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Death is nothing at all … I have only slipped away into the next room … I am I and you are you … whatever we were to each other, that we are still. Call me by my old familiar name; speak to me in the easy
way you always used. Put no difference into your tone; wear no forced air of solemnity or sorrow. Laugh
as we always laughed at the little jokes we enjoyed together. Play, smile, think of me, pray for me. Let my
name be ever the household word that it always was. Let it be spoken without effect, without the ghost of a
shadow on it. Life means all that it ever meant. It is the same as it ever was; there is absolutely unbroken
continuity. Why should I be out of mind because I am out of sight? I am but waiting for you for an interval
somewhere very near just around the corner … all is well.
– Canon Henry Scott Holland (1847 – 1918)
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The Reaper
plunged into the despair and disbelief of confronting the deaths of still
more of our colleagues.
This edition of Skyword is dedicated
to our friends and colleagues who
died that day aboard Flight 587.

by John Ward,
APFA President

N

ovember 12, 2001. It was
only two months since the
horrific events of September too soon for normalcy to return
- but the signs of our routine
lives had begun to return. We
were flying again; doing our job.
The holidays were approaching
and the airports and airplanes
were, once again, full.
But what we had hoped and
prayed would never, ever happen
again, in fact, did. On the morning of November 12, 2001,
American Airlines Flight 587, an
A-300 en route to Santo
Domingo, crashed shortly after
takeoff from JFK airport, killing
all aboard. We were once again



I, like probably most of you, didn't
know the Flight Attendants or Pilots
whose lives were lost that day. I wish
I had. Fortunately, I learned quite a
bit about each of them from those
who knew them best at the memorial service held in New York on
December 10th. It was such a moving and memorable service - if only
it were possible for all 23,000
American Airlines Flight Attendants
to have been present.
As you'll discover in this issue, they
were a very diverse group, a true
microcosm of the entire APFA
membership. They were vibrant, caring, wonderful individuals. We were
honored to have had them grace our
ranks, however, far too briefly.
Following a tragedy such as this,
words are difficult to find. How is
one to make sense of it all?
I find comfort in the following poem
by the great American poet Henry
Wadsworth Longfellow; I hope you
will, too.

The Flowers

There is a Reaper, whose name is Death,
And, with his sickle keen,
He reaps the bearded grain at a breath,
And the flowers that grow between.
“Shall I have naught that is fair?” saith he;
“Have naught but the bearded grain?
Though the breath of these flowers is sweet to me,
I will give them all back again.”
He gazed at the flowers with the tearful eyes,
He kissed their drooping leaves;
It was for the Lord of Paradise,
He bound them in his sheaves.
“My Lord has need of these flowerets gay,”
The Reaper said, and smiled;
Dear tokens of the earth are they,
Where he was once a child.
“They shall all bloom in fields of light,
Transplanted by my care,
And saints, upon their garments white,
These sacred blossoms wear.”
And the mother gave, in tears and pain,
The flowers she most did love;
She knew she should find them all again
In the fields of light above.
O, not in cruelty, not in wrath,
The Reaper came that day;
'T was an angel visited the green earth,
And took the flowers away.
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow

Flight 587, the JFK crew – I knew
each and every one of them.
Some for a longer period of time
or better than others, but each
one, and I had spent time
together with them either flying
or working out issues or
problems.

by Jeff Bott,
APFA Vice President

Editor’s Note: The following
memorial speech was given by Jeff
Bott at New York’s Memorial
Service on December 10, 2001.

M

any of you who know me
find that I spend a lot of
time talking from my head
regarding legalities, Contract language interpretation, work rules
and analytical problems. But
today I’m going to speak from
my heart because this is not a
topic I can do justice to unless
what I say comes from the heart.
I begin with the tragic day of
November 12th. I had walked off
an airplane in DFW, turned my
pager back on and watched it
light up like a Christmas tree ...
something was very wrong.

Five I had known since I came to
JFK 13 years ago, or I came to
know them shortly thereafter.
Two others I met later.
The crew on Flight 587, and all
Flight Attendants at American
Airlines and throughout the
industry, came to work that day
to a job that has become increasingly more stressful and difficult
in light of the horrible disaster
on September 11th. And still,
after the September 11 and
November 12 tragedies, Flight
Attendants and Pilots put on
their uniforms, boarded airplanes
and consequently brought back
our national transportation system. They also carry the very
heavy burden of calming a jittery
and frightened public back into a
system that saw security issues
changing on a daily basis, stalled
legislation and partisan politics
in Congress on critical security
measures – and they did so
with such extraordinary dedication and professionalism. This is
what heroism is all about. I want
to say how proud I am of the
Crew of Flight 587 and all
American Airlines Flight

Attendants and Pilots for exemplifying these qualities.

what I’m going to talk about, and
you’ll see why.

The media has focused solely, or
more heavily at least, on the loss
of firefighters and police. Not
that I begrudge the firefighters or
police one minute for their heroism. They deserve this honor.
But I do feel that the Flight
Crews have been forgotten or
reduced to a back-burner status.
Many people, however, have
opened their eyes to what many
of us who do this job have
known and struggled to promote
for years. The fact is we are a
critical part of the safety front
line, and every day we have different, ever-changing hurdles that
pop up as we go from point A to
point B. Doing this job well
requires seasoned veterans who
can analyze a problem and
quickly make a reasonable decision or direction for resolution.
We are the front line, those who
arrive first, triage the situation
and then stabilize it until it is
turned over to someone else.

CAROL Carol was my
Professional Standards Rep for
years when I was the JFK
Chairperson. For those of you
who don’t know what
Professional Standards Reps are,
they try to resolve Crew disagreements or job issues with
each other outside of management. (Yes, believe it or not, we
do sometimes have disagreements
and issues.) Being a Professional
Standards Representative is not a
fun job, but the work these Reps
do is critical to keeping the
peace. It is done on personal
time, with no pay – yet Carol volunteered. I would call her with all
of my toughest cases, because I
knew she could handle them,
and handle them she did. Carol
had a gift of strength. If you got
a call from Carol, you best listen.
After I would describe the problem, she would say, “No problem, baby – I got it. I’ll take care
of it.” I always got the same quote
in her professional No. 5 galley
role when we flew together, and I
needed something. Even though I
wasn’t the only one she called
“baby,” I loved it nonetheless.
Carol exuded strength.

C

Now let’s talk about our great
loss from Flight 587.
Unfortunately, I did not know Ed
or Sten, but I would like to share
just a few of my thoughts about
each Flight Attendant. They are
brief and only scratch the surface
of who these people really were.
You’ll hear about each one in
more detail later, but these personal reflections are important to

D

DEBBIE I’ll never forget meeting with Debbie after an evacuation she was involved in. She was
so grounded, focused and calm. I
also came to appreciate these


qualities when I flew with her.
You always knew what to expect
when you worked with her –
very consistent, always in sync
with what she was doing and
what needed to be done.

Michele reminds me of a bright
smile and a joy of life.

W
W
WILMER I met Wilmer a few
years ago after San Juan had
closed. He flew turns and often
when I would fly I did, too (I
couldn’t be gone from the base
for long). He was an incredibly
proficient No. 5, a Purser’s
dream. He was meticulous with
the details as I learned first hand
when I had to use a tray with a
linen that was a little soiled. He
made sure that didn’t happen
again. I used to joke with him,
“Are you sure you were based in
SJU? They don’t have IFS down
there.” He loved it. Wilmer was
the professional ... period.

WILLIAM – William I knew on
a colleague basis. We are both
Pursers, so since we flew the same
position we did not fly together
often. I have learned from those
who knew him better that he had
quite a sense of humor. This is a
critical element to getting through
the many long days and difficult
passengers we come in contact
with. It’s also a must to maintain
sanity when others about you are
losing theirs … it happens on the
airplane. William equals a sense
of humor.

J

JOE My Joe story is a
Caribbean trip. We did many
together over 13 years. This one,
however, will always be etched in
my mind. We were in SJU on sit
time, and someone had taken me
MICHELE I know others have
aside to talk over some issue. I
said it, but it was her smile –
have no idea exactly what it was
unforgettable. I always knew it
about – although I do know it
was going to be a good trip if
had to do with some type of
Michele was on it. She just set the political issue. That happens in
tone. So much positive energy.
unions, and I had somewhat
You couldn’t help but be drawn
resigned myself to just dealing
to her. This was steady. I always
with the lashing I was getting. It
admired her for her happy dispo- goes with the job sometimes. Joe
sition, and it was contagious –
heard the conversation and he’d
even when we were dealing with had enough. He intervened in a
frustrating problems or long days. gentlemanly fashion.

M


When he was finished, the conversation with this other person
was over. I hadn’t expected it,
but I never forgot it. There
would be many other times over
the years that he would be there
for me ... helping me stuff base
newsletters before a trip or giving me a much-needed laugh at
the right moment. I came to
know him as someone I could
depend on. This kindness and
compassion for others was a
quality I watched him display
whenever I was with him. After
working with him, it was that
kindness and compassion that
most affected me. If you could
create a personality to mold for
the Flight Attendant job, it
would be Joe’s.

B

BARBARA From the moment I
met Barbara, the sparks flew. No,
I don’t mean romantic sparks,
that was left for you, John, but
thought-provoking sparks. To me
Barbara was all about integrity
and fixing things that were broken, and she was more than willing to step up and do her part.
We had an instant connection
even though we didn’t talk to
each other on a regular basis.
When we were together, you
could rarely get a word in edgewise between the two of us –

we were off in our own little
world. She was really interested
in the work I was doing. And
she gave me ideas that often
would generate even more issues
to work on, but together we
would create a solution. Barbara
had deep credibility with me.
When she called, I listened. Her
suggestions and concerns were
usually right on target.
She also had followed me
through the years as a faithful
supporter of whatever cause I
was championing at the time.
For instance, I remember she
had been talking to me about
staffing on the A-300 Atlantic
aircraft. I’ll never forget flying
with her to London and her
delight as I was working the No.
2 position which, just as she had
told me, subjected me to endless
work from takeoff to landing,
barely giving me time to eat. “I
told you”, she said, “Are you
tired yet?”
Barbara was tenacious with
things she believed in. She
would become one of the most
influential people in my Union
career. If I ever questioned why I
would put myself in the position
of tackling difficult, sometimes
seemingly unsolvable problems,

after a conversation with her, I
knew why I was doing what I
was doing. Simply put, she
inspired me.
November 12 was a blow that
knocked all of us down again, so
close, just as we were getting
back up from September 11th.
How do we get back up this
time? Can anything good come
out of something so bad?
After thinking about it, describing the seven I have spoken of, I
thought of traits from each that I
would take and apply to my life.
A great trait of each that I saw or
experienced or was told about
like: Carol’s strength; Michele’s
smile and joy for life; William’s
sense of humor; Debbie’s calm
and focus; Wilmer’s professionalism; Joe’s kindness and compassion; and Barbara’s integrity
and drive. Applying those qualities to my life is one thing I can
do to keep their memories alive
inside of me and help me get
back on my feet and continue to
do what I do. Hopefully, in the
process I’ll become a better person because of their influences.
This could be their gift to all of
us and our tribute to all of
them. I challenge you to do the
same even if the traits you

remember and apply to your
life are different from mine.

• The Strength Of Time •
by Colleen Bloom

Finally, I would be remiss if I
didn’t acknowledge the groups
of people who came forward to
assist during this horrible
tragedy – APFA peer support,
Flight Service, APFA, CARE
and individual Flight
Attendants. There are too many
names to list, and you know
who you are, and we know who
you are. On behalf of APFA
and myself personally, I want to
say thank you to each and
every one of you. It’s hard to
comfort others when you are
badly hurting yourself, but you
did it, and we are truly grateful.
They say life is a journey in
time. I dedicate this poem,
which was written for me by a
friend, to Carol, Debbie,
Michele, Wilmer, William, Joe,
Barbara, Sten and Ed.
You have made a difference in
our lives. We love you, and you
will be greatly missed.

We were brought together by something divine
young and free, unaware that the strengths of time would tear us apart
for the battle against time was unknown ... hidden from innocent hearts.
We shared our lives each day giving, growing and learning,
knitting a special bond only two friends could share.
••
As time ticks away the reality of life focuses into view.
The logic points to the truths of time knowing you must leave
the soundness of your surroundings.
The heart denies the truth demanding that the friendship endures
wanting no intrusion of circumstances.
••
Time is slowly pulling the bonds that hold us so close, tension is building
the inevitable will soon snap injuring the unprepared heart
with pain too deep for utterance, but worth it all for having known you.
As time brings about the changes in the seasons,
so it has brought about a change in me.
The paths of our life will begin to lead us astray, but for the short
time they met, it was a beautiful road full of love, warmth and security.
••
Thank You My Friend



by Linda Lanning,
APFA Secretary

Experience is not what happens to
you; it is what you do with what
happens to you.
Aldous Huxley
hen I was asked to run for
National Office more than
two years ago, my first question
was, "What experience is needed
and do I have it?"

W

Board of Directors’ Meetings,
Executive Committee Meetings
and maintain official records for
the Union. I remember going to
the bookstore and buying a book
called Roberts Rules. After trying to
get through the first chapter, I
turned it over to a Higher Power - I
didn't think my experience was up
to par. I learned soon thereafter
that the job's requirements could
hardly be restricted to a resume
filled with training classes, how-tomanuals and technical experience.
Nothing could have prepared any
of us for the horrific losses we suffered on September 11 and
November 12 and the events that
followed.

my grief, I felt as if I was doing
something unnatural. The higher
the flag went, the sadder I felt. Of
course, it's metaphorical, but I
realized then that I hadn't even
begun to heal.

Americans showed their support
by, among other things, buying
flags to display their true spirit.
APFA was no exception. We
installed a flagpole, raised our
nation's stars and stripes and flew
them half-mast to show our
respect to a nation in mourning.

A few weeks later, on the morning
of November 12, Joann Matley
and I were driving to work together. It was clear and cool outside,
showing the promise of a beautiful fall day. We usually arrive at
8:30 a.m. when Headquarters
opens, and that day was no different. We chatted about the events
ahead and what on-going issues
we had with the company.

 I looked to the heavens and tried to
remember that God doesn't give us
any more than we can handle
I called upon my good friend, Leslie
Mayo, to help me learn to use a
computer and teach me to type.
She suggested I buy a CD Rom
entitled “Mavis Beacon Typing
Skills”, so I did. I've come a long
way since then; however, to this
day, when I make a typing error, I
still blame Mavis.
I also had to learn how to conduct


I remember driving to APFA
Headquarters several weeks following September 11 - the same
morning that all flags were to be
raised to full-staff. I was alone
when I approached the flagpole,
mindful of the bouquets of flowers
covering the grass at its base. I
began to raise the flag, but instead
of feeling that this act would help
me return to ‘normal’ and expedite

Who determines the grieving
process and how long it should
last? How do we just pick up the
pieces and go on? Should I have
waited for others to join me in the
raising of our flag? I struggled
with this. I felt as if I was trespassing on other people's pain. As I
raised the flag, I looked to the
heavens and tried to remember
that God doesn't give us any more
than we can handle.

I entered Headquarters and found
Ted Bedwell, an APFA Executive
Committee Member and my dearest friend, rushing down the hall
asking someone to turn on the
television. I couldn't believe my
ears when I thought I heard him
say we'd lost another airplane.
Both Joann and I stopped cold in
our tracks. We went immediately
into the Unity Pays Room where
George Berry and some of our
staff were watching plumes of
smoke on the television screen in
disbelief - police and firefighters

everywhere. I began to shake. It
was almost too much to handle.
Even after September 11, this was
more than we could bear.

587. No experience in the world
could help console him. We just
let him express his fears and his
love for his wife.

Laura Glading, Northeast Division
Representative and JFK-based
Flight Attendant, was one of the
first to phone. She asked me what
she could do. Now here is someone who's been based at JFK for
years and most probably lost several friends that morning. But here
she was asking me what she could
do for us.

For some reason, I always seem
to be there when it's time to
lower the flag. Is this supposed
to prove our pain? Does it take
the flag to let the world know
how great our loss is once again?
I don't know the answer to that. I
just know that we enter this
world without an instruction
book on life, and we do the best
we can with what we've got.

I remember telling her to find her
son and hold him. We spoke for
quite awhile. She told me that the
area in which the plane had gone
down was the home of many
American Airlines Flight
Attendants and firefighters who
had battled the events of
September 11th.
As I read the Crew list to Laura, all
I could do was tell her how sorry I
was. I felt sorry for the sadness
and the helplessness that we all
feel inside. No experience could
prepare me for the task of reading
the list of Flight Attendants whose
lives were lost to Laura. The memory of her anguish on the other
end of the phone will be forever
etched in my heart. Just as it was
starting to mend again, my heart
broke once more.
That morning, APFA received
hundreds of calls. But we had few
answers. One of the phone calls
we received was from a Flight
Attendant's husband, who in tears,
was begging us to assure him that
his wife was not on board Flight

I want to acknowledge the
Kennedy-based Flight Attendants
and all Flight Attendants system
wide for your strength and
resilience during these past four
months. I cannot imagine your
pain. Thank you for sharing your
memorial speeches at the Service
held in honor of Flight 587 on
December 10, 2001. What a gift
you gave to those of us who did
not know the Crew of Flight 587.
You shared part of your spirit
along with your memories of
those we lost, and I thank you
for that.
Today, the flag flies at full staff,
and it is a glorious day outside. I
look to the skies bearing in mind
that although the flag is flying
high, my pain is still there. We
don't need the visual image of
the flag at half-mast to remind us
of our loss. We know in our
hearts the pain we've endured.
And we will never forget.

provide our membership with
assistance in any way we could.
APFA PhoneWatch was reactivated,
and volunteers by the dozens
appeared out of nowhere to man
phones and listen to members
hurting, scared and in need of
information.

by Juan Johnson,
APFA Treasurer

A Lasting

Memorial
A

s a native Texan, and someone who has seen tragedy
and lived through economic
tough times, I thought that I was
prepared to deal with just about
any situation. The tragic events of
September 11 and November 12
have tested me in ways I never
thought possible. It is rare that I
am at a loss for words, but the
loss of so many over such a short
period of time has left me looking
for a way to express my thoughts
and feelings.
When we learned of the events of
September 11, those within APFA
had little time to personally cope
with what was going on. We
knew that our first priority was to

I was incredibly moved by the outpouring of support our membership gave to each other during the
days and weeks following
September 11th. While the APFA
leadership worked with American
Airlines to resolve issues that
arose from the events, our Base
Representatives and volunteers
worked tirelessly to help our members cope with both their personal
and operational concerns. It was
truly teamwork at its best.
Over time, it became clear that
although each of us had been
deeply affected by the loss of
Flights 11 and 77, we were beginning to move forward. We first
took the time to memorialize our
friends and family lost on these
flights and deal with our own personal issues evolving around the
events of September 11th. Then,
we returned to flying. APFA began
the task of implementing our
newly ratified contract and dealing
with safety and security issues
brought to light by the attacks on
our airline, our industry and our
nation. Just when we were on the
road to recovery, American
Airlines Flight 587 was lost.
The news that Flight 587 had
crashed in New York was devastat-

I know that as time goes on we will all
heal The Flight Attendants who lost
their lives on the fateful flights will take
their places in our hearts and minds
ing. Trying to understand the loss
of seven more Flight Attendants,
colleagues and APFA members
was consuming. When the news
of Flight 587 came in, we found
that many of the in-house APFA
Representatives such as APFA
Vice President Jeff Bott and APFA
Ad Hoc Mario St. Michel, knew
each of those lost personally. I
knew exactly what they were
going through.
Like Jeff and Mario, I was a former APFA Base Chair for DCA. I
knew each Crewmember on Flight
77. Again, we had to take a
moment to remember those we
lost. Then, we had to go to work
to make sure our membership’s
concerns and safety were properly
addressed.
Since the loss of Flight 587, APFA
has worked with American
Airlines to address issues that
have come up as a result of the
accident. APFA Representatives
have also worked closely with the
National Transportation Safety
Board (NTSB) to ensure that our
interests are considered and our
concerns are addressed.
Since I began my flying and
Union career, I have learned a
great deal about the APFA membership. We are an incredible

group of people. We are innovative and unique in the way we
deal with each situation. As
hard as it may be to cope with
the losses of so many of our
colleagues in such tragic events
and within such a short period
of time, I know for certain we
will in our own way and in our
own time.
In order to preserve the memory of our fellow APFA members
who were lost on Flights 11 and
77, the APFA has taken donations to plant a beautiful Red
Oak tree on the grounds of
APFA Headquarters. In the
early spring when the tree
begins to bud, we will hold a
ceremony to dedicate both the
tree and a plaque with the
names of each Crewmember
lost on Flights 11 and 77.
Family members of the Crews
will also be invited to attend the
ceremony. More information
about the dedication will be
released later in the spring.
I know that as time goes on, we
will all heal. The Flight
Attendants who lost their lives
on those fateful flights will take
their places in our hearts and
minds. They will always be just
a thought away.


Flight

587

In Memory of Those Who Lost Their Lives on November 12, 2001
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• Flight 587 •

Editor’s Note: The following speech
was given by Linda Cicalese at the
New York Memorial Service on
December 10, 2001.

Debbie at her
bridal shower, 1980

In this life, if we are very blessed,
we find a friend. Someone who
accepts us just as we are, warts
and all. Someone who, when they
call and ask, “How are you
today?” isn’t just being polite.
Debbie was that kind of friend to
me. We were both in the Charm
Farm classes of 73-16 and 74-1
(remember the oil embargo). She
was one number senior to me
because her birthday was in
February, mine in June. Shortly
after we started flying, we spent a
five-hour layover in the airport in
Chicago. She made me laugh so

Deborah Fontakis
February 28, 1951 - November 12, 2001

hard that afternoon that my sides
hurt for days. We decided to try
buddy bidding the next month. It
was so much fun that we continued to fly together for the next
ten years.
Debbie was a born and bred
New Yorker. She walked fast,
talked faster and worked at a
killer pace. We would get back
observation rides that cited our
“efficiency,” which was a nice
way of saying that the team on
the other side of the airplane was
having trouble keeping up. Her
very wicked sense of humor kept
everyone from taking life too
seriously. She had a way of dealing with passengers that seemed
to short circuit problems; I think
because they sensed that she
wasn’t afraid
of them.
One man at
the very
back of the
airplane
wanted to
know what
his choices
for dinner
were.

Debbie, right, with husband, Steve,
daughter, Stefanie and son, Chris

&(

Crew Party on Christmas Eve, 1980 –
front row: Helen Boyer, Patti Page, Leslie Silver, unknown, Debbie, unknown;
back row: Neil Tomkins, TJ Wilson, Linda Cicalese and Jim Flatt

“Well,” she told him, “You can
eat or not eat. Your choice.”
She read voraciously, newspapers
and books; she loved her crosswords. She was one of the
smartest, most well informed
women that I have ever known,
and never at a loss for words.
One of my neighbors, ranting
about an eccentric uncle, turned
to her and asked, “What would
you call a 68-year old man who
is chasing a 32-year old woman?”
Debbie didn’t miss a beat –
“Optimistic!” she replied brightly.
She was tall and slender; she
moved with the carriage and
grace of a dancer, the result of
life-long classes in jazz and tap.
She taught herself to sew and
had a classic sense of style. On
our last trip together, we’d gone
to her favorite store in London,
Marks and Spencer, and she
tried on a jacket. I remember
thinking that she could have easily passed for a model.
She met life head on and was
always the first to do the drill at
EPTs or fly a new position or

• Flight 587 •
Debbie on her wedding day, with Steve

plane. She had a way of distilling
things to their essence. One
month on a 747 trip to LA, I was
asked to fly the aft lower lobe
galley because the Flight
Attendant assigned the position
was having a tough time with it. I
protested, saying I would probably be as bad, if not worse.
Debbie brushed aside my concerns, telling me, “Linda, it’s real
simple. Nothing down there
belongs to you. Send it up!”
Think of the money the company
could have saved on the chase
program!
Debbie came from a large family
– three sisters and two brothers –
and she took an active role in
caring for the younger three. She
would come to work and share
their stories and situations always
with humor and great love.
Between them, there was also a
wide variety of ailments, so
Debbie became quite the medical
resource for the rest of us. My
husband called her Dr. Debbie!
When I became engaged, there
was no question as to who I
wanted as my maid of honor and

he works for
Debbie was there
United
for me, organizAirlines, he
ing, planning
could fully
and keeping the
appreciate her
bride from flying
“war stories.”
into a million
They started
pieces. When, at
their family
the reception, it
not long after
was time to toss
marrying.
the bouquet, I
Their son
found myself
Christopher,
facing the table
and daughter,
where Debbie’s
Stefanie, were
boyfriend, Steve
Debbie, right,
the center of
was seated.
with Linda Cicalese
Debbie’s life.
“Where’s
She entered
Debbie?” I asked
the world of parenthood fearlessly
him. He grinned and pointed to
my right. Another friend pointed and focused, determined to give
her children all they needed.
left. I tossed the bouquet to the
left where Debbie really was but
she didn’t catch it. I did, however, As I remember her, I think of all
the Debbie-isms that still echo in
manage to hit her on the head
my mind … “Never give up your
with it. This proved to be even
more effective than the tradition- own bed to guests … God protects the lame, the lazy and the
al method. Debbie and Steve
told us just three weeks later that crazy … Try to imagine the worst
they were engaged to be married. that could happen – and deal
with it! … If it’s green, it’s a sinus
infection – get antibiotics!” And I
Steve proved to be a wonderful
match for Debbie. He was just as smile. You cannot talk to anyone
who knew her without hearing
quick to see the absurdity in life
about her wonderful, pragmatic,
and laugh along with her. Since

down-to-earth approach to life,
always accompanied with much
laughter.
Her family and friends said their
final farewells to Debbie the day
before Thanksgiving. As I drove
home in the predawn hours the
next morning, my thoughts were
with her and her family. This
would be a very difficult holiday
season for them. I stopped at the
beach and waited for the sunrise. I
was very angry and wondered
what I had to be thankful for this
year, with all the pain and loss of
the past weeks. Then I remembered one more thing that Debbie
had told me. She said that people
always give gifts that they themselves would most like to receive.
JFK Crew from L to R: Ted Pender,
As usual, she was so right. I gave
Carol Bassett, Nadine Volpetti,
Debbie my friendship.
Debbie and Frank Caban

I will give thanks for the rest of
my life for the gift that I received
in return.
Linda Cicalese
Flight Attendant, JFK
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Editor’s Note:
The following letter was
written by Barbara to
her Father on the 30th
anniversary of his death.

Barbara, with her
husband John

Barbara Giannasca
February 10, 1955 - November 12, 2001

Dear Barbara,
You touched so many lives by
your presence. Your work on earth
is done. You have traded your
golden wings for the genuine
wings of an angel. You are not
gone; you are with us as we board
our planes and fly our trips. We
shall never forget you and your
beautiful smile. May peace be
with you and your family.
Judy Tatum
Flight Attendant, JFK
&

Maurice Hopkins, Jr. – January 20,
1925 – December 28, 1969
Another decade has passed and the
time to memorialize you is once
again before me. Trying to choose
the right way to do it is formidable
because the right words don’t come
easily. I first went back to read what
I had written about you on the 20th
anniversary of your death. Ten
years later, I don’t feel a need to try
to discover who you were. Perhaps
that’s because now I know who I
am – one positive in the otherwise
discouraging process of “getting
older.” Instead of trying to figure
you out, I realized there was no fear
in speaking to you directly and saying those things that my heart has
needed to say.
There is a certain irony in writing
about you this year. I turned 42
this past February. Now I am exactly the age you were when your precious life was cut short. Reaching
43 was, at first, “weirding me out”
as they say in 90’s lingo. I could not
comprehend this point in time
being all there was to life – after all
it seems at this age, you are just
reaching your stride. The tough
lessons are behind you now, or at
least you possess the grace and
wisdom to confront whatever life
hurls in your path. No doubt there
is middle-age disappointment mixed
in – you must now accept all the
things your life is not going to be.
Yet, the clarity of what your life is
brings a certain peace and sense of
comfort. If it were all over now I
would think, “but wait a minute
here, I was just catching on …”
One of the first things I did after
my 43rd birthday was to sit down
and write a heart-to-heart letter to

my brother-in-law. He was also
turning 43. His daughter was 13.
The two of them were locked into
the proverbial battle of wills
between the adult and the adolescent – both with a point, both with
something to learn from the other.
Does this sound like a familiar scenario? It gave me the chance to tell
a father the things I felt he needed
to know. I could support the needs
of a daughter and speak on behalf
of someone I love dearly.
I told him I know she’s driving him
crazy. I told him I know she’s stubborn and hardheaded. I told him
how desperately she needs his love
and approval right now – even if
she is absolutely certain that she
does not. I told him to make sure
she knows how much he loves her
– just in case he were to be taken
from her. I told him how it would
affect the rest of her life if she
doesn’t know how he feels about
her now. Did I solve their problems
for them? Of course not! Did I
convince them to retreat from the
battle? Certainly not! But something
did happen – I healed.
I took all the hurt I carry inside of
me and poured it out on the page.
Through the letter, I searched and I
processed and I let go. Dad,
friends tell me that I can write. If
this is true, it is a gift I inherited
from you. I not only thank you for
the gift and what value it has added
to my life, I treasure it as a connection from me to you, although I do
wish you would have taught me to
use less words!
What changes have the last ten
years wrought? Mom lost her
courageous ten-year battle with
breast cancer. I married John. I

have a wonderful husband and a
beautiful
home. I
have
marked
nearly 20
years in my
career – fleshing out the seed that
you planted in my brain some 37
years ago. Our married life is good.
The pace is steady, there is a
rhythm and continuity as we watch
the fruit of our hard work unfold
before us. We have had our share of
disappointments and we have not
been immune to tragedy.
We lost John’s sister nearly two
years ago – yet another devastating
and untimely death that I have been
witness to. We have watched her
husband and children cope with
that wrenching knife-in-your gut
despair, attempting to survive without the most important person in
their lives. Through their grief I was
transported back to another place
and time when I learned firsthand
about deep holes in your life. Losing
someone is a bleeding, gaping
wound that you think will forever
lay wide open. Just when you think
you may actually be healing, the
scab gets knocked off and once
again you bleed.
We have reached an age when peers
are losing their parents. I watch my
friends and loved ones mourn. I cry
for them from my gut, the place that
remembers my first loss – you.
What have the last ten years taught
me? That you can love someone for
your whole life even if you lose
them. That time does not lessen
their presence in your mind and
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soul. That you can keep a person
alive in your head, speak of them in
the present tense and never fully
comprehend the precise enormity of
your loss. That our parents are so
essentially a part of who we are and
the lucky ones are those who have
had loving, nurturing parents. That
God truly will not leave you alone.
That while people are taken from
you, there will be others who will
allow you to love them in all the
ways you need to. That they will love
you back for the need you have
answered in them and you will come
to experience healing.
That not one single day of my life
goes by when I don’t think of you
and hold you dearly in my heart.
That I was blessed to have been your
daughter even if I didn’t get to know
you for long.
We lost you 30 years ago this month.
I guess this means that I had you for
merely one quarter of my life. It
doesn’t matter – the immensity of
your influence reaches far beyond
the amount of time we had. There
must be some ontological, existentialist philosophical tenet to be
honed from that. But what difference
does it make when the reality speaks
very clearly for itself?

A Tribute to Barbara
Offered at the New York Memorial
Service on December 10, 2001
On All Souls Day, November 2,
2001, Barbara, along with her two
cousins, Sandy and Joan from
Arcade, New York, and I visited
Ground Zero. As the sight of it all
filled me with anger and rage, I felt
Barbara’s gentle embrace around
my shoulder causing a flood of
tears to fill my being. She then
proceeded to write a message on a
two-by-four at the site that read,
“So spread your wings and fly.
Guide your spirit safe and sheltered.” Who would ever imagine
ten days later that my compassionate, sensitive, loving friend would
herself enter eternal life. How fragile life is. How can anyone make
sense of it?

The floodgate of tears has opened
again and our hearts have been
shattered anew. We are left with
the unanswerable question – Why?
Barbara believed that this earthly
life was not the end. My solace
comes from reflecting upon and
absorbing in my soul something
Barbara wrote three years ago in a
tribute to her Dad. She wrote,
“That you can love someone for
your whole life even if you lose
Written by Barbara Giannasca
them. That time does not lessen
December 1999
their presence in your mind and
soul. That you can keep a person
alive in your
Barbara, right, with fellow JFK Flight Attendant
head, speak of
them in the
present tense
and never fully
comprehend
the precise
enormity of

your loss. That our family (sic) and
friends are so essentially a part of
who we are and the lucky ones are
those who have had loving, nurturing family and friends. That God
truly will not leave you alone. That
while people are taken from you,
there will be others who will allow
you to love them in all the ways
you need to. That they will love you
back for the need you have
answered in them and you will
come to experience healing.”
So Barbara, I will miss your voice,
your smile, your love of life, your
kindness and thoughtfulness, your
charitable ways of always extending
yourself to others, your prolific gift
of writing, your crossword puzzles,
your amazing gift of fundraising in
your fight against breast cancer,
your love of gardening, our salmon
dinners together, our spiritual walks
and talks, and your most treasured
friendship.
But most of all, where your feet
trod, the world is a kinder and
more gentle place. As you so loved
your roses you have become and
always will be that special rose in
God’s Garden of Life. Although we
shed tears of pain for the emptiness
you leave, may those tears bring
healing to our broken hearts and
weary souls. May you rest in peace
my dear friend Barbara, until we
meet again … “ So spread your
wings and fly. Guide your spirit safe
and sheltered.”

Another Angel I Know by Name
Her name was Barbara Giannasca. I
remember the day we met. She
walked up to me and introduced
herself and told me she was looking
for sponsors for the The Komen
National Race for the Cure® in
New York. She then told me that
she was a breast cancer survivor. I
gladly sponsored her. I told her I had
lost my mother to breast cancer in
1985. Barbara told me that she
would wear my mother’s name on
her T-shirt in the race.
This became a yearly event between
us, even though I barely knew her.
Last summer I ran into her in
London on a layover. She told me
she will always wear my mother’s
name, Mary Kearney, on her T-shirt
whether I sponsored her or not.
That’s the kind of angel Barbara
was. It’s interesting how people that
you know little about can have a
major effect on your life.
Barbara Giannasca was an angel
here on earth ... and now she is
another angel we know by name.
May she watch over all of us.
Joni Kearney
IOR, formerly JFK

Sue Flynn
Flight Attendant, JFK

Barbara, lower left, with George Hayes and
Nancy Bock on the jump seat and Michele Mills, right.

Barbara’s handwritten poem dedicated
to her Father.
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Wilmer, center, with his fellow
Flight Attendants

Editor’s Note: The following speech
was given by Orlando Jimenez at
the New York Memorial Service on
December 10, 2001.

Wilmer Gonzales
February 6, 1951 - November 12, 2001

I met Wilmer around 11 years
ago when a good friend of mine
who worked with him found out
I wanted to be a Flight Attendant.
She suggested I speak with him.
Without hesitation, he gave me
useful tips and good advice for
both the interview as well as the
initial training. Wilmer also told
me how happy he was since
becoming a Flight Attendant and
about the excitement of traveling
and the career's lifestyle.
After I got my wings, I had the
opportunity to fly with Wilmer
on several trips out of San Juan.
I remember how much we
enjoyed flying and the great
times we shared at work. He was
always very proud of his family
and children and worked hard to

&

make sure they were well taken
care of.

Also, that he is happy wherever
he is.

One of his ex-classmates from
initial training told me a story
about Wilmer on a JFK layover.
They arrived in NYC from SJU
on a cold winter evening after a
long sequence. The Crew was discussing plans to go out the next
day since they were very tired
and it was too cold to go out.
Wilmer was very excited since it
was his first time in the Big
Apple. When they got to the
hotel, he immediately changed
clothes and went out. He wanted
to see NYC for the first time and
not even the cold weather was
going to stop him. The following
day he told the Crew about the
great time he had. His fellow
Crewmembers always admired his
adventurous spirit.

Thank you Wilmer for helping
me reach my dream of becoming part of the American
Airlines family.

I am sure that Wilmer would like
us to remember him that way.

Orlando Jimenez
Flight Service Manager
Miami
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Editor’s Note: The following
messages were written to Wilmer in
his journal at JFK Operations.
Used with permission.

everything about you. You will
always be with us and know that
it was truly an honor and privilege to call you my dear friend.

Memories of Wilmer:

God Bless You,
Michael and Suzy Doyle
JFK Flight Attendants

Wilmer was always a pleasure to
work with and be with – such a
kind man with an impish sense
of humor!

Susan Kopstein and Jack Uydess
JFK
My buddy, my pal, my friend:
You always brought a smile and a
good day to my life when we
worked together. I will really miss

Remember me in quiet days, while raindrops whisper on your pane.
But in your memories have no grief, let the joy we knew remain.
Remember me when evening stars, look down on you with steadfast eyes.

Wilmer,
I’m so sad you’re gone.

We were always impressed with
the knowledge the he was a wonderful son, brother, father and
boyfriend. His devotion to family
was extraordinary and he will be
missed by his American Airlines
family as well.

• Remember Me •

I will never forget that night we
went dancing in Santo Domingo.
Oh, how I enjoyed that. Even
though I’m not too good at Salsa
dancing, you made a ‘sista’ look
like she could! Thank you so
much.
Love you,
Evelyn Jones
Flight Attendant, JFK

Remember me if once you wake, to catch a glimpse of red sunrise.
And when your thoughts do turn to me, know that I would not have you cry,
But live for me, and laugh for me, when you are happy so am I.
Remember an old joke we share, remember me when Spring walks by.
Think once of me when you are glad, and while you live I shall not die!
-author unknown

&
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the food and nutrients necessary to
feed his soul …
Dance
Joe was a marvelous dancer. On our
first real date, Oct. 3, 1980 – my Mom’s
birthday – we went out dancing at the
End Up in San Francisco. Joe was wearing a white gauze V-neck Indian shirt.
He had a full head of thick black hair.
He looked just gorgeous. As he started
to dance, I was overcome with this
wonderful feeling of happiness. I
remember thinking something along the
lines of, “Oh my God. Could this be
the one?”
I always felt badly that I could not keep
up with him on the dance floor …

Joe Lopes
December 9, 1955 - November 12, 2001
Editor’s Note: The following text, read at Joe Lopes’ Memorial Service by his
partner, Bill Valentine, has been greatly reduced in the interest of space. I
encourage you to go to http://home.earthlink.net/~alburty/joelopes.html
to read the entire text of Bill’s tribute to Joe.
Love Story for Joe
by Bill Valentine
I’d like to take a few minutes this afternoon to talk with you about Joe, who
was known to us also as Joseph, Joey,
JoJo, Uncle Joe, J Lo, Camelion, Sweet
Pea, Honey Bun, Darling, Puss and
other names I am sure I have not yet
learned.
I’m going to take my time, and I hope
you won’t have to wait too often for
me to compose myself. If necessary, I
will also wait for you. No awards will
be given at the end for stoicism – and
laughter is highly encouraged.

&

Cats
You can not begin to understand Joe
without understanding cats. I often felt
that he was a feline soul in a human
body. Joe conducted whole conversations with Ollie, our oldest cat. I would
be in the living room reading the newspaper and thinking, “Who’s Joe on the
phone with, or did our neighbor Sarah
stop by?” No, it was just Joe confiding
in Ollie …

Music
Music was fundamental to Joe’s life.
He could not live without it. He had a
lovely singing voice. He introduced
me to the great female vocalists – Ella
Fitzgerald, Billie Holliday, Sarah
Vaughn, Dianna Krall and Etta James.
He loved Etta – he loved her brassiness and her tenderness ... I remember walking down the hill on
Amsterdam Avenue one night and
looking up into our apartment and
seeing wild shadow movements.
When I got home, I found Joe
attached via headphones to the stereo,
lip-synching Aretha Franklin. He was
not even aware of my presence – he
was in his own little world. The headphones formed an umbilical cord;
passing through the cord was music –

He had a great need to touch and be
touched. He was a deeply sensual person. Again, I felt badly at times. As a
New Englander, hugging did not come
naturally. About six months ago, I was
on my way to work and gave Joe my
usual one-arm-around-the-shoulder
goodbye hug. He grabbed my other
arm and clasped it tightly around his
back and said, “From now on, when
you hug me, hug me like this.” I did.
Lesson learned …
Style
Did anyone ever see Joe when he didn’t
look great? Even in the morning, stumbling out of the bedroom in his sleeping shorts, his hair pressed to one side,
he looked adorable.

He loved a man in a suit. To the very
end, he defended Bill Clinton. “Say
what you will about him,” Joe would
say. “But nobody looked better in a
suit than Bill Clinton.”
... He loved what he loved, and his
tastes were impeccable. He did not
need a book on Meis van der Rhoe to
know that less is more. He grasped
this intuitively …
America
Joe was born in Hong Kong of mixed
Chinese, German and Portuguese
ancestry. He liked to call himself a
mutt … There were times in this country when he was not comfortable. He
felt the sting of prejudice and ignorance. But he loved his country. He
adored San Francisco — its hills, its
lights, its bridges …
Many of Joe’s Zen moments took
place on benches. It was truly difficult
for him to pass a bench by. Nothing
pleased him more than to find a tasteful bench in a pretty location and sit
and pass a few minutes. I could think
of no more fitting tribute to Joe than
to find a quiet spot and put a bench
there in his honor …
Flying
Joe loved to fly. As a little boy there
were two things he thought about
doing with his life. One was teaching,
the other was flying.
He would gripe and
moan about having to
put on “the old blue
dress,” as he called his
uniform, and about 6
a.m. sign-ins and 14hour work days, but he
never succumbed to
cynicism.
He loved his colleagues. Some of you I
Joe, left, with his
partner Bill

was privileged enough to get to know
— Ed, Bonnie, Craig, Suzie, Juan, Leslie
and Kelly. Most of you I have only met
briefly or heard about. There was an
endless number of stories about
Barbara, Tricia, Sarah, Stephanie, Jane,
Henri and on and on. There was an
endless number of phone calls as well,
and I would overhear him say,
“Darling, how are you?” (When it was
Darling, I knew it was Leslie). “Sweetie,
how are doing? So good to talk to you,
hon.” I got a little jealous at times.
After all, I was supposed to be sweetie,
wasn’t I?
But there was no point in jealousy.
Joe’s heart was big enough to take us
all in. He belonged to us all …
The Child
… Some wise person wrote that while
there is very little adult in the child,
there is a great deal of the child in the
adult. This was particularly true of Joe.
He was the most childlike adult I have
ever met. I am using childlike in the
best sense of the word — full of wonder, questioning, tactile, sensual, spontaneous and joyful …
Sainthood
Joe was no saint, nor would he want to
be remembered as such. He need not
be enlarged in death beyond what he
was in life.
… I can’t begin to estimate the amount
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of time I spent over the course of our
relationship waiting by the door while
he took a few extra minutes in front of
the mirror to spruce up. I would tell
him that he didn’t look any different
when he came out than when he had
gone in. And this was true. He looked
beautiful going in and beautiful coming
out …
Joe always worked hard at letting go. A
lot of his emotional work in the last
years of his life was about letting go of
things, getting rid of the emotional clutter. Less is more works not just in architecture, but in the world of emotions
as well.
… On our fifth night together, I asked
Joe if he thought it was possible to love
someone after just five days. He said
that he thought that it might be possible.
Then I love you, I told him. Those were
also the last words he spoke to me on
the morning of Nov. 12th …
We had a great relationship, a 21-year
run full of love, caring, tenderness and
happiness. But I don’t want to romanticize our relationship any more than I
want to romanticize Joe. It isn’t necessary. Relationships are hard work. There
were times when the differences in our
backgrounds and personalities seemed
insurmountable. We had our spats and
quarrels and unhealthy patterns
… To the very end, I was continually
surprised by the strength of the bond
between us, and by how fiercely we
strove to protect each other.
I am extraordinarily lucky, blessed really,
to have had 21 years in which I was
loved unambiguously by this kind, gentle, handsome, sexy and happy man. I
don’t think the final chapter has been
written. I feel Joe’s presence in the room
now. Don’t you?
WWJD
Al Gore was reported to have had a slogan while in public office that went by
the initials — WWJD, or What Would

the American Airlines community. He worked Crew
Member Peer Support at JFK
subsequent to the events of
September 11th. I was fortunate to observe his quiet
strength and his true talent
for patient listening. Peer
Support efforts after losing
Crew 587 were more difficult
with the conspicuous and sorrowful absence of Joe Lopes. I
think that, perhaps, he was
there.

Jesus Do? I’d like to keep the
initials, but propose a modification to the slogan — What
Would Joe Do?
I think that first of all, he
would want us to accept reality, as hard as it is. The reality is that Joe has died, the
victim of a tragic accident.
He was not at fault, nor is his
death the result of a failure
on the part of any of us to
protect him. He died at his
post of duty, having made
the decision to continue to
do what he loved, fully aware
of the risks involved …
He would want us to cry. “Weep if you
must. And weep open and shameless
before these altars.”
He would want us to reach out and
care for one another, listening intently
to each other and refraining from judgment about the depth or nature of anyone else’s pain.
He would want us to become experts
in the art of hugging …
He would want us to use the words
“I’m Sorry” frequently and sincerely.
He would want us to not just rush
onward to the next level or next view
or next bird, but to stop at the benches
along the way …
He would want us to work hard at letting go. And at some point, when we
are ready, on our own timetable, he
would want us to let go of the anger
and the pain and sadness and get to
laughter. Because to really honor Joe,
we must finally get to laughter …
As we walk, we will be comforted by
the hope that Joe’s earthly cares have
been lifted, by the belief that he is at
peace and by the memory that when
he walked among us he loved and was
loved, fully, deeply and warmly – by
you and by me.

Joe, bottom left, with JFK Crew

Joey Lopes Remembered
by Susan
Shepard-Howell,
Flight Attendant, JFK
Editor’s Note: This speech was given at
the New York Memorial Service on
December 10, 2001.
Good afternoon, my name is Susan
Shepard-Howell, and I have the honor
and the privilege of speaking for little
Joey Lopes.
When you reported for duty, and you
saw the name Joseph Lopes on your
crew list, you knew you were going to
have a great trip. An excellent co-worker, Joe was kind, gentle, compassionate, mild mannered and fun loving. If
one’s life can be measured by how
much you love and how much you are
loved, Joe Lopes scores big in every
category.
While he may have been slight in his
physical stature, there was nothing
diminutive about Joey Lopes. He had a
big heart, a big personality and, occasionally, big hair. He sometimes wondered aloud that with hair that big, he
might want to be based in Texas.
Joe shared the expertise and experience of his master’s in social work with

Joe came up in tribute at a
recent stress relief session, in
which JFK Flight Attendant
Margaret Cook said it best, “Joe Lopes
is an angel here on earth. He exuded a
light from every pore of his being.”
Bill (Valentine), we are touched by your
commitment to Joe and your strength,
especially these last few weeks. Thank
you for sharing Joe Lopes with us all
of these years.
Finally, Joey, I am confident that you
now take your goodness and light to
another place, another level. Please
know that we already miss you. Please
know that you will always be in our
hearts in the extra position — that is —
we can, but we would rather not, work
these trips without you. So, Joe, on
this next journey, have a great trip, and
we’ll see you on the return.

Joe liked London, as many of you
know. Had great admiration for royalty. He liked to drape his black lunch
bag over his arm and emulate the
Queen and her wave.
I never met anyone like Joe. His kindness and warmth engulfed you immediately. His compassion, from what I
could witness, knew no boundaries.
His sense of humor often surprised
you - never knowing what would come
out of him.
He loved his little family, Oliver,
Loretta, and you, Bill. It is no surprise
to me that Harry Potter was his hero.
On one of our recent trips Joe and I
were working in the back of the plane
and things were chaotic, everyone
stressed out - but Joe. He calmly
walked into the galley and started a
Three Stooges routine.
He says to me, "So Larry says to Curly,
‘Yeah, I sent my wife to the West
Indies’. Curly replies, ‘Oh Yeah Jamaica?’” Joe squints his little eyes
and with a big smile says, “Nah, she
wanted to go."
That was Joe.
I'm sure I speak for all of us when I
say, I will never forget him. I thank
God he crossed my path.
Joe, Right, with his dear
friend Bonnie Godel, IOR

Tricia (Cavanaugh) Abu-Suneima's tribute to Joe at his Memorial Service on
December 1, 2001.
I was blessed to have recently spent an
entire month working to London with
Joe. I was calling him "J-Lo" all month
and he and I decided that we had to
track down that Jennifer girl and
inform her that, in fact, the name was
already taken and being used by someone with much more talent!
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and He is always in our presence.
You taught me the true essence of
family and how critical they are in
our lives.
You taught me to appreciate my
own self; and to realize that I, too,
am special.
You taught me how to center
myself when all seemed to be turning upside down.
´ Ray
Michele with her fiance,

Michele Mills
June 4, 1955 - November 12, 2001
Lessons Learned from Michele
Michele, it is difficult to put into
words how very much I already
miss you. Since that infamous
day, November 12, 2001, I have
felt empty; and the pain still
remains deep. You were the sister
that I never had; and I shall forever treasure the special bond that
you and I formed. I will always
be grateful for the lessons I
learned from you. There were so
many lessons; but I will recount
only a few of them.
You taught me that God is first
('

You taught
me how
essential it is
to save for a
rainy day and
enjoy life’s
blessings ‘one
day at a
time.’
You taught
me not only
how to give
love, but how
to receive it.

You taught me that quality was
more significant than quantity
when it comes to meaningful relationships.
You taught me how to weather the
storms in my life – like when you
and Ray were there for me and my
family throughout my Mom’s illness and subsequent passing on.
Somehow, Michele, you managed
to know, provide, and secure my
needs even when I did not know.

You were always there when I
needed support.
You unselfishly assisted me and
steered me when I needed guidance and direction.
You taught me the difference
between being friendly and measuring true friendship.
You taught me how to exercise
faith, and to know that ‘all things
work together.’
You taught me that years lived on
earth had little to do with wisdom,
confidence and self-assurance.
You taught me how to be a blessing to each member of my own
family.
Somewhere I remember hearing
someone say, “The heart knows
things the mind cannot speak.”
Michele, you and Ray were obviously the Angels that God sent to
me. It is apparent that God must
have other assignments for you,
now. I still need your help,
though. So, when you have some
time out of your other busy work,
send me a sign. I am also hopeful
that I can pass onto others many
of the lessons I learned from you.
I also know that whatever you do;
you will no doubt, get the job
done!
Remember, I shall love you forever, my sister.
Beverly Wright-Peters
Flight Attendant, JFK

Editor’s Note: The following
words were written and read by
Martin Nichols for Michele Mills’
Memorial Service on November
24, 2001.
Would all of the American
Airlines family please stand in
humble respect for this family
and as a sign of unity, giving
honor to God from whom
cometh all of our strength and
extending God’s richest blessings to Mr. Henry Ray, Mr. and
Mrs. Mills, Tricia and Kenny
and all of the Mills family.
My name is Martin Nichols, a
co-worker of Michele’s and a
friend to Mr. Ray. I bring condolences to you on behalf of
American Airlines’ family New York’s Kennedy-based
employees.
I will start first with several
scriptures that I trust will speak
to our hearts, and then with a
brief remembrance of our dear
sister, Michele Mills.
In the Holy Gospel according to
John (14:1-4):
“Do not let your hearts be troubled. Have faith in God and
faith in me. In my Father’s
house, there are many dwelling
places; otherwise how could I
have told you that I was going
to prepare a place for you? I am
indeed going to prepare a place
for you, then I shall come back
to take you with me, that where
I am you also may be. You
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know the way that leads where
I go.”
Hebrews 10:24 reminds us:
“For God is love and he who
abides in love, abides in God and
God in him.”
Psalms 130:
“I trust in the Lord, my soul
trusts in His word.”
And finally, 2 Timothy 4:7:
“I have fought the good fight. I
have finished the course, I have
kept the faith.”

I first met Michele in the winter
of 1993. My first impressions
were what a warm spirit and a
beautiful smile. We talked of family, our church families and
things that, in general, were
important in our lives. I thought it
was odd, on the first encounter,
for two strangers to be so open
and candid. But as the months
and years went by, I learned that
it was the way of Michele: greet
with a kind word and part company with even kinder words.
When I lived in Virginia, she visited. She wanted to go to Colonial
Williamsburg.

Michele with JFK Crew

So off we went. And I
remember her saying,
“So this is where it all
started, now I know.
Hmmmm.”
Michele’s love of family
was important as well as
evident as she so often
spoke of Henry, also
known as Ray, her parents and her siblings. It
was as if we knew all of
you! We also knew how
important Sundays were
in terms of church and
Sunday dinner, “I can’t
work Sundays,” she
would say. "I have my
family to consider.”
And then came the move
to Long Island, and her
thrill at being a homeowner and wanting to
host Thanksgiving 1999

dinner. We told her, “Michele,
give yourself a year in the
house to adjust and host dinner
the following Thanksgiving.”
And she responded, “You know
everyone keeps telling me that,
but I don’t know.”
We came to know Michele as a
gentle woman who spoke ill of
none and listened to all.
I flew a trip with Michele on
October 1, 2001. It was her first
trip back after a long vacation. I
remember holding her hand
and assuring her that we go
nowhere – nowhere – until God
is ready! She looked at me, and
again I said, “God and
American Airlines still have
work for us – so don’t worry,”
she said. “Martin you are right,
but I need to call my mother
and Ray so if they are looking
for me, I will be in the bathroom.” (We know Michele’s
favorite phone area!)
But on a serious note: I would
like for us to remember Michele
for the loving, sweet spirit she
initiated in all that she did. The
love she had for each of us was
very unconditional. She was
never too busy to lend an ear
or too rushed not to give someone a ride after a long trip –
myself included.

And we pray the following as
quoted from the Catholic
Liturgikon:
“Saints of God, come to her aid.
Come to meet her angels of the
Lord. Receive her soul and present
her to God, the Most High. May
Christ, who called you, take you to
Himself. May Angels lead you to
Abraham’s side. Receive her soul
and present her to God, the Most
High. Give her eternal rest, O
Lord. Amen.”

From L to R:
Betty Wormley, Frankie Ladmirault
and Michele

God bless Michele and God’s
speed and God’s blessings on
your journey, my sweet sister.
We thank God for the gift of
Michele. God’s love, peace and
blessings be with this family.
We love you all.
Martin Nichols,
Flight Attendant, JFK

Michele, left with her sister, Tricia

So now, I say, sleep on my
dear, sweet sister. Enjoy the
rewards that our God has prepared for you.
(&
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Carol with her partner, Ben

Carol Palm
January 25, 1948 - November 12, 2001

Editor’s Note: The following speech
was written and read by Kat
Clements at the New York Memorial
Service on December 10, 2001.
A Tribute to Carol Palm (Hill)
It was Lenin who said, “There are
decades when nothing happens
and there are weeks when decades
happen.”
I had the pleasure of meeting
Carol Palm, then Carol Hill, nearly
26 years ago. Like most people, I
initially found her intimidating,
but I guess I was one of the fortunate ones since she took me under
her wing. That was easy for Carol
– she had very long arms. She was
the big sister I always longed for. If
you passed through New York in
the ‘70s you probably worked with
Carol. There are so many stories
about her, too numerous to tell,
but many are memorable, many
are funny as hell, and many are
filled with warmth. She taught me
how to work the 747 and DC-10
((

galleys back then. She was
expert at it, but she must have
thought me a complete dolt as
my eyes glazed over while she
explained what to do and when
to do it. She persevered. After
that we flew together many years
as purser and galley.
Carol had quite an air about her
as well as being a character. She
was tall and statuesque; you
knew when she entered a room.
I teased her often and referred
to her as ‘La Reina,’ the queen,
in Spanish. If she were here she
would readily acknowledge that
she was no saint. She was direct,
earthly, irreverent, sassy and
sometimes bawdy; a New Yorker
in every sense of the word.
It was challenging as a single
parent, but she always hoped
and prayed that she was doing
the right thing for her lovely
daughter, basketball player extraordinaire, Nakia, whom she
loved deeply.

For those of us left behind who
knew Carol best, we know she is
rearranging heaven and giving
orders to all within earshot.
Carol loved the ocean so I would
like to read a short poem written
in 1939 by a young Jacqueline
Bouvier, entitled Sea Joy ...

Carol, left, with Betty Wormley and
Michele Mills.
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From L to R:
Elaine Pryor, Nadia Waite, Carol Palm
and Bobbie Hinson

Sea Joy
When I go down by
the sandy shore
I can think of nothing
I want more,
Than to live by the
booming blue sea,
As the seagulls flutter
about me.
I can run about – when
the tide is out,
With the wind and the
sand and the sea all about,
And the seagulls are
swirling and diving for fish.
Oh, to live by the sea
is my only wish.

Carol was one of a kind. The
first time we worked a trip
together was 30 years ago. I will
never forget the sound of her
voice and how she could explain
an issue with the assistance of a
strong throaty tone.

In October we exchanged aircraft half a dozen times, and
again we had a few quiet
moments.

She could be quite intimidating
to some and yet to others, in
quieter moments, she would
show her soft and warm soul. I
have a clear memory of a conversation begun years ago on the
JFK employee bus. We continued
that conversation for what
seemed like a long while, standing and talking quietly. The subjects were caregiving for a parent
and loving our daughters.

Tommie Hutto-Blake,
Flight Attendant, JFK

We will miss you Carol. You will
not be forgotten.

Carol’s falling back to Domestic
for the month of October, gave
us the good fortune of flying
with her. Friendships are timeless, and life’s bridges allow us
to reconnect.

Carol loved her family, her
friends, her cats, basketball, her
country and her job. God, we
loved her so.
Kat Clements,
Flight Attendant, JFK
Elaine Pryor, Carol and
Walter Saunders

Carol with her Domestic Crew, October
200i, from L to R: Rosie Stanton, Lori
Konen, Carol, Bill Creel and Cheryl Purvis

We so enjoyed Carol’s infectious
laughter, energy, love of life and
compassion. We thank God for
that ray of sunshine in October.
We will cherish the memories of
our friend and coworker who was
truly a spirited character.
From the October crew of
Flight 59: Lori Konen, Ginny
Greiner, Cheryl Purvis, Rosie
Stanton, Marcy Mongan, Nancy
Spero, Soo Lee and Bill Creel.
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three interviews and employment
with two other commercial carriers
in the process. But William knew
that success comes to those who
persevere.

Editor’s Note: The following speech
was written and read by Carlos
Otero at the New York Memorial
Service on December 10, 2001.
In 1981, at the age of 19, William
left his native country of Peru to
come to the United States with
one goal and one goal only in
mind: to become an American
Airlines Flight Attendant. He left
behind his home and 12 brothers
and sisters.

William Valdespino
MArch 20, 1962 - November 12, 2001

Born in Lima, Perú, on March 20,
1962, William Alberto Valdespino
grew up to be a decisive and
assertive individual who would let
nothing or noone stand in his
way when it came time to achieve
his goals. Little by little and with
a lot of hard work and sacrifice,
he was able to bring his family,
one by one (with the exception
of a few who chose to remain in
Perú,) to live with him in New
York. Family was an enormous
part of William’s life.
Little did he know then, that his
desire to become an American
Airlines Flight Attendant would
take him ten very long years,

(

In 1992 one of his dreams came
true when he first pledged allegiance to the American flag as a
citizen of this great country. Later
that same year, 1992, his life-long
ambition came true. American
Airlines hired him and he was
finally able to earn the American
Airlines wings he so proudly wore
for the next nine years.
I am very fortunate to have known
this wonderful human being who
was a real gentleman and also a
professional athlete. On the
Thursday before he died he had
tried out for and made the New
York Professional Volleyball Team
to represent our state at the
Nationals to be held in Denver,
Colorado, in February 2001.
At the same time, he was like a little boy. He loved Disney and
owned the entire collection of
Disney films. Whenever he felt sad
or alone, he would turn to his
childhood friends, Snow White,
Cinderella, the Lion King or maybe
Captain Hook, to help him fall
asleep on those difficult nights.
There was one particular thing – a
talent if you will – that I envied
him for. When he was upset, he
could lift his left eyebrow about
six inches above his forehead and

you knew you had to run the
other way. But when he was
happy, which was most of the
time, he would greet you with
that big Colgate smile and you
knew you were going to have a
great day.
We are going to miss you,
William. I don’t know if he lost
his wings the day of this tragedy,
and if he did it doesn’t matter.
The Lord has given him Celestial
wings to wear forever. But just in
case he did, on behalf of all of
us, I would like to donate my
gold wings to William’s family, to
be placed upon his grave. The
wings he worked so hard for and
deserved so much.
Carlos Otero
Flight Attendant, JFK

William, top right, in training
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My Dearest William,
Today we have to pause for a
moment and catch our breath
because your unexpected departure has left us heart broken.
No matter how much we prepare
for this, we are never really ready
to say goodbye to a good friend.
William, top right, with
Maria Rivera and friends.

competed in professional games,
winning metals and becoming
one of the best at it. You traveled
across the world and worked for
other airlines before joining
American Airlines.
William, in life you were a very
special person to your companion, Isaac. You were also a good
son, brother, uncle and friend.
William, there’s so much left
unsaid. I will say it now and pray
you can hear me.
Thank you for your friendship,
respect and warmth. You will live
in our hearts forever, and if we
ever forgot to tell you …
We love you.
Carmen Fernandez and your
friends at JFK

Dear APFA Members:

You faced many trials in life - as a
young man, leaving Peru by yourself to come to America and taking responsibility to provide for
your family. Not ever forgetting to
go back to Peru to visit and spend
time with your loved ones.
You accomplished big things in
life. You played volleyball and

the funeral home where William
was laid to rest. Upon arriving at
the church, I was beside myself to
see so many of the members of
APFA all lined up in uniform on
both sides of the church as the
coffin was taken down the aisle
for the service. It was one of the
most beautiful tributes I have
ever seen.
On behalf of William’s family, I
wish to personally convey my
gratitude for your presence at his
funeral on November 20, 2001. I
am sure that William would have
been very happy to have known
that you were thinking of him
and it gave his family a great
comfort to have so many people
from APFA show their support at
this difficult time.

Dearest William,
Thank you for your spirit, your joy
and deeply loving nature. Thank
you for all of our enthusiastic conversations about traveling, speaking French, and about food – especially the Peruvian dishes you
shared with me that I love.
Thank you so much for that helicopter flight to Machu Picchu – it
changed my life in ways you could
never imagine.
Thank you for having existed – for
having made my life larger and
brighter by being you.
Much love,
Dawn Lemmey
JFK

William was a very special friend
to me and he will be truly
missed.
Andrew T. Wright
IMA

First I wish to reintroduce myself.
My name is Andrew Wright and I
am the Miami International-based
Purser who spoke at the church
services on behalf of American
Airlines at the funeral services for
JFK-based Flight Attendant,
William Valdespino.
On the morning of the service I
was a little worried because only a
handful of people had arrived at

William, lower left, at EPTs
(
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Captain

Edward States
August 22, 1951 - November 12, 2001
Ed, back row, right, with his Crew

Captain Edward States was born
in Hackensack, New Jersey, and
reared in Park Ridge, NJ. He
graduated from Emory Riddle
University with a degree in
Aeronautical Science in 1981. Ed
went through Air Force Pilot
training in 1982 at McGuire Air
Force Base and spent the next
ten years flying C-141s as a
Reservist. He applied with and
was hired by American Airlines
in July of 1985; first as a Flight
Engineer on the 727, and eventually as a Captain on the A-300.
Ed’s passion revolved around his
family and carpentry. He was
active in his church, the Cub
Scouts and Little League.
Ed is survived by his wife, Mary,
his sons Bradley, 10 and Daniel,
8, his mother, Marian, and his
brother Frank, and sister,
Kathleen.

Paul Csibrik and Tom Murray
Remember Ed States

eventually came to realize, that
that was simply Ed being Ed.

Ed States and I were college
roommates. Here’s a story about
when we were 18 years old.

Paul Csibrik,
Pilot

Ed and I found a place to live in
Daytona Beach, Fla. It had no
heat and was poorly insulated. It
was also very dirty. I can’t
remember all the details, but for
some reason, his mother and
mine got stuck cleaning it. There
was even a dead fly frozen in the
ice-cube tray.
There was only one bedroom
that had an air conditioner. The
other bedroom was actually an
enclosed porch with a cement
floor. It was cold and infested
with bugs. I suggested to Ed that
we flip a coin to see who got the
bedroom. He said, “You can
have it. I’ll sleep on the porch.”
I was stunned. I thought, “What
does he know, that I don’t?” But I
took him up on his offer, and

(

Ed and I met during our initial
physicals for the U.S. Air Force.
We both had long hair and big
mustaches. From there we went
on to Officer Training School,
C-141 Training. Ed was a distinguished graduate of C-141 CoPilot School. Later we both
arrived back at the squadron and
were the two new lieutenants in
the Reserve squadron. We spent
10 years in the Reserves and
both got out after Desert Storm.
During our younger days in the
Air Force, I introduced Ed to
Mary who was later to become
his wife. They grew together,
married and have two children,
Bradley and Daniel. I’m lucky
enough to be Danny’s godfather.

Ed was an all-around great guy.
Other pilots enjoyed working
with him because of his easygoing style and professional
demeanor. He had a great
sense of humor, too.
Ed spent most of his time lately
in events surrounding his family. He was a meticulous woodworker, Boy Scout leader,
churchgoer and stayed involved
with the boys’ schools and
sports teams.
Ed was a good friend, and I
will miss him.
Tom Murray,
Pilot
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First Officer

Sten Molin
March 28, 1967 - November 12, 2001

Captain Stephen Landau
Remembers Sten Molin
Sten and I met during our interviews with American Airlines. We
were sitting in a room full of men
wearing the all-too-familiar blue
suit, red tie and shiny black shoes
outfit that was supposed to be our
ticket to an airline career. We were
two civilian pilots among a group
of fighter, bomber and transport
pilots straight out of the military –
not to mention several years their
junior.

We will miss Sten, as well as the
entire crew of Flight 587. They
were part of our family here in
New York, and we will miss
them all. I wish them peace.
Stephen Landau,
Pilot

First Officer Sten Molin was
born in Flushing, New York. He
graduated from the University of
Rhode Island and Pacific Western
University, with a BS in Aviation.
Sten was hired by American
Airlines in 1991. He began as a
Flight Engineer on the 727 and
accumulated nearly 3000 hours as
a First Officer on the A-300.
Sten’s two passions were flying
and sailing. He is survived by his
parents, Rhoda and Stanley, and
his sister, Siri Parsons.

I remember joking about it later
when we went to dinner together.
How were we supposed to get
hired with all of this competition,
and what was that guy in the
brown shoes thinking? Seriously,
we were both fortunate enough to
get hired, and coincidentally, only
a couple of days apart.

(

• Flight 587 •

Dear APFA,
W

riting this has been a very
difficult task for me. I have
sat down at my computer several
times to put words and thoughts
to paper, but to no avail. What
can I say? There is nothing that
can make it better for us. We
have suffered a tremendous loss
at JFK and system wide; and so
soon after the incredible loss of
September 11, 2001. It seemed as
though we were just getting back
on our feet; finally pulling our
lives back together, when
November 12 hit with the crash
of Flight 587.

I knew all of the Flight
Attendants on board – some better than others – but I knew them
all. I had
Once again the Flight Attendants either flown
with each
of American Airlines have come one at some
through with shining colors point or I

(

had dealt with them on a Union
matter. After attending their services, however, I felt as if I knew
them all better.
I would never have believed that
we could survive something so
devastating as this has been, but
somehow we have managed albeit very slowly and painfully.
At times, I, like many of you, felt
as though I could not make it
through another day. I spent
many hours talking on the phone
with so many of my co-workers,
sharing our tremendous grief
together, and trying to support
one another. For this, I thank you.
Once again, the Flight Attendants
of American Airlines have come
through with shining colors. You
put aside your pain, your fears
and your losses and you came to
work. It is different for

Crewmembers. It isn’t easy to
get back on an aircraft following
such a horrible tragedy, yet you
did. You brought this airline
back to business even with all of
your sadness. The Crewmembers,
in my opinion, are truly the
strength and backbone of
American Airlines.
Now that the holidays have finally wound down, I believe that
we are all going to have more
spare time on our hands than
we have had before. My New
Year’s wish is that each and
every one of you take care of
yourselves and each other; we
really need it. Be kind to yourself, and most importantly; reach
out to those upon whom you
can depend when you need it.
Take time for yourself. We will
survive yet another senseless
tragedy – we have to.

I believe Jeff Bott said it best at
the New York Memorial Service
when he referred to the qualities
he would take from each of the
Flight Attendants we lost that day
– Barbara, Debbie, Carol, Joe,
Wilmer, William and Michele. I
think we all can completely
appreciate those qualities and I
intend on applying them to my
life, as well. What better way to
honor these beautiful people and
their lives?
We will never forget our friends;
they will forever be in our hearts,
and I believe that they know this
and will be watching over us
from above.
Michelle Nasca,
JFK Chair
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From the Editor
by Leslie Mayo,
APFA Communications Coordinator

I would like to extend a special
thanks to Lori Heidenry and Jill
Richey-Rowan for providing
APFA with the initial photos of
the crew from Flight 587 for the
website and Skyword.

I

remember my phone ringing
the morning of November 12th.

Upon hearing the news of the
crash of Flight 587, I pretended to
compose myself. I’ve been based
at JFK off and on for the past 15
years; never able to make up my
mind which coast I would call
home. My mind started racing, as
did everyone’s when they heard
the news. My friend on the other
line read me the names of those
who were on board Flight 587. As
I listened it was like a dream. Any
minute I would wake up, and this
new disaster would go away.
I watched JFK seemingly pick up
where it left off after September
11th. The Base went into overdrive and took care of each other.
Flight Attendants volunteered in
droves at all three airports, running from gate to gate - greeting
in-bound crews and saying goodbye to out-bound crews - all the

while dealing with their own grief.
What these Flight Attendants knew
was that the best way to deal with
their loss was in comforting others. Flight Attendants are amazing
as, unfortunately, we have been
forced to prove over and over
again. We are strong. We are
brave. And somehow, we endure.
As an entity, this group of
American Airlines Flight
Attendants, with which I am
proud to be associated, has survived one disaster after another
with grace and dignity. The era of
flying because you want to get
away from home for a few days is
gone – at least for now. It’s a different job, as it is a different
world. We have endured enough.
It’s time for a break. We’ve more
than earned our wings.
I would like to say a few words
about one person who has always
been very special to me: Carol
Palm (Hill).
I fall into a category of people
who knew Carol mostly from flying. The reason I’m not including
this on the pages dedicated to her
is because that space is for her
closest friends. I wasn’t her best
friend; I was just among her
biggest fans.

I met Carol 15 years ago when I
first arrived in New York. She
was working the lower-lobe galley
on the DC-10, and I was just a
junior coach Flight Attendant
spending a moment on her aircraft. In my eyes, she was the
woman who had everything
under control. She worked the
position with grace, and I secretly
hoped that someday I might be as
cool as Carol.
Throughout my first year at
LaGuardia, I was lucky enough to
fly with Carol several times.
Certainly, it wasn’t because we
buddy bid – at the time, my
seniority was 10,000+ and from a
one-year Flight Attendant’s standpoint, she was senior to God. She
held the transcons - I begged for
them. I always looked so forward
to any trip that included “Hill” on
the NS. She made me laugh
about as hard as anyone ever
could. I cherished her sarcasm
and her wit, and the fact that she
never appeared cynical.
She spoke of her daughter, Nakia,
constantly. She was so proud of
her achievements as both an
aspiring basketball player and as
a young woman. Carol wasn’t an
easy nut to crack, but when you
finally found her soft spot, you

 despite any fears they still had and
they got on the plane because they were
brave: because that’s what we do
were blessed with her friendship.
She had a heart of gold and she
took care of those she loved.
There is one thing, however, that
I will never forget about this
woman – through all of her
grace, she had the mouth of a
truck driver. Carol taught me how
to swear. Not just to say a word,
but how to say it and when. She
had mastered this and turned it
into an art form. Once again, I
secretly hoped that I might be as
cool as Carol, someday.
When I heard her name that
Monday, November 12, a million
things went through my mind. I
couldn’t stop thinking about her
sense of humor, her no-nonsense
approach, her lack of patience for
anyone with an attitude ... She
was extremely confident; a true
New Yorker.

faces of these people, several
with whom I’d flown. They
showed up for work despite the
horrific events of September 11,
despite any fears they still had,
and they got on the plane
because they were brave:
because that’s what we do.
I will miss Carol as will everyone
who knew her. She lit up the
plane when she was on board,
and the cabin is a little darker
today without her.

carol, left, and Leslie at the
New York Strike party, 1994

I waited and waited for the first
photos of the Crewmembers to
come across my desk so that I
could put faces to the names.
My heart broke the day I
received them. I looked into the
(

Barbara Giannasca had the
opportunity to visit Ground
Zero on November 2, 2001 –
only 10 days before the crash
of Flight 587. She is shown
here pinning the ribbon she
wore during her 60-mile walk
for Breast Cancer, which
contained the names of the
Crew from Flights 11 and 77,
on the banner APFA hung
above the memorial.

Gently they go

the beautiful the tender the kind;

quietly they go the intelligent the witt y the brave
I know But I do not approve And I am not resigned

Edna St Vincent Millay
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