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What is meant by the term referred to as 'POLITICAL CORRECTNESS’..
The definition is found in 4 telegrams at the Truman Library and Museum in Independence, Missouri. The
following are copies of four telegrams between President Harry Truman and Gen. Douglas MacArthur on the
day before the actual signing of the WWII Surrender Agreement in September 1945.. The contents of those four
telegrams below are exactly as received at the end of the war, not a word has been added or deleted!
(1) Tokyo, Japan 0800-September 1,1945
To: President Harry S Truman
From: General D A MacArthur
Tomorrow we meet with those yellow-bellied bastards and sign the Surrender
Documents, any last minute instructions?
(2) Washington, D C 1300-September 1, 1945
To: D A MacArthur
From: H S Truman
Congratulations, job well done, but you must tone down your obvious dislike of
the Japanese when discussing the terms of the surrender with the press, because
some of your remarks are fundamentally not politically correct!
(3)Tokyo, Japan 1630-September 1, 1945
To: H S Truman
From: D A MacArthur and C H Nimitz
Wilco Sir, but both Chester and I are somewhat confused, exactly what does the term politically correct mean?
4) Washington, D C 2120-September 1, 1945
To: D A MacArthur/C H Nimitz
From: H S Truman
Political Correctness is a doctrine, recently fostered by a delusional, illogical minority and promoted by a sick
mainstream media, which holds forth the proposition that it is entirely possible to pick up a piece of shit by the
clean end!

Now, with special thanks to the Truman
Museum and Harry himself, you and I
finally have a full understanding of
what 'POLITICAL CORRECTNESS'
means.
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A Hot Summer Day in the Air
My cousin, Skip, and I started our aviation careers
about the same time, back in the late 40’s; both of us
learning to fly at Bowman Field in Louisville. I started
a year or so ahead of Skip, and had my private pilot
license, while Skip was working on his this particular
summer – building his flight hours.
Skip had met a young girl, visiting from Memphis,
earlier that summer; and we thought it would be
adventuresome, along with a way to get some flying
experience, to fly to Memphis, and visit her late that
summer. Our little rental airplane was an Aeronca
Champion, which for those who aren’t familiar with
old airplanes is a small piper-cub-like training airplane
- two seats, one behind the other.
Skip, being the dapper young man that he was, and
wanting to impress the young lady, wore a brand new
green gabardine suite for the trip. Now, looking back,
that was really a pretty stupid idea. The little Aeronca
was cramped, only capable of about 80 mph; and it
would take well over 3 hours of flying, with a fuel stop
along the way - and it was a hot summer day. Better to
have worn something comfortable, and changed
clothes after reaching Memphis.
Before leaving Louisville, we checked the airplane
carefully, checking everything, and making sure the
fuel tank was full. With me in the front seat, as the
supposedly more experienced pilot, we set out for
Memphis. About an hour into the flight, the little fuel
gage on the glare shield (that’s the dash for those not
into airplane talk) was showing less than a quarter tank
- it should be almost 3/4 full at this point. Could we
have failed to check the tank? Could we have a leak?
The nearest airport to land and check the fuel was at
least 30 minutes, or more, away.
Running out of gas and having to make a forced
landing isn't a good idea. So, we decided we should
pick out a nice smooth farm field, land and make sure
we had enough fuel. We spotted a very long, smoothlooking grass field, and set up to land there. Just as the
wheels were about to settle in to the grass, I realized it
wasn't grass we were looking at, but the tops of a
wheat field - wheat that was about 6 feet high. Too
late! The little airplane settled into the crop, up to the

tops of the wings. Of course, plowing through six foot
tall wheat, it didn't roll very far.
Shutting down the engine, and looking into the gas
tank, it became apparent that we had plenty of gas - the
little cork float-gage was simply not working. But now
what? The airplane was nearly buried in 6 foot tall
wheat. We knew it was a very long field, but we didn't
know just where we were in it. We turned the airplane
around, and started the engine, then taxied back along
the "path" (more like a tunnel) we had made in the
wheat while landing – in fact, we went even a bit
further, mowing down several hundred more feet of the
farmer's crop. Turning back in the original direction,
we made several more runs each way – each time
going a bit further, but not getting fast enough to get
airborne. Finally, after three or four runs, we managed
to lift off, finally getting airborne, but destroying even
more of the crop. We did notice the farmer racing
down a parallel road in an old truck, shaking his fist at
us. Thankfully, he didn't get our aircraft registration
number, since there's no telling how much damage we
did to his crop.
This whole incident had really upset me; we decimated
the wheat crop, could have torn up the airplane, and
could have been injured. My stomach was churning.
Now, I've been flying for over 60 years, with over
40,000 hours of flight time - and have only been air
sick once. Unfortunately, this was that once! Between
the tension, the heat, the bumpy air, and maybe
something I had for breakfast - it happened. No sick
sacks on board. Solution: open the little sliding front
window, stick my head out and let go. The only
problem - Skip, in his nice new suit in the back seat,
had his window open. I think you get the picture, and it
wasn't a pretty one.
He did get a chance to "clean up a bit" when we finally
got to Memphis and before his girlfriend saw him;
though I'm not too sure how impressed she was (there
were still a few stains on his coat), and I don't believe
the "fragrance" was completely gone.
Fortunately, the trip back home a few days later was
uneventful and I've never been air sick since; but I
think that was the end of this summer romance.

Epilog

Some years later, I got a job with the company that had rented us the airplane; and during the winter months, when
the rental business was pretty slow, we would overhaul some ofthe airplanes – recovering the cloth wings and
fuselages. When the old cloth cover was stripped offthis particular airplane, the entire back end was completely
packed with old wheat stalks – probably 15 – 20 pounds worth . ---Charlie Starr
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Emirates Could Store 45 Planes Due to Pilot Shortage
Reprinted Courtesy of the RUPANEWS

Emirates is reducing some flights due to a pilot shortage. In the past Emirates sometimes store
planes briefly due to decreased seasonal demand. While parking planes isn’t cheap, it’s
certainly more expensive to fly them at a significant loss, so it’s the best option in those cases.
Emirates is currently dealing with an issue in unprecedented numbers. Specifically, Emirates
pilots are quitting to go work elsewhere. The airline has always had some level of turnover, but
they’ve never had anything to this degree. Emirates’ president said that the airline is “a tad short
on pilots,” which is perhaps the understatement of the year.
How bad is Emirates’ pilot shortage? Media reports suggest that Emirates will be parking 46
planes over the coming months:
•Emirates will park 11 Boeing 777s and 1 Airbus A380 this month.
•Emirates will park 1 4 Boeing 777s and six Airbus A380s in May.
•Emirates will park 11 Boeing 777s and three Airbus A380s in June.
Altogether that represents 36 Boeing 777s and 1 0 Airbus A380s, which is about 1 8% of
Emirates’ fleet (specifically 25% of their 777 fleet and about 1 0% of their A380 fleet).
While it’s possible that Emirates may have otherwise stored a few of these planes, the numbers
in which they’re storing these planes is unprecedented. Emirates is flying these planes to Dubai
World Central Airport (since there’s no room at Dubai International), so by June that airport
should look like an Emirates parking lot.
Some suggest that a fairly new widebody costs roughly a million dollars per month between
leasing and financing costs, as well as maintenance contracts and insurance. If that’s the case,
storing 46 planes would be a loss of $46 million per month, or over $500 million per year (though
presumably they wouldn’t be parked for that long).
Why are Emirates pilots leaving?
In the past, the contracts that Emirates offered were extremely competitive:
•The salary is mostly tax free
•Emirates covers housing and lots of other expenses for pilots
•The pay rates themselves are quite good
•You get to fly some cool planes as well; if I were a pilot I’d much rather fly an A380 or 777 than
a regional jet
Of course there are downsides as well. Emirates pilots work a lot of hours and work some crazy
hours (no matter how hard you try to adjust, I imagine working a 3AM flight never gets easy).
You also have to live in Dubai with no option to commute — personally that’s something I
wouldn’t mind, though I realize other people would far prefer a commuter contract, where they
work two weeks on and then two weeks off, or something.
So why are pilots suddenly leaving? Because there’s now a worldwide pilot shortage. 1 0 years
ago pilots couldn’t find jobs at major carriers and pay had been cut significantly. Now pilot pay is
as good as it has ever been, and Emirates hasn’t kept up. So, either pilots are moving back
home to find jobs there that pay comparably, or pilots are moving to other countries where
airlines are offering incredible contracts. For example, Chinese airlines are known for their
extremely lucrative contracts, with many pilots at Chinese airlines apparently earning $300,000+
per year, with the ability to commute.
Bottom line
We’ve seen Emirates park some planes before but have never seen them park 45+ planes at a
time, as far as I know. This isn’t just an adjustment for seasonal demand, but clearly reflects
their severe pilot shortage.
While I know Emirates has some pilots in training right now, it sure doesn’t sound to me like this
shortage will figure itself out in the next few months, because pilots are still leaving in droves.
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While Emirates pilots obviously aren’t unionized, it sounds to me like there might need to be some
negotiating when it comes to their contracts. What was once an industry leading benefits package
is no longer the case, and things are only getting worse.
I also don’t want to say that we should be worried as passengers, but ideally you want to fly with
an airline that has experienced pilots with lots of hours. Emirates simply isn’t able to maintain that
type of talent pool with what they’re offering right now.
Emirates’ president makes it sound like this problem will be solved in the coming months, though it
doesn’t look like that’s happening. This will be an interesting situation to follow as we move into
the summer.

United’s New Help Hub
Retiree Organization Leader In an ongoing effort to provide you with the same quality of technology and level of
overall experience that we deliver to our customers, the Human Resources and
Digital Technology teams are launching Help Hub, an upgrade and replacement of
the United ServiceAnywhere (USAW).
Help Hub makes it easy to find what you need, when you need it. It’s a one-stop
resource that allows you to easily find answers to questions and request services
from a variety of United teams that support employees (Employee Travel Center
and Badging). Help Hub provides you with information specific to your role and
you can monitor the progress of your requests via email or directly through the
portal.
Help Hub is launching on May 1 7 and with this deployment, USAW will no longer be
accessible. All USAW requests made prior to May 1 7 will be closed out using the
legacy system and any new requests will be made in Help Hub.
Help Hub will be accessible via the Employee Services tab in Flying Together on
both the web and personal devices. Visit the Help Hub home page starting May 1 7
to watch a brief video that will introduce you to this new resource and see the
attached Help Hub FAQ and user guide.
Thank you for your continued support.
Respectfully, Michelle Pritchett
Employee Travel Policy and Procedures Representative, Human Resources
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Ed. I received this article from several sources...including the RUPANEWS. It is not clear who the
author was, nor the original Editor referenced below.
"There were no radio ranges that I remember and we were still using NDBs and the old radio compass.
And I thought the ADF was for listening for music only while flying the great white F-101's,
We saw training films on VOR, but I never saw one until I got back in the states about 1957. "

Berlin Airlift: Plus Fifty - Now 70
Editors Note: This article originally ran in our sister publication, IFR magazine in the June 1998 issue to
recognize the 50th anniversary of the Berlin Airlift. With the 70th anniversary approaching, and with the
passing of so many of the veterans who acted courageously to supply the citizens of Berlin, we are running
it again to help keep alive the memories of what
theyaccomplished. June, 1948. It seems like a lifetime ago. Come
to think of it, aviation-wise, it is. By today’s standards, the
aircraft were primitive, air-traffic control procedures were
archaic—sometimes non-existent—and our instrument
proficiency left much to be desired, to put it generously.
I had just celebrated my 24th birthday in Athens, where I was
assigned as Air Attaché, when the call went out for all pilots in
the theater who were qualified in the venerable C-47 “Gooney
Bird.”
The Russians had just closed down the road and rail corridors
into Berlin from West Germany and the U.S. proposed to support
the entire city by air.
I had 3000 hours, most of it in fighters, with 300 hours in the Gooney Upon arrival in Weisbaden, Germany,
the initial staging area, I discovered that this “qualified” me as first pilot. A single orientation ride with a
young 60th Troop Carrier pilot named Frenchy Bennett and I was certified to fly the airlift. In any weather.
They assigned me a co-pilot, Captain Eddie Onze (later killed in Korea), who had never been in an aircraft
with more than one throttle. Our combined instrument proficiency, on a scale of 0 to 10, rated about 1/2 to
1.
During World War II, pilots who went through fighter school spent most of their instrument rides doing
aerobatics under the hood. This made us moderately proficient in unusual attitudes, but as for straightandlevel down the airway and approaches, we weren’t so hot.
When the press and movie makers got around to glamorizing the operation in The Big Lift, most of the
credit went to the “Big Willies,” the C-54s and their crews. My good friend Al Freiberger even got a
speaking part in the movie, mostly on the strength of his involvement in “Operation Little Vittles,” the
famous candy bar drop to kids on handkerchief parachutes. War Weary C-47s Not to detract from Al and his
buddies, but when Operation Vittles started, we were all flying old troop carrier C-47s. These ships were
war-weary in the extreme, with thousands of hours on airframes, and, to a lesser degree, engines. They had
been in constant use since well before D-Day, carrying paratroops, towing gliders, hauling cargo. Some had
seen service with European Air Transport Service, essentially a military-operated airline.
A word of praise for the Douglas C-47: No more reliable or forgiving aircraft has ever been built. We got
away with youthful stupidities that would have killed us in any other airplane. I once flew a Goon from
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Wiesbaden to Tempelhof—slowly—with a load of
12,500 pounds, two-and-half times the design
payload. It didn’t look that heavy. I should have
aborted the takeoff. Didn’t. I should have checked
the weight and balance. Didn’t. Fortunately for us,
Air Force maintenance crews were superb. We had
little trouble with engines—let’s give some of the
credit to Pratt & Whitney, too. We experienced few
inflight emergencies. Radios were the toughest to
maintain because of the constant damp and ever
present flour and coal dust. We flew the first six
weeks of horrible weather in those old clunkers with
just one fatal accident, thereby dumfounding both
ourselves and the Russians.
Avionics—I use the term loosely—were another
matter. All the gyro instruments were vacuum
driven. Attitude and heading indicators were subject
to tumbling if certain bank and pitch angles were
exceeded or even if an abrupt change in attitude
occurred. You could be—and we often
were—reduced to flying needle, ball and ripcord. At
the time, we didn’t think much of it. Comm radios
consisted of the old four-channel push-button VHF
sets left over from the war. Navigation radios were
low-frequency receivers for the old four-leg radio
ranges. It seems archaic now, but the most reliable
nav radio we had was ADF; it was our version of
GPS.
Although thunderstorms made it necessary to use
ADF in the loop position to find an aural null, we
flew in horrible weather with a navaid most pilots
now consider little more than a glorified AM radio.
All of these limitations kept the two-man crew of a
C-47 pretty busy; we did our own flying and our
own navigating. Navigators would have been
nothing but extra weight. Some RAF Yorks carried
them to operate their “Gee” radar equipment, but we
had no such luxuries. Even the C-54s stopped
carrying navigators; they weren’t worth the payload.
Things got hectic when there was icing. Boots on the
Gooney, while usually adequate for light rime,
required judgment in heavy or mixed icing. The
same boots were installed on C-54s, but they had it
easier because they carried a flight engineer to keep
an eye on things. Horrible Weather Did I mention
that the weather was horrible? The Russians must
have had excellent forecasters, for they picked the
right time to blockade Berlin. Although the lift
started during the European High Summer, when the
weather is supposedly best, the first few weeks gave
The Golden Contrails

us the worst weather of the entire operation, at least
for the months that I flew it.
Thunderstorms, heavy rain, icing—all were
everyday phenomena. One hundred-foot ceilings
were the norm on many days during those early
weeks. Three hundred feet was a luxury. The
approach to Tempelhof was between seven-story
apartment buildings 1/4-mile apart, yet we managed
it day in and day out, achieving a remarkable safety
record. As the airlift evolved, so did the air traffic
and routing plan. There were three 20-mile-wide
corridors in and out of Berlin. The northern corridor,
which ran northwest (about 300 degrees) was used
mostly by the British. The southern and longest
corridor ran from Fulda Beacon northeast (about 45
degrees) and was used exclusively by inbound U.S.
aircraft. The central corridor—about 270
degrees—ran from Berlin to the Brunswick Beacon,
then southwest to Fritlzar, then back to Wiesbaden.
The central corridor was used solely for return
flights. Air traffic control wasn’t a bit like what
we’re used to now, of course. There was no en route
or terminal radar during the early days of the lift,
although both Tempelhof and Wiesbaden had GCA
radar—ground controlled approach. Navigation was
strictly dead reckoning, with what help we could get
from ADF fixes. Fortunately, USAF and RAF
weather services were excellent, so winds aloft
forecasts were usually accurate.
A typical C-47 run to Tempelhof began with a climb
northeast to assigned altitude to the Fulda Beacon,
an ADF fix. At this point you checked in with ATC
and adjusted airspeed if necessary to maintain
separation. In-trail separation at same altitudes en
route was nine minutes, with 500 or 1000 feet of
vertical separation.
Once into the corridor, however, you were on your
own until near Berlin, a 200-mile dead reckon leg
with no
intermediate
fixes. Because the
corridors were
only 20 miles
wide, in-trail
separation was
important to
avoid collisions.
(We never had
one.) In the early
weeks of the lift,
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Berlin Airlift cont.

we flew an inbound leg of the Tempelhof Range, but
the Russians soon jammed the frequency so that we
couldn’t get a cone-of-silence as the volume
continued to build as we flew into East Germany. So
we flew the fix purely on the clock.
Later, they gave us an ADF fix, a “buncher beacon,”
at Wedding, about six miles northwest ofTempelhof.
On a good day, thunderstorms permitting, you could
pick it up from 20 miles out. Once at Wedding, GCA
vectored us onto final approach, at three-minute
intervals. Despite the flow of traffic into Tempelhof,
holding patterns were used only at the western
(return) end, as they would have created too much
congestion around Berlin.
When used at Wiesbaden, they were standard, oneminute, left-hand holding patterns, with aircraft in a
stack awaiting approach clearances. There was an
ADF approach for Wiesbaden, plus GCA when we
really needed it. By-and-large, Wiesbaden weather
wasn’t as bad as what we encountered at Berlin.
What Minimums?
If there were any published minimums at Tempelhof,
I’ve forgotten what they may have been. GCA—the
precursor of PAR—brought us all the way in until we
either broke out or ran out of guts.

minutes later I heard approach say, “Willie Six, hold
one minute east of Wiesbaden Beacon at 5000.” I
chopped the power, slammed the nose down and
caught a glimpse ofWillie Six as he passed about
what looked to be 20 feet overhead. Just then the
Wiesbaden controller gasped, “My God, I forgot
Willie One!” The controller was a good friend of
mine, but we had a few words that evening over a
martini. In all fairness, at that stage, the operation
was so disorganized and everyone was so
overworked that mistakes were bound to happen.
Flight crews flew around the clock, grabbing coffee
and a sandwich while aircraft were serviced and
reloaded. After about 36 hours on the job, we’d catch
12 hours sleep, hopefully a solid meal and start over
Controllers were just as overworked. Tunner Arrives
In the early weeks of the airlift, we learned our IFR
skills on the go. By operating aircraft in blocks of the
same type, airspeed conflicts were minimized.
But loading and maintenance problems gummed up
the works. Eventually, many of these problems were
overcome by moving everything but the Gooney
Birds to other bases. Still, the total tonnage required
to support Berlin fell short.

Enter Gen. William H. Tunner. Tunner had made his
My own personal minimums were about 100 feet and reputation running the famed “Hump” in World War
1/4 mile.
II, supplying China across the Himalayas. The man
I have, over the years, flown a few zero-zero
knew how to run an airlift. In a very short time,
approaches, but only one on GCA and that was a
Tunner had things running smoothly.
matter of necessity. After many years and several
A block of aircraft took off three minutes apart, flew
hundred GCA approaches, in hindsight, I’d say that to Tempelhof and landed three minutes apart. One
GCA is about as reliable as the pilot at the controls. corridor in, another out. If you missed the
There’s inevitably a built-in delay between the
approach—pretty rare, actually—you simply climbed
controller’s instruction and the pilot’s execution.
out, took the “out” corridor and went back to
However, at the time, most of us had absolute
Wiesbaden.
confidence in the Tempelhof GCA and probably
pushed our minimums lower than would have been
safe with the average CCA. In retrospect, if I’m
going below 300 feet with less than 1/2 mile now, I
prefer ILS. We began to regard the return approach to
Wiesbaden as more dangerous than Berlin. ATC was
just better at Berlin. For instance, I was flying
“Willie One” (first aircraft in a westbound block
from Tempelhof to Wiesbaden) in the soup, with a
malfunctioning transmitter. We acknowledged
instructions from ATC by clicking the mic
button—once for “yes,” twice for “no.” Wiesbaden
approach cleared us to hold one minute east of the
Wiesbaden Beacon at 5000 feet. Click. A few
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No delays. Maximum tonnage. Oh, the navigation equipment was still primitive and the airplanes stunk to
high heaven of sour milk and coal dust, but things ran smoother. By then, most of us had become very
proficient instrument pilots—we were alive to prove it—and could find our way to Berlin without much
help. I always tried to get the first aircraft in my block because it was usually loaded with milk and was
assigned the lowest altitude. The milk came from Denmark in bottles similar to today’s one-liter Pepsi
bottles. At altitude, the milk tended to rise in the neck of the bottle and pop off the pressed-paper cap.
Funny thing, on every trip, there always seemed to be two liters whose tops would pop at altitude and
would be empty on arrival. Milk was hard to come by in Germany in 1948 and we all craved it. Although
he was an organizational genius, Gen. Tunner couldn’t solve one problem:
Tempelhof was a terrible airfield for an air-cargo operation. Located in the center of Berlin, very near the
East German boundary, it was small, more or less circular in shape and little more than 5000 feet in
diameter. The eastern side was taken up by terminal buildings, and there was a concrete taxi ramp 400 to
500 feet wide around the exterior boundary, which was a brick or concrete wall about five feet high. The
surface was grass; no paved runways at first. Later, engineers built a proper runway.
Obviously, the German engineers had never foreseen the volume of traffic generated by an airlift. Landings
were, of necessity, mostly to the east and takeoffs to the west, regardless of wind. Tunner brought over the
C-54s and got them flying out of Rhein-Main, near Frankfurt. They had trouble with Tempelhof, which by
now was heavily rutted. Those ruts were axle-deep to a C-47. Not at all good for aircraft with nosewheels.
It was obvious that the 54s couldn’t operate off that rutted grass, so they built them a runway. Till the day I
left, however, we C-47 pilots always used the grass or cheated off the taxi ramp. Hold the brakes. Set
takeoff power. Release brakes. Roll about 400 feet and pop half flaps.
Stagger into the air and wallow out for the next three or four miles at V2, until you could safely milk up the
flaps. It wasn’t real bright of us, but we had the only airplane that would allow us to do it. So we did. I’ve
had the privilege of flying with many of the world’s best aviators. Any airline pilot does. But none of them
were any better IFR pilots than that bunch of young C-47 pilots who carried the ball in those first few
months of the Berlin Airlift. My logbook tells me that I flew 196 round trips to Berlin in 1948; right around
1000 hours. Since then, I have logged nearly 38,000 accident-free hours, 8000 of them in Gooney Birds, of
either the C-47 or DC-3 persuasion. I’ve flown military jets and civilian airliners, some lovely aircraft and
some real dogs. The softest spot in my heart, however, is reserved for the old girl that some wag at
Carswell once christened “Hustler’s Mother.”
She came off the line at Douglas before most of today’s pilots were born and at airfields scattered around
the globe, she’s flying still. Long may she continue to do so. J.B. McLaughlin retired from the Air Force
as a colonel in 1961.
Tempelhof GCA Best in the Business - Sidebar by Forrest Ott
I had been trained as a pilot during the war but when it ended, we were told we either had to learn another
specialty or leave the service. That’s how I ended up as an air traffic controller at Tempelhof.
The way the Air Force was in those days—and the way the lift was—I did a lot of flying, too, and ended up
as a C-54 commander by the end of the operation, even though I’d never flown a four-engine aircraft going
in.
When the lift started, ATC was chaotic, to say the least. We were strictly non-radar; separation was entirely
by time and pilot position report. Early in the lift, it became obvious that standard procedure wasn’t going
to work.
I can recall one day shortly after the lift began that we had airplanes stacked up over Berlin to 10,000 feet,
waiting for approach clearance. As activity increased, we would soon run out of sky.
Then someone in General Tunner’s staff figured it made more sense to have the airplanes commence a
GCA when they arrived at Tempelhof then go back to Rhein-Main or Weisbaden if they had to miss the
approach. It worked After that, no more holding.
We got limited en route radar at Tempelhof in early 1949, so separation was done with radar, time and
The Golden Contrails
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Berlin Airlift cont.

position reports. But sure wasn’t the sort ofATC
we’re used to now.
Pilots announced time and position over a certain
fix, say the Fulda beacon, and the pilot behind
would know that he was supposed to be over the
same fix three minutes later. If he were early, he
would slow down, if late, he would speed up. ATC
wouldn’t necessarily say a word.
Even with the en route radar at Tempelhof, we had
no transponders. Fighters had IFF, but it returned
identical codes so all of the targets looked the same.
For radar identification, we had to issue turns.
To keep conflicts to a minimum, we would launch
blocks of the same type of aircraft. They’d come as
a block and go out as block. The altitudes involved
were quite low. Since there was no terrain to speak
of, we flew as low as 2000 feet, which was more
efficient, since descending and climbing just took up

time to no advantage. We reserved one altitude for
C-54s on three engines. If one landed on three, it
was going out on three, too. It was all fairly routine.
Tempelhof had GCA—ground controlled
approach—from the start of the lift and it was used
even in good weather, to stay proficient. It was a
new system and although very few crews had flown
it, they learned fast They had to.
The minimums were nominally 200-and-a-half,
same as modern ILS. But you really set your own.
You got called a “senior smogger and fogger” when
you got the reputation for landing in any kind of
weather. I clearly remember a night GCA into into
Tempelhof between those apartment buildings in
1/8th-mile visibility. Those buildings were out there
but I sure couldn’t see them. But we had confidence
in the GCA operators. I thought it was the best
approach aid ever invented. And to this day, I still
do.

♦You know that tingly little feeling you get when you like someone? That's your common
sense leaving your body.
♦Did you know that dolphins are so smart that within a few weeks of captivity, they can train
people to stand on the very edge of the pool and throw them fish?
♦My therapist says I have a preoccupation with vengeance. We'll see about that.
♦I think my neighbor is stalking me as she's been googling my name on her computer. I saw
it through my telescope last night.
♦My therapist said that my narcissism causes me to misread social situations. I’m pretty sure
she was hitting on me.
♦Denny’s has a slogan, “If it’s your birthday, the meal is on us.” If you’re in Denny’s and it’s
your birthday, your life sucks!
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The World's First Airline Stewardess
Reprinted Courtesy of the RUPANEWS

1 930: Ellen Church becomes the world's first airline stewardess, working a Boeing Air Transport
flight from Oakland, California, to Chicago. The flight takes 20 hours and involves 1 3 stops along
the way.
Church, a registered nurse from Iowa, was so enamored of
flying that she became a certified pilot. She approached BAT
(the forerunner of United Airlines) looking for a pilot's job, a
futile hope for women in those days. But the BAT exec did like
Church's other suggestion: that commercial airliners carry
nurses on board.
Smelling a publicity coup, and figuring that on-board nurses
would help quell the public's fear – very real at the time – of
flying, he sold her proposal to the boys at the top. BAT hired
eight nurses, including Church, for what it thought would be a
three-month experiment.
These weren't just any nurses, though. Even then, there were
strict physical requirements for what BAT referred to as "sky
girls." In addition to being a registered nurse, the successful
candidate had to be single, under 25, no taller than 5-feet-4, and she could weigh no more than
11 5 pounds. And although it wasn't written down anywhere, the prospective stewardess had to be
attractive, at least to the guy doing the hiring.
So they were trim and petite, which did not necessarily suit the rigors of the job. That's because
the first stewardesses did a lot more than merely serve passengers, pass out airsick bags or take
a pulse now and then. They were expected to haul luggage, screw down loose seats, help with
fueling the plane and finally, at day's end, help the pilots push the plane into the hangar.
Like a lot of other service jobs, working conditions for stewardesses – flight attendants in today's
parlance – only improved with their determination to organize and use the power of the union to
obtain better pay and benefits.
As for Church, she worked as a stew for 1 8 months before being grounded as a result of injuries
sustained in an automobile accident. She returned to nursing, but her flying days weren't over yet:
During World War II, she served as a captain in the Army Nurses Corps, receiving the Air Medal
for distinguished service in the European Theater.
After the war, Church continued her nursing career in Terre Haute, Indiana. She was killed in a
horseback riding accident in 1 965.
The airfield in her hometown of Cresco, Iowa, is named in her honor.
Ed. Thanks to this tip from Lee Meyners...check out

http://calmemories.com
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The Most Incredible Tour I’ve Ever Taken – on JFK’s Air Force One in 1 980
During much of November, 2013, the media was saturated with stories and endless examinations of every
conceivable aspect of the 50th Anniversary of the assassination of President Kennedy on November 22nd,
1963. As these images and news stories flashed in front of my mind I was, intermittently, transported back
in my memory to the winter of 1980, and getting a very personalized tour aboard a Boeing 707 with the tail
number 26000.
But what made THIS B-707 unique was that on both sides'
of the fuselage, it had these words in large letters --UNITED STATES OF AMERICA. The public knew it as
Air Force One. At that time I was manager of publicity at
Continental Airlines in our headquarters at LAX, located
near the ocean at 7300 World Way West. As an aviation
aficionado all my life, and as an even more proud American
citizen (I was born in London!) I’ve always been intensely
interested in American politics.
When I discovered that anytime Air Force One flew to Los Angeles with the president, the aircraft parked
at Continental’s hangars, I was intrigued – and thrilled. The Continental PR team was always involved in
working with the media when they came out to “greet and meet the president” – and because of that, I got to
know the Secret Service guys who played a major role in these events.
As time went on I developed a kinship with one of them (I still have his business card) and each time AF
One came to LAX, I got the feeling he “trusted” me more and more. He told me the Secret Service used the
Continental Hangars’ as they were the most secured place at the airport. “Not anywhere near the main
terminals,” he said, "and as close to the ocean as possible,” then with a smile, “without actually being in it.”
I asked him if the next time AF One flew into LKAX, could I get a tour inside?
He said YES!
In the Fall of 1980, AF One flew in with President Reagan on board and, along with Al Feldman, the new
CEO of Continental, we got to take a tour inside one of the most famous airplanes in the world. As we stood
at the bottom of the steps to go on the aircraft, there was this big, hefty looking USAF Master Sergeant
who, in a loud voice, and in VERY firm tones, said “Do not take anything once you get on board. We’ll give
you a Gift Pack before you leave. ”

There were several things that surprised me. After entering
by the door nearest the nose, and immediately by the right
hand side, there was this sort of huge keyboard with the
telephone connections to most of the world’s key leaders. In
some strange way, it reminded me of the “Dr. Strangelove”
movie. My next surprise was that I’d expected there’d be
some sort of bedroom. There wasn’t. I mean every time one
saw the president get off #26000 anyplace overseas, he always looked so refreshed and rested. But no bed?
The Golden Contrails
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That seemed incredible to me. I also noticed, as we headed towards the far end of the ‘plane, it got less
and less comfortable. Our guide, in a somewhat condescending tone of voice, told us, “that’s the media
section.”
This B-707 – tail number 26000 - flew Kennedy to Dallas. It was also the first of two USAF aircraft
specifically fitted out for use by the president of the USA, and was referred to as Air Force One when the
president was aboard, at other times as SAM 26000. Costing $8 million back then, she entered service in
1962, and was used by President Kennedy, Johnson and Nixon. On March 24th, 1998, SAM 26000 was
retired to the National Museum of the United States Air Force at Wright Patterson AFB, near Dayton,
Ohio.
As I stood in the exact spot where Johnson was sworn in as President of the USA, an eerie chill run up and
down my spine, as I imagined that now famous scene and photo. It’s impossible to fully describe how I
felt, and what my emotions were to be on board a still in use presidential aircraft in the Fall of 1980. Here
I was standing in the same plane that President Kennedy had gone to Dallas in, but returned to Washington
in a coffin.
I’ve been to many of the WW2’s most famous battlefields around the world, and seen
countless “things” as a travel writer in 51 countries, that many people can only dream
about. However, as I toured Air Force One that day in 1980 at the LAX Continental
Airlines hangar, I’ve never felt more alone, or experienced such powerful sadness
about that awful day in 1963 Dallas. Being aboard a B-707 called Air Force One, tail
number of 26000, and knowing its unique part in American history, was the most
incredible experience of my life.

Swimmers
An elderly man in the Atherton Tablelands, Australia, had owned a large farm for several years.
He had a large pond in the back. It was properly shaped for swimming, so he fixed it up nice
with picnic tables, horseshoe courts, and some apple and peach trees.
One evening the old farmer decided to go down to the pond, as he hadn't been there for a
while, and look it over.
He grabbed a twenty-litre bucket to bring back some fruit.
As he neared the pond, he heard voices, shouting and laughing with glee.
As he came closer, he saw it was a bunch of young women skinny-dipping in his pond.
He made the women aware of his presence, and they all went to the deep end.
One of the women shouted to him, 'We're not coming out until you leave!'
The old man frowned, 'I didn't come down here to watch you ladies swim naked or make you
get out of the pond naked.'
Holding the bucket up he said, 'I'm here to feed the crocodile...'

Some old men can still think fast!

The Golden Contrails
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Ed. Many thanks to Roger Nefffor this superb article.

The NGM Approach into KSA
Flying the Islands with Air Mike

Okay, let’s see that flight plan:
At 1128 local time Monday morning on the 1 st of December, 1986, Continental Air Micronesia Flight #956
pushed back from the gate at Agana, Guam and began its long journey across the Western Pacific to Honolulu, a
distance of 3,802 nautical miles. This flight, known by the locals as “The Island Hopper” or more often as
simply just “The Hopper”, would normally stop at four or five other island destinations along the way – Truk,
Pohnpei, Kwajalein, Majuro and, once each week when eastbound, at Johnston Island – before arriving at its
Hawaiian terminus on Oahu. Normally. But, today it would be different; a new and additional stop had been
included into the flight plan. This will be Air Mike’s inaugural flight to the island of Kosrae – KSA or, in the
ICAO format, PTSA – as well as the grand opening event for its new, modern airport and terminal facility.
As a gesture of good will to the Trust Territories, the United States government had just completed the
construction of a new 5,750 foot long runway (Rwy 5-23) for this verdant, emerald green island in the Federated
States of Micronesia. This length would comfortably accommodate jet traffic and Flight 956 would mark the
beginning of regularly scheduled airline service for the people of Kosrae, linking them with the other island
nations of the Pacific and opening the gateway for tourism and the new businesses which would be generated by
the visitors to their lush rain forests and tranquil, pristine beaches. In effect, the new jet runway represented the
path to progress and a promise of economic growth and future development for their beautiful home.
The Island Hopper was usually flown by one of Air Mike’s three Boeing 727-100 jets. And, to accommodate
both the needs of the passengers and the demands for cargo delivery, two of those planes – aircraft 475 and 476 –
were usually operated in a two pallet, seventy eight seat configuration: two pallets of freight in the forward cabin
area, then a bulkhead, a galley, and next, the seventy eight passenger seats in a standard coach format, three
abreast on either side of the aisle.
However today, because of the very special significance of this inaugural flight, aircraft 476 – or Nu-Ju as it had
been named by the islanders – was configured to accommodate only passengers: a one hundred seventeen seat all
coach cabin arrangement. And, going into Kosrae today,
all of those seats were filled.
Because the inauguration of this scheduled jet service for
Kosrae represented such a significant step forward for
that island as well as a benefit for all of the Micronesian
States, dignitaries from the other islands as well as from
the U.S. Department of State planned to attend this
important opening ceremony. Those few passenger seats
not taken by these VIPs were occupied by members of
various missionary groups and, in one case, one of their
church choirs.
Our flight attendants later mentioned that the choir group sang hymns the whole time while en-route, takeoff to
touchdown. Nervous first time flyers?
“ ♫ Nearer My God to Thee . . .♪ ”
The Golden Contrails
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Getting There Is Half The Fun:
Going across the vast open blue waters of the
Pacific, Air Mike’s flights utilized the Omega Very
Low Frequency (V.L.F.) radio system for point-topoint long range navigation. And, upon arrival at
their island destinations, the instrument approach
procedures used for landing were based on an ADF
(Automatic Directional Finder) in the cockpit and
non-directional radio beacons (NDBs) located at the
individual airports themselves. (Well . . . sometimes
on the airport.) But, like so many things which
were different on this particular day, the NDB
instrument approach for Kosrae was no exception.
As a matter of fact, there wasn’t one: It didn’t yet
exist.
A non-directional beacon had been installed on the
island but, although it was actually capable of
operation, it had not been flight tested by the
Federal Aviation Administration – the FAA – and
therefore was not officially commissioned. An
approach procedure had been drawn up for the
airport (TERPS strikes again!) but it was not yet
approved and therefore equally unusable. And
additionally, while waiting for all of this to be
blessed by the powers that be, Jeppesen – the
service which provides en-route maps and approach
charts for the airlines – had not published the
Kosrae approach plate for our flight manuals.
Consequently, Kosrae was strictly limited to a daytime VFR operation. Period.
Enter the NGM Approach:
In October of 1986, the National Geographic
Magazine published an article entitled “New Pacific
Nations”. (Volume 170, Number 4.) That article
covered the Common Wealth of the Northern
Marianas, the Federated States of Micronesia, and
the Republic of the Marshall Islands. Best of all, on
page 478 and 479 there was a short discussion of
Kosrae – and a nice aerial photograph which had
been taken from over the new airport, showing in
detail the new runway and terminal area. Lacking
nothing better (or anything else for that matter), the
new and improvised NGM (National Geographic
Magazine) Approach was born. Later on we would
refer to this as the Kosrae One Visual, NGM
Transition.
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When Flight 956 departed Guam, our captain, Bob
Appleton – who, by the way, was also our Air Mike
Chief Pilot – had this October issue tucked away in
his flight bag so we could use it as a reference when
we arrived at Kosrae. And use it we did.
Additionally, upon our arrival and before landing,
we flew once completely around the island, paper
and pencil in hand, noting and sketching those
details we deemed important for navigational
reference. (The VIPs on board thought it was a
sightseeing tour and they loved it!) Xeroxed copies
of the National Geographic picture and copies of
this “hand-drawed” map were distributed to Air
Mike crews for all subsequent flights to Kosrae and
they were our best – and only – reference until the
approach was approved by the FAA and finally
published by Jepps.
Look out Rand-McNally: You ain’t got nothin’ on
us!
Jet-age state-of-the-art en-route navigation
equipment, a 1930s era approach aid system –
which wasn’t working yet – and a picture from a
magazine for our 10-7 and 16-1 pages . . . Really
high tech!
Can you imagine going into Chicago O’Hare or
Newark using a copy of a back issue of an old
National Geographic Magazine for an unpublished
visual approach?
Didn’t think so.
Would Delta do it? Never! Southwest? Maybe.
Hey, out here YOU’RE the airline:
The Air Mike operation was a whole different style
of airline flying, especially out in the smaller
islands. No FAA to deal with (No loss there!); no
radar; no VORs; no precision approach aids; cruise
and through clearances issued by the Oakland Air
Traffic Control Center in California and relayed
over the HF (High Frequency) radio by ARINC
(Aeronautical Radio Inc.) in Honolulu: It was pretty
basic. And we were operating on six thousand foot
runways in most cases – usually with water on at
least three sides – and no taxiways; maybe a VASI
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The NGM Approach into KSA - continued

(when it worked and hadn’t been knocked out of
alignment), runway end identifier lights (maybe) and
runway edge lights – medium or high intensity – for
night operation . . . Oh, don’t forget the NDB
approaches, often at night in a tropical rain and over
a pitch black ocean.
State-side crews would have considered any part of
this to be a compounded emergency situation. It
wasn’t for everyone and our Air Mike crews took a
special and very well-deserved pride in handling the
many unique challenges posed by our island routes
and in maintaining a safe, reliable operation.
Once the wheels left the ground in Guam, you were
the airline until touching down in Honolulu. Yap and
Palau . . . It was the same thing going west; you
were the airline. We did have air traffic control –
when you could understand their version of English
– in Japan, Okinawa, the Philippines, Taiwan, and
Port Moresby, New Guinea. And we even had
contract ground services there, too. But you were
still the airline.
Talk about the captain’s authority!

We developed an esprit de corps, an élan not found
in any of the other bases. We held our heads high
and felt proud of our performance, our
accomplishments, and our skills and ability. And,
conversely, we felt a certain sense of pity for those
who, day after day, plodded the Northeast Corridor
from Boston or Newark to Buffalo and on to
Cleveland and maybe Chicago or such. Pairings like
that were considered flights from Tedium non-stop to
Monotony and usually carrying Boredom as a
primary alternate.
Newark non-stop to Paris via two crew meals and a
long hour’s nap? Not us!
We had the very best flying in the industry . . . We
knew it and we loved it.

Time to go:

Flight 956 departed Kosrae at 1833 local after an
hour and fourteen minute ground time; our thirty
minute planned turn was a bit delayed by the
welcoming ceremony. Everybody – and I do mean
EVERYBODY on the island – turned out for the
celebration. It was a big, big event. As part of the
inaugural ceremonies I think Captain Bob Appleton
was even made an honorary tribal chief. That gave a
It’s that French word thing:
whole new dimension and meaning to his title of
This demanding type of operation placed a special “CHIEF Pilot”.
requirement and burden on the shoulders of all of our
crew members – both cockpit and cabin – and, as a
team, we all rose to that challenge. Our state-side Let me have the Parking Checklist:
brethren often thought of Guam as the absolute pits
and those of us assigned out here must have really
done something really very, very terribly wrong to The remainder of our flight to Hawaii was uneventful
have been condemned to such a miserable aviation and, after a total flying time (GUM to HNL) of ten
purgatory. Devil’s Island sounded better to them. hours and twenty-four minutes (10+24) and a
thirteen hour, fifty seven minute duty day (13+57),
Even Newark!
we blocked into the gate in Honolulu at 0525 local
But they were wrong! All most all of us bid for our time (1525Z) just as the dawn was breaking on a
assignment out here and the base became very beautiful Monday morning. Yup, Monday; another
Remember: we had crossed the
senior, especially for the window seats – the captain Monday.
International
Date
Line -- 180º Longitude -- traveling
and first officer positions. And, for a while, Guam
was a virtual training academy for newly hired east from Majuro. Leave Guam on a Monday, fly all
second officers (flight engineers) who were sent out night and arrive the next day in Honolulu . . . on
to the island on an Involuntary Special Assignment Monday.
basis. But many of those guys and gals often
extended their tours and ended up staying on with us Flight 956 was typical of all of our Air Mike
and becoming a part of the Air Mike family. And we operations. It always presented some problems and
some challenges, but it offered some beautiful island
were a family.
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20

August 2018

scenery; it was always demanding in many respects but it was also always rewarding. And it was great flying.
Adapt, improvise, and overcome”. Make it work; keep it safe. There was a lot of that out on the islands. And
we always did make it work; and we did keep it safe.
Looking back over the years, I’ve always thought ofAir Mike as the very best flying in my airline career. And
I’ll always be proud to say, “I was an Air Mike pilot!”
It was a very special experience. I just wish I could have been out there when Air Mike was operating the
Grumman HU-16 Albatross sea planes and the DC-6!
FT 956 /Pairing G-7016. Capt. Bob Appleton; F/O Chuck Farrell; S/O Roger Neff
Aircraft: Boeing 727-100 QC /N-2476 /Fleet #476 /Nu-Ju
Blocks to Blocks: 13+57; flying: 10+24 w/0+14 in overs
Distance: 4,396 statute miles; 3,802 nautical miles

Why I Like Retirement!
Question: How many days in a week?
Answer: 6 Saturdays, 1 Sunday
Question: When is a retiree's bedtime?
Answer: Two hours after he falls asleep on the couch.
Question: How many retirees to change a light bulb?
Answer: Only one, but it might take all day.
Question: What's the biggest gripe of retirees?
Answer: There is not enough time to get everything done.
Question: Why don't retirees mind being called Seniors?
Answer: The term comes with a 10% discount.
Question: Among retirees, what is considered formal attire?
Answer: Tied shoes.
Question: Why do retirees count pennies?
Answer: They are the only ones who have the time.
The Golden Contrails
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Ed.

Paul Grover shares this extraordinary story...

A former football teammate from the University of
Oregon asked me to write about an accident I was
involved in while I was a Navy A-4 (Skyhawk) pilot
aboard the aircraft carrier "Bon Homme Richard"

force, I did not want to have to raise up my arms for the
primary face curtain, so went with the secondary option.
I remember the great big "whoosh" and I was on my
way sky diving into the Tonkin Gulf.

This was during the time that the U.S. stepped up
involvement in Vietnam in late 1964. The "Bonnie
Dick" as those of us aboard referred to Her, wad
scheduled to return "state side" from our Western Pacific
tour. Things changed, and for us it was the "Tonkin Gulf'
incident during which it was claimed that North Vietnam
torpedo boats attacked two of our destroyers, the
Maddax and the Turner Joy on the open sea. That was
the end of our plans to return home.

I was at 22,000 feet when I was hit. I am now free
falling and know that my parachute won't open
automatically until I reach 10,000 feet. I had no idea
how long that would take. Today I now know. It would
take at least 1-2 minutes for auto chute. So I wait and I
wait. It is a very black night, no moon and I have no
idea how close to the ocean I was. I make the decision
to pull the manual release, and you "know" when your
chute opens •.. bruising across the chest area for several
weeks.

The U.S. Navy wanted 3 carriers in the area and so
began my mission. The A-4 was a very versatile aircraft,
with a large array of ordinance, bombs, etc. The A-4
could be configured to airial re-fueling of other aircraft
aboard ship. I was the A-4 tanker pilot the night of the
accident.
At 9PM I was launched with another A-4 as my
wingman to intercept 2 returning F-8 Fighters from our
airwing, and to re-fuel them for a "night landing" aboard
the "Bonnie Dick"
We picked up their lights as they crossed the shore to
open sea and rendezvous with them. I took the lead of a
4 plane flight and set a course back to the ship. I told the
F-8's that I could transfer fuel to them.
The A-4 refueling package is a center stored tank with
300 gallons and a refueling hose that can be extended
75ft. with a basket at the end. The refueling plane drops
aft and plugs in the refueling probe. In my aircraft I get a
"green light" and can start the transfer. Both of the F-8'
took fuel and one went off to my left wing and the other
off to my right wing, but at a further distance. I was
surprised that they did not stay closer to me as I was the
lead plane back to the ship. My wingman was flying
close formation off my left wing, so I told him to drop
back and with my refueling probe still extended, told
him to take a few practice plug-ins. I saw him drop back,
but it seemed to take a long time for me to get a contact
light from his plug-in. As I glanced over my left
shoulder, I saw a green wing tip light. Next, a violent
crunch of metal and my plane did a left spiral. I was hit,
and the aircraft was not responding. Ejection was my
only option.
The A-4 has two ways to eject. Primary is a face curtain
that is over your head pulled across your face to help
protect from wind blast. Secondary is a handle between
your legs. With the violent left spiral and centrifugal
The Golden Contrails

The ride to the water was long and not knowing when I
was actually going to hit the water was very distracting.
I remember that the air temperature got warmer during
the last 1000-1500 feet before splash down. The wind
was calm, so I worried that my chute would drop over
me as I hit the water, so I pulled the canopy releases at
the top of my shoulders. I was surprised how shallow I
went under water. It felt like stepping off of a 2 foot
bench. I bobbed to the surface and never saw my chute.
Now it was into my one man life raft that goes with you
when you eject.
Reflecting on what got me to this point ...•• the green
wing light that I saw over my left shoulder and thought it
was my wingman dropping back to take the practice
refueling, was not him, but one of the F-8's who came
across to collide with me. My wingman saw all of this
and then my tail separator collided with him. His engine
injected the debris from my air craft. He was able to fly
but was loosing altitude. He was able to get over the
fleet but with no way to land, he had to eject .• He was
picked up immediately with no injuries. The F-8 pilot
who hit me was never found or any trace of his plane,
and my plane did a left spiral.
I am now setting up "housekeeping" in my raft for what I
thought could be a 2 week float before being rescued.
After about 20 minutes I saw and heard a plane flying
low above me •. a radar plane from the "Bonnie Dick". I
put up flares and tracer bullets from my 38 caliber pistol.
It was close to a 4th of July fireworks display. The radar
plane reported that they thought that all 3 of us were
down there. Also they thought that I had hit them with
my bullets. I was making sure that they knew I was
down there. They flew off. Several hours went by. I then
saw lights off the horizon. It was the destroyer, "Turner
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Joy". I started up my fireworks again and this time they shined the big spot light on
me. Then the spot was turned off. I was frantic and fired about 4 tracer bullets over
the top of the "Turner Joy". The big spot light came back on and after about 30
minutes they launched a rescue boat and pulled me from the water.
A tradition that goes back to WWII, is that when a destroyer rescues a "down pilot"
that destroyer would get 10 gallons of ice cream from the rescued pilots carrier. Tru
to tradition, the "Turner Joy" sent a message requesting the ice cream for my return.
My "Bonnie Dick" replied .• for the ice cream, you can keep him!! The next day
they sent the ice cream along in the helicopter to pick me up. Before I left the
"Turner Joy" I gave the crew my pilot helmet as thanks for saving me.
Fast forward about 20 years. I am now a pilot for Continental Airlines. Flying a trip
to Sydney Austraila, my co-pilot asked me if anything had ever happened to me
while I was a Navy pilot. I started to tell "my story" and he already knew the
ending. He had gone on a "tour" of the "Turner Joy" on display in Bremerton
Washington. In the officers wardroom was my pilot helmet with the inscription,Lt.
Paul Frothingham Grover III rescued at sea by the crew of the "Turner Joy" Sept.
1964.
I have yet to make the trip to Bremerton Washington, but it is on my
"TO DO LIST" ••.•.•. MYBUCKET LIST.

HOW WELL DOES COLD WATER CLEAN?

A man went to visit his 90 year old grandfather in a secluded, rural area of
the state. After spending the night, his grandfather prepared breakfast for him
consisting of eggs and bacon. He noticed a film-like substance on his plate
and he questioned his grandfather....are these plates clean? His grandfather
replied.... those plates are as clean as cold water can get them so go on and
finish your meal. That afternoon, while eating the hamburgers his grandfather
made for lunch, he noticed tiny specks around the edge of this plate, and a
substance that looked like dried egg yolks...so he asked again......are you
sure these plates are clean? Without looking up from his hamburger, the
grandfather says.....I told you before, those dishes are as clean as cold water
can get them, now don't ask me about it anymore! Later that afternoon, he
was on his way out to get dinner in a nearby town. As he was leaving,
Grandfather's dog started to growl and would not let him pass.... Grandfather,
your dog won't let me out. Without diverting his attention from the football
game he was watching, Grandfather shouted,

"COLDWATER, GET OUT OF THE WAY!!"
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From George Weaver

From Jim Ferman

After enjoying a few years RV'ing around the country,
cruising extensively, and dabbling in real estate, I
returned to work last year instructing on the Falcon
900EX/LX at FlightSafety in Dallas. This has been an
eye-opening introduction to corporate aviation, a
segment I knew little about. It was a challenge to get
the old brain working again, earn a new type rating
(DA EASY--actually a rating on a flight management
system!), then qualifying to teach initial and recurrent
classes and simulator.

Enjoying retirement! Traveling
and doing things on my bucket
list. Started flying drones and
shooting videos.

The hours can be long, but the work is fun and
challenging and the pay ain't bad. We've lost a few
instructors to airlines and corporate flight
departments, so if you're looking for a new adventure
we're hiring.
Hope you're all well and enjoying life!

From Shaun Ryan

From Jack Johnson
DITTO BOB APPELTON FROM
APRIL CONTRAILS,ALSO SOME
DAY TRADING, A LITTLE BIT OF
TRAVEL TO AUS TO VIST MY
DAUGHTER AND SIGNIFENT
OTHER'S SON.HEALTH OK, BUT
SOME LIVER MALFUNCTION
FROM TOO MUCH ADMIRAL
DINGHY'S. NOW NO MORE
CERVEZA!

After leaving the Golden Eagles Convention in Las Vegas, Linda and I drove up to our place in Lyle, WA.
The trip was a little different this time as we had our rescue dog with us and had to find hotels on the way
that had pet friendly rooms. She had only been with us for about a month but travelled like a pro.
We spent about a month in Lyle and had some discussions with a potential buyer but could not come to a
satisfactory agreement so we still own the place. It is on five acres with a view across a beautiful valley with
Mt. Adams prominently in view. It is snow capped year around and is particularly beautiful at sunset.
If you ever wanted to get away from things, this is the place. It has no TV, no telephone and every morning
and evening you have deer and wild turkeys feeding in front of the house. The town of Lyle is tiny and has
one filling station with just two pumps, a bar that until recently only opened on weekends and a village
market that has no fresh produce or meat and exists mostly on sales of alcohol and fishing supplies. We have
to drive 13 miles to the town ofThe Dalles, OR to do any serious shopping at Safeway.
For our trip back to Tucson, we wanted to visit a very photogenic state park in Utah and the routing dictated
spending the night before in Green River, UT and then after visiting Goblin Valley State Park and Capitol
Reef National Park the next day, staying the night at Panguich, UT. The day of the park visits was our 57th
anniversary and we were looking forward to a nice dinner after the long day. WRONG! It was a
Sunday and life in a little Utah town is a little different and the only restaurant we could find that was open
was one that specialized in Tandoori/Mexican food. I had never seen this combination in one place before
but being it was the only restaurant open, it was so crowded we couldn’t get in without an hour’s wait. Our
anniversary dinner turned into leftover sandwiches from the day before and the beer they sold me at a
convenience store was 3.2 and tasted like beer flavored water.
The rest of the trip home was uneventful and despite the inconveniences of the anniversary day trip, the two
parks were worthwhile visiting and we got some amazing photographs. I think when we drive up to
Washington next year, we will go almost due north out ofTucson and plan to visit Mt. Rushmore and the
Badlands.
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GOLDEN EAGLES 201 8

Larry Lykins
Jack thompson
Nick Hooke
Hans Muller
Ed Gorman
Herb Jellander

Jan 1 9, 201 8
Feb 28, 201 8
April 1 9, 201 8
May 1 0, 201 8
May 1 0, 201 8
June 5, 201 8

NON GOLDEN EAGLES 201 8

Mike Hall
Robert Walker
David Becker
William McCaffery
Robert Bracken
Richard Berry
Gene Smith
Robert Cordonier

Jan 3, 201 8
Jan 1 0, 201 8
Jan 26, 201 8
Jan 28, 201 8
Feb 6, 201 8
Feb 7, 201 8
Feb 27, 201 8
Mar 04,201 8

Royce Branson
Mar 4, 201 8
Glen Lowes
April 21 , 201 8
H.T. "Swede" Anderson Apr 28, 201 8
Paul Tonnesen
May 02, 201 8
Stanley Harrison
May 1 6, 201 8
Wayne Voss
May 26, 201 8
Pete Lappin
June 1 , 201 8
Chuck Sullivan
May 23, 201 8

High Flight
John Gillespie Magee Jr.

"Oh, I have slipped the surly bonds of earth,
And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings;
Sunward I've climbed and joined the tumbling mirth of
sun-split clouds -and done a hundred things You have
not dreamed of -wheeled and soared and swung high in
the sunlit silence.
Hovering there I've chased the shouting wind along
and flung my eager craft through footless halls of air.

"Up, up the long delirious burning blue
I've topped the wind-swept heights with easy grace,
where never lark, or even eagle, flew;
and, while with silent, lifting mind I've trod
the high untrespassed sanctity of space,
put out my hand and touched the face of God."

Golden Contrails
C/O Gary Small
5504 Luna Del Oro Ct. NE
Albuquerque NM 87111
www.thegoldeneagles.org

