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Captain Ed (Edwin D. Armbruster) lived a fascinating life as he flew thousands of hours over the
jungles of Panama and the Carribean in single engine planes. Over seven hundred students
called him their instructor as he piloted them from Atlantic to Pacific over and along the Panama
Canal, through Panama, Central and South America. Beginning with the halcyon days of Canal
Zone life and navigating more troubled times as the drug wars escalated, adventure calls on
every page.As exciting and spell-binding as the tropical background is beautiful, "Captain Ed"
regales and inspires with his stories of crashes and near-misses, student antics, hair-raising
escapes and unusual friendships, all as the glory days of the Panama Canal slowly faded into
memory. For those who fly and those who long to fly -- this book soars with adventure. 
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Mayday, Mayday, Mayday when transmitted by a pilot or mariner over the radio is an extremely
urgent call for help similar to “S-O- S”. Throughout the 55 years of flying of which 50 were as a
flight instructor, 7 times I experienced an extreme emergency. Of those 7, I was able to use the
radio for those mayday calls, except for three times I had no radio or the radio was not working
and one time I was able to make a mayday call on the ground from a plane I just crashed.These
true events and many more exciting chapters are included in this book that has revised from the
original book with the same title. Most of the events took place, in the former Panama Canal
Zone, in the Republic of Panama, neighboring countries and the islands of the Pacific and
Caribbean.I arrive in the former “Canal Zone” October 1964 newly hired by the “Panama Canal
Company” as an electronics technician. I was fortunate that my supervisor in the small
electronics’ shop just happened to be a flight instructor, the only American flight instructor on the
Pacific side of the Isthmus, except for the US Military flying clubs, which were off limits to US
Civilians living in the Canal Zone, unless you were in the Military, a dependent or civilians
working for the Military. I joined basic flight training from that instructor and continued training in
the US up until I got my flight instructor ratings.If you have a MAYDAY story, I would love to have
it to put together with others to publish. Please send to “maydaybookstories@gmail.com”. Please
include your picture, if the event happened, with a military airplane, your picture in uniform, flight
conditions, and all pertinent info. Please try to limit to 1800 words (if possible) and include your
contact number for me to contact you.DedicationTo the more than 700 pilots, student pilots and
aviation ground school students, who made this book possible. To my wife, companion and best



friend, Jean, for over sixty years endured many ups and downs with me, always landing on her
feet. Without her support, this book would not have been written. And not least, my four
wonderful daughters that endured sometimes turbulent air, stormy weather and survived
weather and survived. My family 1972, Balboa, Canal Zone.Chapter 1In the BeginningThe war
had been over less than a year that June of 1946. I had just completed the third grade at Henry
Clay elementary school. I was nine years old then and didn’t know what people meant when they
remarked things were getting back to normal. I do know that I could now buy a Hershey
chocolate bar at the Acme food store in Clarendon whereas during the war, the only way I could
get a chocolate bar was to go to Fort Myer Army post which was close by and wait outside the
PX for a soldier. Most times, the soldiers would not take my nickel but asked me to wait a few
minutes whereas they would return with several Hershey’s. I am sure I looked pathetic, a
scrawny boy with blond curly hair in bib overalls, barefooted and no shirt.I also know that now we
could buy real butter and not that Oleo Margarine with the little yellow tablet that you mixed so it
would look like butter. We could buy meat and I didn’t have to go next door where my
grandparents lived in a “Sears Roebuck” prefab home. I would go out the window on the second
floor of our home, cross the roof, look under the eaves where pigeons nested and when baby
pigeons hatched, take them home for my mom to make “Squab Potpie”. Even though we lived in
the city, we had a chicken coup in our back yard with about eight laying hens for eggs, raised a
turkey each year for Thanksgiving, and had a “victory garden” that we maintained even after the
war. We grew lettuce, cabbage, tomatoes, peas, corn, and strawberries. We also had a grape
arbor and mom bottled grape juice and made grape preserves. We also grew cut flowers which
my brother, sister, and I would sell. My mom or dad no longer needed to wait in long lines at Mr.
Shafer’s Sinclair gas station on certain days to buy gas with ration coupons. Mr. Shafer was a
neighbor who occasionally treated me to a six-ounce cold bottle of Coke or a Nehi grape soda.
After church on Braddock Road in Alexandria, we would drive out to Mt. Vernon, on the Potomac
and drive off the main road to stop by a forest, where my mom would take us to look for
Sassafras roots and “woodbytney” to make tea. Sometimes we would find wild raspberries.I
would also collect empty soda bottles for the two cents deposit. My brother Bill and I would
collect newspapers, magazine, and tin foil from discarded cigarette packages. Once a month my
dad would drive somewhere in Washington, DC where we got about two to three cents a pound
for newspapers and magazines. Bill and I also had paper routes. I started when I was seven
delivering the Arlington Daily News, mainly to local stores in Clarendon. My brother also had an
afternoon route serving the “Washington Evening Star” to residents within 10 blocks of our
house. On Sunday, when the paper was thick, I would help my brother do his early morning
deliveries. Many times, our dad would drive us before church. Rain, sleet, snow, and cold did not
stop us from getting the job done as other young boys were eager to take over our routesDuring
the war years, our mom made us buy US War Bonds. We would go to the post office and buy 25
cent stamps that we would paste into a $25.00 bond book. It cost us $17.50 and matured 10
years later for $25.00.After school was out in June 1946 my mother drove my sister Byrdie and I



in our 1936 Plymouth to Gettysburg, Pennsylvania to visit Uncle Frank and Aunt Mildred. They
owned a small apartment, just one block from the town square where Abraham Lincoln was said
to have delivered his famous “Gettysburg address. Bill took over my paper route while I was
gone.I always looked forward to visiting relatives especially Uncle Frank and Aunt Mildred. They
had no children and always treated us by buying clothes, ice cream, movies, and even took us
out to eat at a restaurant. One thing I did not like was the daily dose of “Caster Oil”, Aunt Mildred
being a nurse made us take. She never said why we needed the “Caster Oil”. This summer, a
special treat awaited Byrdie and I. Uncle Frank had just got his pilot’s license and treated us to a
short ride around the famous civil war battlefield. At that moment I experienced the greatest thrill
of my young life and said to myself; someday I will pilot a plane. Nineteen years later, my dream
came true.By happenstance in 1963, I was asked to join a small group of engineers and
technicians from the Martin- Marietta Company out of Orlando, Florida, to travel to Panama in
Central America to be part of team testing the Pershing Missile. It was a four-month program
carried out at the small army post called Fort Sherman located on the Caribbean side of Panama
in the former Canal Zone. This small outpost was by the northern entrance of the Panama Canal
and very close to Fort San Lorenzo, an old Spanish fort built in the 1575 during the reign of King
Phillip the 2nd of Spain. The ruins of this fort stand high on a bluff overlooking the mouth of the
Chagres River where it meets the Caribbean. Our testing site was located near old World War 1
shore batteries that dotted the coastline around the Panama Canal and was less than a mile
from Fort San Lorenzo.Fort San LorenzoFt. San Lorenzo at mouth of Chagres RiverIt was my
second year working for this company. I was straight out of the US Air Force, after completing my
four- year enlistment. I had received my training in electronics at Keesler AFB in Biloxi
Mississippi. There I went through tech school, specializing in ECM “Electronic Counter
Measures” mainly airborne radar jamming transmitters. After tech school, I was deployed to
Clark AFB in the Philippines to become part of the 12th Tactical Fighter Squadron. I then
returned to Keesler AFB to finish the last year of my enlistment as an instructor at Wolfe Hall
teaching classes in ECM repair.My first job after separating from the Air Force was with Martin-
Marietta Company at Cape Canaveral. They had just completed four months testing of this
system in Alaska and now, after a short break were headed to Panama. Eleven days prior to the
team departing for Panama, the electronics technician that was scheduled to conduct certain
tests on the electronic equipment was hurt in a serious accident and couldn’t go. I had just
completed an engineering program in an electronics laboratory when I was approached to take
the injured man’s place. I readily agreed knowing little about where the Panama Canal was
located and knowing nothing of the equipment I would be testing.I immediately met the chief
engineer and project manager who welcomed me to the team. He then introduced me to my
supervisor who in turn introduced me to the other electronic technicians and the rest of the 35-
man group. All, except me and one other engineer had spent the four months in Alaska
conducting a variety of tests of our equipment under arctic conditions. It was now time for
tropical testing.The equipment that I would be monitoring and maintaining was in a cubical about



as big as an oversized walk-in closet. This unit consisted of racks of communications equipment
on all sides except for the entry side. In the middle of the container was a long narrow table with
two office chairs. No windows but room enough for several people standing up or three people
comfortably seated. Of course, it was air conditioned. This “Pod” was mounted on a tracked
vehicle about the size of a big Sherman tank. The driver’s compartment was
separate.Communications Van with Antenna – Top rightMy first job was learning to drive the unit
to and from the test site. There was no steering wheel only two gear levers or sticks. It was a lot
of fun to drive and took me less than an hour to master. After that it took a day to learn about the
equipment and the rest of the time was spent securing the equipment and packing all the
support gear. Everything was then loaded on a flatbed trailer, taken to an airport close by, and
loaded on Air Force C-130’s. A couple of days before everything was loaded, I bought a
Lambretta motor scooter and managed to get it put in one of the containers with the support
gear.Our flight left early from Orlando, Florida on Eastern Airlines to Miami. The two-and-a-half-
hour flight to Panama on a Pan-American Boeing 707 was my first flight on a commercial jet
airliner. I was awed by the spaciousness and the service which included a pillow and blanket, a
delicious hot meal with silver ware, and beverages served in real glass by a very attractive
stewardess. A bottle of wine was included with the meal. Some of the passengers lit up a
cigarette after the dinner meal. By the time I dozed off, the cabin lights came on and last call to
use the toilet before commencing our approach. Prior to landing, the flight attendant walked
briskly through the plane dispersing insecticide from an aerosol can above her head.It was late
in the evening when our flight from Miami landed at Tocumen International Airport, 20 miles east
of the Panamanian capital city. I found it strange but comforting entering the terminal. There we
were ushered into a separate Canal Zone Customs area with Americans welcoming us to
Panama. Since we would be living and conducting our testing inside the confines of the Canal
Zone, we did not have to go through Panamanian Customs. There was no air-conditioning inside
the terminal building, just the whirl of big floor fans. My first encounter with the tropical humidity
of Panama. The first customs agent to greet me was Don Nolan. Years later they would be our
neighbors in the town of Balboa.Pan-Am Boeing 707 at Tocumen Airport PanamaIt was more
than a two-hour ride on a US Army bus across the Isthmus of Panama to the Atlantic side. The
bright lights of the Gatun locks awakened me. We had stopped behind several vehicles, one a
brightly colored small bus. I later learned it was called a “Chiva Bus”. We were all waiting for the
light to change to cross over a swinging bridge right in front of the massive locks gate. The driver
turned the engine off as a huge ship was beginning to pass right in front of us going into the
locks. Several of us got off the bus to watch in awe and listen to the clanging of the bells on the
lock’s mules, locomotives that stabilized ships through the locks, along with all the
excitement.Gatun Locks looking South EastWalking up to the gate, I got as close as I could,
which was only a few feet away from the side of a massive ship as it slowly proceeded into the
locks under its own power. I stood in silence as I watched this scene unfold. Here I was looking
at an “engineering masterpiece” considered one of the seven modern wonders of the world. It



took only a few minutes for the stern of the ship to pass me and moments later I observed the
closing of the massive gates. A swinging bridge came out from the side of the lock’s wall, which
we would use to cross over to the west side of the canal.Ship Going Through the Panama Canal
LocksIf only my wife could be here to see this. Little did I know that within a couple years, I would
join an élite cadre of men and women maintaining this modern marvel. I would have many
chances to get inside the locks, its awesome tunnels, 18 ft in diameter, and even operate the
controls that opened and closed these massive gates and release the valves that allowed the
water to fill the chambers. Furthermore, not only would my wife and children join me here for 25
years, but she would get the chance to see the inside of the locks, dams and other special
places where my job took me.The guard at the gate motioned that he was getting ready to lift the
gate for us to cross over. I looked at my watch, it was after midnight. I watched intently as the
driver maneuvered the big bus across the narrow one-way bridge as we passed by at the foot of
the gates of both lock chambers, a couple tight turns and up the other side known as the West
Bank of the Panama Canal.Bus Crossing the CanalConcurrent with the canal construction a
number of defensive locations were developed to protect it, both with coastal defense guns, as
well as military bases to defend it against a direct infantry assault. Fort Sherman was the primary
Atlantic-side infantry base, while Fort Amador protected the Pacific side. Construction of Fort
Sherman began in January 1912 as a phase of the original 1910 defensive plans. Fort Sherman
was named in honor of the civil war leader, General Sherman. The Fort included 23,100 acres of
land, about half of which was covered by jungle. The developed areas included housing,
barracks for 300, a small airstrip, and various recreational areas.Ship entering left locks
chamberOnce on the other side we turned right on a narrow road which at first followed
alongside of the canal. We passed other ships waiting their turn to enter the locks. The road then
turned away from the locks crossing the remnants of the French canal on a wooden bridge. Then
we were engulfed by the jungle and under a canopy of trees. We drove in total darkness except
for the headlight of the bus. I watched intently out the front of the bus hoping to see wild animals
on the lonely, winding road. After 10 minutes we came to a dimly lit sentry post and the entry to
Fort Sherman. We stopped for a military policeman to come inside. The interior lights of the bus
came on and after a brief glance, and a couple words with the driver, he stepped off and lifted
the gate to let us enter the fort.Fort ShermanDozens of two-story wooden houses on cement
columns flanked both side of the road for about a hundred yards from the sentry post. Most were
dark with the exception of a front door light. The road then curved right and there in front of us
was Limon Bay where many ships lay in anchor waiting to transit the canal. Next, we passed
behind of a row of barracks coming to a stop at the last one. This would be our home and offices
for the duration of the field test.We had two man rooms. The rooms did not have air conditioning.
Only the operations room and equipment storage rooms were cooled. We ate in the chow hall
along with the Army personnel stationed on the small post. The main function of the post was
the operation of the Army’s jungle survival school. We were told that even astronauts went thru
the training at this post. Close to our building was a small zoo where all animals that could be



encountered in the jungle were kept for soldiers to see and sometimes handle, like the big Boa
Constrictor snake.Our equipment had not arrived. So, our Army host provided a bus and driver
to take our group around the Atlantic side of the isthmus with stops at Fort Davis, Fort Gulick,
and out to the port of Cristobal. The driver pointed out the important places like the officer and
enlisted clubs, the gyms, PX, theaters, swimming pools, bowling alleys, and mentioned there
was a hourly bus service provided by the Panama Canal Company. Before returning to Fort
Sherman, the driver stopped at the visitor’s center and observation platform at the Gatun Locks
and allowed us a two-hour break. We watched several ships being raised or lowered, in three
steps from sea level to 85 feet, the level of Lake Gatun.Before I left from the states, I had
managed to find the name and phone number of the person conducting services for our church
on the Atlantic side of the isthmus. The first chance I got, I contacted this person and was told
the meeting times and place.Sundays, being a non-workday, found me on my scooter traveling
the seven miles to Gatun. I left Fort Sherman an hour early, as I had to cross the swinging bridge
at the locks as that was the only way to get to the east side of the canal where the small town of
Gatun was located. Frequently, I had to wait for a ship to either enter or leave the locks. I never
minded the wait.My first Sunday, I was met by a man that introduced himself as the Branch
President. He, like most of the members of that small branch, worked for the Panama Canal
Company. He introduced me to his wife and family and to the other members that were present.
There were several families that were there in the military. When it was known that I would be
there several months, I was encouraged to bring my family down to stay for the duration of my
assignment. It did not take much to convince me. There was a young lady, Shirley Jones that
was the head of the “Women’s” organization, called the “Relief Society”. She said they would
help me find a place for my family to stay.It was possible to call our families, from our operation’s
center office in the evening time after our testing was completed. Telephoning from the Canal
Zone or Panama was not easy and there was always a line of other men from our team waiting to
call their families. When there was a line, each man was limited to only five minutes.During my
first call to my wife, I quickly told her that I wanted her and our three daughters to come down
and join me. I also told her she would need a passport and probably shots. Also, I asked her to
ship our Volkswagen down. About three weeks later my family arrived. A friend from church
loaned me his car to pick up my family. Three weeks later, our family car arrived. We found a
house in Gatun to rent for two and a half months, exactly the time that we needed from a family
that was in the states on vacation.From the moment Jean arrived on the isthmus, she fell in love
with everything except the humidity. She especially enjoyed the evening time, walking a short
distance from our house with our three small girls to a hill overlooking the massive Gatun Locks.
We would stop at the community clubhouse that was on the way for a 10-cent ice cream cone. In
the cool of the night, we would set on a bench licking our ice cream and watch the huge ships
being raised or lowered in the lock chambers. The big neon arrow pointing to the chamber a ship
was supposed to enter and the clanging bells of the lock locomotives mesmerized us for hours.
What was also amazing was the noticeable absence of mosquitoes.After several weeks on the



isthmus, Jean said that she would be sad to leave this tropical paradise and over dinner at the
club house, we talked about applying for a job with the Panama Canal Company. Jean called
Shirley and the two drove to the personnel office in Cristobal to look at the job vacancy list and
was surprised that there was an opening for an “Electronic Technician”. Jean picked up an
application and that night I filled it out. Jean took it to the personnel office the following day.
Several days later, a Panama Canal sedan came to Fort Sherman to find me in the middle of an
exercise at one of the field sites. My supervisor knocked on the door of my van. I opened to find
him and the driver. In front of my supervisor, the driver said he was from the PCC personnel
branch and asked if I was free to go with him to the personnel office to be interviewed for a job
opening. I must have turned five shades of red and told the driver that I would contact his office
and set an appointment for another day.Battery Mower – WW1 BatteriesThe driver turned and
left but my boss, came inside my van to ask me what that was all about. I explained that I had
applied for a job after the testing program was over, my wife and I would like the experience of
living here for a couple years. My supervisor told me in no uncertain terms that there was “No
Way in Hell” that I could leave this testing program until after it was over and we returned to the
states. We still had six weeks left. I promised him that I would stay to complete this
assignment.My wife went to the personnel office with Shirley the next day to see if it was
possible to delay the appointment for six weeks. Unfortunately for me, there was another
applicant as the electronics shop was extremely short handed and they could not wait. However,
Jean could put my name on the list for a future vacancy. Jean gave them the phone number of
Simon and Shirley Jones to be my local contact when a vacancy came open.Jean and I decided
to make the best of it and during the remaining six weeks, every spare moment we spent
traveling the country. On weekends we would make an overnight trip to the interior of the country.
Several weeks before the end of our program, we read that it was now possible to drive the Pan-
American Highway all the way to the states without a four-wheel drive vehicle. The last bridges
had been built in Costa Rica. It sounded like a great adventure to us and we were eager to make
the trip by car. First, I had to get a passport which I did at the American embassy in Panama City.
Next Jean embarked on the mission of going to the embassies of the six countries we would
cross getting visas or required visitation documents. I was able to get a luggage carrier to fit the
top of our Volkswagen bug. I also removed the back seat, bought an extra tire and rim, a
machete, shovel, pickax, two five-gallon cans, had a half inch thick plywood cut to fit the back
seat to enable the girls to lay down. We had a little sterno-stove that sounded like a blow torch.
The people from our church gave us cans of soup and other foodstuffs that we stuffed in every
nook and cranny. Both our church and the field team gave us a “Bon Voyage” party and sent us
off. There was another man from our field team that asked if he and his wife could join us. He
had bought a used car from a military family that was being reassigned and was leaving
Panama. We welcomed them. We were able to take our two-week vacation to make the trip. Our
project manager let us leave a few days early as we had finished our exercise and all that
remained was the packing of our equipment. We departed the Canal Zone for Costa Rica,



Thursday morning, August 29, 1963. We had a picture taken by the bridge of the Americas. This
commenced a 5,300-mile adventure.The field team departed Monday, September 2, 1963.The
rest of the story part 2 follows.Chapter 2Epic Journey(Pan American Highway Adventure through
Central America)We departed the Canal Zone (CZ) with no idea what a huge adventure we were
embarking upon. Had we known all the perils we’d face, we surely would not have attempted this
5,300 mile journey through Central America’s uncharted territory, especially with three small
daughters aged two, four and six. I later learned we may have been the first people to drive from
the Canal Zone to the United States without a 4-wheel drive vehicle. We’d read that the bridges
recently completed in Central America had finally made this type of journey possible, by using
the Pan America Highway, also known as the “Inter American Highway.”Bridge of the Americas,
completed in 1962September 9th, 1963Ed & Jean standing with daughters Margie, Judyand
Debi - Next are the Robinsons5,300-mile adventure through sevenforeign countriesLeaving our
home in the Canal Zone we crossed the Bridge of the Americas, (also known as “Puente de las
Americas” or “Thatcher Ferry Bridge”). It spans the Pacific entrance to the Panama Canal. The
U.S. spent $20 million U.S. dollars to build the bridge, which was completed in 1962. Prior to
that, the only thing that connected the land masses of South and Central America was a swing
bridge on the Pacific side at Mira-Flores Locks, and on the Atlantic side at Gatun Locks.History
of the Pan-American Highway (Reference Wikipedia): The Pan-American Highway is a network
of roads measuring approximately 30,000 miles in length. It links almost all of the mainland
nations of the Americas in a connected highway system. According to the Guinness Book of
World Records, the Pan-American Highway is the world’s longest “motor able road”. However,
because of the 60-mile Darién Gap, it’s not possible to cross all the way between South and
Central America by traditional motor vehicle. The highway passes through many diverse
climates and ecological types, from dense jungles, to arid deserts, to cold mountain passes. The
highway is far from uniform as it passes through the many countries. Some sections can only be
traversed during certain “seasons” and many stretches are considered dangerous and/or
hazardous.A second couple, The Robins, began this journey with us. Randy Robins was a
Martin technician. His wife wasn’t in Panama with him, but joined him there a few weeks before
our departure. He purchased a very well used car from a Zonian (a United States citizen living in
the Panama Canal Zone) to make the trip through Central America and on to Orlando,
Florida.Our first planned overnight destination was 537 miles west in San Jose, Costa Rica. At
the time we had no idea how impractical and impossible a goal that was. Within two hours of
departing the CZ we were dealing with our first unpaved road. It was one of many spanning
hundreds of miles ahead. We encountered them again past Santiago and they lasted 120 miles
until just outside of David, Panama’s third largest city. These “unpaved” roads were covered in
crushed rock which forced us to drive very slowly. It took eight hours to drive from the Canal
Zone to David. Reaching San Jose that day had become impossible. We decided to temporarily
divert form the Pan American Highway and drive 40 miles to picturesque Boquete for the night.
We found a delightful “Bed & Breakfast” that turned out to be the best accommodation of our



entire Central American journey.We left Boquete’s mountainous paradise much later the next
morning than planned. When we finally reached the Costa Rican border, we were told we lacked
the proper documents to drive our car out of Panama. Prior to the trip I’d been told it would be no
problem since the car was registered in the United States. This “misinformation” sent us on a
100-mile round-trip back to David to get an “official Government Ministry release document”.
Thankfully this section of road was paved. The combined late start and return to David left us
crossing the border at 3 p.m., and we still had to drive 200 miles to reach San Jose, and the last
75 miles required crossing a 9,000’ high mountain. At the border we were warned not to not
attempt these 200 miles after dark because the road was mostly unpaved. The terrain was also
susceptible to landslides especially following heavy rains.Prior to leaving the CZ, we’d been
unable to find maps for any of the other Central American countries. We expected to find them
as we got to each country, but they weren’t available. We expected to find gas stations along the
way but didn’t find them either. We felt sure that if we stayed on the Pan-American Highway, we’d
eventually end up in Texas. There weren’t road signs to help us find our way and there were few
motels, or “pensions” unless we were in a major city. When we came to divided roads with no
signs to guide us, we’d take whatever looked most traveled and hope it was the right choice, and
sometimes it was the wrong choice. We did rely on our compass and were very lucky if we
happened to see signs pointing in the right direction.Midway through the second day of driving
over miserable roads I began to wonder if we’d made a serious mistake, doing this with three
small children. Yet there was no way to turn back. There was no place for the girls to go “potty”
and we had to stop a lot. They didn’t understand why I couldn’t find a gas station and why they
had to keep squatting down next to the car. I was hoping it wasn’t going to be like this all the way
to the U.S. We were barely 100 miles inside Costa Rica and we’d already forded several small
streams, and had to stop to clear tree limbs blocking the road. It was strange that we hadn’t seen
one other vehicle on the road. There were Oxcarts, men on horseback, people walking and
cattle. Often when we approached someone walking, we’d questioningly ask, “San Jose” while
pointing in the direction we were going.The sun was setting and I knew we had to find
somewhere to stay for the night. The “Really Big” mountains, with tops buried in clouds were
looming ahead of us. We noticed a crude sign pointing to “San Isidro 3k” (kilometers) on the
right. There wasn’t a road per-se, but we could see ruts indicating there was a path of some kind.
Randy didn’t want to risk it, having already “bottomed out” once with his car. The town of Cartago
was 50 miles ahead up in the mountains but it was now covered by clouds. That road was
unpaved as well. Remembering the “caution about night driving” and the rain beating down us, I
begged off. I told Randy I had to think of my family’s safety first. I chose the “path” to San Isidro.
We agonized over separating from our friends and couldn’t imagine where we might rendezvous
ahead. Jean and I both sensed that they were ready to go on alone. We knew we’d been slowing
them down with our frequent stops. As it turned out we never saw them again until Orlando.We
continued on to San Isidro slowly and cautiously. As we approached the town the only visible
light came from a few stores and bars. There were lots of people milling around on both sides of



the road which is quite common in that part of the world. There were men on horseback but no
motorized vehicles. Horses were tied to “hitching rails” in front of a “saloon” and it was like being
transported 100 years back in history. Many people watched us as we slowly crept forward in our
car. I felt nervous and knew Jean did too when she locked her door and rolled up her window.
We’d move half way down the block when a man suddenly stepped in the path of our car, and
held his hand up motioning for us to stop. He was illuminated by our car lights and we could see
his “sidearm”. He approached my side and asked “Que Pasa” (what’s going on?). I spoke and
understood minimal Spanish. I responded, “Hotel Pension?” He shined his flashlight into the car
and saw our three girls huddled in the back and responded, “No Pension” and mumbled
something else undiscernible. He flashed his light further down the road and motioned for us to
follow. He slowly led the way walking in front of us. At the end of the block, he motioned for me to
park in front of a small darkened house, and had me get out and follow him while Jean and the
girls remained in the car. He removed a key from his holster and opened the door into a small
parlor. After lighting a kerosene lamp, he led me further into another room containing a desk,
chair, cot, wash basin and lamp which he lit. Leaving that room, we entered a larger room with
more cots, chairs, another small table and kerosene lamp, plus two wardrobes, with a coat rack
where several ammo belts hung, along with two rifles.He led me out the back door to an
outhouse, and on the path between the house and the outhouse stood an old water pump with a
bucket hanging beside it. He pumped the handle several times, water came out the spigot and
he motioned that it was safe to drink. I remember using that kind of water pump on my uncle’s
farm at Antietam, Maryland.Back inside the house the man pointed to our car and then to the cot
in the room that appeared to be his office and bed, indicating my wife could sleep there. He then
pointed to me and indicated for me and the girls sleep in the other room. He kept repeating
“seguro, seguro” (safe, safe). I thought to myself, Jean was not going to believe this. She was
okay until I showed her the outhouse. I said it was either this or we go somewhere to park and
sleep in the car. While I helped Jean and the girls in with some of our things, our host managed
to find “Ponchos” (blankets) to sleep under.It became apparent that this man was “the law” so I
referred to him as the Sheriff. He mimicked eating and I shook my head no. I showed him our ice
chest which contained water, baloney, cheese and some other consumables. We had some
canned goods, bread, crackers, peanut butter and snacks. The sheriff indicated he would leave
the front locked door. He pointed to the back door and motioned that it would stay unlocked and
he’d leave his flashlight on the desk for us to use when going to the outhouse. “Manana” he said,
indicating he’d return in the morning and unlock the front door. Once more he said “Seguro”.
With that he departed and we heard the click as he locked the door from the outside.Jean
headed to the outhouse with the girls while I fixed sandwiches. We had our prayer and then I
took the oldest two into the other room. They shared a cot. I promised to leave the lamp on but
turned the wick down until it barely glowed. I don’t remember if the sheriff left matches or not. We
just hoped the kerosene would last all night. Jean turned out the office lamp, but left the parlor
lamp on. It cast an eerie glow and I knew we were in for a long sleepless night.Morning didn’t



come early enough for me. I was awakened by a crowing rooster, a sound I hadn’t heard since
childhood. After a quick outhouse trip, I walked around front and got breakfast food from the car.
Inside were boxes of dry cereal, bananas and apple juice. I looked around and down the street
saw nothing but several dogs playing in the street. It reminded me of an old Roy Roger’s movie,
where the only thing missing was a “stagecoach.”By the time the girls finished their dry cereal
the sheriff had returned. In my broken Spanish I asked about another road leading out of town.
He said “Si pero muy mal, no es bueno” shaking his head. (Yes, there is but it is very bad and not
a good choice).As we were leaving, I had the two oldest girls say “gracias” which brought a smile
to his face. Jean gave him a can of “pork and beans” and I handed him two packs of
“Chesterfield Cigarettes”. We don’t smoke but I’d been told American cigarettes made fine
“thank you gifts”. I bought a couple of cartons at the Fort Davis military exchange the day before
we left. I didn’t know if he smoked or not but he seemed very pleased with the gifts.It took us 30
minutes to backtrack to the Pan-American Highway. Within a few miles we started climbing the
mountain whose tops were covered by clouds.The Pan-American Highway Northern
GuatemalaIt took two hours to reach Cartago. After that it was a paved road all the way into San
Jose. Everyone got excited when a gas station suddenly appeared on the road! We were finally
back in civilization and there was a bathroom! I was glad to buy gas with American money that
cost less than $3.00. I was surprised that they accepted U.S. dollars, but made change in the
currency of their country. A little open-air market alongside the gas station sold fresh fruit and
vegetables. They also pointed out a “panaderia” (bakery) just up the road where we bought fresh
baked “micha rolls” and sodas. The hot bread and sodas were a much-needed treat.In the
distance we could see a volcano. I asked for directions and took the winding road to the very
edge of the volcano. It was a clear, cool crisp day and very windy. The view in all directions was
breathtaking, we felt like we were on the top of the world. It was a little frightening as the volcano
belched smoke and began to rumble.Volcano Poas in Costa RicaAn hour later we finally
reached Costa Rica’s capital of San Jose. We had a relaxed lunch at a nice restaurant in the
center of the beautiful city. On the Spanish menu the only words I recognized were “
hamburguesa, huevos, hamon, y queso”, (hamburgers, eggs, ham, and cheese). We each got a
hamburger and soda. Since it was still early afternoon and were told the road to the “frontera”
was paved, we decided to drive on to Nicaragua. Crossing borders between countries isn’t like
crossing state lines in the U.S. You have to “clear” customs in each country to exit one and enter
another. It only took a few minutes to “clear” Costa Rica before a guard lifted the gate so we
could enter Nicaragua. Fifty yards further we had to stop at another guard gate. We were totally
unaware that a revolution was taking place there. The two gate sentries were standing at
attention in full battle gear in front of a heavily fenced area. Before lifting the gate and allowing us
to enter the sentry approached and asked for our documents. I gave him our passports. After a
quick glance in our car, he directed me to park and motioned the other sentry to raise the gate.
He strolled over to me and asked if I spoke Spanish. I responded “poquito” (a little). He said I
must go inside with him. Hesitantly, I left Jean and the girls in the car and went inside. At the



desk a soldier typed several documents while frequently looking at our passports. When
questioned about my “business” I knew enough Spanish to tell him we were just passing through
Nicaragua on our way to the “Estados Unidos” (United States). He wrote a figure on a piece of
paper $200.00 and showed it to me. I shrugged my shoulders questioningly. He said, “Impuesto,
dos Cientos Cordobas”. “In English” I said. He motioned for me to wait and he went outside. He
returned a few minutes later with another guard who said I had to pay two hundred Cordobas
tax. If I didn’t pay the tax, I couldn’t enter the country. I only had U.S. money and no idea what the
exchange rate was. It sounded like they wanted a lot of money but I wasn’t certain. I wondered if
this was legit, or was I being suckered? Then I wondered if we’d be repeating this at every
county along the way.We had less than $190 cash for the entire trip. I had a Gulf Oil card that I
could only use at Gulf Oil stations in the U.S. The current rate for gas in the Canal Zone was 23
cents a gallon. Our VW bug got more than 25 miles a gallon. I estimated that our total mileage
would be 4,900 miles, but actually turned out to be 5,300 miles. I’d figured $7 to $15 for nightly
lodging. I’d heard that at many places in Central America and Mexico we could find rates as low
as $5 a night. We had an extra spare tire, canned goods, and 10 gallons of spare gas. We would
have to buy some food along the way. During the entire trip Jean kept a precise expense journal.
Her purse was tucked safely under her front seat and she gave me exactly what I needed for gas
and minor purchases.I was determined to do my best at getting through this as cheaply as
possible. I pulled out a five-dollar bill and held it out. The desk guard shook his head no,
motioning for more. Although I didn’t know the exchange rate, clearly, they did. I went to the car
to get five dollars more from Jean and went back in. They took the money and handed me a
carbon copy of the document’d been typing. The English-speaking guard told me that I must turn
this paper in when leaving the country. The entire “entry process” ate up 30 minutes of our
daylight driving time Managua, Nicaragua’s capital was a little more than 100 miles ahead. It
took us several hours to travel 40 miles of unpaved road. Thirty miles south of Managua it
became a paved road again all the way into the city. On the outskirts I stopped for gas and a
break. One of the clerks spoke a bit of English. I asked if they had any maps and was thrilled to
buy one for most of Central America. When I told the attendant, we were on our way to the
states, he said I should avoid Managua or I’d get lost. The streets were not marked and we might
get robbed. He laid out the map on top of a soda cooler and showed me the best route to follow
to Mexico. When I asked if it was the Pan- American Highway, he said no. He showed how the
Pan- American Highway went into Tegucigalpa and would mean crossing high mountains and
take us many miles out of the way. He said he’d personally traveled that road many times and it
was bad. By taking the coastal route, we’d be going thru El Salvador. It was much shorter and
most of the road was paved. Looking at the map it was obvious that we’d save several hundred
miles this way.As we approached the town of Leon darkness was approaching. We were tired,
hungry and ready for a bed. We looked for a place to eat and somewhere to stay for the night.
Again, we encountered a restaurant manager who spoke excellent English. According to Jean’s
journal, we each had a plate of “Arroz con Pollo” (Rice with Chicken). Jean wrote that the food



was very good and the owner kept bringing us more. We didn’t ask for it but he brought each of
us a bowl of “Helado Chocolate” (chocolate ice cream). Five dollars covered the tab and we
even got change. I asked the owner if there was a hotel or pension in town. He said the closest
was back in Managua or in El Salvador. He did not recommend driving on to El Salvador as it
was dangerous going thru Honduras with the mountains and “banditos” (bandits).He suggested
we stay there at the restaurant. There was a room behind the kitchen and he had several cots
that he kept for farm workers who stayed there during harvest season. He said that way we’d be
safe, and he was especially concerned for our children. He showed us the room and the “Cuarto
de Bano”. The bathroom was clean and that was all it took. We drove our car around behind the
restaurant, next to his house so it couldn’t be seen from the highway. This made me a little
nervous, but it was incredible that this stranger was thinking only of our safety. By the time we
got our things out of the car, 5 cots were set up, each with a pillow and sheet. The heat was
almost stifling but at least two small open windows brought some relief. The florescent kitchen
light was bright enough that I could clearly see cockroaches crawling on the walls around us.
The girls were asleep in no time and never noticed.Managua, Nicaragua’s capital was a little
more than 100 miles ahead. It took us several hours to travel 40 miles of unpaved road. Thirty
miles south of Managua it became a paved road again all the way into the city. On the outskirts I
stopped for gas and a break. One of the clerks spoke a bit of English. I asked if they had any
maps and was thrilled to buy one for most of Central America. When I told the attendant, we
were on our way to the states, he said I should avoid Managua or I’d get lost. The streets were
not marked and we might get robbed. He laid out the map on top of a soda cooler and showed
me the best route to follow to Mexico. When I asked if it was the Pan- American Highway, he said
no. He showed how the Pan- American Highway went into Tegucigalpa and would mean
crossing high mountains and take us many miles out of the way. He said he’d personally traveled
that road many times and it was bad. By taking the coastal route, we’d be going thru El Salvador.
It was much shorter and most of the road was paved. Looking at the map it was obvious that
we’d save several hundred miles this way.Before setting out early the next morning the owner
prepared a delicious breakfast of sausage and eggs for us. Again, he was happy with a five-
dollar bill, and I gave him several packs of Chesterfields as well. Before parting he asked to see
my map. He pointed to the Honduran border only twenty miles away. He showed me a vital
crossroad 40 miles inside Honduras just past the small town of San Lorenzo that would be easy
to miss. He said there were no signs but to make sure I turned there, otherwise we’d end up at a
very deserted dead-end on the coast. He said I should take the unpaved road to the border and
not the paved road that went to Tegucigalpa. Once more, he said to ask people to make sure I
didn’t take the wrong road. He said to make sure my gas was full so I didn’t need to stop in
Honduras ask the local people for the “Carretera (main road) para Frontera” of “El Salvador”. He
also circled the small town “Choluteca”, and to ask directions there. Once more across the
border, the road wasn’t paved. More than anything else, what worried me most driving through
these countries was the absence of ANY OTHER vehicles on the road. I suppose that’s why



there so few gas stations.Twenty-five miles inside Honduras and just before Chulateca, we
rounded a bend in the road to the road blocked. As we approached, several armed and
uniformed men came running out of the woods, got behind the barrier and raised their weapons.
I stuck my hand out of the window as we crept forward stopping a few feet in front of them. Two
of the armed men came from around the barrier and to each side of our car. We were instantly
terrified! The man on my side asked me where we were going and motioned for me to get out of
the car“Americano” I said and pointing to Jean and the girls said “Mi Familia” “Voy Estados
Unidos”. The armed man on Jeans side pointed at Debi who was on Jean’s lap and said to the
men behind the barrier, “Ninas” (little girls) the men lowered their weapons and they came
around to Jean’s side. They began smiling as they looked at Jean and our children, which gave
me momentary comfort. I showed our passports and after talking amongst themselves, several
went to remove the barrier enough for us to pass. I asked Jean to give me a couple packs of
cigarettes, which I gave the man on my side. He thanked me and said we were free to go.True to
his word, we came to the crossroad past San Lorenzo and there were no signs. We asked
several different people and were directed to turn at the right road. It was tempting to take the
paved road. The gravel road had lots of curves and hills and three hours later we arrived at the
border of El Salvador. Two miles short of the border we joined the main highway coming from
Tegucigalpa. Even when going through small towns we never once encountered another vehicle!
It felt really good to be back on a paved “main” road again. I believe the border guards were
stunned to see an American family crossing the border, especially when I told them the route
we’d taken. The crossing took longer since we arrived minutes after an inter country bus arrived
carrying about two dozen persons. It took about five minutes to process each person. Even
though the border crossing was time consuming it went smoothly. It might have been because
Jean and the three girls went inside to use the toilet and the border guards were taken back by
the blond hair of Debi, but no money was exchanged this time. I was so glad since I didn’t know
the exchange rate for the “Lempira”.El Salvador seemed to be a more modern country. Towns
and gas stations were now closer together. This made us all happy. We found a small clean
pension in San Miguel. Jean’s journal notes reveal the room was six US dollars. The pension
was laid out like a fort. The rooms faced the inside where there was a place to park the car
around a small courtyard. The owner said that the Pension entryway door was closed at night.
We didn’t have to be told that it was safe. It was great news. There was only one double bed
room available, which was perfect and the bathroom was clean. It was still early in the evening.
We ate in our room that night, on a feast of Campbell’s Chicken noodle soup, Beanie Weenies,
saltine crackers and canned fruit cocktail, and we had hot water for our showers. We left the
small fluorescent bathroom light on and there were no roaches that night.We left late the next
morning stopping at a market in town for fresh fruit and fresh bread. I’m so thankful that before
leaving Panama Jean had the foresight to get 100.00 in $5.00 bills. The currency in El Salvador
was “Colons”. Retrospectively, one major oversight on my part was not finding out the exchange
rate for each country. Even in the local markets, the merchants either knew or found somebody



nearby to help us with the currency conversion. We never had a problem and never felt cheated.
Quite often, the merchants were taken aback by our three young girls, especially with Debi and
her curly blond hair. This turned out to be a blessing, because many times $5.00 bought us an
abundance of consumables.The road was paved to the border but the last 50 miles going
through the mountains was very slow-going. Crossing the border into Guatemala was very time
consuming as there were several busloads of people in front of us. After 30 minutes and still
waiting in line, I went out to the car to get Jean and the girls thinking, when the border officials
see my young family with no place to sit down, perhaps they’ll let us go ahead of the others.
Finally, when the line got down to 6 people in front of us, and the girls were getting restless, they
let us go ahead. Rain clouds closed in over us as darkness fell and we passed through the gate
into Guatemala.When people learned we were headed for the capital city, a hundred miles away,
I was told “el camino esta muy Mal”. (The road is very bad). The first half of the drive was on
paved road and it was raining. As we started going thru the mountains, we hit the bad road. By
the time we got to Guatemala City, in the mountains at 5,000’ foot elevation, it was cold and
dreary. The rain had stopped and we started looking for a place to spend the night. Not until we
reached the center of the largest city in Central America, did we see the hotel “El Continental”,
which was far beyond our means. I circled several blocks in each direction. On one block in front
of a very old building, two young women stood, each in a different dimly lit doorway watching us.
Jean asked me to stop the car and ask if they knew where we could find an inexpensive hotel. I
replied, “I think these ladies are prostitutes Jean”. To my shock and dismay, she replied, “Well
then go proposition one of them because the girls and I are not sleeping in this car all night!”I
was cold and shivering as I got out of the car to approach one of the girls. In my halting Spanish I
said I needed a room. I was told it would cost “Cien Quetzal”. I pulled out a five-dollar bill and as
she recognized the American money she nodded “OK”. I told her “Toda La Noche” (all night),
and when she “Otra” I pulled out another five-dollar bill. I said it’s for my family. I led her out to the
car and had Jean open the door so the inside car light would shine on the girls. The young lady
looked puzzled for a moment. I said “necessita comas pare los ninos y mi esposa”. I need a
room for my wife and my daughters.“Bueno” she said and called to her friend to come help with
the kids. I followed one of the women up a long staircase to the second floor of a deserted
building. On the second floor, there was a long hallway with individual rooms along each side.
There was only a single bathroom at the end of the hall with several toilet stalls and sinks inside.
A single light bulb dangled from the ceiling. Fortunately, we had “Ponchos” for us and the girls as
it was cold. The room had two double beds. This surprised me and I guessed that at one time it
must have been a very old hotel or boarding house.After we were all inside, the one young lady
said our car wouldn’t be safe there and she’d take me to an all-night gas station where the car
would be safe. It was two blocks away.She rode with me to the station and pointed to a place to
park that was under a pole light. She told me to wait for her and she got out of the car and went
inside to talk to an attendant. I watched from inside the car as the young attendant looking at the
car nodded his head. The young lady returned and said “Esta bien” (it’s okay). She motioned for



me to lock the car and then she took my hand to walk me back to the “brothel or boarding
house”. At first I pulled back. She stopped and looked at me, shook her head and said “no
seguro” (not safe and reached for my hand again. It then dawned on me by walking with her
hand in hand I would be perceived as her “customer” for the evening I’d be safe from any
criminals. The streets were dark and deserted and I thought, “No one will ever believe this
happened to me!”We had driven much further than I realized and the walk back from the gas
station seemed really long. When at last we reached the building, the other young lady was
standing in the doorway and opened it for us as we approached. As I stepped inside my young
escort released my hand. She stepped inside with me and then pulled me away from the street
view. Then she smiled and handed me back the $5.00 bill and said, “Buenas noches”, “Good
night”. She also added “Aqui es seguro” (it is safe here). I thanked them both and proceeded to
climb the stairs.I made a bathroom stop before going to the room. Jean had the door bolted and
as I knocked on it, I leaned into the door jam and said, “Jean it’s me, unlock the door.” The dark
room as barely illuminated by a hallway light filtering through a piece of transparent glass above
the door. The girls were asleep. I slid the dead bolt back in place and crawled into the narrow
bed with my clothes on. It was cold but sleep came quickly.I didn’t need an alarm to wake me. At
the sign of light, I got up and awakened Jean as well. I told her I’d walk back to the station and
get our car and find out if there was any place where we could get breakfast so I wouldn’t need
to bring anything in from the car. She reminded me that we’d not eaten since lunch the day
before. I made my way to the station and found the same young man on duty. Before leaving the
station, I took my map inside the warm room and pointed to the border into Mexico and asked
directions. He indicated that the road was “Muy mal” (very bad) and would take us all day to get
there. He pointed to the car and said “car no good through “El Tapon”. He also added that the
border closed at dark. I asked “how far” and he wrote on my map, 180 kilometers. I knew that
would be just over 100 miles. A customer drove in to get some gas and the attendant asked the
driver if he spoke English. The man said he did and he got out of his car to talk to me. According
to him, the shortest way to Mexico was the southern route to Tapachula. Tapachula was only 15
miles inside the border and was a fairly large “Pueblo”. He also said that going through the
mountains and the “El Tapon”, the road in many places was very bad.From what we’d already
driven over, I couldn’t imagine a road being so bad that it would take a whole day just to drive
100 miles. Just in case, I went back to the “brothel” and hustled Jean and the girls to leave. They
were anxious to go because they were very cold and longed for the warmth of our little car. We
didn’t see either of young ladies who had saved our lives the night before. We never heard any
noise there after locking ourselves in our room.As we headed out of the city, I stopped at a
“Mercado” and bought fresh fruit, bread and a jar of jelly. The first 30 miles to Escuintla was on a
paved road full of potholes. Beyond that the road was worse than I can describe. The El Tapon
pass is a seven-mile stretch of rough gravel road winding through a narrow, steep walled canyon
where landslides are frequent. Here the mountain rock had been blasted to form a road that was
the width of one car. There was a wooden plank covered bridge with no sides that crossed the



canyon which was thousands of feet deep. As we inched our way across it, we were all
frightened as we heard the creaking of the loose sounding boards under our car.Unfortunately,
after crossing the canyon the road remained narrow butting up to the side of the canyon. I didn’t
know what we were going to do if another car approached from the opposite direction. Suddenly
we saw the landslide about fifty yards away. The road was completely blocked. Jean looked at
me and asked, “What are we supposed to do now?” I just couldn’t imagine backing out of there
and I wondered if there were going to be more landslides ahead. Looking at the boulders, I
thought perhaps I could push them with the front bumper. Whatever we decided, we needed to
act before any rain came. Evidently, no one used this road. I later learned later those cautious
drivers had their cars brought by train to Tapachula.My photo of the Pan-American Highway in
the 1963This is where we had to move the boulders blockingthe road ahead.I edged the car up
to one of the larger boulders and got out. I decided to sit on the road with my back against the
bumper and push with my feet. Jean got out of the car to help. I asked her to pick up smaller
rocks and throw them off to the side while I worked on the boulders. We needed just enough
room to get our small car through. I had a shovel but it was no help with the large rocks and there
was very little dirt. There were six large boulders directly in our path that were too heavy for me
to push by hand. I managed to move one rock but then had to get back in the car and angle it to
help me push straight to the side. The first boulder was fairly easy, but there were three more that
butted up against each other. Margie and Debi got out of the car to help their mom. It took us
over an hour to clear a path and we hoped and prayed there wouldn’t be any other landslides.
We’d been on the road for seven hours and had only driven sixty miles and were still a great
distance from the border. We had not seen another vehicle or person since we left Escuintla. We
didn’t encounter any more landslides, but did run into rain which made it treacherously slow
going. I was very worried about what we might find at the border and didn’t know if we would
reach there in time.Pan-American Highway GuatemalaIf that wasn’t bad enough, after we made
it through the canyon, we came to a fork in the road with no signs to guide us. There was nothing
to use to know which way to go. By this time, we were back at a lower altitude, skirting the
mountains. I decided to continue straight and about five miles further we came to a gate. Well,
actually, there was no gate, rather two posts marking the entryway to a farm or ranch. And now,
the road had become nothing more than a trail. I decided to continue on a little longer and we
came upon an old farm house. Next to an out building was a “Land Rover” where the trail ended.I
stepped out of the car and was greeted by a large barking dog came racing out from the back of
the house. I quickly got back inside the car. Moments later a man came out of the front door and
called the dog. The dog stopped barking but stayed put in front of the car. The man approached
us and came over to my side.I quickly said I was an “Americano” and need directions to the
frontier (border). I was surprised and very relieved to find that he spoke English. He told me I’d
missed the road to the border eight miles back. He also that he was very surprised that we had
taken this road from Guatemala City instead of the Northern route into Mexico. He went on to
explain that even though the northern route was much longer and went over the mountains, the



road was paved. He reiterated that no one ever drove this road this time of the year because of
the rain and landslides which made it way too dangerous.He also said that the border was only
thirty kilometers away and it was doubtful we’d reach it now before it closed, and there was no
place this side of the border for us to spend the night. He had one alternative for us. He believed
we’d save enough time to make the border while it was still open, if we drove across his ranch.
He was happy to lead the way and make sure we reached the highway safely. Then he went on
to say we were welcome to spend the night there.I said that we’d like to make it to the border, but
if it was closed then we’d return and take him up on his offer. With that he got in his vehicle along
with his dog and drove past the front of his house and into an area that was fenced. There was
no trail across what obviously was pasture. We didn’t see any cattle. He drove rather slowly
although it was easy going and even better than driving on the highway.Crossing over a hill, we
could see the “Pan-American Highway.” There was a break in the fence, creating a rather crude
gate and also a cattle guard. He pulled aside, got out and removed the gate. He said he’d leave
the gate open just in case we couldn’t cross the border. He also said that once we were in
Mexico the road to Tapachula would be paved but full of potholes and we should be careful at
night. I handed him several packs of cigarettes and thanked him.Twenty minutes later we arrived
at the border to watch the sun going down. The Guatemalan border guards were shocked to see
us approaching. We had only five minutes to get our passports stamped and were only fifty
yards from crossing the Mexican border at “Immigrations”.We made it just in time. The three
border officials seemed very eager to close and they wasted no time to type preparing the
documents we needed to drive through Mexico. With a quick bathroom break and our passports
stamped, we were off. I watched in my rear-view mirror as the three men jumped into their truck
and within a mile went speeding past us. The border was now closed.An hour later, we were in
Tapachula. We found a nice pension (motel) on the outskirts of town where we had a hot meal,
hot showers and comfortable beds for the night! After a hearty breakfast, we were on the road
again to our new destination of Oaxaca, 420 miles ahead. The Pan American Highway was
much better there except the first hundred miles were unpaved and wound around the
mountains. Eleven hours later we checked into another pension.“Who is jumping on the bed and
what’s all that noise” I shouted as the racket woke me from a sound sleep. I opened my eyes to
see the walls moving, our bed shaking and the girls sound asleep in their bed. “Earthquake” I
yelled I get up. I went over to our daughters and shook them awake, shouting, “Get outside
NOW”. In a daze, we all ran outside in our pajamas. Once outside, we didn’t have a clue where
to go. The ground was still shaking, and now other guests were outside crying and moaning. It
was a terribly helpless feeling to have no idea where to go or what to do. As quickly as it had
started it just as suddenly ended. I was absolutely amazed that not one single building
collapsed, and there were no cracks in the ground that we could see. No one seemed to know
what to do once it stopped. We just kept wondering if there would be aftershocks. After several
minutes of eerie quietness, guests went back to their rooms.Jean and I had been thru
earthquakes before in the Philippines, but none of this magnitude. I told Jean to get the girls



dressed so we could get on the road. It was still very early morning as we left Oaxaca. I found a
market open on the side of the road and bought fresh fruit. The 250 miles to Mexico City was on
a good road. We reached the outskirts of the l city by noon. We intended to make it through the
city and find a cheap pension on the northern outskirts of town. We made a short stop to get
some tacos and refried beans and by that time it was nearing dark and we were only then just
halfway through the city. On our way in we stopped at a “Woolworth” five and dime store to get
some souvenirs. Each girl bought a big “Sombrero”.Mexico City was one of the largest cities in
the world. Just outside, we found a clean hotel with an enclosed parking lot. So far, our money
was holding out and we relaxed just a little bit on our tight budget. We started to eat more hot
food in hotel dining rooms. We were now half way home. We still had 2,500 miles to drive and
had been on the road for nine days. We still had seven days to reach Cocoa, Florida, our
home.We got the girls up early the next morning because I hoped to make it halfway to Texas
that day. When I started the car, it wasn’t running smoothly. At first, I thought we may have had
cheap gas. As we left the city behind it was slow going. I’d only driven three miles when I decided
to turn around and find a garage. At the first big gas station, I stopped and asked an attendant if
he knew where there was a Volkswagen repair shop. I was thrilled when he said there was a big
repair shop less than two miles ahead on this same “Insurgents Avenue”.The problem appeared
to be a burnt valve, with a repair estimate of $52 U.S. dollars. At that moment we only had slightly
more than $85 U.S. dollars. I thought I was going to faint. They wouldn’t accept a check and
there was no credit card. I asked the serviceman for directions to the American Embassy. He
suggested I take a cab that it would cost no more than $2.00.to go and come back. I left Jean
and the girls at the VW garage, and took my passport as well as the family passport with me to
the embassy. The Marines at the massive gate let us thru after I showed my passport. I asked
the cab driver to wait while I went into the Consulate office. I didn’t have to wait long to see an
official. I explained my predicament, show him the family’s passport and mine. I said I just
needed to cash a check for $75.00. He excused himself and took our passports into another
office. Five minutes later, he reappeared handing me my passports and said he was SORRY,
they couldn’t help me, and he turned his back on me and walked away.I was shocked and stood
there dumbfounded. I couldn’t believe they were treating me like this. I wished I’d brought Jean
and the girls with me. I wondered if that would have made any difference. When I returned to the
VW garage, Jean and the girls were anxiously waiting in a lounge. Jean couldn’t believe what
had happened. I don’t think I’ve ever seen her so angry. I reassured her that things would work
out. I went to talk to the service manager and told him our predicament. He said he would do
whatever he could to save us money.To begin with, he called a boarding house that was right
behind the garage and he talked them into giving us a room for the night for two dollars. He had
one of the mechanics carry our suitcases across the street with Jean and the girls following him.
Then he got another mechanic to pull the car in the garage and start working on it. He assured
me that he would keep a mechanic working on it to ensure it was ready first thing in the morning.
He pointed out an inexpensive restaurant which the locals used. He also suggested I take the



family to “Chapultepec Park and Castle” to spend the afternoon and even offered to have
someone drive us there. He wrote down the address of the boarding house to give the cab driver
when we wanted to come back from the park. He also said for me to not pay more than one (US)
dollars for the cab.I went over to the boarding house and explained everything to Jean and the
girls. I got them excited about seeing a castle. We said a prayer for Divine help, and we were
going to need it! We had a great time at the park and castle and were even able to get
hamburgers and snow cones. It was hard for me to relax and enjoy myself, knowing what the car
was going to end up costing. I knew that somehow, we would manage, but still I was worried.As
the afternoon drew to a close and the girls were tired and happy, we got a cab back to the
boarding house. The cab driver didn’t speak English and I wasn’t sure what he was going to
charge. Before we got into the cab, I showed him the address and one US Dollar. He nodded his
head and off we went.The next morning, I was at the garage promptly at 8 a.m. The car was
sitting inside, with the engine cover down, indicating it was ready to go, and they’d even washed
it. I nervously approached the service manager and he greeted me with a smile. Jean had given
me sixty dollars, half of it in five-dollar bills. I didn’t ask her what remained in the kitty, because I
couldn’t bear to know.I went into the office and sat down. The manager had my bill on top of his
desk. He explained the repairs that needed and pointed to the figures on the statement.
Everything was in Pesos and then at the bottom, which he’d converted to “Greenbacks”. The
total due was $46.00 (dollars), which included filling the gas tank and changing the oil. I thanked
him profusely and went to get the family. Jean was anxious to know the cost. I handed her
fourteen dollars.She said we now had a grand total of $39.00 along with some foreign currency.
We still had 2,500 miles to drive in five days and we needed to get going. We were more than
excited to get back in our car.A short distance from the city laid the ruins of ancient American
pyramids built by the Aztecs. The VW shop foreman told us about them and said it was worth a
stop since they were just off the highway and definitely worth the stop. We pulled in next to two
other cars. A couple of young boys were selling souvenirs approached and when we told them
we had no money, the wondered off.Pyramid of the Sun -WikipediaThe name Pyramid of the
Sun comes from the Aztecs who visited the city of Teotihuacan centuries after it was abandoned;
the name given to the pyramid by the Teotihuacan’s is unknown. It was constructed in two
phases. The first construction stage, around 100 A.D., brought the pyramid to nearly the size it is
today. The second round of construction resulted in its completed size of 738 feet (224.942
meters) across and 246 feet (75 meters) high, making it the third largest pyramid in the world but
being much shorter than the Great Pyramid of Giza (146 meters). The second phase also saw
the construction of an altar atop of the pyramid, which has not survived into modern times. The
Adosada platform was added to the pyramid in the early third century, at around the same time
that the Ciudadela and Temple of the Feathered Serpent, Teotihuacan Pyramid of the Feathered
Serpent were constructed. Over the structure the ancient Teotihuacanos finished their pyramid
with lime plaster imported from surrounding areas, on which they painted brilliantly colored
murals. While the pyramid has endured for centuries, the paint and plaster have not and are no



longer visible. Jaguar heads and paws, stars, and snake rattles are among the few images
associated with the pyramids.It is thought that the pyramid venerated a deity within Teotihuacan
society; however, little evidence exists to support this theory. The destruction of the temple on
top of the pyramid, by both deliberate and natural forces prior to the archaeological study of the
site, has so far prevented identification of the pyramid with any particular deity.By the time we
climbed to the top of the Sun Pyramid, we looked down and saw thieves breaking into our car. It
was late morning and the other tourists had left. I yelled very loudly and the young boys that we’d
met coming in ran over to our car and chased the other boys away but not before they were able
to break the small vent window. I ran down the hundreds of steps and managed to get to the car
before the thieves were able to get inside. When Jean and the girls finally descended the
massive stone pyramid, one of the boys who sold jewelry asked if we could trade one of
daughter’s pair of shoes for a “Gold bracelet”, Jean really liked the bracelet and offered to trade
the sweater she was wearing for the bracelet. There was nothing else we could possibly spare
since we were now out of cigarettes. We had no more food left except two cans of Pork & Bean’s.
They accepted Jean’s trade and she still cherishes her gold bracelet.By the time we reached
San Luis Potosi, it was getting dark. We stopped to get some tacos and refried beans, our last
cheap hot meal in Mexico. I decided to spend one final night in Mexico where the lodging was
cheaper than in the states. After our delicious $2.00 hot meal which included a carbonated
beverage, we drove on to Saltilla. Finding lodging along the highway was now easy and we
found a comfortable pension for $4.00 with plenty of hot water and comfortable clean beds. The
next morning, we went to the fruit market for bananas, oranges, fresh orange juice and sweet
rolls, all of which had to be consumed before we could enter the United States of America!
When we finally reached San Antonio, Texas we only had $16 left in Jean’s purse and were
completely out of food. Reaching US highway “90” we began to cross the rest of Texas. Now we
were able to safely drink tap water without fearing we’d get sick. When we reached Houston, we
slept in the car at an all-night gas station because we were so low on money.It was a very long
drive from Houston to Ocean Springs, Mississippi. Friends we knew from Clark AFB in the
Philippines welcomed us with a barbecue dinner. It felt so good to be back in the states with
friends and comfortable beds to sleep on. They fed us an abundant breakfast and sent us on our
way with a picnic lunch and $20.00. We had two days left to drive the remaining 600 miles.The
Miami Herold heard about our journey and interviewed us for a frontpage feature story in the
Sunday travel section. We received many calls afterward, from people wanting information about
different aspects of our adventure. In hindsight, had we known about road conditions, the
revolutions in three countries, and the lack of hotels, restaurants and even road signs, we never
would have made the trip with our young children. We know we were blessed in surviving this
trip without anyone getting sick, or flat tires, or accidents. And our children were incredible and
never complained. They went along with whatever was happening as if it was the most natural
thing in the world.Fourteen months later, I got a call from our friends in the Canal Zone informing
me of an electronics job opening on the Pacific side of the isthmus and I had to immediately fly



down there to accept the job. I officially began working for the Panama Canal Company on Oct.
12, 1964.Chapter 3October 14th, The Dawn of a New EraThe decision to leave a good job
which held a great future with the potential to travel frequently to Europe and other parts of the
world and a job that I was thoroughly comfortable did not come easy. Moving to a US territory in
the middle of a foreign country, thousands of miles away from family and friends where my wife
and I would be total strangers save for only several families that we met the year before, was
unsettling,I had signed a two-year contract with the Panama Canal Company, a US Government
enterprise, after careful consideration and support of my wife. Our close friends and family,
except for my mother, thought we were making a terrible mistake. Few people had ever heard of
the 553-square mile piece of America that was the home to American citizens who lived on ten
miles wide, fifty miles long stretch of land, with the Panama Canal running lengthwise through
the center from The Caribbean Sea to the Pacific Ocean, that split the country of Panama in half.
Co-located within this area were seven US Military bases with several small outpost scattered
throughout.The Canal Zone was half the size of the state of Rhode Island but functioned like a
state with its own municipality, a Governor, Lt. Governor, who was appointed by the US
President. Their own courts, schools, hospitals, post offices, transportation system, all
community services including golf courses, theaters, and other recreational services. But unlike
any state, The Panama Canal Company maintained and operated one of the world’s largest
businesses of commerce, that of operation of the Panama Canal which was built with the
assistance of the Corp of US Army Engineers.I was assigned to fill a vacancy in the electronic
shop located in a little, isolated community of Gamboa, midway across the isthmus. At the time, I
did not realize how fortunate I was to get assigned to this shop as I had absolutely no experience
repairing and maintaining the variety of electronic equipment that I would be working with. I
would be on year probation to see if I could handle the job and this was always on my mind.It
was 9:25pm when my plane arrived at Tocumen International Airport in the Republic of Panama.
The two-and-a-half-hour flight from Miami was a repeat of just two weeks before on this very
same airplane. Two weeks before, a friend was waiting whom I met the year before, the person
who was instrumental in my getting a job with the Panama Canal Company. Two weeks before I
was treated like a tourist or business man and had to go through Panamanian Immigrations and
customs. This time it would be different as I was now arriving as an employee of the Panama
Canal Company having signed a two-year contract. My travel documents included an “Advance
authorization to enter the Canal Zone. Instead of Panamanian Immigrations and customs, I went
through a separate immigration counter and customs side by side of the Panamanians section,
but manned by Canal Zone Government employees.When the Pan American, Boeing 707 finally
came to a stop, interior soft lights lit up the cabin. I was an eerie quiet as the engines slowly
wound down. I had very subdued mixed feelings, somewhat apprehensive, somewhat excited
and wondering, once more, if I made the right choice leaving a very secured job, a new country
home, new friends and at the moment, my young family who would be joining me in three
weeks.I thought about my wife, having to deal with movers again as six months before when we



made the move to Guntersville from Cocoa, Florida. But then I was there to help. This time she
would be helped by the new friends and neighbors whom we met the short time we lived in
Guntersville. I worried about her driving alone the 450 miles to New Orleans with 3 small girls,
the oldest being seven in a small Volkswagen. She had to arrive at the Port of New Orleans two
days before the Company ship, the SS Cristobal sail for the Canal Zone, in order to have our car
loaded aboard. I worried about her first time alone to find her way in this big city. The only
address she had was 4400 Dauphine Street, the address of the Panama Canal Company, Port
of New Orleans. These feeling would haunt me over the next couple weeks until I got word that
she safely arrived in New Orleans in time for the sailing.When they opened the cabin door, it
didn’t take long before the warm humid air filled the cabin from outside. Yes, we were in Panama.
Slowly the passengers stood up, got their carryon luggage from the overhead compartments.
Since I was sitting mid plane by a window, I waited until other passengers started to move
forward to the front exit. It seemed like most of the 100+ passengers were not in a hurry to
disembark. Finally, I exited the plane, made my way down the steps and followed others inside
the terminal.I had my immigrations formed filled out hopefully correct as the printed information
and spaces to put my information was very small. The form was both in English and Spanish.
There were only a few people ahead of me in line at the Immigration counter; apparently, most of
the passengers were Panamanians. The Canal Zone immigrations and Customs agents, who
handle my documents and luggage inspection, recognized me from weeks before although I did
not go through their area. Both welcomed me and it gave me a warm secured feeling. Our paths
would cross many times in the next 25 years. I was surprised by the friendly reception quite
different from the two weeks before when I was dealing with Panamanian authorities. I didn’t
even need to open my two suitcases. There were only a few other people processing in. I
wondered what these men did when they were not meeting incoming planes and just how many
planes came in from the States. As far as I knew, only two planes arrived daily from
Miami.According to my instructions, I would be met outside the Customs area by a Panama
Canal Company chauffeur and car. I would be taken to my assigned quarters in the Canal Zone
town of Gamboa. As soon as I stepped out the double doors leading to the reception area, a
large nosey crowd stood waiting for their family and friends. I was thankful the there was a
passage way cordoned off keeping a short distance away from the nosey crowd. As I got to the
end of the passage way, a dark skinned, tall gentleman stood holding a sign in his hand with two
names written on it. I was relieved to see my name. After we greeted, he motioned for me to
stand by his side and also warned me to keep hold of my luggage and to be careful of “Pick
Pocketers and beggars. A couple minutes later, the other person came out of the Customs area
and identified himself. Our driver led the way to a black sedan parked by the curb. On the sedan
doors was the words “Panama Canal Company” with a seal of sorts. After storing our suitcases,
the newly hired Lawyer and I were on our way, both weary and caught up in our own thoughts.It
was Sunday night and even at this late hour, both sides of the street were alive with people of all
ages. Even with our window rolled up, the noise penetrated our space. One thing I was not used



to seeing was trash and liter strewed by the sides of the road. At several traffic lights when we
had to stop, young boys would rush out to clean the windshield. Our driver would always wave
them away, but to no avail. One thing for sure we had a clean windshield. Finally, after 35-minute
drive, we entered the Canal Zone at the last stoplight where we turned right. At that intersection,
across the street in the Canal Zone was the Ancon Railroad Station, the beginning or end of the
line for the famous Panama Railroad built in 1855. The original station in Panama City on the
Pacific side of the Isthmus was taken out of service dozens of years ago. I was always fascinated
by trains remembering back some 20 years when I took my first train ride from Union station in
Washington D.C. to Harpers Ferry West Virginia when steam engines were still in use. I loved
model railroading as a boy entertained the thought of being a Railroad engineer at one time.My
riding companion was very quiet, both of us very comfortable in the back seat of the sedan,
both, content to look out the window observing the stark difference once inside the Canal Zone.
It was noticeably quiet and I notice very little traffic. No Trash, no litter, it was like we entered the
twilight Zone. We were our way to Gamboa, where I had permanent quarters waiting me, picked
out by our Atlantic side friends from a vacancy list posted weekly at the housing office. I was
extremely fortunate to have this contact, otherwise, I would be taken to the “Ridge” in Gamboa,
to a 4-family unit “temporary quarters” were my family and I would live until we could select
quarters.I occupied the right seat and watch intently the places we passed on the right. We were
on Gaillard Highway, the main North /South Road inside the Canal Zone, the highway terminated
some 15 miles away, after passing through Gamboa. It was the only way into and out of the small
isolated town of Gamboa.After several minutes with passes the entrance to the Company’s
Motor Transportation garage, people referred to it as the “Corral” as late as 1920, horses were
used extensively throughout the Canal Zone.We passed the entrance to Albrook Air force base,
then several residential communities. As we were approaching another military base, US Army,
Ft. Clayton, I notice bright lights a short distance to the left and saw a large ship exiting the
Maraflores Locks. We were in darkness once more for several miles. Next, we drove past the
residential community of Pedro Miguel, where many local rate employees lived. Local rate
employees were made up of foreign nationals, non-US, citizens that work for the Canal
Company. Local rate as they were on a different pay scale than US. Employees.The Pedro
Miguel stationAs we left that community, we crossed the Panama Railroad and immediately the
Pedro Miguel locks came into view, very close now, which we followed a short distance and
once more darkness. After several more miles, we turned off the main road to another road the
led to Gamboa, now about four miles away. The only road to Gamboa was a dark and lonely
road, covered most the way by a jungle canopy ending at a one-way bridge which crossed the
Chagres River. The river emptied into the Panama Canal at this pointTraffic light at Gamboa
Bridge. The ChagresRiver flows into the Panama Canal. Picturetaken during afternoon rain
showers.At last, we rounded the last curve and the Banks of the Panama Canal came into view,
both the West and East banks lighted. Unfortunately, no ships were in sight. No one had spoken
since we left the lights of Panama City. The Lawyer and I wrapped up in our own thoughts. Our



Sedan pulled up just off the entrance of the bridge as the light was red. He turned off the engine
mentioning that the light may take as long as three minutes before it turns green allowing enough
time for traffic to cross from the other side. It was very quiet and eerie.We were only minutes
away now from my new home for the next seven years. It was October 13th, 1964. I was hard to
explain my feelings, apprehensive perhaps, wishing my wife was with me.The light changed and
crossing the bridge too was eerie, the planks making sounds under the tires that I would become
all too familiar in the coming years. The bridge was shared by the railroad, side by side with a 4-
foot wall or divider separating. Once across the bridge the driver continued straight a hundred
yards before following a lazy curve away from the canal, up a hill to the residential area. The
second right turn put us on Williamson Place and after passing several houses, the driver turned
left into the driveway of my new abode, 168B, and up and down duplex. The side we would be
living in faced the Panama Canal. My friends from the Atlantic side had picked the house from a
vacancy list and they could not have picked a better place. Houses were assigned seniority and
the employee had to live in the community where they worked. I was dropped off first as the
Lawyer would be taken to temporary quarters on the East side of Gamboa, where he and his
family would reside until they selected a house in the Balboa area close to where he would be
working.
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Gary, “It was not easy flying down there back then and now. Captain Edwin Armbruster’s tale of
flight, jungle, and bureaucracy is an autobiography mixed in with cameo articles by his victims.A
must read for former Zonians, CZ Military Brats, and any aviators, especially students.The
photos were surprisingly clear on my Kindle. I wish there were more!The technical, informational,
and geographical discussions were interesting and accurate.I spent a lot of time sweating,
tensing, pushing imaginary pedals, working the controls, and getting scared.It was not easy
flying down there back then and now.The night flights made my head swim. The thunderstorms
…I remember them well myself.Captain Armbruster is certainly brave if not mostly insane.When
his wheels leave the ground, something is going to go wrong!The Captain is a bit of a outlaw at
heart. He makes enemies as readily as friends.He sense of fair play barely outruns his
culpability.His daredevil low leveling and special flight status in the Canal Zone ruffled many
feathers.What a fun book!”

Just J, “Based on true stories. A must for student pilots or experienced ones.. loved the book. It
kept my interest up, exciting, and some tales are hard to believe. Any pilot would like to have this
book, as a reference, and as a good book for "hanger flying". Ed Armbruster has led a full life
and his love of flying is evident.  Keep on writing your stories, you are a gifted story teller.”

David173, “UNUSUAL ATTITUDES, written from a pilot's perspective, masterfully .... UNUSUAL
ATTITUDES, written from a pilot's perspective, masterfully recreates Edwin D. Armbruster's
experience in an unusual place and time that no longer exists. Set against the lush backdrop of
the Panama Canal, "Captain Ed", created a flying business reminiscent of "barnstorming" days,
but unrelated. While many know of the hardships required to construct the Canal, few know of
the former Canal Zone that existed as a U.S. Territory from 1904 until October 30, 1979. This
small territory located in the middle of the country of Panama was unique from any other place in
the world. Armbruster's flying business opened the world up to many of the Americans who lived
and worked inside the confines of "The Zone", including U.S. Military and their dependents.
Filled with harrowing adventures and charming human interest stories, "Unusual Attitudes"
delights us with its tales, all told as "Captain Ed" worked his unusual job with the Panama Canal
Company”

Judy Haisten, “Loved it!. This is a very good read. The book brought back so many memories as
well as taught me more about Canal Zone history. The author does a great job of placing you in
the story right with him. Zonians will love the stories about home. Pilots of all ages and stripes
will enjoy being in the cockpit with Captain Ed. The book will make you shake your head in
disbelief and laugh at the same time. A must read for sure!”

Rebecca Sharp, “A great read. A great read. I lived in the Canal Zone during much of this time



and was interesting to read about his memoirs as many of my friends took ground school with
him.”

Deborah K Morehouse, “Ed's adventures seem more like fiction, but they are amazingly
accurate. Ed's adventures seem more like fiction, but they are amazingly accurate. His
photography and storytelling are incredible! Ed captures the politics, geography, and culture of
Central America in his travels and takes you with him in this book. I'd love to see another book
from Ed with his unbelievable stories from living in Panama. Always a twist in the adventures
with Ed!  Such a great read.”

SeattleStreet, “Five Stars. Excellent, and insightful writings.”

D Beckman, “Five Stars. Makes you think what it is like to live both free and filled adventure, yet
also with responsibility.”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 32 people have provided feedback.

Prologue A Dedication Chapter 1In the Beginning Chapter 2Epic Journey Chapter 3October
14th, The Dawn of a New Era Chapter 4A New Home-A New Job A New Adventure Chapter 5A
New Life and a Dream Come True Chapter 6The Garden of Eden Chapter 7A New Beginning
Chapter 8“WE’RE GOING TO FRY THIS GRINGO” Chapter 9Zarpe, Zarpe, Who has the
ZARPE? Chapter 10When the Engine Quits, Land As Soon As Possible Chapter 11“The Coup”:
Whose side are you on? Chapter 12Pilot Down: “The Search” Chapter 13Double Exposure
Chapter 14“Happy Hour Fly-In” : “The True Meaning” (He’ll Be Coming Down the River When He
Comes) Chapter 15CAPTAIN, I FEEL SICK! Chapter 16The Gatcha Drop Chapter 17Lobster
Bust Chapter 1820-15 Chapter 19Aircraft Down Chapter 20A Family Affair Chapter 21Beating
the System Chapter 22Elvis and the Bermuda Triangle Chapter 23Magnum 44 Chapter 24Close
Encounter with a UFO Chapter 25Pilot’s Worst Nightmare Chapter 26A PILOT’S WORST
NIGHTMARE, THE REST OF THE STORY - PART TWO (The flight of Cessna 152, N24723)
Chapter 27The Demise of Cessna 723 Chapter 28“Rub a Dub Dub, Three Men in a Tub”
Chapter 29“Dame Cambio” - Give Me Change Chapter 30Medivac Mercy Flight Chapter
31Sometimes It Pays To Be Ignorant Chapter 32Home Before Sundown Chapter 33Mexican
Standoff Chapter 34It Happened at the Last Event Chapter 35(Mayday, Mayday, Mayday #2)
REDLINE Chapter 36“Take Me Home Country Roads” Chapter 37Take Me Home Part II - The
Rest of the Story Chapter 38Midnight over Nebraska Chapter 39The Doctor Makes a House Call
Chapter 40Gold Fever Chapter 41You Be the Judge Chapter 42National Security Agency (NSA)
Hijack Chapter 43Black Sunday Acknowledgements About the Author



Language: English
File size: 32953 KB
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 528 pages
Lending: Not Enabled

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

