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          On December 4th, 1913, just ten years to the day after the start of 

the first Wright trials at Kitty Hawk, Percival E. 

Fansler stepped off the train at St. Petersburg, 

Florida with a prospectus in his pocket for the 

world’s first scheduled airline. 

     And on December 17th, the tenth anniversary 

of the first powered flight of man, Thomas W. 

Benoist, of the Benoist Aircraft Company of St. 

Louis, arrived in St. Petersburg and signed a con-

tract with city officials and businesses men which 

resulted in the first use of aircraft as a scheduled 

carrier of passengers and freight. 

     This is Benoist’ announcement of Dec. 17, 

1913, after the three three-month contract with the 

city of St. Petersburg was signed: 

     “We are going to do something here this winter which never has 

been tried before—-and which will attract the attention of all the 
world!  The experiment which will be conducted here will be reported 
in technical papers in England, Germany, France, Italy and Russia, 
as well as in every state of the Union!” 
       “I will be here this winter and will be experimenting all the time, 
making improvements and changes in the airboats.”   
     “The daily papers will carry stories about the airboat line and 
foreign magazines will have weekly letters from St. Petersburg tell-
ing what is being done here.  The guarantee fund which your city 
has subscribed, is to make  good any deficit which may be found in 
the finances of the St. Petersburg Airboat Line:  this $2,000 stands to 
back the Airboat Line.” 
      Later, on Jan. 1,1914, Percival Fansler, the man who inspired the 
new airline stated:  ‘What was impossible yesterday is an accom-
plishment today, while tomorrow heralds the unbelievable.”   
      

   Gay Blair White, working for the St. Petersburg Chamber of Com-

merce later wrote:  “It was only a fluke which brought the airline to St. 

Pete:  Jacksonville had a chance at it first; so did Tampa, in fact, con-

tracts were drawn and ready for Benoist’s signature in Jacksonville, 

when the city fathers backed down on subsidizing the airline; here we 

had the first instance of such subsidization of airlines, which still goes 

on today. Tampa laughed the airline promotors out of town.  Tampa and 

Jacksonville had seen some of the best aviators of that day; St Pete had 

seen only one.  Did St. Pete know more about airplanes—or less—that 

they dared start a municipal airline?  It’s a fascinating yarn, and we have 

all the answers.” 

     “Even the silly-looking auction of tickets at the inauguration of the 

airline, which certainly has operated to brand  the whole thing as a stunt, 

has a whale of a human-interest story behind it which makes the whole 

 LATE BREAKING NEWS 
     No formal meetings of the FAHS are scheduled for Janu-
ary...the next scheduled formal meeting will be on Saturday,  

February 5th, in the St. Petersburg Museum of History  at 
10:30 am. 

     Informal luncheon meetings every Wednesday at the Lar-
go Family Restaurant, 788 N. Missouri Ave., Largo, FL. 

33770...all invited. 
     The Society is slowwwwlllllllly returning to normal….activities are 

once again beginning as the brakes are coming off….we are hoping to 

increase our membership remembering it is quality not quantity we are 

seeking...if you are that quality send in your dues, send in your com-

ments and recommendations and let’s pull the plane out of the hangar 

and onto the runway. 

     Is space the new horizon?  Is the back-pack rocket the J-3 Cubbie of 

the future?  Is the Moon the new Miami Beach?  Something to ponder? 

     We need new ideas…like the Junior Spacemen for the pilots of 

tomorrow, the new space telescopes that can visualize the Big Bang of 

yesteryear and an upcoming new generation of boomers and model 

rocket builders 

     The advent of rockets, the atom, and mutual language has ushered 

in a new way of living for humanity...the joy of a new dawning, one of 

understanding, good humor and peace is arriving—let’s greet it with a 

flurry of hand-shakes, smiles rapid transportation and new members 

with new ideas...aviation has led the way—the break-through in the 

understanding of the upcoming future, “We continue to study the past 

to understand our future.”  We are future historians! 

 

 

IT WAS GAY BLAIR WHITE WHO FOUGHT VALIENTLY 
TO NOTIFY THE WORLD THAT THE  FIRST  

SCHEDULED AIRLINE WAS THE 1914  
ST. PETERSBURG-TAMPA AIRBOAT LINE 

American Troops arriving in Vladivostok, Sept. 1917. 
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There are no paid employees in the FAHS.  All services 
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Published every odd-numbered months. 
“When the followers lead, the leaders will follow.” 
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performance credible and reasonable.  Ex-Mayor Pheil and his ten-year-

old daughter (who told me this when she gave me a stat of her father’s 

check) were out on the bay 36 hours through a cold December storm. The 

rescue boat sent for them had to lay out there another 14 hours because 

Pheil’s daughter said her father “walked the deck all night, saying over & 

over “I’d give a thousand dollars for harbor lights!” Skipper of the boat 

Pheil had hired had his young son with him & his wife was about to be 

confined; he was wild with worry over her. The story wasn’t’ in the pa-

pers, Editor Brown of the “Independent” says, ”because it wasn’t news, it 

happens all the time!”  Benoist had said he would give the city all the 

money raised by the first day’s auction “for some civic purpose.” So Pheil 

bid as high as his opponents would let him—and paid, on the dot, when he 

was assured the money would be used for harbor lights.” 

     “Anther thing we ran into—condemnation of the airline as a serious 

attempt at air transportation—”because the planes were so flimsy!” Yet 

we found proof that the airplane which inaugurated the airline had been in 

virtually constant use for nine months before it was brought here.  We 

have a photo of the locomotive which brought the first train direct from 

Jacksonville into St. Petersburg late in 1914—it’s a wood-burning loco-

motive  with the old ball-shaped stack.  Wheels look like wagon wheels.  I 

didn’t know such equipment was used after 1860 or ‘70  Besides it the 

Benoists looked modern.  I’ll send a bunch of prints that will give you 

some idea of how modern they were; Benoist was the first to use trailing-

edge ailerons and flaps.  We had an exhibit of  pix and stats at the national 

convention of state aviation officials at the Tides hotel last fall; many 

spoke of the modern camber of the wings of the Benoist.  We had the 2/3 

size reproduction, built here in St. Pete out there. 

     Question is now—how much can you use (the proposed book—

when—how do you want it written.  Airline.   (Unfortunately Mrs. White 

died before she could write her story.  This task was picked up by Dr. 

Warren Brown of the FAHS). 

     Mrs. White continues:  “I started with this research with my tongue 

in  cheek...my attitude was —who ever heard of an authentic airline as 

early as 1914? 

     I went to the most dependable source a newspaperman knows, his own 

newspaper morgue.  Accounts in both local papers, contemporaneous with 

the airline, were sensational.  Although the reports of that day did not 

seem to realize just what was happening, even as we today do not always 

recognize history in the making.  It was immediately apparent that there 

were developments of which the world never had heard.  

     Instances of those developments I mentioned in my earlier letter; regu-

lation of the airline by the Dept. of Commerce, licensing of its pilots by 

the same department, and aid of the government, by loan of wind-and-

weather recording instruments for the airliners and for the hangars, so that 

pilots knew wind velocities and barometric pressure before they made 

their flights; first instances on record of these things being done.  

     I have Photostats of Albert Lee Thurman’s decision that “airboats are 

boats, since they rise from the water and must alight on it, and therefore 

that the airboats of the St. Pete-Tampa airline must be governed by rules 

and regulations of the Steamboat division of the Dept. of Commerce, as 

there was then, no legislation regulating airplanes or aviators.  Also, the 

correspondence between airline official and the two government depart-

ments, and between the Tampa Weather bureau and the U.S. Weather 

bureau, in which Bennett (father of Congressman Bennett of Jacksonville) 

gave a detailed description of the “business-like operations of the airline 

in regular schedule” and “the stability” of its planes, in  which he had 

ridden.” 

     

These stats, dates, obtained after months of search from Archives 

(National) are indisputable proof that the airline was neither a fake nor a 

stunt, and that it did successfully carry out the first airline contract ever 

written.  There are many significant quotes from principles of the airliner 

which could be  incorporated in the story.  Also, quotes from newspapers 

out of the state, Jacksonville, Miami, Ft. Myers, and even Ocala, in 

which each paper did a bit of research on its own in 1914. in order to 

prove or disprove the airline’s claim as the “first  in the world.”  The 

Ocala editor cited the dirigible (zeppelin) airline in Germany, which 

carried passengers, but said,  it was not on a  regular schedule.  Interest 

must have been high, all over Florida, at that time, as well as over the 

nation, in the airline here. 

     I am preparing condensed lists of the documentation of the airline 

here in our files and will mail you a few pages within a few days.  You 

can see from them, just about what we have.  There are about 200 pages, 

single-spaced, of the original newspaper accounts, quaint stuff, but inter-

esting.  Reporters wrote columns, or half-column stories in those days!  

Also lists of photos available about 45 out of the 300 we have on Benoist 

planes and aviators are airline operations pix. 

     I suggest that for your use, a story bringing in as many Florida com-

munities as possible would be desirable, and with a 50th Anniversary of 

Flight” angle.  Perhaps, Charles Planck of CAA of Dept. of Commerce, 

has seen the stuff we have.  In fact, he helped me dig it out of Archives.  

He says he thinks the airline “one of the 12 leading developments of 

Civil Aviation in the First Fifty years.” 

     Orville Wright had to put his proofs through the U.S. Court of Claims 

before he could establish his right to the claim of first successful flight.  

We have been told we’d have to do the same thing, but if we can put this 

thing into print, Florida will have a better chance to substantiate its claim 

as “Birthplace of Scheduled Air Transportation.” 

     I have a couple of days a week on my own, and as I am outdoor edi-

tor, as well as news and research editor of this department, there isn’t 

much going on in this neck of the woods that I don’t know about.  

                                                     

                                               G. Blair White, Dept. of Publicity,  

   St Petersburg, Florida. 
 

(The above are excerpts from Gay Blair White’s original letters de-
picting some of the extent this lady went to in order to verify the 

rights of the city of St. Petersburg to declare itself the “Home of the 
First Scheduled Airline in the World.”). Unfortunately, her death in 1977 left 

much of her data unpublished.  Two large barrels of Mrs. White’s 
historical material were donated to the FAHS in 1980 which  
Dr. Warren Brown combined in the book “The World’s First  

Scheduled Airline.”  But, it is to Mrs. Gay Blair White that we owe the  
honor for preserving this portion of our aviation heritage. This was 

the story she wanted to tell.) 
                                                   

 

        Ed Hoffman successfully flies the  1984 airboat! 
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ADDITIONAL NEWS ON THE 1ST AIRLINE 
     St. Petersburg and Tampa newspapers told the story of the Airboat 

Line—but it needed 40 years to realize what the story meant.  Memories 

dimmer over the years and the accepted version became the Airboat Line 

was an unsuccessful 28-day operation, instead of the ‘first commercial 

flight” & “the first commercial airline.  The St. Petersburg operation was 

talked of as the “first commercial flight” and the “first commercial air-

line’-claims that were so  patently false that St. Petersburg's claim to any-

thing became clouded. 

     Distorted history began appearing.  In the early 1920’s the Saturday 

Evening Post, in an aviation article, gave credit for the first scheduled 

airline to Great Britain.  By 1929, Encyclopedia Britannica was reporting 

the first scheduled airlines were organized in Europe after World War I.  

As late as 1945 National Aeronautics carried a story  of the St. Petersburg 

Airboat Line and reported that it operated for only 31 days.   

     In 1951, John G. Shea of Greenwich, CT., who was engaged in the 

history of American airlines, discovered the discrepancies in the claims.  

He started investigating and came across a four line reference to the Be-

noist Airline in St. Petersburg in 1914 and wrote the St. Petersburg 

Chamber of Commerce for information.  The director turned the inquiry 

over to his assistant, Gay Blair White which started a two year fiction-like 

hunt for facts. She had, like other residents of St. Petersburg, no idea of 

the historic gold mine which the city had forgotten for 40 years.  She sent 

Shea the little material on hand—chiefly some old pictures and photos of 

a St. Louis newspaper article of 1941. 

     Shea wrote for more facts.  Reporter White began digging.  Benoist, 

Jannus and Fansler, organizers of the airline were dead, but she found the 

airline’s chief mechanic Jay Dee Smith, still in St. Petersburg.  Long 

hours of digging in newspaper morgues provided clues which led to cor-

respondence with the U.S. Archives, the Weather Bureau, Dept. of Com-

merce and the CAA. 

      After six months a pattern started to emerge.  William Walk, president 

of the Manufacturers Aircraft Association, made available Photostats of 

early aviation magazines which were missing from the Library of Con-

gress. 

     Conclusive proof began piling up that the St. Petersburg-Tampa Air-

boat line was a successful, regularly scheduled airline.  With the aid of 

Mr. Shea, S.t Petersburg's claim as the birthplace of scheduled air trans-

portation was established and backed with solid documentation.  More 

important, the significance of the airline, which aviation historians had 

failed to recognize, was established by citing the following procedures: 

     That airplanes would be put to practical commercial use.  A moot 

question in 1913—that the public was ready to take to the air.  (A total of 

1,204 passengers were logged with no injuries.)  That airlines should be 

licensed by the Federal Government.  That safety and comfort of 

passengers must be the paramount rule of airline operations..  That 

navigational aids for airlines should be provided by Federal aid.   

(Following the Airboat’s request for loan of wind and weather recording 

instructions, the U.S. Weather Bureau began issuing daily weather re-

ports to U.S Newspapers.  Later, when other airlines began to operate, 

they set up route beacons and radio ports for plane communications) 

     Other reports came filtering in:  In April 1935, Pennsylvania Airlines 

of Pittsburgh, laid before the Director of the Bureau of Air Commerce in  

Washington the results of its inquire.  The Florida enterprise was selected  

the Bureau as the first worthy of the name “airline” and then the search 

for the first passenger to buy a ticket was begun.  Ex-Mayor Pheil of St. 

Petersburg was deceased but the second passenger, Noel Mitchell came 

forth to honor the claim.  

     The long search for proof was ended in February 1953, when Shea 

visited St. Petersburg and agreed that there could be no disputing the fact 

that the Florida city as the birthplace of scheduled commercial airlines.  

     After the airline closed at the end of the winter tourist season, Tony 

Jannus, his brother Roger, and Jay Dee Smith left for Paducah, Ky.   Rog-

er and JayDee took the larger #45 boat to San Diego by rail in December 

1914, where it crashed knocking out Smith’s teeth and totaling the air-

boat.  #43 boat was bought by Byrd Lartham and L. E. McLain, former 

students at the Benoist Flying School, who took it to Conneaut Lake, PA 

where it crashed in July 1914, with no injuries.  It was rebuilt shipped 

back to St. Petersburg as The Florida and crashed again in 1915 with 

Tony Jannus piloting but uninjured  The radiator and engine were recov 

 

 

     Pinellas Army Air Field, St. Petersburg, FL., Sept.. 29th, 
1943…”Engine of P-40N airplane failed at approximately 3200 feet.  
The failure was a sudden stoppage and there was no spitting or 
sputtering.  Although I had checked fuel gauges before takeoff 
and knew of no reason for tanks being empty, I immediately 
switched tanks and attempted to restart engine with mixture con-
trol and throttle in various positions, meanwhile maneuvering 
toward a strip of beach west of Largo, Florida (Indian Rocks 
Beach) .  At 500 feet I turned my fuel selector valve and ignition switch 
to “off” positons.  The landing was a belly landing in about three 
feet of water about ten yards off shore.   Robert A Thornburg, 2nd 
Lt. Air Corps.” 

     Sept. 2007, “Happy Landings, Edition #195, reported, “In the last 

edition of “Happy Landings” a request on the whereabouts of Lt. Col. 

Robert A. Thornburg, 22, who landed a P-40 fighter plane in the in-

land waterway close to Indian Rocks Beach on 29 Sept. 1943 was 

made.  Mystery solved...the San Francisco Chronicle reported the 

passing of Col. Thornburg, age 80, on 21 July 2002.  Born in Chatta-

nooga, Tenn on Aug. 5, 1921, he served in the Air Force for 27 years.  

His widow died on 21 April 2006.  (submitted by James C. Bunch in 

2007 & Billy Bie, in 2021). 

     The P-40 was a complete wreck.  The pilot switched fuel to  belly 

tank which was not installed.  The cause was attributed to “switch not 

turned to tank containing sufficient (100%) gas, lack of experience in 

this model (10 minutes).  Pilot’s total flying time was  317:50 hours. 

     Martha D. Harding, a witness to the crash stated, “I was on the 

beach and saw a plane coming toward me.  I didn’t see any smoke 

coming from the airplane as I started to run, and as the plane hit the 

water, sand was sprayed on my back and arms.  I did not see the 

plane hit the water, as I had my back to it and running.  The plane 

was coming toward us on the beach, then it swerved out into the  

water.  

      
************************************************************ 
Take Heed….”If you don’t know where you’re going, you might 
end up someplace else.”  Yogi Berra. 

     “It’s never too late to become what you might have been,” George 

Eliot. 

      “Wealth is like seawater, the more we have, the thirstier we 
become, and the same is true of fame.”  Arthur Schopenhauer. 

 

 

******************************************************** 

ered and were incorporated into a third airboat which was stored in 

St. Petersburg and then faded from history.  

     Tony Jannus went to work for Glenn Curtiss and was killed while 

flying a Russian military Curtiss seaplane in Sevastopol, Russia on 

Oct. 12, 1916.  Tom Benoist died when his head struck a telephone 

pole while getting off a  trolley car in Sandusky, Ohio on June 14, 

1917.  Roger Jannus was  killed in WW I while flying at Issoudon, 

France on Sept 18 1918.  Jay Dee Smith died at age 73 of normal 

causes in St. Petersburg, FL., on March 11, 1963, after being adopted 

by Gay Blair White and Percival Fansler died of a heart attack in 

New York City on Nov. 7, 1937 at the age of 57. 

Photo of the late Cappy Bie  next to downed P-40. 
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************************************* 
The FAHS encourages you to use this column to advertise. There 

is no charge to Society members. 
 
EARLY PAN AM INSIGNIA;  Looking for pre-1960 PAA wings or badges for all 

crewmembers.  Generous offers.  Have trade material from SWA, FTL & FDX if de-
sired.  David O. Hill warwings@att.net (901) 680-0001. 

EARHART, The Truth at Last, 2nd Edition, by FAHS’ Mike Campbell.  The long 

held secrets exposed.  A must read.  370 pages filled with top-secret information.  Con-
tact www.sunburypress.com, or amagon.com, price, $19.95. 

      AVON PARK Air Force veterans...Kathy Couturier  is wr iting a book on the 

history of the Avon Park AF Range in Florida, and she would like to interview you.  
Her phone:  863 452 4288, email: kathy.couturier.ctr@us.af.mil    

Several original, limited prints by famed ar tists (Taylor , Trudigan, etc.) Me109, 

The Battle of Britain, framed, signed, $300, negotiable.  Paul Leaser, 1829 Foxboro Ct., 
Oldsmar, FL. 34670, phone: 727 781 6569.  

         “Letters From the Cockpit,” by FAHS’ Neil Cosentino. 110 pages of sheer  
delight (?) from Vietnam to the Bahamas, interesting tidbits of a man who’s experi-

enced the life you wished you had spent.  Contact Neil for details, 813 784 4669.      

   “ON GOD’S WINGS,” A daughter ’s inspirational story of her  Dad and his mir -
acle, by Teri Louden, $24.95, call 619 894 8374.   

          Bill Dyer Jr., would like to purchase Book 3 of “CLOUD COUNTRY by 

Jimmie Mattern.  It was written about 1936. Bill Dyer, Jr.,  1607 Cambridge Dr., Kin-
ston, NC 28504. 

 FROM CROP DUSTER TO AIRLINE CAPTAIN, The biography of FAHS’ and 

the Florida Aviation Hall of Fame’s Capt. LeRoy Brown assisted by FAHS member Dr. 
Leo F. Murphy.  Hard cover, 218 pages, ISBN 10-1-60452-076-0, price $34.  Order on 

line at www.bluewaterpress.com/captain.com or autographed by Capt. Brown at P.O. 

Box 144, Zellwood FL., 32798.        
     NEW BOOK “The Making of St. Petersburg, Florida,” by Will Michaels.  In-

cludes Chapters on the First Airline, Babe Ruth in St. Pete, The Pier, and many more.  

For a signed copy contact wmichaels2@tampabay.rr.com $25 (includes post)). 
       THE TRUE STORY OF CATCH 22, by Patr icia Meder , daughter  of the final 

commander of the 340th Bomb Group, fictional setting of Joseph Heller’s book, Catch 

22.  Any resemblance to persons living or dead in Meder’s book is in fact actual.  . 240 
pages, available from Amazon.  

 “375 YEARS OF THE AMERICAN CITIZEN SOLDIER“....published by FAHS’ 

Britt Borchiardy.  The story of America’s militia, the “National Guard.“  178 pages.  
Contact  Smyrna Media Group, P.O. Box 1061, Clearwater, FL. 33757,  This is a must 

for history buffs— book available FREE  on the internet by downloading: http://

www.SmyrnaMediaGroup.com/#links   
     FORT WAYNE AVIATION,  Baer Field & Beyond,” by FAHS’ Roger  Myers, 

130 photos.  Price $24 includes P & H.  Phone: 260 747 4775; E-mail ROGER-

FORTWAYNE@2AOL.COM.  Roger is a former WW II bombardier.           
                 “BEFORE THEY WERE THE BLACK SHEEP”  By Carl Dunbar , 

Univ. Press of Florida, ISBN 978-0-8130-3725-7, 305 pgs., hardback, $32., “”A must 

read for young Navy officers as they enter aviation training.”        
      “TONY, AN EXTRAORDINARY LIFE,”  By FAHS member  Patr ick Lem-

mon.  The story of Tony Jannus as it should have happened.  The book uses historical 

data and puts them into a story-book form.  Should be able to pick up at Amazon.com: 
ISBN 978 0 9814956 0 6, or by writing “Fiction Publishing, 5626 Travelers  Way, Ft. 

Pierce, FL. 34982 or email: fiction ub@bellsouth.net.    

      “COME UP AND GET ME,”  FAHS’ own Col. Joe Kittinger’s new book, available 
from Amazon.com for about $25.  For details:  hisfits@earthlink.net.  

         ANGEL ON MY WING by FAHS’s  Lt.Col. Richard B. Lewis—memoirs of 

missions during 8th AF, 493rd BG,. 862nd BS during WWII  (35 missions).  Newly re-
published—6 x 9, 122 pages, color, personally signed, $14.95 + shipping.    Email: 

aomwing@aol.com, www.angelonmywing.com, check to 9211 Spyglass Court, Jack-

sonville, FL. 32256, Also Ebay.  
     JACKIE COCHRAN, soft cover  now available, $24.95 by Dor is Rich.  288 

pages, ISBN 978-0-8130-3506-2.  Jackie is a member of the Florida. Aviation Hall of 

Fame.  Orders 800 226 3822 or www.UPF.com 
      “Hagler Field, A History of Pensacola’s Airport,”  A new book by FAHS’ Leo F. 

Murphy.  Full color soft book chronicles the history of military & civilian landplane 

operations in Pensacola..  Available at $29.95 (no shipping charge to FAHS members) 
or by writing Leo at  P. O. Box 7176, Daytona Beach, FL. 32116; email: leomur-

phy18@gmail.com or phone 850 341 6400.. 

     HEDGEHOPPING AVIATION, A Book For Pilots By a Pilot...by FAHS’ Clyde 
E. Roach, ISBN: 978-1-4389-6137-8, also “Confessions of an Airline Pilot” 37 years 

with Eastern Airlines….contact:  ceroach1921@gmail.com      
     -          “THE GOLDEN AGE OF FLYING”, Frontier Air Lines 1946-1986, by Capt. 

Tex Searle.  E-mail: texsearle@msn.com, available at Barnes & Noble and Amazon. 

and former PAA Captain David McLay, P.O. Box 7170 Safety Harbor, FL., 34695.. 

     CHILDYANK FLYING OVER THE RAINBOW DIVISION—1918 By “Doc” 
Brown, FAHS news editor...A vivid true day-by-day living history of 3 young  

Americans in the First World War, only a few left, 285 pages  Price $15 (includes post-

age) Phone:  727 542 4158. 

EXTRAORDINARY PLANES, EXTRAORDINARY PIOTS...softbound, 128  
pages depicting unique flight test aircraft and flight test techniques.  Descriptions &  

photos of the aircraft and tests and some of the test pilots. Fundraiser for the charitable 

arm of the Society of Experimental Test Pilots.  Order by phone: 301 769-4881, email 
skyrydrs2@earthlink.net.  Price not given. 

     ‘BORN TO FLY”... by Capt. Pete Vandersluis.  Soft cover  314 pgs. With over  50 

photos.  Book covers pilot from a high school drop-out to 757 Eastern Captain who 
worked 6  airlines and was  involved in 4 hijackings. Includes experience as an air  

show pilot and tells about the misleading actions of the unions representing employees.  

Send $25 to Captain Pete Vandersluis, 1791 Earhart Court, Daytona Beach, FL 32128, 
email:  www.authorstobelievein.com        

     FIRST FLIGHT SOCIETY in Kitty Hawk, NC is looking for  new members.  You 

will receive 4 newsletters covering society events plus other interesting articles.  Send 
check  $35 to FFS, PO Box 1903, Kitty Hawk, NC 27949.      

     “SEA DART,” by FAHS member  B.J . Long, the story of the exper imental  

supersonic seaplane interceptor.  73 pages soft cover.  ISBN 0-942612-23-X.  Details:  
Steve Ginter, 1754 Warfield Cir., Simi Valley, CA 93063.       

                ‘MY LIFE IN THE SKY,” by FAHS’ Capt. Ed. Mitchell.  His story of 

flying in the first B-29 raid over Japan since the Doolittle raid, through his experiences 
flying for Seaboard World Airlines.  To order, send check for $18.00 (postage  

included) to Ed Mitchell, 742 Arbordale Court, Englewood, FL., 34223. 

                “FLORIDA’S AVIATION HISTORY,” 2nd edition.  350 pages,  
includes databank chronology, by FAHS News Editor, Warren Brown.  $15, to  

P.O. Box 127, Indian Rocks, FL., 33785. 

            “IT’S BEST TO BE LUCKY,” the combat exper iences of FAHS member  
Curtis C. Truver in Korea flying F-80s and F-86s and in Vietnam flying the F4Cs.   

Send $10.50 to the author at 4152 Prima Vista Circle, Jacksonville, Fl., 32217. 
          FORD In The Service of America, ISBN 978-0-7864-4485-4, soft cover, 70 

photos.  $40, including postage & taxes.  Relates the entire story of Ford’s  

contribution to winning both WW I and WW II.   Tim O’Callaghan, P.O. Box 512,  
Northville, MI 48167.  Web page: www.fordatwar.com 

     THE BLIMP GOES TO WAR,” 90 minute VHS video documentary produced  

by FAHS member, Richard G. Van Treuren.  $35, to Atlantis Productions, P.O. Box 
700, Edgewater, FL. 32132. 

           “AMERICAN AIRSHIP BASES AND FACILITIES,” a  book by James R. 

Shock. Write: Atlantis Productions, P.O. Box 700, Edgewater, FL. 32132,  $35. 
          PAN AMERICAN WORLD AIRWAYS relics, insignias, timetables,  

posters, flight manuals, postcards, labels, photos.  Trades available.  Contact FAHS  

member and former PAA Captain David McLay, P.O. Box 170 Safety Harbor, FL., 
34695.. 

     HISTORIC FLIGHTS...quality photos of Space Shuttle launches and landings 

and close-up static pad photos by FAHS’ “Man at the Cape,” John Salisbury.  Write  
John at 461 Vihlen Rd., Sanford, FL., 32771 or phone 407 322 1085. 

     “      THE B-26 MARAUDER HISTORICAL SOCIETY, To insure This Air-

craft’s Rightful Recognition .  $45/Yr. or $80/2Yrs...Send to MHS HDQTRS 3900 E. 
Timrod St., Tucson, AZ 85711-4170.  E-Mail Admin@b-26MHS.org     

            VALIENT AIR COMMAND.  Preserving history for  the future .   

Membership available, donations welcome.  Warbird Museum open, 9 a.m. to 5 p.m. 
daily.  Contact Lloyd Morris,  407 268 1941 or write 6600 Tico Rd., Titusville, FL., 

32780. 

     THE FLORIDA AIR MUSEUM AT SUN’N FUN is looking for  members and 
volunteers to help maintain Florida’s official “Air Museum.”  To become a member,  

send $35 to P.O. Box 7670, Lakeland, FL. 33807-7670; phone 863 648 9264.  The  

Museum is located on Lakeland’s Airport.  This is the cousin-organization of the  
FAHS, since we both have a joint-relationship with the Florida Aviation Hall of  

Fame and Florida aviation archives, both located in the Museum.  

          “AVIATION IN FLORIDA,”  by FAHS member Keven M. McCarthy.  174  
pages, hardback, $18.95 plus postage.  ISBN 1-56164-281-9.  Write Pineapple Press, 

 P.O. Box 3889, Sarasota, FL., 34230. 

     “FLYING MACHINES OVER PENSACOLA,” by FAHS’ retired USN CDR,  
Dr.   Details the early history of Naval Aviation in Pensacola to 1929.    

ISBN 0-9743487-0-8.  Price $19.95 + free shipping..  Priority mail, $4.  Write, P.O.  

Box 7176, Daytona Beach, FL. 32116; Phone: 850 341 6400; email: leomur-
phy18@gmail.com  

     “The History of Alaska Airlines, The First Eleven Years 1932-1943,” by Kathy  

Mills Rozzini.  Contact Kathy at 206 713 4283..   
      “Echoes From Vietnam” by Christopher  Adams, is a factual different account  

by the disposable airborne soldiers who served in Vietnam.  Their stories are raw and 

 real, the horrors of the War are revealed in an unembellished prose that will enable  
the reader to understand the reality of these disposable soldiers and the hell they sur-

vived...or didn’t.  ISBN 9781950075140 (Available through the FAHS). 

     LOGBOOK, Great Aviation History...4 quar ter ly issues covering the entire  
panorama of aviation history...Subscription rate:$20 — 4 issues.   

Write: LOGBOOK, P.O. Box 31, Pensacola, FL. 32591-9963,  

Phone: 850 285 0126;www.logbookmag.com 
              



NEW MEMBERS* & RENEWALS 

 
Billy Bie… Indian Rocks, FL. Alicia Schaak, FL. 
Robert Seslar Palm Harb., FL   

 
(This report is incomplete.) 

 
LOST MEMBERS, UNABLE TO DELIVER 

       Incomplete     
NEW ADDRESS 

Incomplete 
 

GONE WEST 
GIFTS TO THE SOCIETY 

Incomplete 
BENEFACTOR SOCIETY MEMBERS FOR 2018 (donations 

of $100+) 
  Fred Mulholland, Tampa, FL. 

       
NOTICE:  We have had a change  at the Treasur-

er’s post.  If you paid your dues and are not listed 
above please drop us a line at: 

FAHS, AWAPS, Albert Whitted Airport , 451 8th 
Ave., SE,  

St. Petersburg, FL. 33701   
    

THE USS MAINE’S SISTERSHIP, THE “OLYMPIA” EXISTS 
      

     The  1898 warship USS Olympia, almost identical to the USS Maine has 

been part of Philadelphia's waterfront for almost 100 years and is undergoing 

a re-do to bring it ashore as a land museum. 

     Commissioned in 1894, the Olympia  was a state-of-the-art vessel that led 

five other US warships into the Philippines’ Manila Bay on May 1, 1898, 

and helped take control of that country from the Spanish.  In just hours, the 

U.S. Fleet—following orders of Navy Commodore George Dewey—

destroyed 10 Spanish cruisers and gunboats without the loss of a single 

American life.. 

     During WW I the Olympia served in the Atlantic and delivered the re-

mains of the Unknown Soldier home from France in 1921.  Recognized as 

the worlds’ oldest floating steel warship, it was docked at the Philadelphia 

Navy Yard from 1922 to 1959, and was on display at Pier 11 at the Benjamin 

Franklin Bridge through the 1960s until 1976.  It was then moved to Penn’s 

Landing.   

     Neither the Spanish navy in 1898 nor the German navy in 1917-1918 was 

able to sink Olympia.  It will soon be re-opened as a tourist attraction.  
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THE U.S.S. MAINE SHOWS ITS FLAG IN HAVANA 
 HARBOR, JANUARY 1898…. 

TO PROTECT U.S. INTERESTS; THREE WEEKS LATER 
The Maine exploded & sank—an event  that precipitated the Spanish 

American War. 
History of the doorknob to the Captain’s cabin of the USS Maine by 

the late Norman A. Bie, Sr. and its story is presented to the FAHS by 
his son FAHS member Billie Bie of Indian Rocks Beach, FL.  

****************************************** 

     A massive explosion of unknown origin sunk the battleship USS Maine 

in Cuba’s Havana harbor on Feb. 15, 1898, killing 260 of the fewer than 

400 American crew members aboard.  The Maine had been sent to Cuba 

to protect the interests of Americans there after a rebellion against Spanish 

rule broke out in Havana in January. 

     An official US Naval Court of Inquiry ruled in March that the ship was 

blown up by a mine, without directly placing the blame on Spain.  Much 

of Congress and a majority of the American public expressed little doubt 

that Spain was responsible and called for a declaration of war.   

     Subsequent diplomatic failures to resolve the Maine matter,  coupled 

with the U.S. indignation over Spain’s brutal suppression  of the Cuban 

rebellion and continued losses to US investment, led to the outbreak of the 

Spanish American War in April 1898. 

     Within three months, the US had decisively defeated Spanish forces on 

land and sea, and in August an armistice halted the fighting.  On Dec. 12, 

1898, the Treaty of Paris was signed between the U.S. and Spain,  official-

ly ending the war and granting the US its first overseas empire  with the 

ceding of former Spanish possessions as Puerto Rico, Guam and the Phil-

ippines. 

     In 1976,  a team of American naval investigators concluded that the 

Maine explosion was likely caused by a fire that ignited its ammunition 

stocks, not by the Spanish mine or act of sabotage. 
      Billy’s father, Norman Bie, Sr. wrote in 1968…”I’m very proud to be the own-
er of this object—I revere it highly.  It will remain in my family as long as we can 

keep it.  I have given it to my son, E. W. Bie, to be kept in the Bie family for as 

long as life lasts in us.  
     This is not a souvenir.  It was not bought.  It was given to me in May of 1910 

and I feel like I have to maintain why it was given to me.    

     My father, Capt. O. N. Bie, was an employee of the Engineer Corps of the War 
Dept. for over 40 years.  The Engineer Corps of the War Department was given the 

assignment to place a caisson around the Maine, to pump out the water and debris, 

to cut loose the damaged portion of the Maine from the stern portion and take all 
relics to sea and dump them. The men who worked on the dredge Barnard, a huge 

dredge used to pump out the water and the mud in the caisson were given an oppor-

tunity.   The raised Maine’s aft decks were littered with objects from the Maine.  
Everyone who worked on the Maine was allowed to, by the Navy Dept. , to take a 

few relics from the Maine with them.  They were not presented, they were selected. 

     The reasons I, a teenager, came in possession of this object were these:  I was 
ushered aboard the after portion of the Maine in May in Havana harbor by an offi-

cial of the Engineer Corps.  While I was aboard, I was told  that I could select a 

small object to take home.  I looked around, and I spied this bronze door knob 
object on the door of the admiral’s cabin.  It fascinated me—and I asked if I could 

have it.  It was granted.  I might add that I was born and raised in Tampa, that I 

knew many of the soldiers, even though I was a child at the time, who were in the 
cantonment prior to sailing on the troopships from Florida’s Port Tampa.   

*******************************************************************    

I have been reading so much about the bad effects of smoking and sex  

that I have finally decided to give up reading.  

 



FAHS LEADERSHIP TEAM, 2021 

********************* 

President:……………………………………….Mary Fletcher 

Vice President……………………………….…..Ron Streicher 

Treasurer…………………………………...Barbara Strachan 

Secretary…………………………………….…Clive Newcomb 

Editors..…Dr. Warren Brown. 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

DIRECTORS 
 
Capt. Bill Barnes, 727 938 9690 billbarnes04007@yahoo.com 
      (Benoist Models & Photographer, Retired Airline Captain) 
Dr. Warren Brown, 727 595 2773         warren.brown1924@gmail.com 
   (Historian, News Editor, F, PP,  (Retired Flight surgeon)                                                               
Bill Buston,      727 409 5426                      
Mary Fletcher,  727 781 5949,        mfletch3@tampabay.rr.com 
      Brochure/Graphics Design, Laison, “99ers”) 
Terri Griner,  727 409 6474, tgriner@tampabay.rr.com  
 FAHOF Chairman. 
 Clive Newcomb, Secretary,cnukem@outlook.com.   727 804 1614, 
Joe Rubin,   727 821 7260,  w4cbJ@arrl.net. Aviation Research.                         
Ron Streicher,   727 445 9756               a51mustang@aol.com 
  (EAA Chapter 282 Liaison, Young Eagles) 
Barbara Strachan, sbarscan@gmail.com; 12501 Ulmerton Rd.,  
 Lot 241, Largo, FL. 33774,  727 424 9011 
Lewis D. Wilgus  mglw20@msn.com    Research 
 

ADVISERS TO THE BOARD 
Bill Akins, Warbird Recover Team. 
J. Paul Finley, 727 391 5908.….....F, PP, President Emeritus 
Neil Cosentino……….Aerospace Consultant,  
     813 784 444669, neil.cosentino@icloud.com 
Nicole Stott…….NASA Astronaut-Mission Specialist 
David McLay...Airline advisor, ex PAA Capt.  

 
    MEMBERS OF THE THULE, GREENLAND CLUB 

(Qualifications for membership:  Having set foot in Thule.) 

Hi Price, Bradenton, FL. C.P. 931st Sqd. L-20, C-47, C-54 (1964-65)* 

Warren Brown, Largo, FL. (Operation BlueJay, 1951). 
Walt Houghton , Melbourne, Florida (1960). *  

Charley Liller, Riveriew, FL. (1957).*   (* Gone West) 

Bess (Balchen) Urbahn, Maine (1952).  
Cdr.Leo Murphy, Gulf Breeze, F. (1981 ?) 

Bob Gates, Ft. Walton, FL. (1956) 

Bob Koch, Bellaire, FL., (1951-52), VP-23 Navy* 
Borchik, Jr. Albert S., Shalimar , FL., (1953-54), Thule, Ice Island.* 

Bornhoeft, Jack H., Mt. Prospect, IL (1945-1951) 
Svoboda, Chick, Clearwater , FL (1960?) 
*************************************************************************** 

 THOR takes down drones...The Air  Force has unveiled a new de-

fense system capable of taking out hundreds of drones with a single jolt 

of energy.  THOR (Tactical High Power Operational Responder)  uses a 

beam of microwave energy capable of scrambling the electronic brains 

inside scores of drones at once.    When THOR identifies a target, it 

shoots a beam of microwaves in less than a second, providing an instant 

effect on the drones.    The system is different from a laser, which shoots 

a beam capable of destroying one drone...instead,  THOR’s utilization of 

high-powered microwaves allows it to scuttle swarms of unmanned aeri-

al systems.  THOR completely stows in a 20-foot shipping container, 

which can easily be transported in a C-130 and an be set up by as few as 

two people within three hours, and operates from ground power.  Each 

THOR system costs around $10 million . 

*********************************************************     
    
AKRON VISITS ST. PETERSBURG...March 17, 1933...The dirigible  
Akron passed over St. Petersburg, FL., enroute from Panama to Opa-
Locka.  She proceeded on to Lakehurst, N.J. on March 23, 1933.  
************************************************************************* 
                  What time is it at the North Pole?  
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     A U.S. BRED pigeon paced World War I birds with a record-breaking 196 

messages delivered from sea during the last year of the war.   But the Navy’s first 
carrier pigeons were of Belgian, French and British origin, obtained in a  1917-18 

“lend lease” deal.  “Peerless Pilot.”’ shown abone, was the record holder, bred at 

U.S. NAS Pauillac.  Pilots were taught to throw the birds up or down to avoid 
props, depending upon the aircraft, while the British tossed their birds in bags in 

order to minimize feather damage.  Naval Air maintained 12 pigeon stations in 

France with 1,508 trained, young and in-training birds on hand at the time of the 
Armistice.  A total of 829 trained pigeons flew 10,995 missions with Navy pilots 

but carried only 230 messages from the planes—219 successfully, with 11 bird 

messengers missing in action. 
****************************************************************** 

BOB FOWLER & HIS AIRCRAFT COVERED 2,700 MILES IN FIRST 
WEST TO EAST TRANSCONTINENTAL FLGIHT. 

Jacksonville, FL., Feb. 8, 1912 

     Bob Fowler arrived in Jacksonville today, landing at the Moncrief 

Park Race Track.  He was met in the air by Max Lillie and Harold  

Kantner flying a Wright Model B Flyer, similar to Fowler’s.   

     A two-plane air meet was in progress at the time between Lillie and 

his Wright Flyer and Kantner and his Bleriot type monoplane 

      Fowler finished second in the transcontinental air race, behind Cal 

Rodgers who landed at Long Beach, California on December 10, 1911.  

Jimmy Ward, who barnstormed in Florida earlier in 1911 bowed out of 

the race early 
**************************************************** 

YOU’VE COME A LONG WAY BABY!  100 YEARS AGO 
The year is 1922. 

Here are some of the statistics for the Year 1922: 

The average life expectancy for men was 47 years. 

     Fuel for cars was sold in drug stores only. 

     Only 14% of homes had bathtubs, & only 8% had bathtubs. 

     The tallest structure in the world was the Eiffel Tower. 

     The average US wage in 1919 was 22 cents per hour. 

     The average US worker made between $200-$400 per year.  A  

mechanical engineer earned about $5,000/year. 

     A dentist earned $2,500 per year; A vet between $1,500 & $4,000/year 

     More than 95% of all births took place at home. 

     Sugar cost four cents a pound.  Eggs were 14 cents a dozen. 

     The 5 leading causes of death were: Pneumonia & flu, T.B., Diarrhea, 

          Heart disease & Stroke. 

     The American flag had 45 stars.  The population of Las Vegas was 30. 

     20% of adults couldn't read or write, and only 6% had finished high 

 school. 

     Marijuana, heroin, and morphine were available over the counter at 

 local drugstores.  “Heroin clears the complexion, gives  

buoyancy to the mind, regulates the stomach, bowels, and is a perfect 

guardian of health!”  Shocking! 

     18% of households had at least one fulltime servant or domestic help. 

     There were about 230 reported murders in the ENTIRE U.S.A. per 

year. 

     There was neither a Mother’s Day nor Father’s Day. 

     Crossword puzzles, canned beer, & iced tea hadn’t been invented yet. 
It is impossible to imagine what it may be like in another 100 years! 

************************************************ 

NAVY PIGEON  
PITCHING IN 
WORLD WAR I 
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NEWSENSE... 
Tantalizing News     

Originated by Gossip's Founding Father 

Columnist Walter Winchell  

*****************     
EDITOR’S NOTE:  Walter Winchell  
began broadcasting in 1933 to an au-
dience of 25 million people.  The 
Winchell style was unmistakable.  He 
talked rapidly at 197 words per mi-
nute..the voice was high-pitched and 
not pleasant to the ear; but it was 
distinctive.  The staccato quality made 
every item compelling.  He claimed he 
talked so fast because if he talked 
more slowly people would find out 
what he was saying...he began his 
radio program with a series of dots 
and dashes operating the key himself.  
Telegraphers throughout the country complained that what Winchell 
tapped out made no sense.  He realized he hadn’t the faintest 
knowledge of Morse code but he refused to have an experienced te-
legrapher provide the sound effects for him. He wrote like a man honk-
ing his horn while in a traffic jam. 
************************************************************************************    
    Modern slaves are not in chains, they are in debt! 

     Warning signs themselves do not keep people off anther’s land.  

The American invention that is most traditionally placed to deter intruders 

from trespassing-and one which has spread worldwide since its invention 

in the mid-19th century—is barbed wire, the devil's rope.  The man who 

lays the credible claim (patent #157124) to the first patent for it in late 

1874 was the son of English immigrants  named Joseph Glidden.  The 

purpose was to keep animals in, not to keep people out.   Suddenly almost 

overnight beef would replace pork as the national dinnertime dish.  Coils 

of it kept Great War soldiers safe in their trenches and where it is seen is 

the warning for others that to trespass in a most foolhardy endeavor.                    
          WHAT IS A TRILLION?  How long must one count in seconds in order to 

reach 1 million?  A.  17 days.;  for 1 billion?  A.  31 years; for 1 trillion?  A.   

31,688 years! 

     A letter from an old friend, Jim Bunch in Floral City, FL with a 

newspaper clipping announcing the upcoming demolition of the Wright 

Brothers historic bicycle shop in Dayton, Ohio.  Preservation groups are 

attempting to prevent this from happening.  Jim had recent cardiac surgery 

but states he is coming along O.K.  Keep us posted on developments Jim. 

     The ideal bedtime for a healthy heart...A new study looking at 

88,000 adults with an average age of 61, who for a week wore devices that 

measured their falling-asleep and waking-up times, reported at how many 

of these went on to suffer CV issues over a follow-up period averaging 

about six years.  Those who went to bed between 10 and 11 p.m. had the 

lowest rates of CV disease.  Those between 11 & 12p.m. had a 12%  

higher risk. 

FLORIDA’S AVIATION HALL OF FAME 
Located at the Florida Air Museum at Sun ‘n Fun, Lakeland, FL. 

 
     Douglas Baker, test pilot (2003); George “Ted” Baker, founder of National Airlines (2004); 

Thomas W. Benoist,  pioneer aircraft builder (2011); Jacqueline Cochran, pioneer aviatrix 
(2003); Leroy Brown, native pioneer Floridian, crop-duster, airline pilot and leader in the U.S. 
Airline Industry Museum project (2009); Dr. Warren J. Brown, flight surgeon & aviation journalist 

(2018);  Gen. Daniel “Chappie”James, Jr. Fighter Pilot; (2019); Cooper, Marian, Movie Director 
and PAA board member  (2015); Glenn Curtiss, pioneer pilot, inventor and founder of three Florida 

cities (2006);  Jimmy Doolittle, pioneer pilot and war hero (2007); Amelia Earhart, Pioneer aviatrix lost 
on round-the-world flight in 1937 (2010);  Percival Fansler, founder of the World’s First Airline (2003);  
Chalmers H. Goodlin, fighter pilot WW 2 and test pilot (2005); George Haldeman, test pilot and 

holder of numerous records (2006);   Billy Henderson , Sun’n Fun Founder (2015); Ed Hoffman Sr. 
(2008), pioneer pilot; Mary Francis Housley, heroic flight attendant  (2016)Billie Henderson (2015) 
Sun’n Fun foiunder; Howard Hughes , pioneer pilot and movie producer (2007) ; Jack Hunt, Navy 

blimp record holder & founding president Embry-Riddle University (2011); Antony H. Jannus, pilot of 
the 1st Airline (2003); Johnson, Howard “Scrappy”,  test pilot (2015; Colin Kelly, 1st WW II hero 

(2011);  Kinego, Col. Joseph (2020) (Blackbird SR-71 pilot; Joseph W. Kittinger, Jr., balloonist and 
test pilot (2003); William Krusen, pioneer Florida airman (2011); Lee Lauderback, test pilot, air show-
man (2019);  Col. & Mrs. Charles A. Lindbergh, pioneer pilots (2004); Lewis Maytag, CEO of National 

Airlines (2007) ; David McCampbell, USN pilot, Medal of Honor winner with 34 victories over the 
Japanese (2010);  A.B. McMullen, builder of many of Florida's airports (2004); Capt. Dick Merrill, 

airline pilot (2014);  Zack Mosley creator of “Smilin’ Jack;”  (2008);  Curtis Pitts, acrobatic pilot (2014); 
James Ray, WW II bomber pilot & philanthropist (2016); Charles E. Richbourg, Navy test pilot 

(2006); Edward Vernon Rickenbacker, CEO of Eastern Air Lines (2003); John Paul Riddle, 
founder of Embry-Riddle University (2005);  

Lawrence Sperry, Inventor of the auto-pilot, turn & bank indicator and artificial horizon (2011); 
Betty Skelton, acrobatic aviatrix;  Russell St. Arnold Pioneer Pilot (2019); Nicole Stott, Astro-

naut (2011); Gladys “Pennie”  Thompson (2020), Pioneer aviatrix;  Paul W. Tibbets, Jr., pilot of the B-
29 which dropped the Hiroshima atomic bomb (2005); Juan Terry Trippe, founder of Pan American 

World Airways (2003); Phil Waldman, ferry pilot (2016);  Kermit Weeks, Curator of “Fantasy of Flight” 
air museum (2008); Robert M. White, fighter pilot WW 2 and test pilot (2006).  Jessie Woods (2020), 

acrobatic pilot; Laurie Yonge, (2020),pioneer Jacksonville pilot. 

  

  

   

 

 SHORT-SNORTER PAGE 
 

DEFINITIONS:  Heroes:  What a 

guy with a boat does.  Leftbank:  

What the robber did after he left the 

bank. Paradox:  Two physicians.  

Relief:  What trees do in the 

Spring.  Rubberneck:  What you do 

to relax your wife.  

      A teacher took over a new 

class:  W hat’s your name? she 

asked a little boy.  “Jule” he replied.  

“Not Jule,” You shouldn’t use con-

tractions.  Your name is  

Julius. ”Turning to the next boy, she 

asked:  “What’s your name?”   

“Bilious,”  he replied. 

******************************************************** 
Life’s greatest mystery—what a nudist does with his keys after locking his car! 

                               ********************************* 

There are two reasons why women don’t wear last year’s gowns:  They don’t want                                 
  to , and they can’t. 

                                        ***************** 
“”How quickly can I learn French? Asked the young husband.  “That depends upon 

you,” replied the teacher.  Why are you in such a hurry?”  “We’ve just adopted a 

French baby only six months old,” he answered, “and we want to be able to 

understand him when he starts to talk.”  
      ******************************************************* 

     The visitor turned to the hostess and said, “My, this is a fancy vase on your 
mantel.  What’s this in it?”  “My husband’s ashes,” she replied.  “Oh, I’m sorry,” 

said the visitor.  “How long has he been dead?”  “Oh, he’s not dead,” said the wife, 

“He’s just too lazy to find an ashtray.” 
                              *********************************** 

A pretty lass in a night-school English class was disturbed when the instructor  

announced: Tomorrow night we will take up syntax.”    “Goodness!” she ex-
claimed, “If they’re going to collect THAT, I’ll never be able to afford the tuition.” 

                             ************************************* 

Yesterday my husband thought he saw a cockroach in the kitchen.  He 
sprayed everything down and cleaned thoroughly.  Today, I’m putting the cock-

roach in the bathroom. 

************************** 
     THE LADY AND THE BUTLER...A rich couple were going out for the 
evening when the woman of the house told the butler to relax and take 
the rest of the night off.  As it turned out, the wife was not having a 
good time at the party and came home early only to find the butler 
sitting by himself in the dining room.  She called for him to follow her 
into the master bedroom where she closes and locks the door.  She 
looks at him and smiles.  “ Bob take off my dress.”   He does  this care-
fully.  “Bob take off my stockings and garter.”   He silently obeys her.  
“Bob, remove my bra and panties.”  As he does this... the tension 
MOUNTS!  She looks at him, “Bob, if I ever catch you wearing my 
cloths again...YOU ARE FIRED!” 

********************************************************************************* 
TENNIS ELBOW...While out in the park a jogger found a new tennis 
ball and slipped it into his pocket of his shorts.  On his way home he 
stopped at a light when a girl eyed the large bulge in his shorts.  
“What’s that?” she asked.  “Tennis ball.” came the reply,.  “Oh” said 
the girl, “That must be painful...I had tennis elbow once.” 
********************************************************************************** 
A successful man is one who can make more money than his wife can 
spend.  A successful woman is one who can find such a man. 
********************************************************************************** 

The Boeing 747 has carried 1.5 billion passengers through the sky, 
the equivalent of 1/4th the Earth’s population. 

****************************** 

Retirement at 65 is ridiculous.  When I was 65, I still had pimples. 

George Burns, comedian. 
       
     

 

A NURSE WAS ON DUTY in the E.R., when a punk rocker entered.  
The young woman had purple hair styled into a Mohawk, a variety of tattoos 

and strange clothing.  It was determined she had acute appendicitis and need-

ed surgery.   When she was disrobed on the operating table, the staff noticed 
that her pubic hair had been dyed green and above it was a tattoo which read, 

“Keep off the grass.  After the surgery, the surgeon wrote a note on the pa-

tient's  dressing which read “Sorry, had to mow the lawn.” 



 

 

“Where have you boys been, we’ve been expecting you!”  We refueled 

and proceeded back to Thule. 

     After returning I found out while I was gone the civilian Yogi who had 

kept a pillow under his belt to keep his ulcer warm, had been air-lifted 

along with a body which was taken care of by my junior medical officer, 

Lt (jg) Bernie Resnick (There were two medical officers aboard each 

barracks-troop ship and since my commission date preceded Resnick’s I 

was senior in command of sickbay.) 

     The rest of the trip was uneventful except we feasted the fly boys on 

our “double rations” when we could and got to know them quite well. 

     We were the last ship out of Thule in middle September, as they were 

vacating due to ice formation.  As we were steaming down the Davis 

Strait a lone C-47 dived down on our ship and buzzed  us—I presumed it 

was my old buddy Tommy Thompson—I waved back. 

      Let me regress a bit to the trip northbound in the Davis Strait.  

We left Norfolk and once outside the  21-mile limit the Skipper called us 

to his quarters to read orders up to this point “unknown orders.”   

“Proceed to BW1, the southernmost point of Greenland to await further 

orders.”  We were not going to Korea as thought!  (the Korean War was 

raging).  What goes???  When we got to target BW1 we were enclosed by 

fog and we could hear multiple fog horns blowing.  Through the fog I 

could see multiple ships—about 20 of them all tooting their horns to pre-

vent collisions. 

     The ward room was abuzz with rumors—the most reliable was we 

were stuck there until an ice breaker could lead us north. But there was no 

ice!  It didn’t take long before the EastWind arrived and we happily pro-

ceeded north—new orders had been received—destination Thule Green-

land, wherever that was.  It wasn’t long before we started seeing burgee 

bits, small  chunks of floating ice coming south.  Looking forward from 

the bow, one could see an endless line of ships ahead of us and on check-

ing the fantail, the same!  There were at least 20 ship ahead of us and on 

checking the rear, the same!  It was a happy bunch even through we were 

proceeding at a snail’s pace—around 10 knots, whereas the ship was ca-

pable of 22 knots—it wouldn't be long before we would receive mail.  

Rumors spread about “mail buoys” where the ship would drop off mail in 

the buoy and  southbound ships would pick it up—this was hogwash!  I 

was busy with sickbay twice a day—9 am and 7 pm local time and doing 

sanitary inspections of the ship’s galley.  Then at 4 pm the officers would 

congregate in the Captain’s quarters for coffee and ragchew.  We had a 

bunch of Army engineers on board and one of the officers was comment-

ing about Bremerhaven and the nice girl he dated...he wouldn’t believe it 

when I told him, I dated the same girl.  With all the fur flying he didn’t 

until I mentioned her name.  Then Capt. Bostleman mentioned a trip he 

had made on Walter Leed’s, the copper magnate's yacht with a bunch of 

Hollywood people.  They were bound for Tahiti to relieve a famine with a 

boatload of bread.  He claimed he was the only one on board who had his 

clothes on!  I told him my cousin was among the passengers and was 

married to a  movie director—she later informed me the Captain had been 

lying—that they were all well behaved.  Never did find out who was right. 

     Outside the burgee bits were drifting south and we started picking up 

rumors of Soviet radio stations coming out of northern Canada, possibly 

spy stations eyeing our activity? The Captain said they were probably 

innocent Russian fishing boats.  That was accepted until one of the ships 

behind us reported a Soviet surfaced submarine with its skipper standing 

on deck counting the ships as they went by—our secret mission apparent-

ly wasn't a secret!  There was a big red star on the conning tower!  The 

burgee bits soon turned to sheet ice and we slowed to about 3 knots.  I 

hung over the bow and took a movie of the ship’s bow plowing through 

the ice and wondered if the metal ship would crack like the Titanic.  Then 

we stopped—we were stuck!  Looking out one could see nothing but 

sheet ice and on the right side the mountains of mid-Greenland—I esti-

mated we were around BW2 which is half-way up the western coast.  

Looking to the west we saw only sheet ice.  Canada was too far away..  

We were about 1.5 miles from land.  Radio reports told us the ice breaker 

was unable to find a lead in the ice to break through and that we would 

have to wait until warmer weather broke it up.  There we were stuck for 

about two weeks.  Sections of the ice finally began to break slowly ena-

bling us to communicate with the other ships with small boats at intervals 

but when one looked out it was just white stuff.   
Continued next issue. 

8 THULE AIR BASE, GREENLAND 
By FAHS News Editor Dr. Warren J. Brown (LT.USNR) 

PART 2 
     In March 2013 I was requested by Col. USAF, PhD. David G. Arnold at the Penta-

gon, to assist him in writing a history of the construction of the Thule Air Base.  
Col. Arnold had been stationed at Thule from Feb. 2008-Feb. 2009.  The following is 
the story of “Operation BlueJay” of which I was a member, which took place from 
May through October 1951 while aboard the USNS Heitzelman.  The base was built 

to intercept potential inbound hostile elements crossing over the North Pole.  

Previously we had discussed the arrival of many ship convoys arriving at Thule on 
July 9, 1951 carrying eventually about 10,000 troops and civilian North Atlantic 
Construction workers.  Shortly after landing I was invited to visit the off-limits Eski-
mo village which was located on an unusual looking mountain called “Mt. Dundas.” 

Lt. Brown USNR...I jumped at the oppor tunity to visit the Eskimo vil-

lage.  Among those was a Danish guide (Greenland is a protectorate of Den-

mark).  We shook hands and then followed the guide up the hill which was 

then tundra or frozen earth. From the frozen soil little yellow Poppy flowers 

were sprouting.  The snow had melted and was around 40 degrees F.   We 

arrived at a Danish Weather Station and were introduced to the Danish fami-

ly who served us hot coffee and who spoke perfect English.  The buildings 

were conventional European— all painted in bright colors,, red, blue, white 

etc.  The Danes were typically blonde blue-eyed type and very friendly. The 

guides' little 4-year old daughter was a doll.  Then the guide took us over to 

the Eskimo village which consisted of sod-huts with elevated racks outside 

harboring seal meat which was kept high to keep the dogs from eating it. 

There we met Ootah ( I think his name was Attu but pronounced “Oo-tah) 

who was a medium sized dark gray-haired elderly man of about 84 who 

when he smiled showed a set of excellent teeth.  He had accompanied Admi-

ral Perry on his trip to the North Pole in 1906.  He was living in what to be 

an aluminum garage which had been donated to him by news commentator 

Lowell Thomas  & the Explorers Club of Chicago.  This, by the Eskimos was 

considered a “mansion.”   

     Then we met Kale (at least that is the way you pronounced it) a man about 

48 who smiled and was supposedly the illegitimate son of  Perry and an Eski-

mo woman   He had turned schizophrenic after one of his dogs had eaten a 

Danish child years before.  I took photos of these people and was much im-

pressed by their attitude and friendliness.  On another occasion I was deliver-

ing medical supplies to a first aid station (we had no hospital at that time but 

the place was exploding with Atwell pre-fabricated huts—in fact one  got 

lost day-by-day as the terrain changed dramatically) as I walked over to the 

new airstrip.  There was almost a continuous wave of Globemasters (three-

story transports) flying in every ten minutes or so from the south, unloading 

workers mostly and supplies.  We had the aid of several Russian defectors 

who advised our engineers to lay pipes in the tundra to keep the runways 

from melting from the frictional heat of the landing planes tires.   One of 

them had just landed and I noticed the passengers were dressed in Palm 

Beach suits and hats and it had begun to snow—they were complaining and 

trying to keep warm as they told me they were told they were going to the 

tropics and dressed accordingly—at least the secret destination was kept 

secret to them.   

     What impressed me most was the rapidity of progress in building numer-

ous, numerous, elevated huts (to keep their heat form melting the tundra) and 

the oil storage sites. As the weather improved we were able to play softball 

on the tundra with crews from other ships.  At this time I received a telegram 

requesting I return immediately to the States as my wife was gravely ill with 

cholecystitis.  I was granted emergency leave and flew in an Air Force C-47 

piloted by a fellow named Tommy Thompson over to Goose Bay and then 

Stephenville, Newfoundland and over to Westover, Mass.     

     My wife was successfully operated on at the Philadelphia Naval Hospital 

and  I took the train back to Westover AFB, boarded a C-47, again piloted by 

Tommy Thompson, and we flew up to Stephenville, Goose Bay, Bluey West 

8 (BW-8) and Thule.  Going into BW-8 where the air strip is located in a 

fjord we were socked in by fog—Tommy found that BW-1 and Thule were  

socked in and we were running low on fuel.  He said to me, “Doc, say a pray-

er, we are between two mountains and I can’t see where we are going.    I am 

estimating we are over the airstrip and am beginning a circle-down ap-

proach.”  There were only three of us aboard the  aircraft—I said an “Our 

Father,”  and just as I finished, we broke out over the runway (It made me a 

believer!!!!)  We landed and approached a hut which had a tree painted on 

the door which read, “The only tree that grows in Greenland!”  Inside an over

-sized black cook with a white hat was flipping pancakes and he commented,
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THE PHANTOM & THE ELEPHANT 
By FAHS’ Neal Cosentino 

From his book “Letters from the Cockpit 

     City of Hue, South Vietnam, 1972...My fir st combat mission in the 

F-4 Phantom took place in late summer of 1972.  It was a few months be-

fore the 366th Tactical Fighter Wing, “The Gunfighters” deactivated at

Takhi Royal Thai Air Base, Thailand and my squadron, the 4th, moved a

few hundred miles up the road to Udorn Royal Thai Air base.  This was my

third combat tour, but my first tour in a fighter.   I am not a war lover, but it

was worth the long wait, a tour that most pilots can only dream about.

Every mission was different, whether day or night in clear or marginal

weather; a different country—North Vietnam, Laos or South Vietnam, a

different type mission and a different type of ordnance.

     It would be the first time in my military career that I would be author-

ized by war orders to drop bombs that would destroy enemy  forces.  This 

enemy started the killing and they learned over the preceding seven years 

how to shoot back with some success.  The best part of my combat tour was 

the grand finale.  I flew many of the combat missions during our proudest 

moment of the war, Linebacker II; the eleven nights of air war over the Red 

River Valley from December, 1972 to January, 1973.  The Linebacker II 

missions not only drove the North Vietnamese to the peace table; it also 

brought home American prisoners of war, and proved once and for all that 

Air Power is the decisive weapon in any conflict.  It was Kissinger who 

gave North Vietnam the win at the Peace table. 

     I had paid my dues for this tour by staying in Strategic Air Command 

(SAC) during the mid-sixties instead of going with the airlines.  An im-

portant personal gamble that paid off after the SAC tours in bombers and 

tankers and two combat tours in other aircraft, including one an airborne 

battle staff officer in a EC-130.  I finally got into a Phantom; the world’s 

greatest fighter aircraft, the aircraft that I flew in some of the best combat 

missions of the entire war in Southeast Asia.  

     The “frag,” or fragmentary order of the war plan, the legal instrument 

that authorized the use of deadly force and those to be killed, called for a 

low risk almost introductory supply road cut mission.  The target was locat-

ed on a road in a low threat area of southern Laos.  My Phantom 68-326 

was loaded with twelve 500 pound Mark 82 “slicks” fused for road cuts.  

What a magnificent warhorse that aircraft still is.  I believe that the F4-E 

and late model Phantoms with new engines and new electronics would still 

be one of the best all-around air weapons system ever made by man.  And 

to this day I have never met or known of a fighter pilot who had done all the 

things the Phantom is capable of doing.  And I suspect that even today our 

pilots are never asked to reach that goal.  

     The Wing policy was that the squadron operations officer (OPS) had to 

fly back seat with all the new pilots on their first combat mission.  And as 

his luck would have it, my first mission was diverted by “Hillsboro” Or-

bit” (the airborne EC-130 command post) just after we crossed the Mekong 

river into Laos.  We turned port to the northeast, toward Mugia Pass and 

crossed the mountains into Vietnam.  Our new mission was a close air sup-

port (CAS) for a hot troops in Contact  (TIC) mission in the city of Hue 

near the demilitarized zone (DMZ) , where our troops were engaged in 

heavy street fighting.  This was to have been a first mission milk run, an 

obscure routine road cut in southern Laos to prove to the squadron OPS 

officer that I could hit the ground with my bombs and find my way home.  

But this mission  became something much more vital, it was now  troops in 

contact (TIC) in the middle of the city of Hue, near the DMZ. 

There are no really worthwhile personal rewards for killing an unseen ene-

my in this kind of a war.  The very best that can be said is that it is a job that 

has to be done; hopefully it will be done professionally, with the appropri-

ate level of human detachment.  But it was fair in a way, Ho Chi Min start-

ed the shooting, the killing.  If you shot at them and they could, and did, 

shoot back.  On the other hand, there is a terrible price to pay for killing the 

innocent, especially the good guys, with friendly fire.  

     There was little or no worthwhile reward for the meaningless day-to-day 

risk everyone took in that war, especially the way it went on and on.  And 

me the fool voting for Nixon because his Secretary of State said they would 

end the war; and instead let it go on for years, in part so he could get re-

elected.  And worse our generals and admirals were on their stairway to the 

stars and let it go on and on instead of retiring in protest.  Not one retired in 

protest, the only reason an armed service needs four star generals or admi-

rals.  In retrospect, in war, all general officers should be frozen in rank until 

the end of hostilities and then only those who contributed should be promot-

ed.  

     There is an everlasting mental baggage if you kill your own 

troops with your friendly fire.  Would it be my bombs that would 

kill the friendlies in the middle of Hue?  If it happened it would be 

clearly be my fault and my bombs; because there was little a back-

seater could do but hold on and hope.  Killing the innocent and the 

friendlies would have affected him and me the rest of our lives.  

We shared a once-in-a-lifetime that day, a bond, an experience that 

only deadly combat can fuse. I think back now as I write that for 

some reason there were no thoughts on my part at that time about 

killing the innocent or my own troops with my bombs.  I found the 

truths about war over time, later in the missions ahead of me but 

not then.  That was not on my mind for a second—my only concern 

was to find the target and do my best to hit it. 

     We both listened carefully to the excited and concerned voices 

of the Marines and their forward air controllers pinned down on the 

ground in the city as they tried to talk me to the right building.  The 

target was a small building in the middle of a city of small build-

ings.  We both knew that the target was impossible to identify from 

the air by the descriptions given from ground level, most of the 

buildings had the same colors and the same roofs and they all 

looked alike.  I don’t remember one word from the back seat as we 

circled and looked.  Most of the fine details of the mission are long 

forgotten I do remember how hard and seriously I looked for that 

one building they wanted me to hit.  What combat lesson did I learn 

that day to pass on?  How do you pass on the vivid images of 

twelve bombs going off in the middle of that city.  These are imag-

es of destruction that will never fade away from my memory.  

     I circled a few times trying as hard as I could to understand their 

descriptions of the target—to identify that one building.  Hitting the 

wrong building would mean killing the innocent or worse, killing 

those Marines who were fighting for the innocent; killing our own 

troops.  I knew that asking them to smoke their position would give 

their location away, but I had to do it.  It was a matter of fact re-

quest that they understood and immediately responded.  Their 

white signal smoke filtered up from the alleys and streets near their 

general positions.  But now at least I could select the best run in 

heading to reduce the danger of long or short bombs.  Their 

“smoke” drifted up from the streets and roof tops forming an irreg-

ular semicircle that helped me make the final and fateful decision.  

It also helped me judge the wind.  
     I finally selected the one building that I thought housed the heavy ma-

chine gun and mortar position that had them pinned down.  I described the 

building and a small rice paddy nearby and they said I had the right target.  

Then I was faced with the next challenge, to hit that building.  Why did I 

decide on the steepest dive angle, and why did I select all twelve bombs to 

release on one pass using the tightest bomb release interval possible on the 

weapons select panel? Was it an unconscious hedge?  If I missed the target, 

there would be nothing left of the innocent or the friendlies to buy or to 

ship home in body bags.  I do not know what made me make a small last 

second maneuver; “jinking” the bombsight pipper rapidly toward the small 

rice paddy about one hundred feet at the 4 o'clock position from the build-

ing.  Some of it was a correction for a wind shear that was making the 

pipper drift.  

     It was bombs away in a tight pattern, like a swarm of black hor-

nets heading at a steep angle downward toward the middle of the 

city.  I recall the wonderful feeling of release and the sensation of 

man-and aircraft-as-one, after the jink, into a graceful pull-off the 

bomb run into a beautiful arching cloverleaf maneuver.  The Phan-

tom and I were indeed one at that moment in time, one of my un-

forgettable moments: of feelings pilots know of and can fully en-

joy.  Then back to business, a hard G pull back to inverted flight to 

look over my left shoulder so I could see where the bombs hit.  I 

had never seen that many bombs go off before. All I could see was 

a huge cloud of dirty brown and black smoke,  We had hit the tar-

get!  



   Harry Cooper

 

 that her history of low blood pressure caused her to pass out quickly after 

the cabin depressurized and kept her heart from bursting on impact.   

Vulovic said that she was aware of her low blood pressure before apply-

ing to become a flight attendant and knew that it would result in her fail-

ing her medical exam, but she drank an excessive amount of coffee be-

forehand and was accepted.  

     Between 1962 and 1982, Croatian nationalists carried out 128 terror 

attacks against Yugoslavian civilian and military targets.  The Yugoslav 

authorities suspected that they were to blame for bringing down Flight 

367. from Vienna to Zagreb.

Vulovic underwent treatment in a Prague hospital until 12 March

1972, after which she was flown to Belgrade.  During the flight back she 

stated she was not afraid of flying because she had no memory of the 

crash.   In Belgrade, Vulovic’s hospital room was placed under 24-hour 

police protection because the authorities feared that the perpetrators of 

the bombing would wish to kill her.   Vulovic’s hospitalization lasted 

until June 1972.  Vulovic’s parents had to sell both of their cars to pay 

for her bills.   Within ten months of her fall, Vulovic had regained the 

ability to walk, but limped for the rest of her life.   Velovic attributed her 

recovery to her “Serbian stubbornness” and a childhood diet that includ-

ed chocolate, spinach and fish oil.  

     In September 1972 Vulovic expressed willingness to resume working 

as a flight attendant but the airline instead gave her a desk job.  In Yugo-

slavia, Vulovic was celebrated as a national hero.  In 1977, she married 

engineer Nikoa Breka and later suffered an ectopic pregnancy that nearly 

proved fatal and thus, was never able to have children.  In the early 

1990s Vulovic and her husband divorced which she attributed to her 

chain smoking which her husband disapproved of.     

     In the later years of her life, Vulovic lived on a pension in her dilapi-

dated Belgrade apartment. She died in December 2016 and was buried in 

Belgrade’s New Cemetery on 27 December.  

**********************************************************  

SECRET WEAPONS OF WW ii—THE PROXIMITY FUSE  

     The sentiment expressed by a high-ranking intelligence officer in the 

H.Q. of Supreme Commander Dwight Eisenhower echoed the views of 

other Allied generals nearing the early winter of 1944.   “One more big 

heave will bring Germany to its knees.” 

     Suddenly, at 5:28 A.M. on Dec. 16, an eerie silence that had prevailed 

for several weeks along a sector known as the Ghost Front was shattered 

by a blast of sound and fury.  Nineteen hundred  pieces of German  

artillery showered death and destruction on American troops. 

     When the thunderous barrage lifted, thousands of German assault 

troops, supported by a thousand panzer tanks, plunged through the thin 

American positions and drove into Belgium for fifty miles.   

     For six weeks, American dogfaces and German stubble-hoppers 

fought one another in brutal cold and deep snow.     

     On Feb. 1, 1945, the  defeated German armies limped back to their 

starting positions along the border of the Third Reich.   Some 80,000 

German soldiers never returned; 70,000 young Americans died in the 

struggle.    Hitler would never know that American scientists had  

developed a tiny device known as a proximity fuse, which had been fired 

in combat for the first time during what became known as the Battle of 

the Bulge.  That top-secret innovation had contributed significantly to the 

outcome of the brutal clash.  

     The proximity fuse was a miniature radar unit shaped to replace the 

customary ballistic nose of artillery shells.  After a shell had been fired 

and was on its downward trajectory, the fuse sensed the proximity to a 

target and exploded the shell it rode. 

     Because the shell with the proximity fuse burst just above German 

troops in foxholes and trenches, the jagged shrapnel was sent downward, 

riddling soldiers in the impact area.  Conventional shells that exploded 

on contact with the ground usually sprayed shrapnel upward, thereby 

generally causing  no physical harm to soldiers in foxholes or trenches. 

     After the Battle of the Bulge, Gen. George Patton wrote:  The new 

shell with the funny fuse is devastating.  I think that when all our armies 

get this shell we will have to devise some new method of warfare.  I am 

glad that you (scientists) thought of it first!”  
(Information for above was taken from Wm. B. Breuer’s fine book, “Secret 

Weapons of World War II.” 

 

THE GIRL WHO FELL 
33,330’ WITHOUT A  

PARACHUTE & LIVED ! 

     Her name was Vesna Vulovic 

(1950-2016), a Serbian flight at-

tendant.  She was the sole survivor 

after a briefcase bomb exploded in 

the baggage compartment of JAT 

Flight 367 (DC-9) on 26 January 

1972 causing it to crash in Czecho-

slovakia.  The Yugoslav authorities' 

suspected that Croatian nationalist 

were to blame, but no one was ever 

arrested. 

     Following the bombing, Vulovic 

spent days in a coma and was hospi-

talized for several months.  She suf-

fered a fractured skull, three broken 

vertebrae, broken legs, broken ribs, and fractured pelvis.   These injuries 

resulted in her being temporarily paralyzed from the waist down.  She 

eventually made an almost complete recovery but continued to walk with 

a limp.  Vulovic had no memory of the incident and had no qualms about 

flying in the aftermath of the crash.  Despite her willingness to resume 

work as a flight attendant, Jat Airways  gave her a desk job feeling her 

presence on flights would attract too much publicity.  Vulovic became a 

celebrity in Yugoslavia and was deemed a national hero.   

     She was fired from JAT in the early 1990s after taking part in anti-

government protests during the breakup of Yugoslavia but avoided arrest 

as the government was concerned about negative publicity that her im-

prisonment would bring.  She continued her work as a  pro-democracy 

activist until the revolution of October 2000.   Her final years were spent 

in seclusion and she struggled with survivor guilt.  Having divorced, she 

lived alone in her Belgrade apartment on a small pension until her death 

in 2016. 

     The secondary crew of JAT Flight 367, flying from Stockholm to Bel-

grade with stopovers in Copenhagen and Zagreb, arrived in Denmark on 

the morning of 26 January 1972.  According to Vulovic, she was not 

scheduled to be on Flight 367, and JAT had confused her for another 

flight attendant also named Vesna.  Nevertheless, Vulovic said that she 

was excited to travel to Denmark because it was her first time visiting the 

country.  

     Flight 367 departed from Stockholm at 1:30 p.m. on 26 January.  The 

aircraft, a McDonnell Douglas DC-9,  landed at Copenhagen Airport at 

2:30 p.m.., where upon Vulovic and her colleagues boarded the plane.   

“As it was late, we were in the terminal and saw it park,”  Vulovic said.  

“I saw all the passengers and crew deplane.  One man seemed terribly 

annoyed.  It was not only me that noticed him either.  Other crew mem-

bers saw him, as did the station manager in Copenhagen.  I think it was 

the man who put the bomb in the baggage.  I think he had checked in a  

bag in Stockholm, got off in Copenhagen and never re-boarded the 

flight.” 

      Flight 367 departed from Copenhagen at 3:15 p.m.  At 4:01 p.m., an 

explosion tore through the DC-9’s baggage compartment.  The explosion 

caused the aircraft to break apart over Czechoslovakia.  Vulovic was the 

only survivor of the 28 passengers and craw.  She was discovered by vil-

lager Bruno Honke, who heard her screaming amid the wreckage.  Her 

turquoise uniform was covered in blood and her 3 inch stiletto heels had 

been torn off by the force of the impact.  Honke had been a medic during 

WW II and able to keep her alive until rescuers arrived. 

     Air safety investigators attributed Vulovic’s survival to her being 

trapped by a food cart in the DC-9’s fuselage as it broke away from the 

rest of the aircraft.  When the cabin depressurized, the passengers and 

other flight crew were blown out of the aircraft t and fell to their deaths.  

Investigators believed that the fuselage, with Vulovic pinned inside, 

landed at an angle in a heavily wooded and snow-covered mountain-

side, which cushioned the impact.  Vulovic’s physicians concluded 
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All-American football player at West Point, 16 victories in 
WW II & Vietnam & married to a Hollywood movie star. 

      
      

THE EARLY YEARS  
        “ROBIN OLDS—FIGHTER PILOT”...THE EARLY YEARS  
      Robin Olds was born at Luke Field Hospital on July 14, 1922 
to Army Air Corps Capt. Robert Olds & wife.  When he was 4, his 
mother died and Robin became an “Army Brat,” contemplating  
becoming a fly boy like his Dad.  Moving to Virginia he became 
the captain of the high school football team at 6’2” 190 lbs. and 
tried to join the RAF in 1939 at age 17.  His father refused to sign 
the papers and he then returned to the Millard Military Prep con-
templating an assignment to West Point.   Robin was accepted to 
the class of 1944 at West Point and during the ensuing years 
made All-American as a line-man.  With the advent of Pearl Har-
bor he was sent  to the Spartan School of Aviation in Tulsa, OK 
for flight training.  Basic training ended by Christmas of 1942 & 
Robin was back at West Point hoping to graduate early due to 
the war, in June 1943.  Just before graduation Robin lost his 
Dad.  With graduation and new 2nd Lt. bars on his collar he is 
sent to Chandler, AZ for P-38 fighter training & then on to Muroc 
Dry Lake in the Mojave Desert.  Further training at Glendale re-
sulted in 1st Lt. bars and a frustrating extensive looking for a 
place to send a West Pointer for a flight commander position.  
He is finally shipped overseas and arrives in Scotland and is 
now newly arrived at Wattisham, England and has finally seen 
action on D-Day.  Aug. 1, 1944 comes and Robin is still frustrated 
with zero victories.  Robin is now on patrol in France when he 
suddenly sees an opportunity…..resulting in downing his first 
two kills—Focke-Wulf 190s.  Two weeks later.  On Aug. 25, 1944, 
11 days after Robins first two victories the fighter group was 
destined to a sweep in front of a bomber group.  Robin was at-
tempting to aid a fellow pilot when his plane went into compress-
ibility and started a downward dive….the day ended with Robin scor-
ing three more victories to make him the squadron’s first ace.  
They were now transitioning from Lightings to Mustang fighters 
and they have just accompanied a bomber flight close to Berlin, 
missing their timed assigned bomber group and now awaiting 
the fireworks…Noticing a camera had been placed in Robin’s 
wing just prior to his next bomber escort mission.  After a diffi-
cult camera bombing run Robin is now hi-tailing it for home…
Robin has just finished his R & R and has arrived back in Eng-
land to begin his second round of aerial combat.   The war ends 
and Robin is now awaiting deployment to the States against his 
will.  He has eventually been reassigned as West Point football 
coach In a back room, told to study a fistful of cards with Xs, Ox 
and arrows (confusing stuff for a former tackle) and informed 
that the B-Squad met at the south end of the practice field at 
3:30.  Robin, disappointed, at the conclusion  of the 1945 football 
season was then told he would remain at West Point for the next 
four years—he went to the Pentagon for change of or-
ders….Robin is now in California and has fallen for the Holly-
wood actress Ella Raines.  He and Pappy Herbst, are about to 
put on a two-man air show at the Del Mar Race Track…Pappy 
crashes and is killed—Robin is devastated.  He is now preparing 
to partake in the Thompson Trophy Race at the Cleveland Air 
Races.  Robin is then married to actress Ella Raines and in Octo-
ber 1948 he is transferred back to England with the RAF while 
Ella finishes a film in Hollywood. 
      

     I had known it would be different when I finished this assign-

ment.  I had wriggled my way out of a lousy desk job at March Field 

and back to a flying slot, a very special flying slot.  I was assigned 

as an exchange officer with No. 1 Squadron of the RAF.  The warri-

ors of the RAF had been my inspiration and envy when I was a ca-

det at West Point.  I grinned remembering how most of us back in 

1940 worried the war would be over before we could get into it.  

The smile brought me back to the challenge of the present, and sud-

denly I didn’t mind the rain water inside my shoes and dripping of 

the visor of my garrison cap.  

     How would No. 1 Squadron feel about having a Yank in their 

midst, especially a twenty-six year –old major?   Maybe my two 

Johnny-come –lately combat tours in the last year of the war in Eu-

rope and my British Distinguished Flying Cross would help.  Time 

to prove myself would help most of all.  I had been told I would find 

the boss in squadron ops, and the small, nondescript building just 

ahead had to be the place.  Feeling every bit the new kid on the 

block, I squared my hat, gave a tuck to my trench coat, opened the 

door and entered the ops office.       The room was full of men.   

Even without his pips, anyone could have known the man over a 

small table was Squadron Leader Tommy Burne, RAF, DFC, etc.  A 

 

bit stiffly, and quite self-consciously, I snapped a salute, immediately 

wondering if the RAF saluted when inside.  The CO seemed somewhat 

taken aback and returned the salute with a casual wave of the right 

hand.  Lesson Number one:  Don’t salute in the ops, at least not here in 

No. 1 Squadron.  Lesson number two:  Get here earlier in the future. 

“Well Major,” Burne said, “welcome to 1 Squadron.  Bit of a bother this 

damned weather, but I expect you’ll soon get used to the rain.”  

     Turning to the room in general, with a huff and a small cough that 

made his magnificent mustache tremble, Squadron Leader Burne an-

nounced, “Gentleman, this is Major Olds of the United States Army Air 

Forces.  Major, these are the chaps.  That tiny one over there is Flight 

Lieutenant Sammy Osborne, a thoroughly useless fellow.  And over 

there, Keith Pearch, our Turk.  Here we have Patterson, a colonial from 

some unlikely place out in the Pacific I think This next chap is one of 

ours, another Yank. Goes by the name of Dean Jones.  Decent enough, 

but doesn’t seem to be able to leave the old RAF no mater how hard we 

try to send him packing.  Jones, say hello to the major, and mind your 

manners, he’s a big one, this Yank.  Ought to do well at dining in.   The 

rest of these scruffy chaps are our other ranks.  Volanthan, good head on 

him.  Foster, silly man  wants to be an officer.  Young Barton here, and 

our resident socialist, Flight Warrant Officer Cover.  You might smile a 

bit, Cover, we can’t have our Yank thinking the current government of 

”jolly” old England’ hasn't a sense of humor.  And here, we have the 

backbone of the old unit, Chief Frazier, and his second Flight Sergeant 

Bader.  These two chaps keep our kites fit and ready for flight.” 

     Introductions made, the CO turned towards me.  He was heavyset,  

 ‘portly’ was a better description.  His florid face and full checks were 

ample and solid support for the sweeping handlebar mustache that all 

but hid his mouth  He had a pronounced limp, and I heard the same 

squeak that I heard accompanied the heavy thumping steps coming 

down the hall of our sleeping quarters early that morning.  Obviously, 

he had a leg off and sported some kind of prosthesis.  I wondered how 

he flew.  My own dAir Force would have retired him forthwith, intelli-

gence and usefulness not withstanding.  

     “That’s it then, Major.  I expect you'll want to  buzz off to the adju-

tant’s office and get read up on squadron bumph and all that sort of 

thing.  But first have a look at what we call “Pilots Notes.” 
     The Squadron leader handed over a booklet about the size of a  
Readers Digest, but much thinner.  A worn and dilapidated chair with the stuff-

ing  bunched all to one side sat empty in a corner.  Going over, I thought of the 

rash of lessons so quickly evident.  Squadron Leader Burne was a man to be 
reckoned with.  He knew his people, and maintained a gruff, good-humored 

association with them.  They respected him and did not resent his band of under-

statements.  I could tell he liked little Sammy, the Turk, Keith and the New Zea-
lander.  He tolerated Jones and Barton.  The two warrant pilots, Volanthan and 

Foster, were solid members of the squadron, but still “other ranks.”  You knew 

the CO was certainly not a socialist and didn't think much of the current govern-
ment.  You also knew he could barely tolerate Cover, but would never let that 

interfere with his sense of fair play and judgement.  Anyone with the squadron 

leader’s impairment and in his position had to be a determined and resourceful 
individual.  I knew I would enjoy working for him, but also I sensed I would 

quickly come to like him as a friend.  Finally, I wondered what “bumph” was and 

why I had been identified as quit likely to do well at dining-n whatever that 
might be. 

       

` 
 

 
Robin, in his proudest 
moment—being lifted 
on his Sqd.’s shoul-
ders after completing 
his 100th mission in 
Vietnam at age 44. 
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    YESTERDAY’S FLORIDA AVIATION HISTORY 
 
     THE CUBAN MISSILE CRISIS...April 17, 1961...Cuba is invaded by 

1200 anti-Castro exiles aided by the U.S.; the invasion is crushed.  MacDill 

AFB is on alert; B-47s ready but attack called off. 

     May 5, 1961...Cape Canaveral—Alan B. Shepard, Jr., in the Mercury 3 

spacecraft, rockets 116.5 miles up and 302 miles downstream to become the 
first American in space. 

     July 21, 1961...Cape Canaveral—Virgil Grissom rides his Mercury 4 

spacecraft into space.  On recovery, his capsule sinks. 
      1962...Orlando—Civilian airliners are landing at McCoy AFB.  The move 

was necessary because the new Jets could not land on the short runways at 

Herndon Field.  The move will be completed in 1968.  In Pensacola, Jackie 
Cochran flies 5,120 miles from New Orleans to Hannover, Germany;  she now 

has 49 flying records.  

     Feb. 20, 1962...Cape Canaveral—John Glenn, in Mercury 6, becomes the 
first American to fly in orbit.  Flight time is 4:55 with three revolutions about 

the earth. 

     April 1962...Pensacola, FL., The new Naval Aviation Museum plans to 
open in an old WW II temporary building. 

     May24, 1962, Cape Canaveral...M. Scott Carpenter , in Mercury 7, 

orbits the earth three times and lands 250 miles off target. 
     June 30, 1962...Miami—Miami-Riddle Airlines suspends all scheduled 

services.  Scheduled service to Puerto Rico and New York (Dec. 3, 1962 is 

resumed by years end.  Riddle tries to buy Aerovias Sud Americana but fails.  
Riddle Airlines changes it‘s name to “Airlift International,” on Nov. 29, 1964. 

     Oct. 19, 1962...Navy begins patrolling Cuba as the Cuban Missile cr isis 

builds. 
           Oct. 22, 1962...President Kennedy quarantines Cuba and imposes a 

blockade.  In two days the ships are in position. 

     Oct. 28, 1962….CUBAN MISSILE CRISIS ENDS as the Soviets agree 
to remove their missiles in Cuba if the U.S. agrees not to invade Cuba. 

 

THE CUBAN MISILE CRISIS ENDS. 

FLORIDA AVIATION (AEROSPACE) 

HISTORICAL SOCIETY 
Membership Application Form 

********************* 

Membership:  Individual $20; Gift Subscriptions $10 

Contributing Member, $25; Benefactor, $100 and up. 

 

Those with Winter-Summer (2) addresses, must notify the 

FAHS when they change residencies.  

 

ENCLOSED FIND________dollars to cover my membership. 

 

NAME………………………………………………………… 

 

ADRESS…………………………………………………………. 

 

Nine number ZIP Code…………………………….. 

 

Internet Address: 

 

Phone: 
(To receive a membership card, you must include internet address.) 

 
FAHS Address:  AWAPS, Albert Whitted Airport, 

451 8th Ave. S.E., St. Petersburg,  FL.., 33701 
**************************      

VOLUNTARY QUESTIONAIRE:  Are you  a pilot?  Y___N___;  
Are you a Veteran?  Y___ N___;  If yes, which war:  WW II___, Korean 

War___?  Vietnam  War?___Cold War?___Iraq  Wars?_______;  

Flying  Hours____________Highest rating or rank?_______________.  
What is the Month & Day of your birth?_________Year optional___  

FLORIDA AVIATION HISTORICAL SOCIETY 
 AWAPS, Whitted Airport, 451 8th Ave. S.E. 

St. Petersburg, FL., 33701 
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FAHS MEETINGS FOR   

       Only luncheon MEETINGS in January 2022 
      Feb. 12, 2022... Monthly meeting of the FAHS at AWAPS, at 
the St. Pete Museum of History on the Pier, 10:30 am., all invit-
ed.           
             Informal Luncheon “Hangar Flying” each Wednesday 
noon at  the Largo Family Restaurant, 788 N. Missouri Ave., 
 Largo, Fl. 33770, Phone: 727 584 7330.  All invited. 

 (Our 42nd Year.) 

 
  

Follow your dreams 

” Printing of Happy Landingshas been performed by 

 Colorfast Printing (5 Stars), 1411 63rd Way N., 

 Clearwater, FL. 33760 




