
Mary Louise King  Plaza View 

CROSSING PATHS WITH ROBERT REDFORD 
     Mary Louise King   Plaza View 

 Now that Robert Redford is a Senior Citizen (75 years old and counting), he has 
become much more open to the press. I doubt very much that he will mind if I weigh in 
with other recent pundits on his life and times. My husband Shelly Grossman and I were 
a photographer-writer team making documentaries for PBS 13/New York under the 
aegis of our film company Shoshoni Productions, Inc when we first met Redford.   

I had just finished the script for ñBlack Coal/Red Power,ò a 90-minute television 
special about the energy crisis of 1971 when people were beginning to talk 
about our dependence on foreign oil. One alternative being touted at the 
time was coal-fired electrical generating plants in the Southwest, supplied 
by strip mines. One of these new plants, The Four Corners Plant in 
Farmington, New Mexico, had already opened, spewing a trail of sulfur 
dioxide and particulates all the way to Denver. The EPA soon forced its 
owners in Arizona and California to clean up emissions which they  
(Robert Redford, Continued on Page 4) 

A MESSAGE FROM THE EDITOR: 
    After the long, hot summer, the hottest on record in Arizona, 
youðour readersð deserve  some cool stuff from the Writersô Group. 
First off, my story about a very nice guy, Robert Redford. Then kudos to 
Mary Stephenson of the Poetôs Corner for her clever reminder that we 
retirees (Second  Retirement) have too much to do. And on  the other 
side of the Poetôs Corner Doris Whisler (Greetings to My New 
Neighbors!) reminds us of the easy living at Plaza View.  And, I must add, 
the comfort of the Care Center.  Incidentally, every level of care at The Beatitudes is 
represented by members of the Roadrunner Extra! and Writersô Group. Sandy Kravitz 
describes his latest venture into ñSecond Retirementò this time at the Heard Museum, 
and Mildred Bulpitt reminds us how proud we are of  the young in our family.  Read 
how our newest authors Harvey Ross and Eva Hubschman served during World War 
II in Burma and Algiers and how Reuben Schneider learned to fly.  Thereôs more to 
read by our veteran writers, but better yet, come to our meetings, get together with the 
authors and make new friends. Not a writer? Weôll help. 
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Greetings to My New Neighbors! 

Dear Neighbors: 

 My lovely room looks out southeast  

from the 4th Floor.  

 I donõt have to do anything ð no cooking, grocery shopping or 

vacuuming! 

 With thanks to God, I feel good, and I put 

my makeup on first thing every morning! 

 I want to say òHelloó to all my new 

neighbors and hope to participate whenever I can 

be of help. 

 As we live the last part of our lives together, I want to enjoy 

each day to the fullest. 

 Three cheers for us!!! 

   Doris Whisler  Plaza View 
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SECOND RETIREMENT   
  

O, please let me retire from retirement. 

I was never, ever so busy 

 with church activities, 

 clubs and committees. 

Iõm going ôround in a òtizzy.ó 

No time to mop the kitchen. 

 No time to wax the floor. 

I think I hear the telephone. 

 The bus is at the door! 

I would like to finish this poem; 

 I really, truly would,  

But I will do the other things 

 because I think I should. 

I never thought that I would be 

 shut up like a clam, 

but Iõm too busy by far 

 to tell how busy that I am! 

O, please, let me retire 

 from retirement. 

Itõs a strenuous job for me, 

There is no relief in sight 

 as far as I can see! 

  Mary Stephenson   
    North Plaza 
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Robert Redford, (Continued from Page 1) 
did but not entirely. And the rush was on to build more.   

Our film centered on the huge Mohave Generating Station in Laughlin, Nevada 
next to be opened in 1971 with coal from the Peabody mine on the Navajo 
Reservationôs Black Mesa. This station generated even more problems with air pollution 
that threatened to obscure the Grand Canyon.  Navajos on the mesa protested the 
destruction of their sheep herding lifestyle and Mother Earth herself. Their neighbors, 
the Hopis, feared that taking water from the underground aquifer for the slurry line 
carrying coal to Laughlin would deplete it. 

We needed a narrator for our film.  Redford, the young star with environmental 
interests and sympathy for Native American causes, would be the perfect narrator.  We 
arranged to meet him. 

 When we arrived for our meeting with Redford he was dressed for tennis.  We 
were at the Park Avenue apartment of friend and screen writer William Goldman.  

Redford was not hard to convince.  He also offered to do the 
narration pro bono. We had been lucky enough to catch him at a 
turning point in his career.  He was enjoying the smash box office 
success of ñButch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid.ò  There was an 
ease and honesty with which he presented himself that I will 
never forget. Gosh! I thought, this famous person, the Sundance 
Kid, is a really nice guy. 
 Some weeks later, we were in a Hollywood studio to see 
Redford waiting for what seemed an interminable length of time 
while a group of young men, obviously studying acting after 
hours, fiddled with the sound track of ñThe Candidate.ò  They 
would insert a barking dog here and there, and then take a break 
to read from a play. I recognized it as ñTitus Andronicusò since I 

nearly failed my college course in Shakespeare because of itðthe whole semesterôs 
grade hinged on an essay exam on this obscure work.  
 The appearance of Redford banished such unpleasant reminders, and, after a 
brief greeting, he led the way down a long hallway. Actually I had to follow behind him 
and Shelly to the recording room while the two men carried on a lively conversation. I 
had an uncomfortable feeling about that dayðtagging along the way, like a little girl. 
Then I read recently in The AARP Magazine that Jane Fonda had the identical 
experience when she was Redfordôs costar in some early movies. He was always out in 
front of her two or three steps. I feel better now, knowing that I was not alone. And Jane 
long ago forgave him. She remains one of his best friendsðthose who call him ñBob!ò  
 Other friends of Bob have not remained loyal.  William Goldman, the screen 
writer for ñButch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid,ò also wrote a screenplay for ñAll the 
Presidentôs Men,ò which Redford rejected.  From his standpoint it was to tell the 
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Watergate story as the free press doing its job; it was not about Nixon.  A new biography 
of Redford details how he struggled to have the screenplay redrafted by other writers. In 
the end, when Goldman reluctantly handed over his version, Redford rented a room 
across from the Washington Post to rewrite it himself with Allan J. Pakula. Only the 
beginning and the end of the original screenplay remained. The friendship was gone, 
but Goldman got the consolation prize, the Academy Award for Best Adapted 
Screenplay. 
 We never saw Redford again after the trip to Hollywood to record the script for 
Black Coal/Red Power.  It is a measure of his thoughtfulness toward someone he barely 
knew, that Robert Redford sent me a letter of condolence after Shellyôs death in 1975. 
 I was always interested to see that he remained dedicated to environmental 
causes.  He recently blogged about his opposition to a coal companyôs plans to open a 
mine near Bryce Canyon, Utah.   I did contact him several times over the years about 
other film proposals, and he always replied by letter or telephone regardless of how 
busy he might have been. His answer was invariably that he couldnôt take on anything 
newðand couldnôt take on a project in any case without being part of the planning.   

from Wikipedia: 
June 10, 2009  
 Southern California Edison 
announced that the Mohave Generating 
Station would be decommissioned and all 
generating equipment would be removed 
from the site... 
March 11, 2011  

 The 500 foot exhaust stack, a 
longtime landmark of the Laughlin/Bull-
head City area, was felled by explosives. 

from The Arizona Republic: 
 Environmental groups that fought 
Edison, SRP and the plantôs other owners 
over pollution are hopeful more vintage 
coal plants are replaced with renewable-
energy. 
September 20, 2011  
 BULLHEAD CITY, Ariz. ð Piece 
by piece, the Mohave Generating Station 
across the Colorado River from Bullhead 
City is disappearing.  The 1,580 
megawatt coal-fired facility in Laughlin, 
Nev., closed on New Year's Eve 2005 
and demolition began in late 2009. 

Mohave Generating Station 
Laughlin, Nevada 



RO A D R U N N E R EX T R A! 6 

 For the past year 
I have had the special 
experience of going 
through the training to 
become a visitor guide 
at the Heard Museum.  
The museum has one 
of the finest collections 
of American Indian art  

and artifacts in 
the world.  
Unfortunately, 
many residents 
of Arizona (and I 
suspect many 
Beatitudes 
residents) have 
never visited the 
museum. 

AN ARIZONA TREASURE 
    Sandy Kravitz   South Plaza 

 My training started last October and consisted of weekly three-hour lectures by 
the Museumôs Education Director and practice touring of each of the ten galleries.  
Toward the end of our training we led tours of visitors under the eye of an experienced 
guide.  In May our class was officially certified as guides (Las Guias), and we received 
our guide badges.  Now I lead tours at least once a week, and I often work at the 
Reception Desk where I welcome visitors.  I should note that since my mobility is 
compromised I do the guiding from my electric scooter. 
 The galleries of the museum are very special.  For example, the latest new 
exhibit is called ñ100 years of Navajo Weaving.ò  There are breathtaking examples of the 
evolution of this work from craft to a highly personalized art.  The signature museum 
exhibit is called ñHome.ò  This provides a detailed explanation of the evolution of Native 
Communities in Arizona and New Mexico from the year 1 AD until the present.  Here we 
learn about Hohokam, the TohoOdom, Apache, Hopi, Navajo and all the Pueblo 
communities. 
 Did you know that the first revolution in America occurred in 1680 when the 
pueblo communities, in a collective insurrection, drove out the Spanish invaders?  The 
Spanish fled as far as El Paso and did not return until 1692.  They were less oppressive 
after the revolt.  [Note: See the box on the next page,  ñThe 1680 Revoltéò] 
 Another wonderful gallery is named ñThe Art of Ceremony.ò  Here paintings 
celebrate the rich traditions of the many variations in native ceremonies. 
 All of the art in the museum was done by native artists.  The museum particularly 
celebrates the growing contemporary work of native artists. 
 During the year the Museum Guild, the museum volunteers, offers Fairs which 
show the work of silversmiths, potters, weavers, carvers and painters.  This year the fair 
in early March drew some fifteen thousand visitors. 
 I hope this article will encourage Beatitudes residents to try to get to the museum 
either with family or through Beatitudes sponsored trips. 
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AN ARIZONA TREASURE 
    Sandy Kravitz   South Plaza 

The 1680 Revolt of the Nineteen New Mexico Pueblos 
Ray Maldoon   CP West 

 For centuries the Pueblo People lived peacefully in what is present-day New 
Mexico.  In the 1600ôs the Spanish explorers came looking for gold and subjugated the 
Indians enforcing a harsh rule and a new religion. 
 The Indians did not submit for long.  A leader emergedðPop®ða shaman of the 
Kachina religion in San Juan Pueblo.  Missionary officials had flogged him in public for 
conducting a religious ceremony.  Resistance to Spanish rule had built.  Pop® sent 
emissaries to the other pueblos and a resistance alliance formed among most of the 
pueblos. 

 The time for the uprising was disclosed by a special code.  The emissaries of 
Pop® wore a cord tied with eleven knots setting the day to rise up.  One knot was to be 
untied each day until on August 11, 1680 the Indians rose up, burned missions and 
farms, attacked soldiers and killed those who resisted.  The Spanish fled to the Mexican 
border. 
 The Pueblo People tore down the mission churches and 
returned to their own religion and customs.  But Pop®, too, ruled 
harshly. He ordered that every vestige of the Spanish rule 
including crosses and churches--even fruit trees planted by the 
Spanish--be destroyed.  Resistance was punished harshly 
even by death. Pop® disappeared but may have lived obscurely in 
Taos. 
 The Spanish returned in 1692, subjugated the people once 
again, but ruled less harshly. 
 In time Spanish oppression became Mexican oppression.  When the U.S. 
defeated Mexico in 1848 the oppression continued under the U.S.  During the Teddy 
Roosevelt administration the government appropriated 48,000 acres of the Taos Pueblo 
including their sacred Taos Mountain and Blue Lake. 

After years of petitioning this injustice was finally reversed by the Nixon 
administration in 1970. In the issue, Roadrunner Extra! May-June 2011, Mary Louise 
King described how the documentary film produced by her and her husband, The 
Water is so Clear a Blind Man Could See, may have helped in that cause.  She still 
enjoys the friendship of Taos people.   

Today the Taos people still live peacefully and practice the religion of their 
choiceðusually a blend of their native religion and Catholicism. 
 
ACKNOWLEDGMENT   
This account is based in part on information in two Internet sources: 
   ñThe 1680 Revolt of the Nineteen New Mexico Pueblos,ò Native American History, Suite 101 
   ñThe Pueblo Revolt,ò Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia) 
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Stilwellôs Road 
     Harvey S. Ross, Lt. Col. Ret.   Health Care Center 

 When people think of the ñbridge to nowhere,ò a political boondoggle somewhere 
in Alaska comes to mind.  The Burma Road, built during World War II as an Allied 
supply route from India to China, ended up being a 1,100-mile road to nowhere. 
 Under the command of General Joseph Stilwell (nicknamed ñVinegar Joeò), I led 
a company of 100 Black American soldiers as we loaded and placed gravel for a 300-
mile portion of The Burma Road from 1942 to 1944.  The road began in a small village 
in India called Ledo then snaked through Burmaðnow Myanmarðthrough swamps and 
the high Himalayan mountain range into China. 
 General Stilwell was convinced that the road would 
make passage easier for the U.S. and the Allies as we 
battled with Japan. But he and Chinese General Chiang Kai-
shek clashed over the plans, and Stilwell was relieved of his 
post in 1944. 
 Building the road at an ascending altitude was rough 
going as my company filled up wetlands and smoothed out 
mountainous terrain that the engineering company working 
ahead of us cleared. It was heavy, sweaty, dangerous work. 
 We had to move our camp every couple of weeks as 
we progressed through the wilds.  We slept in mosquito-
netted tents at night, where I would read letters sent to me by 
a young school teacher, Betty Sue, whom Iôd met at a 
training base party in Shreveport, Louisiana. I didnôt think 
Betty Sue would fall for me because she had been engaged 
to an American pilot who was shot down over Germany.  
Betty Sueôs letters were kind and encouraging, and the 
cookies she sent were delicious. 

 Ole Griffith 

     Before World War II Burma was a 
British colony, and in the early stages 
of the war Britain moved supplies to 

China overland.  In 1942 the Japanese army overran Burma and supplies 
had to be flown from India into China to Chiang Kai-shek and his 
nationalist army.  Many an American aviator flew ñthe Humpò (as often as 
three times a day) with supplies for China.  When northern Burma was 
recaptured a new road overland was built by troops serving under 
General Joe Stilwell.   Known there at the time as Ledo road, it was later 
named Stilwell Road in his honor.  After two years in construction the first 
truck convoy reached China in January, 1945. 
 Harvey Ross and his company were part of the builders.  

 Ledo Road 
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 I shared Betty Sueôs cookies only with the white officers.  Black soldiers who 
reported to me were not allowed to eat with us nor were we permitted to fraternize with 
them. 
 Recently I learned those hardworking black soldiers in my company did not 
receive the same G.I. benefits I did upon returningðno home mortgages, no college 
entryð because they were black!  Despite their credible service they still faced the 
same old discrimination as prewar by banks, colleges and even the V. A.  
 No wonder it was so difficult for many returning soldiers of color to achieve the 
American dream. Can you imagine not receiving benefits given to other veterans 
because of your skin color? 
 Also, I later learned that the political coup in Burma resulted in no oneðnot even 
the people who lived thereðusing the road we built. The jungle reclaimed it. 
 Yet even with many lives lost during the roadôs construction no one benefits 
today.  Politics let the jungle reclaim the road.  Nevertheless I am proud to say our 
soldiers who built the Burma Road accomplished what our nation asked of them. 
 After the war, I returned to Shreveport, my skin a bright yellow from the anti-
malarial drugs the Army gave us. I convinced Betty Sue to become my bride and  
returned to Salt Lake City, Utah where we began our family and careers on Wainwright 
Road ï ironically named for General Jonathan ñSkinnyò  Wainwright, whose troops were 
abandoned to the Japanese in the Philippines by General Douglas MacArthur. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

  CONVERSATION PIECE 
 ąOf course, you found the Taj Mahal, 
 g{x  £ªx |x§¨ u©| w|¢z £y ¨{x¡ t  ĆA 
 Can't really say, lady I was stuck 
 Far beyond Shing with a QM truck. 
 Monsoon was rugged there, hot and wet, 
 Nothing to do but work and sweat. 
 And dry was the dust upon my mouth 
 As steadily big "cats" roared on south, 
 Over this ground where Japs lay killed; 
 We had the Ledo Road to build. 

     Stanza from a poem by Sgt. Smith Dawless 
     C B I Roundup ( G. I. Newspaper) 
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I Am Very Proud of é 
...my great nephew Christopher 

   Mildred Bulpitt  Central Park North 

 Christopher is a member of a team of California students who built a solar car.  
He is a junior at the University of California, Berkeley.  The students have entered 
their solar car in the World Solar Challenge, an 1800 mile race that will be run in the 
Outback of Australia from Darwin to Adelaide, October 16 to October 23, 2011. 
 Want to follow the race?  Here are two websites to see the car in action: 
  Calsol.Berkeley.edu/index.php 
  Youtube.com/user/berkeleycalsol   
 Sixty-five years ago I was a junior in college.  As the years have gone by I 
have been amazed and delighted to see the opportunities for students to travel and 
study abroad expand greatly. 

 

When I was sitting in the lounge 
  I heard a crash, a dreadful sound 
    For something hit the window. 
 

 Though I was scared,  
 I rushed outside 
 To see what I could see 
  
  I saw an owl 
  That dreadful fowl 
  Had caught a mouse  
  Close to the house 

  
  

And that mouse squeaked 

And squeaked and squeaked mouse squeak 

As the owl flew away 

With the mouse in his beak. 

THE OWL 

and 

THE MOUSE 

(Above) 2011 Team with Goldrush (Chris is last                                                  
          row. far right) 
(Left)  Impulse, 2011 entry 

Squeak 

Amy Taylor 
Central Park West 
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What to do in a Pinch 
      Mary Gallagher   South Plaza 

 My Uncle Johnny was my motherôs 
advisor on household repairs and 
maintenance. 
 Problems 
beyond his ability 
necessitated calling in 
Stevie Coleman, a 
ñRatso Rizzo,ò ñBarry 
Fitzgeraldò type whom              
he considered a genius   
in engineering affairs. 
 My mother would mildly protest 
with a ñreally Johnny, must we ïthat dirty 
old man?ò 
 On this one occasion in the cellar, 
matters seemed to have been resolved 
rather speedily.  The trio advanced to the 
cellar stairs for further resolution. Uncle 
Johnny was first up for the final 
consultation in the kitchen. Then my 
elegant mother, Summa Cum Laude 
graduate of the Emily Post school of 
decorum and ladylike behavior, followed.  
Next and last ascended Stevie, with evil 
intent because he ñthrew all caution to 
the windò and pinched my mother where 
no one dared to ever think of pinching my 
mother before. 

  Without missing a 
beat my motherôs idle foot 
landed squarely on 
Stevieôs chest. He 
tumbled back like an 
upturned cockroach, 

flailing and screaming on the rough 
concrete cellar floor.  ñMy Lord,ò said 
Uncle Johnny, ñWhat happened to 
Stevie?ò 
 ñNot enough,ò was my motherôs 
reply. 

 The Kitty League 
                     Mimi McClellan  North Plaza 
 In the 1930ôs, our little town of 
Fulton, Kentucky got a semipro, Class D 
baseball team. They belonged to a 
league called the Kitty League. 
 My Dad started taking me to 
games when I was 10 years old and I 
have had a love of baseball ever since. 

Our team, the Railroaders, played 
other small towns in Kentucky and 
Tennessee as Fulton is divided by the 
Tennessee - Kentucky state line. 

We sat in a wooden 
stadium at the fairgrounds and the 
attendance was great. The 
players received $80 per month 
salary and lived in town with 
people that had spare rooms. Of 
course, girls of that age were thrilled to 
have the handsome players in town. 
There were even two marriages. 

 I donôt remember but one 
player, and that was a pitcher named 
Elmer Winning. I saw him pitch a 
doubleheader and win both games. 

Later after the war came along 
there were not enough players, but after 
the war ended  they did play a few more 
years . 

Even if you are not a baseball fan, 
watch one of the World Series games. 
Hopefully you will see the Diamondbacks 
playing and winning in Chase Field. 

Go Diamondbacks!  
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LEARNING TO FLY IN ARIZONA 
      Reuben Schneider  Central Park West 

 A recent sand storm here in Phoenix brought back my encounter with one. In 
1950 when I was taking flying lessons for a private license, I was on a short flight in a 
small two-place Cessna 140. I had less than 10 hours total flying time including my 
training time and was on a short solo trip to Tucson and return.  
 On the way home I was flying at 1000 feet and nearing Casa 
Grande when a huge sandstorm started up in front of me.  It 
reached upwards it seemed to 5000 feet. I did not panic but thought 
how do I get around this mess. I knew I had small mountains on 
each side of the storm and to try to climb over it was foolish, so I 
decided to turn back to Eloy and wait out the storm.  As I neared 
Eloy I saw the storm had subsided so I turned back, but I knew 
better than to fly back over this turbulent area, so I veered slightly 
east of Mesa before turning west.  
 I saw my fuel was running low but I thought I had enough to 
reach Sky Harbor which was still beyond the poor radio in the 
plane. I finally was close enough to see Sky Harbor and requested 
landing instructions for runway clearance.  
 I landed smoothly with not too much fuel left. When I taxied up to the Flight 
School they embraced me because I was more than 45 minutes late and had so little 
flight experience. I realized how calm I was throughout this mess.  
 So thatôs my close encounter with one of Arizonaôs many sandstorms. 
 
 A week after my encounter with an Arizona sandstorm I decided I should practice 
Touch and Goôs.  I went to my Flight School and ran my usual preflight inspection 
including checking the Trim Tab Settings.   
 I taxied out to the head of the flight line and called the tower for takeoff 
instructions.  Just then I received a call from the Flight School that they failed to check 
on the previous flight report of my plane and were sending out another plane for me to 
use, and it was all checked out for me to use.  I transferred into this plane and called the 
tower for new instructions.  They cleared me for takeoff and off I went full throttle for 
takeoff.  
 With hardly a takeoff roll the little plane leaped into the air at an impossible 45 
degree angle. I immediately realized the problemðincorrect Trim Tab Settingsðand the 
deadly danger I was in.  I pushed the stick forward to control the climb as I bent down to 
adjust the elevator trim tab wheel which was at floor level between the seats.  I 
unconsciously was reducing air speed, and I saw the speed dropping to 65.  I knew that 
if it got much lower I would stall out and crash--end of story!  So I gave up on the trim 
tab and leveled off to regain airspeed at 85.  Then I again reached for the trim tab to 
take the pressure off the stick to control the climb and airspeed, but again I noticed a 
drop in air speed.   
 I saw I was half way down the runway at more than 800 feet so I quickly decided 

Arizona Dust Storm 

2011 
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to forget the trim tab and gain altitude slowly.  I headed 
toward Thunderbird Field.  Thunderbird was an abandoned 
WW2 air field with a solitary bright blue Quonset hut in the 
middle of a vast green sea (which is now in the center of 
Scottsdale). When I finally had the plane under control I shot 
numerous touch and goôs and then headed back to Sky 
Harbor and the Flight School without further problems.   
 When I arrived I was again complimented for my skill 
in recovering from what in most cases would have been a 
fatal crash. They thought for sure that they were going to lose me and the plane.  

 My next 40 hours were uneventful.  Flying in those little planes was boring.** 
 (**Ed.: Except for an occasional near-death experience.)  

Cessna 140 

TRIBUTE  
 I was grateful to one person in particular that I had the skill to avoid a crash and bring my 
plane homeñCaptain Larry Spain.   More than 90 percent of those take-offs result in fatalities, but 
I remained calm and did everything correctly.  Fortunately when I arrived at Luke airfield in early 
ô42 I was assigned to what was called Base Operations and Transient Aircraft Maintenance. These 
few aircraft were only flown by the C.O. and Brass on the field. The Officer in charge was a 
middle aged captain and a longtime pilot, Larry Spain. Both he and his wife had been the Fixed 
Base Operatives of Yuma Airport before the war. He noticed my interest in the proper 
maintenance I showed for the plane I was flying.  I was the only one to come to the office to study 
Tech Manuals of the various aircraft instead of goofing off. These manuals were written in such 
simple language that someone with only an 8th grade education could maintain an aircraft.    
 Whenever Cpt. Spain was going to take an airplane for a flight test he would always invite 
me along.  He would always give me "stick time" in how to fly properly and safely on landings and 
takeoffs.   He also taught me how to safely crash land a crippled aircraft 
that was still flyable. He had me practice stalls and recoveries over and over 
again in many different military aircraft.  He taught me another very 
valuable lesson--how to remain calm in emergencies.   
 After the war Larry and Mrs. Spain were once again Fixed Base 
Operatives of Yuma Airport.  On one of my solo cross-countries to Yuma 
and Blythe and return I stopped at Yuma to refuel.  I checked into the 
flight office to see Larry and Mrs. Spain.  She sadly told me that he of all 
people was recently killed in an air crash while dusting crops. This 
wonderful  man in his 60õs was still a duster pilot, and he had a heart attack 
while dusting.  What a fine way to go. 
 I learned lots of safe flying from Larry Spain.  He taught me single engine flying with only 
one engine on twins. It was against òregsó but very helpful and enjoyable. I was fortunate to be 
befriended by this wonderful caring man who passed this helpful info to me.     
   Gratefully and with Respect to Capt. Spain, 
    Signed, Col. Reuben Schneider, Confederate Air Force, Retired 

Larry Spain 


