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I awoke in a panic, certain that 
I'd overslept, but the clock showed 
only 2 :30 A.M. The alarm \I"as set 
for 3 :30. Frank Slavens wa ~ched" 
uled to he over at /1.:00 to help me 
finish getting the Pterodactyl ready 
for the road. The dawn was to bring 
a bilY flay; the SCSA meeting of the 
night before had kept us up until 
midnight, and here I \ as, as excited 
as a kid before Christmas, waking up 
in the middle of the night. 

I had gotten the ship: the Schwei­
zer 1·7, from Lloyd Licher some six 
months hefore when he'd moved up 
to a 1·26. A trailer wasn't included 
in the deal, so I'd spent the interven­
ing time getting soloed in the C. 
Flight Group's 2-22, accumulating 
nine solo flights, and building a 
trailer for "Terry." The last week 
had been a frenzy of activity: wiring, 
light~, a trip to the Department of 
Motor Vehicles for the ta lY, and 
countless other details. At last the 
great day had arrived, and my 
"beautiful bird"'" would take to the 
ai r again, some 22 years after her 
maiden flight. 

At last the alarm signalled permis­
sion to get up. Frank and his son, 
Kirk, arrived on schedule. I pulled 
a somewhat less than enthusiastic 
Shirley out of bed and we were on 
our way. Half of the ship, it seemed, 
was in the car with Shirley and me, 
the rudder. struts, gap cover, and 
miscellaneous hardware, non e of 
which could yet be carried on the 
not.quite-finished trailer. But with 
Frank following in his truck, we 
were off to EI }Iirage, hoping that 
nothin/< vital had been left behind. 

We arrived just in time to descend 
with the re-.t of the FIio-ht Group on 
Anne Briegleh [or coffee, taking up 
everv seat around the counter in the 
lunch room. Then (at last!) out of 
the dry lake. II-here there were 110'1' 

two shi ps to as 'emllle, the 2-22 and 
her smaller predecessor, the 1·7. AI­
ulOug-h l'd ne er assembled Terry 
before, there were no problems, for 
her joints differed little from the 
familiar 2-22. 

Before long, Lloyd arrived. After 
checking Terry over ca~'efully, the 
moment was at hand! ervous and 
excited, I put on chute, helmet, and 
goggles, and to the accompaniment 
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of a chorus of bright and witty com­
ments from members of the Flight 
Group, proceeded to attempt to in­
sert my lean, 6-ft., 1 in. frame into 
the cockpit. I had never gotten in 
with the wing~ on the ship, or while 
wearing a chute, and it took a few 
minutes to master the technique. 
Fin;t you step in with your left foot, 
then sit down, ducking back unrler 
the wing; then you raise your right 
foot, grab it with both hands, and 
pull it over in front of the instru­
ment panel. No chance of exceeding 
the weight limitation with this ship, 
the cockpit isn't large enough! 

First we were to try some low tows 
down the lake with about 200 feet of 
wire behind Paul Sepulveda's car, 
so that I could get the feel of the 
ship. "Spuvie" drove off to the other 
end of the wire; we hooked up our 
eIld, tested the release, hooked up 
again, and rocked the wings to signal 
"Take up slack!" The wire jerked 
and slid across the lake bed, coming 
taut; I held the _lick baek in a sweat­
ing right hane!. mv left hand down 
Ilear the unfam'ilia;' release knob po­
sition. The wire pullefl tight, the 
wings were held level, and we're off! 

Down the lake we go, at five or 
len feet, just above the 'loud of dust 
from the car. WO\! he's as JilYht as 
a feather, and I overcontrol violent­
ly, using muscles developed in the 
2-22. Terry is anxiou- to fly, after 
those months in the dusty garage. I 
release, pull the knob again to make 
snre, and land straight ahead. Lloyd 
and Shirley pull up beside the ship, 
and I guess ali they can s e of me 
is a pair of goggles and a big grin. 

After several more tows "ith the 
short wire, higher each time, \ e're 

ready for the 2,000 foot wire and a 
pattern. Finally we're off in earnest, 
easing the nose up, keeping an eye 
on the SI, watching the long hand 
on the altimeter as it ~teadilr clocks 
arouud. A good tow, Spuvie, steady 
at (J5 mph. At 1500 feet we level off 
and release, and relax for a moment, 
enjoying the wonderful quiet isola­
tion. The wind s\\ ish s by the sides 
of my head and the desert is beauti­
ful in the sunlight. 

Terry flies like a dream. She 
makes a P-R feel like a 2-22. Turn 
to the left? J u"t ease the left wing 
down with light pressure on the stick, 
and she rolls over effortlessly, the 
nose coming around easily and pre· 
cisely. Then a turn to the right and 
into the pattern: turbulence at tWO 
feet on the dowmvind leg: I marvel 
at the variometer which sits perfect­
ly steady, thanks to its total energy 
vent"uri. Kow crosswind, inside the 
"power lines across the end of the 
lake, and in to land beside the 2-22. 
Excited and very, very happy, I ex­
tricate myself from the cockpit and 
try to tell those on the ground how 
it was. 

A little later Bob Archer towed 
off in the 2-22, on his fourth solo 
flight. After release, we saw the 2-22 
bep-in to circle and it was soon ap· 
parent that Bob wasn't losing any 
altitllde; if anything, he was going 
up! Within minutes it was certain 
that he'd made his "C," the fourth 
one in the Flight Group. This was no 
time to be on the ~round! 

Quickly, w(~ push Terry out; then 
on \1 ith tIle chute and those crazy 
goggles, and repeat the contortions 
that insert one into the cockpit. Just 
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