Youthtul Pioneers Carry on Conquest of Skies

Will Future Generations Soar

About On Huge, Bat-Like Wings?

By Richard W. Emery
HERE'S & kid mimml Hoblio Cooper who
wants th be the youngest transport pilot in
the world, He hus the hiue blosd of American
piongors pereolating hotly in hix seinw, but o
start ot the real beginning of hiv story we | .
to po nway back beyond Ameri
and ancient Egypt 1o n rocks
taric time
Along  that
dropped his he
hudry hand he #t

hilltop  stumbled
y bunille, With the bin

ik swiat from w

ape-like than human. He look uy,
gooaverhend were ey goog
like the dnil, The man In tiger

dropped his elub, Open mouthed, syes glittering,
with' the swldon five of Imaginition burning in
hiw heart, he wolchod—and winhod. He was the

fieat af all mon to wish for wings!

of Might hnn
poor earthbound man ever since that
nnclent Egyptians drenmod of flying
ed pletures of

Now that craving for the mes
tortuyed
day. The
and on markle tomba they ca
winged horpes, The Greeks and

Rommns wor-
shippod flight, They gave wings to their goils
e next-baat thing to flying, Old Arehimedes,
putterng over hin arithmetle and philosophy,
svien mannged to dnvent the serew propeller,
which for many o contury aflorwinnly
forgotton.

Iniplention, thrills—and death, Those came to
men who dared imitate the bivds. Up through
the agrs men who specolited on flimsy contrap-
tions boilt of feathors and aticks fluttemd to
violent eml and were called mudmen, Always
there was some other madmon to ty win,

retined

Such n man, some fifly yedrs ago, way Otto
Lilienthal, bat-man of Germany. He sprowd’ his
glider's hideous wings and few 2,000 tines. The
wuparstitious eallod him n devil, Then in 1806

he fell to his donth,

WO American hrothern rend obout his fall
T Wilbur and Orville Wright bogan to tinker
mynteriously nt Kitty Hawk in Narth Caroling,

Ovor all the eivilized world o whinpor sprosid
What was happening? What id it mean? A
clumsy pinfeathored gosling, man wis fluttering
his new wings, That ald wish of the man in
tiger skin—for the first time it wor coming
true!

All that, af vourse, must atom th have litle
to do with Tlabbin Coopor, who fx only 16 vears
olil, He wasn't even born until after the Woslil
War, which wan the thing that speedod aviation
more than anything else couli have Wir
ghve o purpose Lo fyving In four awful years

e Jeectenedd toore wbout Night than he hid In ali

the ae dreary abos hack to that gnarled
trus wlop the tigor aliin, But the improvements
In fving came Feam deenmers ke thot prehis
B thret-wikhf

of!l 1t was the thrill o
r, srong and free
that
chme that too wak bhut
related to the big problem of
matehing piniond® with the geeso and gulls, the
humming bipd and the hawk
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OW we're golting to the story about Bobbie
N His story i important becouse Bobhbis is
likie 0 Tov of ather blue-Blondod youngstors who
hnvie hebird their grundparents tell about
Hgaod old g™ when the West was
covkleburrs and whooping Indinns,

the
full of

wrodt-grnndparents,  Bamuel gl
tead, married young and hetdiid west
ox-irawn wagorn. Their's wan the sport of

primitive living—and they never would have
gallad it sport, Now that those oll doys nre
misty, great Grandma Halstead has talked about

them to her great grandson, While
iex wlie has stopped many. o time long enough to
tell him phouy being o pioncer, Thirs » thrills
antl adventure in the doy of the wostwaed carn-
van.

“Hut ¢

olilile

king eonk-

I be o proneer too, grandmg?”
on one such occasion, whoen he was
Aol young he had to stand tiptos to ste into the
conkle avin,

Great Grandmn Halstemd wiped bier glisses on
her apron,

UWell, Babbie," she said, dlosing the door of the
oven in her little kitehen at Lomita, Californis
“T don't know
but 1 guess y

ust where wvou'll go plondéering,
' find noplace,™

Like muny other yvoutigster 1 the wume
nnswer by just such a King  grreat
grandmather, Hobble munched cookies until his
choeks looked like o chipmunk's und he puckered
hle forehend nnd ran outdoors, That afternoon
he built o besutiful aieplane out of an applebox,
an iranimg board and & broom

“I'mogonnn be o pilol,™ he adnouticod,

anokin-h

/

Clem Sohn, the sensational modern “hat man," is pictured as he prepares to leap from
a plane flying 3,000 feet above the carth. By manipulating the wings of his strange fly-
ing suit, he is able to glide safely 1o earth.

*“That's fine, Bobbie," sald Grandma. “And I'Il
be your very first passenger.”

When Bobble was eight and old enough to
really start for the frontior, he wore no mocen-
sing or burkskin shirt and enrried no rifle. He
wore overnlls and tennin shoes and he began to
spenid his spare time st Dougherty Fleld, an
alrport. near his hor There were plenty of
ot kids there. Ex day he was just one of
n dozen dusty hoys, xome barefooted, most of
them in overalls, watching, listening, gulping
every scrap of nir-gossip, plane-talk and me-
chanic’s conjecture,

Bllll]t[l-: grew tall, rangy, silent, self-sure but
not cocky, deterr exact, thorough—or
ot least that's what lanky mechanic who
knowa him says he did, The dny Bobbie got his
first Job st a hangar was o bigger day for him
that any Christ or July Fourth, The lanky
mochanie saild fo him:

“Say, lookuhore, kid! Like to moke o nickel?
Juet take this broom and sweep out every day”"

To his old ploneering greut grandmother Hob-
bie confithel of the trust which had been pluced
In him, From that great duy onward, lovingly
bishind his broam Bobbie pushed dust gnd saw-
dust over the grease apots on the hangar floor,
While he swept he listened to the pilots and
mechanics like 8 youngster of covered wagon
doys listening to the scouts and wagon drivers.
He loved the amell of ghsoline and oll, lncquer
and spruce and rubber. The thundering of Army
and Navy planes overhead gave him thrills
pankelleah, Trankport khips droneld messag
him of the open sky and stars impossibly be-
yond the earth, Little privite cibin planes lke
protty heetles whirred nbove Bobbie and his
hrocm.

Some of the other kids of his old gatie were
now sweeping other hangars, A new hatel of
barefool listeners had come. One afterncon the

tallest pilut of all the alrport gave Bobbie a job
dusting off his plang every day in exchange for
Nying lessons.

“Dust keeps getting on my ship,” the pilot
sald, looking up st a plane doing a wing-over,
‘Swap you some fying lessons for o little elean-

ing up, huh?"
The clattering on the floor woax Bobbie's

broom, He swived, and the renszon he coulin't
ankwir wins thut ho was gasping lke o stranded
herring. Finally he said “Goah,” thinking mostly
of yrreat Grandma Halsbeud.

HAT first spin down the field, with the wind

rushing in his face, and the sudden fecling
of amooth ascent higher, higher, higher over the
field and the hangirs and highway until the eity
lny below unlmportant as a toy villige, gave
Rohbie whut man has been envisioning: since the
day of our tiper-pkin traveler. 1t was the thrill}
nf‘ﬁ{wmhng like the swift gpray goose, strong
anil free.

Later st the hungar Bobbie spid something
about plonears and frantiers. The pilot smiled at
him.

afion't worry about that, son™™ said the pilot,
“IHd you ever rend about Count Ferdinand von
Zeppelin? He was only 1inion s-'-!r{ilnr in tha
Amorican Civil War, He got & bright idea from
watching a balloon, and he went bnek home and
built the first ballpon that wiuilid Ay by itself.

“Eyer henr about Alberto Santos Dumont T He
flew around the Eiffel Towsr in 1001 And 1
Bleriot? He flow ncrosa the Enclish ¢hann
1000, Talk about pioneers nmd frontiers! Thore
boys were the reol goods. Bot they Just ‘barely
started.

“ook nt old Magellan, He salled 2 boat
around the world hefore anyhody else did. That
was 4 protty good stunt fur a spilor. What's
keeping somebody from fiying non-stop around
the world? That's a frontier ta shoot at, son,
You boys are the ones who'll have to do it. You'll
have to build the plane and yon'll have to fly it,
Sure!"

A few weoks Bobbils—HRobert Leland
Cooper, age 16—unrolled the most important
brand-new document in the world. Tt was his
licensi as a private pilot. Three days Inter he
was bundiing great Grandma Halatend, $
old, inte the front cockpit of his two-
plane in front of the hangar at Daugherty
Hao tlghtened her goggles.

Now It wasn't enormously mportant that the
hiplane thundered down the fielid, climbed il
disippenred into o hare above which Grandma
Halstend got her: first awesome sight of a clond-
wrapped worlid, 1t wasn't sven particilarly Im-
portant that she was smiling primly and feeling
tenrs In her goggles until she eonldn’t even see
the elouils,

The big thing about it was that young Pilot
Cooper, who na we hive said is typieal of all the
voung fliers who will cnrry man's wings to
greater triumphs, wos feeling the fire of imng-
inatlan burninir in his heart. He was thinking
just then of that sore-boned halry traveler of the
prehistorie hilltop who first yearned for flight.
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YU DIVERS MUBT RUN INTD ALL
KIMNDS OF TICKLIGH BPOTS, MA.SIEMER

YES, | REMEMBER
THE TIME THE
LEVIATHAN

EXHALBT
VALVE

RAN AFOUL
b | OF A PIPE LINE ==

|

HER CRACKED MULL MAD
il O BE FIXED QUICK, | GOT |
THE JOB. [T MEANT WORKING
| 25 FEET BELOW THE WATER LINE |
ON A SWAYING STAGE, | STAYED
DOWN IN THE COLD MURKY /s

DEPTHS AND KEPT WORKING 1M
TILL SHE DIDNT LEAK

1

A

ANOTHER DROP

SUDDENLY 1
WAS BURIED
ALIVE IN A
MUD sLiDE!
MY LIFE
LINE WAS
USELESS..,
| JETTED"
MY WAy
OUT WITH
MY HOSE ...
AND, BELIEVE
ME, | WAS
’ ¢ SURE GLAD TO
; GET OQUYT OF
THAT MUD

BATH

S0 1 §HUT OFF My
EXHALIET vALVE,
BLEW UP MY SUIT
LKE A BALLOON, YOU SEEM TO ENJOY
s casr orE My CHEST YOUR CAMELS 80 MUCH
WEIGHTS, AND Tood
POPPED UP TO
THE SURFACE AT

EXFRIEsSs SPEED

AL |

O BEE A MAN EAT AS
HEARTILY AS YOU O3, AN

AND ONCE | WAS ATTACKED
BY A MONSTER FISH vvu
HIS STILETTO TEETH
WOULD HAVE RIPPED UP
MY DIVING SUIT LIKE PAPER,
FORTUNATELY | HAD A
HAMMER. ., THE UGLY BRUTE
CAME STRAIGHT FOR ME

ANOTHER
TIME | WAS WORKING
ON AN INTAKE
TUNNEL. THERE
WAS MUD ALL
AROQUND ME

| MET HIM WITH A
WHACK ON THE HEAD
THAT STUNNED HIM
FOR A MOMENT,

| HAD TO REACH
THE TOP BEFORE
HE REVIVED

ME AND FOOD GET ALONG SWELL
TOGETHER AS LONG AS | HAVE

CAMELS TO HELP MY DIGESTION,
SMOKING CAMELS AND EATING
IS A NATURAL

]

TRUSTWORTHY NERVES AND
GOO0D DIGESTION ARE A DIVERS
MAINSTAY. ILL HAND ITTO
CAMELS FOR MAKING FOOD
TASTE BETTER AND DIGEST
BETTER, AND (M HERE TO SAY
THAT CAMELS NEVER GET
ON MY NERVES,
CAMELS SET ME
RIGHT. ANY TIME
— ANYWHERE

ENJOY SMOKING AND GOOD DIGESTION T00
MAKE CAMEL YOUR CIBAREITE. CAMELS ARE MILD BE- "
YOND WORDS — CHEERING — REFRESHING — FINE-
FLAVORED. WHEN YOU ENJOY CAMELS AT MEAL-
TIME, DIGESTION 1S STIMULATED — ALKALINITY 1S
INCREASED— AND A SENSE OF WELL-BEING

IS FOSTERED, CAMELS ARE MADE FROM FINER,
MORE EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS
TURKISH AND DOMESTIC— THAN ANY

OTHER POPULAR BRAND.

(enio) R.J REYNOLDS TOBAGCO COMPANY
WINSTON-SALEM, NORTH CAROLINA
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