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WILL WHIEHS' SEAT
[[Newspaper clipping top left]] VRED Y WILL BCK ]
Will Rogers' Seat Used By Will Eck g Eurape by Air

Iine Tied L e ] o
Will Eck, brother of Mrs. Silman Heston of Pleasant Plain and brother of ¥ N G
Mrs. Wm. Bristow, was the occupant of the first seat on the first ]|
commercial flight of the Alantic Ocean clipper ship making the Atlantic -
crossing recently. In an article in Time magazine of July 3rd there is a
list of the passengers and this comment. "In the seat once reserved for
the well known, loved Will Rogers sat W. J. Eck, assistant vice president
of Southern Railway, an engineer whose hobbies are photography and
globe flying and whose name was first of some three hundred firstflight
applicants.”

Will Rogers had in 1935 asked Pan American Airways to be their first
passenger when they got to flying the oceans. They ha placed his name
at the head of their waiting list for both Atlantic and Pacific crossings.

Mrs. Heston's son Russell, who recently graduated from the engineering
chool at Ames and who is now a junior Engineer in the Rural
Electrification Authority recently wrote his parents that a Pathe News
reel shows his uncle embarking on the above trip. [[end of newspaper
clipping top left]]

[[Article on right side of pagel]]
Europe by Air
First paying passenger account of a transatlantic flight by plane

[[newspaper clipping placed above start of article]]
New York

[[underlined by hand]]Mrs. Sherman Post Haight,[[/underlined]] who has
been passing a few days at her summer home in Connecticut, will be a
passenger on the new Pan-American Airway Clipper for Europe, which
will leave tomorrow inaugurating its first regular passenger service
between here and Marseilles, France. Mrs. Haight will continue on to
England, where she will pass a few weeks visiting friends.

[[end of newspaper clipping placed above start of article]]

The first transatlantic passengers had boarded the Dixie Clipper for her
maiden voyage to Europe. The Town of Port Washington had given
them a very gay send-off, with bands playing, flags flying, and cameras
clicking.

At last we were strapped in for the take-off. There was an atmosphere of
tenseness as the ship taxied down the bay, but this disappeared when
we began to climb and realized that we had actually commenced the
long dreamed of flight across the Atlantic.

As we flew over Long Island, and on out to sea, the 22 persons aboard
sat comfortably back in the spacious chairs and amused themselves in
various ways. Those who had not lunched had tea; a bridge game was
started; some of the famous first flighters told their flying experiences,
while others just sat and looked out the window at the cotton wool
clouds sparkling in the brilliant sunshine. We flew all day over a dense
bank, like the snow fields of the Arctic Ocean, and as the holes
appeared less frequently, one entirely forgot that the deep, dark ocean
was lying out of sight below a leaden sky.

Smithsonian Institution Transcription Center, Smithsonian National Air and Space Museum Archives



As the afternoon progressed there was much speculation as to whether
we would have a cocktail before dinner, but hopes sank with the sun--
when the tables were laid we were greatly disappointed to find that no
liquor had been provided. However, after a really delicious dinner,
prepared by a Baltimore caterer, a thoughtful fellow-voyager from
Chicago generously produced a bottle of brandy and all hands had a
liqueur.

The beds could not have been more comfortable, and sleep should have
been easily induced by the lulling drone of the motors--but the light of
the full moon on the clouds was so indescribably beautiful that there was
no use attempting it. The carpet of clouds below was full of eerie
shadows, and the clouds above swept across the moon, creating the
sensation of tremendous speed. We ran through several small but
spectacular storms, and were up at 6 a.m. to land at Horta, in the
Azores, exactly 15 1/2 hours out of New York.

It was lovely circling over the island in the sunshine and seeing the tilled
fields of all shapes and sizes with windmills dotted here and there. We
skirted the extinct volcano of Pica, rising 7,000 feet out of the sea,
circled by a ring of clouds just below the cone, made a perfect landing
directly in front of the town, and boarded a tender. The sea wall was
crowded with enthusiastic people who were so cordial in their welcome
that we felt at home immediately and hated to leave after our visit of an
hour and a half.

We were driven in motors through the lovely little town up 2,000 feet into
the hills, over curving roads lined with masses of blue hydrangeas that
grow wild in great profusion--to see the glorious view of the other
islands. It seemed strange to see the mountain from the underside of
the circle of clouds instead of from above it. On the hilltop the American
vice-consul delivered a speech of welcome, and we went on to a club of
partial proportions, where we cakes and the delicious white wine of the
country. That, incidentally, served as breakfast for those who had been
tardy in rising.

After being presented with flowers and very smart hats of native straw,
we regretfully said goodbye and after a short taxi rose in 28 seconds to
start the second lap of our journey. The afternoon flew quickly by and
we began to hate the thought of leaving the boat--we were just settling
down to a pleasant daily life with very good company and all the
comforts of home. But, on the other hand, one and all were really greatly
excited at having just spanned the Atlantic.

Land was sighted about a quarter to six, and everyone rushed for the
windows and glued their noses to the panes, as we began to circle over
Lisbon. We could hardly be torn away to take our seats and adjust the
belts. Exactly 24 hours out of New York we came down to another
perfect landing at the mouth of the Tagus River. Walking up the
gangway and setting foot upon European soil was the thrill of a lifetime.
Clearing customs, we drove for miles--or so it seemed--through the
historic old city to an excellent hotel, the Aviz, to spend the night.

At 6:30 the next morning the Clipper took off again for the last lap of the
journey, and flew up the coast of Portugal, with its rocky shore, little
towns, irregular farm lands, and distant mountains. When we reached
the Spanish coast, the clouds partially obliterated the view of land and
we caught only occasional glimpses of very similar terrain. At the height
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we were flying, it would have been impossible to see any of the ravages
of war even if the clouds hadn't been there.

The Spanish Government does not allow foreign planes to fly over her
territory, so we had to skirt the coast, and cross France to Marseilles,
north of the Pyrenees--adding 400 miles to the total of 4640 miles in 28
flying hours. Yet we averaged 165 miles an hour--a world record, and
the Ruban Bleu de l'air.

The landing at Marseilles was something of an emotional anticlimax to
that at Lisbon, but the French were very kind, and a good-natured
customs man put us through quickly.

It could not have been more comfortable or more pleasant. The time
went very quickly, the ship was steadier than a railroad train, and the
sound of the motors not loud enough to be objectionable. The steam
heat was well regulated, and there was wonderful hot water. In fact, it
proved a most practical and delightful way of coming to Europe as well
as a tremendous thrill.

--Anne Haight

[image--two women and a man at table with dishes, woman at table
behind them smoking; Caption above image: Courtesy of Pan American
Airways; Caption below image: Combination lounge and dining saloons
are amidships aboard Yankee Clipper and her five sister Pan American
transoceanic planes. Service is provided for 14 persons at one sitting,
but galley is equipped to serve the full complement of 85. Every pound
counts. Linens, china, glass, silver are all lightweight.]]
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