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Curriculum Vitae ••• Robert Lee Scott, Jr., B/Gen., USAF (Ret.) 

Born: April 12, 1908; Grew up in Macon, GA. Graduated from Lanier High School, 1928. 
The summer between junior/senior year took a job as Deck Boy aboard a Black Diamond Line 
freighter--sailed half-way around the world. 

Life long ambition to fly. At ag_e 12, flew homebuilt glider off the roof of a three 
story house to crash land ~id spikes of the Cherokee rose--state flower of Georgia. 
Finally l earned the best ~Y to fly and keep flying was as a regular Army pilot--the path 
led to West Point. But as no political appointment seemed possible, enlisted in the US 
Army as private, F Company, 22nd Infantry, Fort McPherson, GA. Won Presidential 
Appointment to West Point in 1928. 

Upon graduation from West Point in 1932, used the summer to sai l to Europe. Bought a 
motorcycle in France, and toured across Europe and Asia--turning around at Mt. Ararat. 
Assigned to US Army Flying Center--Randolph Field, Texas. Won wings October 17, 1933-
and has remained a dedicated fighter pilot ever since, 

Flew airmail--the "Hell Stretch" from Newark, NJ to Cleveland, OH--when President 
Roosevelt cancelled commercial contracts in 1934. First tour of duty in pursuit aviation 
in Panama, 78th squadron, Albrook Field. Became flying instructor after that; advanced 
from Lieutenant to Lt. Colonel in year during expansion program prior to WW II. 

Told bare-faced lie to escape Training Command after Pearl Harbor (wanted to fly combat, 
but considered "too old" at 33!). Said that he had flown many hours in B-17, Flying 
Fortress, when he had actually never been in one. Nevertheless , volunteered for ultra
secret Task Force Aquila--mission: to bomb Tokyo. But s taging bases in China having 
fallen, mission was scrubbed. Ended up flying the "Hump" in Gooney Birds (C-47s) l oaded 
with drums of aviation gasoline. Met General Cl1ennault and the Flying Tigers . Flew with 
them as a guest, and on July 4, 1942 fate smiled--as he was assigned best job in the war 
for him--first commander of the 23rd Fighter Group of China Air Task Force under 
Chennault. Unit was activated with remnants of American Volunteer Group (Flying Tigers). 

As combat leader, flew many .missions, becoming ace. Awarded three Silver Stars, three 
Distinguished Flying Crosses, five air medals. Credited with 22 "kills",.enemy aircraft 
shot down. 

January 1943 ordered back to USA to make PR speeches to war plant personnel, Wrote best 
seller, "God Is My Co-Pilot", and served as technical advisor to Warner Brothers movie 
based on th~ book in Hollywood. (Dennis Morgan played Scott. World Premiere at Grand 
Theatre, Macon, G~orgia, 1944.) Then back to China with P-51s. 

~fter the war, served in Pentagon on task force to win autonomy for the Air Force from 
the Army. Commanded first Jet Fighter School at Williams Field, AZ, 1947-49, Then to 
USAFE to command 36th Fighter Wing at Furstenfieldbruck, Germany, 1950-53. 1954 
graduated from National War College in Washington. Promoted to Brig. General as Director 
of Information, USAF, under Secretary Harold Talbott. 

Retired as Brigadier General 1957. Walked the entire length of the Great Wall of China 
at age 72 (over 2,000 miles from Jiayuguan to Shanhaiquan on the Yellow Sea). At age 76 
with special permission of Gen. Gabriel, Chief of Staff, USAF, flew over 20 hours (solo) 
in an F-16, July 19, 1984. Became more active as speaker and author of a dozen books-
most recent, THE DAY I OWNEQ, THlfSKY!, published March, 1988 by Bantam. Currently as 
Chairman of the Heritage of Eagles Campaign to help build the Museum of Aviation at 
Robins AFB, Georgia--actually "coming back home" to Middle Georgia. 11/1 
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1\¥W1i' flying ace Served. Lllke· 
. -Former commander· . r~newed energy. • d · · h . · "He . was a really good · penn~ more· t an 15 books friend of mine. I'm going to 

• ,. · . · , miss him," . Freeman said =:N:;
11

/ :_,-.:-::· ; . .- . in Sun Cl~ -f~~ ··1i5 years Wednesday. "He was a great 
before moving to Wl!ffier Rob- storyteller. He· led a quiet life 

·, Leie~dary fighter ace and bins, Ga., In 1987·:: In Geor- •·· but he was very hyper. He 
best-selling author Retired gia, he served as chalrn:i~ .. ~ad a good sense of humor." 

· Bi-lg. 9en. Robert L. Scott Jr.' for the Heritage of . Eagles.. ;' Scott, a Georgta native, 
died Monday_ at age 97. campaign, which supports gained nationwide . ·attention ' 
· Scott was known for his the Museum of . Aviation -.'at during World War , Il ~as · a 

1943 best-seller "God Is ' My Robbins. Air Force Base. fighter ace and comoa(Ie'ader 
Co-Pilot," , which was made -Scott's deatli·was announced in the China-Burma-India 
into a movie. He also wrote by Paul Hibbitts, museum the·at~r. He was awarded 
mor.e-th~ 15 other books.· ,director. three silver ,stars, 'three: Dis-

···\~ff~ i.was. -"co1?mander of . J~e Freeman ~f Sun City, tinguished · Flying Crosses·. 
Luke Air force Base from · , founder of. the . Sun Cities and five air medals. He also 

; 19_?6-1957. J-le initially came · Area ; Historical. Soc'iety, worke.d with Gen.- Claire 
.-:to: ~na ~ 1947- as, com- . ch.ronlcled Scott's life since Chennault's .F~ying Tigers, a 

mru}der of the: first jet fightiir·: . h1s . mpve to ·~1..J( City:· She volunteer force of pilots who 
sch~ol ,.,a~ . ~_gllams Air Force recalled his sense . of humor ·, fought .in China. , · 
·Ba_s~. r~· : '-'; ·' :.· •,· . .- . ' and passfon' for 'tli~•Aif For·ce · · ·Scott ,. toJq . .- the Dally 
t .. ~:~~•.in~1'?escribed "as _an ~d said '.w~r~g ~th . the 1 • ·• • ·:, .• , ' • '.· • •• • 

., · ~Ce,.': -~ v~ -~ maverick · lived · ~useuiI1 of Aviation gave'hl.m . · .•·': S8e MIVBIICI, 15 
\., '.' -~\ > • -,- • ., •.. , -'. t'. 
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' THE ASSOC IA TED PRESS/COURTESY OF MUSEUM OF AVIATION 
• I 

Retired Brig. · 
Gen. Robert LJ 
Scott, author I 
of "God is My 
Co~Pilot" car
ries the torch , 
in Warner 
Robins, Ga., 
on its way to 
Atlanta for the 
1996 Summer 
Olympics. 



MAVERICK: _Adventures continued after career 

From Al 

News-Sun in I 988 that ··God 
Is My Co-Pilot." based on his 
experiences as a fighter pilot. 
was finished in three days on 
a cylinder recorder. He said 
one of his other books pub
lished in 1988. "The Day I 
Owned the Sky." was written 
in his Sun City home. 

·rm more proud of this 
than any other book I've writ
ten because it was done with 
a 79-year-old brain." Scott 
told the Daily News-Sun in 
1988. 

His adventures didn't end 
as he got older. At age 76. 
Scott succeeded in walking 
the length of the Great Wall 
of China. He carried the 
Olympic torch in 1996 and 
new an F-15 fighter jet on his 
88th birthday. as well as a 
B-1 bomber when he turned 
89. Hibbitts said. 

Annie Boon may be 
reached at 876-2532 or 
aboon@aztrib.com. 

COURTESY Of MUSWM OF AVIATION 

Col. Robert L. Scott Jr. was a combat leader in the China-Burma-India theater during WW II. 
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WWII flying ace Robert L. Scott, 97 
A SSOC IATED PRESS 

WARNER ROBINS, Ga. -
+ Retired Brig. Gen. Robert L. 

Scott, the World War II flying 
ace who told of his exploits in 
his book God Is My Co-Pilot, 
died Monday. He was 97. 

The Georgia-born Scott rose 
to nationwide prominence dur
ing World War II as a fighter 
ace in the China-Burma-India 
Theater, then with his bestsell
ing 1943 book, made into a 1945 
movie starring Dennis Morgan 
as Scott. 

His other books include The 
Day I Owned 'the Sky and Fly
ing Tiger: Chennault of China. 

Scott, who retired from the 
Air Force, won three Distin
guished Flying Crosses, two 
Silver Stars and five Air 

Medals before he was called 
home to travel the country giv
ing speeches for the war ef
fort. 

He shot down 22 enemy 
planes with his P-40 Warhawk, 
though he recalled some were 
listed as "probable" kills. 

"You had to have two wit
nesses in the formation, or you 
needed a gun camera to take {I 
picture," he once said. "Only 
we didn't have gun cameras in 
China. I actually had 22 aerial 
victims, but I only had proof of 
13." 

He worked with the F1ying 
Tigers, Gen. Claire Chen
nault's famed volunteer force 
of pilots who fought in China, 
but he was not one of its origi
nal members in mid-1941. 

At 33, Scott was considered 

too old for combat and was still 
at a training job in California 
when the Japanese attacked 
Pearl Harbor and the United 
States enter ed the war in De
cember of that year. 

After he got a call to serve in 
combat, he was assigned to a 
mission to bomb Tokyo from 
China. When that plan was 
scrubbed, he flew gasoline and 
ammunition to the F1ying 
Tigers over Japanese-held ter
ritory. When the Tigers were 
formally incorporated into the 
Army as the 23rd Fighter 
Group of the China Air Tusk 
Force, Scott was asked to be its 
commander. 

In the years just after the 
war, Scott was one of the propo
nents of making the Air Force 
into a separate service. 

------------- - ----
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·Reportibf cO-author 
elicijts exp~a~ation 
from 'Co-pilot' writer 
By EVEL Y~ BARBER 
Editorial page editor 

An obituary in the Daily ~ews-Sun June 11 and in othe r . 
newspapers nationwide - under Death5 El5ewhere caught the · 
eye of Sun Citian Bill Lewis. who wrote to an o ld friend . autho r 
Robert L. Scott Jr .. about it. Lew is alerted Jane Freeman. as 
well, to this · rather puzzling 
dea.th notice. 

The obituary, reporting the 
death of Anthony .-\. :\Iueller 
Sr .. 77, of r1orence. Ky .. came 
to us via The,Associated Press 
wire service. The article said 
:\Iueller, hadi-. ,be.en. a. member 
o( the' World•'· ·W:ar II Flying 
Tigers and co-author of "God 
Is My Co-pilot." 

:'-iow Jane. and rm sure a lot 
of other Sun Citians. know 
that Scott wrote the book. no 
co-author mentioned. In a let-

. ter last week, Scott recalled 
how the book came about: 

"Co-pilot never was actually 
written. except to be rendered 

Double takes 

into a manuscript''by :\Ir.Scribner's secretary. I me an by this I 
had only three days. Tuesday. \Vednesday. Thursday." he wrote 

"There was the 'sermon· (Scott had preached) in 
St Paul's Cathedral in Buffalo. :\".Y .. on Sunday Dean .-\u5tin : 
Pardue, pastor. took me to ~ ew York City by train that night to 

· meet his publisher. Charl ie Scribne r. on ~[onda:: - to who m I 
expanded on the ·sennon' fo r four hours. Thus . I had Tuesd ay. 
Wednesday and Thursday to ·wr ite· the book. .. 

Scott had to be in Phoenix to take command of Luke AFB 
(then Luke Field) on Friday. \Yhen "poor o ld ~[r Scribner 
threw up his · hands" at that. Scott suggested a Dictaphone: 
Scribner senf a case o.f cylinders to Scott at the \Yaldorf and he 
tilled 75 of them in 72 hours ''with my thi ck Georgia accent. .. 

•'Oh, I wasn't lucky enough .to have any so-called ·co-author' • 
on that half-century old book," wrote Scott. But he concluded .· 
after " I mulled it all over thi5 hot and muggy weeke nd and 
though I had no normal co-author. there gracti'.i.ally came the 
realization that maybe I did have one .... :VIy co-pilot - God · 
Himself." ?5 ·· 

Scott. at -BF. enjoys a rare privilege. He tlies an F-15 each ' 
year on his birthday. Old frie nds can write to him at Heritage 
of Eagles. P.O. Box 2469. Warner Robins . Ga. 310!)!) 

·'God Is ;\,Iy Co-pilot" is con5idered one of the greatest 
inspiration~! books ever written. You can check it out at eithe r 
of Sun City's libraries . 

July2, 1993 
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Total editor 

I THE DAY I OWNED THE 
. ~KY. By Robert Lee Scott Jr. 
(Brig. Gen. USAF, Ret.), 

~ ·Bantam Books. 232 pages. 

f
~ $17.95. 

SUN CITY - The publisher 
changed retired USAF Brig. 
Gen. R?bert Lee Scott Jr.'s pro

.; posed title from "The Maverick 

1
; General" to "The Day I Owned 
l:J the Sky," and cut the text from 
t 450 pages to 232. 
· :., But the essence of the boy 
!I' who tried unsuccessfully to fly 
,,from the rooftop of a stately 

! Macon, Ga., home - and the 
{ man who flew over (and walked 
? on top oO the Great Wall of 

~; China and in the footsteps of 
f Marco Polo - is there. . 
i;:· ·' And I as readers, we can all 
··own a piece of Scott's sky, just 

as we may have experienced 
' India, Europe, A1;:mapurna and 
• 1 Kon Tiki through · the pens of 
' Rudyard Kipling, Richard Hal
liburton; Sir Edmund Hillary 

j ,.an~ Thor Heyei:dahl. . 
I m more proud of this than 

l.l any other book I've written be-· 
cause it was done -with a 79- , 

•year-old brain," said Scott in a 
'phone interview from the cam
paign office of the Museum of · 
'Aviation at - Robins Air Force 
Base, Warner Robins, Ga. 
.. .- His first book, "God Is My Co
,Pilot," was done in three days 
in 1943 on a cylinder recorder. 

,But Scott wrote "Sky" in his 
b--St_Ip City kitchen, standing at 
t the cutting board and writing 
r longhand before going to his 
, Mac_ Plus computer with 20 
• megabytes. 

-· 

- ".As ·backup, of course, I used 
floppy disks," he said . 

In 1985, The News-Sun pub
_ljshed three episodes of "Co-

J Pilot" in which Scott had an 
adventure with a watermelon · 
bomb raid on an agricultural 

, . inspection station. In an inter-
view at that time he discussed 

;· · "God Is My Co-Pilot," "Damned 

I 
to Glory" (about P-40 aircraft), 
"Runaway to the Sun," "Be

·, tween the _Elephant's Eyes," 
; "Samburu," "Flying Tiger: 
·, Chenault of China," "Look of 

t
.Jbe Eagle," "A Tiger in . the 
. Sky," his self-published "God Is 

~- ,Still My Co-Pilot,,, "Boring a 
{ Hole in the Sky," and "Return 
l to the Great Wall," which ap• 

~

peared as a Reader's Digest 
condensed book. · 

ri Scott lived in Sun City from 
973 to 1987. He describes his 

i 
home as directly under tbe,Luke · 

i Air Force flight path. \ 
He says he has been fas

t·~natated · with planes since\ ~e , 
l was_ four years ~ld. And ~e 
, chose to. take his Boy Scout 
' merit badge . with his version of 
~'the .Wright · Brothers plane in-
~ ~aa of a model and recalls 
~ing in Billy. Mitchell in a 

·: PW-9. . .. 
; 1 In "Sky," · Scott shares his 

frustrations at being too old for 
training and too young for 
~mmand ·and tells . how he lied 
to get into the air group flying 
support for the Chinese during 

! World War II. 
• 

l
-. 
-~; Review 
\ . . -rt ~ere is n? holding back on 

U
feehngs of gmlt over choosing to 
fly or sit out the war as a 
teacher-trainer. Scott's respect 

<,,for · Gen. Claire Chennault -
-~ho was in charge of American 
pilots - and details of his life 

·and combat while based in a 
-Nine Dragon Cave near Guilin 

· P.Jy.na, fill in gaps of a wS: 
never known by some and al-

1'most forgotten by others. Some 
: of the details were first de

!•, ~bed in "God is My Co-Pilot". 
~ ~t was fees for sale of the 

~movie rights and film consulta-
li ti~~ ~r ~•~o~Pilot" .. that. ~~~~~ ~ 

Scott his first h..Qme in the South 
: wpere he left his···wue· -and 
~ughter for the second time to 
return to China 

'_Later, in "Sky," he explains · 
how after retirement he made 
89 speeches in 90 days to help 
p~y for an expensive apartment 
in Phoenix. · 
· .• I Scott h~ the ability to viv
,idly descnbe the joys of flight 
ov~r parts of the world which 

· many of us have only heard 
about before. He shares his full-

, fillment of a boyhood dream to 
follow the Silk Route of Marco . 

. Polo and walk on the Great 
Wall of C_hina - the serpent he 

.had ~henshed as a kid when 
• seen ].n th!:! National Geogr{l_phk _ 

• -~?d l!lter flow_n ov~r-in his Fly~;:' 
. i~g._ TigeJ:" fi~hter plane. :: ,· '.! . 

I ~ .,: ·rm not a writer; but ·rm-~ · 
1 storytellert•~tt-said in-1985~ ···:·· 
1 ;_.:, ;~hat, is true. -Scott iin~ 

~tten·an _e~citing story o(Jµa:. ' 
,-.PJrina re-visi~ ' and : many . of: 
: !he .0~~t _things he has do~e• 

.m his military career. · •,-' "r , ; 
· i (' -'-'The Day I O~ed th~ Sky": 
·Would make,a terrific novel but• · 
.. !he fact that it is true, and 'that: · --; 
. \t has been· sharep by· a rac~:. 
onteur par excellence, make· it~~ 
'even better. . ~ .;.r • -

I• •The reading pubfic • ~="';' 
1 : h~p~y th!it instead .o( j~ ·,9ne:; · • 

I
: ~k, which, Scott says; evecy-~ · 
[ one has in ·. him," Scott had; · f 

r ~~p.ty of OO!)ks. . • . .~ chlf-(l 
-· 

\ 



FLYING ACE - Piloting a P-40K Warhowk in 1943, 
Robert L. Scott Jr. - then a colon~I with the Army 
Air Corps - did a public relations tour at various 

_ Pholo courtesy Army Air Corps 
U.S. air bases. One of the stops included Luke Field 1 
(now Luke Air Force Base), where Chinese pilots were '. 
being trained in P-40s. · . 

AIRBOURNE AUTHOR - Retired 
Brig. Gen. Robert Lee Scott Jr. 
continues his saga of wartime ex
periences in his latest book, "The 
Day I Owned the Sky." 

Scott to autograph books 
PHOENIX - Brig. Gen. Robert L. Scott Jr. will make two 

appearances in the Valley this weekend to promote his auto
graphy, "The Day I Owned the Sky." 

He'll be the luncheon speaker Saturday at the Arizona Press 
Women's annual meeting at the Airport Holiday Inn, 3737 E. 
Van Buren. He will speak to members, workshop participants 
and high school communication contest winners at 12:15 p.m. 

HarD.back copies of his autobiography ($17 .95) and the 
V paperback version of his first book, "God Is My Co-Pilot"· ($5) 

will be on sale. 
Profits from the sale of the books will be donated to Heritage 

of Eagles Museum of Aviation at Robins Air Force Base in 
Georgia, where Scott is campaign chairman. 

Other Arizona authors who will be at the autograph tables_ 
are Sun City Wester Jeanne Maxant Blanchet, Valley residents 
Pat Meyers and speaker Terri Fields and Tucsonian Sandal 
English. 

Those wishing to attend the $12.50 luncheon should make 
reservations by Thursday to Gerry Paul, 8315 Devonshire Ave. 
Scottsdale, Arizz. 85251.-Phone: 946-7778. 

At 2 p.m. Sunday, Scott will talk about his autobiography at 
the Sun City Library, Bell Recreation Center, 16828 99th Ave. 

He will also autograph copies, which will sell for $15. He wilf 
donate the profits to the library. 
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f■ Scott . I • 
• ~ i_ •• • • · ' Go home and write the 15th." 

: lived in Sun City (or 16 years The newest book's title comes 
; before l_~ving . for a new cat:eer from the time when Scott, then a 
and resifen?l m _Warner Robms, brash lieutenant (he was a West 

, Ga. "M~ sister m Tucson, and Point grad in 1932) stationed in 
: brother n Califo1:1ia, think I _am Long Island, N.Y., was courting his 
crazy_ to ;leave Aru.ona ~ start a future wife, who lived in Georgia. 

! new Job Jt my age, but I m happy The suitor pressed his case by 
, to have tte challenge," he said. r.;,rsonally flying his love letters: 
'. In a vJ.iy, he has taken himself, Td fly down to Georgia, drop off 
: comple~ with southern acce~t, my letters into the field's mail 
, back hte. He was born ~n receptacles with the request they 
1 Waynes ro, Ga., and grew up m be delivered to Miss Catherine 
: Macon. en then, he was going Green. 
[ places. I first flight attempt, at . "That lovely young lady had 
; age 12, nded in a crash landing three special beaux, including a 
: after ta e-off from a three-story fraternity president and all of 
: house. Jefore graduation from them good-looking." · 

· ! high sclpol in 1928, he sailed The general chuckled. "But I 
about hilf the world as a deck won, because I had better trans
hand onl a freighter. He. vowed portation." 
then tha~' someday, he'd get to the · Then, he added, after making 

· Great W l o( China. the mail drop to his sweetheart, he 
, His la t book was written - in pulled up into the air and "I felt 
longhan - while he lived in Sun like I owned the sky." 
City. Thi book was another chal- His talk during . the May 14 
lenge. It was a means of coping luncheon will include anecdotes 

· with bou►. of depression, foll<_>wing_ about his visit to Taipei. last fall, 
retireme1t and the death of his . when he attended a reumon of the 
wife. I , · . 14th Air Force Association with 

"I welt to Scripps Clinjc in La members of the 23rd Fighter 
Jolla anc the psychiatrist told me Group, which he commanded un
there wai nothing wrong with me. der Gen. Clair Chennault of 'Fix• 

~ He said, ~ou've written 14 books. ing Tiger' fame. He also will 
I 

discuss some o( his adventures 
while traversin~ the Great Wall or 
China, mostly m disguise, and on 
foot, when he was 76 years old: 

Scott, who in World War II, flew 
as a combat leader, was awarded 
three silver stars, three Distin
guished Flying Crosses, and five 
air medals. In 1943, he was 
ordered back to the states to make 
promotional speeches on Qehalf o( 
the war effort, and wrote his 
best-selling "God Is My Co-Pilot," 
which later was made into a 
movie. After more flying in China, 
he was assigned to the Pentagon to 
help win autonomy for the Air 
Force. 

He came to Arizona in 1947 as 
commander o( the first jet fighter 
school at Williams AFB. His final 
assignment was as Luke AFB 
commander. 

There are more books ahead for 
him, said the general. The next 
likely will be a novel, and won't be 
written in lon~hand. "I'm having 
so much fun with my word proces
sor, writing is enjoyable. I was 
really afraid of computers, but I'm 
not any more." . . • 

Scott also is thinking of building 
a house in Georgia. "I plan for it to 
have two bedrooms and two baths 

From Page A 

upstairs. Some people don't like 
stairs, but I like to look down and 
get a view." 

Those projects will (all between 
the extensive speaking tour he 
plans through the summer; includ
ing a Jqne 1 visit to the Air Force 
Academy in Colorado, where he 
will swear in new officers. · · 

"All this· effort is good for me," 
he sa1d. "I don't have time for 
dep,ression. 
-.. 'l figure-we are here on this 
earth for a· purpose. If we·run out 
or purposes, we are just occupying 
space and snouldn't be here." 

• , Scott will speak May 14 at the 
12:15 p.m. luncheon sponsored by 
Aruona . Press . Women during its 
state confenipce-- at Holiday Inn 
Air~rt East, 4300 E. W ashmgton 
St., Phoenix. The cost is $12.50 per 
person. Reservation inf onnation is 
available· by calling 246-8292 or 
588-577J. . · - · 
- In Sun City on May 151 Scott 

will au~aph copies of hlS new 
book durmg a 2 p.m. receftion at 
the Sun City Library, Bel Recre
ation C.enter branch, 99th Avenue 
and Bell Road. Proceeds from book 
sales at the ~ption will benefit 
the library. Information is avail
able by calling 974-2569. 

scorr1 j?o'of.~T 
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. , ; ·.: . :,Th~ j~ar is 1942 and the second ~orid war is raging·o~.' · · :: .. 
~ •-,; . The skies over Burma are cloudy. The faint purr of ·airplane 

r~•, J . engines can be heard. . ;'fr.r ii Slowly, lhc purr grows louder, finally erupting into a roar. Sud-··v 1:
1 
dcnly, .a plane breaks lhrough the clot,1ds and into sight (: Then 

. ~ .\, another plane, and another. . · .. _. ;, , ·::, · ·'· .... : 
[t' ··: '·,. Eventually, a total of 27 planes appear, all flying in single-file 
:./ · ·i formation - Japanese fighler planes, on their way to complete 
·· •. •. lheir m ission: Atlack and destroy any and all American troops in 

·.:· the area. . .· . . .· , • · . · . 
,.i ·.·. Urgent coded mes.sage received: Japanese fighters . oi; their· 
·. ·way to·atlack! :· . ·:. . · ·. . . 
,': · .Instantly, HI American fighter pilols take their fighte r "ships" 

•. - to the skies .. Within 10 minules they have reached 20,000 feet and .' 
: · arc now above the .Japanese fighter plane caravan: .. 1

· · .·· .:. . j :'-' ·, .The .Japanese pilot leader looks up toward the sun. He thinks he · 

3 
. ;·,secs something, but he's not sure. He s trains lo see what's there . .. 

" '·~--·· In· on·e quick .moment, his worst fear. is realized: He is looking . 
:: directly al an American fighter. plane. He knows he is a silting 

. : _ . . . . .w.~iwie111 · duck. · ! · . • ·• · ... 

. . .·. . . . .,· . : ··: : .;-, , :'.._:: . . ~-: (':',. P~oro. br. .Brcr_McKcond • ·.: He turns away from the American planes and drops his bombs 
JFf. WE GO ... Flying acc·ni-Jg. Gen. RobertScottposes_beside·a : · lo m_ake.llis plane lighter in the hope of escaping the enemy. The· 
ifc-sized portrait of_himself'taken during_liis fa,~ed flying days. ·., other 26 planes do the same .. However, as they turn they leave 

" iclured lop,··scott, during World War II, w~s.one··_of the U'.S: Air'.: ._' their planei(exposed to the enemy, .with no guns lo . protect ; 
,.~orce's most successful fighter pilots; Now·retired and living in .. ': :· , : · · ·., ; · · 
iun City, he is the authorof15 books. ::· , : _,:,. · ·. '. .. :--;., : , · ·. · · .. . ' \ · ·. . · : ' See ACE/page 6 

I , • •. 
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One by one;the Americans shoot down all 27 J~panese fighter~/ ·>.'.· Failing to receive help from · cong~essmen· and ·senat~r~: he · 
In the. end, only two American fighters are lost in the battle:, .resorted to telling a fabrication. When asked if he had ever flown 
,e remaining 16 victorious American fighters head back home · ·a B-17 Flying Fortress; Scott said yes, even though he had never 
await their next battle in the sky. . •. :: · . . · , · v• · done so: By doing this, his fighter pilot career was kept alive:' ·,. · • 
Al though the story may sound like a scripted scene from one ofi : , Later, in ·Burma, Sco.tt met ·and became friends .--with Gen '. · 
untless World War II movies, it was a real scene, 'a real battle.~ ;_Claire Chennault. He also flew with_ the infamous Flying Tigers.:. 
1d it is told by Air . Force Brig. Gen. Robert . L . . Scott, the .- ;Although he was never an official member: o( the .group, he flew · 
nerican fighter pilot who led the v_ictorious fighters in combat; · •many ','guest missions" with them:. .... . .: . .. : ; .:', · .··. :. ;:·; . :.::. i: 
-d who now lives here in Sun City.- . . ~ · ; .7~: · ·. · . . _; · · ':;·( ·. !, :Eventually,_ Scott was sent into battle and put h.is fighter train- . 
-icolt, 78, author of numerous books, · including the famed "God -.:,ing to use. :In W,orl_d War II, fighter. pilots. fought face to · face i_n · 
My Co-Pilot," always knew he ·would fly someday as did his ·: t_heir planes. In an aerial battle, Scott says, ."I got so close to the 
ilher . .. _ . ,. . . ·. ' · .· ·; .. · . · ·. . . .... ' . · · .. .' .: '.!'~nemy!s plane that I could practically see his instrument panel." 
'When I was four yea.rs old, my mother knew I was going to be · /: 1_"1.Iost a lot of _wingmen during th~ . war," Scott ·says.' t i feel ' 
,ilot, " he says, "and I always prayed I'd be a fighter pilot." : ·. ,especially bad about that because I know the enemy.was shooting 
t\s a child he used to idolize such flying legends as·capl. Eddie ' !at me. However, .they shot a little off and killed my wingmen in
ckenbacker and Germany's Red Baron .. _"It didn'.t'malter what: 1stead." > , ·.· :, . . · ~- : : .·· · · • · · ' , . .. · .... . · ,.> .... · \ 
untry they were from," he says. They were great fighter pilots ; : j· ,·By being ~ictori~us in aerial c_omb.at, Scott became a member . 
d that's all that mattered. ·.· . .-... · .... .-: r·· : · . · ·, pf the American Fight~ Aces Assoc1atlon. In order_ to become a 
;colt's fascination with flying began during his childhood days J nember, a pilot must accumulate a~ least'flve "kills,'? m~aning 
Macon, Ga. As a young boy, he joined the Boy.' Scouts and by, ·· ~hat he must shoot down atleast five enemy aircraft. . . · .. _. · · . .. ,· 
: age of 17·he had accumulated more merit badges than ·any ·:;!~·In aH,.Scott had 13 confirmed victories an~ nine "probables" 
,er scout in Che south. , · .. · . · . : , . .. ·· ·. : · :·,during the war. The nine " probables':' wer.e later confirmed, br-
1,;vcn as a Boy Scout he put his flying fascination to work. One ':_in,ging Scott's total to 22 '.'kill.s,'.: '. · ' ·:; r ·: :. :'. ·: ~· .:' ·· /\ :/' · i ,.(,:-;:>,·:'·' 
;e in point is when he was attempting to altain one ·particular •·Y .Only-t~o other men have m_ore ."kills": thanScott.'.World_ \Var. I · 
!ritbadge. : ·. .· '·. . .· :·•·.:.:•·. ·. · . - fightingace. Rickenbacker.•and World ,War, II veteran ::and · 
'n order to receive the badge,'' he· had to build a.'.model · plane;· ·: faradise Valley _resident Joe Foss, both with 26 '. 'kills." /: · ... •. · • ... · 
d, by using a remote control, fly the p_J.ane a ·certain dis tance. ·:_;>;:If you ask Robertscott what special quality is ne~ded in order 
lile other Scouts were putting together small model planes; .. ~o be a _successful fighter pilot, he is quick to answer. "Desir_e," _. 
,itt was building a full-sized replica of the Wright brothers '. : he says . . ''We·(fight~r pilots) all have the same abilities. The per
,ne, which turned out to be a_ glider plane . . : . . . .. ; . _...... . .. .. .'. ''. . son who kills t~e enemy first is the one who sees him first: · .. • . · · · 
,Vhen it came time to fly it, however, thjngs didn't go ·so well' ··· . '!There are t_wo types of fighter pilots. One type will go Int~ bat
rJ the young pilot-to-be ended up crash landing his ·masterpiece tie with a hesitant attitude: This type of pilot, when it comes time 
a rose bush. . · .- · ·, . :-· : .. : :._. :; . 1., ::.: ·:;:>:,f '_., .. i · . .-. :. for an aerial battle, will think to himself: _Wait a minute, l have a 
'That was the first and o~ly crash landing I ever made;" Scott .. family back home. Do I want to take a chance and be killed,' or, 
1s. With nothing injured, except maybe his spirit, Scott was · should I pull out?- ; · • < : ·. , · · : .· · · , . .:. ·:· ,., .1 .-.: : .· .• --,:.\' \·' .· 
lered to tear apart the glider. · ·' · ·. · ' · ' · · · · · ."This type of pilot will be killed in combat because of his hesita-· 
\s the years wen~ by, Scott's interest in flying soared. He at- '. lion,'! says Scptt.·· . : , · . ·. · . . . · :·... . . . ·-,- ' ., :. :. : · .. ; . 
,ded West Point! Military Academy and ' graduated in 1932. : · ".The other type of fighter pilot will go into battle with the in ten
'er graduation he transferred to the Air Corps ~1:}d earned his ·. lion of knocking out as many enemy planes as possible.'This .pilot · 
verwings. · :· : ' .· .: . ·':' -. ,: · :,~. ·,.' :,.,. ···'·. · · · · · ·: . . wilf not'think twice about whether: he should fight or.not. Th~s 
,ater, in 1934, Scott began flying mail to various cities when the_ ,:• type of pilot will live to. talk about the war."· . 1 

· .:-.: , • · :· · 

my took over the task from civilian airlines. Scott points out ·'-:;,, Scott says "panic, tentativeness and indecision ki\ls ·fighter . 
,t flying ~?ii w~s very hazardous at that time because p~!ots; ·: pilots.''-~,. i.: :. /.::, :\ : .·<·: . ';· :; . : , • '· , : .-:: .· ... ": ;.:· ,", • .i,':-- -':.'<·. '--:':i· 
re unfam1h?r w1_th_ the routes and adverse .~ e'.1J~~r c~nd1t1ons ?!.In the years since the war, Scott has written 14 books and is;cur- . 
en made fly mg d1fflc~lt. . ·. ·· ·...-.. -:• · .,:· . . ... •; : . . · · ·' · :· •·· i .rently in the process of getting his 15th book published. His first · 
n 193~, Scolt began h1syursmt plan~ trammg m Panam~, and. :,: book, !'God Is :My Co-Pilot," sold millions of copies and was on' 
,~r sw1~ched to ~he ~oe~ng P,~ 12. If given the ch?,nce, ·_he: w9ul~-: ·: ~he best seller list for two years. · .. , . . . : : .. · . . ' ~ . '; .•· i . 
anything, anytm~e. As, a r~s_u_!~, he was du_b.~ed _ lhe tim~~O[.:_; ,:-·. The book, which Scott.wrote in just three days; was later made 
hi; b-~ddi~~:···;· ::_·)2:t;lf7~?,;,:,~1{J/ '.•~ :· .. ' · -, .. ; ,,,,,---, .. , · ·--·:• -~~ · ._. · · · i~t() a major moti?n picture, ~n which h~ served as technicaJ°af. 
tandolphFieldinTexaswasScotl'snextstop,wherehe served y1sor. .: ··••: ·:r .- ·· . . • · •· .... :· . · ,. ,· _:: · :- ,· .... , . ·• 
a flight instructor: From there he wenl on to California to com- .··-: Traveling all over the world has been one of 'many highlights in 
,nd the largestrlying sch~l _in the. United States --:- Cal-Aero Scott's life. One. outstanding · major highlight occurred jn 1982 
-1demy.: ·,: .: ,.'.'·.: /:'>•: ,.,·· •. ·, .. . . · ·· ... when,attheage of72,hewalkedtheentireGreatWallofc;hlna.,-' 
l was around this time that Scolt encountered what could have The event was so memorable that " Readers Digest" ·even 'did a 
·n a . major setback in·. his m)Iitary career.' He. was told,' that at .. feature story on the Sun City resident. . . · . . · · : : ,- . · . 
'{ears old, he was too old to be a fighter pilot. The cut-off age .·_:-'.· Content with the quiet. solitude offered him in Sun City, Scott 
1 recently been ·changed to 28. . •_.- . . · ·· . · . · . , :still enjoys r~miniscing about his fighting days over the Pacific.··· 
.colt was not; however, ready lo accept the new ruling without. : >· Never one to quit chasing dreams or to allow. his age to in-· 
lruggle. His whole. life he had wanledlobe a fighter pilot and · terfere wilh accomplishmE?nts; Scott still pursues his activities 
11ad trained to be one. He was determined lo achieve his dream with the same zest and,enthusiasm as when he '"'.as younger.And 

' '..· :/ . .' 
1
,
1

. ,: .•• :.:·•;i_•:·:/: .· ·• · .. : S~e A'CE/pag~·7 it appears there are still. a great _deal . more activities he would 
liketoconquer . .. :···: : .co·,... .. . . '" . \ ·• .... ,,. .,,•, .·., . _: .:·.-: . 
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The adventure is one of the 
chapters in Scott's unpublished 
book "The Maverick General." 
Scott and two others have just 
returned from a revenge mission: 
the bombing of the agricultural 
inspection station at Blythe, Cal
if., with 2,000 pounds of water
melons. 

By ROBERT L. SCOTT Jr. 
The three of us were still 

laughing when we landed at Wil
lie (Williams Field), but no one 
explained why we were so merry. 
The crew chief had helped load 
the melons, and since crew chiefs 
always know everything their 
planes do, he laughed, too. 

During the next year I didn't 
d~re go through the Blythe 
checkpoint, heeding the axiom 
"leave well enough alone." 

But not a word had reached . 
me of the watermelon incident, 
and one day while in uniform, I 

· dared drive up to the target 
· checkpoint. 

I had made one of my carefully 
itemized lists, to save time for us 
both, covering every piece of ag
ricultural contraband I could 
think of. But I wasn't surprised 

' when the inspector courteously 
requested that I open my trunk. 

After a careful look among my 
baggage he seemed to notice for 
the first time that I was in an 
'Air Force uniform. 

"C~nel, one of your boys cer
tainly worked us over-just 
about this time last year," he 
said pointing to the north of the 
Ag station. 

I hadn't even dared to look 
that direction, and when I did I 
almost gasped. There was the 
verdant growth of the best stand 
of watermelon vines I had ever 
seen! Maybe an acre or two up 
the river (the center of impact) 
and 200 feet from where we 
stood was filled with healthy 

melon vines vying with one an
other for space. 

A few seemed to be heading 
for the ag station. Two of the 
most adventurous, maybe the 
most virile, had managed to 
climb the supports of a large 
wooden sign reading: "WEL
COME TO CALIFORNIA." Only 
the "TO" was missing because of 
a gaping hole. 

It was all I could do to keep a 
straight, impassive face and 
maintain my composure. But 

sudtienly the cold dread of expo
sure came over me. Perhaps the 
state authorities had remained 
quiet intentionally-no publicity 
in the press. Now the car, with 
the license plate they had been 
waiting for, had finally driven 
into their clutches. They had 
been biding their time, but now 
they had me. 

But I calmed my fears by 
ceasing to dwell on the improba
ble and shook my head as I 
admired the verdant growth. 

"It all reminds me of a beauti
ful lawn .. What on earth is it? 
Did you plant it?" I remarked as 
casually as I could while smoth
ering my laughter. 

"Colonel, you are looking at 
the goddamdest melon crop .I 
ever saw. And I was raised here 
in Blythe where they grow them. 
Why there are ripe watermelons 
out there. And I never will forget 
the airplane that delivered 
them-or more or less planted 
th~ seeds. Like I say, it was last 

. year just about this time." 
He took me by the elbow over 

to where I could see the top of fast- flying so low, we ain't even 
the big sign. decided yet what kind of plane· it 

"See that sign with the big was! In fact, we don·t even know 
gaping hole between the two if it was one of ours!" 
words? You won't believe this, Taking one last look at my 
but the biggest watermelon I lush melon crop, I thanked him 
ever saw made that hole. Went and climbed back into my hot car 
through there, tumbling. Funny and continued on into Blythe for 
thing is, when a load of fragile gasoline. While the service sta
melons hits the ground, they tion man was filling my ta_nk 
don't all bust and splatter like I and checking the oil, I was down 
used to think they did when I on my knees with my tire gauge 
dropped one off my dad's wagon pretending to be checking the 
as a kid." He paused. pressure. But I was laughing so 

"Well, that one bounced- ri- hysterically there were tears in 
cocheted would be a better de- my eyes. I surely couldn't have 
scription-right off the ground, read the numbers, anyway. 
turning over and over and made Just a few months ago, at age 
that hole," he said shaking his 77, I drove through that Blythe 
head in disbelief. ag inspection point again. Their 

I just stood there shaking my procedures have not changed in 
head at his story and still admir- all these 37 years, but I am 
ing the acres of vines with my accustomed to it by now. _.;; 
insides quivering from wanting I looked expectantly at the 
to laugh so much. Then I asked target of revenge, but all is hid
the inevitable. den by a large reddish-brown 

"Did you get the number of building that looks like a war~-
the airplane?" : house. As I drove into Blythe I 

" Hell, Colonel. Number? wondered what happened to all 
Hell's fire, that guy was flying so · my melon vines. 

- ------------ - -----.'.----------
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. . . y _ 
!lets its fill of melons 

Second in a series 
Excerpts from a chapter of 

"The Maverick General" by Rob
ert L. Scott Jr. 

The action takes place 37 
years ago when Colonel Scott 

--was stationed at Williams Air 
Force Base, Chandler. 

The colonel has loaded the 
bomb bay of an A-26 hpader 
attack bomber with 2,000 pounds 
of watermelon culls for a revenge 
mission. 

By ROBERT L. SCOTT Jr. 
It's always a thrill even in the 

jet age to open wide the throttles 
on two loud Pratt and Whitney 
R-2800 engines and feel the ea
ger pull of thousands of horses 
applied to great ·club propellers 
12 feet in diameter. 

Their force plastered me back 
against 'my seat and we-Maj. 
Neil Johnson of Montana and 
Capt. Carl Hardy from Arkansas 
and I- flew low from the very 
first. · 

The Invader was made to hug 
the ground, Yfeave among the 
contours of the hills and valleys 
to be underneath ·enemy radar . . 
Our stampe.,ring, · exuberant 
shadow reminded me of an eagle, 
swooping after its prey .. 
.. But I pulled up SO<?n after 
takeoff and passed ·over Phoenix 
and suburbs at ~good . altitude, · 
breachi't1iL no FAA regulations. 
By the time we reached Wicken
burg though, . I \ was already let- ' 
ting down for Aguila and Hope, 
staying .~ell north of th~ Los 
Angeles ,highway. Over Quartz
site ,,w.e, were· righ~ on ihe deck, 
too low to even see our shadow, 
and i had fu raise ··a wfng-tip now 
and:_then to. avoid,a tall sp.guaro. 
We ·were down where the Doug
las A-26 was born to fly! . . 

There's. a low Jfne of moun
tains that top out west of Quartz
site, and as we crossed the rid~, 
still hugging · the '.terrain like· a 
f ale on, there was our target just 
across the slivery strand of the 
Colorado. The nose was already 
down and co-pilot Johnson. pass
ed the word "Target in sight" for 
bombardier Hardy to get ready. 

I noted in our slanting dive we 
II • • I ~ * ~ I 

ROBERT L. SCOTT JR. 
were indicating 400 knots, aim
ing just north of the ag station at 
the empty desert. Out of the 
corner of my eye I could see the 
altimeter resting on zero, a fact 
verified by the tops of the sagu
aros passing our wingtips. 

When the east bank of the · , 
river was almost underneath I 
realized I had been counting out 
loud as I sighted our target. 

"One thousand -and one-one 
thousand and two!" It was the 
same old cadence I had used to 
drop the honeydews for my dive
.bombing practice in the trainer 
and to deliver bright' orange mes
sage bags with letters to my wife 
Kitty Rix•in Fort Valley. · 

"Open the doors!" I yelled as 
Arizona ran out. · 
· · Neil nudged Carl's shoulder 
with his foot and at no' more 
than 10-feet altitude that 2,000 
pounds of melons was hurled in . 
their short parabolic trajectory 
at Calif9PDia-off to the side of 
the Ag station, so as not to risk 
life or limb of any living thing 
except the desert. But they had 

. to be close enough to get across 
my message of "Yes, we have 

' watermelons, Mr. Inspector!" . 
''Right on target. I never saw 

such a splash!" cried Neil. 
I had to depend on him be-

cause I was focused on straight 
··anead as our 400-knot speed •ate 
up the ground, which was only a 
blur beneath the Invader. Bank-

ing at near zero altitude, careful
ly turning northwest to avoid 
passing overy any of Blythe, I 
felt the bomb bay doors close and 
we were streamlined again, but 
still so low I saw no shadow. 

Thus we detoured Blythe 
where we might be identified 
and passed far north of the ari
port on top of the mesa, three 
miles west of town. 

Only then did I climb and take 
up a heading for Burbank soon 
identifying Chuckwalla Road 
and Desert Center. By then we 
were at 5,000 feet and speeding 
on sedately for those fighter 
plane parts waiting for us at 
Lockheed Plant. 

With that duty performed we 
returned to Willie by way of 
Yuma-far south of Blythe 
where our revenge melon bomb 
mission had had been right on 
its target. 

NEXT: Waiting for recrimi
nations. 
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~g s1a11on araw·s maver,cK. general's J 
Robert L. &ott Jr. is author of 11 books, some 

of which have been printed also in German, 
Spanish and French. 
. They include: "God Is My Co-Pilot," "Damned 
to Glory," "Runway to the Sun," "Between the 
Elephant's Eyes," "Samburu," "Flying Ti
ger-Chenault of China," "Look of the Eagle," "A 
'J'iger in the Sky," "God Is Still My Co-pilot," 
!'Boring a Hole in the Sky" and "Return to the 
Great Wall." 
: The 23 chapters of h'i$ next book, "The Maver
ick General," have been \ completed and are at a 
publisher. General &ott has permitted the Daily 
News-Sun to publish an abridged version . of one 
chapter of the autobiographi~al work. 
. In "Incident at Blythe," then-Colonel &ott is 
stationed at Williams Field in Chandler 37 years 
ago. Among his duties was flying to Burbank to 
bring back parts for his wing of fighter trainers. 
· At age 40 and a "full-bitd colonel," he commits 
"a most juvenile and irresponsible act," as he 
describes it. He has only admitted it publicly once, 
at a surgeons' meeting at Luke Air Force Base, 
from which he retired to Sun City about a year 
ago. 

INCIDENT AT BLYTHE 

By ROBERT L. SCOTT JR. 
There are agricultural inspection facilities on 

both sides of the stateline between Arizona and 
California. They are necessary because terribly 
destructive insects and scale diseases can be easily 
transported across state lines by automobile. 

But during my first year at Willie (Williams 
Field) nothing I did could anticipate the zealous ag 
inspector's questions on the California side as I 
visited family an~ friends over there. Inspections 
became a hassle. Perhaps it was because I was a 
fighter pilot and always in a hurry. Whatever, I 
made a point to never have any agricultural 
contraband in my car: no citrus, no growing plants, 
no fresh fruit. 
: Yet, each time I stopped my vehicle as the sign 
said, the inspector replied to my negative "No sir" 
replies with something new. 

"Do you have any cotton?" 
But even as I was again saying "No sir," came: 
"Sir, will you please open your trunk." 
And of course I complied while wondering, 

'. 'What in the world would I be doing hauling 
cotton in my car?" 

" Sir, Do you have any watermelons?" 

Finally I resorted to making a typewritten list 
before I left home. I read it to the inspector as I 
said, "Good morning," and before he could ask his 
own courteous question. This way I could save us 
both time and bother. 

"Do you have any watermelons?" 
"How in the heck could I hide a watermelon in 

my baggage?" I wondered. An apple or piece of 
citrus might be hidden or forgotten, or an orange, 
but the inspector never looked inside my lone piece 
of baggage in the trunk. 

"No, sir-no ~atermelons." 

"Please open your trunk, sir." 
As I complied once again the germ of an idea 

was planted in this 40-year-old fighter-pilot's 
brain. 

My relatively cool car heated up as I stood 
there in the desert sun answering questions in 
sight of Blythe. The inspector insisted on opening 
wide both the trunk and the car in that heat. 

''They must be just doing their jobs," I rea
soned. That is why I had typed my list. Perhaps 
the state regulations insisted they ask the ques-

tions routinely and then no ma1 
answer, required them to make the i 

But as I submitted to the inevita 
day I kept thinking about watermelc 

One day at Willie Field I sig 
attack bomber, and that clinched it. 
invaluable on procurement missio 
supplies were needed in a hurry to 
of jet trainers from being rendered , 
Commission on account of Parts 

\ooks listed the plane as the Doug! 
number 723, but its more glamor< 
The Invader. 

Put into action near the end of 
the iplane was designed to be heavi 
going in low and fast armed w 
machine guns in the nose. Her bo 
hold a ton. And The Invader had bE 
every ounce-all the armor and a 
gone and it was light as a feathe 
powerful Pratt and Whitney R-280, 
best in the radial category which 
club-props at fantastic rpms. 

She would fly like a bat out of he 
with throttles wide open, you could 
read 375 knots and even more , 
slightly depressed. What I had in mi 
that nose slightly depressed and 
running at full bore. 

I would invade California at t 
near Blythe with the bomb bay fill( 
melons. I would not aim at the sta 
the side toward the open desert 
endanger life or limb or real estate. 

My cargo was growing some• 
Phoenix and I would use rejects, or c 
large or too small or even sunburnec 
was about 2,000 pounds of what 
inspector had asked me about. 

I set out to buy our muniti 
operations officer of the 352nd T1 
Maj. Neil Johnson of Montana, a1 
greatest pilots I ever knew. We fou 
near Glendale and filled two six-by-s 
2,000 pounds which were off-Joa, 
Invader's bomb bay without attract 
tion. 

With the maw of the A-26 full, , 
to invade California. Our other crev 
one of my golf partners, Capt. Cai 
Arkansas. 

NEXT: In Wednesday's News 
away!' 
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HE'S NO AUTHOR .. HE'S A STORY TELLER 
• By>P;°ATWOODWILLIAMS 

Staff Writer 
"I'm not a writer, but I'm a 

storyteller. My grandfather in 
Aileen, South Carolina was a 
storyteller ... if it doesn't inter
est me, I can't expect it to 
interest. anyone," said the au
thor of 11 books with the 12th 

· ready now for a publisher. 
Air Force Gen. Robert L. 

Scott, Jr's books have also been 
published in German, French 
and Spanish, which could add 
to the title count. · 

But Scott isn't counting. 
He's writing. He stands at his 
sink at the meat cuttingboard 
with a yellow legal pad and 
writes his story in longhand 

. before going to his IBM type-

.,.:":"-r.....,.::::-~~· 1 •...l.'L.~&.."=""''~'"l...,-r~;loi.., .. · ~~ . ,,. •7- ~ · --; ,e- ~ -r-t-z~ :' -- ...... ~. •:-.-

writer to apply his four-finger Co-Pilot was a best seller and 
technique. Scribner called me to say, 'You 

It wasn't always so. . did not let your . publisher 
He dictated his first book in down,' " Scott recalled. 

three days in 1943, but Charles Today a first edition of that 
Scribner's secretaries couldn't book is worth at least $100. 
understand his southern ac- · And ·at .a recent military reun
cent. Then a colonel, Scott was ion in Montgomery, . Al11., a 
bored with the U.S. tour for his judge asked Scott to autograph • 
commanders aiicJ, .hoped to_ use a 42-year ~ld copy of the book 
the bo~k to get-· hi~self ~nd he had stolen as a young man 
~ore _airplanes back. m action from the public library, later 
m Chma. He determmedly ap- paying the fine to keep the 
plied two fingers to the task of book. 
typing his first China adven- The P-40 aircraft was the 
tures and finished it in just a main character of Scott's next 
few days. book · Damned to Glory in 

"Scribner didn't like the ti- 1944~ An old P-40 talks to a 
tle, and we got a bad ~eview ~n little P-40, and Scott uses "dog
the N.Y. Herald . Tribune m geral verse" in the meter used 
1~4~, but very soon God Is My by Kipling to introduce each . 

chapter_ about . the plane 
"damned by. the politicians, 
but flown to glory by pilots," 
he wrote. 

The next year ~cribners 
asked him· for_ a book for . boys 
ages 12,-1~ . _and,_ ~~at _res~lted 

. was _ )lunaway , to :th_e Sui:i, .a 
book about ·men he }lad taught 

. 'to fly and· became . Air Force 
heroes . . · .:·:-..c '. ·· . : .. 

"Teachfog others to fly is 
probably my ·greatest contribu
tion in life," Scott reminisced. · • 

An African elephant became· 
the hero ·of his next book. At 
age 15 Scott _learned ,about 
Samburu when he jumped ship . 
on which he had been a dEtck 
boy in the Merchant Marines. 
In Nairobi a white hunter 
whom he-''.--ltnew from his Boy 

, .r.::];,:i:• , '. · · Scout days took him to '.'see the 
~:fili.J·J,;~[f ·i1 · elephant~_:the :~ Sam~uru 
Greeting the Chinese with open arms as he~·sits ;'c1st;ide a Herd." · . . · -. 
camel, Gen . Robert L. Scott Jr. rides along the Great Wall Scott discovered the exist-
Of China in 1980. ··-:··_,· ' ~ · -· .. ,. , C. P-

\ 



ence of the herd again in 1951 j 
when, while stationed near I 
Munich, he flew weekly 1,200 
miles to Tripoli to supervise : 
the men in his command. 

The next year, after spend
ing hours in a museum study
ing an elephant skull and prac
ticing the trajectory necessary 
to kill an elephant with a 
broom rifle, he was ready for 
the hunt. 

For 30 days Scott hunted 
with a big game gunsmith, but 
left his party to track Samburu 

. beginning in the northern 
swamp -where the young are 
born each year. 

"I had agreed to pay only 
$5,000 for the hunt instead of 
the usual $10,000 and was 
going to write a book on my 

·'Safari. The ivory from the kill 
would make up the payment," 
explained Scott. 

Samburu charged the party 
out of 12-foot elephant gras~, 
and also destroyed the camp, 
but whe·n the big moment 
came, Scott fired over his-head. 

"I had welchetton my prom
ise, but the professional Hunt
ers Association of East Africa 
made me a member because I 

· didn't kill him, anq I wrote 
Between the Elephant's Eyes 
anyway, followed by Samburu, 
a_book for boys. . 
: His sixth book, Flying Tiger: 

Chenault of China, was pub
lished by Doubleday. 

Next came a novel, Look of 
the Eagle, the title of which he 
got from his storyteller grand
pa, who tailored his tales to 
each person and counseled 
Scott to "look at a person's 

· eye~." 

"If.- he'.s looking over the ho
rizon, he has desire to accom
plish something-the look of 
the eagle," his grandpa said . . 

s ing\e-sea\.cd p\ane up and 
showed them the cockpit. 

His next effort was Boring a 
Hole in the Sky (the Air Force 

term for "just putting in 
time,"), his attempt to blow the 
.whistle on the Pentagon who 
had looked the other way at 
the waste of manpower. It was 
"written better, edited better 
and pubished better," said 
Scott. Although published by 
Random House, it was "permit: 
ted to die" without ever being 
pushed, he explained. 

In 1980, he walked the 
Great Wall of , China, whose 
image he had cut from a Na
tional Geographic magazine 38 
years earlier. 

He described in his book how 
he traversed 1,296 miles on the 
rammed earth or masonry wall 
on 72-year-old feet and rode · 
between sections of the wall on 
camel, truck, bus, oxcart, jeep, 
boat and train. In April, 1983 
Reader's Digest condensed it as 
Return to the Great Wall over 
which he · had made shadows 
with his plane's wings in 
World War II. 

Scott will discuss this trip 
and book when he speaks to a 
Sun City book review group at 
1:30 p.m. Oct. 17 in the Ariz
ona Room at Fairway Rec Cen-
ter. · 

"I hav~ my subject ready in 
. my mind and never write m) , · 
speeches," said .Scott, who 
readily admits he needs a writ
ing project t~ keep him mental- . 
ly fit these days. 
· · He has finished 23 chapters · 
of his next book The Maverick 
General, · a title given him by · 
one of his friends: The book 
recounts the "times I was fired, 
and the times I should have 
been fired and wasn't," he 
smiled. 

"My vocabulary has in
creased because I have looked 

Around 1956 he wrote an up so many . wo~~s," said the ; 
original paperback, A Tiger in I man who claims he is "not a 
the Sky, an anth?logy .of mili- . w~iter" and did poorl,v in E!1· 
tary events, pubhshed by Bal- · ghsh, grammar and math m · 
lantine Books. high school. 

Scott next tackled God Is 
Still My Co-pilot, the "toughest 
b.ook I had written." He was. 59 
:years old and "fighting mad" 

_:at • the government's policies, 
vis-a-vis the "no win" war in 
Vietnam. 

He raised money to get the 
book published by the now

, defunct Augury Press. in Phoe
.. nix; not far from Luke AFB, 

where he was serving his last 
command. 

During his years as an au-. 
- thor, he said, religious groups 

have objected to the relegation 
of God as "co-pilot." Once 
when some nuns took •him to 
task over this, he taxied- his 

/ 

Scott says he also reads his . 
text aloud ... · the storyteller 
influence, no doubt. 

Currently he is negotiating . 
with Random House and hopes · 
they -will. edit and publish the 
text it took him six months to · 
write. He looks forward to au
tograph parties all over th~ : 
country and making publicity : 
appearances. · · 

The last chapter of his "love : 
story between a pilot and a 
hundred fighters" is titled The· 
Ultimate Fa1con. In it he com~ .- · 
pares the first fighter plane he ; 
fought in which cost $10,000 • 
with the last one flown at age .. 
76, made of titanium and cost-· 
ing $19.4 million. . ... 
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The incredible journey of Robert Scott, 
author of God is my Co-Pilot 

----by Horace s. Mazet ____ _ 

/ M y trip to the great 
Chinese wall was 
one of great elation 

and bitter diJappointment( said 
Gen. Robert L. Scott, Jr., USAF 
(Ret.) as we sat in his living room 
in Sun City not long ago. "I had 
long planned to walk the length 
of the Great Wall from its 
western end to the Yellow Sea, 
and now I was ready to begin. 
But there was no wall in this far 

Horace S. Mazet is a freelance 
writer who lives in Carmel, 
California. 

western, mountainous part of 
China!" 

"No wall?" 
"No-it had disintegrated in 

the long centuries, being made 
of mud. I would have to travel by 
bus to reach Khotan and join a 
camel caravan across the 900 
miles of arid Taklamakan desert 
on what used to be the Emper
or's Road. It has been called the 
Silk Road only for the last 180 
years. San~, sand and sand every
where." 

Scott thought a minute, recal
led the latest disappointment in 

ov t ,2 
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Robert Scott in China, 1942 
~ 

his 38-year dream to walk the 
length of the Great Chinese 
Wall. During World War II he 
had blazed a victorious trail 
across Chinese · skies as a 
one-man air force_ and then' was 
ordered to take command of the 
23rd Fighter Group by that great 
tactician, Gen. Claire Chennault. 
During this phase of his flying he 
noted the shadow of his fighter 
plane's wings skipping across the 
Great Wall and resolved some 
day to return and walk its length. 
That no one had ever done such 
a feat did not deter him. 

Wu Ti's wall nearby, situated 
where the Silk Road forks, in the 
most western part of the prov
ince of Gan Su. But let me tell 

-you about Dunhuang and the 
Caves of the Tho~sand Buddhas. 
A tiny oasis is hidden between 
two famous mountains rising 
near Dunhuang: Mt. Can Wei 
and Mt. Ming Sha. All around 
lies a desert. But at this oasis, 
invisible until one is on top of it, 
are the Dunhuang Caves of the 
Thousand Buddahs, very ancient, 
discovered at the beginning of 
this century. They had been 
filled with blowing sand. From a 

I Anyhow," Scott contin- geological point of view the 
ued, "when I tried to position of the caves is quite 
join a camel caravan, vulnerable; any wind rising blows 

none was available. So I caught a along the face of the cliffs 
ride on an army truck. It was a straight into the caves where the 
long, dusty, hot, interminable statues and paintings are open to 
ride. We hit a sand storm that the weather. And now the entire 
was worse than any I have ever site has been declared an historic 
seen in Arizona; it moved sand monument. I went in. There are 
into drifts. And where drifts almost 2,000 statues, all Buddha, 
existed it moved them else- all sizes, some 100 feet high!" 
where. A few signs painted white "You took a picture of some of 
on rocks had long ago been them?" 
obliterated by flying sand. We/" "You are not supposed to. But 
had to drive without lights on. I am sure there are many more 
We lost half a day because of the than the 2,000 Buddhas there, 
storm, although we drove day some not yet excavated. They 
and night, self-contained. were carved by merchants, to 

"I really didn't mind the heat. insure safe passage for their 
Maybe I was just so thrilled to be caravans." 
crossing the Taklamakan that I Through services of a guide, 
didn't notice the heat and dirt. I Chang Jin, Scott was able to rent 
was finally on my way to the a car and driver to take him at 
Emperor Wu Ti's wall, half flat- last to Emperor Wu's wall. Here 
tened through the centuries." he was deeply disappointed 

"You finally found it?" again, for the wall was in such a 
"Yes, I had found the ruins of state of bad repair that only parts 
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--------Robert Scott--------
were five or six feet high. The remainder 
had been demolished by time. A single 
fortress area had been restored, how
ever, and close inspection of this site 
partly compensated. 

And now it was the camel train. Chang 
Jin arranged for 11 Bactrian camels next 
morning, each with a driver. The 
General had his caravan at last, and soon 
the entourage moved out along the 
rammed wall toward Jin Yu Guan and the 
West Tower of Wan Li Chang Cheng 
(The Great Wall) which meanders over 
mountains and valleys 1,700 miles east
ward to the end of his ambitious 
journey. The fabulous masonry wall has 
its western beginning at Jia Yu Guan and 
Scott was elated. Whenever the caravan 
halted for photographs, Scotty would 
mount the wall, then run along it until 
reaching a gap, as happy as if he owned a 
part of it. His dream was coming true at 
last. 

Meals consisted of melons, tea and the 
remnants of cookies purchased at a shop 
in Dunhuang. After four days the wall 
had disappeared. Chang Jin knew it had 
been destroyed during the centuries, so 
he produced (magically) a car and the 
camel train was dismissed with prostesta
tions of friendship and warm thanks. 

Driver, guide/':d Scott followed the 
map and, where they found remnants of 
the wall, the General would jump out 
and walk until the wall vanished again. 
Where he could, Scotty rubbed his 
hands along the brick, sentimentally, 
thinking of the aeons that had passed, 
and at tirnes removed a fragment from 
the rubble for presents to youngsters in 
America who had requested them. 
Ex-Eagle Scout Robert Scott did not 
forget his friends. 

"I was E~xtremely happy to leave Jia Yu 
Guan," s.aid Scott, reminiscing in his 
home in thoenix. "This town marks the 
western end of the wall. If I was ever to 
reach the eastern end, I would have to 
hurry. My travel permit would expire 
unless I followed my star to the Yellow 
Sea." 

He had planned his great trek for 
several years, written more than 200 
letter's and received only three which 
were promising. Then he faced the 
requirement that no one could enter 
China unless he was a member of an 
official tour. Seeing no difficulty in 
abandoning -tfie tour when it came 
within range of the Great Wall, Scott 
remained on pins and needles, but was 
unable to quit the group; every morning 
roll call determined all hands were 

- --- - --- - - -

present. And as a foreigner with blue 1 

eyes he would be unable t o hide 
successfully. 

In desperation he finally applied to the 
consulate in Peking and there met with 
some success. The way was made open, 
and he obtained a travel permit allowing 
him to travel. By plane, train, jeep, bus, 
on foot and car, he reached the far end 
of the wall, and began his ambitious 
journey to end before his permit 
expired. As he was 72 years old he did 
not feel that he could wait until 
diplomatic channels eased visitors to the 

After four days, 
the wall had 
disappeared. 

interior in future years. Scotty waits for 
no chance turn of fate-he is energetic, 
impatient and determined. 

In his Arizona home he continually ran 
from one room to another, showing me 
various maps hung on the walls, with red 
lines indicating the see-saw trips back 
and forth until he was able to quit the 
official tour. Then he dumped a bag of 
shards on the coffee table. They were 
the souvenir stones he had brought back 
with him, to the puzzlement of the 
Customs authorities; these pieces of the 
Great Wall were for his Boy Scout 
friends. When I had admired them 
dutifully, he replaced them in the sack 
and ran back to another room. 

Rangy, lean, nervous and at his fighting 
weight of 146, Scott moved about his 
house as if he we re pursued by some 
Chinese devil, running each time to 
produce some bit of evidence that he 
had achieved his goal, his greatest 
adventure in peace time. When he sat it 
was on the floor, but he did not remain 
still very long. I thought his running suit 
and shoes were very appropriate. 

"Mazie," he said, using my nickname, 
"I run about 10,000 meters three times a 
week. But lately I have been trying speed 
walking; it is just as good. I did not jog, I 
ran. Now my doctor te lls me that this 
new exercise is just as beneficial for me. 
If I could only be hungry at supper time! 
l never eat lunch because then I 
wouldn't eat any supper, even though I 
cook it myself on my Chinese wok, 
which I lugged back from China. The 
doctors say I have "reactive depres-
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sion"-who knows what-that isl- I think 
it's just sitting around this place. I am 
anxious to be going again, perhaps back 
to China." 

This is the old Scotty I knew back in 
1939-40 when we were instructing Air 
Corps Cadets in how to fly the sky. Lieut. 
Scott, at that time, always kept moving 
about, and on several occasions I · 
discovered him dive-bombing one of 
our landing circles after hours, his 
ammunition being a lap-load of melons 
or cabbages. He was not idly having fun. 
He was practicing for the war to come, 
and never let an opportunity pass. Later 
on, at night above the overcast, I heard 
him sighting in on a certain mountain, 
then carefully. letting down through the 
clouds to a safe landing (blind flying) in a 
trainer lacking proper instruments for 
such a feat. He used an air speed 
indicator, an altimeter, and a compass. 
He was preparing for his future role as 
the man who wrote God is my Co-Pilot 
from his activities in Chinese skies. And 
it was no mean best-seller; it is still in 
print after more than 40 years! 

Between his two China visits he lost no 
time in driving ahead. His wife, now 
deceased, once told me, "I have never
heard him say, 'It can't be dony.1 don't 
think he knows the meaning of frustra
tion. The only thing I have ever been 
jealous of was a P-12 pursuit plane in 
Panama when Scotty flew all the time 
during one month to represent his 
squadron in a competition." And his 
squadron took the trophy. By the time 
Scott retired from the Air Force he had 
acquired a total of 33,000 hours (second 
highest of any USAF pilot). Obviously he 
throws himself into any activity that 
appeals to his energetic personality. 

In 1976 and 1977 the retired general 
left the USA and traveled on foot 
through the Karakorak Range of the 
Himalayas from Hunza to the Pass of 
Tagdumbash in 19 days. He watched the 
Red Chinese and the Soviets build a 
black-topped road 18 feet wide from 
remotest Afghanistan to China-which 
was prohibited. He saw it all from peaks 
far above the workers, and threw stones 
into forbidden territory. 

"I enjoyed the company of my Hun
zakut guide," he told me, "although I 
never learned much of his language. He 
kept saying to me 'Cho khon, hiuak 
khon.' And that means: never offend a 
yak, much less a rajah. I believe I 
successfully passed the test." 

Scott made a report to the Pentagon of 
his scouting through the hinterland, but 

if any action resulted he never heard of 
it. His long walk of 340 miles, mostly 
uphill along Marco Polo's road was 
tempting enough to write a book about, 
but he had no climax, no ending. So a 
book lay dormant. 

"I have to find a finish to my book," he 
told me in 1979. "And I have an idea: 
come with me. We will walk a thousand 
miles from Wu Wei along as much of the 
Great Wall as we can cover, to Peking. 
Here I think I can end my story. I am 
going even if I have to slip in from a 
regulation tourist group." 

Lack of time and many obstacles 
prevented me from accompanying 
Scotty on his unprecedented adventure 
to my regret. His wife said once that she 
was "living with a stick of dynamite." I 
would have found it exhilirating to go. 

Now Scott was in high gear and for 
several days reveled in walking portions 
of the Great Wall as he had seen it 
during WW II. At intervals he found 
rt,.iins instead of a proper wall, yet he 
continued knocking off a regulation four 
miles an hour, now and then chiseling 
his name in Chinese characters, using a 
screwdriver and a rock for tools. He 
muttered "Kilroy was here" as he did so, 
eyeing the character for Scott which so 
closely resembles a running man. 

His food consisted of oatmeal and 
some cookies, and melons which he 
obtained from farmers along the route, 
plus tea which he heated on small wood 
fires from scarce greasewood type 
branches of desert plants. All farmers 
giving him melons refused payment of 
any kind except perhaps color postcards, 
or one of his remaining copies of 
Arizona Highways brought from home 
on an impulse. . 

But he was in his element now, and 
before him stretched the happy conclu
sion of his dream if all went well. He 
would pass through FuKu, then across 
the Yellow River by ferry and on to 
Datung, each day bringing more joy and 
each evening cairn repose in his sleeping 
bag on the Great Wall-otherwise 
known as Wanlichangchen, the long 
rampart of 10,000 Ii. (A "Ii" is one third 
of an English mile.) 

It was bad news, perhaps disaster, at 
Datong. When Scotty slipped from 
official sight to begin his long trek, he 
had left a railroad train without per
mission, bound not to lose the opportu
nity within grasp. Now the Chinese 
Secret Police, who had been looking for 
him for the past nine days, took him into 
custody. · 

Please tum to poge 20 
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Constant prying into his where
abouts during the past half month, the 

· police obviously considered him some 
sort of spy on a mission in their 
country, possibly connected with the 
CIA. And he had confessed to wander
ing along the edges of their nuclear 
test centers. What for? 

A week of this trying experience 
brought Scott to the edge of patience, 
but he · remembered that he had 
carved his progress with a screwdriver 
at certain places along the Great Wall, 
and suggested they could be verified. 
Each one, luckily, checked out and his 
story of wanting to walk the entire 
length of the wall was partially be
lieved. The general was freed, but felt 
he would like to ride by train to Pekin. 
He had, however, come all this way to 
.walk, and walk he would to the extent 
that the wall still existed to its eastern 
end in the Yellow Sea. 

The police were not entirely con
vinced, and assigned a Mr. Li to 
accompany him, a personally con
ducted tour across mountains and near 
towns for 250 miles. During those nine 
days ·Mr. Li- whom Scott now called 
General Lee- proved to have a sense 
of humor, and walked with him on the 
wall, rode with him across gaps where 
the wall no longer remained, ate and 
slept in the same ruins, sharing shelter 
against the rains. 

"When I first met Mr. Li-whom I 
promptly classified in my own mind as 
a former soldier because of his 
bearing-I con~ered him a typical 
inscrutable Chinese. He was to me 
ageless. He could outwalk me with 
packs on our backs and I was 72 and 
pretty sure I can walk as if I were 35 or 
40. Mr. Li could have been 45 or 50. I 
figured he knew plenty about the 
Pre-Cultural Revolution. But he really 
was the essence of the human being 
you would like to have as that mythical 
companion on some desert island. 

"At first," he continued, "I won
dered if he understood my jokes and 
banter. He not only understood the 
punch lines and innuendos but was 
way ahead of me. I told him about 
Kilroy-who-was-here everywhere, and 
also, doling out my cookie crumbs, 
often said 'That's how the cookie 
crumbles,' He was, in short, the 
greatest personality I met on the 
whole wonderful journey, helpful, 
considerate, and-later-indispens
able." 

Day after day and night after night 
they concentrated on traveling the 
ancient rampart. Walking stretched 
into miles, and Scott suspected Gen
eral Lee had at first been skeptical that 
an American could traverse the dis
tances he claimed he had already 
covered. Soon he was convinced, and 
a warm respect developed between 
the two men. 

Without this guide Scott might never 
have achieved his purpose. "When 
General Lee finally guided me to 
Ky-Pei-K'ou he left me with a letter 
granting permission to walk the final 
terminal of the wall. And when he left 
me with jeep and driver, he waved and 
called back, 'That's the way the cookie 
crumbles!' 

"Once my back pack was replen
ished by the friendly commandant at 
the tower fortress of Ky-Pei-K'ou I 
knew for sure that I had proven to the 
Security Police -that I was not a CIA 
spy. Then, as you go another 130 or 
145 miles eastward from this center, 
you come to the end of the Great Wall 
at Shanhaikwan. Each day I would 
expect to find the ocean at the end of 
my rainbow, and finally there it was! 
The effect on my morale was inde
scribable! 

"I had experienced the worst of 
sensations and the best. My low points 
were not the obstacles trying to obtain 
permission to enter this country, not 
seeing the Great Wall in the west mere 
rammed earth in complete disinte
gration, not leaving the train at 
Yin-Chuan and walking for 190 miles 
with hardly any wall to see, all the way 
to the Yellow River-it was being 
detained by the police and fear of 
being taken in d isgrace back to Pekin. 

"And of course the ·crowning high 
point was the moment when I stood 
on Old Dragon Head at Shanhaikwan 
where the wall ends, waved my cap 
and ran down into the sea, clothes and 
alll" He had an ending for his book! 
D 

Note: Scott's walk covered 1,296 
miles measured by Seikoelectronic 
pedometer, mostly uphill, in 63 days. 
His entire travels in China totaled 
30,960 miles during the four 
months-by air, train, bus, ox cart, 
camel, jeep, truck and once in a 
boat-and some of it was repeating the 
official tour route with his own 
walking exploit. Such a walk had never 
before been accomplished. 

J 
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TOWALK 

G'&PAT 
WALL 

As a boy of 14, Robert Lee Scott, 
Jr., took his first flight in a home
made glider and landed in a tree. By 
the next year he had helped .build a -· 
real plane and was learning to fly. In 
the 1930s, as a lieutenant in the 
Army Air Corps, he began amassing 
the flight experience that would 
eventually bring him the leadership 
of ~he 23rd Fighter Group in China 
after Pearl Harbor , and the distinc
tion of being one of America's first 
aces against the Japanese. 

But in a lifetime of adventure and 
danger there was one dream always 
denied him- to see the Great Wall 

ROBERT LEE SCOTT,JR. of China from end to end, and to 
walk as much of it as he could. By 

the time of the Nixon opening to China , Scott was in his 60s, 
eastng into retirement. But his magnificent obsession did not 
die-even when new obstacles were placed in his way. Here, in 
a tale v.ith more t\vists and turns than the Great Wall itself, is 
the account of an adventur~ that only dreamers can achieve. 

WE H .\ D J L 5T LA:-IDED at 
Kai Tak a i rport in 
Hong Kong. All around 

me in the Boeing 747 was che tour 
group rhat I was travel ing with on 
the hrst leg of our trip into China. 
For the most part they were elderly 
JXOple- and I h.id to remind my
sel r· th.1 c I. too, was old. It was 
1930 , and [ was 72. 
152 

As the door of the airplane 
opened. I was one of the hrs t off. 
[ stood scanning the skies above: Vic
toria Peak. Up there, nearly 38 years 
earlier, I haJ led seven Curtiss P-40s 
down from 18,000 fec:t to strafe: the: 
Japanese who then occupied Hong 
Kong. There in that vault of sky I 
had almost died; and there I had 
taken. without realizing it, the first 



steps in the long journey that had 
brought me back today. 

O ur target had been a Japanese 
naval force that was supposed to be 
in the waters near Hong Kong. My 
mission as fl ight commander of the 
P-40s was to escort ten 8 -25 medi
um bombers. But in those early 
days of World War II we had 
learned to live with one constant 
problem: we were outnumbered. 

Shortly after noon I picked up 
our Initial Point-the place where 
the bombing run began. The bomb
ers commenced their run, but there 
was no target. It had sailed away. 

Released from the guardian mis
sion, I dived straight fo r the Penin 
sula Hotel at the tip of Kowloon. 
I had been told Japanese generals 
lived there in the penthouses. As 
I pulled up from the strafing pass. I 
looked down at an airfield below. 
Enemy fighters were struggling to 
become ai rborne-Zero after Zero 
hurtling Jown the runway. Out of 
habit, I looked in the other Jirection. 
Another formation was approaching 
from the west. I called my own Aight 
group, warning them. and then 
dived on a Japanese plane just taking 
off and shot it down. 

As I pulled up, my climb slowed, 
and something struck my plane 
from astern. My back was protected 
by a thick sheet of armor steel. but 
the blow was so hard that I blacked 
out for a moment. When I came to, 
my climb had turneJ into a stall 
and I was falling. That alone saved 
my life, taki ng me out of the Zeros' 
line of fire. But blood was pouring 

down my head from dozens of bits 
of glass buried in my scalp. There 
was a gaping hole in the armored 
windshield that I could have stuck 
my head through. I reached down, 
g roping for my lost helmet and 
oxygen mask , blind ly feeling 
around the cockpit floor. There 
was blood Oller everything. Actual
ly, I was not that badly wounded, 
but a little blood-especially if it is 
yours-goes a long way. 

I began to take stock. The throt
tle was back. No wonder I had lost 
so much altitude. I shoved the lever 
forward, and the engine responded. 
Flying as low as possible, I headed 
fo r our base at Guilin, China. All 
the way I probed at places in my 
back. The way it felt, whatever had 
hit me had come right through the 
armor plate. 

The field at Guilin lay in a small 
valley between two ranges of fan
tastically sltape<l mountains, green 
in hue, unique to the area. My 
landing was no problem. but I was 
bee. Doc Free.I Manget was waiting, 
and with him was the biggest C hi
nese I eve r saw, Manget's male 
nurse. He lifted me out of my 
blooJy cockpit as if I were a baby, 
and carried me at a lope to a cave in 
the mountains. · 

We JiJn"t ha ve a hospital, just 
this cave, which doubled as our 
ready room, operations room. plot
ting room and dispensary. The gi
ant laid me face -<lown on a bamboo 
chaise longue, and Doc Manget 
went to work under the Aickering 
light of a tiny lamp. Beyond us, 
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centuries-old stalactites glistened in knew ifl lived to go back home and 
the gloom. write a book I was going to call it 

There wasn't any anesthetic, or God Is My Co-Pilot. 
whiskey, to deaden the pain. Doc 
Manget asked the big C hinese to 
talk to me and to hold my hand. 
The wound wasn't too bad, Doc 
said, just a huge bruise where the 
20-mm. Japanese shell had hit the 
armor-plated seat-back. But part 
of · the seat itself had shattered, 
driving shards of metal into my 
backside. 

One by one, Doc Manget began 
to dig them out, placing each one 
in my hand. And all the time the 
Chinese kept talking: "Colonel, si r, 
you Ay fe,ji (airplane), shoot guns, 
work radio, fight barba rian. You 
<lo ;.ill those things alone?" I no<l
c.le<l, although I wasn't rea lly 
listening. 

Doc Manget pulled the last frag 
ment from my back-there were 
17 in all-and gave it to me. "He"s 
wrong about that you know,"' he 
saiJ . "You're never up there alone. 
If you were, you wouldn't have 
come back alive today."' 

He painted my wounds with 
something that burned-good fo r 
me. he said- then slapped mt' 
lightly on the shoulder and told me 
to get up. I looked off into the 
blackness of that cave, seeming to 
sec little flashes of light, like lighted 
letters, among the stalactites. I 
closed my eyes. but I still saw the 
lights, and they spelled words for 
me. I knew they were the g reatest 
title any writer could ever have, if 
he hac.l a story to suit his life. And I 
I 54 

Larcenous Act 

I DID LIVE to write that book, and 
it became a best-seller and a mov ie. 
By 1945, after two more tours of 
duty in China, I had returned to 
Washington, "flying" a desk. Later 
on I commanded a base in West 
Germany, then took up duties in 
Arizona and finall y retireJ. T he 
years raceJ past, until May 1978, 
soon after I turned 70, when time 
again stopped abruptly, just as it 
had that day over Hong Kong. 

Although I lived close to Luke 
Air Force Base in Arizona, where 
there was a military hospital. I al
ways went east for my annual phys
ical. The Pentagon was compiling 
records on once-active pilots. Thus 
I had t<? return to the same Aight 
surgeon. James Deloach. who had 
his practice in Aiken, S.C. 

In two decades, everv examina
tion had been so routi,;e that Dr. 
Del oach had taken to joking how 
''d isgustingly" healthy I was. But 
this year was different. :\Iv hlood 
pressure seemed to he tine; no 
chan~e there. But after the doctor 
scrutinized my chest X ray. I knew 
something was wrong. More pic
tures were ordered, though I didn't 
learn anything for three <lays. Then 
Deloach directed my Jttention to 
an illuminated X ray. "Look at that 
indefinite line. It's the top of yom 
right kiJney. Notice how sha rp the 
curve of the other kidney is. But the 
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right one 1s hazy. That worries 
me.·• 

In the next ten days I got a 
second opin ion and a third and 
fourth. The verdict was in, and 
soon I had signed the release form 
authorizing the removal of my 
right kidney if cancerous. I didn't 
fool myself. Any operation at my 
age was dangerous, and this was 
major surgery. Moreover, I was not 
innocent when it came to cancer. 
Seven years earlier my wife of 36 
years, Catharine Rix Green- K itty 
Rix to her friends- had died of 
cancer of the liver. One night in 
r 971 she had been doubled over by 
a pain in her side. Fifty-two days 
later she <lied in my arms. 

O n May 10, I w:is trundled along 
sterile corridors toward the operat
ing room. My muscles seemed 
slower an<l less coordinated than I 
ever remembered them. Then 
there was a voice. "Bob,"' Dr. De
loach aske<l, "do you feel sleepy 
yeti Pick your favorite number, 
and sta rt counting backward." 

I began with 23, my lucky 
c harm. Everything outstanding 
that ha<l ever happened to me had 
been connected with that number. 
Hoy Scout Troop 23 in my youth; 
the date I ha<l met Kitty Rix; the 
combat group I had fought with in 
China, the 23 r<l Fighter Group. 
And then there was the year 1923 ... 

I WAS 15 that year, an Eagle Scout 
determined to ea rn every merit 
badge available. One day I visite<l a 
doctor's office to take an examina-

tio n for yet another badge. In the 
waiting room, I picked up the Feb
ruary issue of the National Geo
graphic, and as I opened it a long, 
folded-out section fell like an accor
dion from its pages. It was a pan
orama of the Great Wall of China. 

The unfolded picture implanted 
forever in my mind a mile or two of 
the Great Wall and a few of its 
lookout towers, standing there like 
giant chessmen. In the distance, the 
Wall wound off across the h ills like 
a great gray dragon. 

By the time I was told that the 
<loctor would see me, there was 
larceny in my heart. I was a Boy 
Scout with the exalted rank of Ea
gle, and I knew every one of the 12 

Scout laws by heart. But something 
greater had come into my life. 
Coldbloocledly I took out the pho
tograph of the Great Wall. My 
conscience made me leave the mag
azine for' the next reader, but I 
could not resist the picture. 

Though I didn't realize it imme
diately, there was born in me an 
obsession to see the Great Wall 
with my own eyes. Someday I had 
to fin<l that structure, feel its stones. 
More than that, I had to find both 
ends of what the Chine'Se call Wanli 
Changcheng, the Long Rampart of 
Ten Thousand Li. And when I 
had-no matter how far apart the 
ends were-I must see all that was 
in between. 

Hedgehopping Over History 

DURING MY TOURS OF DUTY in 
China I managed tu catch glimpse·s 
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of the Great Wall, even though beaches and piers on shore. Directly 
those parts I saw were in Japanese- in front of the nose of my Mustang 
held te r ritory. Usually these was a geographical point that dom
glimpses were from high altitude, inated the horizon. By now we 
and often the sight was d isappoint- were barely skimming the surface 
ing. Much of the Great Wall is not of the Yellow Sea, and looking at 
made of those g reat gray blocks the map strapped to my thigh, I 
that show up so prominently in identified the promontory. It was 
tourist photographs. Long stretch- Old Dragon Head. the spot where 
es, especially in western China, are the east end of the Great Wall runs 
composed only of rammed earth into the sea. Oh, I won't claim that I 
that has been heavily ercxled over the didn't know the Great Wall would 
centuries, sometimes disappearing be right there in front of me. 8ut I 
altogether. like to think that some higher pow-

One day on my third tour I er-far more than accident-guid
received orders to lead a fighter eel me to that point of China's east 
escort of P-51 Musta ngs for a coast. 
bomber group flying o ut of We Rashed over J tower in the 
Cheng<lu. Their target was a Japa- batting of an eye. the roar of our 
nese steel mill just across the Yalu engines reverber:.1ting off the ma
River from what is now North sonry. Ahead, the ruins of the Great 
Korea. After the mission, my eight Wall angle<l off across some fields 
Mustangs had to make a long, an<l then began to climb the slope o f 
slanting.descent southwest tu refuel the coastal range-and we sped 
at Xi"an before going to our base at after them. C limbing to the crest
Kunming. En route we Aew ..flmost some 1500 feet high-I saw miles 
100 mile; over a triangular penin- and miles of the type of Great Wall 
sula sticking southward in to the that I had pictured in my mind for 
Yellow Sea, and roughly another almost as long as I could remember. 
100 miles over the sea itsel f. My excitement at a peak. I settle<l 

Suddenly I caught myself alter- clown to stalk the Great Wall of my 
ing course from southwest to west, dreams. Whatever subconsc ious 
until we were heading on a course pull had brought me here. I simply 
toward Beij ing. Hell, what was the accepted it. My only excuse. if I 
matter with me? We coul<ln 't Ry needed o ne, was that I fe lt an un<le
over that city, for Japanese ack-ack niable urge to press on. As we 
would surely be waiting. Yet no topped each crest, there Liy more 
matter how I tried to make correc- ,ind more of the Wall, beckoning 
tions, by the time I'd check my me on. 
compass, there I was, angling west. The Wall took us about 100 

As we reached the bumpier low- miles north of Beijing, safe from 
er altitude, I began tu p ick out enemy eyes an<l ears. Kut don't 
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mistake me. Had the first emperor 
of China, Qin Shihuangdi,• built 
the Great Wall down the main 
street of Beijing, I would have fol
lowed it, ack-ack notwithstanding. 

It was 450 miles to the Yellow 
River, and I had the Great Wall to 
follow like a highway. It reminded 
me: of an aged, gray-blue dragon, 
only in reality those: millions of 
dragon scales were huge: stones and 
bricks that had stood the test of 
centuries. My fighter plane: seemed 
somehow to have got into the same 
restless mood with which I bub
bled, as we hedgehopped over his
tory, ba rely clea ring the lookout 
towers. The shadow below ap
peared to be as much mine as the: 
ai rplane ·s as it investigated . each 
undulation alo ng the mountainous 
terrain. E very time it topped a 
ridge, it seemed to shout _in jubila
tion with me. before div ing agatn 
into the green valleys. Enth ralled, I 
caught m yself fo rgetting complete
ly that I was the re w ith my ·me~ in 
the midst of a war and far behind 
enemy lines. Had not my dreams 
been answered ? 

I swallowed hard because there 
was a lum p in my throat, and heard 
mvself sav. "Thank you, Lord, for 
g~iding ~e here. But please, oh 
please, mciy I return someday and 
walk down there where my shadow 
walks?" 

Sn LL GROGGY from the anesthesia, I 
heard someone whispering in my 

•xc "'C:hon,"s Grell W, 11 uf Womlcr."" Rta<l • 
crs D,~tst. l uly ·11,. 

ear. "Bob, are you awake? Can you 
hear me?" 

I did my best to reply, but talking 
was like lifting a great weight. "I'm 
here, doctor-wide awake." 

I felt the doctor's grip on my 
wrist sliding down to my hand, 
and he carefully pressed something 
small, cold and sharp into my palm. 
For a moment I was taken back to 
that eerie cave in Guilin when Doc 
Manget had pressed the metal 
shards into my hand-for the ob
ject was much the same. 

"There's your cancer, Bob," the 
doctor said. "That's all there was. 
They must never have found that 
piece of metal when you were 
wounded in China." 

Then I know I laughed. 
"Nature grew a cyst around it," 

the doctor went on. "Then a shroud 
formed that filled with fluid , hence 
the shadow on the X ray. That's all 
it was; no cancer." 

So it wasn't too late, after all. I 
still had the chance to walk where 
my shado w had walked. 

A Plan Forms 

I SPENT two impatient days in the 
·intensive-care unit. But soon I had 
my feet on the floor and could take 
a few steps. Then I convinced the 
doctors that they needed that ICU 
bed for another patient and got 
back to my room. 

Free at last from the catheter in 
my hea rt, the 1.V. in each arm, I 
looked around at the bathroom 
door, the two beds in the room. I 
got up and paced the distance from 
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my bed to the bathroom, then seven made no headway. Out of the doz
steps to the corner by the window, a en or so letters I had written, all I 
90-degree turn to the next corner, had to show were two short replies. 
around both beds and back to In essence they informed me that 
where I had started. It came to 100 my requests had been transmitted 
feet almost exactly, so all I had to do to Beijing. I was being given the 
was cover the route 52 times to brushoff, so I decided to pull out all 
make a mile. I began at once, walk- stops. I would present my case to 
ing at first, until I increased my every U.S. Senator and Representa
stride to a lope, around and around tive I knew. If that didn't work, I'd 
the room. t ry the White House. 

I had always known that where I Afte r Ri chard N ixo n had 
wanted to go in China, no o ne cracked the door into the People's 
could go as a tourist. Much of it was Republic o f China, tourism had 
rugged, isolated country. There- opened up. But while a tour took 
fore, I would have to walk some of the visitor behind the Bamboo Cur
the distance with a pack on my tain, he was more or less a prisoner 
back. Having a lways possessed of the "pacbge," able to visit a 
good health, I struggled to main - limited number of places, mostly 
tain it throughout the years of my along the coastal plain. No tour 
re tirement. For the past five years I offereJ the opportun ity to visit the 
had been running-not jogging- far-western areas where the Great 
between three and six miles every Wall began. ~loreover, any for
other day. The days in between I eigner who wanted to travel in 
attended a body-building course, China was assumed to requi re lux
working out with ba rbells, doing ury accommodations. The C hinese 
push-ups and si t-ups. At home I haJ no t yet constructed such hotels, 
added the necessary equipment so except in the east. 
that I could continue the exe rcises But that w:isn't whJt [ Jesircd at 
in m y spare time. all. I hJd JlreaJy Jssembled, packed 

This was the rout ine I went back anJ repacked my soft duffel bag. It 
to in Arizona. In between, I began coulJ be carried by its handle as a 
to write letters and to study the sui tcase, or slung on my back as a 
Ch inese lang uage. My fi rst letter knapsack. Into it went extra jog
went to the C hinese embassy in gi ng shoes, clothes. food, maps, 
Washington, D.C., :ind afte r that I camerJ, a compass. a cooking pot, a 
kept up a constant barrage, explain- cup and sleeping gear. [n all it 
ing to o fficials from the ambassador weighed 70 pounds. which I could 
on down not o nly where I wished to easily carry myself, and which pre
go, but about my war years in pared me fo r board a nd room any-
C hina. where along the China Wall. 

As 1979 passed into 1980, I had Meticulously I passed this infor-
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Fighter-plane pilot kept eyes on the target 
Retired general 
relates career at 
Sun City Library 

told an audience at the Sun City 
Library on Oct. 3 that he finally 
reached his goal. But it wasn't easy. 

He had the training before World 
War II started, being a so-so student 
at West Point. 

By Jack West "I graduated sixth from the bottom 
The Arizona Republic of my class," Scott said. "But, I didn't 

Retired Brig. Gen. Robert Lee do that because I was especially 
Scott Jr. made his career choice early. dumb. I was saving my eyes for 

"I knew when I was a little boy, 4 flying." 
years old. my rribtJiersaicr,'that I was His goal was still clear. 
going to be a soldier," said Scott, "I made up my mind that I was not 
author of the book God Is My only going to be a fighter pilot, but 
Co-Pilot, and a dozen other books,. __ t~at I was going to be the greatest 
including his latest, The Day I Owned fighter pilot in the world, because you 
the Sky. have to think that to be anything." 

"And I was going to fly, and I not Stationed in Panama, he practiced 
only was going to fly, but I was going shooting machine guns at birds and 
to fly fighter planes. sharks. 

"So, I set out with that goal." "I became as good a machine 
Scott, a former Sun City resident, gunner as there was in this world," he 

said. 
But, when the Japanese attacked 

Pearl Harbor, Scott said, "Nobody 
said, 'Scott, where are you? The 
greatest fighter pilot in the world?' " 

He wanted to fly fighters in 
combat, but was assigned as com
mander of a training squadron until 
he was asked one day if he had ever 
flown a B• 17 bomber. 

Scott said yes, based on the 1,042 
hours he had flown in the ai;craft. 

"I was taught at home not to lie," 
Scott said. "The Boy Scouts taught 
me not to lie. At West Point, they'd 
have thrown me out, if I'd lied. But, I 
lied to get to combat." 

Fortunately, the B•l7 was easy t~ 
fly, and Scott made his way across the 
Pacific, where he did become a 
combat fighter pilot. A member of the 
Flying Tigers, he flew p.40s against 

Brig. Gen. 
Robert Lee 
Scott Jr., 
entertains an 
audience at a 
Sun City library. 
His first book, 
God ls My 
Co-Pilot, 'has 
been In print 
since 1943. 

the Japanese. 
Scott is 80 years old, now, but even 

age hasn't grounded him. 
After walking the Great Wall of 

China, largely on a diet of oatmeal 
cookies that he baked himself, he 
recently managed to get permission to 
fly the Air Force F-15 and F· I 6 
fighter planes. 

Scott said he has retired, and 
retired, and retired again. 

Now, he said he is work:ng foll 
time, promoting the Heritage of 
Eagles campaign, a non-profit organi• 
zation that is working to develop an 
aircraft museum at the gateway of 
Robins Air Force Base, Warner 
Robins, Ga., into a world-class 
teaching Museum of Flight. 

For information, write the Museum 
of Aviation at Robins Air Force Base 
Inc., or call 9 I 2-929-726 I. 
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mation along to the authorities in 
China. In fact, in 18 months I wrote 
some 200 letters and acccimplished 
nothing. Until the Chinese had 
their own Holiday Inns, it seemed I 
was just going to have_ to wait. 

One night I awakened with a 
start. I had been dreaming of the 
Great Wall, and the idea had got 
through that the most important 
point was to enter China any way I 
could. Once there, I would simply 
disappear from the tour and go my 
own way, dressed as much like a 
Chinese as possible. 

By 9 a .m . I was on my way to the 
nearest travel agency. There, I was 
snown a package called the Explor
er's Tour, quite different from any 
I had investigated before. For 30 
days it would take me virtually all 
ove_r China, including the boon
dock s in the west. 

This was the first tour of its type 
offered, and had long ago been 
filled. But a cancellation had come 
in the day before. I purchased it and 
was assigned a number on the 
tour-23. And that is how I came 
to be in Hong Kong on a July day in 
1980. If I couldn't find a way to 
escape the tour in 30 days, I didn't 
deserve to find one. 

Frustration 

WE ENTERED the country by train 
through Guangzhou (Canton}, for 
a night and day of sightseeing, then 
boarded our aircraft, an Ilyushin 
turboprop, and headed northwest 
across the vast body of China. Our 
destination was Xi'an, one of my old 

refueling stops. In 1974, well
diggers had unearthed a great 
archeological treasure there: a ter
ra-cotta army of 7500 soldiers and 
horses about 2200 years old, stand
ing guard over the tomb of the 
first emperor of China.• The faces 
of warriors and horses alike 
haunted me, for each expression 
was different. 

Our next stop--for fuel-was at 
Lanzhou, 300 miles away. We were 
headed for Urumqi, another 1000 
miles northwest. Along the way we 
would fly over the Wall for some 
400 miles, including the western
most fortress with the famous Gate 
of Heroes at a city called Jiayuguan. 
This was my objective-for from 
there I hoped to follow the Wall all 
the way back the 1700-odd miles to 
the Yellow Sea and the Old Dragon 
Head promontory that I had flown 
over so many years before. I had 
hoped for a g limpse of it from the 
plane, but unfortunately it was a 
night flight. 

Urumqi was my in itial point of 
attack to see if I could escape the 
tour group. This was the most 
westward extent of the Explorer's 
Tour, and I hoped to set out on my 
own, evade all the pagodas, temples 
and communes, and find the Great 
Wall instead. We had five days in 
Urumqi, ample time to experiment. 

There was a ra ilroad that ran 
southeast to Jiayuguan, over 500 
miles away. My plan was to dress as 

•See -The Emperor's Terra-Cotta Army," 
Reader'( Digest. May '8o. 

(Continued on page 211) 
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much like a native as possible
change to blue denim, head to foot, 
with my round eyes hidden behind 
dark glasses; go to the railroad 
station and purchase a 
ticket. I had even consid
ered acting as though I 
could not talk and pass
ing a message written in 
Chinese to the clerk. 

Such a simple escape 
proved impossible. Had I 
been born a Chinese 
within the People's Re
public of China, I would 
still have failed. No one 
who lived in U rumqi 
could purchase a ticket or 
use any kind of transpor
tation-to go an y
where-unless he had a 
travel permit. and that 
came from the govern-
ment. A foreigner was no 
diffe rent. 

For three of the five 
days we were in Urumqi 
I begged off from the 
tours. pretend ing to have devel
oped an upper-respiratory infec
tion. Ko sooner would the tour 
leave than I would be disguised in 
my blue denim and on my way to 
the railroad station, pack on my 
back, no camera in sight, no round 
eyes showing. My only consolation 
in fail ing was that I was learning a 
modus operandi for the future. 

The wonders of Urumqi ex
hausted, and my escape foiled, we 
flew back to Lanzhou, passing once 
more over the fort at Jiayuguan. 

But clouds had moved in. It was as 
though a pl.iy was being acted out for 
me--onlv a curtain was drawn across 
the scene's I most wanted to see. 

T hat e\ening in Lanzhou, our 
tour leader seemed to take pity on 
me. I had explained to her that a 
section of the Great Wall lay only 
70 m iles north of the city. If I could 
rent a car, I could easily drive to see 

2 11 
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it. She arranged a meeting the next gap, I had my camera ready, but 
day with the mayor of Lanzhou saw ·nothing. Then, as we turned 
and a provincial official. But no right and eastward, I went from 
matter how often I pointed to the one side of the train to the other, 
red line that I had traced along the seeing nothing that resembled the 
path of the Wall on my map, the Wall. I was still searching the hori
verdict was the same. zon when the train puffed into 

As the interpreter explained: Yinchuan. 200 miles north of Lan
"Comrade say he understand all zhou, and stopped. 
you tell him. But Great Wall bro- I ran off the train with my cam
ken down. Nobody want to see era, found a signal tower and 
broken-down Wall." climbed up the metal ladder-with 

I knew I was making a nuisance the train crew watching me in 
of myself with my infernal obses- alarm. At this point on our norther
sion, so I thanked them and went ly journey we would leave the Wall 
along with the group to see the behind, fo r it continued eastward 
giant panda sleeping at the zoo. across the Ordas, as the region in

H c:ASG HE is the Yellow River. It 
comes down from the mountains of 
Qinghai Province near Tibet right 
through Lanzhou. then turns 
slightly and flows northward for 
400 miles to Inner Mongolia, then 
east. and finally south, creating a 
rnoo-mile horseshoe-shaped loop 
known as the Great Bend. Our 
itinerary, by train this time, was to 
follow the river north ward on our 
wav to Inner Mongolia. Seventy 
miles out of L:inzhou-at the exact 
place I had wanced to drive to--we 
would pass through a gap in the 
Wall, and then, turning slightly to 
the east, would follow it for an
other 100 miles or so before turn
ing north again and passing 
through the Wall once more at a 
ci tv called Yinchuan. Somewhere 
in · this part of the trip I surely 
would see ;omething. 

But no. As we neared the first 
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side the Great Bend is known. The 
Wall had co be out there, but I 
ne\·er saw :1 sign of it. 

I put my camera away then, and 
we journeyed on to Inner Mongo
lia, where we spent three nights 
sleeping in . a yurt, the Mongolian 
habitation of felt cloth, shaped like 
an igloo. Then it was on to Datang 
for a t~w JJ\'S; then bv train to 
Taiyuan: the~ a flight to Beijing 
and the end of the trip. T hat day in 
1944 \\'hen I h.1J led my squadron 
ot" P-5 ls o\·er the Wall. it was at 
D.1ton\/; that I ti.nallv turned back 
coward ou r refueli~g location. I 
knew that the masonry wall contin
ued that far. and a little bevond, 
before becoming the rammed:earth 
Wall. So as we departed for Da
tang, I got my camera ready. 

We made the trip at night. 
There was one last chance. From 

a post office in Inner Mongolia, I 
had sent a telegram to U.S. Ambas-
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sador Leonard Woodcock in Beijing. had expected. Instead of going out 
The embassy already had a dossier to the western gate at Jiayuguan, 
on me, for I had bombarded them some 1000 miles by air from Bei
with mail. I informed the ambassa- jing, I was going to visit the city of 
dor that I had made entry into the Kashi (Kashgar), 2100 miles away 
People's Republic of China and in the farthest-western region of 
would arrive in Beijing on August China. From there I would work 
21. I respectfully requested chat my way east, co the western gate, 
authority be obtained from officials and follow the Wall on to the Yel
of the PRC for me to separate myself low Sea. 
from the tour group and be granted It may seem crazy to add that 
a personal travel permit to follow many more miles to a trip that was 
the Wall from Jiayuguan to Old already long. But going out to Ka
Dragon Head near Shanhaiguan. shi had a lot to do with my fascina
We boarded the train to Taiyuan. tion with the Great Wall. When I 
:\!ways optimistic, I kept saying to attended West Point, I had wanted 
myself, ''By now perhaps the am- co write my thesis about the Wall. 
bassador has my message."' To my dismay, it was not an ap

"Is Your Life an Express Train?" 

THERE 1s .\ SECT!Os of the \Vall 
about 40 miles north of Beijing at 
Bad:iling. This is the "'tourist" 
Wall, and it is beautiful. It has been 
totally restored, and made to look 
as it once w:is. It is part of a chain of 
inner walls distinct from the older 
exterior Wall. which, in its snaking 
path across China, runs approxi
mately 60 miles farther north. How
ever. B.1d:1ling is what every tourist 
sees and what is shown in every 
photograph. and I was excited to see 
it. I explored all three miles that h:ive 
been repaired. jogging along the 
\Valk way atop the structure. Later I 
walked 12 miles of the unrestored 
section. until li.nallv the Wall itself 
disappeared in rui~s. 

Back in Beijing, the Chinese had 
relented. I got my visa and a travel 
perm it that gave me more than I 

proved subject. Forced to choose 
another topic, I picked the travels 
of Marco Polo. This meant I had to 
start the thesis with Venice, but 
eventuallv. as .\larco Polo moved 
eastward.to the Silk Road in west
ern Chin:i. I could write :ibout the 
Wall. for the Silk Road followed 
the Wall al l the way from Dun
hu:ing through the Gansu Corridor 
to near LJnzhou. 

Thus was an interest in the Silk 
Road kindled. In foct, after I 
graduated from \Vest Point in 1932, I 
sailed for Fr.1nce. bought a motorcy
cle in Cherbourg and headed for 
\·enice. From th~re-Marco Polo's 
starting point-I drove on, finally 
coming to Mt. :\r:.irat in eJstern 
Turkey, along the border of Iran. 

At different times during my 
later career, I endeavored to push 
on with portions of the ~larco Polo 
route. I ma<le it across I ran and 
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finally climbed the high mountains 
along the Afghanistan-Pakistan
China border. In 1976 I actually 
crossed the Chinese border, al
though I had no visa, and spent a 
few days in Kashi, on the Silk 
Road. I reported to the authorities, 
who examined my papers and sent 
me back to Pakistan. At least I had 
made it that far. 

So, by journeying to Kashi ·and 
making my way east, I would final
ly complete the Marco Polo trail. 

Of course, all of this gallivanting 
about had not pleased Kitty Rix, 
whom I had married in 1934 in the 
chapel at West Point. Added to 
these trips were the long years I was 
away in China and Burma during 
World War II. Moreover, a lot of 
my service after the war had been 
in public relations for the Air 
Force, and that had taken me on 
extended speaking tours all over 
the world. 

Because we were apart so often, 
we wrote hundreds of letters to 
each other. We even wrote when 
we were home together. It was 
like talking to each other, only 
better, she said. because the letters 
could be read again when we were 
apart. I remember my final speak
ing trip before Kitty Rix was 
stricken with cancer. She had fol
lowed me to the car, and as she 
kissed me, she handed me a letter. 
"Don 't open it until tonight," she 
said. 

On that trip I made something 
like 75 speeches in 90 nights in 40 
states. Every night when I got back 
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to my motel room, I drew a red line 
through that city on the itinerary. 
And then-it was almost a ritual
I read her letter again: 

Scotty dearest, 
Well do I know it is your nature 

to_l?c caught in these crusades. !,only 
wish you were half as bent on being 
here with us. Have you ever dared 
say to yourself, now I will live this 
life, I am happy because those 
around me are happy.' Is your life an 
express train and you a passenger, 
forever going, whizzing, hurrying? 
Are you impatient at all stopsl 

The hearts that beat for you, chose 
who love you, you shall never find 
again. The days now here briefly 
shall be gone. Why not just stop 
once, sit down, and not be forever 
just passing through: 

All my love, your Kitty Rix 

That was her last letter to me. I 
have read it many times. . 
Prayers to the Thousand Buddhas 

WITH TRAVEL PER.\!IT and visa in 
hand, I flew back to U rumqi for the 
second time. There, the young 
woman representing China Inter
natio nal Travel Service (CITS) told 
me I would have to continue bv bus. 
There was no plane available to 
make the two-hour trip over the 
Tian Shan mountains. 

The bus trip took all dav and 
much of the night. It was ~ne of 
those trips that become almost 
interminable-but just before I 
ga\'e up, we drove into a dusty 
cluster of mud houses and I saw a 
sign that read "Kashi." 

I awoke in mv hotel room in 
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mida fte rnoon. Outside the one 
small window I observed a new 
world. Four years before on m y 
first, unauthorized visit it had been 
winter. The snow then had hidden 
the dirt as well as the roads and 
streets. Now Kashi looked like the 
desert city it has always been, but 
grown-up, with m ines and factories 
producing smoke and dust and 
smog, all captured in a cul-de-sac, 
at the foot of some of the highest 
mountains in the world. 

Though Chinese trading ships 
had been active in the Persian Gulf 
in the ninth century, trade had been 
mainly dependent on camel trails 
across Central Asia. The road went 
from one oasis to the next, crossed 
many small kingdoms, and passed 
through Kashi. Even now, the 
streets o f the city were thronged. 
Camels vied with trucks, buses and 
streams o f b icycles. 

After two da ys of sightseeing I 
was on m y way again. A bus would 
take me on to Hetian (K hotan), a 
major silk center. It was 330 miles. 
dusty al l the way, as we followed a 
crooked track across high desert. 
Hetian was the end o f the line for 
buses and all o ther types of sched
uled travel. so the next leg of my 
itinerary was surely the most tax
ing of all. I had to travel the 
Silk Road along the foot of the 
Kunlun Mountains eastward fo r 
more than 900 miles. How was I to 
do ic.i 

What was in the back of my 
mind had been there a long time. 
In that picture of the Great Wall I 

had found in the 1923 National 
Geographic, a Chinese boy-about 
my age-was leading a small cara
van of Bactrian camels. Each time I 
saw a few camels along the Silk 
Road I wondered how it would be, 
all these centuries after Marco 
Polo's journey, to join one of those 
groups and go wi th it across the 
desert to the western gate at 
Jiayuguan. 

Of course, that proved impossi
ble. "With the building o f the as
phalt road,·• I was told, "truck 
caravans took ove r from camels." 
Oh, there were st ill a few d ie-hards 
am o ng camel drivers. But the trip 
would requi re more time than my 
t ravel permi t allowed. 

l nste:i.d I joined a truck c:i.ravan 
of ten veh icles . eJch loaded with 
cwo tons ot silk . on their way to the 
ra ilroad Jt Ji;iyug uan. \Ve drove for 
five d:i.ys almost nonstop, mak ing 
about 200 m iles eJch 2 4 hou rs. My 
map was relJtivdy lJ rge, one of the 
best a,·ailable, but out there in the 
desert were manv ,·oids. 

On the fifth d,~v we reached the 
Caves of the T h~us:i.nd Buddhas, 
12 m iles outside the wal led ci tv of 
D unhuJ n)! . . -\ section o f the \Vall 
extended ' this tJr . going beyond 
Ji:i.yuguan. It wJs not the ''G reat" 
Wall. but ra ther r::imme<l earth, 
now much eroded . built bv the 
Empero r W u ot the H an dy~as ty, 
who reigned from 14 1 to Bi B.C. 

I noticec.l a lb!.! waving in front 
of a builc.l1ng. and the convoy com
m ander expl.i ined that it was the 
guest house for visitors to the 
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Caves of the Thousand Buddhas. 
While I was at the desk, inquiring 
about a room, I noticed a CITS 
guide whom I had met a month 
before in Lanzhou. He recog
nized me, and before I knew it he 
had arranged a visit to the caves; 
normally permits were issued 
only to archeologists. 

from clay and then painted. Before 
these figures the merchants offered 
prayers for the safe return of their 
caravans. 

I added my own prayers for the 
completion of my journey. 

Outside of Dunhuang stands a 
sheer cliff, over a mile long, pock
marked with some 500 caves. The 
caves contain more than 2000 Bud
dhist statues and brilliant wall and 
ceiling paintings. An archeologist 
working there on restoration told 
me this tale, translated by my 
guide, Chang Jin : 

After the caves, Chang Jin, a 
driver and I followed the Wall into 
Jiayuguan. Here at the far-western 
terminus, Emperor Wu's structure 

- had all but disappeared. In a few 
places there still stood an irregular 
mound of sun-dried mud, and ev
ery now and then we found a look
out cower. Evidence showed they 
had been two or three stories high, 
but as a rule they were all near 
disintegration. 

For hundreds of years every 
camel t rain either originated in 
Dunhuang or stopped there for wa
te r and supplies. A rich merchant 
would buy a thousand camels, hire 
hundreds of drivers to tend them, 
load them with costly silks for the 
terrible trek. Then for eight years . 
after his investment departed Dun
huJng, the merchant would hear 
nothing. 

Weighing all the uncertainties of 
the times, the merchant would see 
his treasure off, then engage a 
sculptor and commission him to 
create a Buddha. But why make 
such a thing out in the open, to 
be at the mercy of the elements' 
The Buddha had to be protected ; 
and that was how the hundreds of 
caves came to be chiseled into 
the cliff. 

The statues, some of them more 
than I oo feet tall, were formed 
:u6 

Chang Jin noticed my disap
pointment, but told me to take 
heart. The next morning he 
would take me to the fort ress, 
which had been restored. Close by 
was a village where camel d rivers 
and their animals lived. Chang 
Jin would see to arranging a cara
van for me. I went to sleep that 
night rehearsing my old dream. 
In my heart, I knew I wasn't 
going to be content with a single 
camel. I was going to lease or 
rent--or whatever you did out 
there with camels-enough two
hump Bactrians to make the same 
kind of picture as the panorama 
that I ~ad filched from that 1923 
magaz1ne. 

Camel Train 

THE FORTRESS MARKS the begin
ning of the Ming Wall, as it is 
called, to distinguish it from Em-
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peror Wu's Wall. Built about 1370, orary member of the People's Lib
the fort has been of strategic impor- eration Army." 
tance ever since. I took off my American baseball 

True to his promise, my guide cap and put on his gift, which was 
took me to see it the next morning. to come in handy in the days ahead. 
And sure enough, m y camels were The first day we remained in the 
standing by-r I Bactrians, each vicinity of the fort, taking photo
with a driver. I had my own camel graphs of me riding the lead camel, 
train at last. the other ten behind me in a single 

At the fort I was introduced to file, with the ramparts of the Great 
a middle-aged man in blue dun- Wall as background. 
garees and a Mao jacket. H e wore Soon I found myself learning 
no insignia, but I assumed that he about camels and their cantanker
was a high officer in the People ·s ous idiosvncrasies. \.Iv education 
Liberation Army. He seemed to began with the girl cl.river at the 
know a good deal about me and my camel's head ordering the animal to 
service in China during World kneel. o r "couch," when I wanted 
War II. Going into a room in the co mount. .-\s I approached and 
fort, he brought back a blue Chi- indicated mv intention, she would 
nese army cap with a short bill. Jnd tug do\vn o; the rope leJding to the 
a large plastic red star Jffi.xed to ring in the cJmel's nose. at the same 
its front. He offered the cap to ttme calling out a commJnd in 
me and said something in Chinese Chinese . Whatever her words 
that meJn_t: ··1 make you an hon- meant. the camel didn't like them, 
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because immediately thereafter he 
raised his head as high as his neck 
would stretch, looked at the sky
as though to call on Allah-and 
uttered the most bloodcurdling cry 
I have ever heard. The noise carried 
a mile or more, and at times all the 
ocher camels joined in. 

. Finally, reluctantly giving in, my 
camel would lower his head, begin 
to break forward at the knees, gaze 
intently at each rock in the desert, 
then pitch forward as though to fall 
on his face. Following that, his rear 
legs folded and that part of his 
anatomy dropped to the ground, 
and my steed was couched. I could 
then step into place between the 
humps and feel like the meanest 
person there ever was, because I 
had caused all that complaining. 

That turned out co be only half 
the problem, for a similar proce
dure had co be followed for the 
dismount. As the day wore on,"and 
dismount followed mount-and 
each time I almost pitched over the 
camel's head co the desert floor- I 
realized I was praying for a ladder. 

.-\ t !Jsc I gave up. Instead of 
asking the driver co couch the cam
el, I just slid off and broke all the 
tradition chat I suppose has sur
rounded camel trains, lo these 
thousands of years. 

By the middle of the afternoon, I 
also figured out a way to mount. All 
the drivers looked at me in aston
ishment the first time I did it. I had 
the girl driver hold the camel's 
head while I took a running start 
from some 15 o r 20 feet away. Then 
u8 

I leaped and caught the tops of the 
two humps, one in each hand, 
pulled up and swung my right leg 
over the rear hump. And there I 
was, not only having good exercise, 
but sitting firmly in the natural 
saddle between those cushioned 
camel's-hair humps. 

There developed fringe: benefits 
I hadn't thought about. Not one 
time after I stopped making the 
camel couch did he throw back his 
head and wail at the sky. Where 
before he had gone out of his way to 
turn his head a full 180 degrees, 
look me loathingly in the eye, bare 
his big yellow teeth, drool as he 
chewed his cud and try to spit in my 
face, he now seemed to accept me as 
a fr iend. In the days ahead, I even 
began to stroke his neck, and never 
once die! he bite me. 

Th:it first day was the shake
down cruise; the real thing began 
the next day. Our course was right 
alongside the yellow earth of the 
Great Wall; w h ich had weathered 
brick-hard in the sun and rain of 
the centuries. It had also eroded 
awav co no more than five o r six 
feet ·wide in places, and perhaps 15 
feet in height. 

Although mildly disappointed at 
the condition of the Wall, I was still 
thrilled to be m oving along it, rub
bing my hands on its sides every 
now and then. When we stopped 
for photographs, I would slide off 
my camel, climb to the top of the 
Wall and walk or run along it. 

Soon we began to reach gaps. ·At 
(Continued on page 223) 
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fi rst they were short ones-up 
ahead the Wall would continue. 
But that night when we came to our 
first oasis, the Wall ended dramati
cally. Early the next morning, after 
cold melons and strong tea, we 
were off again. But we did not find 
the Wall until darkness. 

rammed earth, little more re
mained of the Wall all the way to a 
point north of Lanzhou. It seemed 
a good place to let my camel drivers 
go home. 

Chang Jin arranged a car, and 
we proceeded. Our method was to 
drive along the asphalt highway 
until we reached a point where the 
map indicated there was a section 
of the Wall still standing some
where co the north of us. Then we 
would search for a northward road, 

On the fourth dav we followed 
the Wall for about 35 miles. T hen 
again it ended. The lead camel 
d river showed me on the map chat. 
except for a few isobced hum ps of 
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M-atch for these and more than 30 other 
articles arulfeatures, selected and candensed 
from the best of current reading. 
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often no more than dusty track, and was easy to see why I hadn't spotted 
wend our way up co the area. When the Wall-the gap was five miles 
we found a bit of the Wall, I would wide. 
walk in both directions as far as I It was already late afternoon, but 
could. Sometimes it was a mile, there was exploring to do. The 
sometimes five. As always, I rubbed driver found a trail along the Wall, 
my hands along the surface, de- and Chang Jin and I climbed to the 
lighted to be where I was. Some- top co walk and run along it. Look
times I departed with a small rock ing down, I saw the Yellow River, 
as a souvenir. curving eastward, then veering 

On the fourth day Chang Jin and north on its rooo-mile journey that 
I came to the railroad cracks that I formed the Great Bend. The Wall 
had ridden into Inner Mongolia. zigzagged as it made its turn north
Lanzhou was south of us, the Wall, ward wi th the river, but up ahead I 
north. We turned onto a hazardous could see that it straightened out, 
trail no better than a logging road. continuing to follow the riverbank 
After several miles, we came to the co the horizon. O ne last time I 
gap I had passed through earlier, caressed the rough surface of the 
when I had dashed from o ne side of Great Wall: then we headed for 
the train co the ocher in a vain Lanzhou. 
attempt to cake a photograph. I t Already I was making plans fo r ,------------------.---------------
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the mor row, wondering which was 
the best way to rejoin the Wall 
w here I'd been compelled to leave 
off Perhaps I could start out with 
another car, go through the gap 
and, following the railroad
where again I had failed to see the 
\Vall--concinue on to Yinchuan, a 
second gap, where I had climbed 
the signal tower. From there the 
tra in went north , the Wall east 
across the Ordos. In a car I could 
follow it. 

Incognito 
~-fy PL.-\:-; went awrv at sunrise. 

When I came down to breakfast, 
the dini na room was wall-to-\vall 

b 

with tourists. I knew before C ITS 

reached m e with the news that 
there \\·as no chance o f a car fo r one 

lo ne foreigner. All automobiles 
were in use. 

A new plan formed. I asked CITS 
co obtain a railroad ticket for me to 
Beij ing, with a stop in Datong. 
Both of these cities showed on my 
crave! permit, and there was no 
problem in getting permission. The 
real problem was that this was the 
same route I had taken with the 
Explorer's T our a month ago, and 
ha<l been unable co see a trace of the 
Wall. But I now knew a few things 
:1bout how C hinese t rains worked. 

The ticket was forthcoming the 
next d ,w. and in my hotel room I 
careful!;• packed my blue knapsack
suitcase. I put on a bright-colored 
" tourist" shirt and my baseball cap. 
Carrvin <I mv ba" like a sui tcase, I 

. " . o I 
went to the r:1il road station. 
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TO WALK THE GREAT WALL April 

looked like any of the ocher foreign es, slung my bag over my back and 
travelers thronging the concourse. raced into the corridor. No one had 
Camera conspicuously hanging come for my papers. 
from m y neck, I showed the you ng Despite the fact that China is a 
woman attendant my ticket. This People's Republic, the "people" do 
was sc:i.ndard operating procedure. not ride in the same sections with 
Then, when the traveler had foreigne rs. Chinese travelers are 
boarded the train and entered his given more rudimentary accom 
com parcmenc, the same wom an mocfations. often with hard seats o r 
would appear and collect the ticket no seats at all. at the end of the 
as well as his travel permit, and train. I raced through several tour
thus he was a prisoner of che train ist cars until I reached chis section . 
until he reached his destination. There I sac on the floo r, knees up 

I scurried onto the train to my and head do,vn. 
compartment, locked the door and Slowly the car filled with Chi-
pulled the shades. From my bag I nese m~n. women and children, 
extracted blue dungarees, >-[ao dressed much as I was and carrying 
jacket and Chinese army hat. I similar bundles. The train jerked 
changed hastily into these gar- into motion. I pulled my blue cap 
mencs, thrust my gray hair deep down a bit more. 
into the cap. put on my dark glass- And there I sat for 200 miles, 
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undetected. Barely 2 0 miles south 
of my destination at Yinchu:i.n, as 
I raised my head and glanced 
around, a security policeman in a 
white uniform passed th rough the 
car. I tensed for a moment and 
could feel my heart beating beneath 
the Mao jacket. He went into the 
next car. W hen he came back , he 
spoke to a child and then went on. 

It was near midnight when I felt 
the train beginning to reduce speed 
for the stop ahead. By the time a 
crowd of passengers had gathered 
their belongings, I was ready for 
che real test-and walked off the 
train, keeping as m:i.ny people 
around me as possible. In the sta
tion I saw another white-uni
formed policeman and edged co the 
far side of my group, but he didn't 
stop anyone or ask for idencifi~:i.
cion. !\."o bus or ocher cransporcac1on 
was standing by; all my compan
ions continued co walk ease-I 
could cell by che scars. Clearly they 
knew exaccly where they were go
ing. I did my best to walk with the 
same confidence. 

I hadn"c looked at my map all 
day on the train; that would have 
been a complete give:i.w~y. Bue l_ong 
before chis dav I had tam1liarized 
myself with Yinchuan and its envi
rons. The railroad station was 
about six miles west of the cown, 
and we walked there in cwo hours. 
All I did was stay r ight in the midst 
of the largest group, not talking. 
And chat way, I reached a hotel . I 
went up co the desk as though I had 
h:i.d a reservation for months. I was 
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holding my travel permit and pass- in a cloud of dust, it seemed that 
port and had removed my hat and from every window of the bus two 
sunglasses. The sleepy clerk asked or three arms were waving. 
me a question in Chinese-appar
ently whether I was a member of 
the " tour." My luck was holding. A · 
foreign tour had just arrived at the 
hotel. I nodded my head, and he 
handed me a room key. 

The next morning, over a break
fast of rice cakes and tea, I met a 
member of the tour group. He was 
Japanese. In a mixture of pidgin 
English and Japanese, we talked 
about the itinerary of his group. To 
my delight they were traveling 
from Yinchuan to Yulin. along the 
route of the Great Wall. I had been 
prepared to start out walking. But 
there was no use spending time 
walking unless it was absolutely th<; 
only way. The distance to Yuli n 
was 270 miles, and from experience 
I suspected that for at least half that 
distance the Wall would be in ru
ins. Moreover, because of illness- in 
the group, there were a few vacant 
seats on my new friend's bus. 

So it was that I joined a Japanese 
tour group when they left Yin
chuan two days later. Aboard the 
bus [ got my map out, :ind there 
was much spi rited comment as we 
passed it back and forth. Frequent
ly we stopped, lined up in front of 
the weathered ruins, and all of us 
took pictures. Mostly the Wall was 
badly eroded, but my obsession 
seemed to be contagious. 

We reached Yulin in the mid
afternoon, and the Japanese took 
me to a hotel. As they drove south 

Spy! 

[ SET OUT the next morning, 
keeping close to the Great Wall 
and as far from the highway as 
possible. But the Wall refused to 
accompany me far. At a good mili
tary cadence of 128 steps a minute, I 
was making four m.p.h., and the 
Wall lasted only two. When it was 
gone, I moved closer to the high
way. A few trucks went by, but 
little else. The Ordos is dusty. deso
late countrv. with onlv a few vil
lages, some' no more than a cluster 
of mud huts. 

The few t imes I saw ruins of the 
Wall-no matter how ruined-[ 
veered off and followed them. This 
procedure continued all that firs t 
d:iv out of Yulin. until the ruins 
re~ched a small river. The sun was 
J use setting. 

About a quarter of a m ile away I 
saw smoke rising from a hut. Leav
ing my backpack behind, I walked 
toward a two-room house. appar
ently made from the same yellow
ish earth as the Wall. .-\ man stood 
out front drawing well w:iter. His 
house was surrounded by a few 
crops, chickens and pigs, fenced in 
by a belt-high mud barrier. With 
friendly hand-waving, [ approached 
and said in Chinese, "Melon, please." 
I had al readv eaten these melons all 
across Chin; and knew they were 
sufficient to keep me going. 

\ly C hinese, delivered with an 

1983 TO W.4LK THE GREAT WALL 

American Southern accent, appar
ently meant little to the man, but I 
gestured toward the melons grow
ing in his garden and waved some 
Chinese money co indicate that I 
would pay. By now several curious 
children had appeared. I took some 
hard candy from my pocket, indi
cating that it was for the children. 
But the man would accept nothing 
from me. He stooped and cut a 
melon from the stem, handing it to 
me. With copious thanks in Chi
nese I retreated to my "camp." 

[ got water from the river, built a 
fire with a few pieces of wood, 
much like our western greasewood 
which burns very well. Over that I 
placed my pan of water and boiled 
some tea. That and slices of melon 
made my supper. Afterward I 
reached into my pack for a bag of 
oatmeal and chocolate-chip cook
ies. baked to my own fo rmula back 
in Arizona-and that was dessert. 
Then I took out my g round cloth, 
rolled up in it and fell asleep. 

In the morning, I breakfasted on 
cookies and another slice of melon 
and set out. There were few traces 
of the Wall thJ.t da v, but I was 
content to be follo\~ing its path. 
About sunset I came to another 
house, and followed much the same 
procedure, dining on melons and 
cookies. The third and fourth day 
passed in the same way. There was 
no Wall to speak of, and I began to 
wonder what I was doing all alone 
out here in the middle of nowhere. 

Late on the fourth day I reached 
the small town of Fugu. I had 

covered about 125 m iles on foot and 
that, added to the distance I trav
eled with the Japanese tour group, 
had brought me across the area 
framed by the Big Bend of the 
Yellow River. I had reached the 
Huang He again. There was no 
bridge; I crossed the river on an old 
ferry, propelled by pulling on a 
rope in the water. 

Three more d,ays I \val ked east
ward before [ · reached another 
town-and · still 
no sign of the -.,:--~ 
Wall. In olden i( ;,-
days the Wall I 
served as an east- · , :~ / 
west barrier ,- · 1 

against enemies '. ~- ;,~f)J ~ ~ \, 
to the north, but .. . . . ~ "t 
other sections of :, · !,, li W 
wall were. built .. i . , "' .J- i _ 
between teudal .,J~L- 1

\ 

states, and many· .. · '1,i , 
of these ran ·tfJ • · -. ~, \ 
north and so_uth. _.,,,·ti ,.,·, v 
My map md1cat- k~-~ 
ed chat up ahead 
I would come to one such section 
that formed pare ot· Jn extensive 
inner wall repaired e:irly in the 
Ming dynasty (A.D . 13M -1 6+;). I 
made it bv noon on the fourth day 
after leav.ing the Yellow River. I 
could not simply pass it by. I left the 
road, which went through 3. gap in 
the Wall, and made J grJteful in
spection. My spirits were rising ev
ery minute. This was che real G reat 
Wall made of masonrv. 25 feet high 
and nearly as wide. So excited did I 
feel that [ took my knit·e from my 
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pack and, using a rock for a ham- ry of a bath and a d ay's rest, maybe 
mer, chiseled m y name in Chinese cwo. I turned my papers in to CITS. 
into the Wall , plus the yea r By the third day, fully rested and 
" 1980." raring to go on, I checked in with 

That afternoon I reached the CITS. Just as I entered the office I 
cown of Shuoxian. There was a heard the interpre ter say m y name 
double-crack railway here, going a tim e or two on the telephone. 
north to Datong, the next city listed That b rought me to attention. A 
on my travel permit. At fi rst I visitor, d ressed in that white uni
thought I would simply board the form of the police, was waiting for 
train and arrive in Datong as if all me. Righ t then began m y worst 
was in order. U n fo rtunately days in China, which were to 
Shuoxian was not on m y travel st retch on for nearly a week . 
permit; in fact this was an entirely I admitted co the interpreter that 
diffe rent railroad from the o ne I I had changed my appearance as 
was supposed to be on. I'd neve r be soon as I boarded the t rai n at Lan
able to answer the question " How zhou, celling him how innocent it 
did you reach Shuoxian ?" I decided was-I just wan ted to see the G reat 
not to tempt face. Wall. Lacer, I traced my route on 

Instead, I was able to rent a car my ever-present map. To my sur
and driver without arousing suspi- prise, the security officer began 
cion. and the next da~ d rove 40 measuring distances on his own 
miles north to the G reat \ Vall a t map. Then I remembered. T hat 
Yaozishang, a point I'd flown over critical area on the map probably 
during the war. I was back on the was the Chinese ballistic-missile 
main line of the maso nry Wall. range, only a few hundred miles 
T here were equally spaced lookout from Yinchuan, where I had d isap
towers. in nearly as good repair as peared from the train. 
the rescored Wall north of Beijing. The internal security of the Peo-
1 n the best-preserved of the cowers, pie's Republic of China was not 
just beyond Yaozishang, I once concerned with some tourist who 
again could not resist crudely chis- had left a train without permission. 
ding my name in Chinese into one It was investig:1ting a spy 1 

of the blue-gray scones. 
The remainder of the day was 

spent relishing the view as I walked 
along the cop of the Wall taking 
numerous photographs. We 
reached Datong chat night. With 
practically 3000 miles o f China be
hind me-the last 200 or more 
walked-I was ready for the luxu-
230 

Kilroy W as Here 

I:-; T HE :-;EXT DAYS I almost never 
stopped answering questions. I ex
plained how I had reached Yin
chuan, how it had been the second 
t ime I was a passenger on that ttain 
to Inner Mongolia, and how I had 
left the train because the Great 
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Wall went east at that point. It took 
a while for the inte rpreter to under
stand my story, and then translate 
for the security officer. 

Later I learned that pho ne calls 
had been ·made to the hotels in 
Yinchuan, Yulin and Shuoxian. At 
that last to wn, w here I had rented a 
car to take me o n to Datong, the 
driver was q uestioned. 

My m ap interested the security 
officer. On it I had marked a red 
"X" a t several p laces. I explained 
that a t each such spot I had chiseled 
my name into the scone of the Wall. 
North of Beijing, on the restored 
Wall , I had seen Chinese graffiti all 
along the balustrades. so I hoped 
that my inquisito rs understood chis 
custom. 

The very next morn ing I was 
awakened early. I thought I was 
fina lly being arrested. The inter
preter asked me co accompany the 
securi ty officer and himself in a 
khaki-colored veh icle of the Peo
ple's Liberation Army. I was given 
no idea where we were going. 

Surprisingly, both my compan
ions acted relaxed and pleasant, even 
the one in the white uniform. I was 
seated up front with him. and he was 
following my map westward out of 
Datong, on the same highway I had 
traveled a week before, coming in. A 
few inches ahead on the map was a 
place in which [ had drawn a red 
"X," to mark the well-preserved 
lookout tower where [ had inscribed 
my name. We seemed to be heading 
for tha t spot. 

My m ind turned co chat custom 

of American soldiers during World 
War H, w riting " Kil roy Was Herc" 
on walls. W ith a sense of despera
tion I began co explain the origin of 
chose fa m ous graffi ti. Given the 
language difficulty, I had little hope 
that this curiously A m erican anec
dote would translate in to Chinese. 
Bue the interpreter did his best. 

Ac noon, we reached the lookout 
cower and followed the Wall to the 
point where I had chiseled m y 
name and the year. The security 
officer studied the inscription. 
Then he turned and shook my 
hand, saying in English. ''Kilroy 
Was Here 1•· And he laughed. 

We sec out in the army vehicle 
ag:iin, but not d ireccly fo r. Datong. 
Twice more on the return trip we 

. turned off the highway to examine 
a portion of the Wall marked on 
my map by a red "X." But all the 
time the officer ,was chattering to 
the interpreter. who explained that 
he was pointing out ocher sights in 
China chat [ mus t no t fail to see. 

Darkness ciught us before we 
we re back in Dacong. but the first 
th ing we did was to go co CITS, where 
all my documents were .returned. 

A \Valk With '·General Lee" 

THE SEC L'RITY O FFI C ER was wait
ing for me next mo rning, and after 
a warm greeting. he introduced me 
to another Chinese dressed almost 
as [ was in blue denim. The man, 
called Mr. Li. was no civilian. I had 
been a soldier for 50 years. too long 
to be fooled bv another soldier. H is 
name was pro,nounced Lee. like my 
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middle name, and I began to chink was in mountain climbing. T hough 
of him as ''General Lee." His looks the highest altitude we reached was 
were deceptive; he sometimes ap- just about 6000 feet, it might as well 
peared to be in his 30s, sometimes as have been three times that, consid
old as I, although he had not a ering the terrain. With my guide in 
strand of gray in his hair. front, setting the pace, we walked 

My bag was put in the back of a the top of the Great Wall. But the 
Chinese jeep and Mr. Li took a walkway in places had succumbed 
place beside it, while I sat up front to erosion, fo rming a mass of disin
with the driver. I had no idea where tegrating masonry. When we 
I. was going, probably back to Bei- reached such a spot we climbed 
jing under Mr. L i's watchful eye. down, foun<l a goat or cattle path 
But instead of heading east toward around the rubble, and then 
the capital, we went north. With a climbed back up. 
sigh of relief. I took out my worn At sunset we reached a lookout 
map. Mr. Li leaned forward and tower that was in good condition. 
spoke to me for the first time. His Mr. Li dropped his pack and stood 
English w:is surprisingly good. looking :iroun<l. The sun was going 

"Gener:il, I now become your down in a fiery ball over the great 
gui<le. You want to see Great Wall, gray dragon of the Wall. It was a 
you see G reat \Vall. People's Re- \'iew of startling magnificence. 
public of China want.you to." He Mr. Li unpacked a teapot and 
pointed to my map. ''We go ahead tri\'et and heated tea over a kind of 
35 kilometers. Meet Changcheng Chinese Sterno. We had a simple 
here." meal. p rimarily my homemade 

The blue-gray line of the WaU cookies. and then we bedded down 
came into sight and grew larger by inside the tower. Mr. Li had brought 
the minute. Soon we were at 4000 no foo<l, which I suppose was anoth
feet, and Mr. Li pointed out the er test of my ability to survive. 
mountains ahea<l, with the Wall In the morning we paced around 
running ri)!ht along thei r sides. the watchtower and measured the 
They reached to over 7000 feet, he base as +o feet squ..1re. :-.ly instructor 
saiJ. Soon the jeep could go no explaine<l how the i\[ing engineers 
farth<:r. had ma<le the foundati on by dig-

"From this point, we are on our ging parallel trenches in the solid 
own," Mr. Li announced. granite of the mountain 25 feet 

We unloaded the baggage, and I apart. and then had cemented a 
noticed chat i\[r. Li had brought wall between them of granite ash
along a backpack similar to mine. I lars-g rea t +-by-1-by- V2-meter 
suspected that he was there to find stones. \.Yith such a base. no won
out if this crazy American really der our cower was stil l standing. 
could walk the Wall. My fi rst test In chis way I tra veled with "Gen-
1 3 1 
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eral Lee" fo r 11 days. spending only 
one night in a hotel-and one 
memor ..1ble night. at high altitude. 
in J colJ. drenching rain. uking 
shelter .is best we could in one ot 
those great "potholes" where the: 
Wall had crumbled. \Ve co,·ered 
ne..1rly 250 miles. along some of the 
mo~t spectJ.cular sections ot the 
\\'.ill an<l through some of the most 
specucuLir scenery in the world. 

Trudging along the \Vall. :,[ r. L1 
.rnd I rJrely spoke. l::$uc when \1e 
hunkered down for the night. we 
discussed manv ch1n •.,;s. \lr.-Li h.id 
.l profrssorial O air. ;nd orcen ex-. 
pl..iined the history or geogrJp~y ot 
the area. In turn . [ told him ot mv 
lifelonu fascinJtion with che \Vall. 
especi.Jly of that d..iy during my 
Chim. service when I h..1J rtown 
over Old Dragon Head on che Yel
low Sea and then h:id followed my 
sh..1dow along the section we were 
now wal king. l\.'ear Old Dr.1gon 
Head chat day . JS I zoomed past. I 

h.1c: ,een ri I e giant Chinese charac
ters on .l \(Jte- tower. I could not read 
the: 1deo:,.:'r Jphs. but my trigger finger 
tut.:,heJ the releJSt: on mv wntrol 
,t:ck .i r.c' turned on the gun camera. 
KJck ::i t uur bJ,c:. the ri lm \\'J:, devel
oped. But e, en :,Lljor Shu. our trans
l.nor. h.id co ,e:.irch throu,:h his book 
or' cJ lli,:r Jphy to find the meaning: 
"First c.; .1ce 1n the World." 

"Ge ne r JI Lee" seemc:J to under
suml completely. Ch1n:1. he ex
pLuneL!. considered itsdf the only 
world there was. wi th 8eqing at the 
center. The: g.He on the Yellow Sea 
ll'J> thu, . indeed. the "nrst" gate in 
the wo rlJ .. -\nd so it was r"or me too. 

For uu r me::il that I.1st night we 
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split a melon and ate the last of my 
cookies. By now they were noth
ing but crumbs, and when I dug 
them out of my pack I felt embar
rassed. I made· some joke about 
" that 's how the cooky crumbles." 
I wasn't sure that Mr. -Li would 
understand this Americanism, so 
I tried to explain, just as I had the 
Kilroy story. 

We had reached a point 250 
miles from the Yellow Sea, but I 
had to return to Beijing for a travel 
permit to continue. Mr. Li took me 
to the train for Beijing, escorted me 
to my seat, and didn'r give me my 
new ticket until the train was ready 
to pull out. We shook hands and I 
thanked him many times. \Ve were 
good friends now, but I couldn't 
help pulling his leg. He was stick
ing close to me, I suggested, be
ca use he: feared that I might leave 
the train and try my fortune solo 
again. 

He laughed. "That·s the way the 
cooky crumbles," he said. • 

Old Dragon Head 

THE NEW TRAVEL PERMIT cook 
longer than I had anticipated to 
arrange. But finally it arrived, and 
thanks to a lette r written by Mr. Li, 
I had full cooperation from the 
Chinese army fo r the rest of my 
journey. They delivered me to the 
very spot where Mr. Li and I had 
spent our last night together. From 
there it took me three days to walk 
the 70-odd miles co the small town 
of Gubeikou, where I was met by a 
Captain Chu. 
lJ.I 

At first Captain C hu would not 
hear of my walkina the final 200 
miles. He insisted I ride a truck that 
went that way everv day. I ex
plained my purpose, ;nd at last he 
~nderstood. But thereafter, every 
time the Wall came to a gap where 
the road passed through it, one of 
Captain Chu's army trucks was 
waiting for me. 

_Day by day I averaged 28 to 30 
miles. My goal was d rawing near. It 
represented the end of a dream, and 
suddenly it came upon me that I 
didn't want that dream to end. 

.-\s I thought back to all the 
hundreds of miles behind me I 
realized I had been enthusiastically 
hurrying each step of the wav. That 
was life for me. the wav mv' motor 
ran. never walking when ·1 could 
run. Now I found myself doing 
everything possible to delav the 
trip--stopping to take a picture 
even when there wa s nothing co 
justify the shot. 

I was headed for I iaoshanguan 
(Horned Mount;.1in P.iss). a height 
on the coastal r:rnge some 15 miles 
up the slope of the mouncai ns from 
the sea. I had Hown over it in 1944, 
and there I would bed down for the 
final n ight. 

Each time I topped :i rise in the 
terrain I expected I would sight the 
Yellow Sea. When it c:ime, it was 
unexpected, but there w:is the glint 
of the sea all right, and there was 
where the Great Wall dipped down 
through the Pass, my goal. It was 
nearly night, and walking along 
the top of the Wall was risky. So I 

r983 TO W.1LK THE GRE.ff WALL 

slid off my backpack and I stood Just past the fo rt, the restored 
there taking in the view, concen- Wall ran out. Then came the coast
crating on chat rambling old dragon al highw:iy, and beyond chat the 
of masonry I had been following. Wall was scarcely more than a 

Long after I had settled down raised pathway of hardened earth. I 
and was wrapped in my ground walked two miles and then two 
cloth, I still found myself torn be- steps and then one. and with that I 
tween feelings of victory and re- was standing on the parapet of Old 
gret. Several times I crawled out of Dragon Head just above the beach, 
the bedroll and made my way pre- the waves dashing in over some 
cariously to the top of the Great ancient rocks of the Great Wall. 
Wall just to look around. I was I took off my blue cap and waved 
watching the flickering lights in a it in triumph at the far bluer sky, 
coastal town, when suddenly I then ran down the slope of the sand 
thought of Kitty Rix. It had been dunes from Old Dragon Head and 
almost nine years now since she into the waves of the Yellow Sea, 
died, and I suppose that that was shoes and all. ~*••• 
one of the reasons I kept myself so 
busy doing these str:rnge things. I 
kept chinking about her the rest of 
chat sleepless night. I shut my eyes 
and tried to see her face and imag
ine what she might say. What I 
heard were her verv last words to 
me. I had leaned d~wn and placed 
my ear close to her lips. She was 
whispering. --1 know you had to do 
those things you r way. J.nd I under
stand ... I understand." 

I set off Jown the:: mountain 
before sunrise. H urrying the: dawn 
was foolish. and I came close to 
falling several times. How stupid it 
would be to come as far as I had. 
and then break a leg in the last ten 
miles. By full light, I was nearing 
level ground. The Wall was just 
about all ruins now until I reached 
the fort at Shanhaiguan, which had 
been rebuilt. There. welcoming 
me, were the 500-year-old Chinese 
characters: First Gate in the World. 

.,. 
r - ~· :.z-..·-.-:--.-
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HE'S NO AUTHOR 
By P. A TWOODWILLIAMS 

Staff Writer 
"I'm not a writer, but I'm a 

storyteller. My grandfather in 
Aileen, South Carolina was a 
storyteller ... if it doesn't inter
est ·me, I can't expect it to 
interest . anyone/' said the au
thor of 11 books with the 12th 

· ready now for a publisher. 
Air Force Gen. Robert L. 

Scott, Jr's books have also been 
published in German, French 
and Spanish, which could add 
to the title count. · 

But Scott isn't counting. 
He's writing. He stands at his 
sink at the meat cuttingboard 
with a yellow legal pad and 
writes his story in longhand 

. before going to his IBM type-

.., HE'S A STORY TELLER 
.,""'!"..,,rT'.C-....,_~M , •...J. '.t:~&.:ot:"""~~~•·"''~1'~ .. · ·~ • r- ·•7- .. .. s:; r-~ ..,.-•-.,.~• ---: ...... , ,,:-:-

writer to apply his four-finger Co-Pilot was a best seller and 
technique. Scribner called me to say, 'You 

It wasn't always so. . did not let your . publisher 
He dictated his first book in down,' "Scott recalled. 

three days in 1943, but Charles Today a first edition of that 
Scribner's secretaries couldn't book is worth at least $100. 
understand his southern ac-· · And ·at .a recent military reun
cerit. Then a colonel, Scott was ion in Montgomery, , Ala., a 
bored with the U.S, tour for his judge asked Scott to autograph • 
commanders arid,.hoped to use a 42-year ~Id copy of the book 
the bo~k to get · hin:self ~nd he had stolen as a young man 
!llore _airplanes back. m act10n from the public library, later 
m Chma, He determmedly ap- paying the • fine to keep the 
plied two fingers to the task of book. 
typing his first China_ adven- The P-40 aircraft was the 
tures and finished it in just a main character of Scott's next 
few days. . book · Damned to Glory in 

"Scribner didn't like the ti- 1944: An old P-40 talks to a 
tie, and we got a bad ~eview ~n little P-40, and Scott uses "dog
the N.Y. Herald . Tribune m geral verse" in the meter used 
1~4~, but very soon God Is My by Kipling to introduce each 

chapter. about . the plane 
" damried by. the politicians, 
but flown to glory by pilots," 
he wrote. 

The next year ~cribners 
asked him· for a boqk for . boys 
ages 12-15 and what resulted 

. was Runaway ,' to :'th_e· Sun, .a 
book about ·men he had taught 

. , to fly 'and. became _·Air . Force 
heroes .. · .:·:~ . ' . · . 

"Teachfog others to fly is 
probably my greatest contribu
tion in life," Scott reminisced. 

An African elephant became· 
the hero ·of his next book. At 
age 15 Scott _learned ~about 
Samburu when he jumped ship . 
on which he had been a dt\ck 
boy in the Merchant· Marines. 
In Nairobi a white hunter 
whom he-° '.-lfflew from his Boy 

· · Scout days took him to '.'see the 
· eleph&nt$-the -~ Samburu 

Gre~·ti~g i,e Chinese with open arms as het sits :'.c1sfiide a Herd." . . . . : -. . 
camel, Gen. Robert L. Scott Jr. riaes along ·the Great Woll Scott discovered the exist-
Of China in 1980. . ... ·· .. · 

1 
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ence of the herd again in 1951 I 
when, while stationed near 
Munich, he flew weekly 1,200 I 
miles to Tripoli to supervise 
the men in his command. 

The next year, after spend
ing hours in a museum study
ing an elephant skull and prac
ticing the trajectory necessary 
to kill an elephant with a 
broom rifle, he was ready for 
the hunt. 

For 30 days Scott hunted 
with a big game gunsmith, but 
left his party to track Samburu 

. beginning in the northern 
swamp . where the young are 
born each year. 

"I had agreed to pay only 
$5,000 for the hunt instead of 
the usual $10,000 and was 
going to write a book on my 

·'Safari. The ivory from the kill 
would make up the payment," 
explained Scott. 

Samburu charged the party 
out of 12-foot elephant gras~. 
and also destroyed the camp, 
but whe·n the big moment 
came, Scott fired over his-head. 

"I had welche-aon my prom
ise, but the professional Hunt
ers Association of East Africa 
made me a member because I 

· didn't kill him, anq I wrote 
Between the Elephant's Eyes 
anyway, followed by Samburu, 
a book for boys. 

: His sixth book, Flying Tiger: 
Chenault of China, was pub
lished by Doubleday.-

Next came a novel, Look of 
the Eagle, the title of which he 
got from his storyteller grand
pa, who tailored his tales to 
each person and counseled 
Scott to "look at a person's 

· eyes." 

"If he'.s looking over the ho- 1 

rizon, he has desire to accom
plish something-the look of 
the eagle," his grandpa said . . 

sing\e-sea\.ed p\ane up and 
showed them the cockpit. 

His next effort was Boring a 
Hole in the Sky (the Air Force 

term for "just putting in 
time,"), his attempt to blow the 
.whistle on the Pentagon who 
had looked the other way at 
the waste of manpower. It was · 
"written better, edited better 
and pubished better," said 
Scott. Although published by 
Random House, it was "permit: 
ted to die" without ever being 
pushed, he explained. 

in 1980, he walked the 
Great Wall of , China, whose 
image he had cut from a Na
tional Geographic magazine 38 
years earlier. 

He described in his book how 
he traversed 1,296 miles on the 
rammed earth or masonry wall 
on 72-year-old feet and rode · 
between sections of the wall on 
camel, truck, bus, oxcart, jeep, 
boat and train. In April, 1983 . 
Reader's Digest condensed it as 
Return to the Great Wall over 
which he · had made ·shadows 
with his plane's wings in 
World War II. 

Scott will discuss this trip 
and book when he speaks to a 
Sun City book review group at 
1:30 p.m. Oct. 17 in the Ariz
ona Room at Fairway Rec Cen-
ter. · 

"I have my subject ready in 
. my mind and never write ID) , 

speeches," said .Scott, who 
readily admits he needs a writ
ing project t9 keep him mental- . 
ly fit these days. . 
· · He has finished 23 chapters · 
of his next book The Maverick 
General, · a title given him by · 
one of his friends: The book 
recounts the "times I was fired, 
and the times I should have 
been fired and wasn't," he 
smiled. 

"My vocabulary has in
creased because I have looked 

Around 1956 he wrote an up so many . wo~~s," said the ; 
original paperback, A Tiger in man who claims he is "not a 
the Sky, an anth?logy .of mili- '. ~iter" and did poorl,v in E!1· 
tary events, pubhshed by Bal- · ghsh, grammar and math m · 
lantine Books. high school. 

Scott next tackled God Is 
Still My Co-pilot, the "toughest 

· )).ook I had written." He was. 59 
:iears old and "fighting 1!1~d'.' 
: at • the government's pohc1es, 
· vis-a-vis the "no win" war in 

Vietnam. 
He raised money to get the 

book published by the now
, defunct Augury Press. in Phoe
.. nix; not far from Luke AFB, 

where he was serving his last 
command. 

During his years as an au-
- thor, he said, religious groups 

have objected to the relegation 
of God as "co-pilot." Once 
when some nuns took ·him to 
task over this, he taxied- his 

/ 

Scott says he also reads his . 
text aloud ... · the storyteller ; 
influence, no doubt. 

Currently he is negotiating . 
with Random House and hopes · 
they -will_ edit and publish the 
text it took him six months to · 
write. He· looks forward to au
tograph parties all over the : 
country and making publicity : 
appearances. · · · · 

The last chapter of his "love : 
story between a pilot and a 
hundred fighters" is titled The· 
Ultimate Fa1con. In it he com~ .- · 
pares the first fighter plane he ; 
fought in which cost $10,000 • 
with the last one flown at age .. 
76, made of titanium and cost-· 
ing $19.4 million. 

' ,. 
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C~lNA 
The incredible journey of Robert Scott, 

author of God is my Co-Pilot 
----by Horace S. Mazet ____ _ 

/ My trip to the great 
Chinese wall was 
one of great elation 

and bitter d~ppointment," said 
Gen. Robett L. Scott, Jr., · USAF 
(Ret.) as we sat in his living room 
in Sun City not long ago. "I had 
long planned to walk the length 
of the Great Wall from its 
western end to the Yellow Sea, 
and now I was ready to begin. 
But there was no wall in this far 

Horace S. Mazet is a freelance 
writer who lives in Carmel, 
California. 

western, mountainous part of 
China!" 

"No walll" 
"No-it had disintegrated in 

the long centuries, being made 
of mud. I would have to travel by 
bus to reach Khotan and join a 
camel caravan across the 900 
miles of arid Taklamakan desert 
on what used to be the Emper
or's Road. It has been called the 
Silk Road only for the last 160 
years. Sand, sand and sand every
where." 

Scott thought a minute, recal
led the latest disappointment in 

out~ 

- --- ------- - - -
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Robert Scott in China, 1942 
~ 

his 38-year dream to walk the 
length of the Great Chinese 
Wall. During World War II he 
had blazed a victorious trail 
across Chinese · skies as a 
one-man air force.and the6as 
ordered to take command of the 
23rd Fighter Group by that great 
tactician, Gen. Claire Chennault. 
During this phase of his flying he 
noted the shadow of his fighter 
plane's wings skipping across the 
Great Wall and resolved some 
day to return and walk its length. 
That no one had ever done such 
a feat did not deter him. 

Wu Ti's wall nearby, situated 
where the Silk Road forks, in t.he 
most western part of the prov
ince of Gan Su. But let me tell 

-you about Dunhuang and the 
Caves of the Tho~sand Buddhas. 
A tiny oasis is hidden between 
two famous mountains rising 
near Dunhuang: Mt. Can Wei 
and Mt. Ming Sha. All around 
lies a desert. But at this oasis, 
invisible until one is on top of it, 
are the Dunhuang Caves of the 
Thousand Buddahs, very ancient, 
discovered at the beginning of 
this century. They had been 
filled with blowing sand. From a 

/ A nyhow," Scott contin- geological point of view the 
ued, "when I tried to position of the caves is quite 
join a camel caravan, vulnerable; any wind rising blows 

none was available. So I caught a along the face of the cliffs 
ride on an army truck. It was a straight into the caves where the 
long, dusty, hot, interminable statues and paintings are open to 
ride. We hit a sand storm that the weather. And now the entire 
was worse than any I have ever site has been declared an historic 
seen in Arizona; it moved sand monument. I we nt in. There are 
into drifts. And where drifts almost 2,000 statues, all Buddha, 
existed it moved them else- all sizes, some 100 feet high!" 
where. A few signs painted white "You took a picture of some of 
on rocks had long ago been them?" 
obliterated by flying sand. we,/" "You are not supposed to . . But 
had to drive without lights on. I am sure there are many more 
We lost half a day because of the than the 2,000 Buddhas there, 
storm, although we drove day some not yet excavated. They 
and night, self-contained. . were carved by merchants, to 

"I really didn' t mind the heat. insure safe passage for their 
Maybe I was just so thrilled to be caravans." 
crossing the Taklamakan that I Through services of a guide, 
didn't notice the heat and dirt. I Chang Jin, Scott was able to rent 
was finally on my way to. the a car and driver to take him at 
Emperor Wu Ti's wall, half flat- last to Emperor Wu's wall. Here 
tened through the centuries." he was deeply disappointed 

"You finally found it?" again, for the wall was in such a 
"Yes, I had found the ruins of state of bad repair that only parts 
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--------Robert Scott--------
were five or six feet high. The remainder 
had been demolished by time. A single 
fortress area had been restored, how
ever, and close inspection of this site 
partly compensated. 

And now it was the camel train. Chang 
Jin arranged for 11 Bactrian camels next 
morning, each with a driver. The 
General had his caravan at last, and soon 
the entourage moved out along the 
rammed wall toward Jin Yu Guan and the 
West Tower of Wan Li Chang Cheng 
(The Great Wall) which meanders over 
mountains and valleys 1,700 miles east
ward to the end of his ambitious 
journey. The fabulous masonry wall has 
its western beginning at Jia Yu Guan and 
Scott was elated. Whenever the caravan 
halted for photographs, Scotty would 
mount the wall, then run along it until 
reaching a gap, as happy as if he owned a 
part of it. His dream was coming true at 
last. 

Meals consisted of melons, tea and the 
remnants of cookies purchased at a shop 
in Dunhuang. After four days the wall 
had disappeared. Chang Jin knew it had 
been destroyed during the centuries, so 
he produced (magically) a car and the 
camel train was dismissed with prostesta
tions of friendship and warm thanks. 

Driver, guide~d Scott followed the 
map and, where they found remnants of 
the wall, the General would jump out 
and walk until the wall vanished again. 
Where he could, Scotty rubbed his 
hands along the brick, sentimentally, 
thinking of the aeons that had passed, 
and at tirnes removed a fragment from 
the rubble for presents to youngsters in 
America who had requested them. 
Ex-Eagle Scout Robert Scott did not 
forget his friends. 

"I was extremely happy to leave Jia Yu 
Guan," said Scott, reminiscing in his 
home in thoenix. "This town marks the 
western end of the wall. If I was ever to 
reach the eastern end, I would have to 
hurry. My travel permit would expire 
unless I followed my star to the Yellow 
Sea." 

He had planned his great trek for 
several years, written more than 200 
letter's and received only three which 
were promising. Then he faced the 
requirement that no one could e nter 
China unless he was a member of an 
official tour. Seeing no difficulty in 
abandoning -the tour when it came 
within range of the Great Wall, Scott 
remained on pins and needles, but was 
unable to quit the group; every morning 
roll call determined all hands were 

present. And as a foreigner ~ith blue 1 

eyes he would be unable to hide 
successfully. 

In desperation he finally applied to the 
consulate in Peking and there met with 
some success. The way was made open, 
and he obtained a travel permit allowing 
him to travel. By plane, train, jeep, bus, 
on foot and car, he reached the far end 
of the wall, and began his ambitious 
journey to end before his permit 
expired. As he was 72 years old he did 
not feel that he could wait until 
diplomatic channels eased visitors to the 

After four days, 
the wall had 
disappeared. 

interior in future years. Scotty waits for 
no chance turn of fate-he is energetic, 
impatient and determined. 

In his Arizona home he continually ran 
from one room to another, showing me 
various maps hung on the walls, with red 
lines indicating the see-saw trips back 
and forth until he was able to quit the 
official tour. Then he dumped a bag of 
shards on the coffee table. They were 
the souvenir stones he had brought back 
with him, to the puzzlement of the 
Customs authorities; these pieces of the 
Great Wall were for his Boy Scout 
friends. When I had admired them 
dutifully, he replaced them in the sack 
and ran back to another room. 

Rangy, lean, nervous and at his fighting 
weight of 146, Scott moved about his 
house as if he we re pursued by some 
Chinese devil, running each time to 
produce some bit of evidence that he 
had achieved his goal, his greatest 
adventure in peace time. When he sat it 
was on the floor, but he did not remain 
still very long. I thought his running suit 
and shoes were very appropriate. 

"Mazie," he said, using my nickname, 
" I run about 10,000 meters three times a 
week. But lately I have been trying speed 
walking; it is just as good. I did not jog, I 
ran. Now my doctor tells me that this 
new exercise is just as beneficial for me. 
If I could only be hungry at supper time! 
I never eat lunch because then I 
wouldn't eat any supper, even though I 
cook it myself on my Chinese wok, 
which I lugged back from China. The 
doctors say I have " reactive depres-
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sion"-who knows what-that is?- I think 
it's just sitting around this place. I am 
anxious to be going again, perhaps back 
to China." 

This is the old Scotty I knew back in 
1939-40 when we were instructing Air 
Corps Cadets in how to fly the sky. lieut. 
Scott, at that time, always kept moving 
about, and on several occasions I · 
discovered him dive-bombing one of 
our landing circles after hours, his 
ammunition being a lap-load of melons 
or cabbages. He was not idly having fun . 
He was practicing for the war to come, 
and never let an opportunity pass. later 
on, at night above the overcast, I heard 
him sighting in on a certain mountain, 
then carefully. letting down through the 
clouds to a safe landing (blind flying) in a 
trainer lacking proper instruments for 
such a feat. He used an air speed 
indicator, an altimeter, and a compass. 
He was preparing for his future role as 
the man who wrote God is my Co-Pilot 
from his activities in Chinese skies. And 
it was no mean best-seller; it is still in 
print after more than 40 years! 

Between his two China visits he lost no 
time in driving ahead. His wife, now 
deceased, once told me, "I have never
heard him say, 'It can't be dony.1 don't 
think he knows the meaning of frustra
tion. The only thing I have ever been 
jealous of was a P-12 pursuit plane in 
Panama when Scotty flew all the time 
during one month to represent his 
squadron in a competition." And his 
squadron took the trophy. By the time 
Scott retired from the Air Force he had 
acquired a total of 33,000 hours (second 
highest of any USAF pilot). Obviously he 
throws himself into any activity that 
appeals to his energetic personality. 

In 1976 and 1977 the retired general 
left the USA and traveled on foot 
through the Karakorak Range of the 
Himalayas from Hunza to the Pass of 
Tagdumbash in 19 days. He watched the 
Red Chinese and the Soviets build a 
black-topped road 18 feet wide from 
remotest Afghanistan to China-which 
was prohibited. He saw it all from peaks 
far above the workers, and threw stones 
into forbidden territory. 

"I enjoyed the company of my Hun
zakut guide," he told me, "although I 
never learned much of his language. He 
kept saying to me 'Cho khon, hiuak 
khon.' And that means: never offend a 
yak, much less a rajah. I believe I 
successfully passed the test." 

Scott made a report to the Pentagon of 
his scouting through the hinterland, but 

if any action resulted he never heard of 
it. His long walk of 340 miles, mostly 
uphill along Marco Polo's road was 
tempting enough to write a book about, 
but he had no climax, no ending. So a 
book lay dormant. 

"I have to find a finish to my book," he 
told me in 1979. "And I have an idea: 
come with me. We will walk a thousand 
miles from Wu Wei along as much of the 
Great Wall as we can cover, to Peking. 
Here I think I can end my story. I am 
going even if I have to slip in from a 
regulation tourist group." 

Lack of time and many obstacles 
prevented me from accompanying 
Scotty on his unprecedented adventure 
to my regret. His wife said once that she 
was "living with a stick of dynamite." I 
would have found it exhilirating to go. 

Now Scott was in high gear and for 
several days reveled in walking portions 
of the Great Wall as he had seen it 
during WW II. At intervals he found 
n,1ins instead of a proper wall, yet he 
continued knocking off a regulation four 
miles an hour, now and then chiseling 
his name in Chinese characters, using a 
screwdriver and a rock for tools. He 
muttered "Kilroy was here" as he did so, 
eyeing the character for Scott which so 
closely resembles a running man. 

His food consisted of oatmeal and 
some cookies, and melons which he 
obtained from farmers along the route, 
plus tea which he heated on small wood 
fires from scarce greasewood type 
branches of desert plants. All farmers 
giving him melons refused payment of 
any kind except perhaps color postcards, 
or one of his remaining copies of 
Arizona Highways brought from home 
on an impulse. . 

But he was in his element now, and 
before him stretched the happy conclu
sion of his dream if all went well. He 
would pass through FuKu, then across 
the Yellow River by ferry and on to 
Datung, each day bringing more joy and 
each evening calm repose in his sleeping 
bag on the Great Wall-otherwise 
known as Wanlichangchen, the long 
rampart of 10,000 Ii. (A "Ii" is one third 
of an English mile.) 

It was bad news, perhaps disaster, at 
Datong. When Scotty slipped from 
official sight to begin his long trek, he 
had left a railroad train without per
mission, bound not to lose the opportu
nity within grasp. Now the Chinese 
Secret Police, who had been looking for 
him for the past nine days, took him into 
custody. 

Please tum to page 20 
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Constant prying into his where
abouts during the past half month, the 
police obviously considered him some 
sort of spy on a mission in their 
country, possibly connected with the 
CIA. And he had confessed to wander
ing along the edges of their nuclear 
test centers. What for? 

A week of this trying experience 
brought Scott to the edge of patience, 
but he remembered that he had 
carved his progress with a screwdriver 
at certain places along the Great Wall, 
and suggested they could be verified. 
Each one, luckily, checked out and his 
story of wanting to walk the entire 
length of the wall was partially be
lieved. The general was freed, but felt 
he would like to ride by train to Pekin. 
He had, however, come all this way to 
.walk, and walk he would to the extent 
that the wall still existed to its eastern 
end in the Yellow Sea. 

The police were not entirely con
vinced, and assigned a Mr. Li to 
accompany him, a personally con
ducted tour across mountains and near 
towns for 250 miles. During those nine 
days ·Mr. Li-whom Scott now called 
General Lee-proved to have a sense 
of humor, and walked with him on the 
wall, rode with him across gaps where 
the wall no longer remained, ate and 
slept in the same ruins, sharing shelter 
against the rains. 

"When I first met Mr. Li-whom I 
promptly classified in my own mind as 
a former soldier because of his 
bearing-I con~ered him a typical 
inscrutable Chinese. He was to me 
ageless. He could outwalk me with 
packs on our backs and I was 72 and 
pretty sure I can walk as if I were 35 or 
40. Mr. Li could have been 45 or 50. I 
figured he knew plenty about the 
Pre-Cultural Revolution. But he really 
was the essence of the human being 
you would like to have as that mythical 
companion on some desert island. 

"At first," he continued, "I won
dered if he understood my jokes and 
banter. He not only understood the 
punch lines and innuendos but was 
way ahead of me. I told him about 
Kilroy-who-was-here everywhere, and 
also, doling out my cookie crumbs, 
often said 'That's how the cookie 
crumbles,' He was, in short, the 
greatest personality I met on the 
whole wonderful journey, helpful, 
considerate, and-later-indispens
able." 

Day after day and night after night 
they concentrated on traveling the 
ancient rampart. Walking stretched 
into miles, and Scott suspected Gen
eral Lee had at first been skeptical that 
an American could traverse the dis
tances he claimed he had already 
covered. Soon he was convinced, and 
a warm respect developed between 
the two men. 

Without this guide Scott might never 
have achieved his purpose. "When 
General Lee finally guided me to 
Ky-Pei-K'ou he left me with a letter 
granting permission to walk the final 
terminal of the wall. And when he left 
me with jeep and driver, he waved and 
called back, 'That's the way the cookie 
crumbles!' 

"Once my back pack was replen
ished by the friendly commandant at 
the tower fortress of Ky-Pei-K'ou I 
knew for sure that I had proven to the 
Security Police · that I was not a CIA 
spy. Then, as you go another 130 or 
145 miles eastward from this center, 
you come to the end of the Great Wall 
at Shanhaikwan. Each day I would 
expect to find the ocean at the end of 
my rainbow, and finally there it wasl 
The effect on my morale was inde
scribable! 

" I had experienced the worst of 
sensations and the best. My low points 
were not the obstacles trying to obtain 
permission to enter this country, not 
seeing the Great Wall in the west mere 
rammed earth in complete disinte
gration, not leaving the train at 
Yin-Chuan and walking for 190 miles 
with hardly any wall to see, all the way 
to the Yellow River-it was being 
detained by the police and fear of 
being taken in disgrace back to Pekin. 

"And of course the ·crowning high 
point was the moment when I stood 
on Old Dragon Head at Shanhaikwan 
where the wall ends, waved my cap 
and ran down into the sea, clothes and 
alll" He had an ending for his bookl 
D 

Note: Scott's walk covered 1,296 
miles measured by Seikoelectronic 
pedometer, mostly uphill, in 63 days. 
His entire travels in China totaled 
30,960 miles during the four 
months-by air, train, bus, ox cart, 
camel, jeep, truck and once in a 
boat-and some of it was repeating the 
official tour route with his own 
walking exploit. Such a walk had never 
before been accomplished. 
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Love of lifelong learning rewards Sun Citian 
ANNIE BOON 
DAILY NEWS-SUN 

A passion for teaching and 
an inspirational volunteer 
spirit earned Ernie Stech of 
Sun City the honor of being 
named one of Arizona's Age
less Heroes. 

Stech, 73. is a volunteer 
instructor for the Sun City 
Osher Lifelong Learning Ins ti
tute at Arizona State Univer
sity. Tuesday. he joined 18 
other seniors from across the 
state who were honored at 
the Ageless Heroes event in 
Phoenix. 

Blue Cross Blue Shield of 
Arizona developed the Ageless 
Heroes program to recognize 
extraordinary seniors 65 or 
older for their accomplish
ments. This year. more than 
200 nominations were sub
mitted. and an independent 
p,llll'l of judges narrowed the 

entries to 18 finalists in six 
categories. 

Winners were announced 
during Tuesday's Ageless 
Heroes luncheon at the Ari
zona Biltmore Resort, featur
ing legendary journalist Hugh 
Downs and his wife, Ruth, as 
the emcees. 

Stech was nominated by 
the Osher Lifelong Leaming 
Institute in the "Love of 
Learning" category, along 
with two other nominees. He 
didn't win the top honor In 
the category, but was recog
nized during the luncheon 
and praised for his achieve
ments. 

"This is a real honor. I 
enjoy teaching. so it's a labor 
of love and this is a reward 
for that." he said. "There is a 
group of people who just 
want to learn. The fun part is 
they ask questions and get 
involved ... it's been literally a 

fun experience for me." 
Since the Osher Lifelong 

Learning Institute was estab
lished in Sun City in 2004, 
Stech has been an instruct0r 
and volunteer. Most recently. 
he taught creative writing, a 
session on "Exploring the 
Meaning of Life," and a 
course called "Hohokam: 
Ancient Residents of Phoe
nLx." He also serves as ch air 
of the institute's publicity 
committee. 

"Ernie is probably our 
most active participant and 
supporter," said Diane Gru
ber. assistant facilities direc
tor for the institute. who 
nominated Stech for the hon
or. "He teaches very popular 
class es, mentors ot h er 
instructors and serves on the 
board.· 

"He's our model Osher 
participant. and we wanted to 
thank him for all he's done 

for the program." she added. 
Jenny Brooks, Ageless 

Hero program coordinator for 
Blue Cross Blue Shield of Ari
zona, said Stech and the 
other finalists were chosen 
fo r t heir d edication and 
unique contributions. 

·we look for people who 
are breaking the stereotype of 
being a senior. They're living 
life to its fullest in their 
retirement years.·· she said. 
·we understand that the 
senior population is a very 
vital part of the state popula
tion as well as an important 
influence on younger genera
tions, so we want their activi
ties and inspiratio:1 to be 
known.· 

Stech and his wife. 
Yvonne. call Sun City his 
home during the winter and 
s pend their s ummers in 
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Ernie Stech receives a rose 
from Katy Kelewae before a 
portrait session at the Age
less Heroes of Arizona ban
quet at the Arizona Biltmore 
Resort in Phoenix Tuesday. 



Flagstaff. He serves as execu
tive director of the Flagstaff 
National Monuments FQun
dations, a nonprofit organiza
tion that provides educational 
and Interpretive materials 
and, programs at Flagstaff 
area national monuments. 

During the summer, he Is 
a volunteer Interpreter and 
ranger at Walnut Canyon 

· National Monument helping 
visitors understand the 
archaeology, geology and nat
ural history of the park .. 

He has a doctorate In com
munication studies and 
taught communication 
courses at Western Michigan 
University In Kalamazoo, . 
Mich., for 15 years. In 1985, 
the university presented him 
with the Alumni Teaching 
Excellence Award. He has 1 

penned seven books, Includ
ing "The Transformed Leader" 
and "Leadership Communica
tion.· He Is active In the 
In ternational Leadership 
Association. 

Stech said he loves teach
Ing Sun Cities' residents who 
come to class eager to learn 
and build relationships. His 
educational philosophy Is 
simple: 

"Learning can and should 
be Informative and fun. Peo
ple acquire Information In dif
ferent ways - through see
ing, hearing, reading and 
even touching and tas_ttng. 
Adult learners appreciate 
enthusiastic, knowledgeable 
and organized Instructors." 

For Information about the 
Osher Lifelong Learning Insti
tute at Arizona State Univer
sity, call the lifelong learning 
office In Sun City at 974-
6985, Sun City West at 584-
4288 and Sun City Grand at 
546 - 742, or visit 
www.west.asu.edu / l1felong/ · 
osher. 

Annie Boon may be 
reached 8 76 -2532 or 
aboon@aztrib.com. 


