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ENSE fog raced down the wintry

North Atlantic coast, like clouds

of gray venom spat from the

teeth of the northeast gale it

was trailing from Halifax to Hatteras.
The sea, the land and the sky were
blended, and surface craft came to a
standstill—or crept at best. For the
young mail pilot caught two thousand
feet aloft, however, there was vouch-
safed neither the comfort of anchors
nor the guidance of shining rails past
green semaphores.

For him a world of form and order
had suddenly ceased to exist; he was
lost in a blanched chaos. More than two
hours ago he had left Washington and
bucked his way northward in a frail air-
plane which even the army had branded
and tossed aside as obsolete after the
then recent Armistice. He had deserted
the railroad tracks west of the Amboys
and sliced across the Raritan and lower
Staten Island toward the makeshift ter-
minal of the early air mail which was
at Belmont Park race track on Long
Island. He had seen the menacing wall
of mist swirling toward him, and he
had tried to race it. The fog won. The
last familiar thing he had glimpsed
before he was blanketed was the Nar-
rows, far below.

Oh, well, he wasn’t particularly
alarmed. He was young, but the wis-
dom of hundreds of flying hours was in
his brain, and the experience of years—
even in 1918 he was a veteran—rode in
his cockpit. He would stay high enough
for the present to cheat the clawing
smokestacks of Brooklyn; then, when he
figured he had reached the clear in the
vicinity of the track he would feel for
the ground and, no doubt, see enough to
enable him to squeeze down, somehow.
Meanwhile, he’d fly by compass.

Compasses Are Like That

With a bit of a smile for the zest of
the adventure he turned his eyes from
their purposeless joust with the fog and
fixed them upon his compass. They
nearly jumped in horror from his head,
for the compass was spinning . . . spin-
ning . . . spinning. .-. .

Compasses are like that; very rough
air may jolt the needle from its patient
regard of the north; its swings will be-
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come wider and wider, until at last it
is circling the dial, slowly, like an un-
certain old horsefly caught underneath a
goblet. Fighting to steady his nerves,
the young pilot decided to nose down for
a cautious look at the ground to enable
him to reorient himself. He broke from
the fog, almost to collide with a ghostly
ship. The last ship he had seen before
the fog smothered him had been broad-
side to his flight path. He was going in
the same direction as this one!

That pilot knew for the first time
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" The First Million Miles

It would take you four lifetimes of ordinary
motoring to cover a million miles. Hamilton
Lee had gone that far when he was barely over
-thirty. Now he’s half through his second mil-
lion. He’s a man of the new epoch, a product

of aérial transportation.

By W. B. Courtney

what a cold sweat was like as he pulled
back up into the murk. He had none of
the cockpit marvels of today to help
him; no turn- and bank-indicator, whose
bubble would run out to show him a
low wing and a turn when he thought
he was level and true. No artificial
horizon to make up for the lost real one.
Only a tachometer, whose indication of
the gain or loss of engine revolutions
would hint when he was diving or climb-
ing. Only that and nothing more ex-
cept flying instinet—which is a paltry
and unreliable substitute for science.
The boy wet his lips and steeled him-
self to an eternity of minutes through
which he flew what his senses said was

Hamilton Lee, who has flown
over a million and a half miles
without a serious crash

Here’s his story

a bee line for the home field, until his
calculation of time told him he should
have reached there. Then he throttled
the motor and sneaked down through
the fog, trying to surprise the ground,
It surprised him instead when it turned
out to be an oily swell of sea-water
leaping for his wheels. He was far off
the coast.

He climbed again, and now his mind
was reeling like the compass needle. He
blundered on.

Thus he seesawed through the fog, up
and down, now over water, now over
land, for thirty-five minutes.

His gas supply, already heavily taxed
by a long fight with the head wind, was

running out and left but a few m;

of grace when he finally spied: ;\:,r;xdt:;
shore line. He went up again for safet
and flew briefly inland. This time wheyx
he came down, there was an ope;l field
pelow his wheels, but when he tried to
turn into the wind he lost the field and
was as badly off as ever, Next he
found a cemetery; the visibility, some-
how, was a little better here and he cir-
cled, trying to get up courage enough
to pancake among the tombstones. But
he hadn’t the heart for it, ang poked
away into the fog once more,

A Veteran Is Scared

His engine started to sputter. He
came down and sped along not fifty feet
above the blurred earth until he saw a
mite of a clearing between houses,
There was no turning into the wind; he
settled to the ground just as his motor
died away. His prop stopped turning
and his ship stopped rolling simulta-
neously, and not more than six feet from
a tree.

“That,” says E. Hamilton Lee, senior
air-mail pilot not only of the United
States but of the world, and the man
who has flown more than any other hu-
man being, “is just about the closest I
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ever came to a serious crash, and it

plumb scared me. I sat in that old
Jenny and shook for five minutes before
I could wish enough strength into my
arms and legs to pull me out of the cock-
pit. I almost collapsed when I stood on
the ground; and when I got to the near-
est house and called the field at Belmont
on the phone I was so nervous I could
scarcely talk. They sent a truck from
the field for the mail and me, and first
thing next morning they pulled the old
army custom of ch kmating air-shy-
ness by sending me right back into

the

air with the southbound mail. I give
you my word, I shook all the way to
Washington, and all the way bs k

again; and I shook for half a dozen
round trips after that.”

You might be surprised to hear a
confession of fear from the man who
holds a record of “firsts” which no one
will ever be able to take away from him.
In years to come many people will each
fly more than a million and a half miles;
more than 14,000 hours. But Hamilton
Lee will live in aviation history as the
first man to have spent 10,000 hours of
his life in the air; to have traveled a
million miles off the ground. Now he is
far ahead of even that nm-nul,‘;md none
of his contemporaries in active flying
today are anywhere near him. \v”“
are due for more than one Surprise,
however, when you meet Lee.

(Continued on page 58)
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MY 1DEA
)F A DESIRABLE.
MALE MATE ..

You expect frostbitten blue eyes or
steely gray ones; but his are dark,
warm and lively. You are prepared to
shake hands with another of those lean,

" The First Million Mi

Continued from page 13

Lee from \hls instruetion work and askeq

him to submit to the chair-spinning test, gan

He did so, and his reactions were ex.

actly opposite to those which the doc.

.

inything?’
°

long, spare Nordics whose somber faces tors’ theories had reckoned normal, The
and cold reserve suggest contemplation upshot was a new card of theories, anq
of heroic horizons which are beyond fatalities fell off in the acrobatic stages
your normal ken. You meet, instead, a on the country’s flying fields.

vivacious fellow with a country twang The Armistice found Lieut: t Lee

what your Aunt Mathilda used to call a dets to “dive her a little to gain speed,
chatterbox. The only striking and dis- then pull her up and over fast, and don’t
tinctive physical characteristic about forget to shut your motor off when

movements, his deftness with his hands and maybe suddenly find yourself fly.
and feet. You get the impression that ing better wings in a better world|”
there is no weight to his body, and you ILee remembered the great new novelty
begin to understand his cockpit “touch” with which the Post Office Department
—it’s the same thing that in a horseman had just begun to experiment between
is called “sweet hands.” Washington and New York—air mail,
He applied for a job, and was hired by
telegraph.

Hamilton Lee stayed on that experi-
Fourteen thousand hours in the air! mental air-mail line for two years and
One million, five hundred thousand he can keep you fascinated for hours

The Dizzy Chair

on MOOI'I tibs Jest voratnod miles! When only a handful of the with tales of its trials and tribulations
om Europe where his wife wuz gath-
rin’ material for her club paper en-
titled, ‘Can French women teach us

earth’s total population have ever per- and of the characters who flew it. “They
mitted their feet to be lifted from its were the Daniel Boones, the Kit Carsons
surface at all! You can better appre- and the Davy Crocketts of aviation,” he
ciate the magnitude of Lee’s achieve- says, “the men who recklessly carried
ments if you think of them in terms of out to all the frontiers of daily life the
your own daily life. I have read some- work of fathers of aviation like the

‘Things look purty bad, says Lon. | Where that the average pleasure auto- Wrights. They hated discipline; they
‘ou can’t git a good cigar in London | Mobile owner drives only about 10,000 knew that the average life of a pilot was

er less’n a quarter.
L]

'An’ in Paris they ain’t fit ter smoke

at any price.

miles each year. Well, at that rate, after only a few months and they lived ac-
you’ve been driving one hundred years cordingly. They were as temperamental
you’ll still have fifty years of plugging as opera singers. Some wouldn’t fly
ahead of you before you can catch up to when they passed a load of hay on the
Lee’s present mileage record. way to the airport; others wouldn’t fly
He has flown three round trips to the unless the chief mechanic owned a black
moon, and is now thousands of miles cat. There was no system of licensing

“The result is that the nations git |away from the earth on the going half in those days, and you were never asked

rrritable an’ suspicious.

: of his fourth trip! whether you could fly. The fact that
Theoretically, of course. Actually, you applied for the job was recommen-
he is very busy shuttling trimotor pas- dation enough. I never had this experi-

What Europe needs today is a good | senger ships and single-motored mail ence, but I know reliable fellows who
vickel cigar, same as we did before we | Planes, fair weather and foul, over the swear it happened to them: a man

had rocky fords.

486 prosaic miles of his lap of the would come up and whisper, ‘Say, I've
Boeing Line, from Omaha, Nebraska, to got a job to work on the air mail. Show

to his soft voice, who can easily become still at Ellington patiently telling ca. i e
‘tricks
géufd not have ‘given them a fight
him is the involuntary swiftness of his you're at the top or you'll dive like hell gh:

Chicago, at the rate of sixty-five hours,

If our government would ship ’em |or thirteen trips, a month.

enuff rocky fords, it 'ud be a whole

Although he is only about thirty-six,

ot better’n joining the World Court.” | his career, of course, is rooted in avia-

me how to fly this thing, will you!’

“It’s very different nowadays. It's a
cold business proposition and tempera-
ment doesn’t get you any place except

tion antiquity; he learned to fly in one to an employment agency. The pilot is
of the earliest types of pusher planes. still the most important human equation

His wings had the sturdiness of two in aviation, but he’s a dignified profes-

(o] SCRAPS ... NO DUST years’ growth when, in 1917, the United sional man and not a harum-scarum.”

NO SWEEPINGS
ICLEAN i MACH'NE-MADE fledglings. Lee, a grizzled veteran of flying career was as colorful as the next

States Army found itself with a war on Although it’s difficult to get him to
its hands and sent out a hasty call for commit himself about it beyond a fond
civilian veteran flyers to instruct its smile nowadays, Hamilton Lee’s early

twenty-one, responded. He had seen man’s, spotted with narrow escapes and

Finest
Long
Filler

Ford

WHEN IT'S GOT THE STUFF
% Lorillard Co., Y, , , 4 A NICKEL'S ENOUGH

¢ make its victims dizzy. The doctors,

America from the air, and wanted to high romance—and very useful, withal.
see BEurope; but suffered, instead, the He blazed many virgin air trails. He
common fate of our best native flyers of inaugurated the St. Louis to Chicago
1917 in being kept on the instruction service, the line which later was to be-
stages of the nation’s flying fields. He come famous as Lindbergh’s run. He
taught acrobatics at Ashburn Field in also opened the Twin Cities to Chicago
Chicago; at Chanute Field, in Rantoul, service, closed up the longest link in the
Illinois; at Selfridge Field, in Mt. Clem- transcontinental line, Omaha to Chicago,
ens, Michigan, and at Ellington Field, and was one of the pioneers who braved
in Houston, Texas. the run over the Alleghenies, from New
Someone had come along with the re- York to Cleveland.

volving-chair test. This did not simu-
late flight conditions, but it served to Pilots on Strike
handicapped by a lack of knowledge and Before the Washington-New York
precedent and by insufficient time for line flowered into a country-wide net-
prolonged experimentation, did the best work Hamilton Lee was involved in one
they could under the press of circum- of the most spectacular events of the
stances and fabricated an elaborate early air mail—the first and only strike
theory of what a normal man’s reactions of pilots, !
should be to the chair-spinning. Many There flourished in those days, of
of the applicants got sick, and this was course, the usual abuses of bureaucratic
considered right and proper. The stu- management. Stupid and autocratic
dents selected under this theory got underlings at local points habitually
through the primary instructions all ordered pilots to fly against their own
right, in most instances, but were killed judgment. Office men in Washington,
off in alarming numbers when they ignorant both of flying and of weather,
reached the acrobatic stage. The flight often issued flight demands upon pilots
doctors, puzzled and worried, summoned in New York. Added to this, the flying

e AsbbANAacn
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was o case |

our job. ] G &
’“fiﬁfaé facid_ with a beggar’s choice,
B sometimes side-step the issue with
that were difficult to detect, in

der to keep down out of weather that

nee. for life. It's no trick at all for
a flyer to lame a ship without .r;igﬁng
hig own skin. But there came a serious
impasse one day at Belmont Park, when
the weather was so atrocious that Pilot
Leon Smith, whose turn it was to take
off, scorned a ruse and just flatly re-

ed to go. s,
fw;'l‘he ﬁe%d manager notified Washing-
ton, and orders were telegraphed to
Smith to take off at once. He still re-
fused. Hamilton Lee, next in turn, was
summoned ; but when the circumstances
were explained, he said: “If the weath-
er’s too bad for Smith, it’s too bad for
me. His judgment is as good as mine.”

When orders came to fire Smith and
Lee all the pilots quit their ships. For
three days no mail was flown; then As-
sistant Postmaster-General Otto Prae-
ger, the man in charge of the air mail,
told the pilots to send a spokesman, to-
gether with Pilot Lee, to Washington.

One Little Word

Out of that conference came a correc-
tion of the existing system and a better
mutual understanding when Praeger
said:

“I've got to fight Congress, which
won’t appropriate for air mail and
thinks it’s all nonsense. I've got to fight
the publie, who won’t use air mail. And
now if I've got to fight the pilots too,
there won’t be any air mail!”

“When we carried that message back
to the pilots,” said Lee, “we all began to
see beyond our jobs, beyond our troubles
and our likes and dislikes. I think this
was the first time we began to take a
serious view of our share of the re-
sponsibility for building up public con-
fidence in aviation.”

After four years filled with thrilling
adventure in Eastern skies, Hamilton
Lee was assigned to the run from Chi-
cago to Omaha, which he has flown reg-
ularly during the past nine years, with
brief interludes of excitement in special
Jobs. One such, in the winter of 1923,
brought him into the headlines of every
newspaper in the country; that was his
rescue of a band of lumberjacks who
were marooned and starving to death on
remote South Fox Island, twenty-three
miles from the mainland in northern
Lake Michigan.

Most often, nowadays, since he has
become a byword for safe flying, Ham-
ilton Lee is asked whether flying can be
as safe for you and for me as it seems
to be for him.

“Yes—emphatically yes,” he insists.
‘_‘If the Department of Commerce exam-
ners pass you as physically fit to fly,
then I'q say that you can learn to fly as
Well as I do, or better, and that you'll
live to fly as long as I have flown and
to enjoy flying as much as I enjoy it,
Provided you are willing to tack up in
your cockpit, or hang inside your head
Where it is never out of your mind’s eye,
one little word—caution.

“Indeed, your chances for a safe and
bleasant use of aviation are far better
than mine were when I took it up. You

| don’t have to take the chances we took,

J
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are more comfortable while you
rive, less tired when you are through,
[you wear an athletic supporter. It’s
fact! Try it, your next long trip,
nd see.
e didn’t find this out ourselves.
en wrote and told us—salesmen,
ists, taxi drivers. Said there was
88 strain, less nervous wear and tear,
8 fatigue—and a most reassuring
: ng of security.

\thletic men will understand. They
now that a good supporter like PAL
' BIKE is an investment in both
fety and comfort. And their advice
) every man who goes in for stren-
s work or sport is that he follow
professiona?oathlete’s invariable
e and wear a supporter to guard
he Vital Zone.

m PAL s the de luxe supporter, choice of

N professional and varsity teams—
‘,.’“ Superbly made to give super-support
Y and comfort. Three styles, two prices,
$1.00 and $1.50. BIKE, an inexpen-
sive type of sturdiest quality, is 50c
31.%5.6 Sold by druggists and sport-
goods dealers everywhere, any
& Black supporter is the best
can buy atits price.
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money-back "
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Important but lisdeJnown facts about the
- meed and functions of athletic supporters
@re presented in our new booklet, “Gu
e Vital Zone.” For a free address
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or that the mail pilots ma Vi
today. Yop don’t have toy'ﬂey e:x;ﬁ;?
mental equipment, as we did. The gov-
ernmenﬁ‘: has marked off for you the
safe s.hxps to use. It has surrounded
You with organized and lighted airways,
weather. service, radio, beacons to guidé
your ship to port and a dozen and one
safegu'ards. Fewer and fewer pilots
are being killed each year—even those
of us who have to fly when you, as an
air tl_-aveler or pleasure flyer, ought to
1-e21am on the ground.

I haven’t got any secret or magical
method, any instinct, that you haven’t
got or can’t develop, provided your
hea}th 1s as good as mine, and your in-
telligence is at least average.

A Few Tips

4 "ti‘i):ll(e Ipiople who write to me seem
1 ave coddled my record, but
that isn’t so. I've done my share of
acrobaties, and taught others how to do
them, which is more hazardous. I've
won cups in national air races, and I've
worked as a stunt flyer and test pilot.
I'm out there taking the run of the
weather now as I have always taken it
with the other air-mail pilots. We often
fly the mail through when passenger
ships remain on the ground.
“I don’t think my personal way of
flying differs from that used by my
mates on the air mail. A lot of people
say that I must be lucky; but flyers
don’t believe in luck. They can’t afford
to; any more than they can afford to
be superstitious. Even if I were lucky,
gambler’s odds would be stacked against
me now. You never hear a professional
pilot telling me I'm lucky!
“I have never had a major accident,
and I have never been injured in flying,
although I have had my share of forced
landings in which I have had to accept
collisions with fences and other ground
obstructions and work minor damage
upon my ships. The answer, if there is
any, is this—I have always known what
I was doing.
“In the early years of my flying I al-
ways made a careful study of every ac-
cident in which one of my mates was
killed. I didn’t examine only the con-
ditions in which he had found himself,
and then do a bit of second guessing as
to what he should have done to save him-
self. I studied even more closely the
circumstances which led up to his pre-
dicament, and thus I taught myself not
only to avoid his error but the beginning
and the growth of his error.
“Therefore, for those of you who in-
tend to take up flying for pleasure or as
a profession, I give you this as my Rule
Number One, if you want to fly long
and to live long: Avoid the occasion of
error.
“Next, I do what every other careful
professional flyer does: I study the
ground closely as I fly over it, cata-
loguing the suitable landing places I
see. If unforeseen circumstances should
suddenly arise, despite my radio weath-
er reports, or if motor trouble should
develop, I have available in my mind at
any given instant, ready for my trained
reflexes, the nearest and best landing
place; and I can turn to it without the
loss of an instant’s time.
“If T am over bad country, where the
available landing fields are few and far
between, I fly high enough so that one
is within gliding distance. If necessary
I'll shift my course to keep fields within
reach. What if this does add ten min-
utes to the flight? Now as to country
so bad and so remote that there are no
safe landing fields—well, you haven’t
any business flying over that kind of
country, yet.
“If the weather changes suddenly for
the worse, if your motor doesn’t sound
just right, land in the last best place

mg_:. c
er& Black,2579 S. Federal St.,Chicago

vou saw. So here’s a second rule for

your safety in flying: Never be afraid
to turn back. :

“As an example of how this method
has helped me, let me tell you about one
wicked night in January, 1929, before
we had radio communication on our
ships. Over Des Moines, a blizzard which
had been suddenly born there on the
prairies, and was one of the worst I
have ever seen, hit me from all sides. It
came almost like a flash of lightning;
one instant I was watching the lights
of the city, the next instant all were
blotted out and the ship was rocking
like a snip of paper in an air shaft. To
make matters worse, my instrument
panel light burned out.

“I banked, instinctively, in the direc-
tion in which I knew Des Moines air-
port lay. But I couldn’t find the field,
and I had to get down. I released a
parachute flare. It fell behind a hill,
yvet burned long enough to silhouette a
haystack and a few other minor things
which identified that field instantly in [}
the mental catalogue I have of my
scheduled run. I landed.

“Let’s look at it this way. Flying is
thoroughly dependable and safe, I be-
lieve, for you and every normal person,
man or woman, if you will approach it}
in this frame of mind: it’s a brand-new
medium, opposed to every lesson and ex-
perience of mankind’s history and life
on earth. You can’'t make so funda-
mental a change as lightly as you would
change from driving your car on the \ould Be Consulted
right to the left side of the road, and/

Lord knows there’d be enough accidentsper who can plan
if you tried even that. the building of her

“You've got to approach flying with ndeed fortunate, for
an elastic mind. You’ve got to changerith the same thor:
your habits of thought, of making de-r workshop that thy
cisions, of imagination. You've got toe husm_css wor.ld ar
be somewhat afraid of flying, becauser working unit ca
it's only in proportion to your respect the individual wqu
for it that you will keep yourself tight-n can be m:.ulc Jus
ened up. If people were properly afraid |be efficient in cater
of driving, everyone would enjoy it more [rements of the pa
and there’d be no accidents—or scarcely sing it. Best of al
any. Heaven help us if the human race puilt-in kitchen cuj
ever gets to where it isn't afraid of f, no pantry is thru
flying.” abhors the openit

Hamilton Lee is proud, of course, of If cupboard door
his enormous mileage, and of the fact arrange every tc
that nearly two of his thirty-six years open hook or she

and a Handy Closet

abinet, unless the

placed that one
for some two main
t arrangement, and
evening work only
d at any one time.

of life have been spent in the air. Heing sun may shi

is prouder of his record of no seriougd windows or t

accidents and no injuries. But he is: view of the str

proudest of the fact that he has never’ be hers, as

lost a single letter of those entrusted 98es.

to him in the air mail. here is no doubt f
tell arranged kitc!

tractively decora
1d arouse less ani
He is unmarried, and lives alone in an fm to Kitchen
apartment the contract for the furnish- | would tend to }
ing of which must have enabled some [ants longer. If o
oriental dealer to go back to the old|is limited

Free to Fly

to

to a

country to live in peace and plenty. He } "“'1”“,’[’“ and a
trinity

"ul of st
’ 1\

:

ught

is an American by birth and parentage
sprung from the sturdy stock of the Illi-
nois prairies. Paris is the name of the
springing-off place, if you are a stickler
for exactness. You suspect that there
is plenty of Scotch blood somewhere in [F211€
his background because of the beautiful f¢¢
economy of his wit and of his philoso- | <!t
phy: “I was too lazy to be a farmer,”
he explains as his excuse for dese
the home furrows for the free :
the sky: “I wanted a job on which I[2!
could sit.” v
Lee took a vacation last
spent it flying on other sections
line with his friends among the pilots
It is his biti :
money to ret
or anything like it
and the freedom to
the oceans and the
He'll do it, too. He¢
ested in the new light
being brought out thi
pleasure-f
little pl

bot
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