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IV. RELATED STORIES AND PHOTOS OF MR. MILLER
AND THE AUTHOR

I have included some side stories I experienced with Mr. Miller as my mentor.
One Saturday Mr. Miller, my sister Marilyn, and myself drove to Butler, PA and picked
up several war surplus welders with his 1938 Ford coupe car and trailer.

He obtained a rather new radial drill press from a local company whom the
government had loaned to make war items. That drill press changed owners after the
shop was shut down. My nephew now owns the press. Originally it was a $10,000
piece of equipment.

Mr. Miller would haul ear popcorn to Delaware and Bloomdale, OH in the fall
with dad’s newly purchased 1-1/2 ton 1946 Dodge truck. He would come out on
Saturdays and hunt pheasants in season with us.

When he had the shop open in the evenings he would tell Ruben (Johnson) and I
to take his car to Cedars Restaurant at Damascus Bridge and get some fish sandwiches.
Ruben’s father was the cook there. Sometimes we had watermelon and other things
before he closed the shop at 10:30 p.m. There were no pizza shops in Napoleon back
then.

Mr. Miller also drove a school bus on our route and picked up Mrs. Holzer and us
kids. He would drop Mrs. Holzer (who was my physics and chemistry teacher) and
myself off at the corner of Meekison and Appian Streets. We would walk to the end of
Meekison Street (about 1/3 mile) and pick up Mr. Miller’s car and I would drive Mrs.
Holzer to school. His car was where he picked up the school bus in a large garage. This
allowed Mrs. Holzer to get to school early while he continued his bus route. He would
use his car to go home for lunch and I would drive it back when school was out to the
bus garage area. He would pick me back up on the bus. This arrangement went on for
most of the school year.

Another interesting story is that he would give me the school bus keys during
class and tell me to take it up to E.V. Austermiller’s garage and fill it up with gas. I
would then park it in front of the school on Main Street ready when school was out.
Can you visualize that happening today? This was a different period of time and a
hamburger or two hot dogs on rye at Spenglers were 10 cents.

When Mr. Miller died I gave the eulogy at his funeral and told the bus story and
driving his car every day. His wife, Edna, talked to me afterwards and said she never
knew I was driving their car at 16 years old every school day.

Later that year my dad, my brother, and I purchased a new 1946 Willy’s jeep
which I drove to school part time in my senior year. We sure had fun driving that
vehicle and using it on the farm. We were the envy of our school because only about
two or three kids drove cars to school back then, not like today.
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We continue with more school shop stories.

One evening Mr. Chalmer Yackee, an electronic engineer from the Farnworth TV
Company in Fort Wayne, visited. Mr. Miller told him we would like to install a P.A.
system in every room of the high school. Mr. Yackee said he would help with our plans.
He sat down at a table in the shop library and drew a schematic layout of the power
supply, amplifier and speaker connections all from memory. Mr. Miller ordered all the
parts and I, along with another student, built the power supply and amplifier. Mr. Miller
challenged myself and three other students to install the system. We worked at night
and weekends installing all the wiring through the duct work to each room. When
finished it worked perfectly and the school principal used it every day to make
pertinent announcements.

Mr. Miller even had a car hoist installed in the automotive area. He had an
agreement with the local Chevrolet dealer (Snyder’s) to service every new car they sold
by the students in the automotive shop. We would grease the car, set engine tappots,
check the antifreeze, tire pressure, engine oil and idle adjustment. We would also install
the radio and the antenna if needed. There was a complete list of things to check and
adjust. The shop was paid a fee for each car depending on the work and accessories
installed.

The school owned a Chevrolet truck, which the shop used for various things. One
day Mr. Miller said that Mrs. Ort (Miss Love), a teacher who had just gotten married to
Virgil Ort, wanted a piano moved to their house. She had gotten the piano from the
school which was no longer needed. A bunch of us shop students loaded it on the truck.
I drove the truck to their house in the country on Road 12 north of town. We backed the
truck into the ditch bank blocking the road and we were able to unload the piano and
get it into the house. That was a big job for a bunch of boys to handle to keep it from
being damaged and keeping it secure on the flatbed truck going down the highway.

With the war winding down and war production jobs disappearing, the need for
post war jobs were changing. Mr. Miller and Mr. Stryder were visionaries in preparing
students with skills and training for jobs if they weren’t going to college. College
wasn’t a necessity then as it is today. After WW II jobs were scarce even for college
graduates. Times were changing and veterans were going to college on the G.I. bill.

Mr. Miller always wore a white shirt and necktie at school. In the shop he always
wore a nice clean pressed white shop coat that was trimmed in blue. He was always
neat as a pin and I never heard any vulgar language. He was a first class man with a
positive attitude.







V. STORIES OF LT. BEN BROWN AND THE
CORSAIR AIRPLANE

I will do my best to correct and set the record straight, since my sister Marilyn and
I were eye witnesses for the entire events of the Napoleon, Ohio high school Corsair
F4U airplane obtained after WW II in 1946. Marilyn was Mr. Miller’s secretary and |
was a student. Some accounts I’ve read were exaggerated or misleading, to make a
good story sound better.

This story begins with Mr. Lewis B. Miller, who wrote to the government
requesting an airplane for his Industrial Arts Aeronautical class. Mr. Miller had been
receiving government surplus items for the school, as mentioned earlier, and he hoped
he would be granted a Piper Cub, or some such small surplus airplane. A few days after
the request he received acknowledgment that the school could have a Corsair F4U, a
Navy fighter plane for the sum of $150.00. Excited and overwhelmed, he went to the
School Board and requested the $150.00 to purchase the airplane. They rejected the
request. Determined to get the plane, he approached a local jeweler by the name of Pete
Riechert, and he said, “What are you waiting for? Here is the $150.00.” Mr. Miller sent
the money in and waited for a reply.

The government agency acknowledged receipt of the money, and made plans to
fly it to the Napoleon area. Since Metcalf Airport near Toledo was the closest airport to
Napoleon, that would be the landing place. Days later word was received that the plane
had arrived at the airport, and it was the school’s responsibility to get it to Napoleon.
The instructions given by the government were that it was never to be flown again.
Nobody from Napoleon was there at Metcalf Airport when it landed.

That evening Mr. Miller, my father, sister Marilyn, myself, and brother Jay went to
the airport to see the plane. What a beautiful sight to see — a beautiful F4U Corsair
plane! Later we learned it only had 30 hours on the log book located in the plane. It
was fully equipped with radio equipment. It had no guns, but the mounting places were
there.

The one big problem was how we were going to get it to Napoleon. Several ideas
were floated, like towing it to town, or trucking it, and none seemed very workable.
Finally, a local man in Napoleon said he knew a pilot by the name of Lt. Ben L. Brown,
who had been in the Air Transport Command. Ben had flown 55 different types of
aircraft from the factories all over the country. We have included in this book the story
and experiences of Lt. Ben L. Brown during WW II and beyond.

Other trips had been made to the airport to see the plane, and on one occasion
somebody was in the cockpit and pulled a lever that raised the wheels, and damaged
the wheel doors and severed a hydraulic hose. It was bad news because the plane
lowered itself, and the propeller went into the dirt about a foot. Fortunately, the plane
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“My father, Lewis Miller, taught Industrial Arts at the Napoleon, Ohio
high school. In 1946, I was 4 years old when my dad acquired the F4U
Corsair.

I have some recollection of the plane arriving in Napoleon and it being
parked on Webster Street across from the Presbyterian pastor’s home.
Sometime thereafter it was moved next to the tennis court behind the high
school. Dad was concerned about moving it on the dirt to the area where it
would be parked. But it was accomplished.

Over the years, I can still visualize it parked there when we used the
tennis court or played softball on the ball diamond that was adjacent. Dad
even had a Link Trainer in the Industrial Arts Department that pilots had
used for training. I am not sure if it was used before and/or after he obtained
it. Some time thereafter Dad took a job as a truck driver delivering Pepsi-
Cola. Shortly afterward Seven-Up bought the beverage plant and Dad became
the manager.”

— Steven A. Miller, OD; son of Lewis B. Miller — Tucson, Arizona

“I was probably about two years old when the FAU Corsair was brought
to Napoleon. I guess it was a “big deal.” I didn’t know that then - I just
remember this big plane with the wings folded up sitting beside the tennis
courts at the high school. By the time I was in junior high (Dad had left
teaching by then) I can remember how much he enjoyed talking abou the
“shop,” the industrial arts room at the high school where he had taught, and
the kids he had in his class. He seemed so proud of them all, but the names
Bruce Honeck, Ruben Johnson, Herb Huddle, Floyd Keller and Dick Bell
always stuck in my mind. Ruben used to stop at our house and visit with Dad
up until my parents move to Iowa in the 60s. These guys all played an
important part in my Dad’s life. I think it so cool that after all these years I
continue to cross paths with one of Dad’s students, Herb Huddle, and we can
still reminisce about dad and their connection to the Corsair. Thanks to Herb,
he has kept this memory alive through his photos and displays. I was too
young at the time to appreciate it all but after looking back at all the old
photos and articles about the plane, 1 know my Dad was instrumental in
bringing the Corsair to town and using it as a teaching tool. And yes, it was
a “big deal.” Through Dad sharing this thoughts and memories and Herb
keeping the Corsair story alive, our family will be forever proud of Dad and
his part in getting the Corsair to town, and most of all for the impact this
experience and his teaching had on his students.”

— Barbara (Miller) Walker; daughter of Lewis B. Miller — Napoleon, Ohio
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Subject: Re: F4 U

From: Rob Mears

Date: 4/6/2013 6:20 PM

To: Herb Huddle <jeepers@bright.net>

That helps tremendously Herb! I can finally include the Napoleon
Corsair as part of my master index, which is listed by Bureau Number
(57608 was the number assigned to this plane by the Bureau of
Aeronautics). It will also allow me to retrieve the US Navy history
card and properly research when the plane rolled off of the assembly
line, when it was delivered to the Navy, and which units it was
assigned to during its very short flying career. Also, number 57608
tells me that this was an F4U-1D type Corsalr, which was manufactured
by the parent company Chance Vought. Pretty much all of the -1D types
that survived beyond military service were actually FG-1D Corsairs,
manufactured under license by Goodyear. I only know of two actual
F4U-1D types that survived the Navy's mass scrapping after the war, so
the Napoleon Corsair was a rare breed even by the standards of the
time.

Thanks so much for helping me solve this mystery! I'm very much
looking forward to any other information you might be willing to share.

Best Regards,

Rob

A day back in the late 1980s I was reminiscing about the Corsair airplane, and
wondering what ever happened to Lt. Ben Brown. I was looking at various telephone
books at work and I came upon lots of B. Browns. One stood out from Monclova,
Ohio: Benjamin L. Brown. I called the number and, lo and behold, he answered the
phone and we talked. We had not seen or talked since May of 1946. As we talked he
said he would fly down to the Henry County Airport and I could meet him there. Weeks
later he called and we met at the airport, and I drove him to our house and we had a
long visit. I took him back to the airport and we both agreed to have more visits. He
loved to tell about his flying experiences. He never told the same story twice, since he
had so many to tell.

I have included some of the stories he told me as I remember them. He also
supplied me with many photos to back up his stories. We also supplied him with many
photos about the Napoleon Corsair experience.

We begin with several articles from his daughter Connie Brown.
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We continue with Ben’s experiences after graduation from Rossford, Ohio High
School. Ben learned to fly and spent a lot of time after graduation at the Toledo Metcalf
Airport, which was near Rossford where he obtained his pilot’s license.

He went to Wichita University in Kansas and went on to flying school with the
Royal Air Force in Terrell, Texas, earning his wings in both the RAF and the USAAF.

These are his words.

“My introduction to the Bell Airacobra P-39 came about in a rather
pedestrian manner. I had gone through flying school in Texas with the Royal
Air Force rather than the USAAF. The RAF method of teaching was
considerably different and quite rigorous. The top ten students in my class
were treated with a few hours in a factory fresh P-51c¢ from the North American
plant in Dallas. That was some machine compared to the trainers we had
been flying and it was an experience I will never forget. Since I was number
two 1n class standings I was able to get in a few more minutes flight time in
the Mustang.

At the RAF school we flew 80 hours in Searmans and then went directly
to the AT-6 for 140 hours of flight time. The basic stage with the BT-13
trainer was completely eliminated. Our top ten students comprised four
Americans and six Britons. The location was at Terrill, and it was the first
such school in the United States that the British had talked the Americans
into creating. Other schools were established in Lancaster, California, two in
Oklahoma City and one in Florida. We had a terrific navigation program that
was as comprehensive as the USAAF’s navigator school. We also got to fly
long cross-country missions along with plenty of low-level training and night
flights.

I began flying P-39Q)s late in 1943 and after the usual ground school for
flight review, routes, radio frequencies, emergency procedures, we were issued
our flight equipment for the Alaska flight. It consisted of a backpack parachute,
a .45 caliber automatic and a special pillow-type cushion we sat on that
contained all our emergency food rations, extra ammo, and flares. Not much
to take with you if you had to jump. In winter, we had big flying boots,
parkas, hats, and gloves — all furlined and it was a hell of a job getting into
and out of a 39 or 63 while enclosed in all this bulk. Radio equipment was
primitive with LF ranges but later on, VHF came into use. Most aircraft had
ADF or loop-type ADFs which were fairly accurate, but the further north
you flew the worse the radios operated. The major air bases along the route
were at Whitehorse and Edmonton. The other refueling stops at first were
dirt strips with tents. Later they were updated with hangars and black top and
the usual tarpaper shacks and pot-bellied stoves. At first, maps were inaccurate
with many major landmarks often shown 15 to 20 miles from their actual
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The ATC was a mammoth undertaking in training of both pilots and crews. The
women pilots were called “WASP” - Women Airforce Service Pilots. There were a total
of 1100 WASP into training service. The WASP were not recognized until 1992 when
they received the Congressional Gold Medal. Ben was part of the 7th Ferrying Alaskan
Division of the ATC. The men and women were students wanting to serve their country,
crop dusters, instructors, former airline and combat pilots. They had a lot of experience
and the know-how in flying the unusual in all types of weather and tough situations.
They were called class 5P pilots.

The ATC was the largest airline system in the world. They not only ferried aircraft
from plants to bases, they delivered parts, medical evacuees, VIPs, supplies, and
military personnel. After the war, ATC pilots flew airplanes by the hundreds to their
graveyards. It made you sick to see them lined up in rows ready to be scrapped, never
to be flown again. Scrap yards were located in Kingman, Arizona; Walnut Ridge,
Arkansas; and Muskogee, .

The ATC ferried 30,000 aircraftin 1942

72,000 1943
108,000 1944
57.000 1945

287,000 TOTAL

The ATC personnel numbered 210,000 in 1945, 150,000 of them stationed
overseas. In the final month of wartime operations, July 1945, ATC carried 275,000
passengers and 100,000 tons of mail and cargo with 96.7% overseas.

Air Corps Ferrying Command on May 29, 1942 redesignated as ATC in July 1,
1942.

The Alaska Wing (redesignated Alaskan Division in Oct. 1944) was originally
established in Oct. 1942 as the 7th ATC group and controlled the Alaska-Siberia route
to transport lend-lease aircraft to Ladd Field in Alaska.

This was the end of an era, one that will never exist again. We who lived and
participated in those years never knew how wonderful it was until we got home and
found out as time went by that now again we wished we could make just one more trip
north. No other generation will ever experience a situation exactly like ours. It was
great while it lasted.

Ben said what a great chapter in his life, loving what he liked to do, not knowing
what type of aircraft he would fly next and to where. It was one great time and fantastic
in so many respects, and it will never happen again. What a precious legacy to have.
After his discharge from the Air Force he got a job flying for American Airlines.

39












OBITUARY
APRIL 26, 1923 - DECEMBER 20, 2002

“Mr. Brown, a Monclova Township resident, spent most of his life flying,
first in the military, then with American Airlines in the 1950s, and finally,
recreationally until just seven months before he died, said daughter Connie
Brown of Marion, Ohio. “The man could stumble over his own feet, but in the
air he was as graceful as a bird,” Ms. Brown said. He never had an accident
flying, she said.

Mr. Brown learned to fly as a teenager at Toledo’s Metcalf Field in 1939.
After graduating from Rossford High School, Mr. Brown attended the University
of Wichita before entering the U.S. Army Air Corps in 1942. While in the
military, he attended the British Royal Air Force Academy in Dallas, Texas,
making him eligible to wear the wings of the RAF and the U.S. Air Force.

Mr. Brown’s flying took him on numerous adventures. During World War
11, he piloted planes to Alaska that went on to be used by the Russians. He once
delivered an experimental P-63 King Cobra fighter plane to Wright Field in
Dayton in 1945 where he met Orville Wright. “For a small-town kid from
Rossford, this was big-time. And seeing Russians, foreigners, that was a big
deal,” she said. Mr. Brown was one of the few American pilots permitted to fly
into the Soviet Union after World War I to give training assistance to the pilots
who were learning to use American equipment.

When Mr. Brown would return to the Toledo area as a young aviator to visit
his parents, he would give them a special greeting so they knew he was home.“He
would buzz his parents’ house. They would know he was back. I think when he
left town he did the same thing going out,” Ms. Brown said.

Later in life, Mr. Brown admitted he had done some kinds of stunt flying in
his younger years. He said he rented a plane and flew under the Anthony Wayne
Bridge and other downtown spans.

Ms. Brown remembered her father’s stories about chasing cattle herds from
planes. “He probably did some silly goofy stuff that a 1ot of guys did,” she said.

After his career with American Airlines, Mr. Brown worked for Strong
Electric as a purchasing manager until he retired in 1983, Ms. Brown said.
Much of his retirement time was spent with airplanes. He bought his first craft
when he was 71. He often rented planes to fly to visit Ms. Brown in Marion.
“He was sort of the home delivery service from mother to daughter and back,”
she said.

Mr. Brown was also a past member of the Monclova Township zoning
commission.”

— Excerpt from The Blade, December 23, 2002

Lt. Ben L. Brown, 1923-2002
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The mushroom factory was the only business north of Lagrange Street on State
Route 108 besides the DT&I roundhouse, and it became Foster Canning Company. The
mushroom factory was later converted into the Metropole night club which is now
George’s Furniture building. Other businesses closed were Tietgen Brewery, Maher Ice,
Vocke’s Mill, Farmers Elevator, Bauman Stockyard, Foster Canning Co., Lippenkot
Tomato Factory, Louden, Standard Brands (bought out by Campbell Soup), Heller-
Aller Co., Yarnell Coal and Straw Co., Napoleon Products Co., Napoleon Creamery,
Egg Auction, several lumber companies, Genuit-Mieneke Tile Mill, alfalfa mill, two
fertilizer companies, Neuhauser Hatchery, Elite Plating and Parcher Fabrication Co.,
the Wellington Hotel, two hardware stores, a plastics factory, monument company,
chemical company, Fruth’s Freezer Locker, ice cream and slaughter plant. The
Napoleon Bonaparte night club was located behind the Taco Bell restaurant area. There
was also a metal stamping factory there called Winter Enterprises that made value
rocker arms for International Harvester gas engines, and The Heller-Aller windmill
factory at the corner of North Perry and Oakwood streets. There were others too
numerous to mention.

The Vockes Mill in Napoleon was located at the north end of the Maumee River
Bridge on South Perry Street. It was water powered from the Erie Canal in its early
days. That changed when they purchased a Fairbanks Morris diesel two cylinder
engine. That 125 hp engine ran the major parts of the elevator. Today that 10 ton engine
is owned by Herb and Jay Huddle. The mill is no longer there and is now Snyder
Chevrolet’s parking lot.

You can see time marches on and the effects of big box stores like Wal-Mart,
Menards, and Lowes, and consolidated automobile and farm implement companies
have done to our job market. Now the economy is fast food restaurants, medical
facilities, and government jobs which all have mushroomed. Small farms have turned
into large farms requiring less people to operate. The internet sales have greatly
contributed to the displacement of smaller businesses also. We are thankful for the
large factories that have created jobs in our area like Campbell Soup and General
Motors.

With the building of the Ohio Turnpike in 1955, State Route 6 traffic dried up from
both the east and west that went through town. Five motels on the south side of
Napoleon went out of business: Clarence Daum’s Motel, Dunlop Motel, Geo. Daum’s
Motel, Bauman’s Motel, and Dr. Park’s Motel. Biddie’s Motel survives yet today but
the restaurant closed.

Henry County has not grown much in the last 60 years. It remains at about 30 to 32
thousand residents.
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NAPOLEON’S FIRST FATAL PLANE ACCIDENT

I am adding this page to the Last Flight FAU book. New information has been
received about the only airplane crash in Napoleon to date from Tom Hardy’s son
Richard Eugene. When the plane crashed Tom and Dick Brubaker were trapped in the
plane. Tom sustained two broken legs, a broken arm, six broken ribs and multiple
internal injuries. He was taken to the Heller Memorial Hospital in Napoleon. They
placed him in a room on the third floor. No further treatment was provided to him such
as setting of his limbs, except for relieving of his pain. He was expected to die with no

Napoleon expenenced its first
-jairplane crash Sunday afternoon
fwhen_Richard émbaker, 32, was

R fatany injured and his compan-
ion, Tom Hardy, 18, was critie-
ally hurt when their two-place
Agrones plane crashed into &
twheat field on Lagrange sireet,
hear thee Napoleon Bnck & Tile
Co.at 440 p. m.

Residents in the wvicinity  saw
Jthe plane crash and immediately
Jsummoned the | Boysr/Walker
Sambulance, a doctor and the ‘res-
‘Fcue gsquad. . They found Bru-
{haker who was piloting the plane
h nnpaled in the steering posi- still
‘tconscious. Hardy was found in

rushed to the Heller Memorial
tiospital where he recened med.b
) cal treatment.

“fCapt. Charles LB'ales, who was

ed to the scene with the rescue
Isauad car and with a hacksaw
sawed off the iron post that was
tdriven into the unfortunate wvic-
Itim’s body which required consid-
“erable time.

;’:' Brates extendmv from the
- steering column to the steering
iwheel bent back as the man was
ipierced and then spread. The
ivietim vinas held by the banbs
‘ﬁhus formed. After being freed
ifrom the wreckage he was taken
“to the Detwiler hospital in Wau-
‘seon in the Boyer-Walker ambu-
ilance accompanied by a doctor
and a nurse. [He remained con-
gtious until he reached the hos-
{pital where he died at 6:45 p. m.
i Mransfusions were resorted to
tin @ futile effort to save Mr. Bru-
baker’s life.. He had a rare type
A negative blood but twe such
persons were summoned from Na-

mber, gave transfusions and Miss
{rene - Gillespie was waiting to
aid when the victim died..
[Wiinesses said Brubaker was
mrakmg%,___gso—ﬁegree turn be-

poleon.” Lawrence Babceock, plu-

{the - plane unconscious” and: was].

on duty at the engine house rush-|

tween 100 and 300 feet from the |

ground when the plane went mto;

a dive. He had taken off from 2

field behind the Metropole Night

iClub, just south of the airport.

The plane was owned by Ri-
ard, his brother Earl and Mr.
H;arwdy Earl had landed shortly
before turning the traft nver ta
Richard.

The plane missed a utility p:ole
and struck about 50 yards from a
dwelling,

M. Brubakers father, Forest,
withh whom he was associated in
business, died two weeks ago

Sunday, and his mother, the for-

mer Ora Mengerink, passed away
October 1, 1848, .

He lenves his -wife, Jane, a
fommer Deshler.girl; five chxldre—n,
Larry, Billy, Linda, Dick . and
Kennetfa, the oldest of whdm is
19: 2nd the brother, Earl.

The body was daken to  the
Boyer{Walker Mortuary where it
remained until 11 a. m. a5~
day . when it was taken to Christ
Evangelical church io le in state
unti] time of service af 2:00 p: m.

Rev. A. . Mathiag, pastor,
officiated. Military rites were con-
ducted by Burt G. Taylor Post
American’ Legion of
Interoient was made in Forest
Hill cemetery.

Mr. Brubaker was a member of
the -American Legion, National
Guards, Elks and Odd Fellows.

He served in a tnobile unit of
the U. S.. Army in this country
during World War II, and was a

memher of the mason contractingi

firm of Forest Brubaker & Souns
here.

Mr. Hardy has fractures of the|
left leg and right knee eap, skull)
rihs and internal injuries.

[Hef is the son of Mr. and Mrs.
Clarence Hardy and is employ-
ed in the ad department of the

Napoleon./

Henry County Signal. .Although
it is- said that his condition is
eritical,

recovery.
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there are hopes for I’usi

hope of surviving the ordeal.
Tom’s mother took care of him
when the doctor had given up
all hope. Miraculously he did
survive and after many months
of rehabilitation he went back
to a normal life.

Here is an excerpt from
the local newspaper about the
crash and some additional
photos taken of the airplane at
the crash site. You can see the
former tile mill, kiln, and brick
building in the background,
which is no longer there.

The crash occurred on
October 1, 1948 and the pilot,
Mr. Richard Brubaker, Sr. died
after being transported to the
hospital in Wauseon the same
day.

Tom Hardy died August
24,2018 in an automobile
accident. Tom was one of the
boys from the Industrial Arts
class, along with Jim Riechert,
on the Corsair’s wing as it
entered the highway on the
Adrian Pike in May of 1946.
Jim’s father gave the $150 to
purchase the Corsair.






VII. CLOSING THOUGHTS

I have veered off course somewhat from the main Corsair subject. I feel that
history should be preserved. If I don’t do it who will. I lived through the subject matter
of time. I was born in 1930 and survived through the Great Depression of the 30s
which were very bad years for most people. My family moved three different times
when Dad couldn’t make the farm payments and the farm was resold out from under
him. My family moved in with Dad’s parents at one point. Our neighbor lost his 80
acre farm. Dad’s sister and husband moved in with our family when the bank closed
and they lost all their money in their savings account.

However, most farm families were better off than the city folks. We had our own
fruit trees, vegetable gardens, milk, meat, eggs, butter, cider, vinegar and flour from
wheat. Then WW II came along and things were needed for the war effort. There was
rationing of gasoline, tires, sugar, then the O.P.A. (Office of Price and Administration)
froze the prices of everything. People were united and defeated the Japs and Nazis.

I am so blessed by having Christian parents and being born and raised on a farm. I
loved the four seasons of the year. In the spring we worked the ground, planted the
garden and the crops. We went mushroom hunting and watched the flowers and crops
grow. Then summer came and we went fishing and swimming in the Turkeyfoot Creek
nearby. First dad farmed with horses. We shocked the wheat and harvested it with a

“threshing machine and ring of neighbors. We made hay with horses and put it in the

barn on rope hay slings, all hard work. Then the bailers came along and we bailed the
hay and straw. Tractors replaced the horses and combines replaced the threshing rings.
Farming became easier but us kids still had our daily farm chores to do.

We learned to work and not complain. We watched the crops grow all summer
long. When fall came we harvested the crops. Corn pickers replaced hand husking. We
could now combine and shell the corn in fifteen minutes, that would have taken Dad all
day to husk by hand. There was hunting of pheasants, rabbits and trapping.

Winter time followed with ice skating, snow sledding and ice hockey. We had
neighbor kids at our house all the time. We had lambs, pigs, and calves to feed with a
bottle. Seems like there were new experiences and adventures every day.

My father was never schooled past the eighth grade. He became a successful
prominent farmer with the help of his three sons, one daughter and his wife. In 2016 he
was posthumously inducted into the Henry County Agriculture Hall of Fame.

Those days are just memories and gone forever. The tractors today have GPS with
auto steering. Times and things change and we move on. School days were happy days
and the Corsair airplane was a big deal in our lives.

It has been an interesting project writing and reminiscing about the past. I hope
my writings preserve a part of history for future generations who live in the Napoleon
area.
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