
On April 28, 1947, a TCA Lockheed airplane, Flight 3, on
its way from Lethbridge, Alberta, to Vancouver BC,

with 15 people aboard, disappeared. The last words the pilot
uttered were, “God, I wish I could do something.” All efforts
to find the plane were to no avail. I recall the incident as a
child, and although I was too young at the time to know
anything about “dimension traveling,” I am sure some
people considered such as a possible explanation.

In 1994, forest workers stumbled on the wreckage of a
plane and it was identified as the ill-fated Flight 3. The plane
went down in the Mount Seymour Range watershed. This
mountain range is one that forms the backdrop of
Vancouver.

Further investigation yielded that the wreckage had
actually be found two years earlier by hikers. They did not
give it much thought, but took photos of it, and about 22
months later showed them to an official at the Canadian
Museum of Flight and Transportation. The museum staff
searched the area, but failed to locate the wreck.

These incidents serves as a good indication of just how dense the
forest areas are in the Pacific Northwest. Think about it; we took
some 45 years to find the wreckage of a plane that certainly did not
move after it crashed. Can you imagine trying to find something in
the same area very small by comparison that could move and did not
want to be found?

Plane Sense

The Mount Seymour Range in a particularly warm summer.


