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The Hickory Aviation Museum wishes to express their profound gratitude to
The Hon. Rudy Wright, Mayor, City of Hickory
Terry Clark, Airport Director, Hickory Regional Airport
Without their enthusiasm and support the publication of this special edition of The Fury
would not have been possible. Thanks, Rudy! Thanks, Terry!
Collings Foundation Visits HAM
By Kyle Kirby
On October 22nd, a cadre of vintage WW II
aircraft descended on our museum and airport.
Their mission: to celebrate the sacrifice and success
of our WW II veterans. The aircraft included a
B-17 Flying Fortress, a B-24 Liberator, and a P-51
Mustang. This incredible collection brought out a
crowd from our local community. As a result the
Museum made many new friends.
Prior to the arrival of the aircraft, we had great press
coverage from Hickory, Morganton, Charlotte, and
Newton. Kregg and I made a trip to Dale Earnhardt
Chevrolet to pick up a Suburban that they donated
for the group flying the aircraft (THANKS!!). The
B-24 arrived around 1500 on the 22nd and did a
press ride. Due to the fact that it wasn’t full, some of
our lucky staff were permitted (see page 9)
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Bob Morgan’s Christmas Surprise

Do you recognize this place? No? See “A
Christmas Story” on page 6!

It All Started With a Fury
By Tom Burkhalter
This is the first in a continuing series of articles
on the formation and history of the Sabre Society of
North Carolina. In more ways than one, it all started
with a Fury.
In the early 60s the last FJ Furies were being
phased out of naval service. Congressman James
Broyhill secured a number of the retired fighter jets
for distribution to public parks and playgrounds in his
district. One of those Furies wound up in Hudson,
NC, where the co-founders of the Sabre Society, Kyle
and Kregg Kirby, lived as children.
Over time the predictable ravages of weather,
vandalism, aging and general neglect took their toll
on these aircraft, and the cities that had accepted them
from the Federal government realized they had become
safety hazards. One by one the aircraft were cut up for
scrap. A cutting torch to sever the wing surface and
spars, then load everything on a flatbed truck.
Kyle Kirby remembers that a friend told him she had
seen “an airplane” in a park in Taylorsville. Kyle went
to look at it in June of 1989. Surviving photos of the
Fury showed it was in terrible condition. The canopy
was broken, panels were missing from the fuselage,
instruments had been ripped out of the cockpit, the
paint and insignia markings were faded to nothing.
The brothers looked at the wreck and made a vow to
each other that this Fury would not go on the scrap
heap.
In retrospect that’s as good a moment as any for the
inception of the Sabre Society.
Kregg and Kyle had no idea what it would take to
move the Fury from the Taylorsville Jaycee Park to
the Hickory Regional Airport.
“I should have quit twenty times,” Kregg Kirby
recalled. Six months of phone calls produced
frustration on one end of the phone and indifference on
the other. Finally Kregg reached Bill Glad of the Parks
and Recreation Department of the City of Taylorsville.
Mr. Glad agreed that the aging, dilapidated Fury in
the Taylorsville Jaycee Park was a liability and he
would be happy to get rid of it. But that raised another
obstacle. Technically, the Fury was still the property
of the Federal Government. It could be disposed of as
scrap but if it continued in existence as a more or less
intact airframe, transfer of ownership was not as easy
(continued page 10)
as getting permission
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Underwater Ejection
by CDR. Russ Pearson, USN(Ret)
This is a condensed version of the full article from
The Hook magazine. It appears with the kind
permission of the author.
   Shortly after midnight, in the “zero-dark-thirty”
hours of 10 June 1969, I was the pilot of a singleengine, single-seat A-7 Corsair II light-attack
aircraft that departed the flight deck of the aircraft
carrier USS Constellation (CVA-64) and plunged
into the Pacific Ocean some 60 miles off the coast of
Southern California.
   The voice of Connie’s final approach controller came
through the headset loud and clear, “Corsair 202 is on
course, on glideslope at three-quarters of a mile. Call
the ball.” It was my cue to get off the instruments and
fly the final few seconds of the approach visually. The
A-7 Corsair II aircraft strapped around my waist was
the Navy’s newest light-attack carrier jet and I was
proud to be in one the initial classes of first-tour pilots
selected to fly it. “Two-Zero-Two, Corsair, ball, fuel
state 4.0,” I replied as my scan shifted outside the
cockpit to the “meatball” of amber light beaming aft
from the optical landing mirror on Constellation’s
four-acre flight deck.
   “Roger, Ball. Keep it coming,” the landing signal
officer (LSO) acknowledged from his platform on
the port side of the flight deck. The voice was not as
relaxed as the LSO who had “waved” the class every
night for the past month at Lemoore.
   More than two years of flight training at five bases in
four states were riding on this event. Tonight was the
long awaited “graduation exercise” from the training
environment into the fleet, the final rite of passage into
the Navy’s elite fraternity of tailhook carrier pilots. In
a few short months, I’d be flying combat missions in
Southeast Asia from an a aircraft carrier in the Gulf
of Tonkin.
   The final half-mile to the ship was over in a matter
of seconds-it happened so fast that the tricky “burble”
of turbulent air at the fantail passed practically
unnoticed. But the bone jarring jolt of the 25,000lb. Corsair coming down at 650 feet-per-minute to
collide with the ship’s steel deck didn’t go unnoticed.
I knew it was coming but it still got my attention. The
harness straps dug deeply into my shoulders as the
plane decelerated from 135 knots to a screeching halt
(continued next page)
in three seconds flat.”

(Underwater Ejection)
Piece of cake,” I thought. “Five more
and you’re on your way to the fleet.”
  The landing was on speed and on glideslope, and
the tailhook had engaged the targeted No. 3 wire. All
was not well, however, as the plane was drifting fast
toward the port catwalk. A late line-up correction had
set up a right-to-left roll-out as the plane decelerated
down the angled deck.
   The cockpit was jolted hard as the plane’s port
main landing gear dropped off the deck edge. The
plane was precariously perched on the edge of the
flight deck. To eject now would be suicidal--the
trajectory of the ejection seat’s rocket motor would
send the seat skipping across the water like a flat
rock on a farm pond. If the hook remained engaged
with the arresting gear cable, the situation might still
be salvageable.
   The momentary stillness was soon shattered as the
aircraft lunged forward. The worst had happened-the tailhook had “spit-out” the arresting cable.
The plane tumbled off the flight deck and plunged
downward some 60 feet prior to impacting the
Pacific.
   We had learned in survival training that a ditched
aircraft sinks at about 10 feet per second, and after
100 feet, crew survival is unlikely. I figured I had
about 10 seconds if I were going to get out of this
mess alive.
   The ejection seat seemed the only chance, albeit
a slim one. In the history of Naval Aviation, only
a handful of pilots had ever attempted, much less
survived, an underwater ejection. It was theoretically
possible in the A-7, but no one had yet tested it.
   There was also the chance I might eject directly
into the Connie’s passing steel hull or even worse,
into one of her massive propellers. The odds for
survival were grim and getting worse each second.
   I intentionally delayed the inevitable for a splitsecond for the ship to pass clear. Then I reached
down between my knees for the seat’s alternate
ejection handle, the one we’d been trained to use
when time is the most critical factor. I grasped the
ejection handle, closed my eyes and, expecting the
worst, pulled straight up. The delay was only a
millisecond, but it seemed much longer. A sudden
blast of brilliant light blinded me; the seat’s rocket
motor fired following a built-in sequencing delay. In
an instant, I was out of the cockpit and clear of
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the seat, though still submerged in the cold, dark
water of the Pacific.
   I couldn’t breathe. Panic set in and I became totally
disoriented--I couldn’t tell up from down. In less
than a minute, I had gone from being a cocky, selfassured carrier pilot to a desperate young 25 year-old
Navy LTJG fighting for his life.
  Just then, a cluster of lights flickering on the surface
caught my eye. The flight-deck directors had tossed
their watertight flashlight wands over the side to mark
my plane’s location for the plane-guard destroyer
and the search and rescue (SAR) helo. Though I
was still under water, the lights reoriented me and I
instinctively swam toward them.
   I gasped for air as my helmet broke the surface. It
felt great to be alive. But that lung full of fresh sea air
was accompanied by an excruciating pain. Something
was seriously wrong, but there was an even more
pressing problem. The altitude-sensing device that
automatically deploys the parachute had activated
and the chute had partially opened. The canopy and
shroudlines streamed behind me, overpowering my
efforts to keep my head above water. I had to stay
clear of those shroudlines and get rid of that chute,
now.
   Something below the surface brushed against my
feet. When the object brushed against me again, I
realized that it was the plane. It had impacted the
water with minimal force and was virtually intact.
With its wing fuel bladders and over half of the
fuselage fuel cells filled with air, Corsair 202 floated
upside down just beneath the surface. My legs had
brushed against the tail. Hanging onto the horizontal
stabilator for support, I located the life vest’s inflation
toggles which had wrenched around to my side
during the ejection. Grasping a lanyard in each hand,
I pulled down and away and whoosh, the flotation
lobes inflated instantly.
   But the parachute still streamed out like a huge sea
anchor. Should it fill with water and sink, even the
inflated vest wouldn’t help. I rolled over on my back
and reached upward along the parachute risers until I
located the Koch fittings, the small metal latches that
connect the harness to the parachute and pulled down
on the latch. In an instant, the chute was gone.
Moments later, I floated center stage in a large
beam of bright, white light shining down from the
ship’s SAR helicopter.
(continued page 4)

(Underwater Ejection)
That homely, wind-blowing, water-churning
contraption looked like an angel of mercy--nothing
could have been more beautiful.
Minutes later, a rescue swimmer from the
helicopter was in the water next to me.
   “You okay, sir?” he yelled over the din of the
thrashing rotor blades.
   “I’m okay,” I yelled back, “but it hurts to breathe.”
I didn’t tell him that it also hurt to yell.
   “Hang on, sir. All we’ve got is a horse collar, but
it’ll get you out of here,” he shouted as he guided
my arms through the opening in the pear- shaped
rescue sling.
   As the hoist lifted us out of the water, my body
dangled helplessly from the horse collar like a wet
dish rag. Weighted down by soaking flight gear and
steel-toed flight boots, and whipped about by the
helo’s downdraft, the pain became unbearable. The
next thing I remember was sprawling on the deck of
the helo’s cargo cabin, heaving salt water.
Moments later, the helo recovered aboard the
carrier and I was transported to sickbay on a
stretcher. The alternate ejection handle may have
expedited my exit from the cockpit, but at a painful
price. Reaching down between my knees to grasp
the secondary handle in an inverted, submerged
cockpit had placed my upper body in a vulnerable,
dangerously curved position. The g-force of the
seat firing had broken my back.
Naval Aviation had turned out to be as dangerous
as it was glamorous. I learned first-hand that the
thrill of flying high-performance jet aircraft off
the decks of aircraft carriers sometimes demands a
hefty personal price. I now understood why guys
get paid for a job most of us would gladly pay for
the privilege of doing.
   Whether my survival was fate or just sheer good
luck is debatable. But one thing is for certain.
Without the first-class water survival training all
tailhookers receive as they earn their Naval Wings
of Gold, I would have been remembered by friends
and family, at a 1969 memorial service rather
than honored by them at a 1992 Navy retirement
ceremony. Every day since 10 June 1969 has been a
gift of life for which I am thankful.

VA-82 Reunion
By Kyle Kirby
On the first weekend in October 2010, our
museum had its finest hour so far in my humble
opinion when we played host to the official 2010
reunion of Attack Squadron 82. This was inclusive
to the 1968 cruise on USS America (CVN-66) and
1969-70 cruise aboard USS Coral Sea (CVA-43).
To say that the event was a success would be a
tremendous understatement. There are several key
people that need to be mentioned here as well. Walt
Moser, Joel and Mary Eaton, and Tom and Chris
Brown really spearheaded the event from the VA82 side. On our side I have a myriad of thanks to
give out. Linda Hill was instrumental in making sure
that the accommodations were taken care of. She
worked with Walt and Mary on place settings,
the BBQ, etc. etc. She was actually still closing
everything out after the reunion was over!! Bravo
Zulu! The one thing that HAD to be accomplished
was getting Scotty Greiling’s name on the aircraft
for the dedication ceremony. Here Henry Busch
and Brian King performed miracles. Walt had given
us a picture taken when the squadron members
carried their names beneath the canopy rails. Henry
nailed it perfectly on his computer and handed
the ball to Brian. Brian took it to a place to have
it transformed to vinyl only to find the company
dissolved. Fortunately I knew a backup. Assurance
Sign got the goods and Brian saw it through. As
well, we decided to go ahead and complete the
cockpit section with various decals that we had never
finished. Henry got them on computer form and we
completed the package. Another Bravo Zulu for
making that happen. Brian also did a remarkable job
of getting the picture of Scotty Greiling blown up to
really add to the entire ceremony!
Also, Jeff Willhelm, Brian Laws and myself gave the
A-7 a wash job to get the algae off the racks and spiff
her up. That was fun! This was a couple of months
before the reunion. Jim Rosamond, Jim Malcolm,
and Chris Knollmeyer also hit it again just prior to the
event. Kregg and I and Chris Knollmeyer also got
the anti-glare panel painted. On the same workday,
Eddie Rosamond and Perry Fry (our restoration
leaders) headed up a group to get the horizontal stabs
fixed up and painted. There were some corrosion
issues and they got everything finished nicely.
Help was given by a number of folks to this end.

(continued next page)
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(VA-82 Reunion)
It included Jim Rosamond, Brian Laws, Chris
Knollmeyer, and Brian King. Jim and Judy
Rosamond also got the chairs for the reunion and
Judy really helped out with Linda to get things right
Saturday. Everyone really made this event a huge
success and our regular volunteers did a fantastic
job manning the museum and making sure that the
VA-82 crowd was well taken care of. You should
all be very proud of the masterful job each of you
did!!
The
reunion
itself
was
beyond
our
expectations. There were approximately 70 people
from VA-82 that turned out for the event. This
included wives and other folks as well. There
were five plane captains, and three pilots from
other units that also came along. The weather was
perfect! The festivities started with a BBQ Friday
night. This was also a meet and greet event with
spirits as well. There was plenty of food and it was
delicious. Also several of the Marauders spoke
as we had a PA system. I was especially touched
by Gene Clemens’ emotional talk. He was group
CO on the Coral Sea cruise in 1969-70. The party
extended for the Marauders back at the Hospitality
Suite at the hotel. I heard they had fun!
Saturday was the climax of the event. Many of the
VA-82 cast came out to enjoy the museum and our
Gathering of Eagles. At 14:00 the reunion began
and it was very impressive to see the all-stars from
Navy light attack descend on our humble museum.
Of course 154345 was the main attraction! It is quite
incredible to have this aircraft here that these guys
actually flew in combat! The ceremony went well
with many of the Marauders speaking. Jeff Wofford
and I had the privilege of addressing the crowd and
there was a ceremony to remember those of VA-82
that have passed on. After this transpired, it was
time to dedicate the aircraft to VA-82’s only fatality
on either of the unit’s first two cruises. For this,
Jim Malcolm devised an ingenious design to unveil
Scotty’s name on the aircraft. It was ironically a
piece of wood from our VA-37 pals that flew our
aircraft in 1972 on USS Saratoga (CVA-60).
The dedication really was a miracle and I still am
amazed at how it all came about. For this there was
an incredible number of Scotty Greiling’s family
in attendance. Thanks to our outreach through the
Internet, Jay and Karen DeBellis found us and some
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of the men who had flown with her father. She was
six months old when Scotty left on the cruise from
which he never returned. It was a very emotional
experience to meet her and see Walt Moser describing
the A-7 cockpit in detail to her and telling her about
her father. Unfortunately, her husband Jay was
on deployment aboard the USS Abraham Lincoln
during the event and couldn’t be with us. Scotty’s
younger brother Paul came and spoke about him
prior to the dedication. Both Karen and Paul came
from Washington State to be here. Gail Wickersham,
Scotty’s sister, came from Indiana. Bob and Alice
Gridley made the pilgrimage from Gainesville, FL
to see their cousin’s name placed on the A-7. It was
very emotional and Capt. Charlie Cook told me that
he has experienced many similar events around the
nation and this was the best!
Toward the end of the day, our Keynote Speaker
arrived after traveling all over the country to be
here. Leighton “Snuffy” Smith arrived with wife
Dotty as everyone was departing for the Crown
Plaza and the banquet Saturday night. He greeted
old buddies and we were off. Snuffy is a retired Four
Star Admiral and was actually knighted by Queen
Elizabeth II for his role as NATO Commander in
Bosnia. His resume includes planning and briefing
the mission (while with VA-82) that dropped the
Thanh Hoa Bridge in October of 1972. That is
pretty lofty for those of us who are students of the
Vietnam War. The banquet was fabulous and Sir
Snuffy lived up to his reputation as perhaps the most
legendary naval aviator since WW II. During his
talk he announced that Hickory was now the light
attack East Coast home since their former home,
NAS Cecil Field has been closed.
Those were just incredible words to hear and
perhaps the ultimate compliment that could be
bestowed on the Hickory Aviation Museum. We
should all be very proud of that! The hospitality
suite was open and I am proud to announce that Tom
Brown, Doug Bradt, and myself were the last three
standing!! No slack in light attack! This event has
literally catapulted us to a new level. We will see
great things in the future and you should all be proud
of your hard work and intense dedication. We will
see a lot of good come from this Alpha Strike that
Attack Squadron 82 performed on our museum in
October of 2010!

A CHRISTMAS STORY
By Bob Morgan
Before long, it will be that joyous time of the year.
It is the time of good cheer and of Christmas gift
giving and this is my gift to you, a wartime Christmas
story from WWII.
I was most fortunate to be in Jerusalem at Christmas
1944, a favorite rest and recovery area for the Allied
forces during WWII. Jerusalem was and is one of
the most sought after places to visit. Here I was,
nineteen years old (almost twenty) standing on
hallowed ground. Talk about culture shock! Two
plus years earlier at the ripe old age of seventeen I
was living in the small town of Essex, Maryland. It
was a big day if you had a few extra coins in your
pocket. You could go to the skating rink, maybe just
to watch or do a little roller skating or better yet, to
go the local movie house and see a Hopalong Cassidy
cowboy movie. The main modes of transportation
were by foot, bicycle, trolley car or bus. Some of us
were lucky to have a driver’s license and could drive
the family car. The car was for essential use onlylike going to work or church-no joyriding. Gasoline
was expensive. A dollar bought five gallons. Now, a
couple of years later because of the war, we were in
strange lands and flying big airplanes that consumed
one hundred and fifty gallons per hour and it was not
necessary to have a license to drive one.
I need to tell a short story that will give more
meaning to and understanding of those who served
at the time. Recently, a good buddy of mine passed
away. In aviation we use the expression as “Going
West.” Where the word buddy came from is unknown
to me. It is a wartime expression for those you held
in higher esteem than a friend. Simply put, you both
had something in common. Art Sulteen, a fighter
pilot with the 8th Air Force, was a buddy of mine
and others who would meet at the Hickory Aviation
Museum the first Saturday of each month. There
was no planned discussion; just talk and reminiscing
of the old days. There was a camaraderie that was
most enjoyable and made us a special group. Wives
who listened in were amazed. More than once, one
would say “I never heard stories like this before.”
Art made a remark one day. He said “When we get
together, time backtracks and we are all twenty years
old again.”
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How true. Another said “Never again would I wish to
go through what we did in war.” However, for those
who survived, it made us wiser and older beyond
our years and had a direct impact on determining our
futures. It was a transition from a kid to a mature
person. Our youth was bypassed. Times were
definitely different and we thought and conducted
ourselves differently from those in this present age
and society. Tom Brokaw called us the Greatest
Generation. We had to adapt to new cultures and
situations faster than any previous generation.
Now on with the Christmas story. I had been to
Israel (Palestine) and was somewhat familiar with
Jerusalem. While there, many of us stayed at the
Rockefeller Museum, staffed by the Red Cross. The
museum’s construction was paid for by donations
from the American people. Total cost at that time
was four million dollars. Nowadays the cost would
be over one hundred million dollars. The museum
has a bell tower which housed a carillon that played
Christmas carols day and night. The carillon was
most unusual in that a chorus of bells instead of one
would play a note. Never have I heard anything so
beautiful. It sure put you into the Christmas spirit
fast. The museum housed and fed the troops and
had a rule-all those who were quartered there were
treated equally, regardless if you were a Private or
a General.

Entrance to Church of St. Catherine
One of the most important and visited sites in
Jerusalem is the Church of St. Catherine’s. It was
built around seventeen hundred years ago as a
Byzantine temple and when the Crusaders arrived it
was converted to a Christian church. It is really four
churches in one-each with its own name.

The largest is Greek Orthodox, then Hungarian
followed by Armenian and the fourth is Roman
Catholic and is known as the Church of the Nativity.
This is considered to be the most holy as it houses
the grotto where the birthplace and manger of Jesus
are located. It is quite small and can contain only a
limited number of people crowded together as there
is no room for pews. The Church has a High Mass
every Christmas Eve and those familiar with the rite
know the ensemble conducting the service is large,
limiting the size of the small congregation.

Interior of Church of St. Catherine
Christmas Eve morning, I met this twenty five year
old Colonel and a twenty seven year old Brigadier
General at the Rockefeller Museum. They were part
of a P-47 group from Italy. They knew I had a pass
to the service that evening and they also wanted to
attend. I informed the General “The congregation
allowed is very small and the hour is late, but let me
see what I can do.” Fortunately, I knew the right
people and was lucky to obtain passes that early
afternoon. One thing more: in peacetime only
kings, queens and the rich and famous could attend
the service. As this was wartime, I believe we were
given special consideration.

The Colonel and General wanted to do some
sightseeing and I acted as their guide. I said
“General, I have a request. Since this is Christmas
and I’m going to be your guide, is it okay to dispense
with rank and enjoy ourselves?” The General
looked at me, grabbed my hand and said “Grantedlead away.” We spent the remainder of the daylight
hours looking at many of the sights. Later that
evening we attended the service at the Church of the
Nativity. It was an unforgettable, once in a lifetime
experience. The service ended quite late and on our
way out we met a Franciscan brother that I knew
from previous flights to Jerusalem. “Tomorrow,”
he said, “bring your friends to the Church and we
will have something for you.”

Grotto Entrance
The evening was not over. Just outside of the
city limits the Protestants have a service in the
fields where the Magi saw and followed the Star
of Bethlehem. They are called the Shepherd’s
fields, where an angel appeared to the shepherds to
announce the birth of Jesus. Even in wartime, the
road was crowded. I informed my companions that
I knew another route where we could get ahead of
most of the masses but we might have to get a little
dusty. I received the same answer as before: “Lead
away.” We went through back alleys, over fences,
walls, etc. and arrived at the head of the pack. To
this day, I can recall almost every detail of that
night. It was one of the most memorable of my life.
(continued next page)

Grotto with Manger & Birthplace
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The next day, my friends and I met with the
Franciscan brother and he gave each of us a document
attesting we visited the Sacred Place, Christmas 1944.
A copy is included at the end of this newsletter. It is
one of my most cherished possessions.

Manger
Pictures of the document and photos of Jerusalem
in the early 1940’s are printed along with this story,
pictures like you never knew existed. In the near
future these photos will be on display at the Hickory
Aviation Museum. Over the years, clergymen from
all paths of the Christian faith have looked at these
photos and all had the same comment-“Wow!”

Star Marks Traditional Birthplace
Brian King, one of the talented museum members,
reworked the sixty six year old photos and other
items of mine so we can all enjoy a rediscovered part
of our past. He is good. I wonder if he can do the
same for some eighty five year old relics!
Merry Christmas.
Bob Morgan
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F-14 Cockpit an Oktoberfest Hit
By Tom Burkhalter
The efforts of Museum volunteers who spent
long hours restoring the F-14 cockpit over the
last eighteen months paid off handsomely during
Oktoberfest this year. The F-14 cockpit, painted in
the colors of VF-41 whose Tomcats shot down two
Libyan Sukhoi Su-22s in the Gulf of Sidra in 1983,
was a major hit with visitors to the event. “We
always had a line to get in the cockpit, even when
it was time to close up,” said Jim Malcolm, who
spent two days answering questions and helping
people in and out of the cockpit seats.
This sort of project is what our Museum is really
about. It allows people a small glimpse into the
world of the jet aviator. For the older folks, it
might bring back memories. For the younger ones
it might ignite dreams.
Eddie Rosamond headed the multi-talented crew
of workers who devoted several nights each week
over the last year and a half to the restoration
of the cockpit. “The worst thing we faced was
getting the concrete ballast out of the cockpit,”
Rosamond said. The cockpit was last used by the
Navy to train firefighters; the concrete ballast kept
it upright. Eddie’s crew included Jim Rosamond,
Perry Frye, Chris Newton, Chris Knollmeyer and
Jim Malcolm. Kregg and Kyle Kirby, and Bobby
Baker contributed elbow grease as their schedule
allowed. Brian King rendered invaluable assistance
with graphics for the aircraft. Brian Laws did the
Bondo work where the fuselage was scarred by
axe-wielding firefighters. Restoration was guided
throughout by Navy shop manuals and reference
works on the F-14 available in the Museum library.
Eddie hopes to begin restoration and painting
of the A4 Skyhawk in March 2011. Since the
Museum does not yet have a hangar we have to
wait for longer, warmer days. Anyone wishing to
contribute time or materials, please contact Eddie
Rosamond or Kyle Kirby.

(Collings Foundations Visits HAM)
to fly. I was very glad to see this as we all put in hard
work here and it is great to see it rewarded.
The P-51 finally arrived amongst great anticipation
with Stu Eberhardt flying! He is legendary himself
and it was great to see a razorback model resplendent
in Charles “Sandy” McCorkle’s colors. Sandy was
from Newton and was a West Point graduate. He
commanded the 54th FG in the Aleutian Campaign
and then went to Italy to command the 31st FG. In
the process he became a double ace, knocking down
5 in British Spitfires. Only 17 Americans achieved
this feat! He retired a Major General in 1966. Sandy
and his daughter Jane donated his entire history to
our museum! The Collings Foundation guys were
amazed to see it! Stu told me he traveled all around
the country and was always being asked questions
about Sandy. He borrowed Sandy’s Form 5 and was
visibly moved by the opportunity. We helped the CF
tell a more accurate story on McCorkle!
The B-17 also made it and the weekend lineup was
complete. Our staff did an excellent job in helping
the CF guys all the way around and there was a
plethora of folks over the weekend. I met five 450th
BG Cottontails myself!! The CF sold three rides
apiece in each bomber and one P-51 ride. Several
of those that rode were veterans of these particular
aircraft. Floyd Annas of Sawmills flew B-17Hs in
WW II. Nine O Nine was originally an H model that
performed air sea rescue. Floyd took two sons and a
grandson up on Saturday morning while wearing his
old uniform!! I will post pics on the website soon!
Some of “our” veterans were also in attendance and
had great fun. Joe Miller was emotional as the B-24
came in from Richmond; John Parker got to take his
son up in the navigator’s position of the B-17 which
was his former office! It was a great time all the way
around.
The Collings Foundation staff was incredible
throughout. They are great stewards of these aircraft
and were very kind in letting the veterans get up
close and personal with their former birds. It was
great to see and listen to. We made many new
friends and should have more vets turn out on the
first Saturdays of the month. The one thing I must
say is that the CF guys have said that we were their
best stop! They were very impressed by the museum
and our enthusiasm. We have a tremendous amount
to offer our community and we should all be very
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proud of the great work we are doing. Bravo Zulu
to all that made this happen. BTW, the CF plans on
making Hickory an annual event! That should tell
the entire story right there!
The Directors Corner
Fall 2010
As I approach the end of each year, I tend to wane
philosophical. I look back at the year and look at all
that has happened. Accomplishments, professional
development, personal development “bucket list”
items completed, family, friends (new and old),
friends lost, these are the things I reflect on. I guess
as a museum, we can do the same thing. To some,
2010 may not have seemed like a “Big” year, but it
was.
We accomplished a lot this year:
Survived another challenging economic year
(we have money in the bank and our doors are
open).
We provided a cost effective venue for families
this year.
Our membership and participation has
increased.
We ended up with more display material from
the Navy.
The F-14 Cockpit was restored and available
for display and was a big hit at Oktoberfest.
We hosted VA-82’s reunion and it was a big
success.
We had the biggest turn out yet for our
Veterans Day Celebration.
We partnered with Lenior-Rhyne University
and the Hickory Museum of Art to begin
planning a Welcome Home Celebration for the
Tuskegee Airmen to be held on Memorial Day
Weekend May 2011. To date we have raised
over $20,000
In 2010 we lost some close friends:
Pete Lail
Warren Shook
Art Sulteen
Charlie Ingle
Homer Wellborne
Jean Morgan
Matt Drendel
So, as we look back on 2010, we can be proud of
all of our accomplishments. We had great times and
bad times. We laughed, we cried. We had beer and
(continued next page)

brats at Oktoberfest; beer and BBQ at the VA-82
Reunion (I see a recurring beer theme here); we shed
a tear or two as we dedicated Streetcar 313 (our A-7)
to Scotty Grieling. The F-14 Cockpit restoration
team, sweated gallons as they worked on getting
the F-14 cockpit finished prior to Oktoberfest (I
salute Eddie, Perry and all of the guys that worked
so hard). Jim and Linda did tour after tour after tour
again this year. Harvey spent almost every Friday
keeping the museum open. Brian King took pictures
and developed graphics for the museum. Brian Laws
was a fixture on the ramp on most Saturdays. Jim
R and Bobby kept things going on Saturdays. Ray
and Sharon kept the gift shop running and John K
managed the gift shop from afar, Jim M and Chris
Knollmeyer held down the fort on Sunday. Through
it all Kyle was interviewing veterans, cataloging
display material, or changing displays. In the
background, Kregg worked with the Navy and the
Airforce to acquire more “stuff”, Tom Burkhalter
and Bob Morgan worked on getting the newsletter
up and running. The Board of Directors worked to
keep us on track.
All in all, I would have to say that I am proud to be
a part of an organization such as ours. As I mentioned
in the last newsletter, while we may not be the biggest
museum, we definitely have the biggest heart. We
have touched many lives and have made a lot of
people happy. Whether it is a little kid getting to take
his first look at an airplane or a veteran making new
acquaintances, we have put many smiles on many
faces. If I left anyone out of the description above,
it was not intentional. I appreciate each and every
one of our volunteers. I appreciate the time and effort
that everyone puts into making this museum work.
I thank all of our members for the hard work this
year. It is truly a privilege to be the director of this
museum. I hope everyone has a great holiday season,
Merry Christmas, Happy New Year, and may God
bless each and every one of you.
Sincerely,
Jeff Wofford
Editorial Staff

Tom Burkhalter, Editor
Kyle Kirby, Associate Editor
Bob Morgan, Associate Editor
Brian King, Associate Editor

Contributors

Russ “Redneck” Pearson, Cdr., USN-Ret.
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(It All Started With a Fury)
from the City of Taylorsville. More phone calls
ensued to the Department of the Navy where the
Fury was still carried on their inventory. The person
in charge of the inventory informed Kregg that only
a “501(c)(3)” corporation (referring to the section
of the Internal Revenue Code dealing with nonprofit charitable organizations) would be eligible to
receive the aircraft.
Phil Hazel and Jim Trexler of Catawba Valley
Aviation, the FBO at Hickory Regional Airport
in this time frame, knew of and were sympathetic
to Kyle and Kregg’s ambition. Kregg worked at
Catawba Valley Aviation at the time and mentioned
the 501(c)(3) requirement to Phil Hazel. “My wife’s
an attorney,” Mr. Hazel replied. Pamela H. Simon,
Mr. Hazel’s wife, put together the incorporation
package, and the Sabre Society of North Carolina
acquired corporate existence on July 7, 1990.
In the meantime Kyle and Kregg found out that
501(c)(3) status wasn’t necessary if a political
entity such as a city would sponsor a non-profit
organization to receive the aircraft. Phil Hazel
arranged a meeting between Kregg and thenMayor of Hickory James D. MacDonald. Mayor
MacDonald made the necessary arrangements for
the city to sponsor the Fury, and the last obstacle to
legal possession of the aircraft was removed.
But the Sabre Society had no money and the
aircraft was in Taylorsville. “We found out flatbeds
were really expensive,” Kyle recalled wryly. Then
Jim Trexler stepped in. “Call the CH-47 Chinook
outfit at Fort Bragg,” Trexler told Kregg.
“Yeah, we move stuff like concrete slabs all the
time for the practice,” the operations officer said.
The last obstacle was removed.
On October 21, 1991, an Army CH-47 Chinook
arrived in Taylorsville. The crew put the Fury in a
cargo sling and in a few moments it was airborne
once more. Waiting for the Fury at the Hickory
Regional Airport was a TBM Avenger belonging
to Hank Avery, making two generations of Naval
Aviation – and Kyle, Kregg, Phil Hazel, Jim Trexler,
reporters from WHKY and other interested persons,
who may or may not have known that they were
seeing a dream made real and the actual birth day of
the Hickory Aviation Museum with the acquisition
of its first aircraft.

Certificate of Attendance, Christmas Mass in Jerusalem 25-December-1944
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HICKORY AVIATION MUSEUM
MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION
“Preserve, Honor, Educate”
3101 9th Avenue Dr. NW Suite 22-A
Hickory, NC 28601
828-323-1963
www.hickoryaviationmuseum.org
NAME __________________________________________________________________________
ADDRESS __________________________________________________________________________
CITY ___________________________ STATE ______ ZIP CODE ________________________
TELEPHONE _________________________ EMAIL ________________________________________
MEMBERSHIP: Individual ($35/year) _____ Family ($40/year) _____
Please tell us a little about your interest in aviation: _______________________________________________
_______________________________________

The Hickory Aviation Museum is dedicated to PRESERVING our aviation history, HONORING those who serve or have
served in the US Armed Forces, and EDUCATING the public concerning aviation-related issues and history.
Membership meetings are held on the first Saturday of each month at the terminal building of the Hickory Regional Airport.
The Hickory Aviation Museum is a 501(c)(3) Tax Exempt organization.
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