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CHAPTER 5

			It had started out as a routine flight. KLM Royal Dutch Airlines 4805, a chartered Boeing 747 from Amsterdam’s Schiphol Airport, was carrying 235 passengers to Las Palmas in the Canary Islands for a week of sunshine and fun. Once there, the plane would pick up a load of vacationers who had just concluded their holidays and return them to Amsterdam.

			There and back. Strictly routine.

			But it didn’t happen that way because of the bomb at Las Palmas. KLM’s flight crew, especially the pilot, had every right to be displeased with the way the day was going. They didn’t need delays– they’d taken off from Amsterdam a few minutes late, although the flight had been able to make up that time in the air.

			But another delay could be a serious problem for this captain, Jacob Louis Veldhuyzen van Zanten, one of KLM’s top pilots. One month past his 50th birthday, van Zanten had accumulated a significant 1,545 hours of flying time in 747s.33 Blond, handsome, successful, and confident, van Zanten was the man airline officials had chosen to introduce KLM’s pilots to the intricacies of flying the jumbo jets. He spent hundreds of hours in the KLM 747 simulator with other pilots, explaining procedures and running them through simulated flights. Jacob van Zanten was one of the airline’s stars– he’d even been featured in photos accompanying some of KLM’s print advertisements in magazines and newspapers around the world, smiling at potential passengers.

			“KLM. From the people who made punctuality possible,” read the headline of those advertisements. There, in the center of the two-page ad, was Captain van Zanten, his Nordic features beaming at the readers. He was in his uniform, with gold bars on his shoulders to signify his rank. Underneath were the words, “The reliable airline of those surprising Dutch.”

			And now, as his plane circled above Las Palmas, perhaps van Zanten looked at his watch. Things weren’t so reliable now, as the crew waited for instructions from the airport managers.

			Van Zantzen’s First Officer was Klass Meurs, also one month past a birthday– his 42nd. Meurs lived in Heemstede, near Amsterdam. Although he was an experienced flyer, with 9,200 hours of flying time prior to this flight, Meurs had a total of only 95 hours in 747s– not even two months’ worth. Any uncertainties he may have felt about flying in the jumbo jet were probably relieved by the confidence oozing from the man on his left.

			By contrast, Second Officer and Flight Engineer Willem Schreuder, 42, of Voorburg, the Netherlands, was much more experienced with 747s. He had amassed 543 hours in them and had even put in more total flying time for KLM than Van Zanten, with 17,031 hours, compared to the captain’s 11,700 hours. Van Zanten was the senior officer, but the amount of time that he’d spent in the simulator as an instructor in recent years had caused him to slip behind some of the younger officers in route flying.

			The 747 they were flying was called The Rhine (named for the major Western European river) when it rolled off the Boeing Aircraft Co.’s assembly line in the autumn of 1971. Before leaving Schiphol Airport at 10:20 a.m. that morning, the plane’s airframe had made 5,200 takeoffs and, of course, the same number of landings in the five and a half years since it had been built. It had a total of 21,195 hours in the air.

			For this flight, the entire plane had been chartered by Holland International tour lines.

			Shortly after 1 p.m., the instructions came from Gando Airport’s control tower: all incoming planes were being diverted to Tenerife’s Los Rodeos Airport, approximately 20 minutes’ flying time to the west. The diverted flights would have to wait there until Las Palmas officials could reopen Gando Airport.

			Perhaps the mood changed just about then, as the instructions were transformed into action in the KLM cockpit. The crew reset their navigation system– a computer that helps fly the plane to specific targeted radio beacons– and then pulled the plane out of its holding pattern to swing west and head for Tenerife. There was no doubt about it now– they and everyone else would be running very late. The casual chatter between crew members may have slackened, the humor coming less easily. And van Zanten had another pressure on him: as chief pilot for KLM, he was intensely aware of a KLM work rule– it was even a Dutch law– forbidding any overtime for flight crew members. The rule was a safety measure, to ensure that overly tired personnel weren’t handling the controls of jets with hundreds of vulnerable passengers on board.

			If their stopover at Tenerife wasn’t too long, there’d be no problem, van Zanten knew. More than a couple of hours, though, and they’d be cutting it close. He banked the plane and picked up the aircraft’s public address microphone to explain to the passengers what was happening, while Meurs began looking for the Los Rodeos charts in the pilots’ airport and runway chart book.

			

			* * * *

			In a holding pattern several thousand feet above the KLM flight, another Boeing 747 was circling– Pan Am 1736. It was an older plane than KLM 4805, having been brought out of the Boeing hangar in early 1970, the very first year of 747 deliveries. Since then, the airframe had logged 25,725 hours in the air and made 7,195 takeoffs. Coincidentally, the name of the jet– the Clipper Victor– was the same as the first name of its pilot, Victor Grubbs, of Centerport, New York.

			Grubbs, 56, was an experienced pilot who had put in 21,143 hours in the air during his Pan Am career, 564 of them in 747s. He was in good spirits on this flight. He’d just passed his latest mandatory medical checkup the previous Wednesday.

			Sitting to Grubbs’s right was Robert Bragg, the first officer. Bragg, 39, of Howard Beach, New York, was a regular in 747 cockpits– he had a whopping 2,796 hours in them, out of his total flying experience of 10,800 hours.

			Second Officer George Warns of Blairstown, New Jersey, was 47 years old and also experienced in 747 operations. He had 559 hours of time in the air with the jumbo jets out of his total of 15,210 flying hours with Pan Am.

			After the six-and-a-half-hour flight from New York, the Pan Am crew members were not exactly thrilled when the Gando Airport controllers radioed the delay and diversion. “Can’t we stay in a holding pattern until the airport reopens?” Grubbs had asked the tower, but received a “no” because no one knew how long the delay would be. It was explained to Clipper 1736’s crew that a bomb had gone off in the terminal building. But after some consultation among themselves, the crew members decided to tell the passengers as few details as possible– perhaps thinking, with some justification, that a full account of the news would be too upsetting.

			So Captain Grubbs broke into the conversations and the card games going on in the cabin to announce that “a plane was stalled on the runway” at Las Palmas, causing a diversion to Tenerife. But he also called the cruise director for Royal Cruise Lines, Beau Moss, into the cockpit to tell him that the tower had said something about a bomb in the terminal building. Moss thanked him for the information, left the cockpit, and returned to his seat– but on the way, he stopped to tell Jim Naik, the cruise line’s vice president. Naik, in turn, got up and strolled over to the seats of Warren and Caroline Hopkins, both of whom were reading just then. He told them the real reason for the delay. They expressed appropriate surprise. “I hope this isn’t going to cause any problems with the cruise, Jim,” Warren Hopkins said. “Oh, I don’t think so,” Naik answered reassuringly. “They’ll get it straightened out soon.”

			Naik then moved around the cabin and mentioned the bomb to another couple with whom he’d chatted earlier, Edward Hess and his wife, Mary Kay, of Phoenix, Arizona, who were sitting at the right-hand front of the first-class section. Thus, despite the caution of the crew, word rapidly spread through the cabin about the bomb. Back in the cockpit, the crew changed course to follow KLM 4805. Clipper Victor pulled out of its holding pattern and aimed for Los Rodeos Airport on Tenerife. From here on, Pan Am 1736 and KLM 4805 would be drawn closer and closer together, until their paths would literally, and disastrously, cross.

			

			

			
				
					33 Second reference in Dutch is to use two last names: Veldhuyzen Van Zanten. For normal U.S. style, van Zanten will be used.
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CHAPTER 6

			The island of Tenerife, shaped like a lamb chop, is the largest in the Canary Islands archipelago, at 785 square miles. As with the other islands in the chain, the terrain changes dramatically for such small islands, with mountains, green hills, and valleys, even sections of desert, plus a beautiful coastline with black and gold sand beaches.

			The most dominant feature of Tenerife is an enormous mountain, Pico de Teide, “the Devil’s Peak,” which rises 12,250 feet above sea level and is often snow-capped – unexpected for an island known as “the Eternal Spring.”

			The mountain affects island life. For one thing, it’s a natural location for a cable car ride, and that’s what was built there for tourists. So the mountain has been a source of revenue for Tenerife.

			But the Devil’s Peak also has a negative effect. The mountain’s height prevents prevailing ocean breezes from reaching the southern portions of the island. Thus the north side of the island is much more humid than the south and occasionally gets weather that’s downright unpleasant.

			According to the Spanish government’s department of tourism, the month of March sees an average of only five rainy days in the Canary Islands, with an average temperature of around 65 degrees Fahrenheit.

			Pico de Teide throws those figures out of kilter for Tenerife. The ocean winds blow wet clouds against the mountain, blocking out the sun, and when the breeezes die down, the clouds slide down the mountain and create fog. It doesn’t happen often. But it happens often enough.
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			After a terrorist bomb exploded in the terminal at the Las Palmas airport, Pan Am 1736 and KLM 4805, along with other scheduled flights, were diverted to Los Rodeos Airport on Tenerife. They were told to wait at Los Rodeos until the Las Palmas airport re-opened.

			 

			The Tenerife airport, Los Rodeos, was built on the north side of the island, about five miles inland from the capital city of Santa Cruz de Tenerife. The city sits on the northeast corner of the island, atop the bone of the lamb chop, to continue the metaphor. Laurel, walnut, almond, eucalyptus, and walnut trees grow alongside washed main streets with white and brightly colored buildings. Banana plantations and vineyards lie on the outskirts of the city, which, along with the ancient Spanish fort of San Cristobal, overlooks Tenerife harbor.

			To get to Los Rodeos airport from downtown in 1977 required a ride up winding roads into the hills in back of the city, perhaps stopping for a quick look at the monument to General Francisco Franco, a former governor of the island who began his 1936 Spanish revolution here and eventually became Spanish prime minister.

			The Los Rodeos airport was not large: not only did it have just one runway, but pilots criticized it because the runway was not well excavated. There was a hump on the runway so that it was difficult to see one end of the runway from the other end. The fog sometimes made that view impossible. The runway ran east-southeast to west-northwest, or 120 degrees to 300 degrees on a compass. A taxiway ran along the northeast side of the runway, with four exits of varying angles connecting the runway and the taxiway.

			The small terminal building sat near the northern end of the taxiway. In 1977, there were no connecting jetway tunnels. Passengers boarded or disembarked using stairway ramps brought to the planes. Inside the terminal was a waiting area large enough for a few dozen black vinyl two-seat couches, with a souvenir stand and a Red Cross station, a refreshment counter, and a number of ticket counters to handle the airlines servicing Tenerife.

			Much of the air traffic coming into Los Rodeos consisted of charter-operated jumbo jets. Given the airport’s size, the introduction of jumbo jets a few years earlier had made the process of loading and unloading passengers more difficult. On Sundays, when some vacationers were leaving and others were arriving, the terminal building resembled a stadium hallway during the Super Bowl.

			Not only was the airport crowded, but it had a bad safety record. In 1956, an Avianca Airlines plane dropped part of a wing on a house nearby, killing one person. There was one accident a year at Los Rodeos from 1965 through 1968, killing a total of 98 people. The worst was in 1965, when an Iberia airlines flight collided with machinery on the runway and 60 people were killed. On June 9, 1970, the provincial government decided to build a new airstrip, bigger than Los Rodeos, to be located down the Autopista del Sur highway from Santa Cruz de Tenerife. That would put it on the south side of Pico de Teide mountain, away from the fog. The new airport was to be called, simply, Sur (south) Airport.

			Moving Tenerife’s flight operations was an excellent idea. In addition to the tricky weather conditions at Los Rodeos, there were homes near Los Rodeos that sat close to the fence at the edge of airport property. Those residents were not happy about the noise from the airport and the jet fuel fumes.

			After the government’s decision to build a new airport, the plans were formalized and the site officially chosen. In 1972, after 200 million pesetas were allocated for the new airport’s construction, a chartered Spantax Airlines flight full of German tourists plummeted to earth just after takeoff from Los Rodeos when it was caught in crosswinds, killing 155 people. This disaster vigorously renewed the uproar for the new airport.

			Ground was broken for Sur Airport, and the new runway was completed and paved by 1974, but by 1976, public attention was waning again. There were rumors that local hotel owners were subtly pressuring for a slowdown of the new airport’s completion because it was so much farther away from Santa Cruz de Tenerife – in heavy traffic, the drive could take an hour. Tourists, on whom so much of the island’s economy depended, could get irritated with a long ride to or from the airport and not spend as much money, or perhaps not come back at all.

			Whatever the reason, by early 1977, the second phase of construction – completing the terminal building – had not yet begun. Therefore, no bigger, fogless airport was yet available, nearly seven years after it was decided that Tenerife needed one.

			So it was that on Sunday afternoon, March 27, 1977, KLM 4805 came in for a landing at Los Rodeos Airport, touching down at 1:38 p.m. on Runway 30 (300 degrees on a compass).

			Captain van Zanten taxied his plane as close to the terminal as he could get and parked near other, smaller jets that were bringing in fresh new tourists and taking tired ones out.
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			This calm photo of Los Rodeos Airport is in stark contrast to the chaos of March 27, 1977. The runway, taxiway and four turnoffs are clearly visible. The KLM plane taxied from the near end of the runway to the far end before turning around and attempting to take off up the runway. The taxiway wasn’t used because parts of it were blocked by other airplanes. 

			 

			At first, he announced to the disgruntled passengers that everyone would have to wait inside the plane until they received permission to fly back to Las Palmas. About 20 minutes later, however, apparently after checking with the control tower and being told there was no word from Las Palmas, van Zanten changed his mind and told the passengers they could leave the aircraft and wait in the departure lounge.

			Shortly after 2:15 p.m., Pan Am Clipper 1736 touched down on the Los Rodeos runway and pulled onto the taxiway before parking near a British Airways 707 and a Spantax Airlines DC-8, several planes down from the KLM 747 and farther from the terminal building. The engines were stilled, and a quiet settled over the cabin as the passengers gazed out onto startlingly green and beautiful hills that rolled up to Pico de Teide mountain.34

			“We may be here as long as one hour, ladies and gentlemen,” Captain Grubbs announced. “Because of the congestion in the terminal already, we’re not going to be able to permit anyone to leave the immediate area of the aircraft” – a statement that was greeted with boos and grumbling, which Grubbs couldn’t hear because the cockpit was one floor away from the main passenger cabin.

			However, he added, obliviously talking over the booing, “I’ve requested that a ramp be placed alongside the aircraft so that those who wish to stretch their legs may stand on the stairway or alongside the plane at the bottom of the stairs.”

			“Want to get some air, Caroline?” Warren Hopkins asked, gesturing at the door.

			“When they open the thing, I sure will,” his wife said, laughing. “My seat is really sore.”

			So was everyone else’s on the plane. The Hopkinses and other New York passengers had been sitting for nearly seven hours, which was bad enough. But those who had flown from Los Angeles had been in sitting positions, except for occasional leg stretching in the aisles or bathroom trips, for 12 hours.

			One older passenger in particular, who had boarded in Los Angeles, had suffered from all that sitting: Ethel Simon, a member of the Leisure World contingent along with her husband, Meyer, had developed leg cramps during the flight that had caused her to suddenly cry out in pain, startling everyone within a few rows. She had been regularly pacing up and down the aisles since then, trying to work out the spasms.

			Some of those on board had been in the air even before the charter flight left from Los Angeles. Ralph and Ruby Koslosky, for example, had flown from Anchorage, Alaska, to get the Los Angeles charter. Edward and Jeannette Bolles had flown from Honolulu, as had Catherine Seacrist. Mrs. Seacrist, the previously mentioned widow, had retired to the island of Maui in 1970 from Reno, Nevada, after her husband passed away. To get to Los Angeles for the charter flight, she had to take a local airline from Maui to Honolulu, then a connecting flight to Los Angeles in time for the Pan Am charter. Her total flying time up to this point was close to 18 hours, not counting the hours of layovers in between.

			So for many of the Pan Am passengers, it felt good, indeed, to stand up and walk around after the engines had stopped turning and a quiet had settled into the cabin. Caroline Hopkins took advantage of the open-door opportunity several times. The outside air was chilly but refreshing. The first time she stepped out, she could see blue sky. But on her second trip to the ramp, about 45 minutes later, she saw that their New York weather had followed them. The sky was filling up with ever-thickening clouds, the wind had picked up, and the temperature seemed to be falling.

			Caroline watched with some curiosity as airport minibuses shuttled back and forth between the nearby KLM 747 and the terminal building, taking passengers to the building and then going back for more. They didn’t seem to be unloading any luggage, so Mrs. Hopkins assumed, correctly, that the KLM flight was also here temporarily, but its captain had decided to let the passengers keep themselves occupied in the terminal. She watched with some envy for a while, feeling a bit like a prisoner, but then was chased back inside by the increasingly chilly wind.

			She took her seat and flipped through a copy of Gourmet magazine, with its glossy photographs of elegant dishes and well-appointed dining tables. Would that her own culinary abilities were up to the standards of the magazine, she thought. Then she decided to write a letter to each of her two daughters.

			Putting down the magazine, she requested some Pan Am stationery from one of the flight attendants and wrapped her feet in a blanket while the doorway, just one seat row away, remained open and the chilly breeze swept in. The older woman and young companion who had been sitting behind the Hopkinses had given up fighting that draft, being even closer to it, and had gone upstairs to the lounge. Warren Hopkins continued a chat with Jim Naik, the cruise line executive, about cameras. They were almost drowned out by an increasingly boisterous card game nearby. Joani Feathers and Jack Ridout, in 4-B and 4-A, were playing gin rummy with Terri and Bo Brusco, in 3-B and 3-A. The group members were betting imaginary money, and Feathers was now several thousand dollars ahead of everyone else. Brusco and Ridout were combining the game with a chance to talk about flying, having discovered that each was a pilot – Brusco had flown helicopters during the Vietnam War, and Ridout held a private pilot’s license. Their combined conversations about flying and gin rummy became louder, getting to the point that Hopkins and Moss had to talk louder to continue their own chat.

			Feathers and Ridout, both divorced, were enjoying a vacation together.35 They had met several months earlier in San Diego when a mutual friend introduced them. Feathers was a former police officer from Phoenix who had moved to San Diego several years before and gone into interior designing. Young, blonde, and attractive, Feathers was impressed with Jack Ridout’s self-confidence, of which he had plenty. Ridout ran a company he’d founded, EJR Corporation, which was involved in a variety of enterprises: land development, manufacturing plastic table tops for Jack-In-The-Box restaurants, boat parts, and others. The company’s motto was “Every day you see something we make.”

			Ridout was a millionaire at the age of 33, and his demeanor was one that oozed self-assurance. He’d even been a hero a few years earlier, jumping into the Pacific Ocean to rescue a seven-year-old girl who’d gone into water over her head. Then there was the time he’d pulled a friend out of a dangerous rocky cove when Ridout was only 12. And there was a closet full of skeet-shooting medals and other medals for marathon boat racing. “Jack always knows what he’s doing,” friends said about him.

			Ridout and Feathers had been relaxing together one Sunday afternoon about six weeks prior to this trip when Joani had looked up from the travel section of a newspaper and said it would be nice to take a cruise. Ridout considered the idea, then said, “You find a nice one and come up with your bucks. If you can put the deal together and get first-class cabins, A-deck cabins, fine, I’ll go. I could use a vacation, anyway.”

			Feathers had done just that, booking them onto the “Mediterranean Highlights” cruise and getting first-class air tickets. She was thorough. She had plenty of self-confidence herself and appreciated it in others. Feathers had been the seventh woman ever hired by the Phoenix police department to serve on its force. Pert and smart, she had worked as a radio dispatcher for the department before being accepted as a regular patrol officer. Feathers had met and married one of the officers and had a daughter from the marriage. But while she was in Phoenix, her life had been dealt a shockingly severe blow when her father was murdered by her stepmother. The woman was sent to prison, but in the succeeding year, Feathers lost her taste for police work. Although she had been raised in Phoenix, she had been born in San Diego, and as her marriage broke up, she decided to return to her birthplace. Her biological mother, who had divorced her father many years before, still lived there. Feathers had worked only a few months as an interior designer for a company called Design For Living when she was introduced to Ridout by her boss, Steve Lyman, Ridout’s friend.

			Feathers and Ridout were pleased to be sitting in back of the Bruscos. They, too, had noticed the relatively small number of young people on board and had quickly introduced themselves at Los Angeles International Airport. The friendship developed on the flight until the gin rummy game turned it into a loud and enthusiastic frolic, with yells of pleasure and lots of laughing. Bo Brusco’s mother, Cleo, sat across the aisle from her son, occasionally watching the game and vicariously enjoying the fun.

			The Bruscos were from Oregon, where Bo helped his father in a tugboat operation hauling timber from the woods of the Northwest down the Columbia River. But Roland Brusco Senior wasn’t along for this cruise; he’d stayed at home while his wife, son, and daughter-in-law enjoyed themselves. They’d parted rather abruptly on the morning everyone left – when asked if he wanted to have breakfast with the family before they went to the airport, Brusco Senior turned them down because he would have had to move his car.36

			Next to Cleo Brusco was Penny Quade, who was traveling with her mother, Margaret Ellingham, and her sister, June Ellingham. Mrs. Quade had left her husband, Dennis, back in Visalia, in Northern California, to come along with her mother, who had wanted to get away with her girls. Mrs. Ellingham’s husband, James, a paving contractor, had stayed home.

			All three were sitting in the first-class section because Mrs. Ellingham had taken two cruises before this one with Royal Cruise Lines. As a reward for her loyal patronage, she had been given first-class air accommodations. Joani Feathers had a memory of Mrs. Ellingham enjoying the flight and the first-class accommodations. Caroline Hopkins remembered Mrs. Ellingham because of the woman’s eye-catching black pantsuit. Penny Quade sat in 3-J next to the window, with her mother in back of her in 4-J, and June on the aisle in 4-H.

			By coincidence, a former customer of June’s was also on the plane. June worked in a savings and loan association in Visalia, and one of her customers was Marianne Jakoubek – who, at that moment, was sitting farther back in the plane with her husband, Robert. They were a friendly and interesting couple. Robert Jakoubek, 67, had recently purchased an authentic Chinese junk and was refurbishing it with the intent of sailing it down the Pacific Coast and through the Panama Canal.

			Two rows behind Mrs. Ellingham and her daughter were Jim Naik and his wife, Elsie. Their location put them across the aisle and back one row from the Hopkinses. Mrs. Naik remained in her seat next to the window, 6-J, during most of the flight and during the waiting period on Tenerife. Naik tried to keep busy, moving around the cabin. He stopped to chat with the Hopkinses several times and also talked with Edward and Mary Kay Hess.37

			At a permanent card table in the middle of first class was Beau Moss, the cruise director, who also spent the flight and waiting time chatting with passengers. While the plane waited on the taxiway at Tenerife, Moss would occasionally jump up, grab a big straw hat and put it on his head, then pick up the microphone for the airplane’s public address system.

			“The Golden Odyssey is a beautiful ship,” he would coo to the passengers. “The most modern conveniences…there’ll be a party with the captain tonight to welcome you all aboard.” He would mug and grin his way through each announcement, leaving those around him smiling and laughing.

			Others in first class included a newlywed couple, Fred and Lottie Jamieson, in 1-A and 1-B; Mary and Richard Bowman of Cerrito, California, who sat directly in back of the Jamiesons; Ed and Mary Kay Hess, across the aisle from the Jamiesons in 1-H and 1-J; John Amador, a U.S. Immigration and Naturalization agent from Marina del Rey, California, and a friend, Harry Harper, sitting in back of the Hesses, in 2-H and 2-J.7

			In back of the Hopkinses were Linda Daniel and Elsie Church, in 6-B and 6-A. Then there was a space for the door, and in back of that were Linda’s parents, Jack and Patricia. Behind them, in 8-A and 8-B, were Cynthia and Maurice Magante of Sacramento, California.

			Sitting with Beau Moss at the center table was Enid Tartikoff with her husband, Jordan. She was the Royal Cruise Lines booking agent.

			An hour went by with no word from the captain or the airport. Naik told the Hopkinses that everything was being considered: bringing the ship to Tenerife, or even taking the entire group of cruise passengers back to Las Palmas on a ferry. But it seemed simplest just to wait until Gando Airport on Las Palmas was reopened – it really should be any minute, he was sure.

			The quiet that had settled in the cabin – except for the card game up front – had given way to restless pacing, staring at the ceiling or out the window, and tempers that were beginning to fray.

			Back in economy class, David Alexander, 29, was doing his best to keep busy. He was traveling alone, sitting in 30-C, on the left-hand aisle. Alexander was a microwave technician for Teledyne Corporation. A quiet, bespectacled man, his hobby was photography. He had, of course, brought along his camera for the trip and kept it around his neck. He’d stepped off of the plane and onto the staircase a few times to look around and even snapped a few shots. He took a photo of the other nearby 747, a KLM plane.38

			Alexander chatted with the pleasant couple sitting immediately to his left, in 30-A and 30-B, Eddie and Lydia Ronder.39 They even gave Alexander some Tylenol tablets when the wait got to be too much for him and he developed a severe headache. In front of Alexander was Norman Williams, a business college administrator traveling with a colleague from the school, Ted Younes, in 28-C. Next to Williams and closer to the window were a mother-daughter combination whose combined age looked to be more than 150 years, Alexander figured.

			Across the aisle from Alexander were Grace Ellerbrock, in 30-D, and her husband, Byron, in 30-E. The Ellerbrocks had switched seats with another couple when they’d boarded in Los Angeles because they had wanted to be on the inside of the plane rather than in window seats. The Ellerbrocks were now sitting next to Albert and Florence Trumbull, in 30-F and 30-G, the older couple who had gotten married just the prior summer.

			In the four seats in front of the Ellerbrocks and Trumbulls were four friends from Kelowna, British Columbia: Ted and Brenda Freeman in 29-D and 29-E, and Roy and Aya Tanemura in 29-F and 29-G. 40

			Both couples had traveled extensively, although this was their first trip together. Tanemura, 60, had a land development business in which his wife was a full partner. They were active in the Kelowna Lions’ Club. Aya had been president of the Lady Lions, and Tanemura was one of the senior members of the Lions – next year, in fact, he was scheduled to move up to governor of the district Lions organization. They were also active in their local Buddhist church, where Aya again had gotten involved in leadership – she had served as president of the Kelowna Buddhist Women’s Association for years. Their religion had a strong effect on them. Buddhism emphasizes internal peace, strength, and emotional equilibrium.41

			“Someday we must part,” Mrs. Tanemura had often told her husband, expecting, for some reason, that she would die first. “When that time comes, you must be brave and carry on.”

			Despite their many activities, the Tanemuras found time for travel. Their children – one boy and one girl – were grown and had left home. The Tanemuras had traveled to many places around the world: Asia, Europe, Hawaii, Australia, and New Zealand. Visiting with the Freemans a few months earlier, they had joked about how there wasn’t much left to visit.

			“How about a cruise?” Ted Freeman, 56, a chiropractor, had suggested. Both he and his wife were excited about the idea of going on a cruise with their friends. “A cruise in the Mediterranean,” he had said. The Tanemuras were not sure. Actually, they’d been thinking of confining their travel to North America.

			“I haven’t seen all of Canada,” Tanemura said, uncertain. “I’ve been as far as Montreal, but I haven’t seen much of it beyond that. Maybe we should try a tour just in Canada.”

			But after further discussion, the Tanemuras gave in to their friends. This would be their last trip abroad for awhile, they told each other. After this one they’d stick to traveling North America.

			A few rows back were Paul and Floy Heck, two more of the group from Leisure World. 42 Mr. Heck, 65, a retired machinery buyer, sat on the aisle in 34-D and carefully studied the emergency evacuation card at every opportunity. He hated flying and was afraid of the process. He studied the evacuation card with care.

			“If we have trouble, go that way,” he told his wife, 70, sitting next to him. He gestured at the emergency exit in front of them, on the left side of the cabin. Next to them, in 34-F and 34-G, were another husband and wife from Leisure World, Jim and Betsy Dickens.43 The two couples were friends. It was natural, when each couple decided to take a spring vacation, to take a cruise together.

			In front of Richard was Ethel Simon, the woman whose leg cramp had startled everyone when she reacted with a yell of pain. Three rows in back of Mrs. Simon and her husband, Meyer, was Jean Brown, who had booked her trip through Good Time To Travel, the travel agency she and her husband, Gordon, ran in Leisure World. Mrs. Brown sat in 37-C, next to a retired Army colonel, Mike Jones, and his wife, Dahlia.44 While chatting with the Joneses, Mrs. Brown learned that they had retired to Petaluma, California, north of San Francisco, in 1967 when Jones retired from the Army after 30 years of service.45 Now 63, he had served on the Petaluma Planning Commission for seven years and had been chairman since 1971. Mrs. Jones, 57, was an avid gardener and a former president of the Petaluma Garden Club and Northern California District of Garden Clubs. Although they had traveled extensively during Mike Jones’s career, they had never been to the Mediterranean and were thrilled about the upcoming cruise. Now they laughed about the fact that they were stuck on another island less than 100 miles from the ship.

			Three rows in front of them, by the window, in 34-A and 34-B, were retired Admiral Walter Moore and his wife, Beth. They, too, were bored, which they tried to overcome by reading and chatting. With her shoes off and feet stretched in front of her, Mrs. Moore worked on her needlepoint.46

			Two rows in front of them, in 32-A and 32-B, and sitting just one row in back of the emergency exit, were Tony and Isobel Monda, yet another retired military couple.47 Mrs. Monda had brought some reading, a religious booklet from the church a friend of hers attended back in San Diego. It was filled with parables, homilies, and religious stories. Mrs. Monda found it mildly entertaining. She admitted to not being particularly religious – but that was probably why her friend kept sending her these pamphlets, she figured with a smile. She and her husband had been almost out the door of their home the previous day, Saturday, on their way to the airport when she had looked around for something to read on the plane. Her eyes fell on the booklet on a coffee table, and she picked it up and put it in her purse. Actually, Tony ought to be the one reading it, she thought, looking at him next to her. He’s the religious one in the family.

			Which indeed he was. The origin of his devotion went back to an incident in World War II, when Monda was a young sergeant leading a squad of riflemen in combat near the German-Belgian border in late 1944. They had worked their way through a small town, firing at the retreating Germans. When Monda’s troops finished clearing the town, they began regrouping to rejoin their company – just as the Germans began lobbing mortar shells into the middle of the troops.

			Monda took cover under a nearby jeep, where he stayed while the barrage continued. The mortar shells crunched into the earth with flat, hard explosions. Fragments from one shell blasted into Monda’s chest, but they were so tiny and his own tension was so great that he didn’t notice the wound until the barrage was over and the troops were again moving. Looking down at his shirt, Monda was shocked to find that the khaki had turned red from his blood oozing through the material.

			Being a rifleman in an infantry company, Monda didn’t need any reminders of the fragility of his mortality. But the sight of his own blood stirred a resolve in him that day in Belgium as he reached out for a larger meaning for the miserable nightmare he was struggling through.

			“This is it, boy,” he told himself. “If I ever come out of this war alive, I’m going to church every Sunday for the rest of my life.”

			He survived that war and the next one, too – the Korean conflict – and he kept his pledge. Every single Sunday, even while in the Army, Monda managed to find a priest. Every single week for 32 and a half years.

			Until today.

			The Mondas had now been on the airplane for more than 13 hours. It was getting to be late Sunday afternoon, local time. Monda couldn’t go to church on the plane, obviously. Perhaps he could find a priest on board the ship. After having kept his vow fighting his way through two terrible wars, Monda had no intention of breaking it when he was on vacation. 

			 

			 

			
				
					34 Spantax ceased operations in 1988.

				

				
					35 This information is from interviews after the crash with Ms. Feathers and Mr. Ridout.

				

				
					36 This information is from later media reports.

				

				
					37 Jim Naik was interviewed by Jon Ziomek after the crash.

				

				
					38 This information is from interviews with David Alexander. Years after the crash, Mr. Alexander changed his last name from Wiley to Alexander. To be consistent, this book will use David Alexander.

				

				
					39 This is a pseudonym to spare surviving relatives unnecessary pain.

				

				
					40 The real names of the Freemans have been changed for reasons that will become apparent shortly.

				

				
					41 This information is from an interview with Roy Tanemura after the crash.

				

				
					42   The Hecks originally told the author they would prefer to remain anonymous. Both have since passed away. Their information is taken from newspaper accounts and from Just In Case by Daniel Johnson.

				

				
					43 These names are pseudonyms.

				

				
					44 These are pseudonyms, too.

				

				
					45 This information is from interviews and correspondence with Jean and Gordon Brown.

				

				
					46 This information is from an interview and correspondence with Beth Moore.

				

				
					47 This information is from an interview and correspondence with the Mondas.
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CHAPTER 7

			The 235 passengers from the KLM 747 were allowed about two hours inside the terminal building at Los Rodeos Airport before they had to return to their airplane. Some headed for the refreshment counter; others browsed through the souvenir and magazine displays. Still others just strolled through the building and struck up conversations with passengers from other flights.

			When the passengers had unloaded at the terminal from their minibuses, they had been given transit passes to expedite their reboarding later. One of the people handed such a pass was Robina Monique van Lanschot, 25, a hostess for Holland International, the agency that had chartered the plane.

			Miss van Lanschot was about to become an unusual statistic. She made a seemingly innocuous decision that would, in just minutes, save her life. And then it would bring her nightmares and notoriety.

			What Miss van Lanschot did was to decide not to get back on board the KLM plane. She had a home on Tenerife, for one thing. She had a boyfriend, Paul Wessels, on Tenerife whom she wanted to visit. Also, as a hostess for Holland International, much of her work was here on the island of Tenerife. Although she was supposed to accompany the flight to Las Palmas, she thought it would be simpler to have a friend send her luggage back from Las Palmas while she remained on Tenerife.

			Miss van Lanschot had been strolling through the terminal building before deciding on her course of action. She turned around, walked back to the flight attendant who was issuing transit passes, and handed hers in. Along the way, she asked another of the Holland International hostesses, Yvonne Wessels (sister of van Lanschot’s boyfriend), to join her – but Yvonne decided to get back on board the plane.48

			So Miss van Lanschot then tracked down Nicole Kloet, another of the Holland International hostesses on the flight, and asked Miss Kloet to send her luggage from Las Palmas. Miss Kloet agreed to do so. Then Miss van Lanschot went to a telephone and called her boyfriend. By 4 p.m., when everyone else was reboarding the KLM plane, the two of them were far away.

			 

			 

			
				
					48 Forty years after the crash, Robina van Lanschot recalled these details in an interview in the El Mundo newspaper: “Robina: I was wondering: Why am I not dead?” by Ana Maria Ortiz, March 26, 2017. Here’s the link: http://www.elmundo.es/cronica/2017/03/26/58d54e9522601d58468b45e4.html. Ms. Lanschot eventually married Paul Wessels and raised three children. 
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CHAPTER 8

			Sitting inside a stationary airplane for hours on end is a contradiction in concepts. It negates the need for the airplane. Why sit in an unmoving transportation device when you can do your waiting more comfortably elsewhere?

			By 4 p.m. at Los Rodeos, irritation was rising in the Pan American plane. Passengers were pacing the aisles or flipping through already well-thumbed magazines, or talking in increasingly cranky tones with other passengers, or napping fitfully, or staring at the ceiling. Even the card game in first class had broken up.

			Beau Moss was doing his best to divert everyone. He circulated among the passengers, periodically donning his straw hat, then using the public address microphone to talk cheerily of the coming cruise. “Maybe they’ll bring the ship over here to Santa Cruz de Tenerife,” he suggested at one point. The idea had been quickly rejected by cruise officials, though, because Las Palmas was on the far side of Grand Canary Island, and the sailing time between the ports of Las Palmas and Santa Cruz de Tenerife was nearly three hours.

			So the waiting went on. The last bags of peanuts from the plane’s galley were distributed, as were the remaining sandwiches and snacks. The flight attendants served drinks – and more drinks. A number of passengers drank beer, soda water, pop, anything, out of boredom, and as a result, the flight attendants developed a minor problem, but one that increased the irritation level even more: an ice cube shortage. Everyone was rationed to one cube per glass.

			Caroline Hopkins continued her letters to her daughters, filling them with every detail of the day’s events.

			Aboard the KLM plane, the crew didn’t have to contend with restless passengers. But close to 4 p.m., everyone who had visited the terminal was reversing the process by which they had gotten off: waiting at the terminal for one of the minibuses and then being shuttled back to the base of the stairway leading up to the jet’s doorway. But the reboarding was delayed even more because two of the passengers’ children couldn’t at first be found – they’d wandered through the terminal on their own before KLM staff members and the parents tracked them down.

			While the KLM passengers strolled through the airport, Captain van Zanten and his crew had waited patiently in the KLM cockpit for news from Las Palmas. It had not come. From the cockpit windows, van Zanten could easily see the heavy clouds and wisps of fog that were moving in, rolling across the hills around the airport. More problems.

			Sometime after 3 p.m., van Zanten left the cockpit and hiked over to the terminal building’s operations room. From there, he called KLM’s operations headquarters in Holland and reminded the officials of his crew’s schedule problems. They’d all been on duty for seven hours at this point, he told them. The operations officials told him there’d be no problem if he could get off the ground in the next hour or so. If not, van Zanten should call back and something else might have to be arranged – like sending an entire new crew to Tenerife.

			Walking back to his plane, van Zanten was surely concerned about the time problem, regardless of the assurances from KLM operations. Van Zanten was described later by a colleague as “a serious and introverted individual but with an open-hearted and friendly disposition,” and the serious side of his personality may have been starting to dominate as the time problem got worse.49 He had more than 200 passengers who wanted to start their vacations (not counting the newly departed Robina van Lanschot) and another load of passengers waiting at Las Palmas who wanted to get back to their lives in Amsterdam. And he wanted to get back himself – to his wife and two children in Sassenheim. His crew members were all married; they had families they expected to see tonight in time for dinner. Instead, everyone, including the passengers, was facing the possibility of a night in a hotel on Tenerife.

			Five of the nine flight attendants aboard were standby flight attendants, which meant that they were only called in occasionally to fill in for the regular attendants. So they were all in a hurry to get back home to their families, too: Mrs. M. Tom-Karsebloom, 35, of van Zanten’s hometown of Sassenheim; Mrs. M. Viergever-Drent, 29; Mrs. J. Schuurmans-Timmermans; Mrs. W. Keulen, 20; and Mrs. J. van Staveren-Marechal, 32.

			Mrs. Marechal was even standing in for a stand-in. According to later Dutch media reports, a friend and fellow attendant had been asked to take the place of another attendant on this trip, but, after initially agreeing, had canceled because she wanted to stay home with a sick child. So Mrs. Marechal went in her place. Dutch media reports stated after the crash that the friend who had stayed home with a sick child was afraid to answer her phone because she feared it was KLM calling her back to duty.

			And there were the passengers. They all would be late in getting to their destinations, and that would foul up hotel reservations. Then the passengers would blame the airline for cheating them out of a few hours on the beach, or shopping, or doing whatever else they were going to do at the onset of their vacations.

			“From the people who made punctuality possible.” Captain van Zanten surely didn’t need reminding of that right now.

			By 4 p.m., the worrying must have stepped up significantly. Perhaps van Zanten was thinking about what he could do to expedite things. What if they finally did take off, got back to Las Palmas, and there was another delay of some kind? They’d used up quite a bit of fuel on the run down from Amsterdam. The tanks had enough fuel to get the plane back to Amsterdam, but what if there were more delays and holding patterns – or, the worst possible situation, if Amsterdam’s weather was so bad they had to go to an alternate airport?

			Captain van Zanten decided to take an action that might save time later. He would refuel right now, while they were sitting and doing nothing anyway. He radioed the tower to request it. The operation would take about 30 minutes, he figured.

			Shortly later, passengers sitting on the left side of the Pan Am plane saw several gasoline trucks driving down the taxiway apron to the KLM plane.

			The refueling operation began. Anyone could understand the thinking that led up to this decision to refuel. Perhaps, if there were any criticism of the decision, it could be that van Zanten didn’t make the decision soon enough. If he’d decided to tank up as soon as he had landed, the refueling operation would have been completed by now. But then again, everyone had originally thought the wait at Tenerife would be a short one.

			At any rate, yet another painful coincidence now happened. Only a few minutes after the refueling began, van Zanten got word from the control tower that Las Palmas’s Gando Airport had reopened. Despite a careful search, no second bomb had been found, and the terminal had been cleaned up. Airlines could now resume their regular schedules. There may have been a round of frustrated profanity in the KLM cockpit at that point. Van Zanten, having already started the refueling operation, decided to continue it and just hope that the weather would remain good enough to get off the ground when they were finished.

			When Captain Grubbs and the Pan Am crew got the news that Las Palmas was open, they immediately radioed the ground controller in Tenerife’s control tower, Fernando Hernandez-Abad Gonzalez, for permission to start their engines.50 Hernandez-Abad had bad news for the Pan Am crew: KLM was now refueling, and its position on the taxiway apron was blocking Clipper Victor. The taxiway, not wide enough for a 747 to turn around, was jammed with more than half a dozen airplanes in front and in back of both 747s. There was only one way to go – forward, past the terminal building to the northwest end of the taxiway, then onto the runway apron, and finally onto the runway.

			As soon as KLM left, anyway.

			Grubbs grabbed his microphone and called the KLM cockpit. “How much longer are you going to be with that refueling?” he said abruptly.

			The question was audible on the KLM cockpit radio because both airplanes were using the same frequency, 118.7 megahertz.

			“About twenty minutes,” van Zanten answered.

			“Pan Am, did you copy?”51 the ground traffic controller, Hernandez-Abad, asked the Pan Am crew on the same radio frequency.

			They acknowledged van Zanten’s answer, but Grubbs, impatient, wasn’t about to accept that as the only solution. He sent his first officer, Robert Bragg, and Flight Engineer George Warns out of the plane to pace off the clearance alongside KLM in order to determine if the Pan Am plane could squeeze past the KLM jet on the taxiway. They needed a lot of room – about 140 feet, allowing for the wheels and the wing on one side. Grubbs had no intention of sitting around this airport any longer than he had to. Besides, he could see for himself that the weather was getting worse. There was occasional light rain plopping down on the windshield now, in addition to the increasing fog.

			The two came back in five minutes. Couldn’t do it, they said, easing themselves back into their cockpit seats. They were less than 20 feet short – but short, nonetheless. If the Pan Am crew tried the maneuver, they’d risk driving their 340-ton vehicle onto the soft dirt and grass adjacent to the taxiway and then not being able to get back onto the concrete.

			So, they waited. Meanwhile, smaller planes in back of KLM 4805 did have enough room to squeeze by, and several of them did just that – moving along the taxiway past KLM, past the terminal to the end of the taxiway, then taxiing down the runway.

			Grubbs had another idea, perhaps recalling how interested Caroline Hopkins had been during her peek inside the cockpit the previous evening in New York. He announced over the loudspeaker that anyone who was interested could come up and have a look at the cockpit. The flight attendants would help maintain order among those who wanted a quick mini-tour. It was a fun idea, and a lot of people took Grubbs up on it, creating a “people jam” that extended through first class and up the lounge stairway, through the lounge and into the cockpit. Because the only way up to the cockpit was also the only way down, the jam was in two directions. A number of people from the middle and rear of the plane used the first-class washrooms while they were waiting to see the cockpit, which then made it more difficult for those in the front of the plane to use their assigned toilets.

			At this point in the wait – shortly past 4:30 p.m. – the cockpit voice recorder transcripts begin for the conversations in each cockpit. While other planes began their taxiing and takeoffs, the two jumbo jets sat. Aboard both the KLM and Pan Am planes, the crews were chatting – among themselves on the Dutch plane, and to the visiting passengers on the Pan Am plane.

			Judging by the remarks, the mood in the Dutch cockpit wasn’t as relaxed as it was in Clipper 1736. They talked shop – and they talked about the weather.

			“This island is a lot prettier than all of Las Palmas,” First Officer Klass Meurs offered idly. He spoke in his native Dutch.

			“What I saw of it, yes,” someone else observed dryly. Another sarcastic voice added, “And always nice weather.” From their vantage point, the weather was obviously terrible.

			“Nice in the sunshine,” Meurs replied, still trying to be pleasant. Others muttered “Ja” [“Yes”] in agreement, temporarily giving up on their wisecracks.

			Van Zanten was familiar with the island’s odd weather conditions, as influenced by the dominant mountain, Pico de Teide. “Yes, on the south side the sun shines, guaranteed,” he noted.

			Second Officer Willem Schreuder, the flight engineer, interrupted to announce how the refueling was doing. “Eight tons more [to go], guys,” he said.

			They started swapping stories of bad-weather flights they’d had in the past. Captain van Zanten told his story first.

			“We went into Shannon [Ireland]. It was rather shitty weather,” he said bluntly to begin his anecdote. The others exchanged murmurs of recognition. “We saw the runway at two hundred feet or so,” he continued, meaning that the runway hadn’t become visible through the fog until the plane was only 200 feet above it. The pilot of the next plane in, using a superior tone that thoroughly irritated van Zanten, had told the tower that “contrary to KLM,” he could see the runway much sooner. “Shithead,” the captain now said, with dismissive irritation.

			“At a hundred and fifty feet?” someone else cracked.

			“Yes, no, much sooner than that,” Van Zanten said, continuing the story. Then he delivered his punch line. “Well, no wonder, man,” he radioed back to the following plane, “we burned quite a big hole for you in it [the fog].”

			“Ja,” Meurs answered, acknowledging the righteous attitude his pilot was feeling.

			“‘Contrary to KLM,’” Van Zanten repeated in English, mocking the unnamed pilot. Another voice said only, “Limey,” a derogatory suggestion that the pilot of the other jet must have been British.

			They continued their conversation, talking about their own plane and its flight plan as the minutes ticked on.

			Back in the Pan Am cockpit, the crew was chatting with the passengers who stood for a few moments in the small enclosure. Patiently, Grubbs explained to each one about the delay at La Palmas.

			“It wasn’t much fun coming in here, was it?” one passenger asked.

			“Well, you know, we didn’t know why we had to land, except they just ordered us down,” Grubbs answered. “We told them that we could hold and wait until they, ah, if we, hoped that the field would open like it actually did because we had plenty of fuel.” His explanation, a bit confusing, was to say that he’d have rather put the Pan Am plane in a holding pattern over Las Palmas because his jet had plenty of fuel.

			“We had no idea how long it would be,” one passenger said.

			“This is the explosion on the plane?” said another passenger, who had misunderstood the location of the explosion.

			“No, it was an explosion in the terminal over there,” Grubbs answered, “and, ah, I suspect with the unstable, ah, political situation in the motherland over there that they were just a little edgy. And they ordered everybody…they just ordered us out of the air.”

			A stream of passengers continued into the cockpit, exchanging a sentence or two with the crew before moving back out. “You know, I can congratulate you folks, that you kept your cool and got us all in,” one said.

			Grubbs laughed. “I guess,” he acknowledged modestly, then commented, a bit slyly, “Well, gee, you know we thought we would be gone an hour ago, but all of a sudden, he’s got two big truckloads of gas,” a reference to KLM. “But we did talk to him, and he said in a half an hour he’d be gone, and we’re gonna be right behind him.”

			“I’ll be derned,” the passenger answered. “How long did it take you to learn all of this?”

			“Oh, about a week,” Grubbs answered, and the cockpit filled with laughter. Flight engineer Warns couldn’t resist running with the joke, too. “It was 10 days, wasn’t it?” he added. “I was a slow learner.” They all chuckled again.

			“Thank you all; it was a new experience,” said another passenger of his peek at the cockpit.

			“Thank you,” Grubbs replied, and then, once again, went into his explanation. “If they would have let us circle at, about three times up there…we had plenty of fuel to do it and requested permission, but they said, ‘Nope. Land.’”

			In the middle of this general patter, the crew was joined in the cockpit by two more Pan Am employees who had flown specially from Las Palmas. Just as Holland International’s Robina van Lanschot had made an impulsive decision that would remove her from the events of this afternoon, these two men took seemingly insignificant actions that put them right in the middle of what was about to happen.

			The two were Juan Murillo and John Cooper. Murillo was Pan Am’s Madrid operations supervisor, in charge of all charter flights. He and Cooper, a Pan Am mechanic from England, had flown to Las Palmas in order to meet Clipper 1736’s expected arrival, and they would be in charge of servicing the plane for its return trip. In fact, they were in the operations room at Gando Airport when the bomb went off. After finding out what had happened, Murillo decided to fly to Tenerife to meet the Pan Am plane, and then hop a ride on it back to Las Palmas. Cooper joined him.

			At 4 p.m. they left Las Palmas on an Iberia turboprop plane, just when Gando Airport was reopening. At 4:25 p.m., they landed at Tenerife and were put on a specially assigned minibus, then taken straight from their plane to Clipper 1736. Hooked into the plane’s communications system via headset while standing outside the plane, Cooper talked to the cockpit crew.

			Grubbs, continuing his chatting with the passengers, turned to those standing in the cockpit to say, “They’ve sent some people since we’ve been here; they’ve flown over on another carrier to see if they could help us get out…the Pan American people from Las Palmas…he can tell us what really happened when he gets on board.” There was a friendly chuckle all around.

			Then he continued his verbal tour of the cockpit for the passengers, pointing out the various systems and what they were for, explaining how the controls worked to turn the plane. He even used the KLM nearby as a model to point out the 747’s fifth engine, which sits high up on the tail. It’s used to provide electrical power to the interior of the plane while it is on the ground.

			Cooper and Murillo by now had climbed into the plane but had to wait for a few minutes in the first-class lounge because of the crush of passengers trying to get a look at the cockpit. First Officer Bragg stepped outside the cockpit to greet them, while Grubbs went on with his tour. A passenger asked what had happened to the other planes that had been parked nearby. Grubbs told him, “They were smaller, so they could get by him [they could slide past the KLM without driving off the taxiway], but we, unfortunately, are both big ones.” They’d have to wait until the KLM jet was finished refueling, he said. His chatter was peppered with occasional references to KLM and the fact that it was holding up their flight’s departure.

			“We only have to go fifty-four miles, if we ever get started here,” he sighed at one point. (The actual flight miles totaled 59.)

			“Well, what happened over
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