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1958 Scriptor

This is one of many sections that contain information, photos, newspaper articles, internet items, etc.
of the St. Matthews area and especially of Waggener High School. Many of the items came from Al
Ring’s personal collections but many people have helped and I have tried to give credit where I can.

The purpose of this “collection” was to create the history of Waggener and the students and teachers
who were there during my time. Being retired I now have time to do many of the things I have al-
ways wanted, this project is just one of them. The collection is continuing today, so if you should
have old or new information on the St. Matthews area from 1950 to 1962 or Waggener High, please
contact Al Ring.

All graphics have been improved to make the resolution as good as possible, but the reader should
remember that many came from copies of old newspaper articles and photos. Credit to the source of
the photos, etc. is provided whenever it was available. We realize that many items are not identified
and regret that we weren’t able to provide this information. As far as the newspaper articles that are
not identified, 99% of them would have to be from one of three possible sources. The Courier-
Journal, The Louisville Times or one of the Voice publications. Books that we have used for some
information include, Randy, Cactus, Uncle, Ed and the Golden age of Louisville Television, Wag-
gener High School Alumni Directory 1996, Waggener Traditional High School Alumni Directory
2007, Memories of Fontaine Ferry Park, St. Matthews The Crossroads of Beargrass by Samuel W.
Thomas, St. Matthews, 25 Years a City Two Centuries a Community, St. Matthews 1960-1995, Wag-
gener Lair’s 1958 to 1962, The Holy Warrior, Muhammad Ali, Louisville’s Own (An Illustrated En-
cyclopedia Of Louisville Area Recorded Pop Music From 1953 to 1983).

Special thanks to Patrick E. Morgan (63) for this copy.
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FREEDOM -OUR MOST
PRECIOUS HERITAGE

Freedom, here in America, is taken for granted. Like the air
wo breathe, it has always been with us. Living under a free goven-
ment s a good way of life, and it seems the only way of life for
reasonable men. Sometimes we forget the price mankind paid for
this freedom, we forget the sacrifices that have been endured to
procure the the freedom which we live today,

What are the freedoms guarunteed us in our democratic gove
ernment tocday? We are given a voice in our govenment through
the power of the vote, As free people, we have the right to own
property, the right to work and the right to profit by that work.
We are free to worship God as we please, to chose our own Faith
We have the right of free speech. We enjoy the privilege of dis-
senting, of criticizing. Through such expression of disagreement
and discontent our froe government is strengthened.

We have the right to select our occupations. to use our tulents
to grow into all that we can become. From this freedom great
leadership is developed, Plain citizens with names like Sam Adams,
Tom Paive and Abe Lincoln have stepped quietly from private
lives into the midst of public stress and crisis and have proved the
worth of this freedom with deeds that ring in history. How ean we
safeguard this glowing, polished heritage which enriches our lives?
How can we preseroe this freedom?
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FIRST, through education. The anclent Greek teachers realizod
that the highest alm of education must be to prepare for citizenship.
So if we are 1o preaerve this herituge of freedom we must look to
the education of our youth,

SECOND, we must guard our liberty through the use of our
vote. We must put into office only candidotes of integrity, men of
vision devoted to the principles of freedom.

THIRD. we must be constantly vigilant against the loss of oug
freedom through laziness und Inditference. We are aware of the
fact that liberty can disappear through conquest by a tyranpical
power. But we ourselves can survender it just as surelv, though not
as swiftly and dramatically, It can be cut down, it can e betraved,
it can be fost in a thousand small ways,

Do we realize the value of the prize we possess — this heritage
of freedom? 1t is @ belief in an idea. Two thousand years ago a
small gronp of Christians conquered Rome with an idea — the idea
that Jife should be free, that man, made in the image and likeness

of Godmust be free.

We American have this idea of freedom to give to the world
today, freedom of the mind, freedom of the soul and body, equality
of opportunity. respect for the liberty of the individual. We must
proclaim this idea vigorously and energetically, for this is onr
heritage.

Alan Adellery 55

HISTORY OF FOOTBALL

Football is an ancient game which was first plaved in Groece
by the Spartans as early as five hundred B.C. Since those early
days the game has changed greatly in name and rules. In the tenth
century a brawl-like brand of foothall was begun in England, bot
the game was abandoned in the twelith century becanse it created
bedlam and disorder. Because of this Fact it was not fully reinstated
wntil the seventeenth century at which time it was taken up by
schools and beeame primarily a school sport,

Since its conception, foothall had been played solely by kicking
the hall with the foot. It remaimed this way until 1831, when a boy
picked up the ball during the heat of play and ran across the goal
with it taeked under his arm, '

It wasn't until 1609 when this thrilling way to
the New World by the Jumestown colonists, Tf:r its MBw
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duetion in Americ it quickly gained thw fancy of many people who

pecante devoted followers of the game. Foothall in this country

renched its peak with the first intercollegiate lf)ntgsmw game
W::“" Ii‘nlévn University wil Prineeton University. This grand
battle of the Fist two callegiate foottinll foes was waged over the

nssession of u Revolutionary War caunor. Finally in 1872 came

fhie fixst real wtop toward what wo know today as tjo"nglu!r fopthall,
Princeton, Columbia, Yale and Hutgers Universities held a confer-
ence ibout this popular new sport and decided to set up . basic

“gyatem of imiform rules, Sinee that early conference many fine men

\ i s their lves to
« pontributed their time, effort, and in some cases ¢
'g‘:;;:t tootball the great sord it Is toxdisy. Amony these fine gmllcr.m'n
were such sotables as Walter Camp, Amos Stage. Fielding Yost,
Gleen P. Warner, and Knnte Hockne. Certainly without these mens

id footbiall would stifl be strggling young sport Jooking for Al

et — e —

SMOKIN
odiy more than forty-three million adult Americans gmoke
an n'{mic of eighteen c“g;)ums a day. Even so, this astounding
total does not include servicemen stationed overseas and young
preople under 21. What is the caunse of thix consuming habit?

Probably the most uceepted unswer fs sociability. Still there
wre iy other contrhating factors for smoking such as: avom,
relaxation, stimulation, taste, steading nerves, soothing uality,
Mg humger, feel in hand and lips, sight of smoke. Of these
many items taste ranks Jowest precentage wise. Many young prople
start smoking because of the feeling of importance they believe
cigarettes give. Yet, if asked, they will vigorously deny this.

Science has proved that smoking & in no way advantageous to
hurmans other than tempotarily. Iy fact cigarettes are quite harmful
to the bodv. Some wavs in which smoking can effect you are as
follows: slows circulition of the blood, canses uleers, threatens
appetite, cause allergies, dimages nervous system, possibly causes
Tingz cancer and cancer of the month, :;cfnlui'y.l m;'-llk‘a! :mgnr:‘l‘m.
newspapery, and yhlets pubiish the hurmiul effects of soking,
Yet, M,‘mpcmp‘ﬂ ot u':u-m to inlluence the attitude of the
smoking public. Even though the American Medical  Association
publishes statements proving the il effect of cigarettes tluj abilic
takes 1o hoed. Thanks to this indifference the tobacco indastry
s heen able to remian one of the glant industries in the land.
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Into the now popular filter cigarettes go many forms of burly
tobaceo, which is actually twenty cents a pound cheaper than other
types of tobacco used in regnlur cigarettes. In order to get enjoyable
taste from w cigaretter with a filter. the cigarettee mannfacturers
use this low grade tobaceo. Actually it has a muoch higher nicotine
content than the tobacco used in filter-less cigarettes, Comsequently
the manufacturers make more money on the cigarettes with low

grade tobuceo and filters, und the smoker consumes much more,

nlcotine and tars,

Generully cigarettes contain about thiry-odd substances which
arce harmful in some way, Included among these are poisons such as
nicotine, arsenic, and cancer producing tars.  Reader's Digest
recently published an article stating that if all nicotine in a pack of
vigarettes were consumed at one time, the smoker would die
instantly. Yet people still smoke as vigorously, or even more so, as
they did five yoars ago, This just goes to show the power of a pro-
duct once embedded in the American way of life.

Bobs Hardwick "60

o
i

OF HATTERAS AND THE SEA

Thirty miles north of Cape Hatteras. North Carolina, the graves
yard of the Atlantic. the Hondruan freighter Omar Babun was in
grave distress, The ship was foundering helplessly in the rongh
seas. her cargo broken loose. Before day-bireak she strock a huge
sind bar two hundred and fifty miles from the Hatteras™ shore and
was stranded there. helplessly pounded by the ginnt waves from the
open Atlantic. Then in the half-dark, a Coast Guard copter dis-
covered their plight. With the huge breakers ripping the strining
bull of the stranded ship, chances for rescae [rom open sea were
impossible. The crew’s only hope of escape was the helicopter, Of
the thirty man crew only seven coulil go with copter, and a returm
trip would bo useless, for the ship was stowly breaking apart from
the mereiless pounding of the waves, The fate of twenty-three men
was now sealed and only seven coald look forward to safety, But
which seven would go® 1. as captuin and master of the ship, had the
right to decide who went and who stayed. But could one mortal
decide the fate of another? In this case it was the only answer, 1 had
to make the decision. 1 finally decided to have the men draw
straws. Twenty nine men whose future depended on the length of
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of straw stood oo the rolling deck praying that each's
IP‘“" 1d be the longest. Twenty-nine men only, becanse 1, the
phe W"“' 4 alrendy mude my decision, Twenty-two men andl 1
quw“r ':lwlplnsl‘v for the s;vu to olaim their lives and souls As
- I with seven lucky men the Temaining crew

o ot

.h‘ 'I.q::n:lh::iﬂnﬁ to act mdifferent to the whole harrible ordeal,
i":ug:wd 0 n'ws;‘ll as the crew looked reverently to me. their
ml. whom liu‘y thought had given his life that a _\'mmg.ﬂ mn
iﬁg]ll enjoy many more happy, eveatful years. \n it \uu hilarions
to think that these men thought of me s the self-sacrificing leader
of men Little did they know that to me life was mast procious and,
i 1 conld not enjoy life, | eertainly wasn't going to a.llnw seven men
}6 enjoy it- As the waves came pounding over the side and encom-
pndng. 1%, it gave me satistaction to know that those seven men. who
had hoped to cheat me and death, und their savior copter wuu.ulcl
never reach land. My hole in the gas tank would soon do its job
and 1 would not be cheated.

Will Dovoden 50

O

ON DEATH

Stand back, Dark Angel. come not near,
Please wait for me another year,

I do nat dare to now appesr

Betore my Judge of Justice clear.

My thoughts are scattered and confused,
The life I lived I did not use

But only for myself to muse,

My evil doeds | can't excuse.

In life 1 seldom dwedt on death,

I never thought of my last breath,
Myself 1 fooled until | saith:

“Who's to judge me at my death?
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But how | réealiar my wmistake,

Anel now 1 fee! it is too late

For me to God amends to make,
Before e will my soul to take,

Stund back, Durk Anged, Tor 1 will kaeed,

And try my liest to heaven steal
Before the salomn. Requicras peal
To sound to all wy fate is sealed,
Have merey, Loed, O hear my plea,
And in Thy goodness pardon me,
Make: my sing fram me o fee,

So L may dio in Jove with Thee
Dulvead and fear the painful flase
Which Thy Justice doth proclaim

For all who strive for Tust atiel fame,

Aud Tot. their pussions reign ymtamed,

50 trie the words that we hear 10l]
But. alas, we know vot well:

“That they who on it often dwel)
Da hat seldom g to bell.”

But God forbid that I should go
Into these fires of endless W,

Yet. el is wll that 1 should keow
For having injured my God se.
Come forth. Dark Angel, do not wiit,
Gexdl is calling wnd we are late,

T pray I'll not be reprobate
But to His mercy 1Nl trust my fate.

Bill Long
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THE COLD WAR

Charlio Yoy Tull Yength on the icy grillo, The conerete base at
battom of the pit w?:h coversd with debivis, woed soow, and lirtle
lles of water. Methodically he began 1o search for the coin,
i himself alomg from one spot to anather on the gritle. His
art pumped with excitenwnt and an image of food danced in iy
~ Jen minutes passed with no result and he stopped to blow
an his hands, Then he returned to his task.
2 ':llﬂjb‘lond the coin, 1t Tay half i o puddle of water, hulf on
&wﬂo hase — a difficinlt target. With a tight little smile on
&Bﬂlﬁr hnattedd the end of his cord severl times und wound tho
chewing gom around the knot, giving it o broad flat base. A wrist
Iwat the other end of the cord prevonted lis Jwing It Then after
thensting the wad of gum into his mouth for a lwst moistening. he
Joswered it carefully to the bottom.

‘Warking fntently, he did not notice the man who had come
wp behind him, o small shaliby man of ubout forty-dive whose thin
fice was reddened by the wind but was ground in geay beneath
the surface color.

~ Charlio heard him before he xaw him; the man’s breathing wis
laborod, us thougl he were straining at 4 heavy burdien. The boy
Qﬂtﬁd up briefly and went back to his work, He wis concentrat-
ing upon the most difficult part of his job. The wad of gum was
not sufficiently heavy to make a plom line, yet he must drop it
with some foree on the coin in arder to make it take hold. It might
tike o hundred trials to achieve one accurate strike.

The nun watched in silence for o moment. Then he dropped
ta his knees by Charlie’s side, exclaiming in a hoarse tone, “fifty
conts, eh?” Ie peered down at the swaying length of cord above
the coin, “Ob, it's hard tut way, isn't it he asked softly,

Charlie didn't answer,
~ The san peered down to wateh another trial, “See the gum
Loty solid vight away in this cold” he commented. "It dont Jook
1o me ke you'll make it kid. and it's getting dark. You need real
tools for this job. You'll never get it this way.”

Without looking up, Charlie said Joudly, “Who's asking you?”

The mun got to his fect. Quickly e glinced around. There
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was no one in vight. He stepped buck a few paces and unbottored
his overeaat, Secured to the inside of his cont W leather straps wero
four lengths of broom handle, whittled to reduce their thickness.
each about three foet long. each fitted at one end by a rubber socket
by which it could be foined to another length. Wit practiced effic.
lenicy b connected them. At the tp of the final leagth there was #
suall rubbier suction cup, He stepped forward, fitted the end of
the pole neatly into the grate, and, dropping to his kuees, thruse
it to the bottom. “I'l show you how a professional does it” he sald
lightly. He kopt his eves averted feom the boy's face. “Now, this is
one method. Ancthier is cup grease. With cup grease vou can pick
up i bracelet. But when you spot some change o suction cup fs—",
“What's the idea” Chardie cried out in fury "What do you
think vou're doing®”
Il show vou how w professional does it, kid,”
“Get out of here!” with his left hand Charlio tugged savagely
at the man’s arm. “Get out of here!”
The man fended him off, laughing in & hoarse tone that had
no bumor in it “What's the difference? You wouldn't get it he
saic. "Why let it lay there for sormebody else?”

“The hell T won't get it Charlie eried. “You leave it alone, It's
mine, Please mister,”

Il give you u nickel,” said the man.

Charlie pulled up his string with decision and crammed it into
his pocket. Then, rising. he stopped behind the man and kicked him
viciously in the small of his back. The man cried out in pain. In.
stuntly Charlie retreated a dozen feet.

“That's 4 hell of « thing to do.” the man groaned, holding his
back, "1l break your neck, you litthe rat, You almost made me drop
my pole.”

They glared at cach other for a moment, motionless and 1o
decided. There were thirty years betweer, diem, yet w a way they
looked startlingly alike. They both were small, the boy as bay,
the man as man; both were denwn, hard-bitten, _

The man knelt down again, watching Charlic carefully, He
lowered the pole but kept his head raised. Charlie stood unde-
cisively. Then he ran to w smow pile by the crub, The man
shifted to face him, “You come near me. and Tl break your neck.”

be said. “I'm telling you. Beat it 1 won't oven give you the nickel
now, I'm mad,”
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Charlie grabbed a chunk of ice from the snow pile. He flung
it nll‘lelk mgﬂ: lct‘::r’i;sed by a foot, but the man way fright-

and fumped to his feet, pulling up the pole. Charlie retreated
“ehind the snow pile. Trembling, eyes fixesd on his enemy, he clawed

e the crust ¢ .

' ‘re looki ble, ain't you?" the man said bitterly.

? “-'."Yﬂl“' lmk::)gd‘?l:n::mﬂw deserted, darkening avenue. “You

2:":&'1 like this?™ he asked suddenly. “Da you think 1 like to fight
with @ kid Tike you over fifty cents™

A snowball steuck his knee, just below the protection of his

frayed avercoat, He shook his fist, his voice swelling with anger,

give you trouble if you want it, you kid!” He stopped, panting

for beeath. Then he dropped the pole and hurled himself forward.

Charlie darted ont of reach. A snowball, almost pure ice, struck

“ the man in the forchead. He clapped a hand to his head, sobbing

in rage and pai
u;?iaw dt:;t;l like that, vou skunk? the boy cried.
“The man chased him, but Charlie was twice n;e agilo u;:d kcp't
' hetween them, Within a minute the man stopped,
gmbm  hand pressed to his heaving chest, Without &
word, he went to the grille and crouched down, lowering his pole.

Frantic, the bov varied his attack. Fle came past at an angling

“run, from behind, and stammed down a picee of loose ice, Tt nlrun‘k
the man at the base of his neck. His body quivered. but he didn’t
turn. He was raising the pole to slip it through another opening in
the grille, Charlie made another rush, this time determined to use
his foet. Swearing, the man leaped up to meet him, catehing the bov's
~arm s he veered off in terror and. swinging him in, e had him,
gripped by both arms. The pole lay on the grille between them.
" onght to break your neck!” he eried, shaking him.

“I anght to break your ratty little neck! But T'm not going to,
s¢? You're u kid. But you listen " .

Charlie twisted hard. broke free, and ot the same moment
stamped on the sman’s foot. He ran to the security of the snow pile. The
man stood Jooking at him blankly, his face twisted in pain, "Oh, my
God,™ he said, “what a little gutter rot! Did 1 hurt you? Did 1 do
anything to you when | had the chance? 1 way going to make you
n ion.” A snowball struck him in the chest. “All right™ he
sadcd, T can't get it if you don't lot me. You can't get it if | doo't let
vou. We're Both going lose it T's getting dark, T split with you,
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P ggive you twenty-five cents.”
“No!” Charlie cried. “Ts mine! His awhole body was shaking:
Dot you see you can't get it without real fools®” The man
wax pleading now,

“Your gum ain't no good in this cold weather.”
"I's mine,”

AN right you found it. FIl adimit it the man said, “But I got
#osuction cup. Iean get it foe both of s,

No.”

“Look. 1 got to have some of #!" the man eried, his volce heavy
with shusme and bitterness. “This is my business, kid. It's all 1 do.
Can't yoo understund? | been walking all day, 1 ain't found a thing.
You got to let have some of it. You got tol"

“~No”

The man fung ot his hands. “Oh, you kid, you kid!™ he cried
despasringly. “If you was ten years older you'd understand, Do you
thisk | like to do this? If you was ten years older I could talk to
you, You'd understamd.”

Charlic's lips tightened. His white faco spotted by the cold,
was Hilled with rage. *If | was ten yours older 1'd beat your face in,*
he said.

The man bent painfully and picked up the pole, Limping
stightly. his haud pressed to the small of his back, he walked away.
He was crying.

Charlie stood trembling in trivmph, his face tumed to stone.
Tt hid become dark,

Fred Barke '60

——0

THE TRADE

“Lean't last much longer,” | gasped. T was Jost in the mountaing
of Tibet. The mountain climbing party | was with had been com-
pletely wiped ont, except for myself, by a sudden avalanche. | wis
one of a professional team of ‘mountain climbers often: hired by
museumis and other special agencics,

We were oo # special expedition to find something which we
had heard about from a half dead man, found at the bottam of this
particular range of mountiins. The story the man told was unbelies-
ahle! He said that he had heen lost 1 the mountains. when an
incredibly old hermit found him and nursed him back to health,
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he dicd. the mun told of a bizarre pawer that the old hermit

ke ¢ think of the excitement we cootiined
I ; h";‘:: gl&ug::"m::,,(z,; this wrusan!  creatire. It took
! "N‘m months to find o backer for our expedition. 'l never
o 'thrsduv we loft; 1 haven't much time to forget, We were s0
Vot md carefree. It saddens me now to think of how T was
m . Well 1 haven't much time to worry, for I fecl death
.WV- \;rilhiu me, and soon, | know it must conguer me. So 1 had
‘etter finish my story.
© Ax | said before, 1 owas lost and near el Tt was late after-
oot ind 1 conld feel the extreme cold within every cell of my
My. T felt sure 1 could not last the coming night, so | |ll)f still,
M'my eyes, and waited. Sleop soon overcume me. and as it did.
!thnugh! ita blessing and | was certain | would never open my
eves again,
m‘\m seemex] like a few minutes later, I awoke to find myself
warm, alive, and extremedy weak, T wis Iving o st in o small
'.mehm My rescuer wis bending over w small fire, on the other
side of the room, brewing something. He must have heard me move,
&brbegd up and came over to me. As he did, T was shocked to see
the extreme age which this being possessed. [t then dawned on me
that this was the old hermit T was secking.

 He gave me a small amoont of the sweet milk he hfld been
Brewing. 1 found be understood the broken Tibetanese dialect of
which 1 had a limited speaking knowledge.

In the ensuing weeks ho told me of, and demonstrated. the
wonderful, vet horrible, powers of yvogi, which he had Tearned many
years ago deep in the heart of Tibet. He told me also of another
power be possessed that he would show me in due time.
~Soon | was well enough to leave and he gave o great quantity
of the goats milk to me. [ drank this, as | lad hecome
very food of it The alcoholic content of the milk made me very
-uﬂ‘lf-headcd and for the first time T looked into his eves. T felt a
Strange cold, but 1 knew that he was at last showing me the seeret
1 had Jonged to know.

How wuch time elapsed beforo 1 woke up, T don't know, but
now he & gone and 1 am doomed to die with the anclent body be
o Jim Buchart "59
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A SHIP'S DESTINY

During the era of Prohibition, Nantucket Island had o special
adr of excitement and suspense about t. Particularly to a young boy
as 1 it wis an ontpost almost beyond the reach of America. Some-
how, America’s law was supposed to apply equally to this romote
little spot, vet it seemed that it was closer to the no-man’s land of
pirates, 2

Perhaps the first time 1 realized that these people who traded
in unlawful spirits hovered dangerously near my istand was the
stmmer that I discovered u wreeked schooner on the South Beach,
It was hardly a discovery, for the neighboring islanders, who were
summer residents as we were, had long since made off with the
kegs of Scotch whiskey which had been in the now ripped and
gaping hull. But to me it was « discovery,

The day after we had arrived to spend the summer on the is-
landl. we rode up to some property which my grandfather owned
on the shore of Chilmark Posd. As we pulled off the South Road, 1
caught a glimpse of a mast poking its hroken stub above the large
sand dunes, and immediately became curious.

“Let’s go over to the beach. Let's go quickly.” T said, with great
impatience.

But 1 was right. Something thrilling had taken place. When |
saw the ship, more than a hundred feet long, sunk sideways on the
rect barely one hundreds yards or so off the duned point. I thought
about Captain Kidd and Morgan, and all the other famous pirateers.
Pieces of wreckage were strewn for a mile wlong the wide, hard
beach,

“Yes. we'll go in a minute. As soon as we are ull ready.” said my
parents, not sensing the excitement the way a boy of eleven would.

Tense with excitement T climbed in o dingy and rowed out to
the reef, and observed coser the massive bulk of tye rotting schoon-
er. T hoisted myselfl up onto the starboard side and surveved the
deck area. | climbed down into the dark and dreary hull and found
wreckage strewn evervwhere. 1 took three or four empty kegs back
to shore with sme—kegs that no one else who had been there pre-
viously Tad thought worth the trouble t carry away, They were
small, padnted white, and were bound with rope with bits of cork
so they would float easily in the water, I wondered who had sat on
those kegs on the schooter’s deck so recently, or what men had
perhaps clung to them for dear life when they jumped into the

'-&1- = surf alter the shipwreck, in what must have been a fierce

sctured big strong men with great hair on their arms, ansd

:‘ ' ”l,;luck patches over one eve. I had not been told that the

:'iw. : a4 been & run-runser, loaded with illegal liquor.
- Lm.,h: learned that one spring night, as the. ship was stexdthfly
i around the island to make rendezvous with the faster lmw:lr
te that would naload her cargo on the beach, she was engulf
e thick and heavy fog. There must have been great teasion nn,rtug
::: sailors, as the schooner, cheating the government and sailing
m a ghost in fog-covered forbidden waters, cut her bow steadily
through the swell that rolled into the South Beach. And tl‘u‘n
suddenly and without warning, the gn’nding,. crashing, tearing
bedlam of shipwreck. with dark ugly rocks looming up before them
sicles.
. ‘l':'lu‘ seamen scrambled for their lives, plunging into the myster-
jous, turbulent waters, The nest day the neighbors very politely
came down to the beach and lightened the schooner’s hold. ;
" The ship lay there all summer long. Even after the following
winter, with lln"mugh seas and battering wives, the 'Imll ‘n-mxuncd
intact until the nest summer. When the tide was 'h|gl;‘. it was al-
most submerged, and 1 could barely see the ghost-like figure of the
“ship, only a little distance off shore.

There wasn't much left of her by the end of the sumimer, and
next year all that was Jeft were the bare rocks and pounding sea.
The schooner bad finally gone to her grave. o

But I never forgot that beautiful ship decaying before my very
eves. And | never Etnppc-d dreaming about the kind of men who
must of skippered her. | wondered if they had another ship u.nd
‘were circling the iskand still, watching for reefs, casting the sounding
lead, as they waited for some signal from a conspirator on shore.
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HE NEVER LEFT THE GROUND

et planes thundering down the runway ure no Innge.f i e
usua{ :i;bt nor do they §mnse a fear of danger in today’s speed-
conscious man, Yet every time a pilot climbs into the cockpit, he
realizes his life depends on a mass of tiny parts and instruments
and the handful of experts able to service them, A one second error
can prove fatul,
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N313 taxiod onto the runway and swaited clearnnce from the
control tower.  After teceiving olearance instroctions, the . veteran
at the controls released the bruke and slowly the powerful machine
inched its way forward. In that first inch the pilots fate was seuled,

All conditions were favorable for an easy, routing take-off. The
weather was perfect, ceiling unlimited; the Plot was an expert, a
mun trained to control this comples machine with relative case,
Still this man wonld not survive the take-off for a series of slight
errors bud ocoured. Though each was rather minute, unimportant
mistakes, togethor they spelled death for the pilot. You see, N313
would tuke-off safely, but it needed fourteen hundred mors foet
than the length of the runway. Lets go back and discover the
reasons lor this misculenlation. The control tower operator whose
respousibility was to inform the pilot of any change in weather
conditions had failed to do so. By the time the plane was on the

runway: awaiting take-off wind velocity had changed four knots.
To the tower controller this change was of small cOnseguence;
nevertheless, it would cost the pilot three hundred and ten additional

feet.

An carlier mistake had similar death-dealing effects. Originnlly
the take-off was scheduled for eleven fifteen that morning at which
time the temperature was ninety seven degrees. However some
minor repairs cansed a half hour delay at which time the trm{)cm-
ture had risen to one hundred and one degrees. A plane will not
rise as fast in warming weather, This slight but so significant over-
sight added an additional one hundred and ninety feet to the
lanes already exceeded limit.

The third oversight was the fault of the pilot himself, He was
experienced, but had loged no houss on this field because of fts
recent completion. Neglecting to check the information he felt
he could mannge more thay adequately. Because of an optical
llusion the runway appeared to.slope downward in contrast with
the mountsin slopes abeasd when it actually sloped slightly upward,
This creor in jodgment added another five hundred and Lifty feet
to the take-off distance.

The human element again played an important part in sealing
the: fate of the pilot and his plane. Having been notified that he
would be weathernd in for several days, he went on the town that
night. After a short three hours steep following his trip to town,
the pilot was informed that there had been o short break in the
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as cleared for take-off immediately. There was
!:rndhi:l‘:t: do except gulp a onp of coffec and hustle out to
o hanger with his street clothes on and carry his-other change of
thes. The combined weight of this extra gear was en