
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘The Only Replacement for a DC 3 is a DC 3’ 

 
by 

 

Vixyy Fox 

 

 

 

Dedicated to: 

 

Dutch Harry who told me that the mechanics of the Royal Dutch Airline’s (KLM) in 

Indochina used to cool their beer by hanging the bottles from a wire under the DC 3’s fuel 

petcock and then cracking it open so the gasoline would run down the wire and evaporate 

over the bottle. 

 

Cuban Fernando, who told me that during a hurricane, he and a fellow mechanic, in order to 

save two of Cubana de Aviación S.A.’s DC 3’s, topped off the fuel tanks and taxied the 

airplanes into the lee of their hanger in Havana, Cuba. They then sat there with engines 

running for the entire storm; alternately and thumpingly airborne as the storm tried its best to 

drag them backwards into the open. The pair fought back, throttling up and taxiing back into 

cover.  

 

Their only reward; a thank you letter from the company. 

 

My father, who during WWII almost suffered a crash landing on an island in the Pacific 

when the DC 3 he and his K-9 troop were flying in as passengers suffered a hydraulic failure. 

He told me they landed easily and without incident, though they were chased by the crash 

trucks.  

 

 

 



‘The only replacement for a DC 3 is a DC 3’ 

 

Born of a simple need;   

Transport. 

 

That’s it. 

That’s all. 

Ain’t no more. 

 

Look at her,  

She’s not changed a bit; 

A silver metal tube  

Push’n an ugly round snout 

N’ dragging her tail feathers 

In the dirt. 

 

She’s got a pair of angel’s wings;  

Ninety five feet across and beautiful, 

But they don’t flap. 

 

They do have flaps,  

Which is a Bernoulli thing for lift, 

But it’s not what makes her fly; 

No sir, not at all! 

 

She’s got heart… 

That’s what makes her fly. 

 

Those wings are  

Coupled with two of the prettiest 

Variable pitch prop swinging 

Raise the tail into the air 

Throaty push the throttles forward 

Engines you’ll ever see: 

Wright Cyclones. 

 

Oh sure, some of them had  

Pratt & Whitney Wasps 

And that’s all right  

Mind the mixture levers if you please… 

But ahhhh Sweet Lord 

Click your heels together  

And take me home Dorothy 

Wright Cyclone… 

You just can’t get better than that. 

 

Now imagine if you will 

Twenty eight passengers  

During just the day trips! 



 

Count’em; tweentyyeighttt  

Money paying warm bodies 

And Fourteen snoozers at night; 

The Sandman doth flyeth.  

 

Tucked into your bed here, 

Waking up there; 

Complete with a steward  

To pour your coffee 

When you wake! 

 

It just don’t get better than that… 

Or does it? 

 

Let’s talk cargo! 

 

Goodness gracious 

Big and spacious; 

4,000 pounds with room to spare 

And don’t think Uncle Sam 

Didn’t take notice of that. 

 

When he needed her 

She was there for him in spades. 

 

Called Dakota, and Gooney Bird 

She carted food, and medical supplies, 

Hauled paratroopers, towed gliders 

And even flew ground support; 

 

She was damned hard to shoot down 

For a low and slow. 

 

First flown exactly 32 years after 

Orville and Wilbur showed us how it was done, 

She ain’t been out done yet. 

 

Someone said once: “The only replacement for a DC-3 is a DC-3” 

 

Though the author’s unknown,  

No truer words spoken in all of aviation. 


