BY LINCOLN BEACHY,

HAVE just been asked by & syndicato to fly in
Europe. I could easily make at least $100,000 on
one contract, but I have refused. I will never

@y again. Fear has driven mo out of the skies for’

all time. Not fear of my own death or the dread of
bodily injury for mysclf has made me give up an
art which I doarly love, but the blame and remorse
for the death of brother avintors who went erash.
ing into eternity trying to ‘‘out-Beachey Beachay.’’
I have quit as pacomaker for Death,

I invonted the ‘Vertical Drop,’’ or, as the news-
papers call it, the ‘‘Dip of Deaih,’’ the *‘Durch
Roll,’’ tho ‘‘Oconn Roll,’’ tho ‘‘Turkey Trot,’’ thag
¢‘Figure Eight,”’ which is also known ns the ‘/Spiral
and Roverso.’’ Denth taught me oach one of them.
Nino- of my f{rionds were spurred on to trye theso
things, aud cvery one of thom is dead. Phil Par-
meleo, John Frishie, Rutherford Page, Horace Iear-
ney, Billy Badger, Eugene Ely, Charlie Walsh, Cul
Rodgers und Cromwell Dixon, fine boys all of them.
And one by ono they havo hurtled down, clutching
at the robes of God, to smash on earth!

Death hag loft me alono, has allowed me to do
impossible things, because I was a good sorvant to
him, I am tormented with a desire to ‘‘Loop the
Toop’’ in the air, I know that I can do it, but I
know that no one olse ean do it, I know that if I
over go up into ther air again I will pull off this
*¢Loop the Loop.”” And then many mon will be taken
in by Death in trying to do the samo thing because
I have done it.

Thoy say I have shown wisdom rare in a gambler,
for I quit the game when I was a winner., I knew
[ wag o desperate gambler. Death was always my
opponent, and I gave tremendous odds. My life
was always my own steko--my life against a few
dollars. It isn’t wisdom that makes me quit. It's
deadly fear for others.

In Chieago lnst Scptembor the mother of Horace
Kearney cume to me oven yhile lorace was thrilling
tho crowds in Grant park Locause of his daring, She
bogged me; weeping, not to teach Iorace any more
of my tricks, Ilornce spoke up: ‘‘Mother, I must
bo a top-liner or nothing in this gnme. I must be
as good as Lincoln Beachoy or take & back seat,
mother, 8o long as Lincolu is flying I must do the
tricks ho docs.’’

Threo months later he was dend.

Churlie Walsh's wifo begged me havo Walsh ecut
out my death inviting spivals. T tried to, and he
thonght T was joalous. ‘‘Beachey does them, and
I must if T am to got any of the big money,’’ Walsgh
told her. Two weeks later Charlio went into the
dendly reverse spiral. A little wire snapped and ho
wag dead when they picked him up.

I was flying at Albuguerquo, N. M., when a wire
from Glon Curtiss told me thut Mrs. Walsh and her
two fatherless babes would pass through thore the
next dny. In tho baggage car of the limited was
the body of my former tenm mate. Tn her compart-
ment of the Lullman Mrs, Walsh made mo feal like
a wanton murderer as she told mo how Charlio died,
doterminod to master my spiral,

I sent somo tickets to tho window of Tingeno Lly
in 8an Francisco when I flew there lnst winter, She
sent them baek. .

“¢I ennnot benr to see yon fly again,'’ sho wrote.
““T can't forget that Yugeny wonld ho with me sow
if ho had nover scen you fly, !’

Aftor Ioraco Xoenruey died Mrs. Kearney wrote

. me & pitiful Jetter reminding mo of hor request ol
fow months previous in Chiengo.

Y“If only ho had never seen you and tried to erau-

late your flying,’’ she wrote,
- At Tanfornn, lnst November, T heard several of
the boys nbout tho hangars talking about doing the
‘Uatraight glide.’’ T wanted to leave the fleld
them, because when I warned thom they only laughod,
and I was in tho grip of fenr-—not for mysolf, but
bacause I was certnin they would follow my lead
and go to their denths,

Why did I onlist ns Doath’s pneomaker? Woll,
liston. Tho people demanded thrills in the first place,
X was novor egotistienl onough to think that the
orowds came to witnoss my skill' in putting a bi-
plane through all the trick dog stumts., There wans
only onc thing that drow them to my cxhibitions—the
desiro to seo ‘‘somothing happen’’—menning, of
courso, my donth, They all predieted that I would bo
killed whilo flying, and nono near wanted to miss bo-
ing in at the death if they could help it. They paid
to seo mo die. They bot that I would, and the odds
woro always against my life, and I got big monoy
for it.

I mado up my mind that if I did tumble from the
air T did not want my final bump to stamp me as
& pikor. If it cnmo my time to bow to the seythe
wiclder I wantod to drop from thousands of feet, I
wanted tho grand stands and the grounds to be
sacked with n huge, cheoring mob, and tho band
‘must bo ernshing out tho latest rug. And when the
ambulanco, or worse, haulod me nwny, I wanted
thdm all to say ns they flled out tho gntes, ‘' Well,
Beachoy was certainly flying somel??

My ‘‘Death Dip’’—the vertieal pglide~—startod
throngh an aceldont that happened to me when I
wns thousauds of foot in the air. I was up after
tho altitude record at the Los Angoles meet. I was
high abovo % clouds. It was vary wonderful, for
bolow me, ns far ns the eye counld follow, wns n por-
foct sen of cloudy fleece that roflected tho golden
sun in a dazzling wuy. I felt like an angel—so
much go that in tho ccatacy of the moment I Legan
to sing alond. And in a twinkling Denth seemeod to
croep upon mo and ronch out and touch mo with &
bony fingor tip. My motor had stopped dead!

It is Leyond my powers to doseribe my foelings in
that dread moment. I had been an alrman since I
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tried the ‘*Dip of Death,’’ Shown Opposite, Failed to Make the ‘‘Come

‘Y did the most impossible things, Death didn't touch me—although I always felt
him close behind. I was immune because I was too good a pacemaker for him.”’

dous glides to carth, I hegan to reinforce my ma-
chine. I dovPled every wire, and gradually 1 was
able to come down at sharper and sharper angles. L
went slow. The others djdn’t.

As the days and weeks and montias went by and
I was sharpening the angle of that glide, 1 knew
the time would come when I could make o shoer
dive from a great altitude.

At first T had great difficulty in breathing. Tt
was hard to control my senses and to get used tq
the increased air pressure. Gradually 1 fnastered
it. One das, letting only a few friends know of my
intentions, I determined to make a dead drop from
an altitude of 5,000 feet. Well, if I had failed I
I came

wouldn’t be here to tell about it now.

In’’ and Was Dashed to Death. The Photograph Shows How the Aeroplane Fell Head On.

[

wos thirtcen. ¥very move for self-preservation
flashed before me. I began to drop, drop, drop with
ghastly speed.
nose of the plane down at an angle and began to
glide. Through the clonds I whizzed, the wings cf
my plane groaning as in very agony from the strain
of the resicting air, which rushed through the taut
wires of the machine until it sounded as if some
unseen angel of denth was playing my requiem on
o giant harp.

The momory 4f it all is now but & mad, dazy
whirl through space. I know Y came downm out of
the heavens with the swish of a great condor. I
could hear the hysterioul applause as I turned up
the nose of my plane to esse the force of my drop
from the blue. I had come down in a straight glide

Rosolved to die ¢almly, I tilted the’

at an angle of about 45 degrees. When I steeped down
from the machine I didn’t dare ssk—I just waited
for someone to say: ‘‘Why, Beachey, old man, your
hair has turned snow white!”’

And that was the Deginning of the ‘‘Dip of
Death.”? Tt was the forerunner of all that people
have been pleased to eall my ‘‘atr deviltry.”’ My

. defonse of the ¢‘Dip of Death’’ is that I was foreed
to tnke it, ag birdmen have since, and when I kept
it up T was furthering tho intcrests of science in
that I waa showing airmen that it was possible {o
cheat death when your motor stalled above. It was
all at tho peril of mny own life and at the cost of
all the lives snuffed out in an attempt to follow in
my wake., Cousoquence, I held little fear of an en-
gine gone wrong thereafter, and one-half of the
martyrs of this great science would be alive today
had thoy studied the possibilities of the glide as 1
did, patiently and scientifically.

As soon as I found that I could make the tremen-

straight down like a stone. As T neared the ground
I turned up the plane’s nose and landed in a dis-
tant part of tho field ns gently as a hird.

And I've done it hundreds of times simce, XNo
livipg thing has ever gone throngh the rir af the
rato I went. One day we figured the speed of the
drop. From an altitnde of 3000 feet until the time
I brought up the plane’s nose near the pround L
traveled at the rate of 136 miles an hour. Just
twenty-three scconds it took to cover the distance!

The boys wha tried to follow me in that drop. in
most eases, went at it blindly. Before taking np
the planes I had been a dirigible balloon operator
for five yenrs. Study of tho air was a fad with me.
When I took up the planes T knew a little mere ahount
the elements than iy brother birdmen. Most of
those killed had never been off the ground in any-
thing. Some of them didn't even take the trouble
to look their machines over before going up. (on-
crally they left it to a mechanic. T never faijled to
examine everything before trusting myself to chanwe,

T watched Rutherford Page trying out some of wmy
stunts in & brand new Curtiss machine. e was
foolishly brave and I tried to warn him. He laughed
at me. Ie insisted that he conld do anything I
did. I helped to untangle his dead and broken Lody
from that very machine a few minutes later. As
we worked to clear him of the maze of wires and
canvas, his mechaniciau turned to me and said:

¢¢Mr, Beachey, Rutherford said just now, before

he went up, he was going to outdo your stunts or
break his neck.’’

.

Nine Men Killed by Imitating His Desperate Feats,

Just an unexpected puff of wind, and it was the
end. He wouldn’t listen, and he paid the price with
his life. lie was doing what they enll my *‘Duich
rolls.?’

Phil Parmelce was killed doing my ¢‘figure eight.*’
I used to complete the entire evolution with my
bands off the lovers, guiding my maching with my
knees and the motion of my body only. Phil was
determined to master that. He died trying to do it.

Horace Iearney wanted to bo the star at owr
Los Angelas meet. ‘Do something to outshine
Beachey!’’ scemed to be the ery. So he attempted
a flight over the ocean from Los Angeles to San
Irancisco, where a meet was to follow shertly
after. Mo took with him as a passenger Choster
Lawrence, automobile editor of the Los Angeles
Examiner. A siugle pontoon from that machine i=
all that they ever found of it. Kearney and Law-
rence werc never seen alive nor were their bodies
found.

Billy Budger, a college graduate and rich, died in
the *‘pit’’ at Chicugo during the big mect. Hilly
was doing wmy vertical dip with the ‘‘come in"
Billy was all courage and the jolliest fellow 1 cver
koew. 1lle was happy-go-lucky and simply trusted
to Juck. Mo didn’t tako the trouble to reinforce his
machine, and the result was that when he madg
the drop the forece of the air erumpled the wiugs
‘of bis plane up about him. He forfeited his life
with a smile.

Eugene Ely was showing a (icorgia crowd (he
t‘Dutch roll.’” When they dug Gene out his last
words were: ‘[ lost control.™’ B

Cromwell Dixon, a mere lad, wanted to *fhe bet-
ter than Beachey.’’ His machine crumpled whea he
was trying the diE. )

('al Rodgers, the man who flew from eccast to
coast, died in the surf near Los Angeles doing the
dip.  Nodgers was dipping down and chastug seu
gulls for the amusement of the erowd. Ile plunged
inta shallow water and died under his maehine.

John PFrishie went down to hiz death deing the
“tocean 1oll '

1 was ongaged especially to do stuntz ut the
Chicago meet. I appeared on the Just two days
anly, but my anties in the air saved the meet, they
said,  When they raw me perform tho flest Jday they
were hetting in the aunditorium har that 1 would
not iive the meet out. When { flew over Ninuara
IPalls and down the gorge they were helting two 10
one that 1 would not attempt the font and iwve o
one that | would never get out of the gorge alive,
1 did, though, and lnnded in Canada in six minufes,
aofting $5,000 for the feat. So perbaps 1've been
foreed fo o these stunts.

The acro-seientists said & man conldn’t go 1p in
the air and come straight down, heeause the pres-
sure on the top of the biplane would erush it vl
turn the thing over. With my hat off to seicuee, )
will only say that I drepped straight down !y
for two years. There was pressure on the top.  Laks
of times T thought the canvas MIGII! burst, Lt
it didn't.

The chief of police of San Jwun, DPorto Riva,
whom T know very well jin a social way-—aot throngh
professional attentions—coined the saying: ©“To Iy
hetter than Peachy means death.’”  Those words
seemed to he always hefore my eyves.

I love the game and helieve in it, We c¢ax't even
dremm of the results yet to be attaived. T know
I've got plenty of courage. 1 always felt save of
myself—so sure that tho thought of dewth never

Beachey’s ‘‘Spiral Glide’’ with t.ixe Deadly
Reverse That Killed Walsh.
\

pven hothered me. But my conscience wont let me
go on with my work, f)nly one thing will ever
tempt me to take my place in an aeroplane. If aver
the United Stutes is forced into a war, and Uncle
Sam wants me to fly for ‘‘Old Glory,”’ I'll y—
but until thes I'm through.



