JET PILOTS ARE DIFFERENT
By Richard English
(from Saturday Evening Post, July 9, 1949)


Howling in over San Diego, the Navy jets shrieked toward the bay, the sound trailing after them. Ten minutes before the stubby fighters had been 40,000 feet above Palm Springs, a hundred miles away. High above the desert it had been so cold that their vapor trails had frozen, painting snow-capped mountain ranges across the sky. Eight miles up, the squadron could see not only San Diego but Yuma, the Gulf of California, and up the coast almost to Santa Barbara. Now, streaking over the sunlit waves, the blue Furies landed at North Island Naval Air Station. VF 51, the Navy's fastest jet-fighter squadron, had finished another day's work and the ground crew relaxed.


Climbing down from the FJ1's the pilots didn't look like an extra-hazard squadron as they removed their crash helmets. Their nylon "G" suits clinging to them, at first glance they all seemed young and careless. The pilots headed for the hangar lockers. It was as they changed that they learned another squadron's torpedo bomber had gone smoking into the bay while they were out. No one said anything, but no one felt like going over to the Officers' Club for a beer either. They dressed silently and went out to the wives waiting to drive them home. If the wives knew about the accident they didn't show it. "You don't talk about it or think about it," Bob Elder said with a faint smile. "If you did, it might be you. This has been a lucky squadron so far. When the Navy decided to evaluate the FJ1, to find out if jet planes were practical in carrier operations, we became kind of an experimental outfit. That was back in November, 1947, and I suppose after sixteen months the squadron has piled up a little tension. In jets you're less likely to go wrong, but if you do there's less chance of getting out."


On Navy records he is Lt. Comdr. Robert Elder, 30, Milwaukee, Oregon, former test pilot and winner of the Navy Cross at Midway. He is tall and spare, with light brown hair and blue eyes and the quiet manner of a man who has come close. Like most of VF 51, Elder lives at Coronado, and while his wife was putting their little girl to bed, he lounged in a living-room chair, wearing a red lumberjack shirt and nursing a cold. "It's that darn high-altitude stuff," he said. "Once you catch a cold they're hard to shake."


From the time VF 51's twenty-one pilots checked into North Island the jet fliers and their wives have been people apart, even in the tight Navy world of Coronado. The Navy has only two jet squadrons qualified to operate aboard carriers, the other being VF 171, stationed at Jacksonville, Florida. The very speed of the FJ1 Furies, used only by the West Coast squadron, has marked it as an extra-hazard group. The Fury has a Mach number of .85, Mach 1 being the speed of sound, and as one high-ranking brass said, "I don't see how any six-hundred mile an hour plane can be slowed down enough to stop dead on a carrier on one hundred feet. It'll be fine if the pilots live through it."
Bob Elder grinned. "It isn't that rough," he said, "but it's no place to go around being careless in either. It's worth it, though. There's nothing like being eight miles up and feeling that squish of the wind when you open her up. It's like when you were a kid and imagined how it would be if you could just spread your arms and take off." Then, slowly, "It isn't as much fun near the speed of sound. The air piles up in front of you like jelly then."


Elder rents a nicely furnished, modest bungalow on F Avenue, and now his wife came into the comfortable living room. Irene, a small, vivacious girl wearing a green corduroy dress, curled up in a chair by the radio.
"It's funny," she said, and her quick smile came, "but when other wives found out Bob was going into jets they stared at me like I had married a tight-rope walker. I don't think the plane has that much to do with it. I think it's how good your husband is that matters. The other boys tell me how good Bob is, and I'm sure they wouldn't just say that."

Bob grinned. "All the wives are sure their own husband is the best flier in the whole darned squadron. I guess that stops them from worrying too much. Actually, none of us thinks too much about accidents. Or if you do, you just think it's going to be this guy or that guy. It's never you.


Irene made a wry face at all this hangar flying, but in Coronado it's hard to get away from such talk. When VF 51 first took on the Furies there were all sorts of rumors. The frantic high-pitched whine of the jets lighting up was suspected of causing occupational toothaches and stomach aches and there were tales that the nauseating blasts of the exhaust could burn a man to death at forty feet. Tests revealed that the blast was so violent a man would be blown aside before he could be fatally burned. And though there is no propeller hazard, no one walks within twenty feet of a Fury when it is firing up. The scoop in the nose, sucking up air into the turbine, develops a suction of thirty-eight knots within a three-foot radius of the scoop. During early tests a civilian mechanic, stumbling, was sucked in and killed.


"You soon learn to take it easy around them, "Elder said. "But once you learn your way around, flying jets is pretty much like anything else. It's a living." He grinned then, "At least you don't go stale."


As a Lieutenant Commander with a wife and child and including flight pay, rental allowances and rations, Bob earns about $650 a month. Like sixteen other pilots in the outfit, he is product of the Naval Aviation Cadet training program. After studying aeronautical engineering at the University of Washington he went into the Navy eight years ago. During the war he came to Pearl Harbor on a carrier and met Irene, who was a civilian worker in a Navy office. She was from Spokane, and they were married within a year.


Irene said slowly, "Sometimes the girls in the squadron wonder what our husbands' work is really like. It -- it's so remote from what we know. They just come home from flying jets and pick up where they left off, rummaging around for pipes and stories they were reading. I guess we don't worry more because we can't really imagine what it's like. But when I see Bob in a newsreel or something -- it's like a stranger, and that scares me."


The squadron's social life is as close as their professional world. Twice a week the Elders play bridge or poker with other VF 51 couples. The poker is for two-and-a-half-cent stakes and nobody gets hurt. And when their daughter, Lauren, had her second birthday last fall, twenty-two of the squadron's twenty-four children came to the party in the Elders back yard. Only the squadron's two newest-born missed the ice cream and cake.


Not all the jet pilots have the rank, salad and wartime background of Bob Elder. The Navy carefully selected officers of varied rank and experience, that they might later be distributed through the service carrying the word on jets. In contrast to Elder's 2400 hours in fighters, much of that time earned in actual combat conditions, there is Ensign Constatine "Nello" Pierozzi. Nello is quick twenty-six with 800 hours in his log. One of the squadron's three bachelors, he takes a dim view of less fortunate souls who, after flying ten miles a minute, board the "nickel snatcher," a packet to San Diego, and go home like any commuter.


"I don't see how they do it," he marveled. "You come down all charged up, and then you like to sit around and talk things over with the other guys."


Nello is a solid built five feet seven and one-half inches, and 170 pounds, a dark-haired young man who is constantly in a state of suppressed excitement. Now he glanced over the other pilots in the BOQ bar where he was having his daily bottle of beer.


"No jet guys," he sighed. "These other characters all fly fan jobs and they make out like we talk another language. Believe me, they don't know what they are missin'. In a jet your really livin'."


The squadron's spare pilot, he went on, "I haven't flown as much as the other guys, but I know one thing for sure. Inside at least, you gotta be kind of a fatalist. That's how I feel in jets, anyway. First time you take off, you've gone twenty miles before you know it. Then when you get to really using that kerosene, you'll be doin' zoom climbs where you can go twenty thousand feet straight up in less'n a minute. And all the time it's quiet in there. All that noise is behind you, so all you got to do is look alive." 

His father and mother were married in the old country and Nello, next to the youngest in a family of six children, worked in a machine shop after graduating from Hudson, Massachusetts, High School. Later he put in for flight training and after a rush course at three colleges and primary training graduated from Pensacola. The war had ended and Nello settled down to what he fervently hoped would not be too dull a peacetime career. Any fears of that were dispelled when he became the only man to bail out of a jet doing more than 500 knots.


"I hadda bail out the tenth of last August," he said. "Up until then, none of us knew if you could get out at that speed and be around to talk about it. A lot of guys thought that the slip stream alone would kill you, rip your ears off, stuff like that. You know, kinda like you'd explode. I never thought much about it myself, not till it happened."


That sunny afternoon Nello was making a combat-practice tail chase at 13,000 feet two miles off San Diego, hitting almost nine miles a minute. When he did a sharp pull-out, the plane started to shudder. "All I know is," Nello said, "there was a kinda a crunching sound, and the wing must have come off. Whatever it was, I got all the breaks because, in comin' off, the wing must have hit the canopy, freein' me and starting to slow the plane down.


"I was dazed, and kinda remember sitting in an open cockpit, and knowing I had to get out of there. Then I was hanging over the side and, all of a sudden, I was falling. My oxygen mask was gone, my crash helmet, my G-suit was ripped off its valves, and that wind was smashin' at me. I kept thinking, 'I got to make sure I got that chute ring. I got to make sure!'


"I kept lookin' for that rip cord and when I was sure, I yanked it. The minute the chute opened I started checking myself. I had a few gashes and then, while I was like I was still hearin' that 'r-r-r-rip' as the wing came off, the ocean was rushing up to meet me. It was that fast"


A fishing boat picked Nello up and it was only after he was safely aboard that he recalled why he had been so careful about finding that rip cord. "It hit me all of a sudden," he said. "It was something Bob Elder was tellin' us one day. A friend of his went up in a new kind of chute, and he had to go over the side. He hadn't really checked his new stuff, and the ring wasn't in the usual place. This guy kept grabbing and grabbing in the old place, and he never did find it. When they picked him up he had clawed clear through his flying suit, right down to his ribs. That did it."
When the doctors at the station checked Nello over that afternoon he had, besides his cuts, only bloodshot eyes to show as a result of leaving his jet so suddenly. The medicos told him to take the next day off, "I sure did," Pierozzi grinned.


He had a date with a Coronado chick, and he looked at his watch as he finished his beer. "You know," he said suddenly, "this squadron's only superstitious about not being superstitious, but me, I'm not so sure. That day I bailed out I'd volunteered to take another guy's hop for him. I'll never do that again. Now on, I'm just going to let things happen their own way, without pushing them any. I'm not goin' around just askin' for it."


When Nello shoved off, a couple of the Black Shoe Navy in the club looked after him, smiling. The Black Shoe, or line officers, have long regarded naval aviators as coming equipped with rather gaudy personalities and refer to them as 'Airedales,' or the Brown Shoe Navy. Where the Navy has almost 10,000 pilots, fewer than fifty of them have flown jets off carriers, and VF 51's men are well aware that they are regarded as a cross between flame-eating daredevils and high school heroes. But they are so certain they are carrying the word that not even being considered the local Superman bothers them.


A captain who won his wings in one of the first carrier classes to graduate from Pensacola said slowly, "These jet boys have a right to feel different, because they are. Up in their ready room they've got a trophy they won in the jet division of the Bendix Air Race last year. Brown, one of their ensigns flew from L. A. to Cleveland in four hours and ten minutes. And they won the Allison Race Too. The Fury that won the gold cup was clocked at six hundred and eighty miles an hour as it crossed the finish line. A lot of us old buzzards forgot they're going through what we did twenty five years ago. The first carrier pilots were pretty cocky too. But where we were doing one hundred and twenty knots, these kids are doing better than five hundred and forty." 

The squadron has been responsible for a whole Jet Village springing up at near-by Imperial Beach. Unable to afford Coronado rentals, seven of the pilots, using their G. I. loans, have bought $8600 five-and-a half room homes in a new subdivision there. All the houses are on 7th Street, and they are as alike as the new palm trees that mark the project. The wind sweeps in from the sea, and with nine babies on the street there are always diapers flapping in the breeze. Al and Sally Nemoff, the squadron newlyweds, live in one of the green-tinted redwood-and-stucco houses, and feel very mature about the whole thing. Wherever they look there are other jet couples.

As a new Navy wife Sally Nemoff is still startled at suddenly finding herself in California. Eighteen, she is tall in her gray suit, a pretty girl with soft brown eyes and hair, who keeps fretting that their new house still looks so barren. "It's just awful not having pictures or anything," she said. "The walls keep staring at you. When Al and I were married in Chicago last summer I never dreamed we'd need so much furniture."

Al Nemoff, a lanky tow-headed ensign of twenty-three whose wide grin has dubbed him the All-American Boy, said, "The whole squadron had to sort of set us up in business. All the other couples have moved around so much, buying furniture from Pensacola to Alameda, and sometimes having to store it when they get a change of station, we've been furnishing the house on their leftovers." He grinned. I got a dinette set here and a radio there, and the rest we buy on time. We've only had one big crisis so far. The couple we borrowed the dinette set from had a chance to sell it and they had to come and take it away just the night we were having people in."

In contrast to Pierozzi's pay of around $350 a month, Al Nemoff, as a married man living off base, averages around $450. He is about to get his j.g stripe, but in his bright sport coat and yellow shirt he looked as if he should still be in high school. His parents escaped from Russia during the revolution, and Al. was born in Chicago. After high school he went almost directly into the Navy. In two years and two months he rose from a seaman second to an ensign, getting his wings at Corpus Christi.

Now, after logging 962 hours, he still likes "to monkey around cars". We're learning to play bridge too. But most of the time we just hang out with the other jet couples over here, or maybe go to the movies at the base."

He is high on Alan Ladd and likes Xavler Cugat musicals. Be also gets a charge out of the fact that he won a gold football as a member of the VF 51 touch-football team that won the Naval Air Station championship.

That afternoon, however, he wasn't feeling too sharp. A squadron enlisted man had been killed in a motorcycle accident the night before. Al shook his blond head, frowning. "It's the first guy we've had killed," he said. "Boy, I wouldn't ride one of those things for anything. They're too risky."

"Would you listen to him? Sally demanded. "All Nemoff does is go around flying those jet jobs." They met when Al called to date her twin sister four years ago, and Al squirms when it develops that Sally was a large fourteen at the time. They became engaged three years later, and when Sally first saw him in jet fighters it rather upset her. "It was just before we were married, and I didn't know whether I liked it, seeing Al carrying that oxygen mask and wearing one of those funny-looking G suits.

"If I didn't wear them," Al grinned, "I'd look a lot funnier. You see, to counteract gravity pull they have kind of built-in bladders. When you climb in a cockpit, the valves on the suit are attached to he plane itself and everything's automatic from then on. They stop a guy blacking out. When you go into a turn, those bladders squeeze your legs, thighs and stomach so the blood can't rush away. They clamp down on you when you need. it."

With the other wives from Jet Village, Sally goes up to Coronado once month for luncheon at the Officers Club. There, with all the other wives, they hash over everything from baby sitters to FJ1's. Al's wide grin came. "Course, what the girls really do is gripe about the way the Secretary of the Navy is running the Navy. Then they start in on the admirals." 


It wasn't until Sally went out into the kitchen to look at the roast that Nemoff said suddenly, "That j.g.'s stripe is going to come in kind of handy next summer. Instead of there just being nine kids in Jet Village, there's nine and a half right now." And he beamed.

But when Nemoff reports for duty he is no longer the All-American Boy, In the ready room at the hangar, taking his place in the classroom chairs with the other pilots, he is a professional Navy man.. This is the life the wives never see: their husbands, cool and attentive, jotting down notes while Commander Evan "Pete" Aurand gives them the word. The skipper stands at the blackboard with a pointer detailing the latest bail-out procedure.

"Your best bet," he says, "is to figure on a free fall. If you have to open your chute at high altitude and max speed, the shock can be effective enough to break a limb. And if you can't ride the plane down to a safer altitude, don't forget your ball-out bottles. They contain six minutes of oxygen, so when you go over the side, be ready to put that tube in your mouth. At that height you're going to need oxygen as much as a chute..

In the ready room, despite the fact that the mission of evaluating the Fury is almost completed, the daily lectures are almost as important as whining across the sky. Every possible problem is discussed. Not long ago it was learned that high altitude fliers, like deep-sea divers, are subject to the bends. Unless they pre-breathe pure oxygen for a half hour on the ground, getting all the nitrogen out of their blood stream, the pilots attempting extra-long flights at high altitude run into trouble, "Flying at forty thousand feet," Aurand says, "you're in an area of less pressure. And, like a diver rising to the surface, old injuries like football knees will start acting up. Let's watch it, fellows.
The men nodded, getting down their notes. In one chair, frowning over a cigarette, was Lt. Ralph Hanks, who knocked down five Jap Zeros in one day's work. Beside him was Ens. Bob Oeschlin, who recently gave a San Joaquin Valley rancher an ugly turn. Oeschlin's landing: gear failed to function and the blond young ensign made one of the jet squadrons first belly landings, jumping an irrigation ditch. The rancher is still somewhat numbed at the memory of the young man in the crash helmet and Mae West suddenly appearing at his door that dusk, asking to use the phone.


There are others, like Lieutenant Ritchie who was born in Scotland and grew up to bail out; in the Battle of the Philippines, spending six weeks with the Guerrillas before a sub took him off. And looking like any students are Lcdrs Don-Flash-Gordon, who won three DFC's and A. B. Conner, the former All Southern halfback, who won his Silver Star at Casablanca.


When the lecture knocks off, the men huddle around the coffee that is always waiting on the electric grill. Pete Aurand, a husky 185, takes only a little sugar. A great-great-grandson old Sam Houston, the squadron skipper won a Navy Cross sinking a Jap cruiser, and at thirty-one; is one of the Navy's youngest commanders. He has close-cropped brown hair, light blue eyes, and the eagerness that is needed in this experimental work. While his father, Lt. Gen. Henry Aurand, and a brother, an Army captain, are both West Pointers, Pete is one of VF 51's four Annapolis men.


"I guess I was sort of sidetracked," he grinned. "When dad was stationed out at Corregidor I used to watch the destroyers coming in and out of Manila. I was only about eight, but I used to spend all my time aboard those tin cans, and from then on, while I was an Army brat, the Navy was what I wanted.


Graduating in the class of 1938, Pete was one of seventy ensigns who went into aviation, Thirty-five of his classmates have been killed since the day they got their wings, and five of their widows are now living in Coronado. As a result, Pete has one superstition now: he dislikes to bunk with anyone aboard ship. Nine of the men he lived with during the war were killed, and now when he takes VF 51 aboard carrier Pete either bunks alone or, if they put an officer in with him, asks that it's not a flier. 


At the hour Pete finishes his lecture his blond wife, Patty, has just come back on the ferry from San Diego. Every two weeks she struggles through the Navy commissary across the bay, stocking up on groceries. The Aurands have a pleasant eight-room bungalow on B Avenue, eight blocks from their six-year-old daughter's school, Slight in her gray sweater and skirt, Patty looks more like a sorority girl than a skippers wife. But their home couldn't be anyone's but that of a Navy man, Pete's dress sword hangs on the wall of the pine-paneled study and the top shelf of their bookcase is decorated with plastic models of all the fighters Pete has flown,


"We've been married seven years," Patty said, looking into the fire, "and in seven years you become used to being a pilot's wife. You just have to, that's all." They were married in Honolulu only a few days after Pearl Harbor, They were already engaged when the Japs struck, and Pete was at sea with a carrier while Patty, after two years at the University of Washington, was working as a draftsman for the Navy.

"When Pete flew into Oahu in broken-down plane we decided to get married right then, Patty said. "I couldn't get home to get my clothes and get back downtown before the blackout, so my sister brought some things dam for me, It was funny in a way, because I was in a store trying on shoes while Pete, who was two doors up the street buying our ring, kept rushing in to have me try on different sizes." A faint smile came, "That's, supposed to be bad luck, isn't it, trying' on a ring before you're actually married?"


While Patty is indoctrinated with the same quiet belief that all the squadron wives possess, the adjustments are not so easy for an older woman, Her' mother, Mrs., Veta Riley, a small, gray-haired woman in a gray suit, said soberly, "I can't help feeling sorry for these children moving around the way they all do, making a new home :wherever they are stationed, Sometime--."


Her first experience with the still shadow that is always with them came when Pete was stationed at Quonset, Rhode Island, during the war, Her son-in-law had come back to take over a night-fighter squadron and shortly before they were to go out to the Pacific there was a squadron party. "There was this one boy," Mrs. Riley said, "and he said suddenly, 'My, we're a nice crowd. I wonder if we'll all be here next year.' I saw Pete look at him. The next night the boy went down in that icy-cold water, and was lost.

"I heard Pete downstairs, talking on the phone all night, waiting for the reports to come in, and finally I went down. I asked Pete if he had heard anything, and when he looked at me It was like he was a, stranger. He just said, 'No. If he's gone, he's gone, that's all.' It sounded so cold at the time, but I suppose that's the way you have to feel."
The Aurands spend their evenings with the other VF 51 couples, and once a month there is a squadron party, Patty, as a girl, used to think that she would like to grow up and have a ranch, and she still rides whenever she can. Renting a horse from, a local stable, she canters along the surf before the huge white-gabled Hotel del Coronado, the handsome wooden hotel so long a landmark with the battleship Navy. Her one other hobby is her workshop, An expert woodworker, Patty has a shop in her backyard, where, with her power driven band saws, electrical sander and drill and paint sprayers, she has made much of the furniture for their home.


"It takes my mind off things," Patty smiled. "You have to have something to do. If you didn't --well, that's what mother can't always understand." For a moment she was silent. Then, quietly, "A Navy wife simply can't get torn up about accidents any more than the boys do. When we were in Florida and Pete was commanding a squadron out in New Guinea it was announced that one of the boys was lost. That night wives kept calling me from all over the country, wanting to know which boy it was. It was useless, because I didn't know either. It could have been Pete, too, you know."


Patty needed all her quiet faith a few weeks after she talked to me. Pete took up a new F9F2 and, wheeling over the blue seas off the Naval Air Station, his jet suddenly "flamed out." Without power he couldn't make it back to the station, With cold skill Pete set the F9F2 down on the ocean, but even then hit so hard that the first bounce carried the plane 100 yards up onto the beach near the Officers Club. He's in the hospital now and, despite his fractured vertebrae and the pain of being in traction, can't wait to get back in the air and determine what caused his almost fatal flame-out. 

How important a wife is to her husband's flying was best explained by a flight surgeon at the base. As a doctor he had long noticed the psychosomatic illnesses that overtake women who worry too much about their husbands work. "It's worst of all in a fighter outfit," he said. "More risk. At another base I knew one woman, for example, who cried every day, sure that her husband wouldn't be back for dinner that night. In time he became so accident-prone that he finally had to get out of flying altogether."


Not all the jet couples have the same outlet from tension, but, as Deek Kelley said, "We all have some kind of escape hatch." Deek is a tall brunette with hazel eyes, smart in a gray-and-dubonnet-striped wool dress. Her husband, Lt. Vince Kelley, was a seaplane pilot in the war years, and their attractive Mexican hacienda is one of the squadron's favorite gathering places. The long living room is lined with bookshelves and side by side are "The Treasury of the Theater" and "The American Racing Manual". Deek smiled, "That's the way we do it. When I'm not boning up on plays I'll never be in, Vince is doping the horses."


Vince smiled. "I wouldn't say I dope them," he said slowly; ''I'm just interested in their breeding." While VF 51 swears only Vince can pick a winner among the hayburners that run each Sunday at nearby Tijuana, Vince stoutly maintains this is only a side line to his real. passion, judging livestock. He is quiet and slow-spoken, his dark hair flecked with gray, and is probably the only flier in the Navy who once won the National Four-H Livestock Judging Championship.


"I grew up a farmer," he said, "and I suppose in a lot of ways I'll always be one. I won a trip to Europe in that Four-H contest, and when I came back I started school at Iowa State." At Ames, Vince majored in Animal Husbandry and, after his graduation, spent two years as an agent for the Wapello (Iowa) County Farm Bureau before he joined the Navy. "I still find it kind of hard to believe I've got twenty-eight hundred hours now," he smiled. "Especially when I get up around forty thousand feet. That's kind of high off the ground for a farm boy. But there's something about it---"


The only time he came close to regretting it was when the squadron flew to a Minneapolis air show. "My oxygen supply got kind or fouled up and the gauge started down. I came down real slow then, all relaxed and happy and a little sleepy. It's when you start feeling real good like that, you know you're in trouble. I couldn't even bother reaching for the bail-out bottle."


It was while he was a county-farm-bureau agent that he met Deek, who was then a high-school girl in Ottumwa. While she swears she pestered him into noticing her, nothing came of it until he had his wings. Deek was determined to go on the stage and even after their marriage at Pensacola she went back to the theater while Vince was at sea. After attending Northwestern she played in stock in Louisville, Boston, and at Skowhegan, Maine.
Though she keeps up her card in Senior Equity, Deek has no real interest in going back to the grease paint now. She is addicted to knitting bright dresses, painting and decorating. Two nights a week she goes with other squadron wives to a Spanish course at the local high school. "The only Spanish we'll ever use is in Tijuana, but it's still fun. When we're not playing bridge we like to go over there for dinner and jai alai."


A lieutenant, Vince earns around $600 a month in contrast to Pete Aurand's approximate $800. After taxes, it leaves Deek and Vince a comfortable living and little more. Childless, their life centers around their home and Miss Muffett a tawny cocker spaniel. It was only when jets were mentioned that Deek grew sober.


"So far, we've been a lot luckier than people thought we would be," she said. "But of course it's had an effect on the squadron. I've never seen an outfit where everyone stays so close together, as if nothing must ever break us up. It's made us want buy houses, to have possessions of our own. It's as if we all had to have some security, no matter how temporary." 

Vince came in with coffee and she watched him pour it carefully into the china. cups. "In some ways you get used to it," she said, "and then it catches up with you again."


"It's like any other business," Vince said. "Accidents are expected in any line of work. You just want to make sure it's not your accident."


It was then that the sudden sharp whine of a jet heading back to North Island roared across the house. Vince glanced up, listening for a moment. Deek stirred her coffee slowly. When she looked up she was smiling. "You see?" she asked. "Like it or not, the jet's are here to stay."


THE END

