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As most readers probably know, Trans World Airlines
(TWA) was the largest civilian operator of the
Lockheed Constellation and flew a total of 146
Connies from 1945 to 1967. Massachusetts native Bob

Trumpolt had a 27-year flying career with TWA before retir-
ing in September 1991 as an L-1011 captain. He started his
career with the company in October 1964 when he reported to
TWA headquarters in Kansas City for what was to be TWA’s
final Constellation flight engineer class. At age 30, Bob was the
“old guy” in the class and TWA training was known in the
industry to be very tough. After 4.5-months of intense training,
Bob became a full-fledged flight engineer and went on to fly on
the 749, 749A, and 1049G Constellations. The following is
Bob’s memoir of the 2.5-years he spent on the Constellation.

I was so fortunate and honored, to have served my great
airline, starting out as a 30-year-old newbie flight engineer on
the Connie. It was hard work involving —5°F/oh-dark-thirty
pre-flights “sticking” six fuel tanks, a hydraulic tank, and four
oil tanks on frosty and slippery wings. Then, down a ladder to
the wheel well bays, etc. I loved it all. 

KINDER, GENTLER ERA
Put yourself back in the 1950s/1960s. By late 1964,

Connie was relegated to flying from the East Coast throughout
the Midwest — from Boston to Kansas City and many cites in
between. Four models were in service; the 749,
747A, that wonderful 1049G, and the 1649A,
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The 1049G “Super G” was Bob’s favorite Constellation variant and served the airline
well from April 1955 to December 1966. TWA operated 28 of the model exclusively on
intercontinental and transcontinental routes. In their final years, they were relegated to short haul
routes in the eastern USA before being replaced by jets such as the Boeing 727. (Jon Proctor)

which had been relegated to flying freight. The passengers
were so nice — dad in a three-piece suit, mother with a little
hat and white gloves, children scrubbed and dressed in their
Sunday best. The cockpit door was unlocked and a flight atten-
dant (stew) might bring a nervous businessman or a wide-eyed
child up front for a visit. The captain would tailor his chat to
each, sending the businessman back looking much happier
having seen “up-front” and, of course, the youngster
enthralled with all the noise, lights, dials, and excitement in the
wheelhouse. It was a wonderful PR moment — now long lost
to history along with the romance of flying in Connie.

WHAT WAS IT LIKE FOR OUR PAX?
Picture this — its night, the engines are brought up to take-

off power, a mighty roar and a yellow stream of fire reaches
back from those big stacks. As the power is reduced for climb,
the fires stream begins to crawl back into the stacks. Later, as
power is further reduced for cruise, engine roar subsides, props
are fine tuned to a smooth hum and the short flame pattern
turns a pretty blue. 

Now it’s time for the approach to landing; flaps and landing
gear are extended and power increased to a loud rumble with
those mighty props digging in and suddenly a small blue flame
leaps out in a long yellow trail of fire. Wow! A loud and visual
display of “thunder and lightning” as Connie makes her final
prep for landing. Every flight is a great adventure
for our pax and me too. 

HOW DID I GET A SHOT AT SUCH
A GREAT JOB?

During 1948 at age 13, I joined the Civil Air Patrol
(ground school) before progressing in 1950 to becoming a line
boy at Bolton Airport in Massachusetts. Today, a golf course
occupies the airport site. At the time, the field was home to
twelve training aircraft from Champs, Taylorcrafts, Cessna
140s, and a Cessna T-50 Bobcat. It was a very busy little field,
mostly training GI Bill students.

During December 1950, I had my
first solo in a T-Craft; having received
5:30 dual. An hour in a Champ in May,
two flights in October in a T-Craft, and
four flights in a T-Craft in November.
This was my total compensation for
7.5-months’ work at the airport. 

During the spring of 1952, I received
a Private Pilot license in a Champ on
skis. As a 17-year-old high school
senior, I bought a 1936 Taylor J-2 Cub,
single ignition, no brakes, for $150 —
including a complete spare engine in a
crate! Licensed it for $75. 

In 1956 I got my first charter flight
job and that winter I flew 503-hrs in
exactly six-months out of a small gravel
strip in Connecticut and my flights
ranged from the Canadian border to Pittsburg and Philly. Most
in nasty weather. The boss said, “Deliver your fare or you’re
done here.”

I worked six-days a week for $50 plus $1-per-hour flying
time. All hours were flown in a Piper Tri-Pacer and I flew
executives, Great Horned Owls, scallops, machinery — you
name it, I flew it!

By 1964, I had spent 14-years of flight instructing, char-
ter flying for a Beechcraft dealer, and had also worked 7.5-
years as a CAA/FAA control tower operator in various loca-
tions. Finally, in the fall of 1964, I received a telegram from
TWA and a one-way airline ticket to report on 26 October
for two-days at Downtown Kansas City Airport for med-
ical/psychological testing.

On 28

October, I heard the words, “Welcome to the last class of
Connie engineers.” A groan came up from the 15 military
guys in my class of 18; they had just been released from mili-
tary service due to McNamara’s base closures around the
country. TWA was using the “dart board” method of setting
up various pilot/flight engineer training – besides Connie
flight engineer classes, classes were set up for B-707, CV-
880, and B-727 first officers, and jet flight engineers. 

Thanks to a big feud going on between
the Flight Engineers’ International
Association (FEIA) and Airline Pilots
Association (ALPA), a new cockpit posi-
tion called “second officer” was mandat-
ed with the sole duties consisting of keep-
ing the jet’s flight log and taking coffee
orders. Those folks did not fare well at
the end of their one-year probationary
period when they were put in the simula-
tor and many did not make it.

Other aspects of this fight included the
“old” mechanic flight engineers that were
given a chance to obtain a commercial and
an instrument rating at a training base on
Long Island at company expense. These
old timers would often say, “All those
pilots do is watch the autopilot and drink
coffee, I’ve got a real job!” Well, we lost a

bunch more when they were thrown in the little DC-9 simulator
and never even got to the airplane before they were legally fired.
Some of them became very competent captains later on, but not
many. On their probation period, first officers had one-year
where the union couldn’t help them; if you looked cross-eyed at a
captain he could “turn you in.” Most unfairly, the probationary
period for flight engineers was 1.5-years, so more jeopardy plus
no line pay for an extra six-months. Flight engineers pay was
$500 per month!

STUDY BUDDIES AND
APARTMENT DWELLERS

Each guy teamed up with another 
to facilitate back and forth training after hours to

drive all the minutia into our heads. As
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