
Once again, we find another year has passed us as fast as the 

flick of a switch.  I think due to my advanced years, time seems 

to fly faster than the speed of sound.  This realization hit home 

after reading the obituary of Mary Tracy Gaffaney-Champion 

Pilot.   My pre-solo hours of instructional flight were 

successfully completed under the capable eyes of Chuck 

Oliveros, one of Mary’s talented and most tolerant flight 

instructors.  Months later with a lot of assistance and 

encouragement the training syllabus was completed resulting in 

the lucky break of securing a commercial and instrument rating.  

At some point shortly afterward, Mary asked if I would 

considerer obtaining an Instrument Instructors certificate and 

work for her.  It was during this tenure that I worked with superb 

individuals like Alan Bartol, Chuck Bleakley, Ray Foglia, Bill 

Hart, Jim Ireland, Hart Kelley, John O’Mara, Tommy Richards, 

Rick Strand, Harry Whitney, and Ed Zimmerman.  In retrospect, 

one of my fondest aviation memories was the acrobatic flight 

instruction received from Mary in her 450 HP Stearman aircraft 

“N4734C” in January, 1965.  She was an asset to the aviation 

community and will truly be missed. See last page for more info. 
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Airplane and Airport winners from December 2017 

 from the  

HART 

 For the November mystery airplane these sharp eyed eagles identified the Martin 
PBM Mariner: 
 
John Wentworth, Stan Barfield, Dusty Rhodes, Bob Thrasher, Bob Crawford, Vince 
Wynne, Jim Gannon, Curt Briggs, Linda and Bob Spencer, Alan Gee, Rusty Heard, 
Gary Snodgrass, Jerome Kline, Steve Mills, Mike Wedge, and John Uhrich. 
 
The November mystery airport Of San Jose California was located by: 
 
John Wentworth, Stan Barfield, Dusty Rhodes, Bob Massey, Bob Thrasher, Bob 
Crawford, Vince Wynne, Jim Gannon, Curt Briggs, Linda and Bob Spencer, Alan 
Gee, Rusty Heard, Gary Snodgrass, Jerome Kline, and John Uhrich. 

We would like to send a special acknowledgement to our latest Wright 
Brothers Master Pilot Award winner ~ Captain C. A. Smith 
 
Captain Smith who still flies his own private plane has a record of flying as 
Captain in the USAF, National Airlines, Pan American Airways.  He flew as 
helicopter instructor for Mission Aviation Fellowship (MAF) and pilot for 
Dade County Sheriff’s Dept. Corporate Pilot in Lear Jet and Piper 
Chieftan.   He flew many aircraft.  The smallest was a Piper Cub, the 
fastest was the super-sonic F-100 and the biggest were the A300 Air Bus, 
DC-10 and L-1011. 
  
Mrs. Smith was presented with a spouses Master Pilot pin for supporting 
her pilot husband for more than 60 years. 

View from Hart’s world! 



January Mystery Airplane and Airport 

Email me with your answers! 
Hart Kelley 

islandhartjune@aol.com 
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   The Guy In the Left Seat? 
          By Hart Kelley 

 
We can remember our first yearnings for flight. Some grew up with a pilot in the family 

and flying was a foregone conclusion. Some thought about flying but never pursued it 

until joining the military. Some were introduced to flying by a friend. Some, like myself 

would ride our bikes to the nearest airport and hang on the fence to watch the great silver birds 

roar over our heads, and like kids before Christmas, would dream of the chance to soar in the 

clouds. Regardless of how you eventually “slipped the surly bonds of earth,” you were hooked. 

The old adage “You give a poor man a fish and you feed him for a day. You teach him to fish 

and you give him an occupation that will feed him for a lifetime,” cannot be equated to flying. 

But it sure does follow that, “if you give a man an airplane ride you thrill him for a few 

minutes, if you teach him to fly, he will never be quite right again.” Ask his family? 

 

Our actual first flight with an instructor, not our first airplane ride, was a huge milestone in our 

evolution to becoming a full-fledged birdman. It was both exciting and frightening at the same 

time. Exciting in that it was the first step to our goal, our dreams, our imaginings of being John 

Wayne and piloting the “big planes.” It was also frightening not knowing if we had the “right 

stuff?” Could we walk and chew gum at the same time? Could we actually learn what all those 

“things” were, staring back at us from the instrument panel? We said to ourselves, please, let it 

work out so I can become an airline pilot and live the glamorous and adventurous life I had only 

dreamed about? (Until we actually got there and met our first crew scheduler telling us we were 

flying over Christmas) If you were lucky enough to have a great flight instructor, really your 

first mentor, on that first day, you came away with all your fears washed away. You were made 

to feel like you were actually cut from the right cloth and were on the way to your dreams. 

 

As we progressed and worked our way from level to level in the never-ending climb to our next 

goal, we were being slowly molded and shaped by each pilot we encountered. Not just by 

adding ratings and hours in our log books, but we were being molded into the type of pilot we 

would become. Small things, insignificant occurrences, attitudes, body languages, appearances, 

demeanors and interactions with others, all contributed to the future “Guy in the Left Seat” in 

waiting. 

 

Finally we got the brass ring. The letter or call came from the personnel department 

saying we were hired by an airline and given a class date. On that first day of class we 

met up with all sorts of folks from varied backgrounds and experiences. From the first 

introductions through the first few weeks of class and interactions, the personalities 

bubbled to the surface. The civilians, the corporates, the military, and of course the 

fighter pilots, their “own” military. Some cocky, some quiet, some humble, some not, but all 

with a different route to the same classroom. 

 
Continued next page 



(Continued) 

 

 

Training flashed past and the line flying came quickly. We settled into the right seat and our 

rightful spot in the pecking order. Just slightly above a wheel chock and light years behind the 

flight attendants. It was clear right, and I’ll take the chicken. Our next several years would all 

be shaped by the “guy in the left seat.” Sharing legs and which airports you got to land at were 

all dependent on the Left Seat’s “steely eyed evaluation” of your “stuff,” if he had never flown 

with you before, and the notes in his book if he had. Some in the left seat it was rumored, even 

made guys be “sparky” the radio operator. Many were talkative, some were quiet, some flew 

your leg by giving directions, some watched and then commented, some watched and critiqued, 

some said nothing at all. Some in the left seat were smooth on the controls, some were rough 

and sloppy, some hand flew a lot, some used the auto pilot, some were easy going, some were 

uptight, some were nice to everyone, some were rude, some were proud of their appearance, 

some could care less, some were by the book and some were not. 

 

With every step along the way, from our first flight to our last, we interacted with a 

multitude of personalities, and with each encounter we subconsciously gathered bits and pieces 

of knowledge and information, habit patterns, quirks and idiosyncrasies. 

Eventually every one of these bits and pieces came together to shape each of “US,” the next 

“GUY IN THE LEFT SEAT.” 

 

For the Captains reading this, what kinda “Guy in the Left Seat” were You? 



Bob’s Blurbs 
 

Here are 2 sad photos of what has become of National’s Ship N4740. Sad sort of, like a sailor 

watching his ship sink below the waves. How many times did I do a walk-a-round inspection of 

her and how many times did we sit in those seats? 

Photos were sent to me by Steve Mills. 

 

 
 

 

“When you have tasted flight, you will forever walk 
the earth with your eyes turned skyward, for there 
you have been, and there you will always long to 

return.” 



 

Central Florida Buccaneers Luncheon December 2017 

Bob’s Blurbs 
Those present were: John and Linda Wentworth, Jack & Sandi Gordon, Kay Strauss, Jim 

Gannon, Steve & Linda Mills, Chuck Oliveros, Bob & Sharon Thrasher, Don & Doris 

Morgan, Don Dewitt, Bob Murrell, Minnie Perarl, Grant Makay, Larry Helms, Bill Griscom, 

Dan Pierce, Bill Streleki, Bill West, Dave Blessing, John Bowling, Bob & Helen Mact, James 

& Hiloa O’Reilly, Ernie Ellison, and lastly, Norton & Pam Elder. 

 

The 50/50 was won by Sharon Thrasher & Gail Murreles 

 

Norton Elder gave a short report about Les Williams being stuck at home mostly due to 

needing a walker to get around now a days. Some of us are trying to visit him as he spends 

several months in the Leesburg, Florida area in the winter. 
 

We did the traditional Yankee Trader gift exchange and had 30 people attend. Stan Barfield 

was fighting a bad cold and was not able to attend and so with our former long time president 

John Wentworth’s guidance and urging I as the only club officer present did the necessary 

announcements. Kay Strauss and Linda Wentworth did the gift exchange. A good time was 

had by all. 

Hope you all had a nice Merry Christmas and have a Happy New Year 

Bob Thrasher 

Happy Anniversary to two of our 
favorite NAL Buccaneer members, 

NAL/PAA Flight Engineer Don 
Morgan and his lovely wife Doris. 

They celebrated their 70th wedding 
Anniversary Christmas Day 2017. 

The picture was taken at our recent 
NAL BUCS luncheon December 

13th. Congratulations Don and Doris.   

More luncheon photos next page 



Photos of NAL BUCS at Christmas Luncheon in Ocala from Bob Thrasher 



Sad News Department: On October 26th we lost F/A Michelene "Mike" Seidler 

Briggs at the age of 67. Mike came to National in October, 1970 and retired from 

Pan Am in 1982. She was married to our own Captain Curt Briggs and was living 

on their farm in Rogersville, Tennessee where she raised Arabian horses. 

   Jan McNatt, wife of Captain Art McNatt, passed away on December 12th at the 

age of 76. Her home was in Miami Lakes. 

   On December 14th Captain Herman Winkleman passed away at the age of 92. 

"Wink" joined National in November 1956 and eventually retired from Pan Am. He 

made his home in Jacksonville. 

   Note: We don't normally publish the passing of non National folks but 

occasionally, someone who has a special significance to us, is recognized. Such is 

the case with a lady named Mary Gaffaney. Mary was an accomplished pilot in 

her own right and ran a flight school on Tamiami airport for many years. Many 

National pilots took some, or most, of their training at her school before joining 

"our" airline. And so, since she did National a large favor, we say good-bye to her 

here. She was 91. (see next page) 

   We will miss these good people, we will NOT forget them. May their last flight 

West be fair of wind and free from turbulence! 

Gone but not forgotten 

Notes from John Wentworth 



 

-IN MEMORY-  
Mary was a pilot instructor extraordinaire. She was responsible for the 
multitude of ratings that got so many of us hired at National including myself. 
She let this ham handed pilot through her multi engine program in 1962 with a 
caution to be especially careful. I am not close to being qualified to comment 
on her aerobatic accomplishments. Sorry for the late notice of Mary's 
arrangements. We were just made aware of Mary's recent passing tonight by 
Captain Bob Cassube. Thank you Bob.  
 
http://www.legacy.com/obituaries/herald/obituaryaspx?n=mary-
gaffaney&pid=187535668 

Mary Gaffaney 

  

 GAFFANEY, MARY one of the World's greatest Aerobatic pilot, has passed 

away at age 91. Although Mary's residence and her businesses (Kendall 

Flying School/Kendall Gliderport) were located in Miami, Florida, Mary's life 

was spent in the air At the age of 16, Mary began her long journey with 

aviation and never stopped flying towards her goal of achieving almost every 

rating known to the Aviation World. She was the first female skywriter in the 

US, first female helicopter pilot in Florida and first woman to win Gold medals 

in the World Aerobatic Competition in 1970 &1972. But Mary was known to 

have three other loves in her life: her husband, her mother and her animals. 

Mary was predeceased by her husband, Charles Gaffaney, and her mother, 

Letty Tracy. She is survived by her brother, Jack Tracy. The viewing will be 

held at Miami Memorial Funeral Home-Westchester at 12 noon on Saturday 

Dec 16 followed by burial at 2 pm. In lieu of flowers, any donations in 

memoriam to Mary should be made to the ASPCA. 

Published in the Miami Herald on Dec. 15, 2017 

http://www.legacy.com/obituaries/herald/obituary.aspx?n=mary-gaffaney&pid=187535668
http://www.legacy.com/obituaries/herald/obituary.aspx?n=mary-gaffaney&pid=187535668

