
THE NAVAJO TIMES Jan. 10, 1963 allowed us to take off. From on top
of the fog it was quite a sight, or
would have been for one with lei sure
to look at it. I had no time to waste
on scenery, occupied as I was with
my gauges, wings, engine noises
and aircraft spotting. I sincerely
hoped that we would not have to

make any emergency landings in
this thickly settled area. It might
seriously annoy a householder to

have us come through his roof and
relations between Arizona and
California are badly strained as it
is.

We flew on across the deserts
of California and western Arizona,
the engine performing in a gentle-
manly way, going baroom, baroom
with an occasional baroom,, snort

just enough to keep me on the qui
vive. We crossed high over the
Oak Creek country and Sedona;
you would be surprised to see how
few landing fields they have around
there. A half hour later we were
over the high desert north of Hol-
brook, Arizona, and nearly home.
There was a loud and ominous
clank! from the engine, and the
propeller, which had hitherto been
invisible, could now be seen mov-
ing sluggishly. I had no idea of
what would happen, whether we
would dive straight into the ground
or blow up in mid air. I sought in
my mind for a few words of
dignified farewell but all I could
think of was *T die, that France
may live” and somehow this didn’t
seem to be quite what I wanted. It
crossed my mind that I ought to
throw the code book and secret
documents over the side but we had
none on board. In these desperate
straits I looked to the boss for
guidance. He shouted geni ally
**. . . lost our engine.” bince our
propeller was no longer propelling,
I heard him easily. Not to be out-
done in stoicism I replied with
sang froid, “Evidently,” and con-
versation languished. We were
rapidly getting closer to the ground
and I thought of several things,
mainly parachutes, deep drifts of
new fallen snow and billowinghay-
stacks, none of which were avail-
able to us. The boss called our
station by radio and gave them our
location and then he did several
things with certainty and dispatch
with the result that w'e landed
gently on a paved highway and
rolled to a stop.

We got out and inspected the
engine. It would still run but only
develop sufficient power to taxi.
The boss felt it’s pulse, checked
it over for sprains and disloca-
tions and said that it “had chewed
up a valve.” I agreed. It didn’t
explain anything to me but it
sounded official. I would have
agreed to anything at this point
except the suggestion that the flight

be resumed. We got back in and
taxi-ed the plane down the highway
to Holbrook, to the consternation
of oncoming motorists. This land
journey completed the ruin of the
engine, since the valve it had so
thoughtlessly chewed up and swal-
lowed gave it a frightful pain in
its innards, making itnecessary to
replace it with a new engine.

I discussed our mishap with the
boss. He said that even 1 ought to

be able to see by nowthat airplanes
were just about the safest things
going and that there was nothing to
making a forced landing, now, was
there? Remembering thedeepcan-
yons and pine forests we flewover.
I inquired if this sort of terrain
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warden reaching for the switch.
ir It soon became apparent the

pilot had forgotten to brief me on
my duties but they were obvious.
The two gas gauges were directly
in front of me and the pointers
seemed to be moving at about the
speed of the minute hand on a Seth
Thomas clock. I saw at once that
they would require close watching.
Something seemed to be wrong
with the wing on my side, that is,
it was lower than the other one.
Probably it was weaker than the
other and I resolved not to take
my eyes off it for an instant. I was
perturbed to see that the boss had
relaxed in his seat with a large
map and didn’t even have his hands
qn the steering wheel and I saw
that I must also function as a look-
out if we were to avoid head on
collisions. My eyesight seems to

sharpen, with anxiety, as I found I
could identify a hawk a good six
miles away. It is always a relief
when you see an air bourne object
flapping its wings since planes do
not have this habit.

My time was beginning to be
pretty well taken up by now but I
felt that I should also keep track
of any level spots in the country
below, in case of a forced landing
so I could point them out to the
pilot. I soon developed a sort of
rhythm for the job and could keep
my eyes moving from the gas
gauges to the wing, from the wing
to the empty ai r ahead to make sure
it was still empty, from there to
spotting emergency landing fields
and back to the gas gauges. I
hadn’t dreamed that flying was
such hard work.

There has been littlewritten on
the science of analyzing engine
performance by ear but, to my
mind, this is one of the most im-
portant qualities a good student
passenger should have. This par-
ticular plane went baroom,
baroom, which seemed to me to be
a good reliable way for itto sound.
Occasionally however an alien note
Ofept in and it would go baroom,
baroom, snort. This worried me.
I thought that perhaps one of the
pistons had sprung a leak or that
a tappet had quit tapping. I wanted
to ask about these things but I
hated to bother the boss with
questions when he was apparently
asleep. I show commendable pru-
dence at times. There was a small
steering wheel in front of me and
this wheel seemed endowed with
an independent life of it’s own. It
moved hither and yon as the spirit
willed it, without benefit of any
visible agency so far as I could
see. Happening to glance behind I
discovered another disquieting

'feature. The wing on my side had
flap things on it and these flaps
were periodically opening and
closing, like the gills of a stranded
fish. All in all, I can’t remember
ever having been busier than I was
in that plane. How people can ever
take time out to admire the scenery'
beats me.

Los Angeles, when we arrived,
looked a big shallow bowl full
of purple haze and twinkling lights.
The boss handed me a chart with
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the heading of the Compton air-
port on it and told me to locate the
hanger beacon. He added that it
flashed white and green. This didn’t
seem to be the time to tell him
tliat lam color blind and can only
with difficulty tell the red from the
green on traffic signals so I took
the chars and peered intently
through the windshield with the
keen incisive expression of a hot
bomber pilot. I saw flashing lights
on every hand, allcolors and sizes.
They extended to the dim horizon
and nowhere could Ifind the Comp-
ton beacon. To add to my worry,
this additional chore cut heavily
into the time I could spare from
gauge watching, wing inspection,
engine noise listening and aircraft
spotting. I had given up looking for
emergency landing fields after we
had flown over San Bernardino.
There are an awful lot of people
living in Southern California it
seems.

Finally I announced, rather dif-
fidently, that 1 was unable to find
the Compton airport and suggested
that they had probably just forgotten
to turn the beacon on. The boss
gave me an incredulous look,
squinted through the windshield
and, easily locating the missing
beacon, landed us at the airport.
Maybe I ought to mention here that
when landing, the passenger should
be relaxed and at ease. He can do
nothing to halt the plane’s progress
and if he tries to do so he will only
succeed in shoving his feet through
the floorboards of the cabia

It surprised me that everyone
took our arrival so calmly; 1
didn't really think that the cheer-
ing mechanics would carry' us
around the field on their shoulders
of course but irely somebody
could have congratulated us. From
the way they acted you would have
thought that planes landed there,
having flown clear from Arizona,
every day of the week.

This was on Thursday night and
we were scheduled to return to

Arizona the following Sunday. I
stayed with my sister and her
husband and they exhibited great
joy at my arrival, por-r souls, little
did they know. Sunday morning we
awoke to find that a pea soup fog
had rolled in from the ocean. The
boss called and told me that all
flights were grounded. I gave this
information to my hosts and they
laughed merrily, bidding me to

think nothing of it and that we
would just get that much more of a
visit.

Monday morning the phone rang

again. The airport advised no
visibility, no flying. My hosts
laughed this off but I seemed to

detect a slightly hysterical note in
the merriment. Tuesday caine
bringing the same phone cal! and
the same weather report. My hosts
smiled wanly and as the day wore
on they developed the odd habit of
standing in front of the windows
thoughtfully contemplating the
drifting * fog. They also got very
jumpy when the phone rang. It was
rather curious. By nightfall l had a
distinct feeling of kinship with The

Man Who Came To Dinner.
Wednesday morning the airport

advised that it might just be possi-
ble to take a plane up. My hosts
bade me Godspeed with suspicious
fervor and I distinctly heard them
locking the door as I got into the
taxi. At the airport the fog was
still.heavy, up to two thousandfeet
and visibility was poor but they
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MISS HATTIE SCHMALZ, Field Health Nurse of U.S. Ph.S. at Toadlena
was honored at a pot-luck dinner on December 11. In recognition of her

diligent health service and attention to the Toadlena Boarding School
and the community, the dinner was held at the Toadlena Boarding School.
Walter H. Bryant, Principal, is shown presenting an electric toaster on

behalf of the community.

Peyote Grower
Given Probation

TWENTYNINE PALMS—Albert
Ray Hines, 22, of Twenty nine
Palms,, California, who pleaded
guilty to a charge of growing
peyote, has been given a suspended
County Jail sentence and probation
by Superior Court Judge Carl B.
Hilliard.

Sheriff’s narcotics officers said
they found 62 “buttons” of peyote
when they searched Hines’ apart-
ment.

Hines told the court he enjoyed
looking at “the pretty flowers.”
He admitted planting seeds of
peyote, a hallucinatory drug.

He said he bought the seed pods
of the peyote cactus from a Texas
mail order house.

Three Navajo Indians recently
convicted of using peyote in tribal
religious rites near Needles have
appealed their one-year suspended
sentences to a higher court.
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