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needed, and to ensure that it worked properly. That included more than 
eighty charts and forty maps, a shelf of books and tables, a pair of 
octants, a mariner's sextant, and a chronometer. One of the troubles was 
that it was hard to.tell what would be needed. Oh, yes, the principal 
route would be by way of Shediac, in New Brunswick; Botwood, on the 
north coast of Newfoundland; Foynes, on the Shannon River, in West 
Ireland; and Hythe, across the Solent from Southampton. But there 
were mysterious hints of other routes and other ports to be explored, 
so my collection of charts and maps covered everything north of thirty 
on both sides of the ocean. The problem of finding anyone of 120 charts 
or maps in a hurry, and to the scale we needed, had me stopped for a 
while. Then I discovered a handy Spot in the upper bilge right under 
my desk for stowage, with each chart numbered and stowed in sequence. 
With a good bit oflabor I drew on a plan of the North Atlantic an outline 
of each chart in the library. The outline showed the area covered by the 
chart,. and the size of the outline promptly showed whether it was large 
scale or small. The outlines were numbered to correspond to the num
bering in the library, and that solved that problem. 

Commander Schildhauer had moved from California to New York, 
to head the operations in the new Atlantic division. He had already 
supplied me with a pair of Pioneer bubble octants and a beautiful mar
iner's sextant. The sextant was of use in taking a sight only in clear 
weather, daytime, and with a sharp horizon, but when you could use it, 
it was quicker and much more accurate than the skittery bubble octant. 

I started pestering him for a chronometer. 
"A fine Wittenaur chronometer is on order from Switzerland" was 

his standard answer. I panicked. You don't just pick up a chronometer 
and go. You must first, well, take its pulse for some days. So I made still 
another trip to Neguses, a delightful, old-style ship's chandlery near the 
Fulton Fish Market, where it had been when ships had sails. Over the 
door hung a wooden sign in the shape of a seaman of Herman Melville's 
time, taking a sight with one of the large ebony sextants of an era long 
gone. The salesmen-by now old familiars, following my repeated pur
chases-rented me a navy torpedo-boat watch. When the S-42 arrived 
I began rating both the torpedo-boat watch and the two, fine Jaeger 
clocks on the dashboard in the cockpit, catching a time signal every day 
and entering the results in the chronometer log. All three timepieces 
turned out to be excellent. Whether losing or gaining, the rates were 
constant, as shown by the day-to-day records. 

We spent two days on test flights, Harold and the engineers working 
on cruise control, I on alignment of the several drift meters we carried, 
including an excellent one invented by Gatty, which also gave you ground 

170 

speed, if the weather was clear and you had an accurate altimeter setting. 
With the help of Bob Sexton, of the instrument shop, we also did our 
best to bring the compasses up to the top state of the art. That wasn't 
very high in 1937. They gave us no end of trouble as we approached 
the magnetic north pole, where they turned sluggish and unresponsive. 
The matter to me was of primary importance. If the compasses refused 
to give the pilots reliable steering information, I'd have to count on a 
rapid series of three-star fixes if we were going to hold to the track. 

One June 25, we made a flight to Shediac and back without landing 
till we returned. Outbound as we neared Nantucket Shoals lightship I 
asked Tom Roberts to give me a radio bearing on WEAF, a powerful 
broadcasting station then located on a hill in Port Washington. Radio 
bearings on this station, taken by the ship on its way to Bermuda, had 
been good. The bearing that Tom now handed me showed us twenty 
miles north of the lightship, just as we flew over it. 

"The lightship must have dragged anchor," I observed as I laid the 
line down on the chart. 

"Probably not," laughed Tom. "The radio bearing must have been 
diffracted. You can see that from Port Washington to here it cuts the 
coast of Long Island at a very shallow angle. Coastal refraction of radio 
bearings happens all the time. The bearings on the route to Bermuda 
are good, because they cut Long Island nearly at right angles." 

This experience of a radio bearing caught in a flagrant error con
firmed my suspicion of the device, a suspicion that all the transpacific 
navigators shared. A very few days later, and at a critical moment, I 
wished that I had held more firmly to my suspicions. 

Two days later, we flew to Botwood with a stop en route at Shediac. 
At this time, Botwood was part of a crown colony. Canada did not wish 
to be left out of the North Atlantic routes and insisted on our making 
a stop in Canadian territory. I didn't mind. The bay at Shediac is lovely, 
the town picturesque, and the cold-water lobsters superb. 

At Botwood we found San Kaufman, comfortably ensconced in the 
British-Canadian compound, down by the bay, freshly built of raw, 
green lumber and smelling of resin. Earlier, Pan Am had sent meteor
ologist Jackman to Botwood as company representative in this consor
tium. He was an excellent meteorologist. His other qualifications, 
especially in the areas of social graces and diplomacy, approached zero. 
Within two days of his arrival, he was barred from entry, even into the 
met room, where all the weather data were to be found. The seismograph 
in Mr. Priester's New York office registered six on the Richter scale, so 
he promptly sent San to Newfoundland to pour oil on the waters, if it 
was not already too late to do so. By some means undisclosed, San quickly 
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worked his way as far as Bishops Falls, in central Newfoundland, and 
appeared to be stuck there until he negotiated a ride north to Botwood 
on the mail truck, an unheard of usurpation of His Majesty's transports. 

It was late afternoon Ly the time San dropped off at the Botwood 
post office and picked his way along a dusty road to the cluster of new 
buildings down by the dock. He entered the office and introduced him
self as another Pan Am representative. There was a cool silence, a limp 
handshake, another cool silence, followed by: "So good of you. Do stop..till -... in again some time," and he was out once more on the road. 

.. 
There was no hotel in Botwood, not even a boardinghouse. As San 

walked back the road to town (the only road, as I remember it), he 
stopped in front of the general store. The window display consisted ofGIl 
a large double bed, no more. San entered the store and asked the pro
prietor if he ever rented furniture. 

"Never h?ve. Don't see why I couldn't. What had you in mind?" 

"A bed." 

"What kind? We have several." 

"The one in the window." 

"Well, sure. Where will you have it?" 

"Just leave it where it is." 

So San spent his first night in Botwood asleep on a bed in the store 


window. 
pc Many of Botwood's inhabitants are eariy risers, earlier than San. 
n The news got around. By mid-morning, everyone in town knew where

• San had spent the night. The men at the nascent seaplane base concluded.. that this American might be different from the first one and cautiously 
1ft invited San to join them. He was an immediate success. He not only was 

accepted into the highest society, but founded and presided over the 
most exclusive club in town. It called itself something like "The Social 
and Self Preservation Society of Botwood." Every member-there were•. just five-carried a whistle on a string around his neck. The whistle

• served not only as a badge, but also as a device for calling for help in 
I' case of attack. Silly? Of course, but amusement, even humor, was in 

short supply in a town that concentrated on supplying pulpwood to Lord 
Beaverbrook's publishing empire. 

The news of San's exclusive club spread. Later, when in July the 
governor of the colony came to Botwood in his private railroad car to 
witness the first of the summer's flights, he asked for membership in 
the club. 

"First you have to do a good deed," he was told. 
So he sat up all one night splicing eyes in docking lines while the 

group stood flight watch. At breakfast next morning the governor said, 
"That was a good deed . Now may I join?" 
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"Yes," agreed the members of the Social and Self Preservation So
ciety. "That was a good deed, but not good enough. Had you thought 
of inviting the club to dinner in your private car? That would be a very 
good deed." 

After dinner that night in the governor's car, the president inducted 
the governor into full membership in the club and, with appropriate 
ceremony, presented him with a whistle. 

But that came later. After dinner on my first night in Botwood, I 
stepped outside to savor the fresh, clean night air, fragrant with the 
smell of the sea and of the pine forests. I turned my eyes up to the star
spangled heavens, and panicked. Someone had moved all the stars vi
olently about since I'd navigated across the Pacific in lower lattitudes . 
A star of the first magnitude shone low in the North. The sky inJune, 
as I knew it, held no such star. I sat down on a rock to puzzle it out. The 
answer finally came to me. The star was Capella, a wintertime star that 
belonged on the other side of the world in June. But I was now far 
enough north to see across the pole to the other side of the earth. 

I sat wnere I was until midnight, fixing in my mind this unfamiliar 
orientation of those sparks of light that would be our main hope in 
finding our way across this ocean. 

Two days later, we returned to Port Washington. 

On return to Port Washington, I put Anne on a train for Haverford. 
Her parents were still in England and would remain there until August, 
when Anne's baby was due, but there was adequate help in her parents' 
home, and I was easy in my mind, more easy than if I had known the 
future. 

Brother Jim drove over from Philadelphia with Mother to see us 
off the morning of July Third. The dock was crowded with reporters. 
There must have been little else going on in the world that day. One of 
them spotted the relationship between Mother and me and wanted a 
picture of a mother kissing her son good-bye as he set out by air across 
the ocean for England. Mother declined. She told the reporter that in 
our family such matters were private, not public. He settled for a picture 
of us standing side by side. The picture, reproduced in the Philadelphia 
papers, provided the family with much amusement. The same issue of 
the paper carried a photograph of Eleanor Roosevelt kissing a son good
bye as he sped off for Albany, New York, by train. 

On arrival in Botwood that evening, we were met by two surprises; 
the flight to Ireland would not depart the next day, as originally planned, 
but the day after at the same time that Imperial Airways attempted a 
wes:tbound crossing. Also, the next day was not only July Fourth, but 
the Fourth ofJuly, a fact we had all been tOO busy to note, until reminded 
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by our British cousins. We spent the Fourth in a PT boat belonging to 
some branch of His Majesty's service, charging at top speed across the 
waters of the Bay of Exploits. 

The next afternoon we spent a full half-hour in the met office, 
looking over the last series of actual weather maps and the forecast for 
our crossing. The maps showed a strong cold front drifting eastward. 
The last actual map, now some hours old, showed it at twenty-five west. 
The forecast showed it on the Irish coast at the time of our arrival in 
the morning. That looked probable, also awkward. 

The governor and his party were at the dock to see us off. His wife 
wished to visit the ship, so we stood by as she made her inspection. As 
we waited, Pattison, who later became airport manager at the land-plane 
field at Gander, then under construction, turned to me and said, "Well, 
here goes number eighty-six." 

"What? You mean to tell me there have already been eighty-five 
crossings of the Atlantic?" 

"Not at all. There have been eighty-five attempts. Only ten made 
it." Then, as the governor's wife came out of the cabin, expressing her 
delight at the handsome interior, Pattison held out his hand and wished 
me luck. 
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Chapter Nineteen 

One Wide Ocean to Cross 

Harold taxied out into an arm of the Bay of Exploits. The ship was 
heavy; it took a long run, but Harold lifted off gracefully, pulled back 
to climb power, and started the long climb to eight thousand feet. I made 
the usual entries in the log-time off the dock, length of run, time of 
takeoff-then sat down for a moment to think. It would be the last 
chance until tomorrow, and I had nothing pressing to do till we reached 

the top of the climb. 
The betting form said that the odds were eight-and-a-half to one 

that we wouldn't make it. Ridiculous. Of course we'd make it. We had 
a good ship and a crew that had practiced ocean flying by shuttling back 
and forth across the wide Pacific. But if only they'J let us go yesterday, 
as planned, we'd have made a landfall on a strange coast in Ireland in 
good weather instead of in a cold front. Who had changed it, and why? 
Don't know. And why couldn't we have left Botwood in the early after
noon, so we'd have darkness, stars, and good navigation near the end 
of the flight, where it counted most. Whoever set up the departure times 
of the twO boats must have been trying to ensure that they both landed 
at the same time, Imperial in Gander and we in Foynes, so that neither 

could claim a first crossing. 
The engines came back to cruise power. The weather was cloudless. 

I took a drift sight on the land beneath us with Gatty's splendid instru
ment and found that the measured drift fitted with the winds forecast 
for the start of the passage. I walked foreward to the cockpit to see what 
I could see. Cape Fells, the northeast corner of Newfoundland, lay just 
ahead of us, over the bow. I stayed to get a good departure from the 
cape and as we passed overhead handed Harold a slip of paper with the 

initial heading on it. 
Bill had his eyes focused on his compass, estimating an average 
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Taking a sight of the sun 

heading. When he thought he had it he set the directional gyro . and 
fifteen minutes later did it all over again. The gyros drifted . and the 

The Author Busv ~a\· ig-ating 	 compasses moved sluggishly back and forth. Should be better further 
east, further from the magnetic pole, I hoped. Bill sat with right leg over 
the left, his right elbow in the window sill by his side, twisting a lock of 
his heavy, black hair between thumb and forefinger. a relaxed and char
acteristic pose. 

Ahead of us, a fog bank covered the ocean. The cape was the last 
we saw of the surface of the earth for most of the crossing. No more 
drift sights. The cloud deck rose. but held a thousand or more feet below 
us. I shot the sun over the tail for speed lines. For drift and holding to 
the track there was no choice but to use the winds that the meteorologists 
had forecast, and hope that they were correct. 

The sun finall y set; all the stars came out, and at last I could fix our 
position. We were right on forecast as to distance made good , and slightly 
south of track. Harold came forward . He'd finished the excellent dinner 
that Bill Thaler, the steward, had laid out on a table in one of the aft 
compartments, linen tablecloth, china, crystal, and silver. Harold leaned 
over the nav table , closely inspecting the series of small triangles that 
marked our progress across the ocean as we inched our way to Ireland. 

"Good bit of zigging and zagging," he remarked . "When you send 
in position reports , can't YOLi smooth out the reported track a bit ? After 

LIving down the position 
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all, navigation isn't all that precise. We could just as well be right on station, calculated and applied the convergence angle, and then drew 
track now as where you show us." the bearing line on the chart. It crossed the Sun and moon lines exactly 

"Harold, the position reports I file are where we are, to the best of at their intersection. No small triangle. A three-line fix to a point. That 
my knowledge. With no drift measurements possible, we're bound to. zig must be where we were. 
and zag. You get a fix and measure back to the previous fix to calculate But how could we be so far north of track? There was only one 
what wind you had. But that's wind an hour old. It doesn't tell you what answer. The cold front had stopped moving east. We had flown through 
is happening right now. You have to plot a heading using wind an hour it. Instead of the north wind I'd been using ever since my last fix three 
old, or just guess, without drift sights you are bound to zigzag. I do hours earlier, we'd had a south wind. The effect, of course, would be 
consult the forecast and give it some acceptance when it seems to have double, and could easily have set us north twenty miles each hour. 
been right, but the last hour it was off a bit. Component correct but wind I wrote out a position report and gave it to Tom for transmission 
direction more northerly." to Foynes, laid out a new heading to bring us back to track and strode 

Harold moved off with no further comment. I saw his point, but forward with the slip of paper in my hand, to give it to the captain. He 
could not bring myself to fudge the record, even for the benefit of never got it. 
landsmen who would neither know nor care. As I leaned forward I had a glimpse out the port window behind 

Time moved on. I was turning out a fix an hour with an octant that his seat. There was a large hole in the undercast, the first all night, 
required ten sights for each star, the old tedious almanac and the la whitecaps on the ocean. About sixteen knots, but blowing from the north, 
borious Dreisenstock's tables. It kept me huffing, but it did help smooth not the south. I looked about for a small fragment of a cloud, found 
out the track I reported. one flying just below us, located its shadow on the surface of the sea, 

In early July at high latitudes, the night is short. On an eastbound and watched its motion. It, too, flew before a north wind, one that 
flight it is even shorter; you are flying toward the sunrise. As we ap seemed stronger even than the surface wind. I rushed back to the drift 
proached the critical part of the flight, the last five hundred miles, the meter and caught a sight just before the undercast closed in once more. 
sky turned white in the northeast and wiped out all the stars. A waning It showed right drift, and one more degree than I had been allowing. 
moon stood low in the southeast. It didn't do us much good, because We just could not be north of track. There was something wrong with 
the line of position it gave crossed the track at thirty degrees and gave that fix. 

us neither speed nor a check of the course. But I kept shooting it anyhow. I took another pair of sights, using "cautious" speed. They showed 

There was nothing else I could do, absolutely nothing, till the sun came us ten miles south of track, not sixty miles north of it. 

up. The deck of clouds still lay beneath us, about a thousand feet, and I flipped back the pages of my workbook and reworked the two 

solid. Not a break. earlier sights. The sun line came out as plotted, but in hurriedly thumb

At last the sun cleared the horizon. I took another moon shot, to ing through the almanac 1 had extracted data for the moon for the 
give the sun another few minutes to gain altitude, then shot the sun, ten wrong day. When I reworked the moon sight it crossed the sun line• 
sights each time, then rushed back to my compartment with the two sets 	 right on track.• 

f 	 of sights. Twice through the almanac, twice through Dreisenstock, then Tom and I were never able to figure out the reason for the gross 
laid the lines down on the chart. error in the radio bearing, nor the improbable chance that laid this sour• 

This was not a three-star fix, only two. And the two lines crossed 	 bearing precisely at the intersection of the sun line and an erroneous•.. at a very sharp angle, not ninety degrees. I did not expect much accuracy moon line. The odds against so weird a coincidence must have been 
out of them. But I didn't expect them to show us sixty miles north of astronomical. But there was no time for postmortems. The flight moved.. track. Impossible! to its climax. 

I wrote out a new heading, one degree off for increased drift, two• 	 Just then Tom came aft through the tank compartment to where 
~ 	 I puzzled over the chart. off to return to track and one on for decrease in variation, and walked 

through the tank compartment to the cockpit. As I entered, Tom tore"Here's a radio bearing a ground station just gave me. He gave me - a message off his message pad and handed it up to Harold. his position, too. I've written it on the bottom of the slip."r.'" 	 "Weather report from Foynes, Captain." Tom watched me carefully as I plotted the position of the radio ... 
-ill 	 179178 
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I peered over Harold's shoulder. The message read : "Ceiling 500 
feet, wind south 2, visibility 1 112 miles, light rain, drizzle, fog." 

Apparently the cold front had not quite reached Foynes. It probably 
hung on the coast just where the meteorologists said it would be. 

Weather such as that the message reported would be no problem 
at a modern airport with its approach lights and proliferation of elec
tronic aids. But Foynes was not a modern airport. It was no airport at 
ali, nothing more than an anchorage in the lee of Foynes Island, nestled 
between the hill on Foynes Island and the mountain behind the village. 
It lay thirty miles up the Shannon River from the ocean. Mountains 
three thousand feet high rimmed the coast. If we were to find the an
chorage we'd have to find it with our eyes. There was no other way. 

Harold called back over his shoulder, "How long to a landfall?" 
I spun the Dalton computer in my hand, "Fifty-three minutes." 
"What's the landfall?" 
"Loop Head light on the north bank of the river." 
"Is that the light on the top of the cliff?" 
"Yes. Two hundred feet high." 
"Change course to the middle of the river." 
"Yes, sir. Add two degrees to what you're flying. I'll work out a 

precise heading in a minute." 
"And we're starting down while we still have water underneath us." 
"Can you hold it for a few minutes while I take a last pair of sights?" 
"Yes, but hurry." 
As I finished the sights I gave Harold a thumbs-up. He promptly 

pulled off the power and we started down into the murk just below us. 
By the time I reached my compartment, the ship was working as she 
shouldered her way down. 

When I had finished this latest fix, I brought up a new heading 
aimed for the mouth of the Shannon. The gauges showed we were down 
to two thousand feet and still descending, though more slowly now as 
Harold reached for the surface. At one thousand feet we broke into the 
clear under a torn and ragged deck of clouds, blue-black and ugly. Just 
beneath us, the wind kicked up a vicious sea, long rollers cresting white 
before a wind of twenty-five knots from the north. We were still behind 
the cold front; the front lay somewhere just ahead of us, between us and 
Foynes. 

"Better knock off two degrees, captain. That wind is stronger than 
what we've had. I'll catch a drift sight in a minute." 

"All right, but first I'll dodge this squall." 
Harold now flew the ship by hand. He swung us around to the right, 

and we piled into another squall, hidden behind the first. Rain, driven 
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at 120 knots, smashed into the windshields, blotting out all forward 
visibility and making a racket that put an end to conversation. There 
was still visibility out the side windows. The ceiling pushed us down, 
down, down. We now flew at three hundred feet; from so Iowan altitude 
the seas looked enormous. 

I stepped back into the alleyway to give Tom room to take a radio 
bearing. He stood in the center, twO hands on the calibrated dial of the 
loop antenna mounted on top of the cockpit, and swung the dial back 
and forth with the thumb of each hand, marking the edge of the null 
signal, eyes focused on the captain's compass. He suddenly sat down, 
make a quick note of his observations and handed it to me. 

"Here's a radio bearing on EIP," and added with a dry laugh, "I 
took this bearing myself." 

In a minute I was back in the cockpit, after plotting the bearing. 
"How was it?" 
"Good, far's I can tell. But EIP is well up the Fergus River. Bearings 

on it cut the track to Foynes at an angle. Not much help at the moment. 
But keep them going. No telling what the captain may want to try if 
things get much worse." 

The heavy downpour had eased up, but there was still no visibility 
ahead. The deck of angry-looking clouds pushed us further down. We 
flew now at two hundred feet. 

A sudden rashof picrures flashed (uninvited) across my mind, pictures 
of some of the ten successful crossings of the Atlantic, a lumbering flying 
boat wallowing ,in a heavy sea, taxiing the last miles to the Azores; a 
World-War-One bomber, after a courageous crossing, standing on its 
nose in an Irish peat bog a few miles north of where I thought we now 
were; a trimotored land plane awash in the sea on the coast of France. 

"Cut it out," I shouted to myself. "We don't need that kind of 'suc
cessful' crossing." 

"How much longer?" called Harold over his right shoulder. 
"Four minutes." , 
Harold flew with one eye on the instrument panel in front of him, 

the other out the window at his side. The sweep second hand on the 
captain's clock made one revolution and started another. Bill had 
stopped twisting his hair. He now sat almost sidewise, with his nose a 
scant inch from the window at his side, staring through the gloom. The 
clock ticked off a second minute and started on a third . The weather 
worsened. Harold took the boat down another fifty feet. 

The sweep second hand had started on the fourth round when Bill 
let out a yell. 

"Land on my side." 
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"Land on mine," echoed the captain. 
A cliff came out of the mist to the left of us. Heavy seas smashed 

against its base, flinging spray halfway up the face. A white structure 
stood on top of the cliff. I turned the seven by fifties on it. 

"It's a lighthouse, captain, with the markings of Loop Head, as 
shown in the light lists." 

We had made a bull's-eye, dead-center in the mouth of the Shannon 
River. 

I stood between the two pilots with a large-scale chart in my hands. 
Harold swung to port to follow the shoreline of the north bank. 

"Captain, there's a deep bay just ahead of us with a dead end. Could 
be a booby trap." 

"I know it," he snapped. "How high is the hill on Foynes Island?" 
"Over eight hundred feet." 
The ceiling lifted and the visibility improved. 
"Oh, look!" called Bill. He had resumed twisting his hair, but pointed 

to starboard with his left hand. A castle, rain-washed and glistening
white, stood back from the river at the head of a long sweep of emerald 
lawn. I consulted the chart. It was Clin Castle. 

"Eight miles to Foynes, Captain." 
The island came out of the mist. Harold swung around the north 

end of it and brought the village and a long pier into view. A man in 
white coveralls stood in a rowboat just off the pier. Harold brought the 
ship in to a smooth landing, and came off the step just short of the 
rowboat. Bill scrambled into the bow hatch, boat hook in hand. No need. 
The man in the rowboat dropped the eye of a hawser over the bow bit, 
then rowed around to the stern to bend on a stern line. Harold cut the 
switches, and I returned to my compartment to make final entries in the 
ship's log, landed within six minutes of the time we had said that we 
would yesterday afternoon, a tribute to Harold's precise cruise control 
and to the meteorologists, who at that time were working with much less 
information than is currently available. 

Bill Thaler and I opened the hatch on the aft deck and watched the 
ground crew dock the ship. A group of men stood on the pier; one-tall 
and gaunt, his black raincoat glistening in the wet-stood a little apart. 
That was Prime Minister Eamon DeValera, come down from Dublin to 
greet us and to mark the opening of Ireland to world commerce. 

Patrick, the customs officer, was the first to board. He went through 
the motions of spitting into the palm of each hand, then offered them 
both in greeting, with a cheerful bellow for backing. His superior in 
Dublin later wrote to him. "Patrick, I see by the papers that you were 
the first to board the Pan American Clipper. That is proper, and as it 
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should be. But the paper also reports that a minute later you were out 
and ashore again. Patrick, you cannot make a proper customs inspection 
in a minute." 

On subsequent landings at Foynes and until the end of the boats, 
Pat made a much more thorough inspection. He always wore a hunting 
jacket, with a large game pouch sewn into the back. It was noted that 
when Pat came ashore after an inspection, the pouch always bulged, 
though it may have been flat when he entered the boat. 

As soon as I could free myself, I walked down the pier and across 
the road to an old inn, weathered gray stone etched with lichen, splotches 
of green moss on the slate roof. After a few false starts, I found the 
second-floor room where the flight watch had spent the night. The room 
was bare, other than a table, half a dozen chairs, a telephone, and a plan 
of the North Atlantic pinned to the wall across from the one, dusty 
window. Two large ashtrays overflowing with butts told the story of a 
long night's vigil. There were two sets of markings on the wall plan, one 
in red, showing the hourly positions reported by Imperial's boat, and 
a set of black crosses marking ours. The red crosses marched across the 
ocean almost to Botwood and as straight as though laid down with a 
ruler. By contrast, the black crosses wavered a bit and made that horrible 
sixty-mile jaunt to the north, the result of an error in a moon sight and 
that screwy radio bearing. 

I had never sent a correction to that position report. Next day, the 
London papers made much of the precise navigation of Imperial Air
way's ship and delicately added that Pan Am seemed uncertain of where 
it was. Lord Beaverbrook's minions had left the flight watch too soon, 
either tired of waiting, or in too much of a hurry to file their story. If 
they had waited, they might have had a better story or, at least, a different 
one. 

One of the flight-watch officers came into the room carrying two 
steaming cups of tea, which he shared with me. I asked him if they'd 
received a landing report from Imperial in Botwood. 

"Not yet, but it should be coming in any minute, you know." 
He was wrong. It was an hour and a half later before the British 

boat landed. They had missed Botwood. They had missed the entire 
island of Newfoundland. When they ran out their time for a landfall in 
clear weather and saw nothing but ocean in all directions, they began 
to pay attention to the frantic messages from Botwood's Adcock direc
tion-finder, turned north and one hundred and fifty miles later, landed 
at Botwood. 

What they had used for navigation in the ocean crossing I can only 
guess. It was not celestial navigation. They flew at eight hundred feet 
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under a solid overcast and could have had not the slightest glimpse of 
a star. Apparently they counted on their loop antenna to bring them 
home at the end of the passage, a reliance on radio confirmed by the 
composition of their crew, which consisted of two pilots and two radio 
officers. With incredibly bad luck, the set screw on the calibrated knob 
at the base of the radio loop worked loose, the knob slipped, and all the 
radio bearings they took were in gross error. They missed Newfound
land, an island greater in extent north-south than all of Ireland. They 
arrived an hour and a half overdue. 

By contrast, in foul weather, we made a bull's-eye on our destination 
and arrived within six minutes of the estimate posted when we took off. 
But the press had it differently, and had so informed the public. Oh, 
well! 

Things are seldom what they seem. 
Skim milk masquerades as cream. 
Jackdaws strut in peacock feathers. 
Very true. So they do. 

Prime Minister DeValera presided over a luncheon given in our 
honor under the corrugated iron roof of the customs shed. The tables 
consisted of planks laid on sawhorses, but the tablecloths were of the 
finest Irish linen. The tailcoated waiters and an excellent meal that in
cluded Liffey salmon had all come down from Dublin by train. In an
swering the speech of welcome from the Irish head of state, Harold 
spoke a few words of well-rehearsed Gaelic. The diners were pleased. 

I found myself seated next to DeValera's son. A man who dressed 
and acted like a groom sat across from young DeValera. He said not a 
word, but addressed himself noisily to the soup as soon as it arrived. 
Young DeValera soon entered into a lively discussion with the man 
seated across from me. The debate grew warm. For authority the man 
across from me quoted Horace, in English, whereupon the horse drew 
his head, dripping, out of the trough and said, "I've niver accepted that 
translation of Horace. It's altogether wrong, as you can see for yerselves." 

He then gave us the lines in Latin, as Horace had written them, 
returned to his fodder. and was heard from no more. 

I don't suppose I said much after this unexpected display of eru
dition. I was stunned into silence. Just what kind of a country was this 
where even the horses had the gift oftongues? Never since have I ceased 
to wonder at a race of people so delightfully articulate. 

The lone inn at Foynes had been preempted by the government to 
provide facilities such as the flight watch. Frank Scales put us up for the 
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night at his pleasant home up the hill back of town after first offering 
us each a thimbleful of golden nectar, most welcome. So were the beds. 
None of us had lain down since early morning of the day before-and 
on the other side of an ocean. 

Early the next morning Chan and I walked down the hill to the 
ship, Chan on an engineering task, I, to wind my three chronometers. 
After completing our chores we started back, when a small car zoomed 
by us, then promptly slammed on the brakes. It was Colonel Lindbergh, 
publicity-shy still, but he recognized our uniforms and gave us a lift to 
Frank's home, where hejoined us for breakfast. He had flown over from 
England to Raenanna Airport, later renamed Shannon, apparently to 
be nearby for our arrival. 

He was good company, neither withdrawn nor silent among those 
whom he seemed to consider other members of the fraternity. 

It was time to be off for Southampton. Harold wished to leave at 
eight A.M. so as to have plenty of time to ensure a midday landing on 
the Solent. I wanted to catch the time signal from Arlington, broadcast 
from seven fifty-five to eight, with the critical signal on the hour. Tom 
cranked it up for me on one of his receivers, and I put on the head
phones, torpedo-boat watch in hand . Just as I was about to receive the 
final signal, Chan reached up over his head to hit the first of the engine 
starter switches. I gave him an agonized cry, because the electrical noise 
of the starter motor would have drowned out the radio. Precisely ateight 
I gave Chan a thumbs-up, and the number-one engine turned over and 
fired. Ours may have been the most accurately timed departure on 
record, dispatched by the U.S. Naval Observatory radio station in Ar
lington, Virginia. 

In the middle of the Irish Sea, Harold suddenly turned to me and 
demanded, "Cook me up a system for slowing down or speeding up so 
that we arrive in Southampton at exactly twelve." 

I don't know how I did it, or if I did it , but we did arrive at precisely 
twelve. 

Hythe, across the Solent from the city, was Imperial Airway's main 
seaplane base. We tied up to a mooring buoy and were whisked ashore 
in one of Imperial's smart launches. There was a modest reception on 
landing, with the common people and the press excluded. "Of course, 
you wouldn't want them here," explained a member of the corporation. 

Suited me fine , but I sensed that Pan Am's publicity department 
may have felt less enthusiasm over the loss of this unusual opportunity 
to beat the drum. 

The mayor of Southampton spoke, wearing his gilded chain of of
fice, then we went off to lunch. I remember very little about that, for 
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as soon as we sat down, a waiter handed me a cable. It read: "Baby 
daughter born today. Mother and baby fine. Congratulations. Signed 
Priester. " 

I stuffed the message into my pocket and floated through the rest 
of the meal. I spoke to no one about my private joy, but there must have 
been a leak in the cable system, because that evening after we reached 
Langdown Lawn, the estate-turned-hotel, where we put up for the night, 
a second message arrived, this one from our agent in Ireland: "Con
gratulations, suggest you name her Foynes." 

Mary's middle name became Fales, not Foynes, but as I much later 
advised her, should she ever find herself traveling in County Limerick, 
a middle initial of "F" could just as well stand for Foynes as for anything 
else. 

The next day we rolled up to London by train and put up at the 
Savoy. The Royal Thames Yacht Club had offered to put us up in their 
London digs, but some Pan Am dutz had turned down that unique 
invitation. I was enraged. It seemed to me unlikely that I would ever 
again be invited to the Royal Thames Yacht Club. On the other hand, 
come to think of it, this was the only time I was ever put up at the Savoy, 
though I have since resided in more than ten of London's hotels, and 
found none of them half so gracious as the Savoy. But I still regret the 
Yacht Club business. 

The Air Ministry and Imperial Airways gave us a dinner that night 
at Claridge'S, where for the first time I experienced British elegance: 
the waiters wore silk knee britches; men only at the dinner, all, excepting 
the Pan Am delegation, in black tie. Bill Jarbo, head of communications 
for the Atlantic division, sat on my right facing his opposite number in 
Imperial Airways; he was a portly gentleman of pleasing countenance. 
I have no recollection of who sat on my left, as I was totally distracted 
by listening to the efforts of the two heads of departments of commu
nications to establish communications with each other, an effort that was 
a complete failure. Jarbo had been selected for his post as head of the 
Pan Am radio department because he knew radio. What else he knew 
was never revealed. The Englishman had been selected for his post as 
head of Imperial's radio department because he came from the class of 
people who head things; he knew nothing about radio. The efforts of 
these two to converse were as futile as if one had been a Choctaw Indian, 
the other an Eskimo from Point Barrow. 

My wife 's parents, advised of our arrival by the press, reached me 
at the hotel, fortunately, as I had not known where they were staying. 
We spent a pleasant morning together, strolling through the Temple 
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The flight deck. at the head of a circular staircase (picture taken from in front of the
The greatest of all . and the largest civil transport put illlo sen'ile until the 8-747 came captain's desk). It was more spacious than the passenger compartment of a DC-3 . The
along more than thirty years later. ;\150. it was the last of the boats. Domage! doors leading out into the wings lay on either side. just behind the range of the picture . 

At night. black-out curtains fell into place behind the t\,·o watch oflicers. 

Fuelin~ the sea wing of a 8-314 throuKh a chall10ix 
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The main saloon of the Boein~ Clipper formed the social center of thl~ shop. The sleeping 
compartments lav c!sc\\'hefl:. so the niKht hawks disturbed no onc. Bridge. poker. dom
inoes, and good con versation by peoplt: who spokc well. had somethinK to talk about. and 
also knew how to listen . 


