
John White in Memoriam  

We were saddened the other day when news of John White's passing was noted 
in an APEX alert. As many of our readers know, John was "Mr. Delta" for all 
that was IFE during the 80"s and 90"s and into this century, noted speaker, 
author, and AVION publisher. In fact, John was the one that dragged me into 
IFE while I was still working at Boeing. At the time, the company had little 
interest in IFE so John convinced me that it was a worthwhile endeavor. As 
deemed fitting, then, I should share one story (I have many others) that 
revolved around John and his southern hospitality in the early 80's. It seemed 
that we both had a taste for real southern barbecue and IFE in common so 
while visiting him in Newnan Georgia he wanted to take me to Spreyberrys, a 
place where it was done "the old way". Sure enough, we arrived to find a 
sprawling 1930's single story, white house converted to an casual southern 
eatery. As required, an old gentleman was outside tending the giant fire pit that 
fed barbecue ovens that expounded on the importance of the right wood 
temperature regulation - a veritable treasure trove of information on the subject 
of barbecue. Inside, it was as one would expect - picnic tables and a flock of 
noontime eaters noisily enjoying the best barbecue in Newnan. The restaurant 
is still there today and as we paid our bill then and prepared to leave, the 
manager made the mistake of asking how we liked the "authenticity" of his 
offerings. After launching into superlatives about the obvious effects of 
handmade quality, correct spices and cooking temperature regulation I looked 
at John and the manager and they were smiling like they knew something. And 
they did, because the manager, with a twinkle in his eye, opened a closet door 
behind the cash register and I beheld a rack full of electronics topped of by a 
huge Hewlett - Packard digital thermocouple bridge thermometer, complete 
with a nixie tube readout of the pit temperature measured down to the 
hundredth of a degree. The old fellow out front simply fed a steady supply of 
oak, hickory and sales pitch while the "brain" of the barbecue was in that rack -
- so much for analog barbecue. Thanks John, we will miss you and that 
barbecue! 


