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From a collection of anonymous stories published In
1942 by the Army Alr Forcas, TAC ATTACHK, presants:

Lossone

No. 5 of17

hat Live

Courtewy of Lt Col H, M, Butler, 4500 ABW/SE '

instruments in 8

;several occasions | had Hown o
- and had experienced no pamcular‘""*‘ metted off and 88t -brought her under control again |

ncveragtered my.amagant ming, i

=i ess than a-minute hwag in a do&ﬁq{
e Mtgl\m#m o8’ “and'foss oss of pover beln muc

~thae stu(d‘}f::te ship.-As | Tost 81tiwde some of the ice

difflculty; therefore the num(.mussmrles  and warnings. P““Houred “that £ ) remained at that altitude | could

had heard from the old-titmers 36out Sying.on instruments
in this type of craft had no éffect on me. In fact, | rather
welcomed an apportunity to go through a little “weather™
now and then, Well, | |earned my lesson, and the hard
way,

Late one winter afterncon, flying back to the home
base from an outlymé station, | ran into the “westher” |
had been locking for. The ceiiing, from a doubtful one
thousand feet, went right down to the ground.

That didn’t bother me: § just started climbing, holding
my course and keeping my radio tuned to the next
station. No sooner did | actually get into the stuff,
howeover, than the ship started icing up. The wings,
cowling and part of the canopy became coated. My engine
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oontinue, A minute later, however, it was worse than ever.
At an altitude of less than two thousand feet | went intor
another spiral and then abrupsly into a spin.

Trying to get that ice-coated ship out of a spit on
instruments was the hardest job | ever had in my fife. The
altimeter read sea level as she finaily came um} control,
A glance out of my now ice-free canopy showed that |
was just off the ground.

For a few seconds § wildly dotged traes, barns,
farmhouses and sheds, trying to fifx a field and make a
landing. {t was then slesting hard, but | finally got my
ship into a farmer’s field with no damage,

| Just sat there, every nerve a-guiver, thanking the Lord
for allowing a fool like me to live. D
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