Belly-Up

In a summer of the very early 50’s I was training to fly for the Navy.  I had advanced to learning aerobatics and my instructor was a veteran aviator, a veteran of the Marianas Turkey Shoot in the South Pacific and I thought he was a god.  He thought I was a puke.  After a series of vertigo inducing maneuvers he finally said “Ok, Mr. Bestler, take her home”.  The next words will never be forgotten.  About twenty seconds later his voice came very calmly into my earphones.  “You might want to put us right side up before we touch down”.  My eyes flicked to the instrument panel.  That’s right, we were belly-up, upside down.  Some months later I was flying a Corsair in Korea, and this time right side up.

