


























































































46 RNPA CONTRAILS  |  MAY 2010

From Boats to RVs, that is how it started. As you 
all will recall, there had always been a large contingent 
of commuter pilots that were located in the Tampa/
St. Petersburg area. As pilots tend to do, a lot of them 
owned boats, some large, some even larger and some 
not quite as large. In the mid 1990’s Chris Hanks, one of 
the retired “East Coast” (of Florida) pilots, who owned 
an RV rather than a boat, was visiting with some of the 

“West Coast” (of Florida) boat people. After a few liba-
tions Chris was able to sweet talk a couple of the WC 
guys into letting him give them an RV demo. Chris Is 
really good at that sort of thing. That was the start of the 
transition back ashore. Slowly but surely, one by one, the 

“West Coast” guys traded their big and not quite as big 
vessels for big and bigger motor homes.

In late 1999, early 2000, a small but growing group 
of these pilot RV owners got together and after a couple 
of hours of telling tall tales, decided to organize a “lay-
over” at an RV resort called River Ranch. 

River Ranch is a higher end RV resort  located near 
the town of Yeehaw Junction (this is for real, I didn’t 
make it up) in central Florida. During the price nego-
tiations with the River Ranch people they were asked 
for the name of the RV group. There was, of course, no 
name but this was not a problem for a type A personal-
ity like a retired airline captain. “RV Flyers” was the first 
thing that came to mind and with that the RV Flyers 
came into existence. 

Since that time the group has grown and evolved 
but it is still a loose knit, informal group dedicated to 
having a good time at the cheapest price they can come 
up with. There are no rules, bylaws, dues, secret signs 
or handshakes. If you can make an event; great, look 
forward to seeing you, if not; then we will catch you the 
next time. 

The only elected officer is the president which at this 
time is Gary Mau, sometimes affectionately referred 
to as “That $#@.” The reason he got elected is because 
he was late for a happy hour get together and when he 
finally showed up he was “The Pres,”  at least that’s the 
story I got. 

Group events get started almost on a whim. As an 
example, here is how this latest “layover” got going. It 
had been awhile since the group had gotten together so 

“That $#@” put out an email inquiring if anybody was 
interested in a layover and giving a basic time frame. He 
got a number of positive replies so he inquired around 
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and found a RV park that had the room and was 
willing to take the chance. It was a newer RV resort 
called Florida Grande located just outside of the 
thriving metropolis of Webster, FL. Actually, Web-
ster, population 800, is in the middle of nowhere. 
Webster’s big claim to fame is that it has the larg-
est flea market in the state and it is only open on 
Mondays, perfect. How big is the flea market? On 
Mondays the town’s population expands to about 
10,000.

Here is a general description of how a “layover” 
progresses. You arrive at the location, check in and 
then proceed to your assigned site via the longest 
route so you can see who’s here and let them know 
that “You” have arrived. This may take 15 to 30 
minutes depending on how many times you stop 
to say hello. When you finally get to your assigned 
site and set up it’s time to take the dogs for a walk 
and see who you missed on the way in. Eventually 
everyone ends up in one place and the afternoon 

“catch up on things” session begins. At some point 
the conversation usually turns to, “What are we 
going to do about dinner?” It often ends up being a 
group dinner at one of the RV sites with everybody 
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bringing something, or it’s off to some hole in the wall local 
eatery if one can be found that will put up with us. 

I can tell you that we eat well at these get togethers and 
we laugh a lot. It is during this time that plans are made for 
the next day’s events. There is usually some sort of attraction 
in the area that prompted its selection. In this case it was 
the flea market. There was also a ’50s theme party sponsored 
by the resort for their site owners to which we were invited. 
We also had our own St. Paddy’s Day party. There is never a 
shortage of things to do or people to do them with.  There 
are about 20 coaches in the group and there were 16 coaches 
at Florida Grande. The next layover will be held when some-
body thinks it is a good time to get together again.

The RV Flyers group is open to any of the NWA pilot 
retirees. If you want to join us for one of our events send an 
email request to Gary Mau <lgmau@msn.com> and get on 
his list. (That would be his email list.)

For those of you traveling north or south on Interstate 
75 in Tennessee around the 1st of May or the 1st of October, 
any number of the Flyers might be found hiding out at the 
Big Meadows Camp Ground in Townsend, TN. located in 
the foothills of the Great Smokey Mountains. If you are in 
the area stop by, you never know who you might run into. 

“Oooo, that’s a good one!”

Chris & Jan do pancakes
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Joseph John “Joe” Koskovich, age 
89, a retired Northwest Airlines 
Captain, flew west peacefully for a 
final check on Sunday, December 13, 
2009 at St. Gertrude Care Center in 
Shakopee, Minnesota. His parents 
John & Helen Koskovich were prob-
ably born in the Ukraine before 
moving with a group of families to 
what was then Austria, and today is 
part of Romania. From there they 
immigrated to the United States in 
about 1895. Joe was born on Feb. 
21, 1920 near Randolph, Nebraska 
and he had an older sister, two older 
brothers, a younger sister, and a 
younger brother who died as an 
infant, making Joseph the forth of 

five siblings. He grew up in McGregor and Elmore, Minnesota, spending 
his early years on the family farm near McGregor in Northern Minne-
sota. Raising various crops, looking after livestock, hunting, fishing and 
gardening sustained this close knit family and provided many valuable 
lessons that would serve Joe well for the rest of his life.

Joe’s oldest son Mike Koskovich says his dad was great at telling sto-
ries, when you could get him going. It was only in later years that they all 
learned: “You had to ask Dad if you wanted to hear the stories.” Quizzed 
about seeing his first airplane, Joe said he thought it was in 1927, the year 
Lindberg was first to fly solo across the Atlantic, from New York to Paris. 
Joe thought it was possible that he might have been plowing with mules 
at the time. The sight of the airplane possibly planted a seed that would 
dramatically affect his life. After all, the view from that airplane had to 
be better than the view from behind those mules! 

Prohibition and the “Great Depression” gave way to World War II, 
and with the help of his older brother Art (a Minnesota Aviation Hall 
of Famer), Joe transitioned from truck driver to pilot. He was hired by 
Northwest Airlines in 1942, and was a World War II veteran flying for 
the Army Air Transport Command, Northern Region. Wartime duty 
involved air transport of men and equipment during the construction of 
the Alaska-Canada or Alcan highway, and logistical support of the U.S. 
Military effort to the remote installations of the Aleutian Islands. He also 
participated in flight-testing B-25 aircraft secretly modified in the Twin 
Cities for use in Jimmie Dolittle’s raid on Tokyo in April 1942.

After World War II Northwest Airlines was given route authority 
to Tokyo and Joe was on some of the first flights. Joe married Muriel 

“Tootie” Anderson in 1948 in Minneapolis and their oldest son Michael 
arrived in 1949, followed a year later by Richard. In the years that fol-
lowed, two more sons, James and Thomas arrived and finally the girls, 
Anneta and Patti for a total of six. The Koskovich family moved to a 
beautiful farm east of Shakopee in 1952, and Joe and Muriel lived there 
until 1998. Joe divided his time between his career as an airline pilot, and 
working the farm. 

The family kept growing and soon, when Joe was away on an airline 
trip, “Tootie” was in charge of cattle (which sometimes escaped), horses, 
chickens, a dog, some cats, and six kids. She was kept fairly busy. Joe was 
still a young man with a bit of mischief in him, and in 1956 he brought 
home a brand new Chevrolet. With four doors, it was cleverly disguised 
as a family sedan. It also had a potent V-8 engine, a 4-barrel carbure-
tor, dual exhausts and a straight stick with overdrive. It was a hot rod in 
disguise. Mike and his brothers would beg Joe to take it up to a hundred! 
On a straight stretch of highway with favorable conditions he would re-
lent, but only if we promised to not tell Mom. Mike say’s he never told his 
Mom until he spoke at his Dad’s memorial service. 

Joe’s airport East of Shakopee, Minnesota was the only recognized 
airport in Scott County for many years. It was a 2400 foot grass strip that 
was oriented East and West (09-27). With a windsock located approxi-
mately in the middle on the North side, it was an invitation to all manner 

“Joe” Koskovich
1920 ~ 2009



49RNPA CONTRAILS  |  MAY 2010

of aviators for many years. The extended centerline 
of runway 18 at Flying Cloud Airport about three 
miles North came very close to what was noted on the 
Twin Cities Sectional as “Koskovich.” For a number of 
years, from the early 70’s to mid 90’s, there would be 
an annual fly-in at “Koskovich” on Father’s day. This 
was a much anticipated and well-orchestrated affair 
for the Koskovich family. The boy’s would groom the 
airstrip, and Tootie and the girls would prepare coffee 
and snacks for the participants. Many notable local 
aviators participated in these annual fly-ins includ-
ing: Noel Allard, Sherm Booen, Walt Bullock, Chuck 
Doyle, Stan Gomel, Bob Jondahl, Brad Larson, The 
Render boys, Ralph, Tom and Jim, and many other 
aviation enthusiasts. Joe’s airport became a haven for 
the ultralight crowd for a number of years, and he flew 
most every flying contraption that wound up on his 
airstrip. 

From Mike: I didn’t realize until many years 
later what an amazing thing it was to literally grow 
up on an airport. As I matured in the flying business, 
it became apparent how fortunate I had been to be 
under the tutelage of a person like my father. Not only 
did he teach me to fly, he taught me how to build and 
maintain an airport and all the things that go along 
with it. Most people in the flying business did not have 
this advantage. In this way, I was truly blessed with 
Captain J.J.K. for a Dad.

Joe Koskovich had 38 years service by 1980, and at 
airline pilot retirement age 60 he had become one of 
Northwest Airlines’ most senior pilots, number 2 on 
the pilot system seniority list. During his illustrious 
career he flew nearly every aircraft in the Northwest 

Airlines fleet. When he retired in 1980 Joe had flown: 
Stinson’s SR-10 Reliant and V77 Gullwing; Doug-
lass’ DC-3, -4, -6 and -7; Curtis’ C-46 Commando; 
Martin’s 202 and 404; Lockheed’s L188 Electra; and 
Boeing’s B-377 Stratocruiser, B-707-720 and -320, and 
the “Whale”, the B-747-100 and -200. All were in the 
livery of Northwest Airlines. Joe was often heard to 
say: “If someone had a better job, I don’t know who it 
was.” He was born to fly and fly he did! He was an avid 
outdoorsman and enjoyed hunting and fishing near 
his McGregor Lake home on Big Sandy Lake. Joe was 
a first generation American from humble beginnings 
and he lived the American dream.

Joe had a long association with the Knights of 
Columbus, and he and Muriel were engaged for years 
with volunteer or fund raising activities at the local 
KC Hall. He was a longtime member and faithful sup-
porter of St. Marks Parish, and the Catholic schools in 
the Shakopee, Minnesota area. Joseph Koskovich was 
a talented, diverse individual, skilled and knowledge-
able in many areas. Joe was never happier than when 
he was able to help someone out of a jam. Throughout 
his life Joe helped those less fortunate than himself, 
and at that he did an admirable job.

Mike says that Joe took on a project fifty years 
ago that has had a highly visible and positive impact. 
Though some would think that someone of Joe’s politi-
cal orientation would not be an environmentalist, that 
conclusion would be dead wrong. A parcel of land East 
of the Valley Cemetery and South of East 4th Avenue 
in Shakopee, Minnesota was nearly devoid of trees. 
In the spring before crops took hold southwest winds 
blew up annoying clouds of dust and sand. Heavy rain 
caused erosion and washouts, and Joe felt that some-
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George L. Haselman, Age 81, of Roseville, Min-
nesota, and a retired Northwest Airlines pilot, “flew 
west” suddenly on Friday January 8, 2010. George was 
a loyal employee of Northwest Airlines for 38 years 
as a mechanic, flight engineer and pilot. George had 
many friends at Northwest, and Bob Bettendorf was 
one of his closest friends. Bob Bettendorf “flew west” 
four weeks after George. George will be remembered 

fondly as a loving husband, dad, and gramps. His 
legacy will live on at the “yellow cabin!”	

Tom and Kathy Haselman: 
The Best Trip Ever, Composed by Dad 

On January 8th Dad embarked on what he once 
told his brother Dick—will be the best trip ever! Some 
of us can picture George in the cockpit always re-
membering to keep the blue side up. His years spent 
as a mechanic at Northwest were cherished with some 
of the tools still in the basement. The opportunity to 
learn how to fly was definitely a challenge for him and 
for family as well, but it was not to be passed up. He 
lived his life with the saying: “Any job worth doing is 
worth doing well.” The stories, the small plane thrills, 
the annual check rides, and even the pilot’s strikes 
were all vivid memories ready to be retold to whoever 
wanted to listen. Retiring after 38 years with one com-
pany—Northwest Orient Airlines—left him to enjoy 
even more, the family he loved and the place he loved 
to go with them.

How many of you know about the Yellow Cabin? 
For those of you who have been there and those who 
may have heard stories, it remains part of the legacy 
for this Haselman family and it is still yellow! Now 
there are many routes to the cabin, but early on Dad 
wanted to travel via Stillwater—for there, he pointed 
out, was his birthplace—supposedly in that cave. Who 
could forget the countless hours of water skiing or 
fishing on Long Lake? Some of the large northern 
pike caught in Long Lake made all the kids think 
twice about swimming there. The grandchildren had 

George Haselman
1927 ~ 2010

thing had to be done. He and his old neighbor George 
Seidl recognized the problem and came up with a 
solution. They would plant trees. Over several years 
Joe and George planted tens of thousands of Scotch, 
Norway and Austrian pine. As the trees took hold the 
erosion stopped, and there was no more blowing dust 
or sand. The habitat created was a magnet for wild-
life and deer, fox, rabbit, pheasants and many other 
creatures flourished in this green oasis on the prairie. 
This environmentally sound project also provided a 
revenue generating benefit from the annual sale of 
Christmas Trees. Development has taken some of the 
trees, but many remain today. They stand straight and 

tall for all to enjoy, while Joe’s memory and spirit live 
on for us all to cherish.

Joe was preceded in death by his mother, Helen; 
father, John; brothers, Arthur and Albert and sis-
ters, Ann and Marie. Joe’s delightful parents lived 
long enough for all of his children to get to know 
them. Grandpa Koskovich passed away in 1969, and 
Grandma Koskovich in 1980, at age 99. Joe will be 
sadly missed by his loving wife of 63 years, Muriel of 
Shakopee, Minnesota and six admiring children: sons, 
Michael, Richard, James, and Thomas; daughters, An-
neta, and Patricia; nine grandchildren and two great-
grandchildren.
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grandma and grandpa all to themselves for their spe-
cial week at the cabin in the summer, creating a bond 
that will live on and on and on.

George Haselman did not forget his roots, his 
friends, nor the life he had in Frogtown. A large Ger-
man/Irish Catholic family of 10 children in a large 
house on Van Buren Street in St. Paul, Minnesota 
served as the beginning of a faith and family values 
that remained inside of this man—steadfast to the 
end. Whether it was mealtime at home, “In the name 
of the Father” began every meal, ready or not, or being 
scolded by the nuns of St. Agnes High School, George 
maintained his cool. He liked to play pool at the Nick-
el Joint and thoroughly enjoyed his growing up years. 
His military years took him to Korea where he was an 
MP. Once out of the service, his bride, Lorraine Lais, 
entered his life for the next 59 years of marriage as 
two truly became one.

George and Lorraine decided to have a home built 
on 645 W. Hoyt and raise six children all of whom 
attended Maternity of Mary Grade School, and of 
course North Dale Playground with our own backyard 
as frequent back-up. We can smell the sweet fragrance 
of Dad’s mixed pipe tobacco—Sir Walter Raleigh and 
Cherry Blend. Some of us are still proud of the sturdy 
garage built with our hands and supervised by George 
Haselman. 

His children, and now grandchildren, remem-
ber the many times playing “Uncle Bubbly,” a rather 
uncomfortable finger bending, until you said the 
words “Uncle Bubbly.” Then followed a tickling ses-
sion. Of course, mom/grandma was ever vigilant that 
he remained gentle. Those younger years did not last 
long enough for any of us, and then Mom and Dad 
moved to a larger home in Roseville where they have 
been since.

Eventually there were six high school graduation 
parties, six Catholic weddings and many other par-
ties and reasons to celebrate life to the fullest. George 
loved to be Irish at these times with the hope the party 
wouldn’t end; could there please be one more song to 
dance to; or could you play the Orange Blossom Spe-
cial on the fiddle? His laughter filled the room and his 
enjoyment of the moment was truly contagious.

Thanks to Uncle Clair and Aunt Margaret, Dad 
and Mom discovered the life of “snowbirds” in Des-
tin, Florida. Of course, in their ever-generous manner, 
they welcomed any and all of us to visit, stay and play 

cribbage with 
them anytime 
in their three-
month span. 
There was golf 
and fishing in 
the Gulf; there 
were trips to 
the dog track 
and treks along 
the beach; there 
were good 
friends, as well 
as extended 
family. In 
winter, Destin 
truly became a 
destination as 
much so as the 

“Yellow Cabin” 
in summer. 

Dad read good books on the Lanai while mom 
cooked, and both did their crossword puzzles. He 
would listen endlessly to his bride whom he lovingly 
called “nuisance” the nickname he gave her, as she 
brought him up to date on everyone—six children 
with spouses; 18 grandchildren and now two great-
grandchildren. Those conversations were daily and 
sometimes repeated, but always loved.The family 
room on 1306 Oakcrest Avenue in Roseville, Min-
nesota shows virtually the legacy dad created in the 
many ways already mentioned. From the World Book 
Encyclopedias to the Northwest model airplanes, to 
each picture of his family, with the Bible nearby—his 
faith, his family and his flying—will be remembered 
forever and carried in the hearts of each of us. Now it’s 
time to say: Goodnight George… We Love You!

Survived by his loving “bride” of 59 years, Lorrain; 
children, Tom, Cindy, Karen, Bob, Chris, Kathy; eigh-
teen grandchildren; two Great-grandchildren; broth-
ers, Dick, Bob, Dave; sisters, Katherine, Margaret, 
Mary; In-laws, and also special nieces and nephews. 

 F rom the Guest Book 
Jim Morell: I had the opportunity of working with 

George many times over the years on several pieces of 
equipment. It was always a pleasure to be on the same 
crew with him. He was always reliable and profes-
sional.
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Sandy Bannick Schansberg: Wonderful memories 
will last in my mind forever. What a caring, loving 
and patient Uncle. He always found ways to make me 

- The little shy and quiet niece - smile. He was always 
bigger than life to me. I miss you Uncle George.

Bob Haselman: My earliest memories of going to a 
cabin were with Uncle George and Aunt Lorraine and 
all the cousins. Those were the best times. Now sitting 
at my cabin I write this with a heavy heart and great 
memories. We will miss you Uncle George. 

Patti Putz DuFresne: I am so sorry to hear about 
your dad. I have so many wonderful memories of 
him, most of these at the cabin, skiing, playing cards, 
Getting yelled at for giggling, convincing him to stop 
at the DQ. To this day if I smell pipe smoke (apple I 
think was part of his concoction) it brings me back to 
a very happy time. Thanks for sharing your dad with 
me.

Robbin (Okoneski) Brunsvold: Oh the Memories 
of 645 W Hoyt & 649 W Hoyt. Where else would you 
find two Families so close that they even shared a 
driveway. A couple of my favorite memories of George 
are: Going to see George if one of the Okoneski chil-
dren had a loose tooth, or riding along with Lorraine 
to pick George up from the airport (Of coarse George 
would honk the horn going through the tunnel).

Colleen (Okoneski) HoreishI: Growing up next 
door to the Haselman family on Hoyt Ave for the first 

twenty years of my life are some of the happiest and 
best times I can remember. May time heal your sor-
row. You have many warm, fond, and loving memories 
to console you all. And I can still smell George’s pipe 
tobacco.

Connie Haselman: Memories of Uncle George 
fill my heart: the smell of his pipe tobacco, his gentle 
mannerisms, the laughter in his eyes, and summer 
camping trips. Thank you Aunt Lorraine and Uncle 
George for happy childhood times at your home. 

Lynette: I remember it like it was yesterday. Uncle 
George was the first person ever to give me a plane 
ride. I remember my very first flight in that little plane 
with the stick in the floor and as usual, my cousin 
Karen right next to me in the back. I was so scared 
but I knew Uncle George and Karen would never let 
me down. We flew over my house on Iowa! It was the 
greatest. I can’t remember how old I was but I can still 
see my house from over the trees. How lucky am I? 
Uncle George, you adored your wife and loved all your 
kids, grandkids, great grandkids and had a wonderful 
sense of humor. Thanks for all the wonderful memo-
ries at the lake. They will still live on with the family 
and with the kids families. It’s the Haselman bay. Your 
faith and family will carry you through this most dif-
ficult time. I sure hope when it’s my time to go, maybe 
the dear Lord will let him pick me up in the plane 
again and take me to heaven. Wouldn’t that be great?

“Bob” Bettendorf
1927 ~ 2010

Robert J. Bettendorf, age 82 of Shoreview, Minnesota 
“flew west” peacefully for a final check on Saturday, 
February 6, 2010. Bob had a long career with North-
west Airlines and met many wonderful people, many 
of which he cultivated into lifelong friendships. One of 
Bob’s closest friends at Northwest was retired North-
west pilot George Haselman, and Bob “flew west” four 
weeks after George’s departure.

Bob was born in St. Paul, Minnesota on Febru-
ary 20, 1927 to George and Frieda Bettendorf. As a 
youngster, he would watch the airplanes passing by 
on their way to a nearby airport in St. Paul and knew 
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then that he wanted to do something with airplanes 
when he grew up. His dreams were delayed by the 
onset of WWll. At the age of 17, he joined the US Navy 
and served aboard ammunition ships during the war. 
After his discharge, he joined the US Marine Corps 
and served as a crew chief on F4U Corsairs until his 
discharge in 1951. He met his future wife, Margaret 
Ann Vineski shortly after his discharge and they were 
married in 1952.

Bob started his career with Northwest Airlines in 
1951 as a Mechanic. He became qualified for the Flight 
Engineer position and later became a First Officer, a 
position he absolutely loved. His career at Northwest 
gave him the opportunity to fly planes, which was a 
true passion for him. Flying for Northwest gave Bob 
the chance to see and experience much of the world, 
and he had many memorable experiences during his 
long career with Northwest. He loved to reminisce 
with old friends of their many experiences shared 
together. 

Bob’s other interests included spending time with 
family at his lake cabin near Amery, Wisconsin. He 
loved the activities that went along with living on a 
lake, including fishing, boating and having a place that 
all his children, grandchildren, and great-grandchil-
dren could congregate. He spent all the time he could 
at the lake and friends and family were always wel-
come to come for a visit or to stay a few days. 

Bob is survived by his wife of 57 years, his seven 
children, sixteen grandchildren, and eight great-
grandchildren. He was known for his wonderful sense 
of humor and storytelling abilities and will be greatly 
missed by all who knew him.

F rom the Guest Book 
Jerry King, Executive Director AE Sailors Associa-

tion: Bob was a member of “the greatest generation” 
serving during WW II on two ammunition ships, 
the USS Mazama and the USS Mt Katmai.He was a 
valued member of the AE Sailors Association and his 
shipmates will miss him. He kept his ships’ memories 
alive. We wish you fair winds and following seas on 
your journey. 

 Corey Mathison: Robert’s grandson, Nick, is in 
my Social Studies Class at Centennial Middle School. 
Earlier this year, Nick wrote a very nice letter to his 
grandpa thanking him for his military service. Nick 
later recieved a hand written letter from Robert detail-
ing his service—World War II, two years on ammuni-

tion ships in the South Pacific, the Marine reserves 
as an airplane mechanic, Korean War active duty in 
California, Vietnam and Desert Storm flying supplies. 
Grandpa Bob—Thank you for your service to our 
country! 

 Patti & Troy Rowert-Eberhardt: Barb, John, Tony, 
Kristy and Scott, We are so sorry for your loss, and we 
send our very deepest and sincere condolences. Please 
know that we are thinking about you all and hope 
your sorrow heals fast. 

 Mary Jo (Kohler) Hogoboom: Kathy and the rest 
of the Bettendorf family—my thoughts and prayers are 
with you. Mr. Bettendorf was like a second dad to me 
growing up in Roseville. I will always keep the many 
fond memories of him tucked away in my heart. May 
you all find comfort from friends and family during 
this difficult time. Sorry I will not be able to attend 
the service tomorrow, but know you will all be in my 
thoughts and prayers.

 Vic Britt: I had the pleasure of working with Bob 
many times at Northwest. Bob always showed up early 
and prepared for the task at hand. He was professional 
in his approach to his job, pleasant to everyone he met, 
and loyal to Northwest Airlines and the pilot group.

 Sandy Skrypek: Kathy, we are so sorry to hear 
about your Dad. He was always friendly when he 
stopped in to see us when we lived together in Shorev-
iew. Take Care. 

 Pamela (Faulhaber) Kubitschek: Barb and Bet-
tendorf Family: I am sorry to hear of Bob’s passing. 
As I said to Barb, I grew up with your family and felt 
so close to Bob and Marge. They were always so kind 
to me and made me feel like part of the family. I will 
remember Bob as a very kind and very funny person. 
I remember when Barb and I were in our “Starsky & 
Hutch” phase. One time Bob went on and on and on 
about how “Hutch” was on one of his flights. I knew 
he was pulling my leg, but Bob could really tell a story 
and he kept going on and on and on until I almost be-
lieved him! My prayers are with you during this very 
difficult time.

 JoAnn Kohler: Marge and family, I want to extend 
my deepest sympathy to all of you at this sad time. 
You will be in my thoughts and prayers. I will always 
remember having such good neighbors in Roseville. 

 Dennis & Carole Bettendorf: Our thoughts and 
prayers are with you in your time of grief. May your 
memories bring you comfort.
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The Gospel According to St. Fresnel of the Miraculous Lens
Chapter One, Verses One through Five

In the Beginning, God created the heavens, and the Aircraft 
Carrier, and the seas upon which to float it; and yet there was com-
plete Darkness upon the face of the earth. And, as we traveled there 
came to us, as a voice out of the darkness, an angel of the Lord, 
saying, “On centerline, on glideslope, three quarters of a mile, call 
the ball.” I reflected upon these words, for I was still yet engulfed in 
complete darkness. With deep feeling and doubt overwhelming my 
countenance, I glanceth towards my companion at my right hand 
and saith, “What seeth thou, trusted friend?” and there was a great 
silence.

Gazing in a searching manner and seeing naught, I raised my 
voice saying, “Clara...”

And God spoke to me, and He said, “You’re low... power.” As the 
Lord saith, so shall it be, and I added power; and lo, the ball riseth 
up onto the bottom of the mirror. But it was a tainted red glow, and 
surely indicateth Satan’s own influence. And God spoke to me again 
saying, “Power. Power.. Power!!!!, fly the ball.” And lo, the ball riseth up and off the top of the lens, and the great 
darkness was upon me.

And the voice of the Angel came to me again, saying, “When comfortable, twelve hundred feet, turn down-
wind.” Whereupon I wandered in the darkness, without direction, for surely the ship’s radar was beset by demons, 
and there was great confusion cast upon CATCC, and there was a great silence in which there was no comfort to 
be found. Even my TACAN needle spinneth... and lo, there was chaos; my trusted companion weepeth quietly unto 
himself with much gnashing of teeth. There was a great turmoil within my cockpit, for a multitude of serpents had 
crept therein.

And though we wandered, as if by Providence I found myself within that Holy Corridor, and at twelve hundred 
feet, among my brethren seeking refuge; and the voice of the Angel of the Lord came to me again, asking of me 
my needles, and I raised my voice saying, “Up and centered.” And the voice answered, “Roger, fly your needles.” I 
reflected upon these words, and I raised my voice in prayer, for though my gyro indicateth it not so, surely my air-
craft hath been turned upside down. Verily, as Beelzebub surely wrestled with me, a voice, that of my trusted com-
panion, saith to me calmly, “Friend, fly thy needles, and find comfort in the Lord.” And lo, with deep trembling in 
my heart, I did, and He guideth me to centered glideslope and centerline, though I know not how it came to be.

And out of the great darkness, God spoke to me again saying, “Roger ball.” For now I had faith. And though 
the ball began to rise at the in close position, my left hand was full of the Spirit, and it squeeketh off power and as 
in a great miracle my plane stoppeth upon the flight deck, for it hath caught the four wire which God in his infinite 
wisdom hath placed thirty feet further down the flight deck than the three wire.

And thus bathed in a golden radiance from above, our pilgrimage was at an end, and my spirit was truly reborn. 
And as I basked in the rapture, God spoketh to me one final time, and He saith, “Lights out on deck.”

– Author unknown, contributed by Bob Root

A REASONABLE WOMAN
After being married for 44 years, he took a careful look at his wife one day and said, “Forty four years ago we 

had a cheap apartment, a cheap car, slept on a sofa bed and watched a ten inch black and white TV. But I got to 
sleep every night with a hot 25 year old girl. Now I have a million and a half dollar home, a forty five thousand 
dollar car, nice big bed, a plasma screen TV and I’m sleeping with a 65 year old woman. You’re not holding up 
your side of things.”

A very reasonable woman, his wife said, “OK, go out and find a hot 25 year old girl and I’ll make sure that you  
will once again be living in a cheap apartment, driving a cheap car, sleeping on a sofa bed and watching a ten 
inch black and white TV.” 								                     – Forwarded by Vic Britt

  USAF’s first aircraft carrier
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NAME 

SPOUSE’S NAME

REMARKS: Affiliates please include information as to profession, employer, 
department, positions held, and other relevant info:

APPROXIMATE NUMBER OF HOURS LOGGED

AIRLINE AIRCRAFT TYPES FLOWN AS PILOT

IF RETIRED, WAS IT “NORMAL” (Age 60/65 for pilots)?    YES ____     NO ____

IF NOT, INDICATE TYPE OF RETIREMANT:  MEDICAL ___  EARLY ___  RESIGNED ___

STREET

CITY

EMAIL* 
	 Leave this blank if you do not wish to receive RNPA email news. (See note)

STATE ZIP+4 PHONE

	 PERMANENT MAILING ADDRESS

STREET

CITY

STATE ZIP+4 PHONE

	 SECOND OR SEASONAL ADDRESS (for RNPA annual directory only)

	 IF CURRENTLY EMPLOYED BY DELTA  INDICATE:

BASE POSITION

DATE OF BIRTH (Optional for affiliate member)

AN EMPLOYEE A PILOT
	 DATE OF FIRST EMPLOYMENT WITH  NWA  DELTA AS: 

AN EMPLOYEE A PILOT
	 DATE OF RETIREMENT FROM  NWA  DELTA AS: 

CHANGE: This is a change             
of address or status only

 REGULAR (NR)  $35
Pilots: Retired NWA,
post-merger retired Delta,
or Active Delta

 AFFILIATE (AF)  $25
Spouse or widow of RNPA 
member, pre-merger Delta 
retired pilots, other NWA or 
Delta employees, a friend, or 
a pilot from another airline

MEMBERSHIP TYPE

MAKE CHECKS PAYABLE TO:
“RNPA”

AND MAIL TO:
Retired NWA Pilots’ Assn.
Dino Oliva
3701 Bayou Louise Lane
Sarasota FL 34242-1105

PAYMENT

U. S. POSTAL SERVICE: We are 
unable to change mailing addresses 
seasonally. Instead, Contrails and all 
other mail is sent First Class to your 
permanent mailing address, which 
provides for forwarding, unlike our 
previous mailing system. If desired, 
please arrange forwarding through 
the U. S. Postal Service.

*EMAIL NOTE: To protect email ad-
dresses they are published only on 
the RNPA website (www.rnpa.org), 
which is password protected. You 
must send any future change to Phil 
Hallin:

RNPAnews (at) bhi.com

MAILING NOTES

Membership Application
and

Change of Address Form



RNPA Treasurer:
Dino Oliva
3701 Bayou Louise Lane
Sarasota FL 34242
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FIRST CLASS

len•tic•u•lar |lenʹtikyələr|
adjective
1 shaped like a lentil, esp. by being biconvex : lenticular lenses.


