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Solitary Snooze 
 
      After everyone had deplaned the Night Hawk flight, and the doors were buttoned up on the Allison 
Convair 580 for the night. The mechanics began their inspection of the aircraft; preparing it for its Early 
Bird flight. About 2:00 a.m., an ashen faced mechanic stood before his supervisor, TinkThiese, and 
stammered: “I’m not going near that thing, its making weird noises and when I crawled up into the rear 
cargo compartment, I could hear heavy breathing in the cabin. 
      Thiese dropped the forward airstairs, entered the cabin, and began to check the interior of the aircraft 
with his flashlight. The mechanic was casting a wary eye and huddled close to Thiese who now shone his 
light to the rear of the cabin. 
      The light zeroed in on a huge individual sprawled over two seats producing wheezes and snorts 
comparable to a steam locomotive working an uphill grade. 
      Still snorting and grunting, he was gently led off the aircraft and sent on his sleepy way. He never 
realized he had been the sole occupant of a secured aircraft. The stewardess, amiss in her final check of the 
cabin, kept her fingers crossed for a complaint that never materialized. 
 
 
Well You Have Now 
 
      Tink Thiese, maintenance supervisor, tells of the time he was riding jump seat (extra seat in cockpit) 
with Captain Al Mooney at the controls on a ferry flight to Utah with no passengers. 
      Captain Mooney asked me if I had heard of a DC-3 doing a roll? I advised I hadn’t, and thought it to be 
impossible with this lumbering transport. 
      Captain Mooney lowered the nose, and as I watched the airspeed build up, he pulled back on the yoke 
and rolled her into one of the smoothest rolls imaginable. It was like the earth was doing the rolling, and we 
were stationary; it was that smooth. Then Mooney commented, “Well, you have now.” 
 
 
The Sampling Mechanic 
 
      Tink told about one mechanic who was always fiddling around under the DC-3. If he saw a spot of 
liquid on her exterior, he would sample it with his tongue trying to determine if it was fuel, oil, or hydraulic 
fluid. I knew I had to break the mechanic’s habit of tasting everything attached to an airplane. The day 
would soon be here when we would be flying upgraded equipment. This meant that the hydraulic fluid 
would be the dangerous skydrol, a fluid that was poisonous if taken internally. 
      Drastic steps had to be taken to break this obsession. I knew the sampling mechanic would be coming on 
duty shortly. With no one observing, I urinated on the wheel brake assembly. Shortly, the sampling 
mechanic was making the rounds fiddling under the DC-3 and tasting all the damp spots. 
      Looking out the window of the mechanics shack, I watched as he stopped and scrutinized the fluid 
dripping down the wheel assembly. The mechanic would think he had located a hydraulic leak, and I 
watched as he wiped his finger through the liquid and sampled it with his tongue. Too late! With his keen 
sense of taste he realized what he had just sampled. He rushed into the mechanic’s shack spitting and 
sputtering, “Some damn dog let go on the DC-3, and if I find the SOB, I’ll kill it.” I thought long and hard 
on this, but decided it was best not to say anything. But I accomplished what I had set out to do; that ‘damn 
dog’ broke the sampling mechanic of imbibing in airplane liquids. 
 
 
 
 


