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Collings Foundation Visits HAM
Departure of B-24J “Witchcraft”

The Collings Foundation visited Hickory on
October 16 and 17 in 2014. They brought the
B-17G “Nine O Nine”, the B-24J “Witchcraft”
and the P-51B “Betty Jane.”
B-17G “Nine O Nine”

To be in their 70s these airplanes are in fabulous
shape. To step inside any one of them is to step
back in time a little bit. There’s no other way,
now, to come close to what our airmen experienced over Germany and the Pacific in World
War II.

P-51B “Betty Jane”

INSIDE

Whenever the Collings Foundation comes to town, make every effort to come and tour these wonderful airplanes. We’re still fortunate to have them, and a few old buzzards who were there, and did that, and lived to
tell the tale. They won’t be with us forever.
Bill Vinyard, ATR
New At The Museum
The Centerfold — FA-18
In Memoriam
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Bill Vinyard, ATR
By Bob Morgan

In airline flying, the most
important factor that determines and controls your every
day existence in every day operations is seniority and that
begins from the date you were
hired. It affects the size of your
paycheck, working conditions,
routes and equipment flown,
vacations, and the list goes on.
Being a newly hired co-pilot is
about as low in status as you
can get. Someone said it was
lower than a snake’s belly.
This is debatable.
I was a new hire in July 1950
and was exposed to the worst
of flying conditions. This was
my first assigned bid: I would
depart Kansas City (my home
domicile) around 9 PM for Chicago, Detroit, St. Louis and
then back to Kansas City.
Flight time was around six and
a half flight hours with four
hours for loading and unloading, one hour for flight preparation and thirty minutes for debriefing. It made for a ten hour
work day.
My Captain for the flight was
one of our most senior, in the
top ten. His seniority entitled
him to the best of everything
and here he was bidding and flying one of the least desirable of
the many bid lines with a rookie
co-pilot. His name was Bill
Vinyard and here is the reason
why. Bill was probably the oldest pilot flying for Slick AirTHE FURY | SPRING 2015

ways, somewhere in his forties.
mand of the aircraft equally.
The end of WWII was just 5
They both also handled flight
years prior. Most pilots being
preparation. We had weather
hired by the airlines were exmachines in our stations and we
military and age-wise averaged
analyzed the weather without
from the middle to late twenties.
meteorologists, made our flight
Slick Airways was one of the
plans without the aid of a navinewer carriers, starting operagator and determined our fuel
tions in 1945.
It was owned
by the Slick
family and its
president was
Earl
Slick.
Earl flew the
Air Transport
Command and
many of his
wartime buddies had a job
offer after returning to civilian status.
Also, many of
the Transport Air Transport Command C-46 flying “The Hump” - 1945
Command flew US Army Air Forces—The Army Air Forces in WWII, Volume Seven “The Services”. New Imprint by the Office of Air Force History, Washington, D.C., 1983
the Himalayas
(The Hump) and had a lot of experience. When I was hired,
load. The pilots did it all, espeSlick was in the middle of a
cially the co-pilot.
large expansion. I was lucky.
As a new hire, Slick demanded
Now, back to Bill Vinyard, a
experience and the license to fly
senior and very experienced pias Captain. Your time as colot. His original pilot’s license
pilot was going to be brief acwas issued by one of the Wright
cording to airline tradition. The
brothers and had only four numlicense was called an Airline
bers. Bill and I became friends
Transport Rating which was latfrom the very beginning. Beer renamed Airline Transport
sides being a great individual, he
Pilot. All new hires were conwas a great teacher. You might
sidered as future Captains and
ask about Bill’s reason for bidflew from the very beginning
ding and flying such a menial
left side, the Captain’s position.
route and that is a story in itself.
Captain and co-pilot split comBesides being a senior Captain,
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Bill primarily owned and ran a
large farm just outside of Kansas
City, populated by large herd of
Black Angus cattle. He also had
a second farm outside of Springfield, Missouri. The size of that
farm was around 6000 acres.
The land was cluttered with another large herd of Black Angus.
You don’t normally associate
farming with oil but Bill’s farm
was also cluttered with oil wells.
Bill was no pauper. He just
liked flying the big airplanes and
was good at it, one of the best.
His reason for flying this mediocre milk run was that it fit perfectly in with his schedule for
managing his other outside interests. When Bill and I first met,
he asked me if I had any objection to splitting legs. He would
fly the first two legs and the next
two would be mine. Because it
was an all-night jaunt, he had no
problem if I chose to take a little
nap (weather permitting) and he
would take a little nap on the last
two legs. This is a no-no in flying but the laws didn’t apply to
Bill. I cannot sleep when I’m on
flight duty. I had a bad experience once during the war time
days. Bill was a great prankster.
Several times he tried to land

fect with very little traffic and I
was flying the homebound leg
from St. Louis to Kansas City.
Bill was sleeping soundly. My
letdown was very slow so there
was little change in air pressure.
The landing was a real grease job,
the kind where you were not sure
if you had landed. He woke up as
I was turning off the runway.
Normally this was grounds to be
fired. Not so. Bill thought it was
hilarious that I put one over on
him.
On Bill’s Kansas City farm, he
had a prize winning Black Angus
bull. It was one of the largest I
had ever encountered and had one
mean disposition. It tolerated no
one except Bill. When it would
see a stranger from across the
pasture, it would come charging.
The field was fenced and you just
hoped that fence would hold.

One day, my wife and I were visiting the Vinyards and Bill had a
noose made out of twine that he
was playing with. We were out
by the bull’s domain and when it
spotted me, it came charging.
Naturally, I try to take off running but Bill grabs me and puts
the noose in my hands. The
charging bull slowed down, ambled over to the fence and
Bill Vinyard . . .His original just stood there. Bill said to
slip the noose over its head. I
pilot’s license was issued by told Bill to go somewhere not
very pleasant. The bull was
one of the Wright Brothers
and had only four numbers. on one side of the fence and I
was on the other side. Bill
when he thought I was sleeping.
said again to put the noose over
He may have been a great prankits head, that he was quite docile.
ster, but I was a better actor. He
I got the noose on the bull and
just thought I was asleep.
then Bill said to lead him down
the line to the break in the fence
One night, the weather was perwhere a staked truck was parked.
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A loading ramp was on the rear
of the truck.
“Lead him on
board!” shouted Bill. No problem. The bull was more than
cooperative. “What’s the story?”
I asked Bill. This was Bill’s
method of taking his prize bull
down to another pasture where a
lady friend was waiting. Now
you can understand why the bull
and Bill were friends.
Put a beard on him and he could
have been Abe Lincoln’s twin.
Bill looked so much like Lincoln
that he portrayed him at various
functions.
Flying airplanes in those days
was not the same as it is now. It
was more “hands on”, not so
much high tech. Also, the pilots
were generally younger than
they are today. To survive, we
adhered to the basics. We did
not depend on computers. Being
young, we thought we knew it
all and believed we were indestructible. The greatest high tech
item of that time showed up in
the 1950s and it was airborne
radar. I often wonder how many
of us survived because of this
wonderful innovation. A big
thunderstorm sure would get
your attention. Here’s a bit of
trivia: we were told that a normal
summer
thunderstorm
packed ten times the energy of
an H-bomb. Flying in those
days was skill with the addition
of lots of luck. It’s not the same
today. We had a camaraderie
and respect for each other. Perhaps it was because of our war
years.
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New At The Museum

Arrival of the A-6 Cockpit
Recently our museum was fortunate to receive a special piece of
jet-age Grumman history. Thanks to Randy and Kregg, we now
have the cockpit of a Grumman A-6 Intruder. This is significant
for a number of reasons.
Another reason we are honored to have this cockpit is because it
represents a great fraternity of people associated with this
remarkable aircraft. Our own Eric Beckler flew A-6s with the
Boomers of VA-165. Eric also made the last KA-6D trap in
history! The pugnacious A-6 was the best ever designed for its
role. Eventually, the ubiquitous F/A-18 would fill the ranks as
Intruders were pushed aside. Many STILL feel the A-6 is the best
aircraft for the job even today! I am one of those persons. In the
words of one Navy Officer in Vietnam...."let's replace ALL the
aircraft on these decks with A-6s and we will soon win this war!"
Kyle “Ricochet” Kirby

Progress on the TF9J Cougar and Watch for the Prowler

The TF9J Cougar is taking shape on the blast pad at the west ramp. Museum volunteers Kregg Kirby, Eddie
Rosamund and Chris Knollmeyer are making progress reattaching wings, vertical and horizontal stabilizers
and control surfaces. For sitting outside as long as it did the Cougar is in pretty good shape, although it will
definitely need a new coat of paint and some other TLC!
In other acquisitions news, the T2 Buckeye will arrive over the course of the summer. A team from the Navy
will be here in late June to finalize details for the EA-6B Prowler, hopefully arriving before the end of the
year.
ALERT: Politically Incorrect Practice Report regarding the Prowler. Its nickname in the Navy is the “Queer.”
Presumably that’s from the “Q” designation of electronic warfare squadrons, i.e., “VAQ”. So don’t make the
mistake of even intimating to a former Intruder jock that he had anything to do with Prowlers!
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The Centerfold

FA-18

Meeting Schedule
All monthly meetings will begin with a business meeting at 1PM followed by a general meeting with a presentation. Further announcements concerning meetings, work schedules, presentations, etc. will be made as part
of the HAM Calendar & Notices, which is available in the Museum Gift Shop.
Meeting dates are as follows:

June 27, 2015
July 25, 2015
August 22, 2015 (celebrate birthdays in the quarter)
September 28, 2015
Editorial Committee

The fury
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Thomas Burkhalter
Kyle Kirby
Linda Hill
Karen Moore

Hickory Aviation Museum is a 501(c)
(3) organization, funded by donations
of our members and sponsors. To
contribute to our mission, contact our
president, Jeff Wofford, at 828-6125126 or jeffw@commscope.com.
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Reggie “Regbo” Carpenter
The Hickory Aviation Museum mourns the passing
of a good friend and distinguished Naval Aviator,
Reggie “Regbo” Carpenter, Captain, USN. Regbo
died of a heart attack in Buenos Aires last February
while serving as naval attaché at the US Embassy to
Brazil. He was 51 years old.
Regbo was instrumental in making many of the
Sabre Society’s air shows even more successful by
providing a strong Naval Aviation presence. This
included F/A-18 Hornets on the ramp and some pretty spectacular low-level fly-bys for enthusiastic
crowds! Regbo’s support was one reason people to
this day remember our air shows and ask when we’ll
have another. It won’t be the same without Regbo,
though.
Regbo had a varied career in Naval Aviation. One of
his many exploits was a low-level night penetration
into heavily defended Iraqi airspace on the first night
of Desert Storm, without night vision gear.
Regbo is survived by his wife, Suzanne, and two
daughters, Avery and Caroline.

We’ll keep your memory, Regbo. Safe flight and
catch a three wire.

“Do One More Roll for Me”
By Jerry Coffee, Capt. USN
We toast our hearty comrades who have fallen from the sky,
And were gently caught by God’s own hands to be with him on high.
To dwell among the soaring clouds they have known so well before,
From victory roll to tail chase at heaven’s very door.
And as we fly among them there, we’re sure to hear their plea:
Take care, my friend, watch your six, and do one more roll for me.
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Henry “Hank” Schubert
1931-2015
icacy. Hank and I became close
friends yet we knew very little
about each other. We spent our
time reminiscing about Essex,
people we knew, places we frequented and our marine escapades.

About four years ago, Kyle Kirby, our renowned curator, informed me the museum had
gained a new member whose former residence was Essex, Maryland and his name was Hank
Schubert.
For the uninformed
and non-world travelers, Essex is
a small town that is about twenty
minutes by car from Baltimore.
If you blink your eyes on the
drive, you would not see much of
Essex. How do I know this? Because Essex was my hometown
when I was very young, preWWII, many decades ago. Who
would have thought that two guys
from a small town in Maryland
would cross paths at the Hickory
Aviation Museum?
Essex is situated on Back River, a
tributary of the Chesapeake Bay.
Essex was the definition of small
town America, with a population
of 10,000 inhabitants in a radius
of three miles. That population
had a sizeable increase during the
War years. A fifteen minute
drive to the north is the Glenn L.
Martin plant. Martin’s, as it was
generally known, recruited workers from the Eastern half of the
U.S.A, many from the Carolinas.
During WWII Martin’s built the
B-26 Marauder, the Baltimore
and Maryland bombers used
mostly by the Allies, a twinengine seaplane called the PBM
and the famous Martin Mars, a
large four engine seaplane. The
Navy used the Mars mostly between the West Coast and Hawaii. Before the war Martin also
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built the M-130 China Clipper,
used by Pan-Am to fly between
San Francisco, Manila and Hong
Kong.
I don’t know if Hank was Essex
born and bred but I do know that
he was a long time resident. After the War, Lever Brothers had a
large factory about thirty minutes
from Essex. I never saw the
plant but I know it was huge.
They had a maintenance crew of
about 100 workers and their titular leader was Hank Schubert.
Hank had served in the Navy as
an aviation structural mechanic,
Petty Officer 2nd class.
Since Hank and I grew up near
the water, we developed a love
of crabbing, swimming and
boating and we both did our
share. Nothing tastes better than
a soft-crab sandwich. Many of
you rednecks have never had the
pleasure of indulging in this del-

As youngsters in Essex our main
recreation was fishing, crabbing
and swimming. The town did
have some other attractions like
the one movie house (The Essex), a bowling alley and a skating rink.
The houses were
small, the lots situated on an average of 7500 square feet and
the average cost back in the 40’s
was between $2300-$3000.
That was a lot of money back
then. Don’t forget, Hank and I
grew up during the Great Depression.
Hank, I regret we never once
enjoyed sitting down, having a
mess of Maryland steamed crabs
with a beer; or the ultimate, a
soft shelled crab fried in butter
on a bread roll. Hank’s wife,
Ann, told me Hank had some
soft shell crabs in the freezer
and to give them to Bob.
Thanks, Buddy. They will be
treasured. Hank, when we meet
again in the next world, get a
couple of dozen steamed crabs.
I’ll bring the beverage since I
prefer my beer to be German.

Bob Morgan
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HICKORY AVIATION MUSEUM
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About the Hickory Aviation Museum
The Hickory Aviation Museum is a non-profit organization staffed by dedicated volunteers with a common
obsession: the love of aviation! Admission is free and on the weekends it makes a wonderful outing for the
whole family. Youngsters of all ages can sit in the pilot’s seat and dream!
We as a group are dedicated to maintaining the facts and truths of the Golden Age of Aviation. Aviation
artifacts and memorabilia from great airplanes and noteworthy aviation figures are on display. The Museum
is also a gathering place for veterans of all wars and services to meet, tell stories, enjoy camaraderie or just
hang out. This creates a priceless opportunity for the younger generation to learn and appreciate what their
forebears contributed to the aviation history of this great nation of ours.
The Museum is always growing. We add new exhibits and aircraft on a regular basis. We invite you to become a member and grow with us. You don’t need a background in aviation, just an interest and the will to
learn. Bring the youngsters along! Who knows, they could be future aviators. The membership fee for the
whole family is nominal. Membership applications are available online at the Museum website,
www.hickoryaviationmuseum.org, or at the Museum itself.
We look forward to seeing you Saturdays, 10 am – 5 pm, or Sunday from 1 pm – 5 pm!
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