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and perhaps take her mind momentarily from her great 
pain. 

Two hours later a telegram came from Mabel, announc
ing that Ma had passed away at the exact moment I had 
switched on the radio and heard, "The ... world ... is ... 
yours." 

XVI 

THE PRESS FLIES TO EUROPE 

THE PREVIEW PRESS FLIGHT OF THE Atlantic Clipper FROM 

New York to France came'suddenly. There had been ru
mors in aviation circles that representatives of the major wire 
services and syndicates would be flown across the Atlantic 
on an inspection flight before the beginning of regular pas
senger service. I was to cover the press flight for Interna
tional News Service. Four mail flights had been made, and 
upon completion of the fifth, the Civil Aeronautics Author
ity would likely authorize the Pan American Airways to 
carry paying passengers. 

That was the way matters stood on Wednesday, June 14, 
1939. That night in Washington, D.C., I received a tele
gram. It read: 

PRESS FLIGHT STARTS SATURDAY STOP YOU WILL HAVE TO 

BE UP HERE THURSDAY HOWEVER FOR CONFERENCE ON 

PLANS STOP YOU NEED PASSPORT WITH VISAS FOR PORTUGAL 

AND FRANCE STOP PLEASE ADVISE REGARDS 

The telegram was signed by Barry Faris, Editor for Inter
national News Service. 

This was a tremendous moment in my life ! For months 
after the flight across the Pacific I had dreamed of, and 
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looked forward to flying the Atlantic Ocean. Now, with 
an assignment to cover the preview flight for INS as a mem
ber of the working press, the great adventure was at. hand. 

I wired Mr. Faris immediately that I would report to him 
in New York the following morning at nine. My passport 
had been in readiness for weeks. After locking up my type
writer, placing a few telephone calls, and throwing some 
light summer clothing into a suitcase, I caught the mid
night train for New York. 

"Go over to Pan American Airways and get a round-up 
story on what's doing on the flight. I want to put it on 
the wire right away," was Barry Faris' greeting as I walked 
into the INS news room the next morning. 

"Yes, sir," I replied. In forty-five minutes I was back 
and the story was on the day wire. 

Then Mr. Faris introduced me to Jack Oestreicher, the 
INS Foreign News Editor, who handed me a copy of a 
message he had just sent to the London bureau. It dealt 
with the press flight to Europe and advised that I would 
cover for the London Daily Express, the largest newspaper in 
the world! New York was to relay material from abroad to 
International News Service in London for handling there, 
and I was to send a comprehensive feature from Lisbon 
Sunday night addressed to "Internews London." The Lon
don bureau was to relay highlights briefly to New York and 
schedule the remainder. 

I would telephone Paris from Marseilles Monday, as soon 
as I arrived. London would please request Kenneth 
Downs, INS Paris bureau manager, to instruct me exactly 
as to what was needed and to handle all toll charges. Fur
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ther, the message continued, I was filing from Port Wash
ington on Saturday for the Sunday papers in London. 

Mr. Faris, Mr. Oestreicher, and I sat down to work out 
a specific schedule of filing. Mr. Oestreicher was to be my 
rewrite man and receive my cables as they came in from the 
Azores and Europe. With amazing dispatch Mr. Faris out
lined what he wished me to send, and approved the follow
ing schedule; 

TRANS-ATLANTIC PRESS FLIGHT 

New York - Azores - Portugal- France - and Return 

Filing Schedule for 

Violet Sweet Haven, 


Staff Correspondent, International News Service 

As approved by Barry Faris, Editor, International News 


Service 

June 15, 1939 

New York City 


(1) 	Saturday, June 17. 8: 30 A.M. 700 words. Port 
Washington dateline. Will be sent from New 
York to London Daily Express by INS. 

(2) 	Saturday, 2 P.M. from Port Washington; file about 
300 words; all set to go - Will be sent from New 
York to Daily Express by INS. 

(3) 	Saturday, 3 P.M. EDT. Take-off. File during first 
hour, or until 5 P.M., New York Time. General 
text: Mileage; weather; how things are going. 
This will be sent to New York via Port Washing
ton and transmitted to the London Daily Express 
by INS. 

(4) Saturday. 	 In flight Port Washington to Azores; 
file nothing by radio after 5 P.M. EST, or 6 P.M. 

EDT. (Wire closes at that hour on Saturday nights, 
day wire opens in New York 9 A.M. New York 
Time.) 
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(5) Azores. Sunday morning, June 18. Don't file. 
(6) 	Lisbon. Sunday. File INTERNEWS LONDON, mark 

"For Express." Heavy filing; 800 or 1000 words. 
(7) 	Lisbon. Monday, June ~9. Just before leaving 

Lisbon file complete color story INTERNEWS LON

DON. Don't try to write a story, just pack together 
color facts, what highlights have been. Wire IN

TERNEWS L'ONDON; they can relay it to INS in New 
York. 

(8) Marseilles, Monday, June 19. If I get there by 4 
P.M. it will be 11 A.M. in New York. Get Kenneth 
Downs on telephone in Paris immediately and he 
can put bulletins right on the cable; give him all 
the color and facts in five minutes. Telephone 
Kenneth Downs INS Paris, Opera 8230. 

Tell Downs I have by-line story from Captain Cul
bertson. Tell him Mr. Faris knows about it and 
ask how many words it is worth. File Culbertson 
story Monday evening, taking my time and INS 

New York will use it Tuesday. Wire Culbertson 
story to Downs INS Paris. 

(9) 	France. Tuesday and Wednesday, June 20 and 21. 

INS doesn't want anything unless it is spectacular. 
Let Downs know where I am. 

( 10) Marseilles. Wednesday night, June 21. Give Ken
neth Downs INTERNEWS PARIS, a wire story Wednes
day night to carry in New York on Thursday. 

(11) 	Lisbon. Thursday evening, June 22. File brief 
story in Lisbon to London, INTERNEWS LONDON. 

New York will get it fairly early. 
(12) Azores. Friday, June 23. Shoot a brief story direct 

from Azores to New York, INTERNEWS NEWYORK. 

(13) 	Azores-to-Port Washington. In flight Friday night, 
June 24. File by radio from Atlantic Clipper after 
I leave the Azores. Mr. Faris would like to have a 
story in New York Saturday morning. If I get a 
chance to file from the ship early Saturday morning 
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give INS what I can. Just pack the facts together. 
(14) 	 Port Washington. Saturday, June 24. Go right to 

a telephone and get INS in New York on the wire, 
- and put out the landing story immediately after 
arrival. 

(15) 	Somewhere Mr. Faris says to compare flight across 
the Atlantic with the Pacific trip; why the Atlantic 

li 	 flight is more interesting, why it is not; contrasts 
lend interest to story. Ii 

II 
I, "IF you watch that schedule and do as you are told/' I 

said to my reflectiOn in the store windows as I walked up 
Lexington Avenue, "you will come out aU right. It is like 
being back in school. If you listen to what the teacher says 
you will get good grades. But remember, you are on your 
own now. You can't raise your hand over in Lisbon if you 
don't know the answer." 

Early that morning I had made a telephone call from my 
hotel room in New York to the Pan American air base in 
Baltimore. Was Captain Wallace D. Culbertson of the 
Atla!ltic Clipper there ? Yes, just a moment. Here is Cap

\ tain Culbertson. 
·1 

"Hello, Cubby," I said excitedly. "You are going to fly 
us across the Atlantic Saturday and, please, Cubby, please, 
save your by-line story for me and International News Serv
ice. Don't sign a story for any other newspaper or wire 
service, will you ?" 

"Sure I remember you," Captain Culbertson replied, 
with the calmness of a sailboat in a slight breeze. "Glad 
you're going with us. I'll save the story for you, all right, 
and see you Saturday at Port Washington." 

When I turned into the Chrysler Building and went to 

, 
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the Pan American Airways conference room on the fifty. 
eighth floor many of the correspondents were already there. 
. Harry Frantz, my friend and adviser on the trans-Pacific 
flight, drawled that he was covering for United Press. 

"I met your friend Judge Haussermann in Manila," I 
told him. "It happened like this ..•" 

Just then in walked William 1. Van Dusen, transporta· 
tion's ablest press man. He looked around the table at us. 
"Babes, just babes/' he said and smiled. Then he told us 
that because of the traditional headwinds on westward 
flights from Europe, fewer people could be brought back 
than could be flown to Marseilles. 

The Public Relations Director of Pan American Airways 
turned to the serious business of deciding who had to file 
copy from the Clipper between Port Washington and the 
Azores, and how much. Mr. Van Dusen impressed us with 
the importance of apportioning time. I concluded that I 
didn't have to file for INS after the first two hours in the air, 
as our Saturday night wire closed at six o'clock. 

"We love you," murmured a chorus of men around the 
table, but this rash barrage was merely professional grati
tude. 

There would be no special compartments assigned as a 
press room, he said, and no special file room. Six type· 
writers would be put aboard by the company, and individ· 
uals could take along their own typewriters if they wished. 
This was not going to be a passenger flight, he insisted, and 
we were not passengers. We were going to Europe as 
special observers to inspect the trans-Atlantic air service 
which would be opened on June 28. Furthermore, the 
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Civil Aeronautics Authority requested a letter from each of 
our editors, showing that we were authorized to represent 
our respective wire services and syndicates. 

George Gardner, assistant to Mr. Van Dusen, would be 
stationed at Port Washington throughout our flight to file 
to our editors a position bulletin every thirty minutes. He -I 

would also furnish a running story .of general information, 
such as weather and our flying altitude, which would be 
radioed from the Clipper as a matter of course. 

The little town of Port Washington had never seen so 
much excitement as there was when we newspaper cor
respondents gathered there early Saturday afternoon, June 
17, for the flight to Europe. All the way out from Man· 
hattan in the P AA special limousine we had scribbled last
minute, on-the-scene dispatches, to file just as we got 
aboard the world's largest airplane. :) 

Even then, the Atlantic Clipper was settling on the ,I 
\ 

smooth waters of Manhasset Bay after a short hop from :!
Baltimore. It was two-twenty and we were scheduled to ~) 
leave at three. There was no time to lose. The lucky voy " 

'I 

\ 

1agers checked in, exhibited their passports, and had their 
'1 

>! 
1I 

baggage weighed. . :''I 
When the Atlantic Clipper cast off for the take-off there 

were thirty people aboard, the largest number ever to fly to i1 
Europe in one airplane. There were twelve newspaper -) 

\ 
,)

correspondents, four radio technicians and announcers, and 

a crew of twelve; Captain Culbertson was in command ., 

with Captain William Winston as First Officer. 


As we flew toward the open sea I looked down on the 
World's Fair and felt that at this instant I was getting a 
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preview of a new world of transportation, as I flew away to 
an Old World of tradition. 

The first hour over the Atlantic I was too busy to take 
my hat off. There was so much to realize. Ten years had 
gone into planning this flight. Pan American Airways had 
started the work of building ocean crews and studying 
weather many years before. Then the flight laboratory of 
the Caribbean area made its first long ocean crossing - six 
hundred miles. From there Pan American moved to the 
Pacific and continued its aerial antennae to China. And 
now we were spanning the Atlantic with mail, the fifth mail 
flight, and regular passenger service to Europe only eleven 
days away. We were making aviation history! 

The Atlantic Clipper was so immense that I couldn't get 
used to it. Thirty people were aboard but the ship seemed 
deserted. The crew of twelve on the flight deck were out 
of sight. Reporters sat as far as a hundred feet apart, and 
trying to find someone in the many lounges was a major 
undertaking. The Clipper could have carried seventy-four 
people. 

With the Atlantic coastline to our stern, we could see 
nothing ahead but ocean, sky, and clouds. The six thou
sand combined horsepower of the engines would carry us 
more than 9300 miles before we saw America again. The 
route mileage would be: New York to Horta, 2397 miles; 
Horta to Lisbon, 1050 miles; Lisbon to Marseilles (around 
Spain) 1203 miles; or a total of 4650 miles from Manhat
tan to Marseilles. Then we would have the fun of flying 
back again! 

While we were finishing dinner, Captain Winston came 
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down from the flight deck to tell us that the temperature 
outside was 31 degrees and that we were speeding over the 
ocean at one hundred and eighty miles an hour. 

"We are right between one overcast and one undercast," 
he said, "and an we can see up there are the Northern 
Lights." 

The four radio men from the commercial networks 
worked harder on the Clipper than some of us newspaper 
reporters. After they had written their conversation, they 
had to read it over the transmitter and worry about details 
of timing. On the first broadcast, announcing our take-off, 
they got a checkback from Radio City, saying they were 
half a minute late. This worried them a great deal, whereas 

I when we reporters finished a dispatch we handed it to a 
I 

I steward and let the radio operator on the bridge worry 
( about filing it. 

That night at eleven o'clock, in a de luxe compartment 
at the stern of the Clipper, filled with microphones,. radio 
men, and amazed reporters, we had the "radio hour." 

Far out over the Atlantic, we heard an excited voice say
ing, "The Columbia Broadcasting System brings you an 
unusual program, a broadcast from the Atlantic Clipper . .. 
We take you now to the Atlantic Clipper." 

I didn't believe it. It must be a joke. Someone in the 
front of the Clipper, a hundred feet down the central' pas
sageway, must be tricking us. 

Just then Bob Trout, sitting tensely listening to this 
message, gripped the transmitter and replied: "Good eve

I ning, everybody. This is the Atlantic Clipper, and Bob 
Trout reporting the latest events, the latest happenings on 

l' 

" 




178 MANY PORTS OF CALL 

this gigantic, forty-ton ship as' ::;he wings her way toward 
Lisbon, Portugal, and toward Europe." 

I t was real, then! We were having a two-way radio con
versation from the Clipper in mid-Atlantic to America I 
And it was being broadcast coast-to-coast and by short wave 
around the world. We were firing a travel shot which was 
heard around the world! 

APPROACHING the Azores was like flying to Hawaii from 
California. The abrupt coastline rose straight out of the 
sea, a grottoed framework for sky-blue waters. Tiny patches 
of terraced gardens swept around white houses with gabled, 
red-tile roofs. Cattle grazed in rain-swept fields, their 
thatched barns offering shelter. 

One side of the island of Fayal looked like Oahu, with 
its Makapuu Point. A lone fisherman, far up under the 
ledge of rocks, waved from a tiny boat. We swung over 
this point and settled over the town of Horta. A clock on 
an old church tower told us it was 10: 02 A.M., and at, 10: 03 

we were on the waters of the broad harbor. 
Date palms sparsely fringed the quay boulevard along the 

edge of Horta, nestling in low hills along the bay. Far out 
in the harbor a stern seawall raised a protective arm against 
the ocean. What a haven in a storm was this tremendous 
concrete and stone breakwater, behind which could be lined . 
hundreds of battleships in time of peace or war. 

But there were no battleships, just bicycles, an automo
bile or two, and birds in flight. Otherwise all was quiet arid 
calm. Sunday, in a Christian land, with no men in the 
fields. Churches were everywhere. 
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And then we were off to Portugal, taxiing out through 
Horta Harbor. Seven hours and thirty-one minutes later 
we landed on the Tagus River at Lisbon. From customs 
inspection we were whisked to the Avenida Palace Hotel 

il in uptown Lisbon. The ride was terrific but the scenes 

:1 	 familiar. It was through these streets that I had passed 
eight years before, when the Trier lay at anchor in the 
Tagus, en route from Shanghai to Hamburg. Lisbon's tiny 
streets looked like Hollywood stage sets with all the people 
gone home. 

What adventurers were these Portuguese! Standing on 
a hilltop overlooking Lisbon and its narrow streets, I mar
veled that the nation had contributed more than any other 
country to the geographical knowledge of the world. In 

It 	 the space of one century, the men of Portugal discovered 
II 	 nearly two-thirds of the earth. Now, in tune with the 
II 
'[ 	 times, this Venice of the West had become the European 
;! 
![ 	 port-of-call of the airways - the end of the sky-bridge from 
II 
'[ the New World. Contentment reigns now over Portugal. 
!I 

Descendants of Prince Henry, the Navigator, and other 
globe-circling voyagers, are satisfied to remain on theirb\ 
home soil. 

I 

II Scenery along the west coast of Portugal and Spain wasI 

lost to sight by a siege of autographing which took hold of 
the flight observers, much as grasshoppers traditionally take 
Kansas. They realized that in a few hours the flight would 
be over and the party would scatter. TIley signed menus, 
copy paper, newspapers. 

f~ During the last few minutes over France we discussed 
our problems. Most of the correspondents agreed "time" 
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was our Jonah. We had six different kinds of time to think 
about in trying to make our editions from New York to the 
Pacific Coast. There were Greenwich mean time, Horta 
local time, Lisbon local time, Marseilles local time, Eastern 
standard time, and Eastern daylight time. 

We ended by filing when ready or, more accurately, when 
we could find somebody to take our copy. We left behind 
us at Lisbon the most satisfactory cable dispatcher we were 
to encounter on the trip. 

By 3: 25 P.M. we were taxiing on the waters of Lake 
Marignane, Marseilles. 

We were in France! 
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ROUND TRIP TICKET 

FRENCH HOSPITALITY BEGAN WHEN WE SET FOOT ON THE 

Marignane Airbase. Aviation officials and Marseilles Cham~ 
ber of Commerce representatives were down to fete us as 
we hurriedly cleared tluough customs. Glasses of cham
pagne were handed to us right and left as the reporters 
longed, even begged, for a reliable agent to file their copy. 

I remembered my instructions to call Kenneth Downs, 
the INS bureau chief in Paris, and went immediately to a 
telephone. "Opera 8230 Paris, please." Delay ... delay 
... delay. They could not reach Mr. Downs. "Oh, one 
moment, please, mademoiselle, the number when calling 
from outside of Paris is not Opera 8230, it is something 
else. We have Mr. Downs on the wire now." 

"Hello, Kenneth Downs, we've landed just now, we're 
in Marseilles," I called excitedly into the telephone, giving 
him our flight time and the highlights of the trip. "Air 
France has a plane here to fly us to Paris. They say it takes 
four hours. What do you want me to do with my copy?" 

"Bring it in by plane," said the friendly voice from Paris. 
"It's quicker than filing from down there." 

"How about the signed flight story by Captain Culbert
son 7" I asked. "He handed it to me as we were coming 
across France a few minutes ago." 
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