


Karpe Diem in the Kornfield:
How I Became a Hee Haw Honey

By Victoria Hallman
I hadn’t even known Buck Owens was 
appearing at the Orange Show that spring day in 
1979. I had convinced my manager to let me tag 
along from Hollywood to San Bernardino, not 
so I could go to a concert, but because, as 
booking agent for the grandstand show, Bill had 
free ride tickets for the midway. Even so, it 
should have occurred to me that Buck Owens 
might be hanging out backstage between his 
matinee and evening performances, and since I 
was an aspiring young singer, it also should 
have occurred to me to arrange a run-in, but 
neither had entered my mind when I rounded a 
corner and ran smack into him. 

Bam! I rocked backward on my heels, staring at 
the plaid shirtfront of the person in front of me. 
Slowly I raised my eyes to his face, looking up 
and up, until the back of my head was resting 
on my shoulders. At six-feet-six, counting boots 
and cowboy hat, Buck presented an imposing 
edifice. Our collision hadn’t moved him an 
inch, but he did look surprised. Before I had a 
chance to apologize, my manager, Bill Loeb, 
appeared out of nowhere.

“Great show today,” he shook Buck’s hand, 
“But you could use a girl in your act.” Bill 
opened his palm my direction. “This is Vicki 
Hallman, she’s a good little country singer.”
My head whipped around to Bill. What? My 
current gig as opening act for Bob Hope didn’t 
include a single country song.  

Buck said, “What do you think, Jack?” speaking 
to the portly gray-haired man standing beside 
him, who turned out to be his manager Jack 
McFadden. “Go tell Don to bring his guitar to 
my dressing room and let’s see how she 
sounds.”

Jack went off to get Don and his guitar, while 
Buck, Bill and I trooped down the hall to a 
dressing room, where Buck grabbed a red-white-
and-blue guitar, and sat down on the sofa just as 
Jack entered, followed by a tall, dark, bearded 
fellow carrying a guitar. 
Buck gestured toward me, “This is Vicki Hallman, 
Don, she’s going to sing for us.” He looked into 
my eyes. “What would you like to sing?”

Without missing a beat, I answered, “’Help Me 
Make It Through the Night,’ key of A.’” 
When I finished singing, Buck said, “Come out 
onstage and do it with us.”
“Right now?”
Buck nodded.
I shrugged, “Okay.”

When Buck walked onto the stage, the crowd went 
wild, and I was so mesmerized, watching from the 
wings, I didn’t realize what he was saying when he 
yelled into the mic, “. . . big round of applause . . 
.” Then I heard, “Vicki Hallman!” and vaulted 
onto the stage, waving to the crowd with one hand, 
grabbing the mic with the other.
Finishing the song, a roar rose in my ears and the 

whiteness of clapping hands fluttered in the 
audience. Within two weeks, I was on tour with 
Buck Owens, as his opening act and female 
vocalist with his Buckaroos band. 
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Then, one day a few months later, Buck 
summoned me to Bakersfield to listen to a song 
he was working on. He got his guitar and sat in 
his desk chair to sing it to me. “Pay attention 
now,” he said, “I want you to record this one with 
me,” and without giving me time to respond, he 
started singing, “Jesse loved the ladies like 
grandmas love babies, and I ain’t never heard no 
one complain . . .” finishing, “Sit down, sir, ‘Let 
Jesse Rob the Train.’”
“That’s your next hit record!” I said.
Buck nodded, “I think so.”
“And I get to sing on it?”
“Yep, and you’ll be singing it with me on Hee
Haw, too.”

I clapped my hands. “Yay!” It was the first 
indication I’d had that I would be appearing on 
Hee Haw.

The day we arrived in Nashville for the Hee Haw
taping, Buck’s plan for the evening was room-
service dinner, and early to bed, so we could be 
on time and in fine fettle to do the  “Buck’s 
Place” segment in the morning. He ordered beans, 
cornbread and a big glass of milk, polishing it off, 
while I finished my BLT.

“Something I want to talk to you about,” he said, 
then dunked another bite before continuing, 
“They’re going to want you to be one of those 
girls.”
“Who? What girls?” I asked.
“Hee Haw. The girls on the show.”
“That’s crazy. I don’t look like those gorgeous 
women.”

Buck rolled his eyes. “I’m telling you; they’ll 
want you to be one of them, and I’m also telling 
you that you can’t have a recording career and be 
a Hee Haw Honey at the same time. But I think I 
know what you’ll do.”

Never in my wildest dreams had I imagined 
myself a Hee Haw Honey. Even so, I hardly got a 
wink of sleep that night, because every time I 
closed my eyes, I saw myself dancing around Hee
Haw’s barnyard set, wearing a low-cut calico 
dress. 

When we arrived at the studio the next day, I had 
barely wriggled into my skinny jeans and purple 
satin shirt, before Buck and Jack were knocking 
at the dressing room door and herding me down 
the hall to the studio, where I took my place with 
the Buckaroos, under the big Klieg lights. No one 
seemed concerned that I’d never heard four of the 
songs we’d be doing. When I mentioned it to 
Buck, he waved it off, “Ah, you’ll be fine.” 
As usual, he was right; we sailed through the 
song list, and as the band unstrapped their guitars, 
the director, Mr. Boatman, and the producer, Mr. 
Lovullo, came over to talk to Buck, each of them 
making it a point to compliment my vocals, and 
tell me that they looked forward to seeing me 
tomorrow. I hadn’t even realized I’d be there the 
next day.

Continued on page.   
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Leaving the studio to go have lunch with Buck and 
Jack, I rode in silence, assessing my first day at Hee
Haw, waiting for a lull in their conversation, to say, 
“Well, everybody seemed to like me.”

Frowning, Jack said, “Victoria, I’m going to give you 
one of the best pieces of advice you’ll ever get. When 
you come back to this set, you find a corner, and you 
stand in it until somebody asks you to do something.” 
The next day was the first full-cast day, and the 
hallways were crawling with people. Passing the 
makeup room, I got my first glimpse of a real live 
Hee Haw Honey. Misty Rowe was sitting in the chair 
nearest the door, while the hairdresser put curlers in 
her platinum tresses. When she saw me looking at 
her, she turned her head.  I realized she probably 
thought me rude for staring, and I remembered Jack’s 
advice.

But I didn’t have time to find a corner. Just as I was 
about to move on, a blonde woman, in jeans and a 
white shirt, crooked her finger at me, “Come this 
way.”

She introduced herself as Faye Sloan, wardrobe 
mistress, and said she needed to get me into costume 
for “Pickin’ and Grinnin’”. This was the first I knew 
that I’d be on camera that day. I’d assumed I was just 
tagging along with Buck.

After perusing the clothes rack in the dressing room, 
Faye pulled out a red calico dress that fit me to a tee, 
then herded me through the door into the studio, 
where Buck was seated, surrounded by haybales and 
milk cans. 

Suddenly a voice filled the room, “Cast to the 
studio,” and here they came.

The tall man, who I now knew was Bob Boatman, 
the Director, began placing everyone, pointing to a 
haybale, “Minnie, you and Grandpa sit here beside 
Roy, Gunilla, you over on that milk can by Buck,”

until all were seated. He’d placed me in a spot 
that would only allow me to be visible during 
a wide-shot, but since I hadn’t expected to be 
in the shot at all, I was just happy for a chance 
to prove myself worthy of a front-row seat. 
Unlike the rest of the cast, who talked among 
themselves and only “lit up” when they knew 
the camera was on them, I grinned until my 
jaws ached, and clapped until my palms 
burned. 

At the end of the day, when I was hurrying 
down the hall to meet Buck and Jack in the 
parking lot, a voice behind me called, 
“Victoria,” and I turned to see the Producer, 
Mr. Lovullo. 

“We want to try you in a couple of 
‘Haystacks’ with Buck,” he said.

Yesss! I restrained a fist-pump. 

They put me in another of Barbi’s hand-me-
downs and I took my place lounging with 
Buck in a life-size haystack. The process 
would be a read-through of the cue cards, 
straight into take-one. Reading through the 
first joke, I was disappointed that Buck had 
the punchline. In fact, I had almost no lines:

BUCK: Victoria, do you believe in the 
hereafter?
VICTORIA: Yes, Buck, I do.
BUCK: (Trying to kiss Victoria) Then you 
know what I’m here after.
The next one was only slightly better, but at 
least I had the punchline:
BUCK: (Trying to kiss Victoria) I bet you’d 
let me kiss you if I was a millionaire.
VICTORIA: Of course, I would. I’m crazy 
about millionaires.

But this time, while we were getting our first 
look at the cue card, I stealthily lowered one  
shoulder of my blouse, then when the cameras 
were rolling, before I said the punchline, I



paused and brought my bare shoulder forward, 
leaning into the camera with a sultry wink, “I’m crrr-
aazy about millionaires.” 

From somewhere high above came laughter and 
applause. Until then I hadn’t realized we had a studio 
audience, but one thing I had realized was that 
although I’d heeded Jack’s advice to stand in a corner 
until somebody asked me to do something, I was 
smart enough to know that when that moment finally 
arrived, I’d better leap from the shadows into the 
spotlight and knock ‘em dead. 

Sure enough, as I was walking off the set, a man with 
a bushy mustache hustled over to me. “I’m Bud 
Wingard, and I hate to admit I wrote those jokes.” He 
extended his hand, “You sure put one over on me,” 
then motioned me into an alcove. “When they told 
me to find some jokes for Buck’s new female 
vocalist, I thought, Aw, man, some girl singer who 
wouldn’t know a punchline if it socked her in the 
kisser; this will wind up on the cutting-room floor.
So, I dug around in my files till I came up with two 
of the worst old jokes I had, and I’ll be darned if you 
didn’t make them funny.” 

Then, on Friday evening, the phone rang in my suite. 
It was Hee Haw’s producer, Sam Lovullo calling. 
“Hi, Victoria,” he said. “I’ve just come out of a 
production meeting, and we’ve decided that we’d like 
to use you in more spots with the girls,

‘Moonshiners,’ ‘Jug Band,’ those kinds of things, so 
I hope you’ll be able to stay in town for a couple 
more weeks.”

And with that, I became one of the Hee Haw Honeys, 
my role increasing with each of my eleven years on 
the show, until I made it into the select group of cast 
members who had our own characters, mine being 
Miss Honeydew, hand-picked by comedy legend 
Minnie Pearl, to play opposite her in her signature 
show segment, “Grinder’s Switch Gazette.” And all 
because I had the guts to seize that first chance to 
make them sit up and take notice.

In show business, your first chance may be the last 
one you get.
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