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Over the past few weeks Bob has been working diligently with the 

two Embassy Suites in Savannah to negotiate rates for the 2018 

convention that would be the most reasonable and cost effective for 

our members and guests.  As mentioned in the last bulletin the best 

rate at that time was $169.00 near the airport and $269.00 near the 

downtown area.  After negotiating with the Embassy Suites located 

near the Savannah Airport for several days, Bob received a “best 

price” e-mail commitment from them on July 6th responding with a 

$149.00 per night offer for the 2018 convention.   In the last few 

days, the Embassy Suites in Boca has extended the same price as 

this year of $99.00 per night and will continue to extend extras to 

our group at no additional costs.   

 

Bob and I have discussed this at length with John, our former Presi-

dent concerning the room rates, location and conveniences offered 

to the group.  It is our belief that the higher rate at Savannah would 

most likely have a negative impact on overall attendance at this 

point.   Therefore, Bob and I have concluded that the Boca Em-

bassy Suite rate of $99.00 per night and the extra amenities pro-

vided by the staff will be the hotel with the “most bang for the 

buck”.  Your representatives will be looking forward to seeing all 

of you once again at the 2018 convention in Boca Raton. 

      

For those that may have missed the announcement, Captain “Duke” 

Dent was laid to rest on July 3, 

2017 at Arlington National Cemetery with full military honors.  

Our thoughts and heart felt sympathies are extended to his family.  

Duke will be missed. 

 

The best to all, 

Stan 

Prez Captain Stan Sez 

Editor: Gigi Cockes 

Officers are: 
President: Capt. Stan 

Barfield 

VP/Convention Chair: 

Bob Pierson 

Treasurers: Bob and Sharon 

Thrasher 

Bob Pierson  

Sharon and Bob Thrasher 

Past President: 

Capt. John Wentworth &  

Linda Wentworth  

This turned into a whopper 

so get out a cup of Joe, get 

a comfy chair and enjoy! 
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 from the HART 

Mystery Airplane and Airport from July:  
 

The following folks identified last months mystery airplane (above) as 
a Boeing P-26A Peashooter.  Named due to the very light armament of 
only one machine gun. 
 
John Wentworth, Vince Wynn, Bob Thrasher, Curt Briggs, Jim 
Gannon, Rusty Heard, Jerome Kline, Bob and Linda Spencer, Gary 
Snodgrass, and Jerry Kline  
 
 
The following sharpies correctly identified the airport in Guatemala 
City: 
 
John Wentworth, Vince Wynn, Dusty Rhodes, Bob Massey, Bob 
Thrasher, Curt Briggs, Jim Gannon, and Bob and Linda Spencer 

Email me with your answers! 
Hart Kelley 

islandhartjune@aol.com 

Dinner is ready! 

Same plane different 

paint job! See it on the 

web-site: 

www.nalbucs.com  

Don’t 

forget! 

mailto:islandhartjune@aol.com
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August Mystery Airplane and Airport 

Gave a hint for this place last month!  

This one might not speak English!  
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Gone but not forgotten 

Important Info about your membership contributions & future Newsletters:  
Those of you that contributed will still receive a mailed copy through December, 

unless you opted for the newsletter online.  Beginning in January 2018, to cut down on 

cost, the newsletter will be available on the website and/or emailed right to your com-

puter’s mailbox! Please mail all checks to this updated address:  

NAL Buccaneers Club 

P.O. Box 37 

Fruitland Park, FL 34731 

Sad News Department: Stewardess Jeanne Marie Ellenson joined National in May 1948. 

She passed away on June 18th. Her residence was in Orlando at the time. 

    

I was somewhat taken aback when, as a young, new hire co-pilot, I first met F/A Allison Rus-

sell. Over the years I came to truly appreciate Allison, for her huge smile, gregarious demeanor, 

and competency as a Flight Attendant. When she was on board the cabin was "taken care of" 

period. Her tenure with the airlines spanned National and Pan Am, I do not know her retirement 

date. She was a resident of Miami Lakes when she finally lost a long and courageous battle with 

cancer. She was 87. 

 We will miss these two ladies, we will NOT forget them. May their last flight West be fair of 

wind and free from turbulence! 

A Random thought: Until a few minutes ago I was an integral part of my recliner, sitting com-

fortably, contemplating why the Franklin  Picnic means what it does to me. Is it a chance to re-

live glory days of a more youthful time? Yes, I suppose that is a factor, although certainly not 

the primary one. A chance to "get away" to a cooler climate and away from the summer heat of 

my hometown? Sure, The Franklin area is certainly cooler and it's simply a beautiful part of 

North Carolina. I/we love it there! I mean, what's not to like? Do I feel like I should be there 

having been a club officer for some time? Nope, has NOTHING to do with it. So, why? I have, 

over the nearly 18 years of writing the sad news department of the newsletter, said good-bye to 

an untold number of people who have meant a great deal to me during my tenure with National, 

Pan Am, and in retirement. It is you folks that draw me/us, (Linda and I), to this event every 

year. I much prefer hellos to good-byes and Franklin offers a wonderful chance to do just that. 

I/we look forward to seeing our people once again in the lovely mountains of this scenic state! 

John and Linda 

The CFBs remain in summer hiatus. October 11th we will return to our 

2017/2018 schedule. Same time and venue. Until then, Be Well! 
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Fellow Buccaneers,                                                                                                July 2017 

 

Hard to believe it is time to gear up for our annual Buccaneers picnic in Franklin, North Caro-

lina.  Mark your calendar for the weekend of August 25 to 27.  If you have attended the picnic 

in the past, the drill will be the same. 

 

TO BEGIN:  We will gather in the Hospitality Room at the Hampton Inn for a “Hi, how have 

you been” social time on Friday, August 25, from 3:30 to 5:15 PM.                                                           

TO CONTINUE:  We will then move to Willy’s Bar-B-Que (which is next door to the Hamp-

ton) at 5:30 for dinner. 

THE MAIN EVENT:  The picnic on Saturday, August 26, will be held at the usual place, 

Macon Park. We will begin gathering at 10 AM, eat lunch around 1 PM, and continue visiting 

for as long as everyone wants to stay.       ***Those of you who live in the area are asked to 

bring a side dish for the potluck table.  As always, hot dogs, brats, hamburgers (with all the 

fixins), and bottled water will be provided. ***                                                                                                                                 

EVENING GLOW:  Some folks like to continue the fellowship back at the Hampton later on 

Saturday by gathering again in the Hospitality Room where it is cool and comfortable.  

FINAL FAREWELLS:  On Sunday morning it is always enjoyable to have a leisurely break-

fast and one more visit with everyone before saying, “See you next year!” 

FOR RESERVATIONS:  Call the Hampton Inn at 828-369-0600 and press 0 to speak to the 

front desk.  Ask for the Buccaneer rate of $99 (plus tax) per night.  (NOTE:  Do not make a 

reservation online or through the 800 number because you cannot get the special rate and the 

Franklin Hampton Inn will not be able to change your rate if you book that way.) 

See you in Franklin, 

                                                                                                                                                                                                            

Dick Walker, Picnic Coordinator                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      

850-566-8370 

***Please be giving some thought to who would be able to continue coordinating this picnic 

as this will be the last year I will be able to do so.  I will be glad to assist the new coordinator.  

This has always been an easy event to put together – I have detailed notes which I will pass 

on.   

Mark your Calendar: 2017 Franklin, NC NAL Picnic weekend coming up next! 

     Betty and Bud Frayser A Raffle winner Jane Walker 
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2017 Boca Raton Convention Banquet Photos from Joan Holzer 
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     Different cultures, Changing times by Hart Kelley 

 

*This blurb is a non-scientific, totally prejudiced, one sided, non politically correct opinion 

piece.  

 

These observations were only possible because the personnel departments at three different 

airlines were so flawed they let me slip into the cockpits of their airplanes. 

 

In the beginning…Let me try starting over.  In the good ole days…Hmmmm, well let’s just 

jump right into it.  

 

Just out of the Army and having only flown cargo and a short stent at Lloyd Air Boliviano, 

when class started at National in 1977 I had no idea what awaited me in the airline world.   

The ground school was standard classroom stuff and everyone was helpful, welcoming and 

pretty laid back. That changed pretty quickly when three of us who had previously flown the 

727 were informed we would not get the full sim schedule, only an abbreviated course and 

right to the line.  Having never worked for a “real airline” before, the first night in the sim 

was both eye opening and down right terrifying.  It became abundantly clear I was way, way 

behind the power curve.  More clearly stated, if we were to have crashed I would have sus-

tained no injuries because I was so far behind the airplane there was no chance of getting 

hurt.  This realization actually started in the briefing room when Pat Ledford began asking 

questions.  He looked over at me and said, “please give me all the call outs and requirements 

for a CAT II approach?”  Does someone talking to you in Mandarin Chinese bring up a men-

tal image?  Wow.  Then he went on to the memory items in the little green handbook, which 

up until that moment I had thought was a reference book.  Even being blond it was quickly 

obvious my exceedingly good looks alone were not going to cut it.  In the sim it went down-

hill from there.  Hand flown CAT II approaches, hand flown ADF approaches, engine fail-

ures, fires, hydraulic problems, manual gear extensions, rapid depressurizations and my fa-

vorite, manual reversion. The next week went by at light speed, mainly because it was all 

one continuous blur with moments I think were sleep.  A little luck and several dozen donuts 

as bribes must have worked.  The words, “released to the line” were like being granted clem-

ency.   

 

Those first three weeks were burned into my 1 MB memory chip (which were not even in-

vented yet) and became my measuring stick for what was expected to be a National Airlines 

Pilot.  

 

The deregulation act and the resulting industry consolidation struck NAL first.  Our dream 

jobs and small hometown airline were going to change forever. These were the “good ole 

days.”  We just didn't know it. 
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The BIG BLUE BALL. 

 
All the politics and merger problems are way too complicated to even attempt to sort out in less 

than a six-part novel, so it will be left to your own musings.  For the average line pilot the first 

real contact with Blue Balls, except for some wild and frustrating NAL layovers, was when we 

went to “THE ACADEMY”, to transition to “their procedures.”   Recalling my initial training 

experience at NAL there was no way these guys were going to catch me off guard.  But they got 

me anyway, even with many hours of prior preparation and study.  Not like initially when I was 

woefully unprepared, but by the totally different philosophy.  Hart Langer’s concept, though 

maligned at first, proved to be a great balance between time critical items that needed to be ac-

complished quickly, to time managed items that could be looked up and performed without 

speed and a potential error.  Everything was now an integrated checklist, which took you from 

an emergency or irregular right to landing. (In my opinion this concept is still the best proce-

dural approach I have ever seen in my career and am surprised it was not incorporated by 

other airlines.)  Gone were the 16 memory item checklists and rote memorization of proce-

dures. There were still plenty of required had to know items, but wording and where to find the 

words and information were now key. Many items we previously performed from memory, 

with the potential for an error, were replaced with the knowledge of how to find it in the books 

and how to use the integrated checklists. Take off and landing weights were on a pre-printed 

card and unnecessary memory items were incorporated in the checklists. 

 

The simulator sessions were different too.  You still had to get the aluminum on the ground in 

one large piece, but how you followed the previously mentioned integrated checklist, and that 

you “followed each step” seemed to be more relevant than getting what was once the 

“important stuff” done, and landing the jet.  The check rides and training rides were much more 

standardized, which made for a level playing field. No surprises. Many previously practiced 

procedures became a run through of the integrated checklist in the classroom and the most criti-

cal in flight emergencies were left to the sim.  

 

The demise of Pan Am further scattered our NAL seedlings.  Many to Delta, some to United, 

others to various airlines far and wide and some hung up their spurs.  For me it was United. 

 

Ground school was the same old slide presentations of different aircraft systems, performance 

charts and flight profiles. The new wrinkle at UAL was the word “flows.”  This came up from 

day one but really didn’t hit home until the third week when we started studying to go in the 

simulators. There were cold airplane “flows,” thru flight “flows,” before start “flows,” pre-taxi 

“flows,” before take off “flows.” You get the picture?  “Flows” turned out to be all the “stuff” 

each of us used to do before we launched, but it was now a “gotcha.”  Each flow had a starting 

point and a required bunny trail.  At each scavenger hunt point along the way, you were not 

only required to check the things we always previously checked, you were now subject to a 

question about the related system.  This was UAL’s version of an oral, though they swore you 

were not required to memorize anything.  (there’s gotta be a pony in here somewhere) 
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The Sim sessions were far more oriented toward insuring we were doing the procedure cor-

rectly than a display of our flying skills.  Don’t get me wrong, you still had the same challenge 

of getting on the ground without crashing the jet, but there were no 

“surprises.” The day before your check ride you went through the whole check ride with the 

same guy who was giving you the check.  You would do all the profiles and maneuvers, if all 

were within satisfactory limits it was, “ see ya tomorrow.” If something were “iffy” you would 

do it until it was passable, then it was, see ya tomorrow.  Then tomorrow, now today, you 

would do the same thing, BUT if you screwed something up, viola, checking stopped and you 

were trained and got to do it over.  If you did ok, that was it.  See ya next time.  But there was a 

catch.  You only got one do over.  Does the phrase “lowest common denominator” come to 

mind? Coupled with an absolute culture of CLR, where everyone closely watches each other’s 

every move, this system worked at UAL. You’re right, that was not PC, but remember the 

opening disclaimer. 

 

Don’t get me wrong, CLR was a Godsend and has totally transformed aviation.  Safety records 

confirm the positive impact of this philosophy, BUT….. for those of you who have been paying 

attention, by now you have seen the clues and know where they lead.  If not, here’s a clue.  

Dumbing Down. Dumbing down is the deliberate oversimplification of intellectual content 

within education and culture in order to relate to those unable to assimilate more sophisticated 

information. Yep, that pretty much  

sums it up. Nuff said.    

 

The hardest part for me to get my keyboard around is trying to sum up the cultural differences 

of the three airlines into a couple of fuzzy paragraphs on how the cultural differences and 

changing times created the different airline’s stereotypes.  I know, not suppose to put people 

into categories.  *See the disclaimer again. 

 

At National we had swagger, arrogance, a hint of conceit with a touch of brashness thrown in.  

We didn’t need Gold stripes on our sleeves to impress.  We were good. Legends in our own 

minds.  We could out fly, out lie and most certainly out drink all comers.  We owned all our 

planes, had the best looking “stews” in the industry, a great route system and were very well 

paid.  We were small but tough as a badger.  Everyone knew everyone.  Both a blessing and a 

curse.  We handled our own problems, argued then shook hands and flew another leg.  We were 

an eclectic “family.”  If nothing else this last part was the most important attribute.  A little dys-

functional, but family. 

 

Pan Am was more like the rich family that lived in the big fancy house up on the hill.  From the 

outside looking in they were the aristocracy, everything was gold gilded, spit polished and 

proper, but something was missing.  Once inside the façade it was obvious life behind the Blue 

Ball was like the curtain in the Wizard of Oz. The truth became apparent.  Life on the inside 

was good but not great, a heavy dose of nostalgia was holding the rusting and corroded old gal 

together.  Instead of swagger they had stories, instead of arrogance they had history, conceit and 

brashness had long given way to acceptance and compliance.   “Why do you do it this way” was 

a common question and the answer every time was, “that’s how we have always done it.”   

We merged but were never adopted and allowed to feel we were really part of the family. We 

flew together but were not really a “crew.” Our “Sunburst” was slowly but surely extinguished.  
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There were many wonderful, exceptional people at Pan Am but years of neglect, inability to 

change and failure to adapt, collided with terrorism and the world wide economic decline which 

put us in an unrecoverable tailspin.   If circumstances had been different and given the chance, 

we had all the makings of a “family,” but time was not on our side.    

 

United was like America.  A giant melting pot of lost soles, out casts, disgruntled natives, ille-

gal aliens, (scabs) and subgroups of various backgrounds, all rolled into one not very homoge-

neous group. United had taken in so many lost soles it was like trying to herd cats. Diverse 

backgrounds and cultures were never far below the surface and could not be put aside for long 

enough to embrace the idea of oneness. Everyone’s former airline “did it better,” had better 

scheduling, better benefits and knew how to run an airline better than United.  The flaw in their 

interminable ranting was that none of those “we did it better” airlines were still around.  This 

created an uncomfortable undercurrent, always just below the surface.  You had to play twenty 

questions at the beginning of each trip in order to get the parameters to prevent a harmless faux 

pas from becoming an issue that could make for a real long few days. The PC culture was 

around every corner and every word had to be guarded. This Heinz 57 mixture created a very 

distinct culture, but the “family” feeling necessary for success was missing.  Add to this 

United’s avowed goal of having the most diverse, (insert synonyms) pilot group in the industry, 

created a culture of self inflicted mediocrity and low expectations.  Mix in poor management 

and you have exactly what you have read about so frequently in the news lately.  United like 

many sports teams has some of the best players in the business, but no leadership and they do 

not understand the team concept.  Again, the family factor was and is missing.  

 

Throughout this overly long diatribe, the word “family” was used a great deal.  Intentionally.  

From the first interview at National Airlines until we locked the doors, the feeling of being a 

part of something was always there.  The feeling you were a welcome addition to a select 

“club” was always there.  Though only at National for 3 years before our unwelcome auction 

sale, I became lifelong friends with more people in that short period of time than in the next 

three and a half decades, and never in my remaining career was there a feeling of belonging to a 

“family.”  After National it was only a job.  Oh, the love of flying airplanes never died, and 

hopefully won’t, but really belonging to, and being extremely proud of my surroundings was 

never to be felt again.   

 

At our next Buccaneers get together look around the room at the members of our little club, ask 

yourself about the friends you see and then relate that to the new ones you made at your other 

airlines? Not acquaintances, friends?   If you are like me, it isn’t even close. My closest friends 

are all former (always) National “family.”  Thanks.   

 

 

PS:  Would love for a Delta Widget to give their view of the Delta “family?”    
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NAL BUCCANEERS CLUB 

P.O. Box 37 

Fruitland Park, FL 34731 

 

RETURN SERVICE REQUESTED 

 

 

 

NATIONAL AIRLINES IS GONE BUT NOT FORGOTTEN! 

Find the newsletter online 
www.nalbucs.com 


