In An Air Quandary

WOMAN FLIER WANTS A NEW PLANE—STYLE UNDECIDED
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MARY ELIZABETH VON MACH.
By VERA BROWN. “RUIN MY HATS.”

188 MARY ELIZABETH VON

MACH, Deatroit's own woman
plane owner and pilot, sat in the
living room of her Chicago boule-
vard home and worried and wor-
ried.

There were decp furrows bétween
her- blue eyes. Restlessly she
thumbed over the pile of air maps
on the table, maps which had guided
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“Of course the sport jobs always
ruin my hats,” she added. “1 realize
I have to carry an extra sel
of clothes for ground wear and that
makes suitcases which must be
strapped into the extra seat on my
That's a nuisance, of course.
d to put on & nice
d go out for a
But I like to see
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Miss Von Mach flew from Phoenix
aited until she hap-
nch’it was the
ome. She finally left
at Oklahoma City to
refuel and got into Wichita, Kan,
without mishap. There her plane
was overhauled. and she started on
the next leg of her homeward fight.
“I was heading for Kansas City,
and T got lost!” Miss Von Mach
laughed and laughed at the confes-
sion few pilots will make.

“1 was not nervous, but scared, be-
rause 1 knew my gas Was running
low and there wasn't & spot about
on which I could land. Neither could
1 find out exactly which way the
wind was blowing. T lonked for
washings all about that part of the
state. Not a washing on & line to
indieate the wind direction

COLD UP IN SKY.
“It was cold up. and not & spiral

uf smoke could 1 sec  Therc was
ciite a zale blowiner and T knew
‘nat nnless 1 landed sagainst the
aind 1'd be in a mess Alter what

secrued hours I saw @ farnoer burn-
ing corn stalks

“Then T spled a fleld aboul 2 half
mile boyond him tbhai was plowed
and the furroughis ran the same way
the wind was blowing. ‘We' made 2
perfect landing. The motor stopped
and there I sat—alone. Not a house
in sight! Then suddenly over the
hill came about 75 children! There
was a schoolhouse in the valley and
the teacher had dismissed classes 8O

“While T warmed up the motor,
they made every child get back be-
hind the fence into the other fleld
and they patrollsd the fence,with &
broomstick. So: 1 managed to take
oft without running over any schoal
children! Wasn't I glad to be back
in the air again and away!”

Miss Von Mach got ald from
Wichita at the emergency field and
started on her way home again via
Moline, Ill., and Hamilton, Ind. *I
didn't let mother know I was soloing
until I left Hamilton with good
weather ahead,” she said. “I didn't
want her to worrv. I wish I'd had
a passenger along. Flying's rather
lonely business on long hops. Some-
times I'd not see & person for hours
at a time. It is nice to turn about
and see another human being be-
hind one. It is just a matter of com-
panionship! I suppose most fllers
will laugh gt that, but it's the way
I feel”

HOPEE TO TEACH FLYING.

Miss Von Maeh hopes some day to
be able to teach other women how
to fly. That is her goal now.

“Mother would like me to stop
flying, now that I've made the flight
back from the South, but I couldn't
stop now. It gets to be more of a
habit than bridge playing. I've want-
ed to fiy ever since the war and it
is really simple if one keeps her
head.

“Planes are so niarvelous now that
fiving is not hazardous as it used to
be. I always keep my plane in a
hangar. T can't sleep if it is out-
side in the rain and wind. Then,
too, people like to write their names
over the linen of the wings. It cracks
the finish and that results in crack-
ing the linen underneath. I guess
I'm fussy about my plane, but I
don't want anybody riding on it
And somebcdy took the lovliest tool
kit T had right out of the cock-pit!”

When the afternoon was over the
matter of the new plane still was
unsettled. The pilot turned to her
handsome police dog, Laddle, and
holding his head in her lap de-
manded:

“Ladde,
that plane?”

what shall 1 do aboul
Laddie didn't answer

that they might see the plane. Mos!
of them had never seen ono and T
did not dare leave for they sv;at'{ned
over the plane and me like flies.”
Miss Von Mach finally sent & boy
| for his father, and more nelpers
were recrulted to get the flier on
her way again toward the little
town of Olpe and an emergency
landing field of the National AIT
Transport line.

CHILDREN IN THE WAY.

“I thought most of Wy troubles
were over when four faymers came
and helped me pull my plane to4hs
far corner of the field for a takeoff.
But the children! We cou

1
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and 1 moved the plane into the nex

think of anything but & ‘closed job’
They insist that after I've once got
used to.a capin ship I'd never look
alL an open Job again!
wouldn’t. On the other hand, I just
can't ‘hear to think of sitting up in
the clouds in a stuffy old cabin! I
don't think {1 could mnavigate a
closed plane anyway!”

And the woman who has 50 solo
hours to her credit, and 3,000 miles

of cross-country fiying, sighed.

guing in a circle.
As for her recen
filght, she admits she flew it
of the stormiest and
weather of this spring, just to vis
a friend in Phoenix, AriZ.
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