RSP 047      1/12/07

The RSP Periodic Email Archive:

With somethings old, somethings new, somethings borrowed and sometimes blue!

Please realize that the focus of RSP was never intended to be a pension mess. When this is over and done with, I will direct this email and website in a lighter direction.  I post almost every email that I receive, with last names removed unless granted permission.  The editor does not always agree with contributors, but protects their right to share opinion We will share info that we think our community will find pertinent and enjoyable. Thank you for staying in touch and happy retirement!

The following are the RSP email archives that I still have, complete with grammar and mis-spelled SNAFU's!  Caution, when reading archives keep in mind our world is a dynamic place and many bits of information become dated and are super-ceded by later updated info.
Dear Retired Delta Pilot,
Calculator posted on DP3 site for the NQ estimate: 

http://www.dp3.org/NQtool.xls
 

UsAir?  NWA? UAL?  Button, button whose got the button. Will there be a merger?  Can they possibly stand alone? If they consolidate, who will it eventually be?  My opinion all along has been that there would be other players in the game.  UsAir has really put the pressure on management, because that consolidation stinks for everyone except the short term creditors.  That may force the hand of DAL to merge to avoid the unpalatable.  CVG's new identifier may be spelled DTW!  But then again who knows.  I heard one retiree say that for him it doesn't matter anymore.  He is now one of those short term creditors and whatever deal will up the ante on the claim sale, he is for.  

Its been official for a few days, but still hard to swallow.   DB terminated. PBGC has accepted control.  If DAL promises come true, maybe we all avert disaster.  If the promises are hollow we are suckin wind. 2.1 billion to ALPA, 2.2 billion to PBGC. 719 million for NQ retired. All told there is 15 billion out in claims, yet the promise is we will all be able to pre-sell for $.65 or more on the dollar.  Hhhmmmm!!!!  

In other news, DAL needs more 90 seat RJ's with a 76 seat configuration.  Be assured the scope clause will prevail and they will never consider operating any more RJ's then allowed by contract.  

Comair pilots get a reprieve. Their showoff has another 45 days before it comes to a head.  And for anyone who cares after years with no contract ASA pilots are moving closer.  Not finished, but closer.  

DAL is now interviewing for the next batch of furloughees after the merge. 

News clip of interest:

Delta CEO Gerald Grinstein, who plans to retire once Delta emerges from bankruptcy, immediately rejected the bid. He says Delta is worth more as an independent airline, possibly as much as $12.4 billion.

But that depends how you slice the numbers. Delta offered creditors some very rosy projections in its bankruptcy plan. Delta predicts the market value of it equity post bankruptcy would be worth 63 cents for every $1 of sales or double that of its peer group. That’s horribly unrealistic, says Airline Forecasts’ Cordle, who estimates the major airlines equity value currently trade at 31 cents per $1 of revenue.

Delta is assuming it can slash debt 50% to $7.6 billion from $17 billion to $7.6 billion, reduce capacity and dramatically boost revenue. The airline’s projections call for 4% growth in 2007, four times faster than the rest of the airline industry. 

Part of the revenue expansion is an aggressive growth overseas. Delta is copying what Continental, United and American have already accomplished – move a substantial amount of the airline’s seats overseas. By 2010, Delta hopes to nearly double its international capacity from roughly 20% to 40% of total seats sold.

That’s going to be a hard sell, especially if the economy slows, or there is another terrorism scare, depressing international bookings.

 

 

Mark,
I apprecaiate your info letter/e-mail...keep'em coming.

I was a supporter of Will and sent out tons of e-mails and faxes...sat in my US Reps' office for hours it  seemed.....he has a "hot" receptionist..what can I say.????

Totally disappointed in DP3...I thought they took the wrong tact from the get-go.....Undermining the real preservation efforts. Now how could anyone argue with the name Delta Pilots Pension Preservation....I think we were sucker punched on this one... but now this too is water under the "fuckin'" bridge.

Have a good XXX mas,
ciao,
William Michael Wiggins....retired..........but still very pissed !!!

 

Thanks as always for your continuing efforts to keep the information flowing.  I am obviously not an expert in the area of mergers, and cannot properly judge the merits of the US Air offer, but I do believe that both we "unsecured creditor" pilots and the active pilots should be hoping for a merger of some sort.  It should be clear to everyone that the current management team at Delta is incompetent, and should be replaced.  Nobody's career is going to be enhanced by placing it in their hands.  As for us retired pilots, we can rest assured that the numbers being tossed around by Grinstein et al concerning their stand alone plan are lies, and that the best chance we have for optimizing the value of our claims lies in an outside bid.  Just as was the case when they sold us out, Grinstein and Moak have a natural alliance in opposing any merger-after all a merger would result in one fewer CEO and one fewer MEC Chairman-and Moak will thus work hard to convince the active pilots that their interests lie in placing their careers in the hands of the same brilliant folk who got Delta into bankruptcy in the first place.  As for moving HQ:  The AJC and the city of Atlanta have shown absolutely no appreciation over the years for this airline that literally made Atlanta, and that gave so much back to the community.  They showed zero loyalty when Value Jet/Air Tran came along.  They don't deserve to have an airline headquartered there, and I hope they lose Delta.  Merry Christmas!
Paul
 
 

Understanding Airline Pilots .

This is a very special email to those who understand a Pilot's world of flying.

You see them at airport terminals around the world. 

You see them in the Morning early, sometimes at night.

They come neatly uniformed and hatted, sleeves striped; wings over their left pocket; They show up looking fresh.

There's a brisk, young-old look of efficiency about them. They arrive fresh from home, from hotels, carrying suitcases, battered briefcases, bulging,
with a wealth of technical information, data, filled with regulations, rules.

They know the new, harsh sheen of Chicago's O'Hare 

They know the cluttered approaches to Newark; they know the tricky shuttle that is Rio; they know but do not relish the intricate instrument approaches to various foreign airports. 

They know the volcanoes all around Guatemala. 

They respect foggy San Francisco. 

They know the up-and-down walk to the gates at Dallas, the Texas sparseness of Abilene, the very narrow Berlin Corridor, New Orleans' sparkling
terminal, the milling crowds at Washington. 

 

They know Butte, Boston, and Beirut. 

They appreciate Miami's perfect weather, they recognize the danger of an ice-slick runway at JFK

They understand short runways, antiquated fire equipment, inadequate approach lighting, but there is one thing they will never comprehend:
Complacency. 

They marvel at the exquisite good taste of hot coffee in Anchorage & Brazil, and a cold beer in Guam. 

They vaguely remember the workhorse efficiency of the DC-3s, the C-46 - probably the heaviest twin engined tail-dragger at 50, 650 Lbs., the
reliability of the DC- 4s and DC 6s, the trouble with the DC-7 and the propellers on Boeing 377s. The sound of R-2800's cranking-up. The PRT's of
the 3350's. BMEP spots on their white shirts.

They discuss the beauty of an old gal named Connie. 

They recognize the high shrill whine of a Viscount, the rumbling thrust of a DC-8 or 707 on a clearly takeoff from Haneda, and a Convair. 

The remoteness of the 747 cockpit. 

The roominess of the DC10 and the snug fit of a 737. 

They speak a language unknown to Webster. 

They discuss ALPA, EPRs, fans, mach and bogie swivels.

And, strangely, such things as bugs, thumpers, crickets, and CATs, but they are inclined to change the subject when the uninitiated approaches. 

They have tasted the characteristic loneliness of the sky, and occasionally the adrenaline of danger. 

They respect the unseen thing called turbulence.

They know what it means to fight for self-control, to discipline one's senses. 

They buy life insurance, but make no concession to the possibility of complete disaster, for they have uncommon faith in themselves and what they
are doing. 

They concede the glamour is gone from flying. 

They deny a pilot is through at sixty. 

They know tomorrow, or the following night, something will come along they have never met before.

They know flying requires perseverance and vigilance. 

They know they must practice, lest they retrograde. 

They realize why some wit once quipped: "Flying is year after year of monotony punctuated by seconds of stark terror." 

As a group, they defy mortality tables, yet approach semi-annual physical examinations with trepidation. 

They are individualistic, yet bonded together. 

They are family people. 

They are reputedly overpaid, yet entrusted with equipment worth millions. 

And entrusted with lives, countless lives. 

At times they are reverent.

They have watched the Pacific sky turn purple at dusk and the stark beauty of sunrise over Iceland at the end of a polar crossing. 

They know the twinkling, jeweled beauty of Los Angeles at night.

They have seen snow on the Rockies - from above.

They remember the vast unending mat of green Amazon jungle, the twisting Silver road that is the father of waters,an ice cream cone called Fujiyama;
the hump of Africa. 

Who can forget Everest from 100 miles away, or the ice fog in Fairbanks in January.

They have watched a satellite streak across a starry sky, seen the clear, deep blue of the stratosphere, felt the incalculable force of the heavens. 

They have marveled at sun-streaked evenings, dappled earth, velvet night, spun silver clouds, sculptured cumulus: God's weather. 

They have viewed the Northern Lights, a wilderness of sky, a pilot's halo, a bomber's moon, horizontal rain, Contrails and St Elmo's Fire Only A PILOT
experiences all these. 

This is their world .

_________________________________________________

That all for this RSP issue!  Until next time. 
 

Tailwinds Always,
Mark Sztanyo
859-916-0259
marksztanyo@insightbb.com
"Airspeed, altitude, or brains; you always need at least two."
