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Our first luncheon of the new season 
was a success as I see it! We had 38 people 
ID themselves on the sign in sheet and “0” 
responses when queried as to whether 
anyone had failed to affix their signature 
to the said paper. So, 38 it is. If the din 
level was any indication then much catch-
ing up was the order of the day. About 
the only "business" transacted was the de-
cision to hold our annual Yankee Trader 
luncheon in December. Our in resident ex-
pert, Kay Strauss, volunteered to once 
again oversee the festivities.  
   It was good to see everyone again, we 

missed you! Participating were, DAN 
PIERCE, ERNIE ELLISON, LARRY 
HELMS, BILL GRISCOM, KAY STRAUSS, 
LINDA and STEVE MILLS, BOB and 
SHARON THRASHER, JACK and SANDI 
GORDON, JAMES and HILDA 

O'REILLY, DAVE and TARA JAMES, 
DAVID BLESSING, RON CHATLOS, 
BILL STRELECKI, ROY HASETT, MR. 
and MRS. BOB MARTIN, NORTON and 
PAM ELDER, STAN BARFIELD, DAVE 
DOLLARHIDE, HART and JUNE KEL-
LEY, BOB DYKE, JOE FRICKS, BOB CAS-
SUBE, PAUL TWING, STACEY BARBER, 
JACK and GALE THEISEN, LeROY and 
WANDA BROWN, and LINDA and 
JOHN WENTWORTH. 
   Securing themselves financially for re-

tirement were Dave Dollarhide, Linda 

Wentworth and Hart Kelley by winning 

the 50/50 riches. There were even some 

dollars left over to advance the funding of 

the newsletter. By the way, my THANKS 

to Dan Pierce for his handling of the 

50/50. You've made a BIG difference 

Sad News Department: On July 8th we 
lost F/E Herbert "Hank" Severn at the age 
of 85. Hank came to National in October 
of 1965 and eventually retired from PAA. 
He was residing in Gamaliel, AR at the 
time of his passing. 
   Captain Connie Hall's residence was in 
Winter Haven, FL when he passed away 
on August 15th. He came to National in 
March of 1965 and retired from PAA. He 
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was 79. 
   And on September 25th we lost F/A 

Gladys Sanchez at the age of 83. Gladys 
came to us in January 1956 and retired 
from PAA. 
   Captain Bob Kitchen joined National in 
1969 and eventually retired from Delta. 
Bob passed away on October 19th at the 

age of 76. (On a personal note: I flew sev-
eral trips with Bob in the mid 70s and 
found him to be a fine pilot and welcome 
member of the crew). 
   We will miss these good people, we will 

NOT forget them. May their last flight 

West be fair of wind and free from turbu-

lence. 

Continued from page 1 

SHORT FLIGHT, LONG MEMORIES—HART KELLEY 

My thanks to Hart Kelley for the following ar-

ticle. I really enjoy this feature and hope you 

do as well. It will remain a feature as long as 

there are folks willing to contribute. It just so 

happens that we do actually care about what 

you are doing with your retirement lives! 

KAPF?  Naples, Florida.  Alternate Page 
Field for the trainees of the US Army Air 
Corps, during WWII, has memories for 
me, too.  We’ll get to that in a minute, be-
cause, in my headset, “Cheyenne 75AW 
line up and wait on runway 5.  That’s me. 
   “75 AW turn right to 180, you’re cleared 
for takeoff.”  Pushing up the throttles, the 
big Pratt turbines roar to life and I’m on 
my way for my first post retirement, new 
employment flight.  As I lift off and start 
the turn to the south, my mind flashes 
back to my first takeoff from here almost 
50 years ago. Tom Smithers, yep, the same 
handsome, stud muffin you all know and 
love, signed me off the week before, and I 
was departing Naples on the second leg of 
my first solo cross-country.  Back then it 
was in a worn out Burnside Ott Cessna 
150, but to me it was an F-4.  Ok, ‘nuff day 
dreaming, let’s get this thing headed sky-

ward. 
   About a year after retiring from United 
in 2014, a buddy called and wanted to 
know if I was bored yet.  I said, “Not 
really, the fishing is pretty good and this 
house is a full time job, but what do you 
have in mind?”  He’d been working for a 
small charter outfit based in Naples and 
they needed someone to fill in occasion-
ally to fly their Cheyenne III.  “We don’t 
pay much, gotta do all your own flight 
planning.  You’re the pilot, baggage 
smasher, tug driver and flight attendant, 
and the boss is a bit testy at times.”  I 
heard myself say, “Sounds like the perfect 
job, so what the heck, I’ll take it.”  
   After switching to departure control, 
they clear me direct to KARTR intersec-
tion, just South and West of Everglades 
City.  Passing over Marco Island, with all 
the fancy homes and high rise buildings 
dotting the shoreline, I can remember 
wading the same beach with my Dad fish-
ing for Snook in the late 50’s, when there 
were only a couple of wooden fishing 
shacks and the mosquitoes were bigger 
that crows.  Everglades City and Choko-
loskee are up ahead on the left, Shark 
River just beyond, the terminating point 



for the River of Grass. 
   Just got cleared direct to destination, 
which today is Chub Cay in the Berry is-
lands.  After punching a couple of buttons 
on the Garmin GPS and hitting the navi-
gation switch, the C-III roles into a turn 
and we head East for the 210 miles to 
Chub. 
   Just on the horizon, I start to make out a 
clearing in the saw grass and cypress trees 
and realize I’m looking at TNT airport. 
The once envisioned replacement jetport 
for Miami is still sitting like a lost concrete 
island in the middle of the saw grass 
marsh.  I’d been there before….  
   Just before midnight on a clear night in 
October of 1977, Pat Ledford loaded up 
ship 44 with several tons of Jet–A, six very 
excited new copilots, a very bored and 
sleepy flight engineer and we all headed 
West out of MIA to this very same saw 
grass oasis. Before the days of landing cer-
tified simulators, you had to get your 
three bounces in a real airplane.   We were 
then officially National Airline’s pi-
lots.  Well.., except for being moguled??? 
   Approaching West Miami, the buildings 
of Florida International University cover 
the old Tamiami Airport and I still re-
member my first airplane ride.  Another 
future NAL pilot, long time family friend, 
fishing and diving buddy, Stan Barfield 
was building time and looking for any ex-
cuse to go bore holes in the sky.  Thinking 
back, maybe his motivation for taking me 
flying might have been to make points 
with my older sister? No, couldn’t 
be.  Not Stan?  So, off we went in a rented 
Cessna 150.  What a thrill.  I was 
hooked.  He told me you could get a little 
flight training and get hired by an airline, 

and they would actually pay you to go fly 
around in their planes.  What sounded 
easy at the time, ended up being a 14 year 
triathlon to reach the brass ring.  But, in 
hindsight, it was well worth the ef-
fort.  Thanks Stan. 
   Miami International, off to the left and I 
can still visualize “corrosion corner.” It 
now has large buildings with concrete 
ramps and large jet, cargo planes, but at 
one time was home for the shadowy 
world of unpainted, oil dripping, DC-6 
and DC-7’s owned by low budget cargo 
operators like Gus Conner and Vince 
Faix.  My mind flashes to the early morn-
ing, actually, just after midnight, depar-
tures, with the cargo bay full of pigs, 
chickens or cattle, headed to some island 
destination. Anything to get some flight 
hours.   
   The “F” concourse, now visible, but no 
longer filled with the orange and white 
“Fly Me” jets of NAL. The huge Sunburst 
is gone from our old corporate building 
and complex, but the memories of pulling 
into our private covered parking lot, 
walking into scheduling and turning the 
“boards” around to say hello to Florence, 
Dot, Gloria, Tom, etc. and then heading in 
to dispatch to see Dave Amos, Bob Pier-
son and the gang, are still vivid.  Sure was 
easy, sure was fun.  
   Off to the right in the distance are Elliot 
Key and Boca Chita, still keeping the se-
crets of the many fun weekends with the 
boat bums and Columbus Day Regatta 
gang.  So many memories on board the 
Poseidon with Chas, September Safire 
with Bob Brown, Barely Fit with Sage-
brush, Sun King with the great Tom 
Smithers, Warpath with Dick Peeples and 



my Prime Time.  There of course has to be 
an honorable mention to Claytor and the 
saga of “Port Hole Mary.”   There was so 
much Rum and so little time.  The stories 
are better every year.  Thanks everyone. 
   Awakened from my nostalgia by a call 
from Nassau approach, it is time to get 
back inside this aluminum tube and see if 
the recent training will pay off and allow 
me to re-enter safely.   
   Crossing the last few miles of the Great 
Bahama Bank I spot the rusted remains of 
NW Channel light and the beautiful, deep 

blue waters of the tongue of the 
ocean.  Up ahead on the left, glistening in 
the gin clear water, is Chub Cay, with a 
thin black strip of runway carved out of 
the mangrove swamp.  One call in the 
blind to check for traffic, then it’s gear 
down, prop sync off, full flaps, prop lev-
ers forward, check the speed and then 
hope it’s another one I can walk away 
from… 
   Thanks for the memories…       
Hart Kelley 

Brooms, Thanks, and Welcomes 

My thanks to Carolyn Veazey for the follow-

ing article. I get very tired of reading my own 

words and opinions, and welcome YOUR in-

put. 

   A frantic call came to the Hampton Inn, 
on the morning of our NAL Franklin pic-
nic, for "BROOMS"--seems some Dirt Fair-
ies had left a fair amount of stuff all over 
the pavilion floor where our gathering 
was to be held. I told Dick Walker I would 
see what the hotel could spare and sure 
enough they had two for us to use. I con-
sidered using one to fly over on while car-
rying the other in hand, and but even 
though some may have thought I could, I 
loaded them in my car and drove to the 
rescue. Jay Hoppe had already obtained a 
small broom from the park service and 
was frantically whisking away those 
pesky little piles. Two of our early helpers 
got on the ones I brought and soon the 
place started to sparkle. Now it was time 
to get the rest of the work done before the 
guests arrived. This entailed covering all 

the tables with our orange, yellow and 
green cloths, putting up NAL logos and 
banners. and setting a table area for our 
people to sign in with info for future mail-
ings etc. Then getting the main table ready 
ready by setting up plates, utensils, nap-
kins, cups, icing down beverages, starting 
the fire for the hamburgers, hot dogs, 
brats, and buns and making places for all 
bringing their culinary goodies to share 
with others, and setting up the opposite 
end of the pavilion for all the glorious des-
serts to be displayed and consumed. Then 
getting people to help cook, sell chances, 
and servers to help when the "chow line " 
got busy. 
   Ahead of time, phone calls to the Macon 
County Park people to reserve the pavil-
ion, to the Hampton Inn for rooms/rates 
and the printing/mailing of the postcard/
letters to be sent to our members. Dick 
and Jane Walker took this job for our 2015 
gathering and will do so again for 2016. 
CLAP-CLAP-CLAP! 
   Lots of "THANKS" go out to so many---



For: the ones who got there early to work, 
those who ran out for charcoal. ice, drinks, 
and last minute "oops" items, all who 
brought food and drinks, the end of event 
clean up, collections of photo albums to 
look over, NAL items for auction or to 
look at, those who drove a long way to get 
there and many other "Fors"!!  More 
thanks to Alana and Jim Hampton who 
have, over the past years, added their spe-
cial touches to our hospitality room liba-
tions prior to heading to Willy's. And, for 
your generosity with donations and buy-
ing chances which has been overwhelm-
ing. Maybe we'll think of Filet Mignon 
next year, but!!--who will cook it?? 
   Welcome to all our regulars and for the 
new ones that found out what they've 
been missing. We hope you had a special 

time and will put us on your calendar for 
next year. Every time a "new face" ap-
peared it got special recognition from the 
crowd. It may not have been heard above 
the roar of the conversations, but it was 
there!! 
   Again we had a dose of that grand 
Franklin weather, not too warm with a 
breeze and always think that our Sunburst 
somehow weaves magic and shines down 
on this National group saying "Let's keep 
this picnic going every year". We could 
not have asked for a nicer day, thanks to 
all of you. 
P.S. Hope you enjoyed this little informa-
tion as to what is involved in getting the 
picnic airborne. We always have fun do-
ing our share too. 
Carolyn and Don Veazey 

Again, I thank Steve Mills and Gigi Cockes for the following Franklin pictures! 

Tom Sage, Carolyn and Don Veazey Marty D'Arcy 

 



Bob and Jennifer Pierson Bob Wilson, Bob and Dorothy Cassube 

Jon Cockes and Jim Spillis Al Wagner and Bill Houston 

I believe this is Marion Badgley holding 

a copy of LeRoy’s book. 

George and Joan Blosser 



Monthly Mysteries Solved 

Mystery Airplane and Airport: The air-
plane this month was kinda fun, it wasn't 
so hard that no one could get it, but it 
wasn't so easy as to not be a challenge. 
Even Bob Wilson had to put some effort 
into it. Other correct IDs came from Jim 
Gannon, Curt Briggs, Joe Fricks and Larry 
Helms who all concluded it was a Bach 3-
CT8 Air Yacht. 
   The airport was less mysterious, and 

brought correct IDs from Bob Massey 
(always first), Dusty Rhodes, Larry 
Helms, Jim Gannon, Joe Fricks, Stan 
Barfield, Curt Briggs, Bob Pierson, Jerome 
Kline, and John Uhrich who all recog-
nized PHL (Philadelphia) 
   Side note: I failed to recognize Bob Pier-

son's correct ID of LHR (London Heath-

row) a couple of issue ago so I make 

amends here. Sorry Bob. 

 

 

 

 

   

Airports that we operated 

into as National are more fi-

nite than available mystery 

airplanes. I think I've used 

up all the ones that would 

pose any challenge what so 

ever. Most of us are familiar 

with the airports that we 

flew into on the old PAA 

"See America" flights and so I 

resort to them to dust off the 

memories. Where are we 

here? 
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