant’s bunk. Theresults were far above expectation. One by onethe occupants of that bay arose and carried theircots outside, until by midnight, when our sergeant returned, there were only a half dozenbunks left including his own. By that time theodor had permeated through the other beddingand he was unable to locate the pillow as beingthe primary cause of offense. Any night fornearly two weeks thereafter our first sergeantand his cot might be located out behind the barracks, and the inspection of quarters, which wasto have been held the following morning, waspostponed indefinitely.

During our last six weeks at Brooks, life became much less difficult. Most of us who had survived the check pilots and “Benzine Board”were reasonably sure of graduating and althoughour studies were just as exacting as ever, we wereable to absorb them much more easily. Also wehad passed our primary flying tests and weremaking cross country flights in T.W.3’s; andlearning formation flying in Voughts. Andfinally we were given a few hours in DeHavilands in preparation for the advanced training atKelly.

We were paired up for the cross country flights. One of us flew on the way out, while thesecond acted as observer. On the return flight wetraded about, so that each achieved an equalamount of experience, both as an observer andas a pilot. These trips were usually laid out ina triangular course, and included landing at eachcorner of the triangle.

While on one of our first trips from the home airdrome, we landed in the designated fieldalongside of a road just as a load of watermelons was passing by, so we carried several of themback to the Detachment in our plane.

Always there was some new experience, always something interesting going on to make the time spent in Brooks and Kelly one of the banner years in a pilot’s life. The training is rigidand difficult but there is none better. A cadetmust be willing to forget all other interest in lifewhen he enters the Texas flying schools and hemust enter with the intention of devoting everyeffort and all of the energy during the nexttwelve months towards a single goal. But whenhe receives the wings at Kelly a year later he hasthe satisfaction of knowing that he has graduatedfrom one of the world’s finest flying schools.
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RECEIVING A PILOTS WINGS

IN September, 1924, we were transferred to Kelly. The time we had looked forwardto for half a year had arrived. We werethrough the period of just learning how to flyand were entering a new experience; that oflearning how to make use of our flying abilityin actual service. We would no longer be floating around the airdrome in machines whose onlypurpose was to stand up under the hard knocksof inexperienced pilots; but we were going to flyplanes which had an actual military value inwarfare.

We were old cadets and felt the importance of our experience. We were no longer treated asrookies but as potential officers. Before leavingBrooks we had conformed with cadet traditions and allowed groups of the new class to gather around us while we gravely spoke of examinations, check pilots, “Benzine Boards,” and“washouts.” We thoroughly enjoyed the awe inspired by our seventy-five hours of flying experience.

At Kelly our difficulties set in with renewed vigor. The DeHavilands did not maneuver likethe training Jennies, and we were required to flyas we had never flown before. If a cadet was notable to handle his ship in a maneuver which wasat least equal to the standard, he was usuallyheading towards home within a week.

We were allowed a few days to become accustomed to flying the new type of plane, then an instructor would go up with us to see if our progress had been satisfactory. If so we were sent to the next stage; if not we went up with a checkpilot.

From landings we went to the “eight” stage, where were assigned two landmarks such as atree and a haystack several hundred feet apartand required to do figure eights around them.Then came the spot landing stage, when wethrottled our engine at about a thousand feet andwere required to land in a large white circle without using our motor. On this stage we weregraded on our take-off, climb, approach, landing,roll, distance from mark, and method of handlingthe ship. In fact at Kelly we were constantlyunder observation and our only method of relaxation while flying was when the sky wascloudy and we could get above the clouds.

On one occasion we were flying with a low ceiling and the visibility was not very good. Infact it was an ideal day to do the things we werenot supposed to. I was hedgehopping alongover the country when I saw another D.H. playing around on my right. I flew over, and afterchasing each other around for a while we proceeded to do chandelles, vertical banks, wingovers, and everything else we could think of; allwithin a few feet of the ground as the cloudsthemselves were only about three hundred feethigh. At last I decided to go up close to the otherplane for a little low formation flying, but as Iapproached I saw that there were two men in theship and that I had been breaking every ruleever established about low flying with an instructor watching me from another ship. I leftthat locality with wide open motor and for several days expected to be called on the carpet before the commanding officer on a washoutoffense. That instructor must have been a goodsport, however, because I never heard from himand never was able to find out who he was.

On another occasion, near the end of my course, I came very near being washed out forsomething I knew nothing about. I had beenpracticing landings in an S.E.-5 on one cornerof Kelly Field. When my time had expired, Ilanded on the pursuit stage, taxied up to the line,and turned the ship over to the mechanics. Thatafternoon I was called from class and orderedto report to the operations officer; whereupon heinformed me that my flying days were over andthat as I knew why, there was no use in explaining further. I was then ordered to report backto my studies.

It came out of a clear sky. I knew of a number of offenses I had committed but none of them at that time. I had actually no idea of whatthe operations officer was talking about.

When school was over I returned to the operations hut and requested an account of the alleged offense. It appeared that the propeller on my S.E.-5 was cracked, and the spreader-boardbroken on the landing gear. The crew chief hadreported this together with a statement that therewere corn stalks hanging on the landing gear,and as there was no corn growing on Kelly Field,that was a sure sign that I had landed away fromthe airdrome without reporting the fact. Awashout offense. We drove to the pursuit stageand found conditions exactly as stated, exceptthat the corn stalks turned out to be weeds, andit was decided that the damage had been causedby a stake left standing in the corner of Kelly Field where I had been landing, although I had not felt the ship strike anything. The cadet whoflew the plane earlier in the morning was usingthe same part of the field and said that he feltit strike a bump on one of his take-offs hut didnot believe any damage had been done. Whowas flying the ship made little difference, however, because as long as he had not landed awayfrom the airdrome without authority, the slightdamage was of no consequence. I had come veryclose to the “Benzine Board” for an offense ofwhich I knew nothing, but it was probably onlythe open-mindedness and sense of fair play ofthe operations officer that kept me from beingwashed out as a result.

One day during the beginning of our term at Kelly, someone decided that the cadets shouldstand reveille. How it came about or whocaused the decision was never known by the detachment, but there was a strong rumor circulated to the effect that our beloved Cadet Sergeant had not forgotten the episode of the polecats. It was an unheard of thing for the cadetsof Kelly to stand formations. We had graduated from that when we left Brooks, and thethought of continuing it in our advanced statuswas, we concluded, degenerating to the moraleof the detachment.

Consequently, when our first sergeant himself delighted us with verbal visions of being tumbled out of bed at first call if we were not upat the blast of his whistle, we decided thatif it were in the combined power of the detachment, the first call should not sound the nextmorning. We could not disobey an order; armytraining banishes even the remotest thought ofthat; but we might prevent that order from being given. The Cadet Captain and first sergeant were assigned to a private room together.The rest of us were given cots in the barracks.While supper was in progress that night thehands on the sergeant’s alarm clock were somanipulated that the alarm would sound exactlyone hour after the time set. At two o clock thenext morning a padlock was placed on the haspoutside of his door, and when first call blew a fewhours later the cadet detachment slept soundlyon.

From spot landings we passed to hurdles. Hurdles require the ship to be brought downwithout assistance from the engine, and afterjust passing over a line stretched about eightfeet above the ground, to be landed as close aspossible to the hurdle. This gave us excellentpractice for landing over a fence in a small field.

One of the traditions at Kelly was that anyone knocking down the hurdle must treat the rest toa case of refreshments. It often happened thata pilot was so intent on getting over the hurdlestring that he did not notice that his plane was ina stall, and about the time he was over the hurdlethe bottom would fall out from under him andhis plane would pancake into the ground. Almost every class had one or two minor crack-upsas a result of stalling over the hurdle string.

The DeHavilands were not considered safe for hard stunting and as a result we were onlyallowed to do wing-overs and split air turns.Diving in excess of one hundred and fifty milesper hour was also forbidden. Consequently onlyair work allowing us to be thoroughly accustomed to the plane was included in the flyingschedule before our formation training began.

The strange field landing training was one of the most interesting parts of our schooling. Aninstructor would lead a number of planes andland in some field we had never seen before.Then each cadet was required to land andtake off after the instructor. Some of thefields were small and full of obstructions. Yet we had comparatively few even minor crackups.Later each cadet was given an opportunity to lead the rest and pick out a field for them toland in while the instructor trailed.

At Kelly we were given more and longer cross country trips than at Brooks. One of themost important parts of flying training is crosscountry experience. We made flights to Corpus Christi, Galveston, Laredo and a number of other places.

Each class spent about two weeks on a gunnery expedition at Ellington Field between Houston and Galveston. Ellington Field wasone of the few double fields built during the war,but was later abandoned and, except for a National Guard squadron, was entirely deserted.

We set up our mess in the club house and made the old building which had served as officers’ quarters as comfortable as possible. Thiswas in winter and the weather was cold, even inTexas, unusual though it might have been.There were no stoves available so we contrivedall sorts of makeshifts to hold a little fire in. Ifnothing better was obtainable, we shovelled several inches of earth on the floor and devised ahood of some kind leading through a few lengthsof tin pipe to the chimney. Of course these firescould not be left unguarded, so it was necessaryto put them out in the morning to be rekindledat the close of operations for the day.

Our gunnery work was divided into three parts: ground targets, shadow targets and towtargets. The ground targets were large sheetsof paper similar to those used on a rifle rangeand were set up at an angle on the ground. Weshot at these with both the Browning and Lewismachine guns.

The Browning guns on a DeHaviland were mounted rigidly in front of the pilot and weresynchronized with the engine to shoot betweenthe blades of the propeller. They were capableof firing up to twelve hundred rounds a minute,depending on the motor R.P.M. when they werefired.

Several of us would form a large circle with our planes, and starting our dive from about onethousand feet, would fire short bursts into thetarget on the ground. After completing ourbursts we would zoom back up into the circlewhile the next ship started its dive. Each planehad its individual target.
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After emptying the Browning guns we gave our observers a chance with their Lewises by circling low around the targets. On the nextflight the pilot and observer traded places.

The Lewis gun is mounted on a turret on the rear cockpit. Two guns were usually used together and they could be pointed in any direction.

After a few days on ground targets we were sent out over Trinity Bay for shadow targets.One plane is flown fairly high over the waterwhile another fires at its shadow. The splashesfrom the bullets are easily seen and the accuracyof marksmanship very apparent.

The tow targets are by far the most difficult of the three varieties, and require skillful maneuvering and excellent marksmanship. Theyconsist of a cloth sleeve similar to a wind sockwhich is towed a few hundred feet behind a DeHaviland flying at sixty or sixty-five miles anhour.

When the forward or Browning guns were used, the attacking ship approached the tow target head on, firing one or two short bursts as itpassed. In this way there was no danger of theoccupants of the towing plane being struck bya wild shot. The DeHavilands were much toolarge to use the forward guns effectively on atow target. Any accurate shooting required thequick maneuverability of a pursuit ship.

The Lewis guns were used while flying parallel with the target and were very effective. When we were close enough we could oftensee the tracers pass directly through the clothsleeve.

After returning from Ellington Field we were given a few hours in each of the varioustypes of service airplanes. The M.B.-3 andthe S.E.-5 scouts; the Martin Bombers withtheir twin Liberty engines; the T.W.-5 two-place transition planes; and the little Sperrymessengers. In this way we obtained experiencein each branch: pursuit, attack, observation andbombardment. Later we were given our choiceof which we desired to specialize in. If our wishescorresponded with the judgment of the instructors we were assigned to that branch.

Together with three other cadets and four student officers, I was sent to the pursuit stage, where we spent the few remaining weeks of ourcourse, piloting the S.E.-5 and the M.B.-3 singleseaters.

Pursuit combines a little of every branch of the air corps. In addition to formation combat,dog fighting, and ground straffing, the pursuitpilot is often called upon to make observationsand do light bombing.

A great deal of our time was devoted to formation flying. Air combat of the future will probably often be between large formations rather than individual pilots, and it is accordingly ofutmost importance for the pursuit pilot to holdhis place in formation instinctively, so that hisentire attention can be devoted to the enemyrather than to his own formation.

We often maneuvered our flights while the individual planes were less than ten feet apart andit was not unusual to dive vertically for severalthousand feet in a fairly close formation.

We learned the use of Lufbery circles, cross over turns, and other formation tactics. Ourformations were often tight, it is true, but strangeas it may seem, very few accidents occur fromtoo close flying. A pilot is constantly alert whenhis plane is only a short distance from the onein front and nothing is allowed to distract hisattention. On the other hand, when there isquite some distance separating them he is oftenmore engrossed in lighting a cigarette or watching some object on the ground than in his ownformation.

In pursuit flying we came to have great confidence in our parachutes. The planes we were flying were kept in excellent condition and noneever failed, notwithstanding the fact that weplaced them under every conceivable strain imaginable. But the knowledge that we did not haveto concern ourselves about whether they did fallapart or not was an invaluable factor in building up our morale. Our formations were tighter, the combats faster, and our flying better as a result.

We had a number of close calls but considering the amount of flying we bad done, and that all ofit was military flying, which cannot be ever compared to commercial traffic as far as safety is concerned, our accidents were remarkably few andnone resulted seriously.

No one knows of the risk be takes better than the pursuit pilot and no one is less concernedabout it. Every move, although at lightningspeed, is made with a coolness born of experienceand love of flying. The army Air Corps is builtup of men who fly for the love of flying. Theironly mission in life is to build up the finest aircorps in the world, and their greatest desire isto be given the opportunity to do so without restriction. If an officer is lost in duty he wouldbe the last one to wish for resulting restrictionson his comrades.

A week of our pursuit training was spent on a gunnery expedition at Galveston. We flew there from Kelly Field in M.B.3A. machines and fired on tow targets exclusively. Our fieldwas close to the Gulf, and when the day’s operations had been completed we were free to goabout as we chose. Consequently a large part ofthe evening was spent along the rocky beach.

On the night of our last day at Galveston several of us were holding a contest to decide which could reach the most distant rock between thebreakers, before the next wave rolled in. One ofthe fellows was outstanding in his accomplishments. In fact he was so dextrous that none ofus could compete, so we were all loud in ourpraises and unanimously agreed that there wasnot a rock in the gulf too obscure for him. Therewas, however, a rock a number of feet beyond themost distant point any of us had attained, whichwas visible only for an instant as the last breakerreceded and before the next arrived. Even thiswas possible, we confidently assured him.

He watched that rock intently for several minutes; then bolstered up by our praise andhis own confidence, he stood poised and ready.At the proper moment he nimbly leaped fromboulder to boulder after the retreating surf butjust before the final rock was touched a largewave towered above it. Too late! The chanceof retreat had never been considered and its opportunity had passed. With do or die determination he leaped onto the boulder and into thebreaking wave. This incident would not havebeen serious or its consequences important hadwe been able to carry any extra equipment inour pursuit planes, but as it was, extra clothingwas a scarce article, and when we took off forSan Antonio and Kelly the following morning,it was necessary for him to send his wet clothesback in a DeHaviland and make his flight in abearskin flying suit without insulation againstthe bearskin.

In warm weather these suits acquired an odor similar to that of a goat which has been in thebarn all winter and the fur itself was far fromcomfortable. On the trip back a piston froze inthe engine. For two days the cadet was alternately roasting in the southern sun and freezingin the Texas nights while he guarded his shipand waited for a new engine.

After our return from Galveston while we were practicing formation attack on two seaters, I experienced one of the incidents of the military pilot’s life. I made my first emergency parachute jump. When an Army plane crashes, thepilot is required to write a detailed report ofthe crash. My account was as follows:

“A nine-ship SE-5 formation, commanded by Lieut. Blackburn, was attacking a DH4B, flownby Lieut. Maughan at about a 5,000 foot altitudeand several hundred feet above the clouds. Iwas flying on the left of the top unit, Lieut. McAllister on my right, and Cadet Love leading.When we nosed down on the DH, I attackedfrom the left and Lieut. McAllister from theright. After Cadet Love pulled up, I continuedto dive on the DH for a short time before pulling up to the left. I saw no other ship nearby.

I passed above the DH and a moment later felt a slight jolt followed by a crash. My head wasthrown forward against the cowling and myplane seemed to turn around and hang nearlymotionless for an instant. I closed the throttleand saw an SE-5 with Lieut. McAllister in thecockpit, a few feet on my left. He was apparently unhurt and getting ready to jump.

“Our ships were locked together with the fuselages approximately parallel. My right wing was damaged and had folded back slightly, covering the forward right-hand corner of the cockpit. Then the ships started to mill around andthe wires began whistling. The right wing commenced vibrating and striking my head at thebottom of each oscillation. I removed the rubberband safetying the belt, unbuckled it, climbedout past the trailing edge of the damaged wing,and with my feet on the cowling on the rightside of the cockpit, which was then in a nearlyvertical position, I jumped backwards as farfrom the ship as possible. I had no difficulty mlocating the pull-ring and experienced no sensation of falling. The wreckage was falling nearlystraight down and for some time I fell in linewith its path and only slightly to one side. Fearing the wreckage might fall on me, I did not pullthe rip cord until I dropped several hundred feetand into the clouds. During this time I hadturned one-half revolution and was falling flatand face downward. The parachute functionedperfectly; almost as soon as I pulled the ripcord the riser jerked on my shoulders, the legstraps tightened, my head went down, and thechute fully opened.

“I saw Lieut. McAllister floating above me and the wrecked ships pass about 100 yards toone side, continuing to spin to the right and leaving a trail of lighter fragments along their path.I watched them until, still locked together, theycrashed in the mesquite about 2000 feet belowand burst into flames several seconds afterimpact.

“Next I turned my attention to locating a landing place. I was over mesquite and driftingin the general direction of a plowed field whichI reached by slipping the chute. Shortly beforestriking the ground, I was drifting backwards,but was able to swing around in the harness justas I landed on the side of a ditch less than 100feet from the edge of the mesquite. Althoughthe impact of landing was too great for me to remain standing, I was not injured in any way.The parachute was still held open by the windand did not collapse until I pulled in one groupof shroud lines.

“During my descent I lost my goggles, a vest pocket camera which fitted tightly in my hippocket, and the rip cord of the parachute.”

During the descent all the other planes broke formation and arched around us. Every shipwithin sight proceeded at full speed to the spotand before long the air was full of machines.Several of the DeHavilands landed in the plowing and within half an hour two planes withextra parachutes were sent to take us back to Kelly. About an hour after the crash we had two new S.E.-5’s and were back in the air again.

The parachute is a marvelous invention, experimented with as early as the 16th century by Leonardo da Vinci.

The first parachute was built by a Frenchman in 1784. This parachute was a rigid structurecovered with very strong paper and fabric. Itwas used in a jump from a building in Paris.

About a year later the same type of parachute was dropped from a hot air balloon in England.Soon jumps began to be made from balloons withother types of rigid parachutes.

About 1880, Captain Thomas Baldwin made a name for himself by jumping from hot-air balloons with a chute which was a forerunner ofthe present type. He was the first really successful jumper, but success in those days wasjudged by how long a man lived in this profession.

In 1912, the first parachute jump from an airplane was made. The container was attached to the plane and the man who did the jumping pulled the parachute out as he fell.

The war really proved that the parachute is a life saving apparatus for use with airplanes.Early in 1918 the allied pilots reported that German pilots were using parachutes to escape fromtheir planes whenever they were out of controlor set on fire. This was the beginning of insistent demands on the part of our allied pilots forparachute equipment. The A.E.F. tried to produce a satisfactory parachute by combining thegood feature of several chutes already in existence. All of these, however, were very bulkyand heavy and hard to get on the plane.

During the summer of 1918, the U. S. Air Service officials appealed to Washington forgood airplane parachutes. A large number oftests were made. Finally, after combining allthe good points of foreign and American chutes,a satisfactory free type of parachute was developed. By free type I mean the kind of parachute which is entirely independent of the plane.

Stories often come out in the newspapers about parachutes that fail to open. What probably really happens is that men who make jumpsfrom planes are killed before they are able to pullthe rip cord which opens the parachute. In thepast there was always a great deal of danger intesting out a new type of chute, but now theyhave been developed to such a high degree of efficiency that there are practically no fatalities.Each parachute that is used by the governmentis repacked every month and tested every sixmonths.

Altogether, about 57 lives have been saved by parachutes in government service. In every instance the jump took place because of fog, engine failure while flying over unfavorable country, collision of planes or other very definiteemergencies. They say in the service that anyflyer who jumps to save his life becomes a member of the “Caterpillar Club.” This is becausethe parachute is made entirely of silk, and silkcomes from caterpillars. All the 57 members of this club feel that their lives have been saved by the silkworm caterpillar!

There is a saying in the service about the parachute: “If you need it and haven’t got it, you’ll never need it again!” That just about sums upits value to aviation.

For two of the last days we were on tactical maneuvers with the other branches. Half of our number were assigned to defend the bombers and observation planes while the other halfattacked them. When we met, a lively combatensued and the air would be full of pursuitplanes in every conceivable position, each tryingto get on the tail of an enemy plane without being first shot down itself.

At night in the barracks we would argue about which side won the war, but whenever one of uswould demonstrate to the enemy that he hadbeen shot down in battle, another would interpose the claim that he had put the attacking shipout of commission several minutes previous tothe combat.

When graduation day arrived eighteen of us remained of the hundred and four cadets whostarted the course at Brooks a year before. Wewere presented with our wings and commissionedsecond lieutenants in the Air Service ReserveCorps. That night we gave a farewell dinnerin San Antonio and for the last time assembledtogether.

The next day we departed from Kelly.
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I JOIN THE AIR MAIL

I WENT by rail to St. Louis and took an O.X.-5 Standard out for a barnstormingtrip in Illinois, Missouri and Iowa. ThePost Office Department had just advertised anumber of contract air mail routes for bid, one ofwhich was between St. Louis and Chicago by wayof Springfield, Ill. I decided to barnstormaround the country until it was determined whichbidder would be assigned the contract. TheRobertson Aircraft Corp. had placed a bid andoffered me the position of chief pilot if they weresuccessful in getting the contract.

After returning from Iowa I flew on several flying circus dates and made a few short crosscountry flights to nearby cities.

On June second, while testing a commercial plane built at Lambert Field, I was forced tomake a second emergency jump. I had flownthe ship for a few minutes the previous week andon this occasion was testing it for various maneuvers. I had completed everything excepttailspins, but when I attempted a right spin theplane refused even to start, so after a second attempt with the same result I gave that up andtried one to the left. The ship fell in easily and,when I reversed the controls after a half turn,came out at once. I then put it into a secondleft spin and held the controls in a spinning position during two complete turns. When I reversed them they had no apparent effect andusing the engine was of no assistance. Aftertrying for fifteen hundred feet to bring the shipout of the spin, I rolled over the right side ofthe cockpit and, since I had jumped only aboutthree hundred and fifty feet above the ground,I pulled the rip cord as soon as the stabilizerhad passed. The chute opened quickly but whileit was functioning, I had fallen faster than thespinning ship. On its next revolution the planewas headed directly towards the chute. Howclose it passed will never be known, for the risersleading up from my harness were twisted andswung me around as the ship passed. However,less than twenty-five feet intervened between thewing and my parachute.



I watched the plane crash in a grainfield and turned my attention to landing. A strong windwas drifting me towards a row of high tensionpoles and it was necessary to partially collapsethe chute in order to hasten the descent and landbefore striking the wires. I landed rather solidly in a potato patch and was dragged severalfeet and over a road before several men arrivedand collapsed the chute. In addition to thestrong wind and rough air, collapsing or “cutting” the chute so close to the ground had causeda very rapid descent, and my shoulder had beendislocated in landing.

In July I went on two weeks active duty at Richards Field, Missouri, where I instructed on Jennies and D.H.-4’s. In August I flew a Curtiss Oriole to Nevada, Missouri, to carry passengers during the Missouri National Guard encampment.

While at Nevada I received a proposition to fly in a circus in Colorado and, as there was noimmediate prospect of starting work on the mailroute, I accepted and when the encampmentended I flew the Oriole back to St. Louis andtook a train west.

On arriving at the field a few miles east of Denver, I discovered the plane I was to fly to bethe same Lincoln Standard that Lynch and I hadflown to Montana three years before. We dida little barnstorming along the eastern slope ofthe Rockies preliminary to the start of our flyingcircus. We had contracted to exhibit before anumber of fairs in Colorado and there was nothing barred in the exhibitions. We put on everything the committee was willing to pay for. Atthe smaller places we used only one plane, butat the more important exhibitions two wererequired.

We flew to the town where a fair was taking place about one day before we were to exhibit.In that way everything was in readiness for thecircus and the next morning there was no delayin our performance.

We started with wing-walking. The performer would climb out of the cockpit and walk along the entering edge of the wing to the outerbay strut, where he climbed up onto the top wing,and stood on his head as we passed the grandstand. After finishing his stunts on the wing hewould go to the landing gear and from there tothe center section, where he sat while the planelooped and did Jenny Immelmans. From thecenter section he went to the tail and then, unlessit was an unusual occasion, the wing-walking exhibition was over.

After wing-walking came the breakaway. This was accomplished by fastening a cable tothe landing gear. The performer went out tothe wingtip, fastened his harness to the loose endof the cable and to all appearances fell off thewing. No one on the ground could see the cableand a breakway always produced quite a sensation. Iron loops were clamped along the cablefor use in climbing back up.

One of our feature attractions was the plant-change. A rope ladder was attached to the wing of a plane and as one ship flew past the grandstand with the performer standing near the tipof the top wing, a second plane with the ladderattached, passed over the first, so that the ladderwas in easy reach of the performer. We usuallymade two fake attempts to effect the change andactually counted on the third for success. In thisway the feat looked more difficult.

A parachute was attached to the opposite wing from the rope ladder. After the plane changewas completed, the performer jumped off withthe chute and the show was over.

In the evening we made a night fireworks flight. A series of candles, which when lightedemitted a trail of fire for several hundred feet behind the ship, was attached to each wing. Afterthese candles had burned out, two magnesiumflares started burning, lighting up the countrybelow well enough to read a book very clearly.The display was set off by an electric battery inthe cockpit.

When the plane reached an altitude of two or three thousand feet, a number of bombs weredropped to attract attention; then the switch wasthrown in to start the trails and colored lights,and the ship looped and shunted around thecomet-like trail of fire.

Our greatest difficulty in night flying lay in lighting the landing fields from which to operate.Sometimes a number of cars were on the fieldand I landed and took off across the beams oftheir headlights. Under such conditions theground was well illuminated and landing verysimple. On other occasions there would not bemore than one car available and in one instance,on a dark night, I took off and landed by thelight of a pocket flashlight which one of the menflashed constantly while I was in the air, to enable me to keep track of the landing field.

At one town in Colorado, we were booked for a fireworks exhibition to be given between darkness and midnight. We had been barnstormingduring the day and on our way to this town weran short of lubricating oil. By the time we hadreplenished our supply it was too late to get inbefore dark, and I had never landed at that townbefore. The owner of the plane, however, wassure that he could easily locate the landing field,even in darkness. He had been there many timesand he knew that the field was “right next to thegolf links.”

We arrived over the town and after circling a few times, I throttled the motor and shouted“Where’s the field?”

The reply was immediate and full of confidence, “Right next the golf links.”

“Well, where are the golf links?”

“I don’t know!”

I was up against another of the very amusing but equally serious incidents in barnstorming life.We were over strange territory on a dark nightand with a rapidly diminishing fuel supply. Itwas imperative to land within a very fewminutes, yet it was not possible to tell one fieldfrom another, and even the line fences were notvisible.

I flew around until the outline of a strawstack appeared in the field below us. This field wasoutlined on one side by the lighter color of thepasture adjoining it and a number of trees werediscernible along the end. There was no wayof telling whether it contained posts or ditches,but we had no alternative, and I landed besidethe strawstack in the center.

A hasty examination of the field showed it to be suitable for night flying and we hailed the firstcar passing for a ride into the town. We haddifficulty in locating our fireworks and, as thestores were all closed, still more time was lostbefore we obtained the bailwire, nails and boardsused in building the framework for the flares andcandles and attaching it to the plane.

It was nearly midnight when the ship was at last ready for the display. Only one car remainedon the field. We ran this machine out besidethe strawstack and placed it in a position to showup on one side of the stack, in addition to throwing most of its light on the field. I was aboutto take off when the headlights on the car becameso dim that they were entirely useless. One ofthe men had a pocket flashlight and I took offwhile he threw its beam on the strawstack.

It was eleven-forty when I left the ground and eleven-fifty seven when the last flare had burnedout. Our contract had been fulfilled with threeminutes to spare.

I located the field by the flashing of the spotlight and levelled off and landed by its beam.

If the position of a light is known and the field is fairly level, it is not necessary to see the ground,but a plane can be stalled in and landed on thedarkest night. Pilots often bring their ships down when only the outline of a field is visible. For this reason it is imperative that no obstructions such as farm machinery, or live stock, beallowed to remain on a landing field at night.

Locating a strange flying field by its position in relation to an equally strange golf course, isjust one of the many instances in a pilot’s lifewhere comedy goes hand in hand with the mostserious situations.

In one instance, the story is told of a young pilot who had just learned to fly. He was takingthe owner of his plane for a short flight and wasdemonstrating the various maneuvers he hadlearned. Finally he put the machine into a spin,but after several turns, discovered that he was not able to come out, and after trying vainly inevery way he could remember hearing of from hisinstructor, he leaned forward in the cockpit andtensely informed his passenger that they wereabout to crash. Not realizing the seriousness of the situation, the owner replied, “What the ___do you care, it’s not your ship!”

It was usually the case that a person inexperienced in the art of flying became quite disturbed over some trivial thing that was of little importance, yet was perfectly at home and enjoyinglife tremendously at a time when the pilot wasstraining every effort to avoid disaster.

People would argue indefinitely, trying to persuade one of us to overload the plane past its danger point by carrying more than two passengers at a time from a small field, and it wasof no consequence to them whether the planecleared the nearest trees by a safe margin,or stalled over the uppermost branches byinches. Explanations on our part were next touseless.

If we refused to overload the ship someone cited an example where a plane had carriedseveral passengers at one time and it made nodifference what kind of a machine it was, orhow large an airport it was operating from.The fact that it carried more passengers than wedid indicated that it was operated by a better pilot, and that our plane was not as safe to ride in.

We could struggle along close to the ground trying to get a little altitude and our passengerswould have the time of their lives, waving at thepeople below, but let the motor start to miss, although the plane might be several thousand feethigh, with several large fields in sight, and theywould glance nervously back at the pilot wishingthat they had never considered taking a ride inan airplane.

The International Air Races were to be held, that year, at New York during the first part ofOctober and, since our fair contracts were overby the last of September, we decided to enter inthe “On to New York” competition, which wasfor civilian planes only, and was decided bypoints given for distance, speed, number of passengers carried, and the size of the engine used.

We had our motor overhauled at Denver and expected to fly from there to San Francisco forthe start. Some of the repair parts for the engine were delayed and we were several days late in leaving Denver. Even then it was onlythrough night work and leaving a number ofthings undone that we got away. A fifty-galloncenter section gasoline tank had been installedwhich, in addition to the regular fuselage tank,gave us a capacity of one hundred and sevengallons.

We installed the engine one night and idled it for several hours before daybreak in order towork in the bearings; then we took off for SanFrancisco.

Our first stop was at Rawlins, Wyoming, where the highest field on the transcontinental airmail route is located. We refilled at Rawlins andmade Evanston that night.

At Evanston we were starting the engine preparatory to taxiing over and tying down for the night, when our carburetor caught fire. Inthe haste to get started we had neither put a firescreen on the intake, nor a drain pipe downfrom the bowl. The engine was covered with oiland the gasoline overflowing from the bowl carried the flames down around it. Soon the entirenose of the ship was ablaze and although we shovelled earth over the motor, it appeared that thewings would soon catch fire. If the fabric beganto burn, the ship was gone. I had just finished removing all loose equipment from the cockpitwhen a small hand extinguisher arrived and withits aid the fire was soon put out.

All of the ignition wire insulation was burned off but otherwise very little damage had beendone.

We were delayed twenty-four hours rewiring the engine and cleaning out the dirt shovelled onin the attempt to put out the fire.

After Rawlins we stopped at Salt Lake City, and from there we flew over the Great Salt LakeDesert to Battle Mountain, Nevada, where wespent the night.

We took off from Battle Mountain with full gas tanks and after following the passes untilpart of the fuel was consumed, and the load correspondingly lightened, we passed over the SierraNevada Range at eight thousand five hundredfeet, and landed at Oakland, California. Thesame evening, without refilling, we flew over SanFrancisco Bay to Crissey Field.

The following day we took off from Crissey Field on the start of our race to New York. Oneof the rules of the contest was that each planeshould carry a log with the starting point andnumber of passengers carried attested to by twowitnesses. By the time we had made out thelog and serviced our plane, it was afternoon anddarkness overtook us at Lovelocks, Nevada.

The next night was spent in Rawlins, Wyoming, after a stop at Salt Lake City for fuel.

We arrived in Rawlins with a valve blowing badly and were delayed a day in pulling thebank and grinding in another valve.

We were far behind our schedule due to the late start from Denver; the delay at Evanston,and again at Rawlins; but without furthertrouble we would still be able to reach New York on time. Another valve began blowing, however, soon after leaving Rawlins, and whenwe took off from our next stop at Sidney,Nebraska, the motor had lost a number of revolutions.

We flew to Lincoln from Sidney and after taking the short remaining time into consideration, we decided to abandon the race and startbarnstorming.

We overhauled the engine at Lincoln and worked over towards St. Louis, where we arrivedabout the end of October.

At St. Louis we decided to tie up for the winter and I began instructing students forthe Robertson Aircraft Corporation on OX-5Standards. The Corporation had been awardedthe air mail contract but actual operation wasnot to start until the next spring, so duringthe winter months I spent my time instructingand test flying in their commercial service.

For the first time in my flying career I was to be in one place longer than a few months, soin November, 1925, I enlisted in the 110th Observation Squadron of the 35th Division MissouriNational Guard, and was commissioned a FirstLieutenant soon afterward.

The squadron was stationed on Lambert Field. Every Sunday was spent in flying. We had anumber of J.N. training planes and one T.W.-3which was the commanding officer’s personal ship.

The organization was composed mainly of pilots who had flown during the war, butafter the Armistice had gone back to civilian life.Their only method of keeping in trainingwas by flying National Guard planes in theirspare moments and attending camp two weekseach year.

Two nights and one day each week were devoted to military service by these officers and the enlisted men under them. Their pay wassmall and most of them lost more from neglectof their business than they received for their military services. The remuneration was hardly considered. However they joined the Guard for tworeasons: first, because of the opportunity it offered to keep in flying training, and second,because they considered it a patriotic duty tokeep fit for immediate service in case of Nationalemergency.

Appropriations were not large and often insufficient but, although at times it required part of the squadron’s pay checks, the ships were keptin the air.

The National Guard squadrons offer an excellent opportunity for young men to get a start in aviation. Instruction is given each week, covering practically every branch of military aeronautics, and practical flying experience is obtained both in the air and on the ground underactual operating conditions. Each year a fewmembers of the squadron are sent to the armyschools at San Antonio for flying training, andupon returning these men take their places in thecommissioned personnel of the organization.

The inauguration of our Air Mail service was to take place on April fifteenth, and as springdrew near we were kept busy making preliminarypreparations. The DeHavilands were to becompleted and tested; a ground organizationbuilt up; the terminal airports decided upon andfacilities for taking on and discharging the mailarranged for; in addition to the untold detailarrangements which go to make up the organization of a successful airline.

Contract air mail routes are located by the Post Office Department and are so arranged thatthe mail service can be improved by use ofair transportation over other means of communication.

The route is opened for bid and the contract awarded to the lowest bidder who is responsibleand in a position successfully to carry on operations.

The contractor can bid any amount up to three dollars per pound of mail and is paid by thepound for the actual amount carried over hisroute.

Our route, between St. Louis and Chicago was operated on a schedule which saved one businessday over train service to New York. A lettermailed in St. Louis before three-thirty p.m. wasrushed to Lambert Field by a fast mail truck,transferred to the plane which was waiting withengine turning over, landed on the Air Mail fieldat Maywood, Illinois at seven-fifteen, transferredto one of the Chicago-New York overnightplanes, retransferred at Cleveland, Ohio, and wasin the Post Office in New York in time for thefirst morning delivery.

An answer could be mailed at New York in the evening and be delivered in St. Louis beforenoon on the following day. If sent through theordinary mail it would not arrive until one daylater.

The advantages of air transportation are most apparent over long distances. The air mail fliesfrom New York to San Francisco in thirty-sixhours, whereas a train requires nearly four daysto make the same trip.

The United States, through the efforts of the Post Office and the Department of Commerce, is being covered with a network of air mail routes,and it is only a matter of the public using thisservice before nearly every city in the countrywill be served by airlines.
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TWO EMERGENCY JUMPS

BY the first of April our organization was well under way and about a week beforethe inauguration day we took two planesover the route to make any final arrangementsnecessary.

On April fifteenth at 5:50 a.m. I took-off from the Air Mail Field at Maywood on the firstsouthbound flight, and that afternoon we sent twoships north with the inauguration mail from St.Louis, Springfield and Peoria.

During the summer months most of our route was covered during daylight, but as winter approached the hours of night flying increaseduntil darkness set in a few minutes after we leftthe field at St. Louis.

With night flying and bad weather our troubles began. Our route was not lighted at first and the intermediate airports were small and often inpoor condition. Our weather reports were unreliable and we developed the policy of taking offwith the mail whenever local weather conditionspermitted. We went as far as we could andif the visibility became too bad we landed andentrained the mail.

One of the worst conditions we met with was in flying from daylight into darkness. It wasnot difficult to fly along with a hundred footceiling in the daytime, but to do so at night wasan entirely different matter, and after the nightset in, if the weather became worse, it was notpossible to turn around and return to daylight.

With all of our difficulties, however, the mail went through with surprising regularity. Duringthe first five months of operation we made connections on over ninety-eight per cent of ourtrips.

There are only two conditions which delay the air mail: fog and sleet. If the fog is lightor local, and the sleet not too heavy, the planescontinue even then. But when the ground becomes invisible and the fog covers the terminalfields, or when sleet freezes thickly on wings andwires, the planes cannot continue. In such casesthe mail is entrained and usually reaches its destination at least as soon as it would have if sentby train in the first place.

Almost every day, in some section of the United States, mail pilots are flying over fogand through storms and rain to bring their shipsthrough on schedule time. The mail plane is seldom delayed and then only by impossible weatherconditions. In the future these delays will become fewer as radio navigation and instrumentsfor blind flying improve, until it will be possiblefor the pilots to keep to their schedules under theworst conditions and in comparative safety.

Another hazard, during certain times of year, is the formation of ice. This will gather on allparts of the plane but mainly on the wires, propeller, and entering edge of the wings. If itforms slowly from a fog or light rain, a planemay be able to continue on its course for sometime, but if a heavy sleet storm is encounteredthe ice may form so rapidly that a ship cannotstay in the air over five minutes before it is soloaded down that the pilot will be unable to keepfrom losing altitude even with his motor wideopen.

The actual weight of ice is not as important as the loss in efficiency of the wing, due to thechanged airfoil caused by ice gathering on theentering edge.

Still more loss is caused from the ice forming on the propeller itself. The blades take on athick coating which continues to increase indepth until the ice from one of the blades isthrown off by centrifugal force. When thishappens an excessive vibration sets in and continues until the opposite blade has thrown off itscoating.

One of the dangers which a mail pilot faces in flying at night through bad weather and lowvisibility is in suddenly losing track of theground due to a fog bank lower than the rest.If he has been flying very close to the ground itis not advisable to go lower, and often the onlyalternative is to climb up through the fog andattempt to find a hole somewhere to spiral downthrough.

Being caught in a fog at night was the cause of two of my forced jumps, the official reports ofwhich follow:

“I took off from Lambert-St. Louis Field at 4:25 P,M.,September 16, 1926, and after an uneventful trip arrived at Springfield, Ill., at 5:10p.m., and Peoria, 111., at 5:55 p.m.



“I left the Peoria Field at 6:10 p.m. There was a light ground haze, but the sky was practically clear with but scattered cumulus clouds.Darkness was encountered about 25 miles northeast of Peoria, and I took up a compass course,checking on the lights of the towns below untila low fog rolled in under me a few miles northeast of Marseilles and the Illinois River.

“The fog extended from the ground up to about 600 feet, and, as I was unable to fly underit, I turned back and attempted to drop a flareand land. The flare did not function and Iagain headed for Maywood (Chicago’s air mailport) hoping to find a break in the fog over thefield. Examination disclosed that the cause ofthe flare failure was the short length of the release lever and that the flare might still be usedby pulling out the release cable.

“I continued on a compass course of 50 degrees until 7:15 p.m. when I saw a dull glow on top of the fog, indicating a town below. Therewere several of these light patches on the fog,visible only when looking away from the moon,and I knew them to be towns bordering Maywood. At no time, however, was I able to locatethe exact position of the field, although I understand that the searchlights were directed upward and two barrels of gasoline burned in anendeavor to attract my attention. Several timesI descended to the top of the fog, which was 800to 900 feet high, according to my altimeter.The sky above was clear with the exception ofscattered clouds, and the moon and stars wereshining brightly. After circling around for 35minutes I headed west to be sure of clearingLake Michigan, and in an attempt to pick upone of the lights on the Transcontinental.

“After flying west for fifteen minutes and seeing no break I turned southwest hoping to strike the edge of the fog south of the Illinois River. My engine stopped at 8:20 p.m., and I cut in thereserve. I was at that time only 1,500 feet high,and as the engine did not pick up as soon as Iexpected I shoved the flashlight in my belt andwas about to release the parachute flare andjump when the engine finally took hold again.A second trial showed the main tank to be dry,and accordingly a maximum of twenty minutes’flying time left.

“There were no openings in the fog and I decided to leave the ship as soon as the reserve tank was exhausted. I tried to get the mail pit openwith the idea of throwing out the mail sacks, andthen jumping, but was unable to open the frontbuckle. I knew that the risk of fire with no gasoline in the tanks was very slight and began toclimb for altitude when I saw a light on theground for several seconds. This was the firstlight I had seen for nearly two hours, and asalmost enough gasoline for fifteen minutes’ flying remained in the reserve, I glided down to1,200 feet and pulled out the flare release cableas nearly as I could judge over the spot wherethe light had appeared. This time the flare functioned but only to illuminate the top of a solidbank of fog, into which it soon disappeared without showing any trace of the ground.

“Seven minutes’ gasoline remained in the gravity tank. Seeing the glow of a town through the fog I turned towards open country and nosedthe plane up. At 5,000 feet the engine sputtered and died. I stepped up on the cowling andout over the right side of the cockpit, pullingthe rip cord after about a 100-foot fall. The parachute, an Irving seat service type, functioned perfectly; I was falling head downward when the risers jerked me into an upright position and the chute opened. This time I savedthe rip cord. I pulled the flashlight from mybelt and was playing it down towards the topof the fog when I heard the plane’s engine pickup. When I jumped it had practically stoppeddead and I had neglected to cut the switches.Apparently when the ship nosed down an additional supply of gasoline drained to the carburetor. Soon she came into sight, about a quartermile away and headed in the general directionof my parachute. I put the flashlight in apocket of my flying suit preparatory to slippingthe parachute out of the way if necessary. Theplane was making a left spiral of about a milediameter, and passed approximately 300 yardsaway from my chute, leaving me on the outsideof the circle. I was undecided as to whetherthe plane or I was descending the more rapidlyand glided my chute away from the spiral pathof the ship as rapidly as I could. The shippassed completely out of sight, hut reappearedin a few seconds, its rate of descent beingabout the same as that of the parachute. Icounted the five spirals, each one a little furtheraway than the last, before reaching the top ofthe fog bank.

“When I settled into the fog I knew that the ground was within 1,000 feet and reached for theflashlight, but found it to be missing. I couldsee neither earth nor stars and had no idea whatkind of territory was below. I crossed my legsto keep from straddling a branch or wire,guarded my face with my hands and waited.Presently I saw the outline of the ground and amoment later was down in a cornfield. The cornwas over my head and the chute was lying ontop of the corn stalks. I hurriedly packed itand started down a corn row. The ground visibility was about 100 yards. In a few minutesI came to a stubble field and some wagon trackswhich I followed to a farmyard a quarter mileaway. After reaching the farmyard I noticed auto headlights playing over the roadside. Thinking that someone might have located the wreck of the plane I walked over to the car. The occupants asked whether I had heard an airplane crash and it required some time to explain to them that I had been piloting the plane, and yet was searching for it myself. I had to display the parachute as evidence before they were thoroughly convinced. The farmer was sure, as were most others in a 3-mile radius, that the ship had just missed his house and crashed nearby. In fact, he could locate within a few rods the spot where he heard it hit the ground, and we spent an unsuccessful quarter hour hunting for the wreck in that vicinity before going to the farmhouse to arrange for a searching party and telephone St. Louis and Chicago.


“I had just put in the long distance calls when the phone rang and we were notified that theplane had been found in a cornfield over twomiles away. It took several minutes to reachthe site of the crash, due to the necessity of slowdriving through the fog, and a small crowd hadalready assembled when we arrived. The planewas wound up in a ball-shaped mass. It hadnarrowly missed one farmhouse and had hookedits left wing in a grain shock a quarter mile beyond. The ship had landed on the left wing andwheel and skidded along the ground for 80yards, going through one fence before comingto rest in the edge of a cornfield about 100 yardsshort of a barn. The mail pit was laid openand one sack of mail was on the ground. Themail, however, was uninjured.

“The sheriff from Ottawa arrived, and we took the mail to the Ottawa Post Office to be entrained at 3:30 a.m. for Chicago.”

"When the wreck was inspected a few days later it was discovered that a mechanic had removed the 110 gallon gasoline tank to repair aleak and had replaced it with an 85 gallon tankwithout notifying anyone of the change. Consequently instead of being able to return to ourfield at Peoria, Ill., and clear visibility, I ran outof fuel while still over the fog bank.

The circumstances surrounding my fourth emergency parachute jump were almost similarto those of the third. I took off from theLambert-St. Louis Field at 4:20 p.m., made afive minute stop at Springfield, Ill., an hourlater to take on mail, and then headed forPeoria. Weather reports telephoned to St.Louis earlier in the afternoon gave flying conditions as entirely passable. About twenty-fivemiles north of Springfield darkness was encountered, the ceiling had lowered to around 400 feetand a light snow was falling. At South Pekinthe forward visibility of ground lights from a150 ft. altitude was less than half a mile, andover Pekin the town lights were indistinct from200 ft. above. After passing Pekin the planewas flown at an altimeter reading of 600 feetfor about five minutes, when the lightness of thehaze below indicated that it was over Peoria.Twice I could see lights on the ground and Idescended to less than 200 feet before they disappeared from view. I tried to bank around onegroup of lights, but was unable to turn quicklyenough to keep in sight.

After circling in the vicinity of Peoria for 30 minutes, I decided to try and find better weatherconditions by flying northeast towards Chicago.I had ferried a ship from Chicago to St. Louisin the early afternoon, at which time the ceilingand visibility were much better near Chicago thananywhere else along the route. Enough gasoline for about an hour and ten minutes’ flyingremained in the gas tank, and 20 minutes in thereserve, hardly enough to return to St. Louiseven had I been able to navigate directly tothe field by dead reckoning and flying blindthe greater portion of the way. The territory towards Chicago was much more favorablefor a night landing than that around St.Louis.

For the next half hour the flight northeast was at about 2000 feet altitude and then at 600 feet.There were now numerous breaks in the clouds and occasionally ground lights could be seenfrom over 500 feet. After passing over the lightof a small town a fairly clear space in theclouds was encountered. I pulled up to about600 feet, released the parachute flare, whippedthe ship around to get into the wind and underthe flare which lit at once. Instead of floatingdown slowly, however, it dropped like a rock.I could see the ground for only an instant andthen there was total darkness. Meantime theship was in a steep bank, and being blinded bythe intense light I had trouble righting it. Aneffort to find the ground with the wing lightswas in vain as their glare was worse than uselessin the haze.

When about ten minutes of gas remained in the pressure tank and still not the faintest outline of any object on the ground could be seen,I decided to leave the ship rather than attemptto land blindly. I turned back southwest towardless populated country and started climbing inan attempt to get over the clouds before jumping. The main tank went dry at 7:50 p.m. andthe reserve twenty minutes later. The altimeterthen registered approximately 14,000 feet, yetthe top of the clouds was apparently several thousand feet higher. Rolling the stabilizer back,I cut out the switches, pulled the ship up into astall and was about to go over the right side ofthe cockpit when the right wing began to drop.In this position the plane would gather speedand spiral to the right, possibly striking theparachute after its first turn. I returned to thecontrols, righted the plane and then dove overthe left side of the cockpit while the air speedregistered about 70 miles per hour and the altimeter 13,000 feet. The rip cord was pulled immediately after clearing the stabilizer. The Irving chute functioned perfectly. I left the shiphead first and was falling in this position whenthe risers whipped me around into an uprightposition and the chute opened. The last I sawof the DH was as it disappeared into the cloudsjust after the chute opened. It was snowing andvery cold. For the first minute or so the parachute descended smoothly and then commencedan excessive oscillation which continued forabout five minutes and which could not bechecked. The first indication of the nearness ofthe chute to the ground was a gradual darkening of the space below. The snow had turnedto rain and, although the chute was thoroughlysoaked, its oscillation had greatly decreased. Idirected the beam from my 500 ft. spotlightdownward, but the ground appeared so suddenly that I landed directly on top of a barbedwire fence without seeing it. The fence helpedto break the fall and the barbs did not penetratemy heavy flying suit. The chute was blownover the fence and was held open for some timeby the gusts of wind before collapsing.

After rolling the chute into its pack I started towards the nearest light. I soon came to aroad, walked about a mile to the town of Covell,Ill., and telephoned a report to St. Louis. Theonly information I could obtain in regard to thecrashed plane was from one of a group of farmers in the general store, who stated that hisneighbor had heard the plane crash but couldonly guess at its general direction. An hour’ssearch proved without avail. I left instructionsto place a guard over the mail in case the planewas found before I returned and went to Chicago for another ship. On arriving over Covellthe next morning I found the wreck with a smallcrowd gathered around it, less than 500 feetback of the house where I had left my parachutethe night before. The nose and the wheels hadstruck the ground at the same time, and aftersliding along for about 75 feet it had piled up ina pasture beside a hedge fence. One wheel hadcome off and was standing inflated against thewall on the inside of a hog house a hundred yardsfurther on. It had gone through two fencesand the wall of the house. The wings werebadly splintered, but the tubular fuselage, although badly bent in places, had held its general form even in the mail pit. The parachutefrom the flare was hanging on the tailskid.

There were three sacks of mail in the plane. One, a full bag from St. Louis, had been splitopen and some of the mail oil-soaked but legible.The other two bags were only partially full andwere undamaged.

It was just about at this time, or shortly after, that I first began to think about a New York-Paris flight. But before discussing the eventsleading up to that flight, it might be well to saya few words about the future possibilities ofcommercial aviation.

In comparing aviation to other forms of transportation it should be born in mind that theflying machine has been in existence less thantwenty-five years. The Wright Brothers madetheir first flight at Kitty Hawk, North Carolina,in 1903. Yet in 1927 air liners are operatingregularly over long distances and under allconditions.

The first airplane was a frail machine capable of operation only in good weather. Even withthe utmost care, flying in the early days of aviation was a dangerous profession at best.

Today the properly operated commercial airline compares favorably in safety with any other means of transportation.

Shipping has reached its present stage after thousands of years of development. Railroads,less than a century ago, stopped their trains atnight on the grounds that operation in darknesswas unsafe. Automobiles, after nearly fortyyears of progress, are still dependent on goodroads.

The airplane, in less than quarter of a century, has taken its place among the most important methods of travel and now, where time is paramount and territory inaccessible, it standsat the head of its competition.

Development up to the present time has been largely military. The cost of aeronautical engineering and construction has been so great thatcommercial companies have not been able to afford to experiment with their own designs.While the airplane was still an experiment thefinancial returns from aeronautical projects wereonly too often less than the cost of operation.Consequently the early development was largelysponsored by the government, with the resultthat the planes were designed for use in warfarerather than for safety and economy of operation.Extreme safety, in the military machine, must besacrificed for maneuverability. Economy ofoperation was replaced by military design.

Commercial aviation, in the United States, has been retarded in the past by lack of governmentsubsidy, but the very lack of that subsidy will beone of its greatest assets in the future. A subsidized airline is organized with the subsidy as avery large consideration. The organization exists on the subsidy and its growth is regulatedby the subsidy. Years will be required beforethe point of independence is reached and the receipts become larger than the expenditures.

On the other hand, an airline organized without regard to an external income is in a position to expand along with the demands for service.If the traffic becomes great enough to requiremore or bigger planes, a larger profit ensues,instead of an increased subsidy being required orthe fare being raised to hold down the demand.

The airplane has now advanced to the stage where the demands of commerce are sufficient towarrant the building of planes without regardto military usefulness. And with the advent ofthe purely commercial airplane comes an economy of operation which places operating organizations on a sound financial basis.

Undoubtedly in a few years the United States will be covered with a net work of passenger,mail and express lines.

Trans-Atlantic service is still in the future. Extensive research and careful study will be required before any regular schedule betweenAmerica and Europe can be maintained. Multi-motored flying boats with stations along theroute will eventually make trans-oceanic airlines practical but their development must bebased on a solid foundation of experience andequipment.
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SAN DIEGO-ST. LOUIS-NEW YORK

THE trans-Atlantic non-stop flight between New York and Paris was first brought into public consideration byRaymond Orteig who, in 1919, issued a challengeto the Aeronautical world by offering a prize of$25,000 to the first successful entrant. Detailsof the flight were placed in the hands of theNational Aeronautic Association and a committee was appointed to form and administerthe rules of the undertaking.

I first considered the possibility of the New York-Paris flight while flying the mail one nightin the fall of 1926. Several facts soon becameoutstanding. The foremost was that with themodern radial air-cooled motor, high lift airfoils and lightened construction, it would not only be possible to reach Paris but, under normal conditions, to land with a large reserve of fuel andhave a high factor of safety throughout the entire trip as well.

I found that there were a number of public spirited men in St. Louis sufficiently interestedin aviation to finance such a project, and in December 1926 I made a trip to New York to obtaininformation concerning planes, motors, and otherdetails connected with the undertaking.

In connection with any important flight there are a number of questions which must be decided at the start, among the most important ofwhich are the type of plane and the number ofmotors to be used. A monoplane, although justcoming into general use in the United States, ismuch more efficient than a biplane for certainpurposes due to the lack of interference betweenwings, and consequently can carry a greater loadper square foot of surface at a higher speed. Asingle motored plane, while it is more liable toforced landings than one with three motors, hasmuch less head resistance and consequently agreater cruising range. Also there is three timesthe chance of motor failure with a tri-motoredship, for the failure of one motor during the firstpart of the flight, although it would not cause aforced landing, would at least necessitate dropping part of the fuel and returning for anotherstart.

The reliability of the modem air-cooled radial engine is so great that the chances of animmediate forced landing due to motor failurewith a single motor, would in my opinion, be morethan counterbalanced by the longer cruisingrange and consequent ability to reach the objective in the face of unfavorable conditions.

After careful investigation I decided that a single motored monoplane was, for my purpose,the type most suited to a long distance flight, andafter two more trips to the east coast and severalconferences in St. Louis, an order was placedwith the Ryan Airlines of San Diego, California,on February 28, 1927, for a plane equipped with a Wright Whirlwind J. 5. C. 200-H.P. radial air-cooled motor and Pioneer navigating instruments including the Earth Inductor Compass.


I went to San Diego to place the order and remained in California during the entire construction of the plane.

The personnel of the Ryan Airlines at once caught the spirit of the undertaking, and duringthe two months of construction the organizationlabored as it never had before. Day and night,seven days a "week, the structure grew from afew lengths of steel tubing to one of the mostefficient planes that has ever taken the air. During this time it was not unusual for the men towork twenty-four hours without rest, and on oneoccasion Donald Hall, the Chief Engineer, wasover his drafting table for thirty-six hours.

I spent the greater part of the construction period working out the details of navigation andplotting the course, with its headings and variations, on the maps and charts. After working out the track on the gnomonic and Mercators charts, I checked over the entire distance fromNew York to Paris with the nautical tables.The flight from San Diego to St. Louis and fromSt. Louis to New York was comparativelysimple, and I took the courses directly from thestate maps.

From New York to Paris I worked out a great circle, changing course every hundred miles orapproximately every hour. I had decided to replace the weight of a navigator with extra fuel,and this gave me about three hundred miles additional range. Although the total distance was3610 miles, the water gap between Newfoundland and Ireland was only about 1850 miles, andunder normal conditions I could have arrived onthe coast of Europe over three hundred miles offof my course and still have had enough fuel remaining to reach Paris; or I might have struckthe coastline as far north as Northern Scandinavia, or as far south as Southern Spain andlanded without danger to myself or the plane, even though I had not reached my destination. With these facts in view, I believed the additionalreserve of fuel to be more important on this flightthan the accuracy of celestial navigation.

For the flight from San Diego to St. Louis and New York I carried maps of the individualstates and one of the United States with thecourse plotted on each. For the flight from NewYork to Paris I had two hydrographic charts ofthe North Atlantic Ocean containing the greatcircle course and its bearing at intervals of onehundred miles. In addition to these charts, I hada map of each state, territory and country passedover. This included maps of Connecticut, RhodeIsland, Massachusetts, Nova Scotia, Newfoundland, Ireland, England and France. Also a mapof Europe.

I expected to be able to locate my position approximately on the coast of Europe by the terrain. Ireland is somewhat mountainous; England rather hilly on the southern end; France is a lowland along the coast; Spain is mountainous.

Therefore the coastline should indicate the country, and my accurate position could be obtained by the contours of that coastline and by the position of towns, rivers and railroads.

During the time of construction it was necessary to arrange for all equipment to be carried on the flight; including equipment for emergencyuse in a forced landing. After the first few hoursthere would be enough air in the fuel tanks tokeep the ship afloat for some time. I also carriedan air raft which could be inflated in severalminutes and which could weather a fairly roughsea.

In addition to food for the actual flight, I carried five tins of concentrated Army rations each of which contained one day’s food and whichcould be made to last much longer if necessary.I carried two canteens of water; one containinga quart for use during the actual flight and theother containing a gallon for emergency. Inaddition to this water, I had an Armburst cupwhich is a device for condensing the moisture from human breath into drinking water. The cup is cloth covered and contains a series of baffleplates through which the breath is blown. Thecup is immersed in water and then removed andblown through. The evaporation of the wateron the outside cools the cup walls and baffleplates on which the breath moisture collects andruns down to the bottom of the cup.

The following is a list of the equipment carried on the flight:

2 Flashlights

1 Ball of string

1 Ball of cord

1 Hunting Knife

4 Red flares sealed in rubber tubes

1 Match safe with matches

1 larger needle

1 Canteen—4 qts.

1 “—1 qt.

1 Armburst Cup

1 Air Raft with pump and repair kit

5 Cans of Army emergency rations

2 Air cushions

1 Hack saw blade

Near the end of April the factory work was completed and early one morning, the 46 ft.wing was taken out of the second floor of thefactory onto the top of a freight car and thenlowered to a waiting truck by means of a gasoline crane. A few days later the plane wascompletely assembled in its hangar, and on April28th, or sixty days after the order had beenplaced, I gave “The Spirit of St. Louis” her testflight. The actual performance was above thetheoretical. The plane was off the ground insix and one-eighth seconds, or in 165 feet, andwas carrying over 400 lbs. in extra gas tanksand equipment. The maximum air speed meterreading was 128 M.P.H. and the climb excellent.

The load tests were made from the old Camp Kearny parade grounds near San Diego. Atdaybreak, one foggy morning, I took off fromthe field at Dutch Flats and headed for theArmy’s three kilometer speed course along Coronado Strand. The visibility became extremelyhad over San Diego harbor and I was forced to land at Rockwell Field, North Island, and wait for the fog to lift before running the speed tests.The sun soon dispelled the fog and I took theplane four times over the speed course at an average of 129 M.P.H. in a slight cross wind. Iwas carrying about 25 gals, of gasoline and over400 lbs. of extra tanks and equipment. On theway to Camp Kearny I ran a number of testson the relation of motor R.P.M. to air speed, andby the time I reached the old parade-grounds’field I had collected quite a bit of valuable testdata.

I decided to run one more test before landing and had it about half way completed when Iallowed the data board to come too close to thewindow where a gust of air carried it out of thecockpit. I was flying over mesquite, over fivemiles from Camp Kearny, at about a 1200-footaltitude at the time, and could only spiral aroundand watch the board flutter down into the topof a mesquite bush. There was a small clearingabout 200 yards from the bush, in which it was possible to land a slow ship. I landed at Camp Kearny and sent for one of the cabin HissoStandards used by the Ryan Airlines for theirpassenger service between San Diego and LosAngeles. When the Standard arrived I flewover and landed in the clearing near the lostboard which was clearly visible from the air; but,after a fifteen minute search, I was unable tolocate it from the ground in the thick mesquite.So I took off my coat and spread it over thetop of another bush, then took the air again withthe Standard to locate the board in relation tothe coat.

I had no difficulty in locating them both and found them to be about fifty yards apart. Ilanded again but could not locate the board, somoved my coat to the spot where I thought itshould be and took off again. This time I hadplaced the coat within twenty feet of the databoard, but it required several minutes’ search inthe thick mesquite to finally locate it.

After I returned to Camp Kearny with the Standard, we made preparations for the weight tests of the Spirit of St. Louis.

The tests were to be made starting with a light load and increasing the weight carried byabout fifty gallons of fuel for each test up tothree hundred gallons, which was to be the maximum load tested. The plane passed its testseasily and took off with three hundred gallonsin twenty seconds or 1023 feet, and made a maximum speed of 126 miles per hour. The testswere made in a quartering wind varying fromtwo to nine miles per hour and at an elevationof about six hundred feet above sea level.

The final flight ended at dusk and the plane was left under guard on the field over night.The next morning, after most of the gasolinehad been drained, I flew it back to Dutch Flatswhere final preparations were made for the flightto St. Louis.

I was delayed four days at San Diego by a general storm area over the United States thatwould greatly jeopardize the success of an overnight non-stop flight to St. Louis. From thisflight I expected to obtain some very importantdata for use on the final hop from New York.

On the afternoon of May 9th, Dean Blake, Chief of the San Diego Weather Bureau, predicted favorable flying conditions for the succeeding day. The next morning I took the planeto Rockwell Field and at 3:55 p.m. Pacific time,I took off from North Island with 250 gallons ofgasoline for the flight to St. Louis, escorted bytwo Army observation planes and one of theRyan monoplanes. We circled North Islandand San Diego, then headed on a compass coursefor St. Louis.

The ship passed over the first ridge of mountains, about 4,000 feet, very easily with reduced throttle. The escorting planes turned hack atthe mountains and I passed on over the desertand the Salton Sea alone. And at sunset I wasover the deserts and mountains of WesternArizona.

The moon was well above the horizon and with the exception of a short period before dawn I was able to distinguish the contour of the country the entire night. I flew a compass course,passing alternately over snow-capped ridges,deserts, and fertile valleys. One of the mountainranges was over 12,000 feet high and completelysnow covered. I cleared this range by about 500feet and went on over the plains beyond.

The mountains passed quickly and long before daybreak I was flying over the prairies of Western Kansas. At dawn I located my positionabout twenty miles south of the course, justeast of Wichita, Kansas. At 8:00 a.m. CentralStandard time, I passed over Lambert Fieldand landed at 8:20 a.m., May 11th, fourteenhours and twenty-five minutes after leaving thePacific Coast.

The weather during the entire distance had been exactly as Dean Blake had predicted.

At 8:13 the next morning (May 12th) I took off from Lambert Field for New York. Thewind was west and the weather clear for thegreater part of the distance. Over the Alleghanys, however, the sky was overcast and someof the mountain tops were in low hanging cloudsand I followed the passes.

At 5:33 p.m. New York Daylight Saving time. I landed at Curtiss Field, Long Island.
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NEW YORK TO PARIS

AT New York we checked over the plane, engine and instruments, which requiredseveral short flights over the field.

When the plane was completely inspected and ready for the trans-Atlantic flight, there weredense fogs reported along the coast and overNova Scotia and Newfoundland, in addition toa storm area over the North Atlantic.

On the morning of May 19th, a light rain was falling and the sky was overcast. Weather reports from land stations and ships along thegreat circle course were unfavorable and therewas apparently no prospect of taking off forParis for several days at least. In the morningI visited the Wright plant at Paterson, NewJersey, and had planned to attend a theatre performance in New York that evening. But at about six o’clock I received a special report fromthe New York Weather Bureau. A high pressure area was over the entire North Atlanticand the low pressure over Nova Scotia and Newfoundland was receding. It was apparent thatthe prospects of the fog clearing up were as goodas I might expect for some time to come. TheNorth Atlantic should be clear with only localstorms on the coast of Europe. The moon hadjust passed full and the percentage of days withfog over Newfoundland and the Grand Bankswas increasing so that there seemed to be noadvantage in waiting longer.

We went to Curtiss Field as quickly as possible and made arrangements for the barograph to be sealed and installed, and for the plane tobe serviced and checked.

We decided partially to fill the fuel tanks in the hangar before towing the ship on a truck toRoosevelt Field, which adjoins Curtiss on theeast, where the servicing would be completed.

I left the responsibility for conditioning the plane in the hands of the men on the field whileI went into the hotel for about two and one-halfhours of rest; but at the hotel there were severalmore details which had to be completed and Iwas unable to get any sleep that night.

I returned to the field before daybreak on the morning of the twentieth. A light rain was falling which continued until almost dawn; consequently we did not move the ship to RooseveltField until much later than we had planned, andthe take off was delayed from daybreak untilnearly eight o’clock.

At dawn the shower had passed, although the sky was overcast, and occasionally there wouldbe some slight precipitation. The tail of theplane was lashed to a truck and escorted by anumber of motorcycle police. The slow tripfrom Curtiss to Roosevelt was begun.

The ship was placed at the extreme west end of the field heading along the east and west runway, and the final fueling commenced.

About 7:40 a.m. the motor was started and at 7:52 I took off on the flight for Paris.

The field was a little soft due to the rain during the night and the heavily loaded plane gathered speed very slowly. After passing the halfway mark, however, it was apparent that I would be able to clear the obstructions at the end.I passed over a tractor by about fifteen feet anda telephone line by about twenty, with a fairreserve of flying speed. I believe that the shipwould have taken off from a hard field with atleast five hundred pounds more weight.

I turned slightly to the right to avoid some high trees on a hill directly ahead, but by thetime I had gone a few hundred yards I had sufficient altitude to clear all obstructions and throttled the engine down to 1750 R.P.M. I tookup a compass course at once and soon reachedLong Island Sound where the Curtiss Oriolewith its photographer, which had been escortingme, turned back.

The haze soon cleared and from Cape Cod through the southern half of Nova Scotia theweather and visibility were excellent. I was flying very low, sometimes as close as ten feet fromthe trees and water.

On the three hundred mile stretch of water between Cape Cod and Nova Scotia I passedwithin view of numerous fishing vessels.

The northern part of Nova Scotia contained a number of storm areas and several times I flewthrough cloudbursts.

As I neared the northern coast, snow appeared in patches on the ground and far to the eastwardthe coastline was covered with fog.

For many miles between Nova Scotia and Newfoundland the ocean was covered with caked ice but as I approached the coast the ice disappearedentirely and I saw several ships in this area.

I had taken up a course for St. Johns, which is south of the great Circle from New York toParis, so that there would be no question of thefact that I had passed Newfoundland in case Iwas forced down in the north Atlantic.

I passed over numerous icebergs after leaving St. Johns, but saw no ships except near the coast.

Darkness set in about 8:15 New York time and a thin, low fog formed through which the whitebergs showed up with surprising clearness. Thisfog became thicker and increased in height untilwithin two hours I was just skimming the top ofstorm clouds at about ten thousand feet. Even atthis altitude there was a thick haze through whichonly the stars directly overhead could be seen.

There was no moon and it was very dark. The tops of some of the storm clouds were severalthousand feet above me and at one time, when Iattempted to fly through one of the larger clouds,sleet started to collect on the plane and I wasforced to turn around and get back into clear airimmediately and then fly around any cloudswhich I could not get over.

The moon appeared on the horizon after about two hours of darkness; then the flying was muchless complicated.

Dawn came at about 1 a.m. New York time and the temperature had risen until there waspractically no remaining danger of sleet.

Shortly after sunrise the clouds became more broken although some of them were far above meand it was often necessary to fly through them,navigating by instruments only.

As the sun became higher, holes appeared in the fog. Through one the open water was visible,and I dropped down until less than a hundredfeet above the waves. There was a strong windblowing from the northwest and the ocean wascovered with white caps.

After a few miles of fairly clear weather the ceiling lowered to zero and for nearly two hoursI flew entirely blind through the fog at an altitude of about 1500 feet. Then the fog raised andthe water was visible again.

On several more occasions it was necessary to fly by instrument for short periods; then the fogbroke up into patches. These patches took onforms of every description. Numerous shorelines appeared, with trees perfectly outlinedagainst the horizon. In fact, the mirages were sonatural that, had I not been in mid-Atlantic andknown that no land existed along my route, Iwould have taken them to be actual islands.

As the fog cleared I dropped down closer to the water, sometimes flying within ten feetof the waves and seldom higher than two hundred.

There is a cushion of air close to the ground or water through which a plane flies with less effortthan when at a higher altitude, and for hours ata time I took advantage of this factor.

Also, it was less difficult to determine the wind drift near the water. During the entire flight thewind was strong enough to produce white caps onthe waves. When one of these formed, the foamwould be blown off, showing the wind’s directionand approximate velocity. This foam remainedon the water long enough for me to obtain a general idea of my drift.

During the day I saw a number of porpoises and a few birds but no ships, although I understand that two different boats reported me passing over.

The first indication of my approach to the European Coast was a small fishing boat whichI first noticed a few miles ahead and slightly tothe south of my course. There were several ofthese fishing boats grouped within a few miles ofeach other.

I flew over the first boat without seeing any signs of life. As I circled over the second, however, a man’s face appeared, looking out of thecabin window.

I have carried on short conversations with people on the ground by flying low with throttled engine, shouting a question, and receiving theanswer by some signal. When I saw this fisherman I decided to try to get him to point towardsland. I had no sooner made the decision than thefutility of the effort became apparent. In alllikelihood he could not speak English, and evenif he could he would undoubtedly be far tooastounded to answer. However, I circled againand closing the throttle as the plane passed withina few feet of the boat I shouted, “Which way isIreland?” Of course the attempt was useless,and I continued on my course.

Less than an hour later a rugged and semi-mountainous coastline appeared to the northeast. I was flying less than two hundred feet from thewater when I sighted it. The shore was fairlydistinct and not over ten or fifteen miles away. Alight haze coupled with numerous local stormareas had prevented my seeing it from a longdistance.

The coastline came down from the north, curved over towards the east. I had very littledoubt that it was the southwestern end of Irelandbut in order to make sure I changed my coursetowards the nearest point of land.

I located Cape Valentia and Dingle Bay, then resumed my compass course towards Paris.

After leaving Ireland I passed a number of steamers and was seldom out of sight of aship.

In a little over two hours the coast of England appeared. My course passed over SouthernEngland and a little south of Plymouth; thenacross the English Channel, striking Franceover Cherbourg.

The English farms were very impressive from the air in contrast to ours in America. Theyappeared extremely small and unusually neatand tidy with their stone and hedge fences.

I was flying at about a fifteen hundred foot altitude over England and as I crossed theChannel and passed over Cherbourg, France, Ihad probably seen more of that part of Europethan many native Europeans. The visibilitywas good and the country could be seen for milesaround.

People who have taken their first flight often remark that no one knows what the locality helives in is like until he has seen it from above.Countries take on different characteristics fromthe air.

The sun went down shortly after passing Cherbourg and soon the beacons along the Paris-London airway became visible.

I first saw the lights of Paris a little before ten p.m.or five p.m. New York time, and a fewminutes later I was circling the Eiffel Towerat an altitude of about four thousand feet.

The lights of Le Bourget were plainly visible, but appeared to be very close to Paris. I hadunderstood that the field was farther from thecity, so continued out to the northeast into thecountry for four or five miles to make sure thatthere was not another field farther out whichmight be Le Bourget. Then I returned andspiralled down closer to the lights. Presently Icould make out long lines of hangars, and theroads appeared to be jammed with cars.

I flew low over the field once, then circled around into the wind and landed.

After the plane stopped rolling I turned it around and started to taxi back to the lights.The entire field ahead, however, was covered withthousands of people all running towards my ship.

When the first few arrived, I attempted to get them to hold the rest of the crowd back, awayfrom the plane, but apparently no one couldunderstand, or would have been able to conformto my request if he had.

I cut the switch to keep the propeller from killing some one, and attempted to organize an impromptu guard for the plane. The impossibility of any immediate organization became apparent, and when parts of the ship began to crackfrom the pressure of the multitude I decided toclimb out of the cockpit in order to draw thecrowd away.

Speaking was impossible; no words could be heard in the uproar and nobody apparently caredto hear any. I started to climb out of the cockpit, but as soon as one foot appeared throughthe door I was dragged the rest of the way without assistance on my part.

For nearly half an hour I was unable to touch the ground, during which time I was ardentlycarried around in what seemed to be a very smallarea, and in every position it is possible to be in.Every one had the best of intentions but no oneseemed to know just what they were.

The French military flyers very resourcefully took the situation in hand. A number of themmingled with the crowd; then, at a given signal,they placed my helmet on an American correspondent and cried: “Here is Lindbergh.” Thathelmet on an American was sufficient evidence.The correspondent immediately became the center of attraction, and while he was being takenprotestingly to the Reception Committee via arather devious route, I managed to get insideone of the hangars.

Meanwhile a second group of soldiers and police had surrounded the plane and soon placed it out of danger in another hangar.

The French ability to handle an unusual situation with speed and capability was remarkably demonstrated that night at Le Bourget.

Ambassador Herrick extended me an invitation to remain at his Embassy while I was inParis, which I gladly accepted. But grateful as I was at the time, it did not take me long to realize that a kind Providence had placed me inAmbassador Herrick’s hands. The ensuing daysfound me in situations that I had certainly neverexpected to be in and in which I relied on Ambassador Herrick’s sympathetic aid.

These situations were brought about by the whole-hearted welcome to me—an American—that touched me beyond any point that anywords can express. I left France with a debt ofgratitude which, though I cannot repay it, I shallalways remember. If the French people hadbeen acclaiming their own gallant airmen, Nungesser and Coli, who were lost only after fearlessly departing in the face of conditions insurmountably greater than those that confrontedme, their enthusiastic welcome and graciousnesscould not have been greater.

In Belgium as well, I was received with a warmth which reflected more than simply a passing curiosity in a trans-Atlantic flight, but whichwas rather a demonstration by the people of theirinterest in a new means of transportation whicheventually would bring still closer together thenew world and the old. Their welcome, too, willbe a cherished memory for all time.

In England, I experienced one final unforgettable demonstration of friendship for an American. That spontaneous wonderful reception during my brief visit seemed typical of what Ihad always heard of the good sportsmanship ofthe English.

My words to all those friends in Europe are Inadequate, but my feelings of appreciation areboundless.




Conclusion




When I was contemplating the flight to Paris I looked forward to making a short tour ofEurope with especial regard to the various airports and aeronautical activities.

After I arrived, however, the necessity for returning to America in the near future became apparent and, after a consultation with Ambassador Houghton, who informed me that President Coolidge was sending the cruiser Memphis to Cherbourg for my return journey toAmerica, I flew the “Spirit of St. Louis” to Gosport early one morning. There it was dismantledand crated, through the courtesy of the RoyalAir Force which also placed a Woodcock pursuit plane at my disposal.

I returned to London in the Woodcock and a few days later flew to Paris in another R.A.F.machine of the same type.

I remained overnight in Paris, and early the next morning flew a French Breguet to Cherbourg where the cruiser Memphis was waiting.

Admiral Burrage met me at the dock, and after going aboard the Memphis I becameacquainted with Captain Lackey and the officersof the ship. During the trip across theyextended every courtesy and did everythingwithin their power to make the voyage a pleasantone.

A description of my welcome back to the United States would, in itself, be sufficient to filla larger volume than this. I am not an authorby profession, and my pen could never expressthe gratitude which I feel towards the Americanpeople.

The voyage up the Potomac and to the Monument Grounds in Washington; up the Hudson River and along Broadway; over the Mississippiand to St. Louis—to do justice to these occasionswould require a far greater writer than myself.

Washington, New York, and finally St. Louis and home. Each of these cities has left mewith an impression that I shall never forget, anda debt of gratitude which I can never repay.








When Lindbergh came to tell the story of his welcome at Paris, London, Brussels, Washington, New York and St. Louis he found himselfup against a tougher problem than flying theAtlantic.

He wanted to speak from his heart his appreciation for all the kindness and enthusiasm that had been shown him. But when he began towrite he found that fitting words would not come.Somehow it wasn’t a story for him to tell.

So the publishers agreed to his suggestion that this part of the record be put in the third person by a writer he might choose. As a resultmuch in the way of illuminating speeches andother important matter is included that Lindbergh would have been loath to use.


I have asked Fitzhugh Green to write a brief account of my various receptions not only because I think be has caught the spirit of what Ihave tried to do for aviation, but because I trusthis judgment in selection of material.
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A LITTLE OF WHAT THE WORLD THOUGHT OF LINDBERGH

BY

Fitzhugh Green


I

PARIS

CHARLES A. LINDBERGH was the “dark horse” of the New York to Paris flight; also he flew alone. These twofacts, combined with the tragic disappearance ofthe French trans-Atlantic fliers, Nungesser andColi, shortly before he left New York, emphasized the suspense with which Paris awaited hisarrival.

He landed safely on a dark night about on schedule time. This was the culmination of whatmight be called the mechanical aspect of hissuccess.

In consequence of these unique but rather simple circumstances it was natural that thereshould follow a good deal of notoriety for theflier. Already the so-called “trans-Atlantic AirRace” had received much advertising. Severalplanes had been grooming for the long flight;and there had been much speculation about thepracticability of such an effort. Lindbergh’slanding figuratively rang the bell as the winnercame under the wire.


The first man over was bound to be recognized as an audacious pioneer. Without regard for hischaracter, creed or aspirations the world was going to come forward and say “Well done!”

The first man to fly from New York to Paris was bound to be feted and decorated. He wouldtell the story of his night and there would beephemeral discussion of its bearing on the futureof aviation. Wild speculation about the worldbeing on the brink of a great air age would follow.

The first man to fly from New York to Paris was bound to excite the admiration of his owncountrymen. He would be met on his return bycommittees, have to make some speeches at banquets and receive appropriate decorations for hisvalor.

The first man to fly from New York to Paris would write several magazine articles and a book.He might make some money by lecturing. Hewould be offered contracts for moving pictures,jobs as manager of something or other, and honorary memberships in a hundred organizations ofmore or less doubtful value.

Then someone would break a homerun record or commit a murder; whereupon the world wouldforget with pitiless promptness the first man tofly the broad Atlantic.

Who, by the way, can name the dauntless pilots that circled the globe by air not so manymonths ago?

The reason Lindbergh’s story is different is that when his plane came to a halt on Le Bourgetfield that black night in Paris, Lindbergh theman kept on going.

The phenomenon of Lindbergh took its start with his flight across the ocean; but in its entiretyit was almost as distinct from that flight asthough he had never flown at all.

It is probable that in the three ensuing weeks Lindbergh loosed the greatest torrent of massemotion ever witnessed in human history.

This narrative is a record of events, not an analysis. It therefore cannot pretend to explainthe “phenomenon of Lindbergh.” Whether itwas his modesty or his looks or his refusal to betempted by money or by fame that won him sucha following we cannot say. Perhaps the worldwas ripe for a youth with a winning smile toflash across its horizon and by the brilliance ofhis achievement momentarily dim the uglinessof routine business, politics and crime. Manysaid that his sudden meteor-like appearance fromobscurity was an act of Providence.

Whatever the reason for it all, the fact remains that there was a definite “phenomenon of Lindbergh” quite the like of which the world hadnever seen. This strange phenomenon is theopening fact of our simple narrative of eventsculled from a list far too long to include in thespace allowed.

All who followed press accounts of the flier’s adventures after landing agree that his “meteor”did not glow in its full radiance at first. Therewas a faint but unmistakable artificiality in thenews reports on this side of the Atlantic immediately following his arrival in Paris. To be sure,unstinted praise was poured on his courage andon the skill of his unprecedented flight. But thetrue Lindbergh had not yet impressed itselfupon America.

His personality caught the French at the very moment when their natural enthusiasm for hisdeed was at its height. It was like pushing aswing just when it has started downward.

Two French aviation officers extricated him from the milling crowd at Le Bourget on arrivalnight and succeeded in getting him to the American Embassy where newspaper men located himat 1:30 a.m. The journalists naturally foundthe flier tired after having had practically nosleep for nearly sixty hours. But he was farfrom exhausted and he had no maudlin recitalfor the pencil-pushers who so eagerly surrounded him.

He awakened near noon next day. After breakfast he went out on a balcony in responseto crowds, in the street and for the first timeafter his triumph stood face to face in daylightwith citizens of France. There was a burst ofapplause. As we have said, the first man tohave flown from New York to Paris, was boundto get just this applause. Then something elsehappened.

We talked to one of the Diplomatic Corps who witnessed this first public appearance. He said:“The people kept on cheering and clapping andwaving their hats or handkerchiefs; but I suddenly had a feeling they were applauding mechanically, as if their attention were rooted onsomething that fascinated them.

“I glanced up at Lindbergh to see if he were doing anything he shouldn’t do. No, he wasjust smiling and his ruddy face was alight withappreciation.

“I looked from Lindbergh to the crowd. Then I realized that something was going on right before my eyes that I couldn’t see. Lindbergh’spersonality was reaching out and winning theFrench just as surely as his flight had reachedout and found their city.”

That was the beginning of the “phenomenon of Lindbergh.” It grew in a steady crescendo asthe days passed. We saw it full force in Washington. We saw it reach incredible heights inNew York.

Procession of events fitted into and abetted development of the situation. There was the telephone conversation from Paris to his mother in Detroit four thousand miles away. His mother:the world rolled the two words around its collective tongue as might a wine connoisseur hisnectar.

He called on Madame Nungesser, another mother, whose equally brave son had disappearedbut a few days before in the stormy wastes ofthe same ocean he had crossed. Their exchangewas brief, but the whole world listened and wipedaway a tear. In simple compassion Lindberghtold the mother not to give up hope. You haveto know the boy to feel a fraction of the reassurance he must have conveyed.

He visited the blind and crippled veterans of the great war. He smiled at them; which wasenough for those who could see, who in turn ransacked their expressive tongue to explain "lejoli Lindbergh” to those who couldn’t.

He called on the President of the Republic. He was dressed in plain clothes but the meetingwas full of affability on both sides, with SheldonWhitehouse of the Embassy acting as interpreter. The President pinned the Cross of theLegion of Honor upon the lapel of the boy’sborrowed suit and kissed him on both cheeks.

By this time France was alive to Lindbergh; America was waking up.

At the Aero Club of France he made his first speech. His precise laconic diction was one morestep forward in the phenomenon of Lindbergh.The speech was printed widely in America. TheClub was jammed that day and Minister of WarPaul Painleve, surrounded by fifty of the leading aviators of France, received the guest ofhonor. When the time came Herrick quietlyleaned over and told Lindbergh he must respond.Whereupon the latter rose and said that Nungesser and Coli had attempted a far greater thingthan he when they took off from Paris for NewYork. Their difficulties had far exceeded his.In any event he urged France not to give uphope. Nothing could have been more tactful.

Ambassador Herrick’s speech which followed emphasized the strengthened goodwill betweenFrance and America. “This young man fromout of the west brings you better than anythingelse the spirit of America,” he said. “His exploit shows you that the heart of the UnitedStates beats for France. It was needed at thismoment that the love of these two great peopleshould manifest itself, and it is this young boywho has brought that about. After his European trip is over he will go back to America andhe will be able to tell them as no other man couldthat France really loves the people of the UnitedStates.”

Thus was the idea of “ambassadorship without portfolio” initiated. When press and people,and especially statesmen, began to see how thecurrent strain between France and America wasslackening as a result of Lindbergh’s visit, theidea grew doubly strong.

On the following day he went to a large luncheon of 600 Americans at the American Club. On Wednesday he visited the French Chamberof Deputies. There was no session in progress,yet most of the members present followed him tothe reception room of the President’s residence.Like ferment in wine, Lindbergh’s personalitywas working hour by hour.

Here again the increased cordiality between France and America became the keynote of the interchange. The adored General Gouraudsaid:“It is not only two continents that you have united, but the hearts of all men everywhere in admiration of the simple courage of a manwho does great things. . . . You and youryouth belong to that glorious band of which M. Bleriot standing here beside you was one, andwhich has opened the great spaces. We greetyou also in the name of those others of yourcountrymen who, in the Lafayette Escadrille,died here for France—who, like you, helped toframe that unalterable fraternity, that indissoluble friendship which unites our two peoples.”

In like vein but with an eye to practicality Lindbergh replied:

“Gentlemen, 132 years ago Benjamin Franklin was asked: ‘What good is your balloon? What will it accomplish?’ He replied: ‘What good is a new born child?’ Less than twenty years ago when I was not far advanced from infancy M. Bleriot flew across the English Channeland was asked ‘What good is your aeroplane?What will it accomplish?’ Today those sameskeptics might ask me what good has been myflight from New York to Paris. My answer isthat I believe it is the forerunner of a great airservice from America to France, America toEurope, to bring our peoples nearer together inunderstanding and in friendship than they haveever been.”

The speaker’s abrupt but unmistakable sincerity made a profound impression upon his listeners.

It is impossible to do justice to the full Paris visit. Yet it is not difficult even now tosense the ever increasing aura of popularity andaffection that surrounded Lindbergh whereverhe went.

He lunched with Bleriot, the first man to fly across the English Channel, who presentedhim with a piece of the propeller of that famousplane of early days. He had a notable visit withMarshal Foch. He went to the Invalides surrounded by an admiring crowd. He went to the home of Marshal Joffre. He attended a formallunch with Minister Briand.

Meanwhile a growing avalanche of mail was descending upon the Embassy. There werestartling business offers running into millions ofdollars. Cables from all parts of the world urgedLindbergh to write this or that, or agree to appearat highly remunerative rates under any and allcircumstances. He did not handle this mail or accept any of these offers. He could not do theformer, and he would not do the latter. But hewas not cynical; only gravely dubious about theresults of his original enterprise getting so farout of his control.

On Thursday of that Paris week came the official reception by the City. By this time thepopularity of the boy held full sway. It is saidthat half a million people lined the streetsthrough which the flier drove in company withhis host, the Ambassador.

At the City Hall, Lindbergh received the Gold Medal of the Muncipality of Paris. In a brief speech he told the Council that he believed hisflight was the forerunner of a regular commercialair-service between the United States andFrance. He added that Nungesser and Coliwould have voiced the same thought if they hadlanded in America.

Ambassador Herrick then made one of his finest and most widely quoted speeches. “I amnot a religious man,” he said, “but I believe thereare certain things that happen in life which canonly be described as the interpretation of a Divine Act. I would not be surprised if this flightmarks the beginning of a return of that sympathyand affection which lasted 150 years betweenFrance and America. Lindbergh brought youthe spirit of America in a manner in which itcould never be brought in a diplomatic sack.”

Next morning Lindbergh got up at daybreak and went to Le Bourget where he found a smallblack Nieuport 300 H.P. fighting plane awaitinghim. To the delight of the French fliers as wellas the populace he went aloft and began stunting with a skill and ease that stamped him onceand for all an expert. Again he rose a peg inFrench esteem. Nor was this a studied performance any more than his modesty in bearing or hisbrevity in oratory were studied. It was onlyanother integral part of the “phenomenon ofLindbergh.”

At noon there was a luncheon at the Ministry of War. Later he was received by the Senatorsat the Luxembourg Palace. A reception andofficial visits followed. In the evening he attended a gala performance at the ChampsElysees Theatre.

The very recital of his festivities and honors grows monotonous.

Next day he left. About eight in the morning he motored to Le Bourget and put in three hoursgrooming his plane for its next flight. At noonhe hopped off for Brussels, circling the EiffelTower and dropping a note of goodby and thanksto Paris in the Place de la Concorde on his way.


II

BRUSSELS

THE Belgian reception was one of quiet dignity. King Albert had given ordersthat at all costs Lindbergh must comeoff the field untouched.

The flier landed at the Evere Flying Field near Brussels at exactly 3.15 p.m. The crowdthat greeted him was never out of hand. PrimeMinister Jasper came forward at once and said:“I am happy and proud, my Captain, to be thefirst man in the name of Belgium to extend toyou our warmest felicitations for your great exploit, which not only draws nearer our two continents, but the hearts of our people as well.’’

As Mr. Gibson, the new American Ambassador to Belgium, was in America at the time, his place was temporarily occupied by Mr. Dunn, Charge d’ Affaires. By him Lindbergh was presented to the Duke of Brabant, heir to the throne,who formally welcomed the visitor in the name ofKing Albert. Meanwhile the plane had beencarefully wheeled upon a platform so that everyone might take a look at it.

After motoring to the American Embassy to change his clothes, Lindbergh laid a wreath onthe tomb of Belgium’s unknown soldier.

It was at the reception at the Palace that Lindbergh met his first king. King Alberttreated bim with a kind informality characteristic of that much-loved monarch.

Next morning, Lindbergh slept until nearly nine. Then he went out to the Evere Airdrome,where he showed his plane to King Albert andQueen Elizabeth. King Albert in his turn tookthe visitor to see some late types of Belgianplanes and personally explained their technicalfeatures.

At noon came the civic reception at the Hotel de Ville. When Lindbergh arrived the squarewas lined with troops. Burgomaster Max, withthe aldermen of Brussels, was there to meethim. There was also a welcoming delegationknown as the Old Volunteers of the Great War,whose members, despite their fifty years or more,had rushed in 1914 to join the colors.

Burgomaster Max made a speech in English, saying that the flight was a wonderful sportingperformance. lie added that because the nonstop flight from New York to Paris had appeared to be an undertaking beyond humanforces, the victory was really a victory of humanity. He concluded by declaring with greatfeeling:

“In your glory there is glory for all men. An apparently impossible task loomed before you.You surmounted it. It is helpful and encouraging for those who think we must never despairof human effort. You must have heard manytimes during these five days that in crossing theocean with your ‘Spirit of St. Louis’ you havedone more than all the diplomats to bring closertogether the different peoples. I repeat it myself. When a statement is being commonlyused, a Burgomaster should not hesitate to express it again, as his function when he speaks isto reflect public opinion.

“In uniting by airway your young country with the old soil of Europe you have drawnnearer together these two continents and youhave the right to claim the title of Citizen of theWorld. The way now open, others will followyou, as others tried in vain to precede you.

“I am thus certain, as we welcome you here, to express your own sentiments in mentioning withemotion the names of Nungesser and Coli who afew days ago, with an assurance as great asyours, started over the Atlantic but never reachedtheir goal.

“In you the symbol of daring and courage is impossible not to admire.

“Heroes always consider what they have done as a simple matter. This is precisely becausethey are heroes. I salute in you, dear CaptainLindbergh, a noble son of your great nationwhich at an hour when civilization was in dangercame to its help and with us conquered.”

Lindbergh replied to this speech by saying that there were two things he looked forward towhen he took off from New York—seeingFrance and Belgium:

“This afternoon I must leave,” he went on, “I wish I could stay here weeks instead of hours.I certainly will never forget your welcome.

“Less than twenty-five years ago, the first flight was made in an airplane. It will not bemany years before we have regular trans-Atlantic service. I congratulate Belgium on herremarkable progress in aviation. You have awonderful air force here. Aviation will be one ofthe great forces of the future to bring nationstogether.”

Then the Burgomaster took Lindbergh’s hand and presented him with a little leather case containing a gold medal inscribed in English:

“To Captain Charles Lindbergh, the City of Brussels, May 29th, 1927.”

Lindbergh left Brussels for London in the early afternoon. On his way over Belgium hepaid a tribute to the American soldiers who sleepin the cemetery at Werington near Ghent. Cutting off his motor, he flew low over the field, butlittle above the rows of white crosses. Hedropped a wreath of flowers, circled the cemeterytwice, then headed out for England.

In a sense this visit to Belgium was a surer test of the man than either of the other countries.His stay was very brief; his hosts neither spokehis tongue as did the English, nor had as naturala reservoir of emotion to draw upon as did theFrench. Yet Lindbergh’s easy dignity, hissimple bearing, and always his ready smile, wereas quick to earn him the permanent friendshipof King and Queen as to excite the adulation ofthe crowd.

It was said everywhere of him when he left: “We hope he comes back some day.” No travelerreceives higher praise than that.


III

LONDON

THE flight from Brussels was comparatively simple and there was little or no strain on the plane. The pilot steeredstraight across the Channel, reaching Englandon the southeast corner.

The weather was nearly perfect; in fact Lindbergh was never privileged during his stay in England to see a real London fog.

It did not seem long before he found himself throttling his motor above the great field atCroydon on the outskirts of London. A tremendous crowd had gathered—a crowd almostas large as that which had watched him land thatmemorable night at Le Bourget. And again nosooner had his wheels touched the ground than this crowd, too, made a rush for his plane. Fortunately, officials of the Royal Air Club dashedup in a motor car and got the pilot aboard justin time to rescue him from the uncontrollable enthusiasm of the throng.
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As in Paris, all the carefully laid plans of the reception committee were swept aside. EvenSecretary for Air, Sir Samuel Hoare, andAmbassador Houghton were swallowed up bythe multitude. Later another crowd, almost aslarge, was found waiting at the American Embassy for a glimpse of the American air traveler.


Then came welcomed rest. Lindbergh dined with some friends of the Ambassador and wentto bed early. Next morning he went direct toCroydon and found that, despite his fears, verylittle harm had been done to his ship save for onelittle hole in the wing and a landing strut thathad lost two bolts.

Monday was a comparatively quiet day. There was a luncheon at the Embassy attendedby many persons prominent in the governmentand otherwise. One war hero was perhaps especially interesting to an air man. This was Lieut. Col. W. A. Bishop, the Canadian ace, who hadbrought down 72 German planes.

In the afternoon a Memorial Day service was held at St. Margaret’s Church, Westminster.This honoring in England of our Civil War deadwas a strange experience for the visitor. Oneof the veterans present, Jabez Grayell, aged 86,had known President McKinley as a comradein arms. After the service and sermon a procession formed, which, headed by the Stars andStripes, moved slowly from the church to Westminster Abbey. There, Ambassador Houghton,with Lindbergh at his side, walked to a tomband laid a wreath on which was inscribed:

“In memory of England’s unknown warrior from the American people.”

In the evening British newspaper men gave Lindbergh a dinner in the Abraham Lincolnroom of the Savoy. On the speaker s table before the guest of honor were five sandwiches anda half gallon jar of water. The Chairman gravelyannounced: “Captain Lindbergh will now partake of his customary meal.” After a round oflaughing applause the real dinner began.

Next morning was the 31st of May. On this day Lindbergh was received by the King of England. King George talked to him alone for sometime about his flight, and by his conversationshowed he understood a great deal about flying.Setting aside all precedent, he personally presented Lindbergh with the Royal Air ForceCross. The only other Americans who ever received this cross were the crew of the NC-4,which crossed the Atlantic via the Azores, andCommander Zachary Lansdowne, killed on theShenandoah.

After his conversation with the King, Lindbergh was presented to Queen Mary. From Buckingham Palace he went to York House tobe received by the Prince of Wales. The Princewanted to know what he was going to do in thefuture, to which Lindbergh promptly replied:“I am going to keep on flying.”

He visited Prime Minister Baldwin at Number 10 Downing Street, the little house from which so big a slice of this world is being run.Mr. Baldwin took him out on the balcony towatch the colorful ceremony known as theTrooping of the Colors, which epitomizes the dignity and power of the British empire.

At a luncheon given by the Air Council, Lindbergh was presented with the Daily Mail’s gold aviation cup, which was instituted many yearsago by the late Lord Northcliffe. Here SirSamuel Hoare was the principal speaker. Aftercomplimenting Lindbergh on his flight hecontinued:

“There are some foolish people—I am glad to think there are very few of them—who are askingyou the question: ‘Of what use to the world arethese efforts and sacrifices? Of what use to theworld is a flight like Captain Lindbergh’s?’ If Ihad time I should prove to them that from a technical point of view these long distant flights areof great value. They stimulate progress; theytest reliability.

“Is it not of value to the technical progress of aviation that a single air cooled engine of 220H. P., consuming only 10 gallons of petrol anhour, should have travelled over 3600 miles andbeen fit for another lap at the end of this?

“Is not a long distance flight of this kind of great value as a test of aerial navigation? Flying through fogs and storms, Captain Lindberghnever seems to have deflected from his course.Surely this experience is not only a testimony ofhis great skill as a navigator but also a lesson inthe study of navigation. But I set aside thesetechnical justifications, for upon a flight of thiskind the world at large rightly reaches its verdictupon broader grounds. The peoples of manycountries are today applauding Captain Lindbergh’s achievement not so much because somematerial gain will be obtained in this or thatway, but because it is a fine example of nerve andendurance, of skill, courage, enterprise andadventure.

“The more drab the world becomes the more gladly we welcome such fine achievements as his.

“Today therefore I ask you to drink to the health of Captain Lindbergh as the pilot whohas broken the world’s record, and as a worthyrepresentative of our close friends and war allies,the pilots of the United States of America. Stillmore, however, do I ask you to drink to his healthas a young man who embodies the spirit of adventure and lights up the world with a flash ofcourage and daring, and, I am glad to say, ofsuccess.”

In the late afternoon, at the invitation of Lord and Lady Astor, Lindbergh had tea at theHouse of Commons. That evening the RoyalAir Club gave him a dinner at the Savoy. Fromthere he went to a Swedish festival and at midnight attended the famous Derby Eve Ball atAlbert Hall. He arrived with the Prince ofWales and as he entered the band struck up“Yankee Doodle.” There he made his shortestspeech of many short ones. It was simply: “Ithank you for my reception tonight. It has beenone of the greatest of my life.”

On June 1st Lindbergh saw his first Derby. Three hundred thousand people had travelled toEpsom Downs to see this great traditional spectacle of horse racing. As the visiting flier wasguest of Lord Lonsdale he sat in a box surrounded by royalty.

That evening was his last in England’s capital. The combined American societies of London entertained him at a banquet. After manyspeeches, Sir Samuel Hoare rose once more tothe occasion and expressed this parting thought:

“Perhaps before long, instead of a single flight, we can induce you to make a regular habitof it. The sooner air communications are established between the two English speakingnations, the better our relations will be. Youcame to us as a great aviator, but I know youleave as a real friend of England. I am not surethat the latter part of your trip has not been asimportant as your first.

“It was a triumph of man over machinery, of man over the brute forces of nature. The flightwas a tribute to the young men of the world—of the new generation which has sprung up sincethe war, determined to subdue the forces of nature—determined in the near future to make theair a great highway for intercourse betweenyour people and ours.”

The day set for departure was misty. On arrival at Kinnerly Airdrome Lindbergh foundconditions too difficult to fly to Paris. So therehe remained that night as the guest of the RoyalAir Force. But he had little sleep; for at 3:30a messenger awakened him with word the weatherwas clearing.

He hopped off at 6:20 a.m. but thirty-eight minutes later, due to low visibility, he came downat Lympnel, England. At eight o’clock a bigHandley Page mail and passenger plane flewover. Whereupon Lindbergh quickly wentaloft and used the big ship as a guide all the wayto Le Bourget.

In the afternoon he attended a ceremony at the Swedish Church in Paris and the next morning—Saturday June 4th,—he took off for Cherbourg at 9:22 accompanied by twenty planes.

Just as he was ready to go, Costes and Rignot the two French aviators who were leaving on theireastward trip in an effort to beat the non-stoprecord he had established, came over to say good-by and he wished them Godspeed.

On the way to Cherbourg Lindbergh ran into wind, rain, hail and fog. He landed there at11:35 amid what seemed to be the entire population of the port. He was cordially welcomedby the full staff of city officials. After lunchat the Mayor’s chateau he was motored into thecity proper, and at the Gare Maritime a plaquewas unveiled commemorating the spot wherehe had first flown over France on his way to LeBourget.

To avoid pressure of the crowd he jumped upon a Cunard tender at the dock and reachedthe fast launch of Admiral Burrage which carried him to the U.S.S. Memphis, ordered byPresident Coolidge to bring the flier home.
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IV

WASHINGTON

IT is probable that when Lindbergh reached America he got the greatest welcome anyman in history has ever received; certainlythe greatest when judged by numbers; and byfar the greatest in its freedom from that unkindemotion which in such cases usually springs fromone people’s triumph over another.

Lindbergh’s victory was all victory; for it was not internecine, but that of our human speciesover the elements against which for thousandsof centuries man’s weakness has been pitted.

The striking part of it all was that a composite picture of past homecoming heroes wouldn’tlook any more like Charles Lindbergh did thatday of his arrival in Washington than a hitchingpost looks like a green bay tree.

Caesar was glum when he came back from Gaul; Napoleon grim; Paul Jones defiant;Peary blunt; Roosevelt abrupt; Dewey deferential; Wilson brooding; Pershing imposing,Lindbergh was none of these. He was a plaincitizen dressed in the garments of an everydayman. He looked thoroughly pleased, just alittle surprised, and about as full of health andspirits as any normal man of his age should be.If there was any wild emotion or bewilderment inthe occasion it lay in the welcoming crowds, andnot in the air pilot they were saluting.


The cruiser Memphis, on which Lindbergh travelled, passed through the Virginia Capes onher way to Washington a few minutes after fivep.m. of the afternoon of June 10. Here Lindbergh got the first taste of what was to come.

A convoy of four destroyers, two army blimps from Langley Field and forty airplanes of theArmy, Navy and Marine Corps accompaniedthe vessel as she steamed up Chesapeake Bay.As the night fell they wheeled toward their various bases and were soon lost to view. Theygave no salute; and, for all the casual observermight have noted, they were merely investigatingthis newcomer to their home waters. But theyleft an indelible impression upon those in theMemphis that the morrow was to be extraordinary.

Saturday June 11, 1927, dawned hot and clear in Washington. It was evident early in the daythat something far out of the city’s peacefulsummer routine was going to happen. Streetswere being roped off. Special policemen weregoing to their posts. Airplanes flew about overhead. Citizens began gathering in little clumpsup and down Pennsylvania Avenue, many seating themselves on fruit boxes and baskets as iffor a long wait.

The din that greeted the Memphis off Alexandria, suburb of Washington, began the noisy welcome that lasted for several hours. Everyroof top, window, old ship, wharf and factoryfloor was filled with those who simply had to see Lindbergh come home. Factory whistles, automobiles, church bells and fire sirens all joined in the pandemonium.

In the air were scores of aircraft. One large squadron of nearly fifty pursuit planes maneuvered in and out of the heavy vaporous cloudsthat hung over the river. Beneath them movedseveral flights of slower bombers. The giantdirigible airship, the U.S.S. Los Angeles, woundback and forth above the course of the oncomingMemphis.

By eleven o’clock the saluting began. Vice Admiral Burrage, also returning on the Memphis, received his customary fifteen guns from theNavy yard. The President’s salute of 21 gunswas exchanged. Firing from the cruisers’ battery and from the shore stations lent a fine rhythmic punctuation to the constantly increasingnoise from other quarters.

Just before noon the Memphis came alongside the Navy Yard dock and a gangplank was hoisted to her rail. On the shore were collecteda notable group of cabinet officers and high officials. There were the Secretary of the Navy,Curtis D. Wilbur; the Secretary of War,Dwight F. Davis; Postmaster General HarryS. New; and former Secretary of State, CharlesEvans Hughes. There were Admiral EdwardW. Eberle, Chief of Naval Operations; MajorGeneral Mason W. Patrick and Rear AdmiralWilliam A. Moffett, heads of the Army andNavy air forces. There was Commander Richard E. Byrd who flew to the North Pole, and wholater followed Lindbergh’s trail to France.

When the gangplank was in place Admiral Burr age came down it and a moment later returned with a lady on his arm. This lady wasMrs. Evangeline Lindbergh, the young pilot’smother.

Instantly a new burst of cheering went up; but many wept—they knew not just why.

For a few minutes mother and son disappeared into a cabin aboard the Memphis. It was a nicetouch; something more than the brass bands andcheering. And it somehow symbolized a greatdeal of what was being felt and said that hotmorning in our country’s great capital.

Next came brief and a somewhat informal greeting by the dignitaries. In their glisteninghigh silk hats they surrounded Lindbergh andfor a bit shut him off from the pushing perspiring crowd still held at bay ashore by the bayonetsof the marines.

Suddenly the crowd could hold its patience no longer. With one frantic push it brokethrough the ranks of “Devil Dogs” and swarmeddown upon the moored vessel. Trouble wasaverted by the simple expedient of getting Lindbergh quickly into one of the waiting cars andstarting for the Navy Yard gate.

The parade escort had been lined up some hours ahead of time. Now it got under waytoward the center of the city, leading the automobiles that carried the official party. Clattering hoofs of cavalrymen, blare of bands anda rolling cheer along the ranks of waiting thousands marked the progress of the young American flier who had so gloriously come home.

Here for the first time Lindbergh saw the spirit in which his people were to greet him.They were curious, yes; crowds always are onsuch occasions. And they were gay with theirhandclapping and flag-waving, shouting and confetti throwing. But there was a note of enthusiasm everywhere that transcended just a chorusof holiday seekers witnessing a new form ofcircus. There was something deeper and finerin the way people voiced their acclaim. Manyof them wiped their eyes while they laughed;many stood with expressionless faces, their looksglued upon the face of the lad who had achievedso great a thing and yet seemed to take it all socalmly.

When the parade reached the natural amphitheatre of the Washington Monument the hillsides were jammed with a great gathering of men, women and children. On the high standthat had been erected, the President of the United States and Mrs. Coolidge waited toreceive the man who but three weeks and a day before had been a comparatively unknown adventurer hopping off for Paris by air.

Ranged about the President were the ambassadors of many foreign countries, members of the diplomatic corps with their wives and daughters,and nearly all the high officials of the government.

When Lindbergh mounted the stand the President came forward and grasped his hand. Those closest to Mr. Coolidge say that rarely has heshown the unrestrained cordiality he put intothat simple greeting.

The President now moved to the front of the stand and waited for the applause to be stilled.Presently, when the multitude again was quiet,he began slowly to speak:

“My Fellow-Countrymen:

“It was in America that the modern art of flying of heavier-than-air machines was first developed. As the experiments became successful, the airplane was devoted to practical purposes.

It has been adapted to commerce in the transportation of passengers and mail and used for national defense by our land and sea forces.

“Beginning with a limited flying radius, its length has been gradually extended. We havemade many flying records. Our Army fliers havecircumnavigated the globe. One of our Navymen started from California and flew far enoughto have reached Hawaii, but being off his course,landed in the water. Another officer of the Navyhas flown to the North Pole. Our own countryhas been traversed from shore to shore in a singleflight.

“It had been apparent for some time that the next great feat in the air would be a continuousflight from the mainland of America to the mainland of Europe. Two courageous Frenchmenmade the reverse attempt and passed to a fatethat is as yet unknown.

“Others were speeding their preparations to make the trial, but it remained for an unknownyouth to attempt the elements and win. It isthe same story of valor and victory by a son ofthe people that shines through every page ofAmerican history.

“Twenty-five years ago there was born in Detroit, Michigan, a boy representing the best traditions of this country, of a stock known for its deeds of adventure and exploration.

“His father, moved with a desire for public service, was a member of Congress for severalyears. His mother, who dowered her son withher own modesty and charm, is with us today.Engaged in the vital profession of school-teaching, she has permitted neither money nor fame tointerfere with her fidelity to her duties.

“Too young to have enlisted in the World War, her son became a student at one of the bigState universities. His interest in aviation ledhim to an Army aviation school, and in 1925 hewas graduated as an airplane pilot. In November, 1926, he had reached the rank of Captain inthe Officers’ Reserve Corps.

“Making his home in St. Louis, he had joined the 110th Observation Squadron of the Missouri National Guard. Some of his qualities notedby the Army officers who examined him for promotion, as shown by reports in the files of theMilitia Bureau of the War Department, are asfollows:

“ ‘Intelligent,’ ‘industrious,’ ‘energetic,’ ‘dependable,’ ‘purposeful,’ ‘alert,’ ‘quick of reaction,’ ‘serious,’ ‘deliberate,’ ‘stable,’ ‘efficient,’ ‘frank,’ ‘modest,’ ‘congenial’ ‘a man of goodmoral habits and regular in all his business transactions.’

“One of the officers expressed his belief that the young man ‘would successfully completeeverything he undertakes.’ This reads like aprophecy.

“Later he became connected with the United States Mail Service, where he exhibited markedability, and from which he is now on leave ofabsence.

“On a morning just three weeks ago yesterday this wholesome, earnest, fearless, courageous product of America rose into the air from LongIsland in a monoplane christened ‘The Spiritof St. Louis’ in honor of his home and that ofhis supporters.

“It was no haphazard adventure. After months of most careful preparation, supportedby a valiant character, driven by an unconquerable will and inspired by the imagination and thespirit of his Viking ancestors, this reserve officerset wing across the dangerous stretches of theNorth Atlantic.

“He was alone. His destination was Paris.

“Thirty-three hours and thirty minutes later, in the evening of the second day, he landed at hisdestination on the French flying field at Le Bourget. He had traveled over 3,600 miles, and established a new and remarkable record. The execution of his project was a perfect exhibition ofhis art.

“This country will always remember the way in which he was received by the people of France,by their President and by their Government.

It was the more remarkable because they were mourning the disappearance of their intrepidcountrymen, who had tried to span the Atlanticon a western flight.

“Our messenger of peace and goodwill had broken down another barrier of time and spaceand brought two great peoples into closer communion. In less than a day and a half he hadcrossed the ocean over which Columbus had traveled for sixty-nine days and the Pilgrim Fathersfor sixty-six days on their way to the NewWorld.

“But, above all, in showering applause and honors upon this genial, modest American youth,with the naturalness, the simplicity and the poiseof true greatness, France had the opportunity toshow clearly her goodwill for America and ourpeople.

“With like acclaim and evidences of cordial friendship our Ambassador without portfoliowas received by the rulers, the Governments andthe peoples of England and Belgium. Fromother nations came hearty messages of admiration for him and for his country. For these manifold evidences of friendship we are profoundlygrateful.

“The absence of self-acclaim, the refusal to become commercialized, which has marked theconduct of this sincere and genuine exemplar offine and noble virtues, has endeared him to everyone. He has returned unspoiled.

“Particularly has it been delightful to have him refer to his airplane as somehow possessing a personality and being equally entitled to credit withhimself, for we are proud that in every particularthis silent partner represented American geniusand industry. I am told that more than 100separate companies furnished materials, parts orservice in its construction.

“And now, my fellow-citizens, this young man has returned. He is here. He has brought hisunsullied fame home. It is our great privilegeto welcome back to his native land, on behalf ofhis own people, who have a deep affection forhim and have been thrilled by his splendidachievement, a Colonel of the United States Officers’ Reserve Corps, an illustrious citizen of ourRepublic, a conqueror of the air and strengthenerof the ties which bind us to our sister nationsacross the sea.

“And, as President of the United States, I bestow the Distinguished Flying Cross, as a symbol of appreciation for what he is and what he hasdone, upon Colonel Charles A. Lindbergh.”

Upon completing this address the President then conferred upon Lindbergh the Distinguished Flying Cross.

A new burst of cheering Avent up as the medal was being pinned on by the President. It wasat this point in the proceedings that the Secretary of the Navy, ordinarily most placid of men,is alleged to have waved his arm in the air likea college cheer leader and hurrahed as loudly asany. When quiet came again Lindbergh roseand replied to the President. What he said wasbrief. But had he uttered a hundred times asmany words, he could scarcely have conveyed amore important message to those about him.

He said: “On the evening of May 21, I arrived at Le Bourget, France. I was in Paris for one week, in Belgium for a day and was in London and in England for several days. Everywhere I went, at every meeting I attended, I wasrequested to bring a message home to you. Always the message was the same.

“ ‘You have seen,’ the message was, ‘the affection of the people of France for the people of America demonstrated to you. When you return to America take back that message to thepeople of the United States from the people ofFrance and of Europe.”

“I thank you.”

This is no place to dwell upon the minutiae of that great day. The picture must be sketchedin with bold strokes and stippled background.But it is impossible to pass this one short speechof Lindbergh’s and not cajole the reader togather something of its significance. In a sentence it tells the story of the flight; it gives what the speaker considered his immediate and outstanding achievement; and it phrases thatachievement in words so touching and so eloquent that France and America, half-estrangedthrough wretched debt, rang with them for days.

The final touch of the miracle was that this speech was extemporaneous.

Just as when Lincoln finished his Gettysburg address his listeners sat stunned at the very brevity of it, so was there a curious silence immediately following Lindbergh’s utterance. Thencame long applause. Hats were not thrown inthe air. But men and women clapped until theirpalms were numb. Again many wept. A radioannouncer whose stock-in-trade was routine emotional appeal, broke down and sobbed.

More and more people were beginning to realize that something was happening far greater than just the celebration of a mechanical triumphover the ocean separating Europe from America.

The ceremony ended as simply and quickly as it had begun. The President’s own carwhisked Lindbergh away to the temporary WhiteHouse in Dupont Circle. A curious and eagercrowd lingered there behind police lines throughout the afternoon. From time to time theirdemanding cheers could be silenced only by Lindbergh’s smiling presence at the door or balcony.

President and Mrs. Coolidge entertained members of the Cabinet and their wives thatnight. Lindbergh sat on Mrs. Coolidge’s right.He wore conventional evening dress and was distinguished by the ease and simplicity with whichhe met both sallies and inquiries of the imposingguests.

It is one of the cruelties of social lionization that we search for the peculiarities of our specimen. In Lindbergh’s case his peculiarity lay inthe fact that neither by word, nor look, nor deedwas he in any way grotesque. His eyes wereclear, his smile quick; like a practised diplomathe eluded entangling discussion; and he had aready reply for every intelligent inquiry put to him within his range of knowledge or experience.

It is at risk of dampening the ardor of our narrative that we repeatedly point to this trait ofsimplicity that lies in Lindbergh. We do so because it was from close within the nucleus of thistrait that there sprung the incredible emotionalreaction towards his personality.

After the President’s dinner Lindbergh attended a meeting of the National Press Club in the Washington Auditorium. This was his first public appearance “under roof ” in America. Six thousand people risked imminent heat stroke by crowding into every seat and cranny of the building.

The program opened with an address on behalf of the Press Club by Richard V. Oulahan. Because this address illuminated the feelings of the“Fourth Estate,” proverbially cynical towardnotoriety, we give it here in full:

“In your journalistic flight of the past three weeks,” said Mr. Oulahan, “you must havelearned that much may be read between the linesof what is printed in newspapers. So even anovice in newspaperdom like yourself would haveno trouble in reading between the lines of thisjournalistic expression an intimate note of sincere affection.”

“We of the press rub elbows with all manner of mankind. We see much of good but we seemuch of self-seeking, of sordid motive, as we sitin the wings watching the world’s procession passacross the stage. If it is true that through ourcontacts we are sprinkled with a coating of thedry dust of cynicism, that dust was blown awayin a breath, as it were, when our professionalbrethren who greeted you overseas broadcast thenews of your peerless exploit. To Americans itbrought a spontaneous feeling of pride that youwere of their nationality.

“The whole world was carried off its feet by an accomplishment so daring, so masterful inexecution, so superb in achievement, by the picture presented of that onrushing chariot ofdauntless youth, flashing across uncharted heavens straight through the storm’s barrage.

“But if the press, with such an inspiration, performed its mission well, it found equal inspiration. It performed as fine a mission inchronicling the subsequent conduct of our youngAmbassador of Good Will. His words and bearing dissipated vapors of misunderstanding. liepersonified, to a Europe amazed at the revelation, the real spirit of America.

“The press should be proud then, if in telling the story of this later phase in the career of theAmerican boy, it brought to the peoples of theworld a new realization that clean living, cleanthinking, fair play and sportsmanship, modestyof speech and manner, faith in a mother’s prayers, have a front page news value intriguingimagination and inviting emulation, and are stillpotent as fundamentals of success.”

Postmaster General New then stepped forward and gave Lindbergh the first special airmail stamp. As he handed it to the flier he said: “It is as a pilot in the service of the Air Mailthat I greet you. There is no public service devoted to the peace time of the public whose pastand present are attended by the romance that areattached to the history of the Post Office Department of the United States.

“From the single couriers of the early days, who followed the uncertain trails through woodand fen on horseback and on foot, the picturesqueriders of the pony express of a later day, whorisked their lives at the hands of savage foes inthe wilderness, the drivers who serve amid therigors of the frozen North with dog teams andsleds, to those intrepid pilots who pierce the nightwith the air mail and of whom you are a worthyrepresentative, the whole story is set in an atmosphere of most engaging romance.

“It has no titles to bestow—no medal it can add to those that have been given in recognitionof your splendid achievement. There is onething, however, it can do that will everywherebe regarded as most appropriate. It has issueda stamp designed for special use with the airmail which bears your name and a representationof the other member of that very limited partnership in which you made your now famous journey across seas. It is the first time a stamp hasbeen issued in honor of a man still living—adistinction which you have worthily won.

“It is my great pleasure to be privileged to present to you, and to the mother who gave you to this service, the first two copies of this issue asthe best evidence of the enduring regard of thePost Office Department of the United States.”

These speeches are quoted because better than almost any other capturable entity of thosedays they reflect the wide scope of the effectLindbergh’s success had on both governmentaland business routine. Surely it is difficult toconceive of a military victor shaking so manyfoundations, no matter what the might of hismailed fist.

Secretary of State Kellogg next presented Lindbergh with a memorial volume consisting ofa compilation of diplomatic exchanges betweenthe State Department and the Foreign Officesof the world in connection with the flight. Hiswords lined in a little more of the bewilderingpicture of the world’s admiration unfolding before Lindbergh’s frankly astonished gaze.

“Colonel Charles A. Lindbergh,” he slowly and ponderously began, staring hard at the object of his eulogy. “On May 20th and 21st, 1927,the world was electrified by the news of yournon-stop flight from New York to Paris. Itwas a marvelous accomplishment requiring thehighest courage, skill and self-reliance. Probably no act of a single individual in our day hasever aroused such universal enthusiasm and admiration. Your great deed is a mile-stone marking scientific advancement.

“You have been congratulated by Kings and Presidents. You have listened to the plaudits ofthousands and thousands in Europe and youknow the tributes which have been justly paid toyou by millions more. You do not now realizethe thousands who have expressed their congratulations in letters and telegrams. I have hadprinted in this little volume only the official telegrams which passed through the Department ofState and I take pleasure in presenting to youthis volume in commemoration of your epochalachievement.

“Along the highway of human progress, as we look back over the last half century we marvelat the progress in science, the arts and invention.Truly this is a marvelous age and your daringfeat will pass into the pages of history.”

Then came Dr. Charles G. Abbott, Acting Secretary of the Smithsonian Institution, who informed Lindbergh that the Institution had decided to award him the Langley “Medal ofPioneers.” This honor has in the past been bestowed upon a small but distinguished group suchas Orville Wright, Glenn H. Curtiss and GustaveEiffel. Thus was added to the tribute of pressand state the commendation of one of the oldestand finest scientific bodies in the world.

Followed next a medley of messages from special organizations. Greetings from citiestouched by Lindbergh in his historic flight fromSan Diego to Paris were read. St. Louis senta moving reminder that her people were “waitingfor you now impatiently . . . waiting since thatgray morning when you launched out over theclouds and the sea for Paris.”

There was one from the British Government, something almost without precedent when it isconsidered that its recipient was a private citizenon a private enterprise. The official bearer read:

“I have been desired by the British Government to express to Colonel Lindbergh on this occasion in behalf of all the people of GreatBritain their warm congratulations on the safereturn home after his historic flight across theAtlantic. The British people regard ColonelLindbergh with special admiration and affectionnot only for his great courage and resource, butalso for his equally great modesty in success andgenerosity in giving their due to other aviatorswho have gone before.”

At the end of this bewildering array of orations and gifts the speaker of the evening was announced. One has only to put oneself inLindbergh’s place after reading some of the eloquence listed above to admire the moral courageit took to face that huge audience and once morespeak with directness and precision of the thingsnearest his heart—things often furthest from theburden of the discourse:

“I want to express my appreciation of the reception I’ve met in America and the welcomeI have received here tonight.” It was plain theflier was going to cover another field than theinfinitely delicate one he had touched earlier inthe day. “When I landed at Le Bourget a fewweeks ago, I landed with the expectancy andhope of being able to see Europe. It was thefirst time I had ever been abroad. I had seena number of interesting things when I flew overIreland and Southern England and France. Ihad only been gone from America two days ora little less, and I wasn’t in any particular hurryto get back.

“But by the time I had been in France a week, Belgium a day and England two or three days—by that time I had opened several cables fromAmerica and talked with three Ambassadors andtheir attaches and found that it didn’t makemuch difference whether I wanted to stay or not:and while I was informed that it was not necessarily an order to come back home, there was abattleship waiting for me.

“The Ambassador said this wasn’t an order, but advice,” the aviator added.

“So on June 4 I sailed on the Memphis from Cherbourg and this morning as I came up thePotomac I wasn’t very sorry that I had listenedto it.

“There were several things I saw in Europe that are of interest to American aviation. AllEurope looks on our air mail service with reverence. There is nothing like it anywhere abroad.

“But, whereas we have mail lines, they have passenger lines. All Europe is covered with anetwork of lines carrying passengers between allthe big cities. Now it is up to us to create anddevelop passenger lines that compare with ourmail routes. For this we have natural advantages in the great distances here that lend themselves to rapid transportation by air. Moreover,we can make these long trips without the inconvenience of passing over international boundaries.

“The question comes up, ‘Why has Europe got ahead of us in commercial air lines?’ Thereason is, of course, that the Governments overthere give subsidies. I don’t think we want anysubsidies over here. Of course, if we had themthey would create passenger lines overnight, so tospeak, but in the long run the air lines, the distance they covered and the routes would be controlled entirely by the subsidies.

“What we need now more than any other one thing is a series of airports in every city andtown throughout the United States. Giventhese airports, in a very few years the nations of Europe would be looking toward ourpassenger lines as they now look at our mailroutes.”

Sunday was another full day. Under able guidance of the Chief Executive, Lindberghdid the things every good American would expect him to do. And, as one who has seen the ladat close range, we can say that he did them gladlyand with profound appreciation for the privilege of doing them. After you come to knowhim you find out that’s the kind he is.

He went to church with President and Mrs. Coolidge. Accompanied by his mother he laid awreath upon the tomb of the Unknown Soldierin the great memorial amphitheatre in ArlingtonCemetery. He drove to Georgetown and visitedthe wounded soldiers at Walter Reed Hospital.He attended a celebration in honor of the 150thanniversary of the American flag, for which services were held on thesteps of the Capitol andpresided over by Charles Evans Hughes.
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Lindbergh with his mother at Arlington National Cemetery in Washington, D.C.
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Lindbergh at Arlington National Cemetery
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Charles Evans Hughes confers the Cross of Honor from the United States Flag Association




It was at this last ceremony that Lindbergh received the Cross of Honor. His response tothe honor was brief and typically to the point.He declared that credit for his flight should “not

to the pilot alone but to American science andgenius which had given years of study to the advancement of aeronautics.”

“Some things should be taken into consideration in connection with our flight that have not heretofore been given due weight. That is justwhat made this flight possible. It was not theact of a single pilot. It was the culmination oftwenty years of aeronautical research and theassembling together of all that was practicableand best in American aviation. It representedAmerican industry.

“In addition to this consideration should be given the scientific researches that have been inprogress for countless centuries. All of thisshould have consideration in apportioning creditfor the flight. Credit should go not alone to thepilot, but to the other factors that I have brieflyenumerated. I thank you.”

This was the day well worthy of what Lindbergh had done and what he stood for. And again, by the spiritual values it comprised, itstruck the inspirational note which had dominated almost everything the lad has done or saidfrom the moment of his landing at Le Bourgetto the moment of this writing.

Is it any wonder that the populace responded as it did?


V

NEW YORK

ON Monday morning, June 13, Lindbergh rose at dawn and reached the Mayflower Hotel at 6:45 a.m. for breakfastwith the National Aeronautical Association,which conferred a life membership upon him.

He reached Bolling Field outside Washington at about 7:30 a.m. Here rose the only incidentto mar his otherwise flawless happiness in thewelcome he had received. His plane refused to“mote.” It didn’t actually rebel. But there wassufficient irregularity in its engine to discourage him from risking delay when New YorkCity was almost every minute voicing its impatience that he hurry to the celebration awaitinghim there. A pursuit plane was quickly obtainedfrom an army field and he was soon in the airwith his escort of more than a score of ships.

The course of the group led them over Baltimore, Wilmington and Philadelphia, Eyewitnesses later reported that demonstrations took place at every one of these places as the air cavalcade went by. Of course those in the planes,thousands of feet in the air and deafened by theroar of their motors, heard nothing of the bellsand whistles that saluted them as they passed.

Lindbergh arrived at Mitchel Field about noon. As he had flown in a land plane and wasto be met in the lower harbor by the mayor’syacht, he had to make a quick change to anamphibian. This ship happened to be the SanFrancisco which had but recently returned fromher “good will” flight to South America.

She took off from dry land and a few minutes later volplaned down to the water just above theNarrows.

Here a sight met Lindbergh’s eyes that old harbor inhabitants declare was absolutely without precedent in the marine annals of New York.Even the famous Hudson-Fulton Expositionwith its vast water parades and maneuvers wasexceeded.

In the sparkling sunshine of a perfect June morning was gathered half a thousand vesselsof every kind and description. Excursion boats,yachts, tugs, motor boats, launches, fireboats,even dredges, formed the spectacular array ofshipping gathered to meet the man who had madethe proudest of surface craft, the ocean liner,a back number on the sea.
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Harbor craft in New York City greeting Lindbergh

A police launch swung up to the San Francisco and took Lindbergh aboard. He was brought to the Macom, yacht of the Mayor ofNew York, amid a deafening chorus of whistles.Indeed, so great was the din that conversationamong the welcoming committees was quite impossible and remained so throughout the hour’svoyage to the Battery.


As the Macom moved forward the huge disorderly fleet of crowding vessels swung into rough column behind her. Massive ocean goingtugs and fireboats clung close aboard to guardher from too curious craft who sought to wedgetheir way in toward the yacht for a better lookat the bare-headed boy standing atop her pilothouse.

As in Washington, the air was well filled with planes. Their motors’ roar lent a sort of solemnundertone to the shrieking chorus of whistlesand sirens.

There was an interview below decks. It was not very successful. The whistles made toomuch noise and Lindbergh very properly refusedto discuss his “feelings”, which are meat anddrink to the writing man.

It was estimated that 300,000 people were massed in the vicinity of the Battery when theMacom hove alongside. Lining the streets clearto Central Park was a multitude that was variously estimated from 3,000,000 to 4,500,000.Scores of people were in their places before eighta.m. on upper Fifth Avenue. Lindbergh didnot pass them until three p.m. Traffic was disrupted. Police control was strained to its utmost.

As evidence of the almost unanimous turnout for the occasion the Police Department of theCity issued special instructions to all citizensabout leaving their houses protected againstthieves, something that hadn’t been done for ageneration.


When the cavalcade with Lindbergh leading started up Broadway there came the famousNew York “snow storm” consisting of a myriadpaper bits and confetti streamers floating downward from the skyscrapers. Photographs doscant justice to the spectacle.
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New York City—A June Snowstorm

At the City Hall Mayor Walker expressed the city’s sentiments with a felicity that deservestheir record here. He spoke more informallythan most had spoken in Washington; by thesame token he echoed through his easily forgivable eloquence much that the inarticulate thousands waiting without the lines would like tohave said.


He struck right at the heart of things when he began:

“Let me dispense with any unnecessary official side or function, Colonel, by telling you that ifyou have prepared yourself with any letters ofintroduction to New York City they are notnecessary.

“Everybody all over the world, in every language, has been telling you and the world about yourself. You have been told time after timewhere you were born, where you went to school,and that you have done the supernatural thing ofan air flight from New York to Paris. I amsatisfied that you have become convinced of itby this time.

“And it is not my purpose to reiterate any of the wonderful things that have been so beautifully spoken and written about you and yourtriumphal ride across the ocean. But while ithas become almost axiomatic, it sometimes seemsprosaic to refer to you as a great diplomat, because after your superhuman adventure, by yourmodesty, by your grace, by your gentlemanlyAmerican conduct, you have left no doubt of that.But the one thing that occurs to me that has beenoverlooked in all the observations that have beenmade of you is that you are a great grammarian,and that you have given added significance anda deeper definition to the word ‘we.’
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The Ticker Tape Parade

“We have heard, and we are familiar with, the editorial ‘we,’ but not until you arrived in Parisdid we leam of the aeronautical ‘we.’ Now youhave given to the world a flying pronoun.


“That ‘we’ that you used was perhaps the only word that would have suited the occasion and thegreat accomplishment that was yours. Thatall-inclusive word ‘we’ was quite right, becauseyou were not all alone in the solitude of the skyand the sea, because eveiy American heart, fromthe Atlantic to the Pacific, was beating for you.Every American, every soul throughout theworld, was riding with you in spirit, urging youon and cheering you on to the great accomplishment that is yours.

“That ‘we’ was a vindication of the courage, of the intelligence, of the confidence and thehopes of Nungesser and Coli, now only alive inthe prayers and the hearts of the people of theentire world. That ‘we’ that you coined waswell used, because it gave an added significanceand additional emphasis to the greatest of anyand all ranks, the word of faith, and turned thehearts of all the people of the civilized world toyour glorious mother, whose spirit was yourspirit, whose confidence was your confidence,and whose pride was your pride; the ‘we’ that includes all that has made the entire world standand gasp at your great feat, and that ‘we’ alsosent out to the world another message andbrought happiness to the people of America, andadmiration and additional popularity for America and Americans by all the peoples of theEuropean countries.

“Colonel Lindbergh, on this very platform are the diplomatic corps, the diplomatic representatives of all the countries of the civilized world; butbefore you and around you are the peoples themselves of all the countries of the civilized world,foregathered in this city, the greatest cosmopolitan institution in all the world; the peopleswho have come from the forty-eight States ofthe Union and from every country of the civilizedworld; and here today, as Chief Magistrate ofthis city, the world city, the gateway to America, the gateway through which peoples fromthe world have come in the search for liberty andfreedom—and have found it—here today let itbe written and let it be observed that the ChiefMagistrate of this great city, the son of an immigrant, is here to welcome as the world’s greatesthero, another son of an immigrant.

“What more need I call to your attention, in view of the busy life that you have been leadingand have the right to expect to lead? Whatmore can we say as we foregather in the streetsof this old city? And today, not by the wordsalone of the Mayor, or the beautifully writtenwords of a scroll, as you stand here I am sure you hear something even more eloquent and glorious. You can hear the heart-beats of six millions ofpeople that live in this the City of New York.And the story they tell is one of pride, is one ofadmiration for courage and intelligence; is onethat has been born out of and is predicated uponthe fact that as you went over the ocean youinscribed on the heavens themselves a beautifulrainbow of hope and courage and confidence inmankind.

“Colonel Lindbergh, New York City is yours —I don’t give it to you; you won it. New Yorknot only wants me to tell you of the love andappreciation that it has for your great venture,but is deeply and profoundly grateful for thefact that again you have controverted all the oldrules and made new ones of your own, and kindof cast aside temporarily even the weatherprophets, and have given us a beautiful day.

“So, just another word of the happiness, the distinction and the pride which the City of NewYork has today to find you outside this historicalbuilding, sitting side by side with your gloriousmother, happy to find you both here, that wemight have the opportunity and a close-up, to tellyou that like the rest of the world—but becausewe are so much of the world, even with a littlegreater enthusiasm than you might find in anyother place in the world—I congratulate youand welcome you into the world city, that youmay look the world in the face.”

Mayor Walker pinned the Medal of Valor upon the lapel of Lindbergh’s coat. WhereuponLindbergh for the first time gave in some detailhis sense of the size of the welcome he had received :

“When I was preparing to leave New York, I was warned that if we landed at Le Bourget wemight receive a rather demonstrative reception.After having an hour of Le Bourget I did notbelieve that anyone in New York had the slightest conception of what we did receive. Again,at Brussels and at London. At London thirteenhundred of the pride of Scotland Yard were lostin the crowd at Croydon as though they hadbeen dropped in the middle of the ocean. Withthe exception of a few around the car and aroundthe plane, I never saw more than two at any onetime.
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New York City—Speaking at the Ceremonies in Central Park




“At Washington I received a marvelous reception. But at New York I believe that all fourput together would be in about just the positionof those London bobbies.”

“When I landed at Le Bourget I landed looking forward to the pleasure of seeing Europe and the British Isles. I learned to speak of Europeand the British Isles after I landed in London.I had been away from America a little less thantwo days. I had been very interested in thethings I saw while passing over southern England and France, and I was not in any hurry toget back home.

“By the time I had spent about a week in France and a short time in Belgium and England, and had opened a few cables from theUnited States, I found that I did not have muchto say about how long I would stay overthere.”

Lindbergh paused for the laughter to subside. This point always tickled people greatly.

“So I left Europe and the British Isles with the regret that I had been unable to see eitherEurope or the British Isles. When I startedup the Potomac from the Memphis I decidedthat I was not so sorry that I had taken the Ambassador’s advice. After spending about an hour in New York I know I am not.”

The parade now formed again and moved up Broadway, through Lafayette Street, to Ninthand over to Fifth. At Madison Square it haltedat the Shaft of Eternal Light. The ceremonywas touching and impressive. The tall shafttopped by a crystal star, imprisoning light everlasting, was a fitting memorial to the men whogave up their lives in the World War. Lindbergh here laid a wreath in their memory.

Fifth Avenue had been packed with people since morning. It was now mid-afternoon. Asin Washington a wave of cheering marked theprogress of the car which held the city’s guestof honor.

At St. Patrick’s Cathedral he stopped, got out of his automobile and met Cardinal Hayes.

In Central Park the official city welcome ended amid a gathering estimated at above 300,000people. Bands were playing and automobilehorns added to the din.

Governor Smith of New York was waiting there with his staff on a specially built reviewingstand. He pinned on Lindbergh the State Medalof Honor: adding again to the ever lengtheninglist of honors. There was again an exchange ofspeeches met by salvos of applause. A sky writerwrote “Hail Lindy” high in the air. Policemenwrestled with swaying crowds. More than onthe avenue it seemed as if the city were concentrated for a Lindbergh it would never forget.

Near five the great demonstration came to an end. For a few hours the center of attraction could escape to the refuge that had beenprepared for him and his mother in a privateapartment. But this escape was qualified by thefact that it took a large guard to hold in checkthe many people who sought access to Lindberghfor one reason or another.

At. 8:15 p.m. he rode out on Long Island to the beautiful estate of Clarence Mackay, headof the Postal Telegraph Company. The placehad been transformed into a fairyland of coloredJapanese lanterns, fountains and illuminatedshrubbery. Eighty of New York’s most prominent people attended the dinner which waskingly in its appointments. Later several hundred guests came in for dancing.

It would have seemed that this first terrific day might have exhausted the ardor of the city’swelcome. But there followed a kaleidoscopicweek that was, if anything, more trying. Notonly did Lindbergh move amid a growing chorusof business offers, but his social engagementsjammed tighter and tighter as the hours passed.Moreover, his plane was still in Washington,although he was scheduled to fly it to St. Louisfor the week-end.

The City of New York gave Lindbergh a dinner of some 4000 guests at the Hotel Commodore. It was there that Mr. Hughes spoke thefollowing unique tribute:

“When a young man, slim and silent, can hop overnight to Paris and then in the morning telephone his greetings to his mother in Detroit;when millions throughout the length and breadthof this land and over sea through the mysteriouswaves, which have been taught to obey our command, can listen to the voice of the President ofthe United States according honors for thatachievement, honors which are but a faint reflection of the affection and esteem cherished in allhearts for our countryman of the West who distinguished America by that flight, then indeedis the day that hath no equal; then is the mostmarvelous day that this old earth has everknown.

“We measure heroes as we do ships by their displacement. Colonel Lindbergh has displacedeverything. His displacement is beyond all calculation. He fills all our thought; he has displaced politics, Governor Smith.

“For the time being, he has lifted us into the freer and upper air that is his home. He hasdisplaced everything that is petty; that is sordid;that is vulgar. What is money in the presence ofCharles A. Lindbergh?

“What is the pleasure of the idler in the presence of this supreme victor of intelligence and industry? He has driven the sensation mongersout of the temples of our thought. He has kindled anew the fires on the eight ancient altars ofthat temple. Where are the stories of crime, ofdivorce, of the triangles that are never equilateral? For the moment we have forgotten.This is the happiest day, the happiest day of alldays for America, and as one mind she is nowintent upon the noblest and the best. America ispicturing to herself youth with the highest aims,with courage unsurpassed; science victorious.Last and not least, motherhood, with her loveliestcrown.

“We may have brought peoples together. This flight may have been the messenger of good will,but good will for its beneficent effects dependsupon the character of those who cherish it.

“We are all better men and women because of this exhibition in this flight of our young friend.Our boys and girls have before them a stirring,inspiring vision of real manhood. What a wonderful thing it is to live in a time when scienceand character join hands to lift up humanitywith a vision of its own diginity.

“There is again revealed to us, with a startling suddenness, the inexhaustible resources of ournational wealth. From an unspoiled home, withits traditions of industry, of frugality and honor,steps swiftly into our gaze this young man, showing us the unmeasured treasures in our minesof American character.

“America is fortunate in her heroes; her soul feeds upon their deeds; her imagination revelsin their achievements. There are those whowould rob them of something of their luster, butno one can debunk Lindbergh, for there is nobunk about him. He represents to us, fellow-Americans, all that we wish—a young Americanat his best.”

Only by reducing this record to catalog form could it possibly be made to include a fully detailed description of Lindbergh’s four amazingdays in New York. Every night there was abanquet. Every day there was a festive lunch.Not hundreds, but thousands attended theseentertainments; and at the speaker’s table therealways sat distinguished men whose names werehousehold words among Americans.

Lindbergh spoke at every banquet. Recurrently he paid gracious thanks to those who had helped make his visit such a gorgeous success;he usually ended by speaking on behalf of aviation, the welfare of which he never forgot evenin the most crowded moments of his days.

The Merchants’ Association gave him a gigantic luncheon. The Aeronautical Chamber of Commerce entertained him at a banquet thatfilled to overflowing the famous ball room of theWaldorf, On Wednesday night he gave an exhibition of his endurance that once more reminded the worldit was feting no ordinary hero. After dining onRodman Wanamaker’s yacht and seeing a special performance of a light opera, Lindbergh attended a charity benefit at one of the big theatres.About 1:30 a.m. he escaped through a back doorand hurried to Mitchel field. Although still inhis evening clothes he borrowed a helmet andhopped off for Washington at 3:05 a.m. By7:30 a.m. he was back in New York with his ownplane.

[image: Speaking in Prospect Park in Brooklyn]


Speaking in Prospect Park in Brooklyn

His last day was too crowded for him to take a nap after his sleepless night. He went toBrooklyn where above a million people gave himanother moving welcome. He kept a publicluncheon date. He attended a large tea andreception at the Hotel Brevoort where RaymondOrteig presented him with the $25,000 prize thathad long stood for the first flight from NewYork to Paris. At eight, a little tired but still asfresh looking as ever, he followed CharlesSchwab in speaking before a massed aviationbanquet that included many leading pilots of theworld.



VI

ST. LOUIS

AT 8:17 a.m., Friday June 17th, Lindbergh hopped off in his plane for St. Louis. At Paterson he passed overthe plant of the Wright Aeronautical Corporation where had been built the motor that hadtaken him across the Atlantic. At 11:16 hereached Columbus, Ohio. At Dayton he wasjoined by an escort of thirty fast Army planes.They took off from the field where the oldhangar of Orville and Wilbur Wright stillstands.

About 5 p.m. he approached St. Louis in a wet fog. He dropped lower and circled the city.As at New York the sky was dotted with planes.Streets and house tops were massed with people.As he landed at Lambert Field a cordon oftroops protected him from the eager crowds. For the evening he managed to escape to the home of a friend where he got a little much-needed rest, though reporters and business solicitors still swarmed about him. Saturdaymorning came the huge city parade with luncheon and banquet to follow. Sunday he gave anexhibition flight over the old World’s Fairgrounds. Not an hour, scarcely a waking minute,was he free from demands upon his time andattention.

By this time his mail had exceeded the wildest imagination. It was estimated that more than2,000,000 letters and several hundred thousandtelegrams were sent him. Fie gave out the following statement:

“To the Press: As an air mail pilot I deeply appreciate the sentiment which actuated mycountrymen to welcome me home by ‘air mail,’and regret only that I have no way in which toacknowledge individually every one of the tensof thousands of ‘air mail’ greetings I have received, for my heart is in the ‘air mail’ service,and I would like to help keep alive the air-consciousness of America which my good fortunemay have helped to awaken.”

By this time statisticians began to get busy.

One official association estimated that the tremendous increase of interest in flying developed by Lindbergh’s feat caused publications in theUnited States to use 25,000 tons of newsprint inaddition to their usual consumption.

Roughly 5,000 poems were believed to have been written to commemorate the first New Yorkto Paris flight. A town was named “Lindbergh.” Scores of babies were reported christened after the flier. An enormous impetus wasgiven the use of air mail.

Inspired editorials were written in every part of the civilized world. The following from theNew York Times suitably completes this verysuperficial record of the early Lindbergh welcome by mankind:

“Such a man is one in a host. In treating of the psychology of those who adore Lindbergh itmust first be set down that he has the qualitiesof heart and head that all of us would like topossess. When he left Newfoundland behind,the dauntless fellow seemed to have a rendezvouswith Death, but his point of view was that he hadan engagement in Paris. Two gallant Frenchmen had lost their lives, it was believed, in an attempt to fly across the Atlantic to the UnitedStates. An American, unknown to fame, inwhom no one but himself believed, made the passage smoothly, swiftly and surely, travelingalone and almost unheralded. From New Yorkto Paris, without a hand to clasp or a face tolook into, was a deed to lose one’s head over. Andthat s what everybody in France, Belgium andEngland proceeded to do.

“After all, the greater was behind—the young fellow’s keeping his own head when millionshailed him as hero, when all the women lost theirhearts to him, and when decorations were pinnedon his coat by admiring Governments. Lindbergh had the world at his feet, and he blushedlike a girl! A more modest bearing, a more unaffected presence, a manlier, kindlier, simplercharacter no idol of the multitude ever displayed.Never was America prouder of a son.”










More Sources

https://www.pbs.org/wgbh/americanexperience/search/?q=lindbergh
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