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The Voodoo Reunion had to be postponed and
that is regrettable. But it was certainly under-

standable. In recent months host Jerry Rogers had far more
important matters to contend with than reunion planning
and hosting. WeÕre just pleased as all get out that his
progress back to good health is on the right track and that
he may be able to join us at the Durango reunion. 

Our Recce Reunion Association keeps on growing and
now, thanks to Bob Gould, we keep on publishing a
newsletter so we can sorta keep on keeping up with one
another. IÕve received comments from many of you over
the years, expressing appreciation for news about various
people in our Recce Community. We do have a good thing
going here. 

Bob is putting out a fine, fine newsletter. Any of you who
have ever tried anything like this realize that it takes time
and effort. I certainly do, so, on behalf of all of us out here
in Recce Reader land, THANKS, Bob Gould. 

HereÕs a reminder for all of you, though. Writing a
newsletter is difficult enough, just writing, editing, 
assembling, printing and mailing, etc. But itÕs doubly 
difficult to produce a newsletter when you have to search
for newsy items or create your own and then, besides all
that, to be your only staff reporter. The rest of us can help
Bob. Just be a sometime reporter, once in a while. When
something happens in your lives or in the lives of other
Recce folks — things you think may be of interest to the rest
of our community, let Bob know. HeÕd far rather have a
flood of little bits and pieces to choose from.

Printing, copying, assembling and postage all add up to
considerable costs. Our roster has over 1600 addresses. We
donÕt have dues, so we pay for the newsletter out of our
kitty, built up from 22 years worth of reunions. From time
to time, some of you send in small contributions to help
with the expense. Those are very much appreciated and
they are all deposited in our working account. 

We also get suggestions from time to time about how to
spend our Recce money. We pay attention to the sugges-
tions, but we are very slow to reach for the checkbook.
Members of our Board are listed in the newsletter. If you
have any suggestions on any issue concerning the organi-

zation, donÕt hesitate to contact one or more of our Board
members. If your suggestion involves spending money —
more than for our ordinary and necessary expenses — the
board will bring it before the membership during our next
scheduled reunion for a vote. If there is something you
want to be considered, now is the time to express your
views and suggestions, etc. 

ItÕs beginning to look like weÕll have a sizable turnout for
our Durango reunion. Our hosts are mapping out a variety
of inviting activities - enough to please even the most
jaded traveler among us. But even before we arrive to Òlet
the good times rollÓ in Colorado, some of us are thinking a
little bit about the next reunion. 

Should we have one in Niagara Falls? Seattle area? (maybe
even in Victoria or Vancouver.) Or how about the bread-
basket of the good old US of A — such as Kansas City or 
Branson? Anyone for Memphis or Nashville? Do you
wanna go for the beads in New Orleans? Or maybe even
Chadsville, Florida ? 

It is a lot more difficult to put together a reunion without
local support. Could be done, but my preference is a place
where we have at least a couple of local Recce folks willing
to jump in and make it work. So keep that in mind, but
otherwise, we are open to suggestions and preferences —
including the dates — for Recce Reunion XXIV. 

If you think there is a good possibility youÕd attend a
reunion next year, especially if itÕs held in some particular
part of the country, let us know that. Give us your Òtop 3Ó
list of cities that would appeal to you. You can include any
of the cities suggested above, but add any others which
you think should be considered. 

Factors that need to be considered are these, in no partic-
ular order: Airline connections, local attractions, hotel
accommodations and cost plus availability of a good 
hospitality room, seasonal weather patterns and prefer-
ences of our members. If youÕre willing to volunteer to
host a reunion, let us know. If you donÕt want to host it but
you do want to attend it, tell us where you want it — at
least give us a sector of the USA. Any of this information
could help us to decide what will work the bestus for the
mostus for our next reunion.

One more reminder. ItÕs about the golden years. These
are them. So enjoy the here and now, now. ÑCarlos Higgins

Notes from AustinNotes from Austin

Typically, when I do a newsletter, itÕs like
pulling teeth to get the president of the

organization to write a column and then, to say some-
thing worthwhile. 

Fortunately thatÕs not the case with Carlos. Even though
heÕs messed up my page layout, heÕs made my job easier.
HeÕs presented some thoughtful literature — except possi-
bly for paragraph 3 — and I donÕt need to write much to fill
the page. 

Initially, I only planned to do this for an issue or two, but
now IÕm finding that retracing the history of TAC Recce is

becoming very interesting. I spent 20 years in Recce and
thought I knew a lot. IÕm finding that there is a lot more to
learn about this fascinating subject.

Carlos suggests that you all become staff reporters and
many of you are doing that. The inputs IÕm receiving are
increasing daily. Thanks to all of you. The stories you send
may not get in the next issue, but theyÕll make it sooner or
later. And if need be, we can add a few more pages from
time to time to catch up, provided the funds are available.

I want to add my thanks to Donna Martin for her hard
work in maintaining the roster. The last mailing resulted in
more than 100 address changes and keeping the roster up
to date is not an easy task. ÑBob

EditorEditorÕs Thrusts Thrust



KorKorean Memoriesean Memories

By William D. McMurray

The United States Air Force recon-
naissance pilots are the worlds
best pin-point navigators. These

pilots from the 1950s era did not have
GPS, inertial guidance and many other
navigational systems that are in place
now. I was one of those pilots. We
attained that reputation strictly by
pilotage and DR (dead reckoning).

The Air Force chose me: I did not
choose photo reconnaissance Ñ it was
not one of the options given us. Air
Defense Command, Alaskan Air Com-
mand, fighter-bombers and fighter
interceptors were our choices. I chose
fighter-bombers because we were told
that we could often fly 100 missions in
100 days Ñ if you maintained a pulse. I
was a newlywed and wanted to get
home to my new wife. When orders
were distributed, I had been chosen for
reconnaissance, a word I had to learn to
spell in a hurry.

The slogan for recon pilots is: ÒAlone,
unarmed and unafraid.Ó That slogan is
only one-third accurate. We were alone
and we were unarmed---save for an
Army .45 side-arm that we were
required to wear when we were flying.
Useless as it may seem, it came in handy
in the air on a number of occasions.

We were flying the RF-80 — manufac-
tured in 1944 — so they exhibited many
characteristics of old age. It was not
unusual to have a tip tank that would
not feed fuel. This additional weight
created a tremendous rolling torque
that required a high-speed landing
which was unsafe, unhealthy and
sometimes fatal. 

A pilot returning from a mission with
one tip tank full and one empty would
call squadron ops and explain the prob-
lem. Ops, in turn, would have another
RF-80 join up in formation. The rescue
pilot would fly under the full tip tank,
crack his canopy about two inches,
charge his .45 and shoot a few holes in
the tank. This allowed the fuel to drain.

Then each pilot made a normal landing
and lived to partake in another
eveningÕs club activities.

One time I was in the-right-place at-
the-right-time to volunteer for this duty
as I returned from a mission. We ren-
dezvoused southwest of Kimpo at about
10,000 feet. I joined up on the right side
and positioned myself so that I could put
a few holes in the tip tank and not the
wing tip. Everything went as planned
and called for a celebration that evening.
About Escort Missions

A 100-mission tour required that we
fly four escort missions. They were
always exciting, somewhat lengthy,
very hazardous and sometimes fatal. I
flew a total of 58 missions before the
armistice and this mission was my 49th,
flown on 12 July 1953.

My log shows a number of scheduled
escort missions which were scrubbed for
various reasons. Weather and aircraft
malfunction were the main reasons. 

There is a lot of military philosophy
involved in flying escort missions both
for the escorters and the escorted. One
of the reasons we were unarmed was
that military tactical planners did not
want us to forget our mission: ÒTake pic-
tures and gather intelligence. Leave the
shooting to the escort.Ó 

Sending eight fighter interceptor air-
craft as a protective cover for a lone

slow aircraft was a big costly operation
and required detailed planning. Enemy
radar operators seeing nine airplanes in
this formation surely got excited and
recognized it as an escort mission for a
recce flight. (The gunners will get some
exercise today).

In an escort, four of the fighters flew in
close tactical formation to the recce bird.
The other four flew top cover, about
10,000 feet higher. The enemy, if he
were hell bent on destroying the recce
bird, can do that. However, he will
more than likely be committing suicide.
The Recce Airplanes

Traditionally, reconnaissance airplanes
have been chosen for high speed. At one
time the F-80 held the world speed
record. With the sudden advent of the
Korean war, it was the best fighter
equipped for photo reconnaissance. The
F-80 was subsonic (.80 Mach). On the
other hand, the F-86 was supersonic and
was the fastest plane in the USAF.

In my squadron we had the RF-80A
and the RF-80C, a later model. I liked
the A model better than the C as it was
a much more agile plane. The normal
engine for the A had 3900 pounds of
thrust. Some were equipped for water-
alcohol injection and others had an
engine with 4600 pounds of thrust. For
escort we flew either the more powerful
engine model or the injected model
with its 50-gallon mixture of water and
alcohol. This gave the plane 4600
pounds of thrust for a short period. It
would get you airborne and in a climb-
ing attitude before it ran out of ÒpushÓ.
(We had some trouble with this config-
uration; often the water-alcohol failed
to operate).
About Aerial Cameras

The RF-80s were equipped with a
number of camera options. Focal
lengths of 36, 24, 12 and 6 inches could
be situated for vertical photography —
but not all at the same time. A dicing
camera could be situated in the nose,
depressed 30 degrees from the horizon
for low-level runs along roads or rail-
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My Third Escort MissionMy Third Escort Mission
To the Yalu and back with the Sabres

1Lt Bill McMurray, Kimpo, Korea, 1953.
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roads. The dicing camera was a small,
fast running camera taking frames
much faster than the larger cameras
because the plane was flying low and at
high speed. 

Another configuration used three
cameras: one vertical and one on each
side of the vertical. Each side-looking
camera was depressed 60 degrees from
the horizontal. All three cameras were
run simultaneously covering a wide
strip of the terrain below. 

For this mission I had three vertical
cameras: 36, 24 and 12 inch operating
simultaneously in the manual mode.

To give the photo interpreters and
mission planners a dividend (and sure-
ly evoke some big smiles), I would tilt
the left wing about 10 degrees and
shoot a number of frames of the sun
bathers and whatever else was going on
across the Yalu. We were prohibited
from flying into Manchuria and we
never, never did that.
The Mission

On the morning of the mission, I was
awakened at OÕcrack-early. I dressed
and went to the equipment room for my
flying gear. The first piece was a nylon
jacket. It had two side compartments.
The left compartment contained a bat-
tery and the right compartment con-
tained an emergency transceiver. In case
we were shot down, this would be our
only communication with the rescue
operation. This jacket was next to my fly-
ing suit and next was the parachute and
then the helmet with oxygen mask and
hose. I then waddled to the airplane.

The crew chief was waiting for me. He
always thought of the airplane as if it

were his own child and he
always had it ready for the mis-
sion. As I approached the plane, I
asked with a grin, ÒIs it flyable
today, chief?Ó 

I always knew his answer. ÒYes
sir, just like new.Ó I climbed into
the cockpit and he came up the
ladder to help me get situated
with the safety belt and shoul-
der harness. Attached to the
parachute was a life raft and
survival pack. This was a little
bulky and took a bit of shuffling

to get stuffed into the close quarters of
the cockpit.

Start-up was quick and I taxied out for
take-off. It was a short 20-minute flight
to meet and brief the escorts at Suwon
south of Kimpo. Upon landing there, I
was directed into a revetment and
parked. I asked the sergeant to top-off
the tip tanks.

I attended the mandatory morning
briefing with the escorters. We were
briefed by the Army as to casualties, sit-
uation of troops and any changes in the
line of demarcation from the previous
day. The Navy briefing included ship
locations and call signs of ships in case
we had to ditch. The weather briefing,
always conducted by ÒStormy,Ó (a nick-
name for all weathermen), was sketchy
but this was the best we could get. (I
have had hundreds of weather brief-
ings and have always found that
Stormy could dissert at least 30 minutes
on a small patch of Cu (cumulus),
whose bases are always 3,000 AGL. The
most valuable part of his briefing was
the altitude at which vapor contrails
appear. We always flew through this
altitude as quickly as possible to pre-
vent contrails.

Next was the Air Force briefing. The
main subject on this day was the escort
mission. Fighter sweeps were sched-
uled for a number of locations. This
would keep the brave MiG pilots busy
and would scare the hell out of the
other kind. Another thing we received
at the briefing was a small piece of
paper about two inches square filled
with random letters used for authenti-
cation purposes. A controller could ask

you to authenticate if he had any
doubts about whether you may be a
friend or the enemy.

After this briefing I met with the
escort team to brief them on this mis-
sion. None of these eight pilots had
flown escort! I thought to myself, oh
woe is me. They were all ÒMiG killersÓ
and this was going to be their big day.
One of the group needed one more kill
for the big one: Ace at last! Three of the
group had never seen a MiG. 

This mission was to get photo cover-
age of the dam across the Yalu at 
Sinuiju. Directly across the river at this
point lies Antung, the base and haven
for the MiGs.

Since I had already flown two escorts,
I had a good handle on the procedure.
My briefing to the escort team was like
this: ÒAfter crossing the Chong Chon
River, about 70 miles south of the Yalu,
ÒBlueÓ leader will call for all of us to
ÔstripÕ tanks. 

ÒShortly after this, the close-cover
number four man will call ÔBingoÕ and
he and his flight leader will leave the
formation.Ó The reason for these
actions are such that a single plane
never flies alone and number four man
always uses more fuel to stay in for-
mation and is the first to run low. 

The escort leader said, ÒAh, recce, we
will be fat on fuel. I have been there
before.Ó Recce pilot to himself: ÒSure
glad I have my talisman for this one
because I think I will need it.Ó

At the appointed time, as determined
by the photo interpreters who want the
sun at a particular angle and height for
shadows or lack of shadows, we lined
up for take-off. I was in the lead and
the four close cover were poised to 
follow me.

The take off was routine and I climbed
at a much higher airspeed than normal.
This was to get the escorts high to con-
serve fuel. I leveled off at 30,000 feet
and headed to a point so that I would
intersect the Yalu river somewhat north
of the target. I would make the run to
the southwest and would start descend-
ing to briefed altitude of 20,000 feet at
red-line air speed. 

ConÕt on p. 6
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45th TRS RF-80A with nose opened for camera
access, Kimpo (K-14), Korea, 1953. 
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Shortly after we stripped tanks, radar
at Chodo Island called: ÒBlue flight,
bandits over the fence.Ó MiGs were
taking off from Antung. Shortly after
the escort leader in the top cover
acknowledged the Òbandits,Ó all of
their radios went on the blink. Strange,
but not necessarily unexpected. I made
a lazy left turn as I descended to 20,000
feet and slowed down to a calculated
air speed to obtain proper film 
overlap. I switched the intervalometer
off since I wanted to operate the 
cameras manually. (The fastest interval-
ometer setting was a frame every three
seconds and I wanted the cameras to
cycle faster.)

A few seconds before the run began,
all hell broke loose. The whole sky was
filled with flak. The close escort flight
leader said, ÒRecce, letÕs get the hell
out of here and come back later.Ó (I
was taught that we never did that,
because when you return there will be
a helleva lot more flak). I answered,
Ònegative.Ó and continued the run
shooting frames as fast as I thought the
cameras could handle. 

Suddenly, in a flash, I found myself
looking at the ground. The blue and
the brown had swapped places so fast
that I was not conscious of the roll. I
instinctively got the blue and brown
back in their places and what I then
saw really gave me a scare. The flak
was extremely thick and stratified. It
was as if I were looking at a big, long
asphalt runway and that if I desired, I
could drop the gear and flaps and make
a perfect landing. Unbeknownst to me,
a chunk of flak had penetrated the top
of the left wing about two inches from
the main wing fuel tank. Evidently the
flak had hit me while I was inverted).

How long this run lasted, I have no
concept. Back then, it seemed like an
eternity but I suspect that it lasted less
than two minutes. After the run, I
added full power, started climbing and
took up a southerly heading for home.
The close escort had already notified
me that they were ÒbingoÓ and leaving.

About this time ÒblueÓ leader called
and said his numbers three and four
were ÒbingoÓ and that they were
climbing and heading south. He

added, ÒGood luck recce.Ó (Miracu-
lously, their radios had started work-
ing again.) There had been a lot of
radio chatter during this fracas from
radar about the bandits and radar was
giving headings and altitudes for
interception.

Then I started assessing my situation.
I was still north of the Chong Chon
River Òalone, unarmed and unafraid.Ó
Most of the MIG kills had taken place
in the area where I was now and my
head was really on the proverbial
swivel. Radar advised me that there
were still some bandits in the air but
that they were to the west of me. The
fighter sweeps had done their job! I did
some calculations and figured that
without any diversions, I would have
sufficient fuel to make it home.

I tuned my Òbird dogÓ to the Kimpo
homer and I could hear the distinctive
Morse code KO identifier. I knew I
wasnÕt receiving the Kimpo homer at
all, but the one installed in 
Pyongyang. Those crafty bastards had
installed an identical radio beacon in
the capitol city of North Korea and
woe to some unsuspecting pilot who
did not do his DR.

I passed about 20 miles to the west of
Pyongyang and the ADF needle indi-
cated it was directly off my left wing. I
knew that from here Kimpo was about
110 miles straight ahead. I started a let
down at this point and kept the air-
speed up and was feeling much better.
The MiGs didnÕt like to get too far
south since they were burning fuel fast
and getting farther away from their
sanctuary. Slowly the ADF needle
began to swing around and soon
would be indicating the real Kimpo.

Shortly after, I called squadron ops and
gave them an ETA to let them alert the
photo gang that I was arriving. I then
called the tower and was given clearance
to report at the IP for landing. 

After an uneventful 360-degree
pitchout and landing, I was directed
into the revetment. The crew chief and
the photo jeep were waiting. The film
was downloaded into the jeep and after
chatting with the crew chief for a
moment, I headed to ops for debriefing.
Epilogue

The total time for this mission was
about eight hours from first-light take-
off to final landing. It required nine
planes and pilots and many support
personnel. The time over the target
was about two minutes. 

In talking with the PI later, he said
that I got 100% coverage of the target.
He also said that I got some good pic-
tures of the flak. A few frames were
fuzzy due to the severe buffeting
caused by the flak.

We never knew what caused the
radio failure of the top cover.

For this mission I was awarded the
Distinguished Flying Cross. It was pre-
sented in a formal military ceremony
about two years later. I remember that
day very well. It was icy cold and a stiff
breeze was cutting through our wool
uniforms while the military, with all the
pomp, spit and polish as only the mili-
tary can do so well, made these presen-
tations. Though cold and uncomfortable
as we were, I could empathize with the
men marching in the parade, because I
have been there and done that.

And finally, I was very glad that my
talisman worked that day and that I
was present to receive the DFC in per-
son and not posthumously.

This mission was flown 47 years ago
this month (25 July 2000) and a lot of
specific detail has been forgotten, but
the essential parts of this mission are
still vivid in my recollection.

First Lieutenant Bill McMurray was a
pilot with the 45th Tactical Reconnais-
sance Squadron, 67th Tactical Reconnais-
sance Wing. He was 24 years old. He lives
in Cary, NC. You can reach him at 
Bill McMurray@compuserve.com.
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F-86s from the 51st FIW take off from
Suwon (K-13), Korea. 
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Cold WCold War Memoriesar Memories

By Bob Gould

On 22-23 February 2001, the
United States Air For ce, the Air
Force Historical Foundation,

The Korean War Commemorative
Committee, the Defense Intelligence
Agency and the National Reconnais-
sance Office jointly sponsor ed a two-
day history symposium devoted to the
early Cold War military overflights of
Òdenied territory.Ó

I was privileged to be invited to this
symposium. Marj and I traveled on a
dir ect flight to Washington, DC on
Midwest Expr ess Airlines. (W e highly
recommend this airline.) The sympo-
sium was similar in character to the
RF-86 reunion/symposium held last
fall. (See ÒLong-Awaited Recognition
for RF-86 Pilots,Ó TRR, Winter 2001,
p.6) The purpose was to formally r ec-

ognize those
who participat -
ed in this once
c l a s s i f i e d
endeavor and to
produce, for the
record, a pro-
ceeding of select-
ed aircrew recol-
lections that will
help describe the
programÕs con-
tribution of vital
intelligence during a critical
period of the Cold War.

ThatÕs enough of the formal
language. This was a Recce
show. What we did was listen to
aviators, many of whom I knew
personally, and listen to some
hair-raising stories. Unfortu -
nately, several of the invited
speakers had to cancel at the
last minute because of health
reasons. Sometimes we forget
that the Cold War started before
WW II ended. Many of the
pilots who flew these missions
were WW II aviators and age is slowly
taking its toll. At thr ee-score and ten, I
was not one of the Òold-timersÓ here.

Many of you will r ecognize some of
the panelists Ñ Mele Vojvodich, Cecil
Rigsby, LaVerne Griffin, Louis Picciano
and Robert Morrison Ñ guys who flew
RF-86, RB-57 and RF-100 aircraft.
Other panelists, many from SAC, had
some equally exciting stories to tell
about their experiences in the RB-45 
(I had a few of my own in this bir d), 
RB-47, RB-50 and even the PV-2. (The
Navy is still having Chinese-version
Cold War experiences.) 

I went pr epared to record and photo -
graph this event, but because it was
held in the DIA facility on Bolling
Field, all recording devices, cameras
and phones were checked at the door.
We have been promised a copy of the
written r ecord and the official video
sometime this year. If that happens,

some of it will be worth sharing with
you in The Recce Reader.

There were, however, two very nice
receptions where we old-time aviators
had another chance to tell our war 
stories and perhaps embellish them a
bit. It was fun.

Early Cold WEarly Cold W ar Overflights ar Overflights 
A Symposium

Dressed for dinner: (L-R) John Griffin, Marj &Bob Gould, Marcy
Dickens and Griff Griffin. Griff was voted Best Teller of Tall Tales.

Would you believe these three Ð Griff
Griffin, Sam Dickens and Bob Gould Ð
actually flew RF-86s?

Cargill Hall, NRO Historian, is the key
person responsible for preserving Cold-
War reconnaissance history.

Lou Picciano receives a commemorative
medal from Maj. Gen. Glen Schaffer, AF
Dir. of Intelligence, Surveillance and
Reconnaissance, as Joe Guthrie looks on.

Three of the RB-57Ajocks from Yokota days Ð Bob
Hines, Lou Picciano and Joe Guthrie. They were in
that unknown squadron, the 6021st RS.
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