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It was a lark, that bumpy flight.

The single engine Cessna 150 flew through the
haze of fog and rain cartoon-like, sputtering like a naked chicken
roasting on a backyard barbeque spit.

“Looks like Christmas in July,” I said to the
pilot seated next to me, pointing out the red and green lights
pulsing on the distant towers.

Her hand gripped the joystick as she eyed the
cockpit instrument panel.

“Excuse me, but that’s my penis,” I
coughed.

Fifteen seconds later, Francis Jensen’s right
hand lifted up and reached forward to adjust the complicated puzzle
of knobs and switches. Initiating descent, her shoulder notched
downward and to the left, aligned in the direction of her approach.
The aircraft’s trajectory shifted with her body weight and angled
toward the airstrip.

A turbulent headwind gusting from the
northwest diminished the plane’s airspeed. Attempting to arc lower
in the dark sky, the small plane was caught in the net of competing
uplifts and downdrafts and time itself started stretching
apart.

The pilot’s efforts to maneuver the plane
down were unsuccessful. Though the altimeter hadn’t budged the
steady growl of the engine sounded reassuring. Jensen had flown in
far worse conditions. Nevertheless, beads of sweat were rising on
her brow.

“The adverse weather isn’t an immediate
danger. There’s no reason to panic, yet,” she winked.

“That’s reassuring,” I replied.

“At least I’m not up here
dodging flak,” Jensen said, flashing back on her sorties over the
jungles of Southeast Asia and on the missions she’d flown above the
desert wastelands of the Middle East.

For two or so more minutes the plane hurtled
through the wet and windy darkness. Through several more minutes of
nervous jostling and violent crosswinds, with a final hard jab the
wheels of the Cessna found the slick surface of the makeshift
airstrip.
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