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The WWII Flight Training Museum 
is a non-profit organization that 
is entirely funded by donation, 
grants and contributions. It is 

dedicated to sharing the story of the 
courage and spirit of the American 

men and women who became pilots 
during the Second World War. 

Our primary mission is to preserve, 
protect, develop and advance 

the understanding of our nation’s 
aviation training heritage through 
collections, research, exhibits and 
interpretation of the 63rd Flight 

Training Detachment. Our secondary 
mission is to try to maintain the 

heritage and as much of the 
historical integrity of the Raymond-

Richardson Aviation School 
as possible.

The WWII Flight Training Museum
3 Airport Circle, Douglas, GA 31535 • 912-383-9111

 www.wwiiflighttraining.org
email: douglas63rd@windstream.net

The WWII Flight Training Museum
3 Airport Circle
Douglas, GA 31535
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$50 ANNUAL MEMBERSHIP BENEFITS
• WWII Flight Training Museum card

• Quarterly museum newsletter 
• Free visits to the museum for your family and guests 

• Opportunity to help restore and maintain vintage aircraft 
• Honoring our veterans with your commitment 

• 10% discount on museum merchandise 
• Participation in special museum events

The 63rd Preservation Society is a 501c3 non-profit educational foundation. 
(Proceeds go toward museum maintenance)

Name:

Address:

City:               State:               Zip:

Email:

Phone number:

2018 63rd PRESERVATION 
SOCIETY MEMBERSHIP

cut along dotted lines

Mail to:
The 63rd Preservation Society, Inc. 

WWII Flight Training Museum
P. O. Box 2770 • Douglas, GA 31534

In December of 2003, a small group of local 
citizens interested in history, aviation and 
heritage preservation gathered together 
to both protect the site of the Raymond-
Richardson Aviation School in Douglas, 

Georgia, and to create and operate a 
historical museum that would tell the story of not only our 
community’s role in WWII, but also share the lives of the men and 
women who lived, worked and trained at the facility. Thus, the 
63rd Preservation Society was formed.

The WWII Flight Training Museum is operated by this non-profit  
organization and is entirely funded by donations, gifts and grants. 
We believe that the museum can make a great contribution to the 
preservation of our heritage and to the education of both children 
and the public in general.

Is it a future worth securing? We think so. We hope you do, too. 
Become a friend of the museum through membership and help 
us preserve WWII aviation’s beginnings.

YOU CAN HELP!
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William R. Manchester, Jr.
B-17 Airplane Commander

Class 1944-G
The following is from Bill Manchester, 

in a letter dated June 14, 2018.

I left Douglas and was on to Cochran 
Field, Macon, Georgia for basic. There 

were fatal accidents while I was there during night flying. I 
left Cochran Field for Moody 
Field, Valdosta, Georgia 
for twin engine advanced 
training and graduation in 
the class 44 G. From there, I 
was transferred to Hendricks 
Field, Sebring, Florida for 
training as a B-17 Airplane 
Commander. Again, a fatal 
accident happened while night 
flying; we lost two student 
pilots and an engineer. From 
there, I went on to Ardmore, 
Oklahoma, Army Airfield 
where I received my crew of 
two officers and six enlisted 
men. I felt my training in the Air Force was the best, and one 
of our unique training missions was a 36-ship formation of 
B-17s run from Ardmore, Oklahoma to Galveston, Texas with 
practice bombs dropped on an island in the Gulf of Mexico. 
The flight took off early morning and returned to base, flying 
in night formation. This completed our training and we were 
ready for Europe. Then the war in Europe ended.

My next assignment was a transfer to Keesler Field, Biloxi, 
Mississippi, to start training as Air Sea Rescue with the B-17. 
My gunners were now called Air Searchers, and the B-17 
we were now flying was equipped with the latest electronics 
which included Radar, Loran (long range navigation), and 
radio altimeter. At this time, I was assigned a new crew 
member, a radar operator, since radar was new to me. The first 
chance I had on a training mission, I put a crew member in my 
seat and went back to the radio compartment and received a 

lesson on radar operations and capabilities. As we no longer 
carried bombs, our bomb bay now included extra fuel tanks 
for increased range and, yes, we still had all our machine guns. 
With all the electronics, these planes required guards to be 
assigned while parked on the field.

The B-17 now used in our training was equipped to carry a 
27-foot life boat attached to the bottom of the aircraft. This 
boat, when salvoed, was equipped with three parachutes, and 
the boat was equipped with a long list of survival equipment. 
When using the assigned runway at Keesler and taking off with 
the boat attached to the B-17, we would go to the end of the 

runway, turn around, line up on the 
runway, do our final checks before 
take off, then apply full brakes, 
run the engines to full throttle and 
RPM, verify engines performing 
to maximum, then release brakes 
and take off down the runway; no 
walking up the throttles.

For these training missions, 
we would have a target life 
raft out in the Gulf of Mexico, 
and following the navigator's 
direction, climb up to 1,500 
feet altitude, partial flaps, 
and at approximately 120 air 
speed, the navigator would 
then salvo the life boat. 

As part of training, another 
crew would have been on a 
Coast Guard ship and would 
get in the life raft, paddle 
over to the life boat we 

salvoed, get in and eventually 
sail it back to shore. All crews were given this experience. 
We flew many training missions over the Gulf at low altitude, 
searching for a target life raft. Our gunners, now searchers, 
became very skilled at locating a life raft. As I recall, the only 
mission we didn't locate the raft was our first search mission 
in training. The navigator had several different search patterns 
that he used to give me headings to cover search areas.
 CONTINUED ON PAGE 2

William R. Manchester



We completed training as an Air 
Sea Rescue crew and were ready for 
deployment to the Pacific when the war 
with Japan ended. Shortly thereafter, I 
was relieved of active duty in November 
1945, two months after my 21st birthday.

As an interesting side note: President 
Roosevelt was accompanied by two 
of these B-17 Air Sea Rescue planes 
with attached boats when he flew from 
Washington, D.C. to Yalta.

William R. Manchester, Jr.  (CONTINUED FROM PAGE 1)

In Memory of Guy Alley, Class of 1944-K
Guy Alley, age 93, of Birmingham, 

AL passed away July 15, 2018. Guy 
was born in Demopolis, AL. After 
primary training at Douglas, he 

had Basic at Cochran Field, Macon, 
Georgia and graduated from Moody Field, 

near Valdosta, Georgia. He was flying B-25s in the States in 
preparation for going overseas when the atomic bomb was 
dropped, and the War was over. He stayed in the Air Force 
Reserves for approximately six years. 

As a graduate of Auburn University 
in 1948, he was a proud member 
of the Golden Eagles. He was an 
employee of the telephone company 
throughout his entire career until 
his retirement in 1987. Guy had a 
great sense of humor, a high ethical 
standard, and always maintained a 
positive attitude. He was one of our 
favorite reunion participants, and he 
will be missed.

John Blair Watson, Jr. - A Cadet's View of Douglas:  Part I
An Account by John Blair Watson, Jr., as edited by 

Sue Harrington

As you know, we have 
maintained a file and website  

(http://wwiiflighttraining.org) on the 
aviation cadets who passed through 

Douglas. Not long ago, I happened to come across information 
submitted by John Blair Watson, Jr. (1916-1991), class of 
1943-A. I was delighted to read his perspective of his time 
in Douglas. In the next few issues of the Cadet Flyer, I am 
going to extract portions of his writing that our readers may 
find interesting.

After high school and for 4 years during the Depression, 
Watson worked in a model airplane shop and then for Pratt 
& Whitney Aircraft in East Hartford, CT. He was eventually 
talked into going to college and described himself as “lucky” 
to have been at the University of New Hampshire when the 
Civilian Pilot Training Program was started in 1940. He was 
in the first class of fourteen students and learned to fly while 
in college.

On a hot July day in 1942 after preflight training at Maxwell 
Field, Montgomery, AL, he boarded a pullman car to head to 
Douglas for primary flight training. The cadets drew lots on 
whether they would get to sleep alone in an upper birth or 
sleep with another cadet in a lower birth. He drew a lot that put 
him in the lower birth with E. J. Weismann. We will continue 
with his verbatim account below.

“We pulled out of Montgomery late in the afternoon and were 
happy to see the sun go down, expecting we would get some 
relief from the heat. Although the Pullman cars had some sort 
of air-cooling system created by forced air flowing over cakes 
of ice in a compartment somewhere in the chassis, there was 
little relief. Consequently, the windows were kept wide open. 
This did help, to some extent, once the train was moving. It 
also meant that cinders, smoke and other light debris drifted 
through the cars.

“At some time during the night, possibly around 11:30 p.m., 
we had already gone to bed, lying in our skivvies on top of 
the sheets, when the train slowed down and finally stopped. 
We raised the shade in our compartment to try to find out 
where we were. If I recall correctly, it was in Thomasville, 
Georgia, discovered by reading the station’s sign. Our car, 
however, seemed to have stopped directly on a street crossing, 
not that it mattered much at that time of night in a sleepy, 
wartime, southern town. Nevertheless we were greeted by a 

host of negro lads probably in 
the ten-year stage of life. They 
apparently took great delight in 
meeting all the troop trains which 
passed through their place so they 
could talk with the “soldier boys”. 
They were offering to run errands 
for cold drinks and fried chicken. 
Being thirsty and hungry and not 
knowing how long we would be 
detained, it sounded like a very 
welcome offer to most of us.

“Everything worked out all right and before the train got 
underway again, we had our midnight snack. I know we tipped 
the lads lavishly; we were so happy for the service and the 
hospitality.

“We stopped at other times during the night, never for very 
long. Not much sleep was accomplished either, although I must 
have dropped off from time to time. What I do remember was 
watching the sun come up in Waycross, Georgia and realizing 
we had come to the end of our journey on the train. It had been 
announced that we would be met by GI trucks and taken to 
Douglas. We just did not know when this would take place.

“It was still night to most of the other sleepers. The morning 
was reasonably cool with the promise of a good day. Perhaps 
because the train had quit clacking and rocking they were 
going to get some additional hours of honest sleep. However, 
I was ready to get up. I had raised the curtain to get a little 
more light. I felt my bunk mate stir so turned to look at him. 
His face looked as if he had been made up for a minstrel show. 
Because his eyes had been closed some of the night, his eye 
sockets glowed white. There was also a white area around 
his lips because he had licked them, apparently, in his sleep, 
and his lips glowed a healthy red. He was looking at me in 
astonishment. We both began to laugh, knowing each had a 
similar appearance. We had been under the sheet which now 
had a gray and gritty appearance. Our bodies would have been 
covered by the same grime if we had not had that protection. 
As quietly as possible we rolled out of the birth and made 
our way to the lavatory to try to clean up. We were in for a 
disappointment for the place was close to filthy, with dirty 
basins and paper towels all over the place. We decided to look 
over the station nearby to try to find a clean washroom. 

TO BE CONTINUED IN PART II 
IN THE NEXT ISSUE OF CADET FLYER
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