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 Welcome to the fourth issue of the New 
Pegasus magazine. So much has happened 
since our last issue and you will find all the 
highlights and many details on the 

following pages.  
 One of the most exciting events 
of the past few months was the 
museumôs excursion west to pick-
up a North American AT-6G do-
nated by Genevieve Booth in 
Whitehall, Montana. Three trailer 
pulling pick-up trucks and five 

volunteers made the 4000-mile 
round trip in ten days and brought 
the historic airplane back to 
Hagerstown. The AT-6 is a real 
beauty and has an even more beau-
tiful, personal story. Take at look at 
all the stunning photographs of our 
trip and go along for the ride in 

Westward for a Texan.  
 Another truly wonderful day was in early 
August 2007 when Ward Wilkins flew in 
ñOle Number 10ò, a masterfully restored  
PT-19. Painted in silver and black and purr-
ing like a kitten, she buzzed the field twice 
and then came in to stay. Read all about this 
historic airplane and the Wilkins familyôs 

love affair with the Fairchild PT-19 in the 
article, After Sixty ïFour Years, A PT-19 
Flys Home 
 As you may know, the museumôs C-119 
Flying Boxcar is waiting in Greybull, Wyo-
ming anticipating its flight home. Many of 

you have given generously to the ñBring 
Home the Boxcarò fund and we sincerely 
thank your for all your help. You can read all 

about the amount that has been raised in our 
ñHelp Fly the Boxcar Home ò section. 

 The museumôs collection of photographs 
and artifacts continues to grow tremendously 
with the recent donation of a very large local 
Fairchild archive and many smaller ones. We 
have begun cataloging our collection that 
consists of thousands of photographs and 

negatives, original films, books, brochures, 
pamphlets, badges, pins, instruments, models 
and so much more. It is easily the most ex-

tensive collection of Hagerstownôs 

aviation heritage in existence and I 
invite you to help keep the archive 
growing.  
 We have been developing a 
plan for a first phase museum on or 
near the airport. This museum will 
be a temporary facility to showcase 
both our airplanes and artifacts and 

it is our hope that part of this facil-
ity will be open by mid summer.  
As always, we will keep you in-
formed of developments.   
 Once again our ñRemembering 
Our Aviation Heritageò section has 
several interesting articles and 
letters from our readers, many of 

whom have lived the history. Keep your 
stories coming.  
 I invite you to keep abreast of develop-
ments at the museum as it continues to grow 
by checking out the museum website at 
www.HagerstownAviationMuseum.org 
Keep informed, get involved and, with your 
help, the men and women throughout the 

community and throughout the nation who 
made Fairchild and Hagerstown aviation 
famous the world over will be remembered 
and honored.  
 
Kurtis Meyers, President 

Hagerstown Aviation Museum officers & volun-

teers  Left to right, John Seburn, Trea, Scott 

Seburn, Jack Seburn, Sec, Sam  Venneri, Mike 

Carragio, Landis Whitsel, Jaye Meyers, Kurtis 

Meyers, Pres, Tracey Potter, VP. & Joe Boyle 

The Old & New  PEGASUS 
 

     The Hagerstown Avia-

tion Museum has titled its 

public information publica-

tion The New Pegasus. 

While Bellanca, the Reis-

ners, Kreider, Custer and 
others all made significant 

contributions to Hagers-

townôs aviation heritage, it 

was the cityôs long associa-

tion with Sherman Fairchild 

and his Fairchild Aircraft 

Corporation that put 

Hagerstown on the aviation 

map. 

     Since the Fairchild Cor-

porationôs public informa-
tion publication was the ñPegasusò, the museum felt it appro-

priate to continue this tradition in the The New Pegasus. The 

museum dedicates The New Pegasus to the many members of 

our aviation community who played an active role in develop-

ing the aviation heritage we now honor. The New Pegasus is 

made possible through the generous support of  its advertising 

sponsors. 

      

April, 1942, PT-19 on the cover 

Cover Photo: 

 

Henson Flying Service Civilian Pilot 

Training, PT-19, circa 1942 

Photo by: Lyle Mitchell 

The Kent Mitchell Collection 

Dick Henson with Naval Re-
serve Grumman Aircraft. 
Circa 1936 

    The New Pegasus 

magazine is in memory 

of Richard A. Henson. 

For many years it was 
our privilege to work side 

by side with Dick in cre-

ating the Hagerstown 

Aviation Museum. Even 

though he is no longer 

with us, his dedication to 

the cause continues to 

inspire us. 

Richard A. Henson  
1911-2002 
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     The Hagerstown Aviation Museum, Inc. is a non-

profit 501(c)(3) organization dedicated to the preser-

vation and promotion of the regionôs more than 90 

years of extraordinary aviation history.  
 

Highlights of Hagerstownôs Aviation Past 
 

1916-1920 Giuseppi Bellanca builds the ñCDò and ñCEò biplanes for 

the Maryland Pressed Steel Company in the Pope Building located in 
south Hagerstown. 
 
1921-1925 Lew & Henry Reisner operate an aircraft repair business and 
eventually partner with local shoe manufacturer Ammon Kreider to sell 
Waco Biplanes. 
 
1926 The newly formed Kreider-Reisner Aircraft Company designs and 

builds the KRA Midget to participate in the 1926 National Air Race in 
Philadelphia. 
 
1927-1929 Kreider-Reisner develops and produces the C-2, C-4 & C-6 
Challenger Biplanes that gain them much acclaim. 
 
1929 Sherman Fairchild of Fairchild Aircraft Company, Long Island, 
NY purchases a majority stock interest in Kreider-Reisner Aircraft 

Company of Hagerstown.  
 
1930s Fairchild Aircraft Company produces the F22, F24, F45, F46 and 
F92 Amphibian.  
 
1931 Richard (Dick) Henson purchases the Hagerstown Airport and 
founds Henson Flying Service. 
 

1933 Richard (Dick) Henson becomes Test Pilot for Fairchild Aircraft. 
 
1939-1943 Fairchild develops and produces over 5000 PT19 Primary 
trainers for the US Army and Navy as well as the AT-21 Gunnery 
Trainer and UC-61 Utility Cargo Aircraft. 
 
1942-1948 Fairchild develops and produces over 200 of the first all 
metal cargo aircraft specifically designed for the task, the C82 Packet. 
 

1949-1955 Fairchild develops and produces the C-119 Flying Boxcar of 
which over 1100 were produced. 
 
1954-1958 Fairchild produces over 300 of the C123 Provider cargo 
aircraft. 
 
1954-1966 Fairchild helps to develop the Fokker designed F-27 Friend-
ship turbo-prop transport and produces over 200. 

 
1962-1983 Richard (Dick) Henson begins the ñHagerstown Commuterò 
which eventually becomes the Allegheny Commuter and Piedmont 
Regional Airline. 
 
1965 Fairchild purchases Republic Aviation of Farmingdale, L.I., NY.  
 
1973-1983 Fairchild/Republic awarded A-10 Attack Aircraft contract 

and produces 713 for the United States Air Force.  
 
1984 Aircraft production ends in Hagerstown.  
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 As I carried my luggage the one hun-

dred or so feet toward the three pick-up 

trucks that were to be our transportation 

westward, the scene was one of a great 

caravan preparing for its long journey. 

Trailers were attached to trucks, baggage 
had been stowed and large metal boxes 

filled with tools, nylon straps, bungees 

and ratchets were strategically placed on 

truck beds. Satisfied that all the accoutre-

ments of the anticipated trip were ac-

counted for and secured, we were ready 

for the ñlong haulò.   

 As the crew was climbing into the 

trucks, I looked upon this timely scene 

and found myself overcome with a mo-

ment of perceived enlightenment. I saw 

the five museum volunteers setting out on 
this trip to Wyoming and 

Montana not unlike the 

leather-faced, horse riding, 

cattle drovers of old, manipu-

lating their stock toward the 

great cattle-buying centers of 

Denver and Dodge City. We 

too were setting out on our 

trusty steeds, our ñbroncoingò 

Fordôs, Chevroletôs and 

Dodgeôs, manipulating our 

empty ñpackò trailers west, trusting the 

asphalt trails through the woods of Ohio 

and Indiana, the prairies of Nebraska and 

the ñBad Landsò of South Dakota. If all 

went well, weôd be returning with formed 

and shaped aluminum that would make 
airplane lovers drool!  

 As our caravan pulled out from the 

parking lot at Hagerstown Aircraft Ser-

vices, the five of us nestled in for a long 

ride to the first of two destinations, Grey-

bull, Wyoming. The crew consisted of 

John Seburn driving a diesel powered 

Chevrolet with a twenty-four foot goose-

neck trailer that was on loan from Bob 

Stanford of Zenith Aviation.  Landis 

Whitsel was driving his Dodge Durango 

with an eighteen-foot trailer that had been 

loaned by Dick Brindle.  Jaye Meyers was 
behind the wheel of his Ford F-150 with a 

sixteen-foot trailer attached. Mike Corag-

gio and I would serve as relief drivers for 

the eyelid heavy and muscularly fatigued.  

  Two long days and short nights 

would pass before we would arrive in 

Greybull. The days were filled with driv-

ing through the torrential downpours of 

Hurricane Erin, riding, rest stops, refuel-

ing stations and those nasty convenience 

store treats inflated with every health 
negative substance known to man. Corn 

Nuts for crunch, peppered beef jerky to 

gnaw on, anything with the word 

ñgummiò to introduce flavor and elastic-

ity to hours of idle jaws and teeth served 

as the preferred ñroadò food of the Inter-

state weary. As for our ñbroncoingò 

steeds, they were a thirsty lot and required 

refueling every 250-300 miles. One of 

them required distilled refreshment 

(Diesel) different from the other two, 

complicating things slightly, but overall 
the brood performed well and 

seemed to be from excellent 

stock. As for us, breakfast, a 

light lunch and a more serious 

dinner made up the normal day 

with late evenings and nights 

spent bunked in the comfort of a 

roadside Super Eight or Motel 6.  

As for everything else, it was a 

blur of blacktop, concrete, trees, 

cornfields and an endless stream 

 

WESTWARD FOR A TEXAN 
 

By: Kurtis Meyer s 

THE BADLANDS OF SOUTH DAKOTA 

THE CREW WITH THE AT-6G TEXAN 

WHITEHALL, MT  
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of passing cars.  

 To the road-weary traveler, any devia-

tion in the scenery of the past thousand 

miles is a welcome sight and to us the 
ever-growing outline of the Rocky Moun-

tains kept the anticipation of arrival alive 

in our tiring minds.  To see the Rockies 

from a distance is to think them insignifi-

cant, but to see them up close and have to 

cross them is a significance of such 

beauty that demands respect. Although I 

had crossed the Rockies before, the ñBig 

Hornò mountain range which lies between 

Buffalo, Wyoming and Greybull, is a 

sight distinctly its own. Our trailer toting 
pack desired the easiest of all crossing 

sites, but on the advice of a gas station 

attendant in Buffalo, we decided to 

change our plans. Forest fires and dense 

pockets of smoke had Route 14, the 

northerly and easiest route, closed and we 

had no choice but to take the less traveled 

southern route. Route 16 started off as a 

nice, wide road as we began our ascent of 

the mountain but quickly turned into a 

glorified goat path on the other side. 

Chipped from solid rock, the road weaved 
a treacherous trail not well suited to the 

nimblest of cars, let alone brutish pick-up 

trucks with trailers attached. At times our 

descent slowed to fifteen or twenty miles 

per hour, requiring perfect attention to 

driving and no time for what could be, in 

this situation, potentially deadly, scenery 

side-gazing!  But for those of the crew not 

burdened with driving at that moment, the 

beauty of what we saw, and I was one of 

those so lucky, is nearly beyond words. It 
was majesty of color, a multitude of 

shapes and sizes. Trees and rocks melted 

together in the amber hue of the late day 

sun. It was the nearest I had ever been, 

and would ever expect to be, to the untar-

nished, unaltered beauty of nature! 

 Our arrival at the bottom of this magi-

cal mountain returned us to the flat arid-

ness of the Wyoming desert and within 

fifty miles we arrived at our destination of 

Greybull. For that eveningôs stay we had 

secured lodging at the Wagon Wheel Mo-
tel, positioned less then one mile from the 

Greybull Airport. The rooms were amaz-

ingly modern and very clean and all 

rested comfortably following a day of 

extended travel, goat path manipulation 

and road food.  

 The following day we met up with our 

good friend and heroic C-82 Pilot Frank 

Lamm who had flown into Cody, Wyo-

ming, the day before and had driven the 

sixty miles east to Greybull. Our goals for 

the next few days were to check out the C

-119 in preparation for its flight home and 

pack the large lot of C-82 parts and radios 

that we had secured while at the auction 

in August 2006. John Seburn and Frank 
would communicate with Tim and Carl at 

B&G Industries, the onsite repair com-

pany that had so masterfully prepared our 

C-82 for flight. Frank, along with the 

guys at B&G, would carefully check over 

the C-119 and prepare a list of what 

needed repaired or replaced.  

 As for the rest of our group, we began 

to prepare Jayeôs trailer to carry the C-82 

parts home. The trailerôs twelve-inch 

sides and ramp made it most suitable 
among the three that we had brought. 

With a visit to the local Greybull farmerôs 

feed and lumber supply, we secured the 

necessary plywood, boards and hardware 

to increase the sides to twenty-four 

inches. We next placed tarps on the floor 

and eventually over the top to protect 

everything inside from adverse weather.  

Most of the parts had never been used and 

were simply spares derived from the C-

82ôs years of service with TWA. We as-

sumed that the parts would fill the trailer 
with a little room remaining, but, to our 

surprise, only three-quarters of the lot 

were to do so. So we gathered up any 

parts that were perceived as valuable in 

the remaining lot and snuggled them in 

where we could. The rest would have to 

remain for another time and another trip.  

 After three days in Greybull making 

arrangements for our C-119 and packing 

parts, it was time to begin the second leg 

of our journey. The main purpose for our 

trip west was to pickup a North American 

AT-6G donated by Genevieve Booth in 

Whitehall, Montana. We left Jayeôs truck 

and trailer in Greybull to save fuel since 

our return trip would take us directly back 
from whence we came.  

 With our caravan diminished by one, 

we started out early on Friday morning 

and arrived in Whitehall by evening. 

Whitehall was approximately 350 miles 

from Greybull and our trip took us north 

on Route 310 through some of what had 

to be the most barren land on the planet.  

 Just west of Billings, Montana, we 

transferred to Interstate 90 and went west 

for nearly 180 miles directly past the new 
Hollywood Crowd ñhotspotò of Bozeman 

and stopped forty miles shy of Butte. Af-

ter checking in at the Whitehall Comfort 

Inn and resting for a while, we piled into 

Landisô Durango and drove the three 

miles to Mrs. Boothôs house. 

 It was back in January 2007, while 

headed to the Glenn L. Martin Maryland 

Aviation Museum in Baltimore to talk 

about the progress of the Hagerstown 

Aviation Museum, that I received a call 

from Landis Whitsel. Only two years ear-
lier he had discovered that he had rela-

tives in Montana and, much to his sur-

prise and delight, they, as he, had a love 

affair with vintage airplanes. John and 

Genevieve Booth of Whitehall owned a 

C-119 INSPECTION, GREYBULL,WY 
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North American AT-6G that John and 

their son Johnny, had restored and flown 

in the 1970s and 80s. After Landisô and 

Johnôs first telephone conversation, the 
airplane and ñwarbirdsò in general 

quickly became the focal point of their 

ever-growing friendship.  Both John and 

Genevieve had grown up in Hagerstown 

and Johnôs sister worked at Fairchild dur-

ing World War II. Johnôs first exposure to 

airplanes was at the Hagerstown Airport 

where as a boy he would watch planes 

take off and land while he was waiting for 

his sisterôs shift to end. His enthusiasm 

for airplanes grew and he decided to 
carve a wooden model of an airplane that 

might represent a real one that he could 

own and fly someday in the future. 

 In the late 1980s, John and Johnny 

had towed the AT-6G from the airport 

and stored it in a large garage next to their 

home. They had begun restoration on the 

airplane and had acquired many new and 

used spare parts, but the passing of 

Johnny several years later and complica-

tions with Johnôs own deteriorating health 
never afforded the time to fulfill their 

dream of getting the airplane back in the 

air. Since Johnôs passing in early 2006, 

the airplane had been sitting idle and 

Genevieve, having lost her beloved hus-

band and son had been searching desper-

ately for a fitting tribute to their lifetime 

love of aviation. Although, as fate would 

have it, Landis and John were never to 

meet in person, it truly seemed that 

Landis had found in John and Genevieve 

more then just lost relatives, he had found 
the most natural and closest of human 

bonds. Upon Landisô urging and his send-

ing of the museumôs New Pegasus maga-

zine to familiarize her with the museum 

effort, Genevieve came to the decision 

that Hagerstown was where her familyôs 

AT-6 belonged.  

 As we pulled on to the dirt and gravel 

driveway leading to Genevieveôs house in 

Whitehall, I began to recall the conversa-

tions that Landis and I had about his trip 

out to see her in February 2007. He spoke 

of her with such reverence and affection, 

a way, sadly uncommon in todayôs soci-

ety, but feelings that each one of us in the 
approaching truck was soon to identify 

and understand.   

 The small chocolate brown, wood 

sided house sat about 200 feet from the 

main road, with a large matching garage 

to the right and an elongated ñSò shaped 

dirt and gravel driveway that led to them.  

A rough timber fence surrounded the 

property that consisted of small, rolling 

hills covered in dry grass. Every imagin-

able shade of earthen brown was present 
depicting the limited rainfall of the re-

gion. This was set against the largest and 

brightest blue sky imaginable.  

 Landis parked the Durango and went 

into the house to announce our arrival. 

Several minutes later he returned with 

keys to open the garage. It was Gene-

vieveôs wish that we first look over the 

airplane and then come into the house to 

introduce ourselves.   As Landis opened 

the small door and we all walked in, I 

could see the outline of the airplane. It sat 
there so peacefully, with its wings, eleva-

tor and ailerons propped against the wall, 

part of its body covered with bed sheets 

and its canopy and propeller hooded with 

canvass. Its belly and stub wings were 

exposed and its aluminum shined from 

years of being lovingly polished. Its tires 

were full, its engine was cleanéit was 

gorgeous!   

 After fawning over the beautiful air-

plane for twenty minutes we headed to 
the house and were quickly invited inside 

to the kitchen and on to the living room. 

The perfect hostess, Genevieve offered 

drinks and cookies, knowing that the day 

of driving had been long and the tempera-

ture draining. After each of us introduced 

ourselves and indicated our role in the 

museum, Genevieve began to tell the 

story of the airplane that we had just seen. 

It was not a story simply of metal and 

speed, but one of a life-long dream, real-

ized. For her husband John, his experi-
ences at the Hagerstown Airport as a 

child and his love of airplanes had played 

a very important part in his adult life as 

well as that of Johnôs and Genevieveôs 

son, Johnny.   

 As I sat and listened to Genevieve 

speak, I could not help but think of the 

trust that was being placed in our museum 

by the donation of this airplane. This was 

a trust to preserve and honor an airplane 

that in so many ways was the symbolic 

representation of this loving ladyôs affec-

tion for her husband and child. This was a 

trust of monumental proportions! But 

after listening to Genevieve that day and 
getting to know her as the deeply caring 

and beautiful lady that she is, it is a trust 

that will be, quite simply, an honor to 

preserve! 

 As the five of us piled back into 

Landisô Durango and headed for dinner 

and eventually back to the motel, 

strangely, we did not talk about the beau-

tiful airplane in the garage or how we 

were going to load it the next day. In-

stead, the conversation was one of opti-
mism in humanity and the purity of spirit 

of a loving lady from which reverence 

and affection was so easily and naturally 

achieved!  

 With a very good and restful sleep, we 

were up quite early the next morning to 

begin a full day of airplane loading. Upon 

our arrival at Genevieveôs, we opened the 

garage and the large door that had been 

specially designed for the entrance and 

exit of the stub wings of the AT-6. We 

had all agreed that the first job of the day 
was to develop a basic plan of attack for 

the project. Other than the packing of 

luggage in the trunk of my car from time 

to time, I personally had no experience as 

a ñload masterò. But, luckily, the four 

others in our group claimed considerable 

knowledge on the topic. Unfortunately, 

however, each seemed to have attended a 

different school and theories varied 

widely, creating the occasional emotional, 

red-faced flare-up. However, this never 
got the better of any of us and we settled 

in to the task at hand and it came together 

masterfully. 

 Bob Stanfordôs truck and trailer was 

the only one suited to haul the main fuse-

lage of the AT-6. Since the fuselage 

needed to be moved out of the garage 

before we could get to the wings and 

other pieces along the back and sides, we 

decided to start with the most difficult 

first. After several unsuccessful attempts 
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to ñheave-hoò the airplane out of the ga-

rage with purely human power, we no-

ticed a rather large John Deere garden 

tractor sitting auspiciously to the side and 

sporting a hitch seemingly specially 
suited to the AT-6ôs tow bar.  After 

pumping up the tires and giving it a bit of 

choke, the tractor roared to life, and 

within minutes the airplane was pulled 

out into the sunlight, thanks to our new 

tug.  

 In preparation for the long ride that 

the airplane was about to take, we began 

to make sure that all the sheet metal and 

cowling was properly bolted down. Sev-

eral small access panel covers had been 
taken off and were in boxes, so we placed 

duct tape over the holes to seal them from 

the weather. With the main fuselage now 

ready to load, we were faced with a major 

dilemma. Our initial idea for placing the 

fuselage on the trailer was to borrow a 

large construction tractor from Gene-

vieveôs neighbor, but, once we arrived 

and surveyed the loading area, we quickly 

ruled out this possibility. Even if the trac-

tor could lift the airplane, there was no 

way that it could lift it high enough to 
swing it onto the trailer.  

 With our brains working in high gear, 

the idea was proposed that we use a hill 

with an embankment about forty feet 

from the garage. It seemed like a feasible 

idea since a relatively shallow area to the 

right of the embankment could be used as 

a ramp to tug the fuselage to the top with 

safety. John was chosen as the designated 

tug driver, while Landis, Mike, Jaye and I 

were pushing where we could. We slowly 


