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o Notes from Austin -

ob stuck me on top of one of the spires of the Air Force

Memorial and claims I'd be up there contemplating the
next reunion. If I'd really been up there, here are some
things I'd more likely be pondering:

1. Howto get down in one piece.

2. Thatthe dad-gum memorial was just built and already
the spires are warped.

3. Thatone of the little fears that weigh on the minds of
even the most fearless pilots is having to eject, only to end
up on a church spire. And now they go and build these
giant spires to impale hapless pilots.

4. And finally, I'd ponder a bit about Recce history. If you
Google Shaw AFB or Ninth Air Force, expecting to read all
about the hey-days of Recce, forget it. But if you search for
something like Clyde East, you'll get a bunch of good stuff,
including the fact that he shot down three German air-
planes in one morning and that he had a considerable role
in Recce. If you search for RF-101 or RF-4C, you'll find a
smattering of interesting stuff. For example, the Recce
Voodoo cost about $1,600,000 back in 1957 and the RF-4C
cost about $2,260,000 in 1964. Not so bad, huh? Compare
that to the price tag for the F-22. You can find price
estimates for that remarkable bird ranging from $256
million to $330 million. Hmmmmmmm.

In the ’57 to '64 time frame, do you remember what your
house and car cost? Or the cost of a gallon of gas? Let’s say
that for $4,000, you’d have been driving a dandy car. And
for $35,000, a pretty nice house. Gasoline? Probably 28 cents
or so a gallon.

Just for grins, the jump from the price of the RF-4 to the
F -22 was at least a hundred-fold. Apply that same jump to
your car and it'd cost $400,000 today. Your house would be
$3.5 million and gasoline? Just $28 a gallon.

But back to Recce history. Google Recce and one thing
you’ll get is our own Recce web page. It’s at
www.tacrecce.org. It’'s good, but we could make it better.
We need more Recce photos of our birds and some of those
‘happy snaps” from around the world.

Whatever we can put on that web page about
Reconnaissance will be on the Intemet indefinitely. That’s
probably the best way to preserve Recce history: by making
sure it’s on the Internet.

And if anyone is going to contribute to Recce history,
now is the time to do it. Every time you read the obitsin the
Recce Reader, you’re seeing a bunch of Recce history being
lost. In the next century, somebody might want to know
about us. —Carlos Higgins

RECCE ROSTER

he Recce Roster currently contains more than 2,000
names of Recce crew members, surviving spouses
and associates. It is available in hard copy by mail for $5
postpaid. Members can get it free by email in PDF, MS
Word or MS Excel format, PC or Mac. Send your
requests to: Bob Gould, 15918 Meadow Lane,

Stanley, KS 66224-9741; rgould@earthlink.net.

4 Editor’s Thrust

lot has happened since Spring — reunions, a visit to
the hospital and adapting to new eyes. Regarding
reunions, there are a couple items still missing from the
display table in the hospitality room of the Vbodoo
Reunion: The hardcover edition of Tactical Reconnaissance
in the Cold War, that was circulating for autographs, and
the notebook archive of Recce Readers. If any of you ended
up with these by mistake, I’d really like to have them back.

The National Museum of the US Air Force is actively
researching and looking to preserve the legacy of those
who achieved 100 missions (or more) over North Vietham
during the Southeast Asia War, including aircrews from
Tac Recce. An essential part of this project is collecting arti-
facts, such as patches and memorabilia from 100 mission
celebrations, along with related photographs and other
archival material — both for long-term preservation and
also for an exhibit planned to open in 2008.

The story of those who achieved 100 missions over North
Vietnam is an iconic part of the Air Force’s heritage that
illustrates honor, service, sacrifice and brotherhood. Please
help the National Museum preserve this story so that
generations to come will know the achievements of those
who went “up North.” If you have material to donate,
please contact Jeff Duford, Historian, NMUSAF/MUA, 1100
Spaatz St., Wright-Patterson AFB OH 45433; 937-255
4644x739; Jeff. Duford@wpafb.af.mil. —Bob Gould

2008 RF-101/Recce Reunion — Chattanooga Tenn.
May 15 - 18, 2008
Hotel: Chattanooga Choo Choo ($89 +tax)
Host: Scotty Schoolfield — 423-886-7181
sschoolfield@mail.hamiltontn.gov

he hotel is a large complex of three buildings of rooms

plus a registration building that is the original RR
depot. All rooms have recently received new beds and
mattresses. The Hospitality room is very large, similar to
past reunions at K.C. and The Dells. We can bring in our
snacks and beverages and can lock it at night. The hotel
staff and policies are very “reunion friendly” We can have
dinners on Friday and Saturday nights in very spacious
banquet rooms. There are facilities for smaller groups such
as aircraft or squadrons. Parking is outside, but free.

Tours: Planning for Rock City, the Incline, Civil War
battlefields and/or the world class aquarium down-
town. There are free shuttles via the local transit for
downtown attractions such as the aquarium, restaurants
and the 10-mile long River Walk.

Air Service: Nonstop jet service from Atlanta, Char-
lotte, Nashville, Chicago, Cincinnati and Dallas.

I will send registration info shortly after the first of the
year. | have had lots of offers to help; Donna Martin, in
particular, has offered to computerize nhame tags, regis-
trations and many other tasks, which | appreciate.

As with old Air Force training films, things break
(such as reunion plans) at the most inopportune times;
but they can and will be fixed. —Scotty
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Final Flight

Bob Crabtree

Col. Robert Owen Crabtree -1916 -
2007 — our Dad —was an honorable gen-
tleman of iron will, aman among men.
Whether in the oil fields of West Texas
and New Mexico, or flying fighters in
three wars in Asia, our Dad had the
respect of those around him. After a 30-
year career in the AirForce, he retired to
spend the next 35 years raising cattle.
The Colonel, as most called him, was a
principled man of high moral standards
and had a genuine compassion for all
animals. “Do not cry for me; | am not
here. I am now free to soar with the
eagles - High in thethermals - above the
clouds. I am weightless - there are no
boundaries. If you cry, it will be for
yourself, for | am free.”

Don Breedlove
Don Breedlove passed away quiet-
ly on May 22, 2007, of Parkinson’s dis-
ease complications. Those stationed at
Sembach Air Base, Germany in the
olden, golden days and flying RF-80s
and RF-84Fs will remember this mem-
orable officer, gentleman and pilot.
Don’s wife Susan can be reached at
breedlovetx@yahoo.com.
—Ed & Betty Lou O’Rourke
eorourk@msn.com; 512-931-2676

Jerry Giraud - 17th Photo Recon
(WwiI)

On April 23, 2007, Clarence Everett
“Jerry” Giraud, age 90, passed away of
natural causes. He is awaiting intern-
ment at Arlington National Cemetery
on August 31 at2:30 p.m.

Col. Giraud learned to fly in a Piper
Cub in Sterling, 1ll. in 1939 and joined
the Army Air Corps in Dec, 1941. He
received his flight training in the Ryan
primary trainer at Luke Field with B-25
training at Colorado Springs.

During WW 11, Capt. Giraud was
stationed in the New Hebrides where
he performed photo reconnaissance in
B-25s (F-10s) and P-38s. He married
Dorothy Allen of San Francisco in 1944.

Following the war he served as the
Photo Tech Squadron Commander at
Bolling AFB and layer worked under
the command of Gen. Curtis E. LeMay
dewveloping intelligence reconnaissance

requirements and executing special aer-
ial intelligence gathering operations
and working closely with the fledgling
National Reconnaissance Office
He is survived by his daughter and
son in law, Danielle and Harris Yeager,
two grandchildren and three great-
grandchildren.
—Danielle Yeager (daughter)
HarrisY919@aol.com

Nathaniel D. Coburn
(son of Pat and Rufus Coburn)
Nathaniel D. Coburn, Austin attor-
ney died unexpectedly in Austin. He
was 33. He was a with Spivey &
Ainsworth Attorneys at Law in Austin,
Tex. His wife, Minda Markle, his par-
ents Rufus and Pat Coburn of Austin,
TX, and his brother Ted Coburn, his
wife Marsha and their son Zachary of
Dallas, TX survive him.
—Ron Butler
RButler456@aol.com

Col. Adrian M. Burrows

Col. Burrows died Thursday, Feb.
22, 2007, at his home. He had a long
history in Tac Recce and he was a hard
charger. He was a knowledgeable, get-
the-job-done, highly respected indi-
vidual. He was a good guy to work for
and was held in high regard in PACAF
Headquarters.when he was Director of
the Recon shop in PACAF Headquar-

ters during the 1965-67 time period.
—Ruff Gray
FranNruff@aol.com

Orin L. Boucher -- Tech Rep

Orin L. Boucher, McDonnell Field
Service Engineer (Tech Rep) died of a
massive unexpected heart attack in
Sept 2006. Orin was retired from MAC
living with his wife, Jean, in Hot
Springs Village, Ark.

I first met Orin when we were both
at Shaw AFB on RF-4Cs in 1964. Orin
was sent to Kadena AB and stayed
there on F-4s and F-15s about 15 years.
He had a side tour to Thailand on F-4s
and F-15s.

—Duane C. Seymour

210 Rue Grand Dr.

Lake St. Louis, Mo 63367

636-625-1039; duaneSeymour@yahoo.com

David Louis Jackson

We lost Dave Jackson on Mar 31,
2007, to heart failure. Dave was an
EWO in the Recce division at
TARC/TAWC in the ‘70s and a pro-
gram manager for the glide-standoff
weapon, an early smart bomb.

David was born in Fernandina
Beach, Fla., on Sept. 28, 1931. Follow-
ing graduation from the Univ. of Flori-
da, Dave entered the U.S. Air Force
where he enjoyed a rewarding career
throughout the world. Following
retirement, Dave worked with the
Logicon/Northrop Grumman Corp.

Among his survivors is his wife of
52 years, Latrell Jackson whose home
address is 1008 Stephen Dr., Niceville,
FL 32578.

—Soupy Campbell
SupyC@aol.com

Julia Foster

Mary Claire Wahl, the youngest
daughter of John and Julia Foster,
advised that Julia died on March 19,
2007. She was married to Colonel John
Gibbons Foster, former 8th Photo
Squadron Commander (1943), who
died when his boat was caught in a
thunderstorm in the late 1970s. (John
also served in Korea and at Shaw.)
Julia was 86 years old, traveled exten-
sively, wrote for periodicals and

enjoyed her retirement.
—=Cecil Rigshy
rigshy@austin.rr.com

Steven Russell Wilkerson

Lt. Col. Steven Russell Wilkerson,
90, retired fighter pilot with the U.S.
Air Force, passed away on March 2,
2007 at his residence in Mayhew, Miss.

Col. Wilkerson was born in Mem-
phis on March 3, 1916. While he was
attending the University of Mississip-
pi, he was captain of the Ole Miss Box-
ing Team and won several titles
including the NCAA National Welter-
weight Boxing Championship at Madi-
son Square Garden in 1939. The New
York Times voted him the Outstanding
Amateur Boxer in the U.S.

Col. Wilkerson enlisted in the U.S.
Army Aviation Cadet Program in 1940.

During WWII he formed and com- kp
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pp Mmanded the 4th Fighter Squadron.

While flying P-51 Mustangs, he was
credited with three Kkills.

He commanded an RB-66 squadron
that won the prestigious NATO recon-
naissance competition “Royal Flush.”

Col. Wilkerson was preceded in
death by his wife, Patsy Tindall Wilk-
erson and a son, Steven Russell Wilk-
erson, Jr. Among his survivors are two
daughters and two sons.

When this notice went out on the email
circuit, several persons questioned whether
an RB-66 squadron ever competed in Royal
Flush. See what I learned, next issue. —BG

Charles William Head 111

Bill Head, my husband of 30 years,
passed away from cancer on April 22,
2007. He fought the disease with the
same tenacity with which he
approached any problem. He treas-
ured his friends. He was buried at the
United States Air Force Academy.

Bill was a graduate of the Air Force
Academy and served in the Vietnam
War. He served many roles from Girl
Scout dad, eucharistic minister and
religious educator to swim team offici-
ator. In addition to myself, he is sur-
vived by three daughters, his mother
and three sisters.

—Doris Head

1207 Lansdowne Ct.
Southlake, TX 76092
headbi@flash.net

Peggy Lindsey

Peggy B. Lindsey, widow of Col. Mar-
vin N. Lindsey, died on March 3, 2007 at
NHC Healthcare in West Columbia. She
was 76. Marvin Lindsey was an RF-101
pilot who was lost in North Vietham on
29 Jun 1965. He previously flew F-86s in
the 336 FIS in Japan.

Survivors include a brother, Frank
McEachern; daughter, Cathy Zaniews-
ki; son, Rick Lindsey and several
grandchildren. She was preceded in
death by a son, Michael Lindsey and a
sister, Naomi Jane McEachern.

Her son, Rick Lindsey, lives at 116
Summerpath Ct, West Columbia, SC
29169.

Ralph J. Kral
Lt. Col. Ralph J. Kral, 73, of Reno,
Nev. passed away March 6, 2007.

Ralph was a pilot in the U. S. Air Force
for 27 years enjoying a career that
allowed him to fulfill his love of flying
that included the RF-101. Ralph is sur-
vived by son Scott M. Kral , daughter
Robin K. Duke and two grandchildren.
Ralph’s unexpected demise was
caused by an aggressive strain of
influenza, which had affected other
close associates, including his son.
Ralph’s wife, Bev, passed away July 15,
2004, after a long battle with cancer.
Both were cremated and will be
interred at the Tahoma National Ceme-
tery in Kent, Wash.
Friends may send messages to
Scott’s email: scottkrall@awol.com.
—Marvin Reed
vramyordeer@webtv.net

Pamela White

My second wife, Pamela. died Feb.
17, 2007. In the Recce world, only Col.
Jon Pensil knew her, but she will be
remembered throughout SE Michigan
for her bronze sculptures in both public
displays and private collections. Any-
one interested can use Google to look
for Pamela Stump, her business name,
or Pamela Walsh, and will be taken to
Cranbrook Schools (Michigan) where
she started their sculpture studio and
taught for 21 years. She will be missed

by many students and friends.
—Richard T. White
Icolrtw@gatecom.com

Brig. Gen John W. Wood

John W. Wood, died on June 1, 2007.
He was buried on Jun 4 in Birming-
ham, Alabama. John (Woody) was on
active duty in the Air Force for about
10 years flying the RF-84 and RF-101, |
believe in Europe and at Shaw. He then
joined the Alabama ANG and flew the
RF-84 and RF-4 here at Birmingham. |
met John in 1977 when | came to Birm-
ingham as the Air Force Advisor to the
Air Guard. Although we had the same

name we were not related.
—Dick Wood
jollygreen@charter.net

Stephen J. Bangs
Steve Bangs, 64, died May 17, 2007
following a shortillness. Steve was born
in Washington, D.C. on Oct. 15, 1942.
He was commissioned as a 2nd Lt.

in the USAF 1n
1964. His military
career included
pilot training in
Selma, Ala., train-
ing in the F-102 in
Sherman, Texas,
F-101B training in
Panama City, Fla.
and RF-4C train-
ing in Mountain Home, Idaho. He had
assighments in Michigan, Okinawa,
Vietnam, Korea, South Carolina, Alaba-
ma and Germany, ending with retire-
ment from Bergstrom AFB in 1984.
Among his survivors are his wife of
43 vyears, Priscilla, and a son, Troy.
Priscilla lives at 801 Vanguard,
Lakeway, TX 78734; 512-261-0038;
sbangs@austin.rr.com.

Steve Bangs
Photo, Pris Bangs

Doris Thomson
Mike Thomsom’s wife, Doris,
passed away June, 19 2007. She had
been suffering from cancer.
Mike can be reached at 1508 Vanilla
Bean Dr., Pflugerville, TX 78660.
—Roger McLain
rdmclain@austin.rr.com

Sid Crews

Retired Air Force
Col. Sidney W. Crews,
age 84, beloved hus- |
band of 63 years to T2h
Anne Pafford Crews, ezt B
died on Monday, July Kq.:y’j
16, 2007. He was born | = g I
in Spartanburg, S.C. /&
In addition to his wife, Sid Crews

he is survived by three
sons and several grandchildren.

Col. Crews began his 31 years of
service when he enlisted in the S.C.
National Guard while a freshman at
Wofford College in 1939. He received
his commission in 1943 through the
aviation cadet program. Col. Crews
completed 56 WW Il combat missions
flying B-24s in the South Pacific. He
flew 111 combat missions in RF-4C
Phantoms in Southeast Asia during the
Vietnam conflict. He also served in the
Panama Canal Zone, Alaska, Norway
and Germany.

Cards can be sent to Anne Crews at
Covenant Place, 2825 Carter Road,
Sumter, SC 29150. — % -

Photo, Sumter Daily Item

The Recce Reader, Summer 2007

5



The First Voodoo Combat
Losses 1N Southeast Asla

By Gene Morris

The purpose of this article is to document
the first and second RF-101 losses in
Southeast Asia. Both pilots were good
friends of mine and | do not want their
near escapes from death to be forgotten.

he first RF-101 combat loss is an

I unusual story because it never
officially  “happened.” On
August 14, 1962 Tom O’Meara of the
15th Tactical Reconnaissance Squadron
landed a badly damaged Voodoo at
Don Muang Airport, Bangkok, Thai-
land after completing a photography
mission to the Plaines des Jars (PDJ)
area of Laos. While in the PDJ area,
Tom was hit by either 37 or 57 MM
(AAA) doing a great amount of dam-
age to his aircraft. A large panel for-
ward of the left engine intake was
completely blown off the side of the
airplane, his radios were destroyed,
one hydraulic system was inoperative,
and he had no operative fuel gauges.
Tom, obviously knowing that he had
been hit but not having a good idea of
the extent of damage since he was fly-
ing a single ship sortie (makes you
wonder doesn’t it), had to fly hun-
dreds of miles from the PDJ all the way
back to Bangkok, our operating loca-
tion at the time. When he prepared to
land, he had no indication whether the
landing gear was up or down and,
unknown to Tom, the nose gear
remained in the up position when he
landed. The aircraft skidded down and
off the runway on the two main gears
and eventually the fuselage broke in
half. The aircraft ended up very badly
damaged and would have normally
been fit only for salvage and written
off by the Air Force as a loss. But due to
the political situation in Laos, the loss
was hidden by the Air Force and the
parts of the damaged aircraft were
crated up and flown back to the States
in a C-124. In short, the accident
“never happened.” Rumor has it that
an airplane was completely rebuilt
with the same tail number so the loss

was forever covered up. | arrived at
the 15th about the time this happened
and never heard a word about it, not
from Tom, not from anybody. But as
luck would have it, the Pathet Lao
recovered the large panel with the Air
Force star on it and photographs of this
were published in many newspapers
with the caption “F-101 shot down in
Laos.” Of course the US Government
denied that an F-101 had been lost in
Laos and technically | guess they were
right. Luckily Tom was not hurt and
went on to fly many more missions.
But Tom never made it into the history
books for accomplishing a wonderful
feat of airmanship simply because of
politics.

he next RF-101 combat loss (the

I first official combat loss)

occurred over two years later on

November 21, 1964 when Burt Waltz of

the 15th was shot down at Mu Gia

Pass, Laos. But first a bit of back-
ground for perspective.

Both Tom and Burt were involved in
a classified project code named Able
Mable which followed some earlier
classified projects such as Field Goal
and Pipe Stem that | am aware of but
have no personal experience. Able
Mable consisted at first of four, then six
RF-101 aircraft deployed to Southeast
Asia in the early 1960s, first to
Bangkok then to Saigon.

The commitment was shared by two
Voodoo  tactical reconnaissance
squadrons, the 15th based at Kadena
Air Base, Okinawa and the 45th based
at Misawa Air Base, Japan with each
squadron deploying for six month
periods, then rotating with the other
squadron. In 1964 the 15th was sched-
uled to replace the 45th at Ton Son
Nhut Airport on May 1, 1964.

Squadron Commander Major Alex
Butterfield and I, as squadron mobility
officer, arrived at Ton Son Nhut with
our first two aircraft in late April in
order to prepare for the turnover.
Major Butterfield and | flew with the
45th while waiting for the turnover date

and it was
immediately
obvious to me
that the war
had dramati-
cally changed

in South Viet-

nam since  Gene Morris, Voodoo
leaving Saigon  pilot, 1963.

Six months

earlier.

In 1963 the country was relatively
quiet and, while flying, very little hos-
tile activity could be detected on the
ground. I can’t remember ever seeing
signs of Viet Cong activity on the
ground during our six month stay in
1963. But in 1964 | saw signs of ground
combat everywhere.

On my first sortie | saw major paved
roads with deep ditches cut across the
roads and bridges destroyed literally
on the outskirts of Saigon. | vividly
remember a conversation that |1 had
with my Flight Commander, George
Hall, when he arrived on April 1st
with the four additional aircraft.

That evening George and | were sit-
ting on the patio and he asked me how
the missions were going. | said,
“George, the South Vietnamese are
getting their asses kicked and this light
at the end of the tunnel stuff we’ve
been hearing from Westmoreland is
pure bullshit.” George, being my boss,
almost fell out of his chair, but my
statement was absolutely accurate.

We quickly learned the North Viet-
namese were infiltrating regular army
units as well as material from North
Vietnam south through Laos and Cam-
bodia, then east into South Vietnam
and were fighting in battalion strength
all over South Vietnam. This infiltra-
tion route became known as the Ho
Chi Minn Trail and we were soon fly-
ing missions into Laos.

The Laos missions were code
named Yankee Team and we flew the
first one on May 19, 1964. And for the
first time we started seeing AAA guns,
tanks and trucks.

The first time we had an aircraft hit pp
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pp was in June of 1964. At the time we

were trying to pinpoint and photo-
graph the Ho Chi Minh Trail and were
flying mostly from the Laos/North
Vietnam border at Mu Gia Pass south
along the Laos/South Vietham border
to the Cambodian border. Tchepone,
Laos was a major terminus on the Ho
Chi Minh Trail and was well known to
all of us having flown over it many
times. We knew it was in an area con-
trolled by the North Vietnamese and
contained several AAA sites. But we
never saw AAA being shot from the
town, at least that | can remember.

One day Billy Boyd returned from a
Yankee Team sortie absolutely con-
vinced that he had seen machine gun
tracers fired at him from Tchepone. We
joked around with him not believing
his story, since none of us had ever
seen hostile fire at Tchepone. We sort of
yawned at Billy’s story and returned to
passing the time of the day.

About that time M/Sgt Caron, our
Line Chief, came walking up and told
us to come out and look at Billy’s air-
plane. We went to the airplane and
found that Billy’s Voodoo actually had
been hit. He had taken one 12.7 MM
round in the top of the wing and the
round was so spent that it barely made
adentand was being held in by a small
piece of torn aluminum from the wing.

We soon started flying deeper into
the Laos/South Vietnam border areas
and stirred up a hornet’s nest. AAA
fire became common and we started
picking up more serious damage to the
airplanes. An important consideration
for us at that time was there was no
rescue capability to come to our aid if
we were shot down in Laos except for
Air America, a CIA owned airline, a
very secret organization that had sev-
eral helicopters based in Laos.

Added to this was that we were
mostly flying single aircraft missions in
Laos because we did not have enough
airplanes to fly in pairs. This was
because we were restricted to having no
more than six aircraft in Southeast Asia
by the US Embassy in Saigon and Laos.
Consequently, had we been shot down
while flying alone, chances were that
nobody would know it happened much
less where we were. As one can imag-
ine, we became very good friends with

the Air America helicopter pilots since
they were our only means of rescue.

The Air Force, recognizing our
shortage of aircraft and rescue prob-
lem, deployed a squadron of F-100s to
Takhli, Thailand to serve as escorts
from that time on. But the F-100 escorts
were more trouble than they were
worth because they could not keep up
with us at our cruise speed and did not
have sufficient time on station for us to
do our job.

After much complaining by us, the
F-100s were replaced by F-105s
brought in from Yokota Air Base, Japan
to Korat, Thailand. The Thuds worked
out much better because they had the
speed to keep up with us and had
more station time, but they still limited
how much we could accomplish. The
escort concept was short lived, howev-
er, because we were so busy that we
soon received permission to deploy an
additional six aircraft to Ton Son Nhut
making a total of twelve Voodoos.
Simultaneously there was a huge
influx of additional aircraft and thou-
sands of people into South Vietnam
and Thailand. The Air Force deployed
actual rescue helicopters to Nakhom
Phanom, Thailand.

As stated, Burt Waltz was piloting
the first (officially) shot down Voodoo
in Southeast Asia. At the time he was
flying a typical Laos mission attempt-
ing to photograph portions of the Ho
Chi Minh Trail. His shoot down
occurred on November 21, 1964 and
his personal narrative of the shoot
down follows:

y  assigned

mission was
a route reconnais-
sance sortie in Laos
along part of the
Ho Chi Minh Trail
from Attopeu in
the south of the
panhandle to Mu
Gia Pass on the
Laos/North Viet-
nam border. | was
assigned two 80th
TFS F-105 escorts
stationed TDY at
Korat from Yokota
Air Base, Japan.

We rendezvoused at a KC-135 refuel-
ing tanker 100 miles northwest of
Danang, South Vietham. Capt. Ken
Thomas was my airborne spare and
would have led the flight had I abort-
ed. Capt. Charles McClarren was fly-
ing the lead F-105 and Capt. Neil
Jones was his wingman.

That morning, as | climbed up the
aircraft ladder at Tan Son Nhut getting
ready to depart, Capt. George Hall
drove out to the aircraft and gave me
an additional important target along
my route that had just been assigned to
us. The North Vietnamese had shot
down an F-100 a few days before and
the new target was the AAA site. We
wanted to see if the site was still occu-
pied by the AAA guns.

As we proceeded on the mission,
there were broken clouds with bases at
about 2000 to 3000 feet above the
ground until we got to the Mu Gia Pass
area. In this area there were broken
clouds at around 800 feet above
ground level in the valley and around
the mountains and karst.

We started at the south end of my
route near Attopeu and worked our
way north through Saravane, Tchep-
one, Mahaxay and entered Mu Gia
Pass. All went well and we saw no
ground fire. After exiting Mu Gia Pass,
I climbed up to about 5000 ft. and told
Chuck and Neal that | had one more
target, aAAA site that was just south of
Mu Gia Pass. Thissite was well known
to all the squadron pilots and easy to
see since it was near an old grass
airstrip at the mouth of the pass and

Con’tonp. 8
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The AAA site that was Burt’s target. Photo taken the next day by
Tom Malone. Note the smoke (lower left) from gun firing at Tom.
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The first Voodoo combat losses in Southeast Asia— Con’t from p. 7

had gun pits connected by trenches.
However, so far as we knew; there had  15th pilots did carry a one hundred foot

not been AAA guns at this site
since we started flying into Laos.

Due to weather, | had to make a
wide swing to the north, then turn
to the southeast. | descended
through a hole in the clouds head-
ing west toward the target. As
soon as | was under the clouds at
800 feet above ground, | saw the
target dead ahead. My speed at
the time was 500 knots due to the
possibility of AAA. Just as | lined
up on the target, | saw “golf balls”
coming up at me from my two
o’clock position. Before | could
react even to move the stick, | felt
six solid hits in the wing and belly
area, every warning light in the
cockpit illuminated, both engines
stopped and the cockpit filled
with dense smoke. | only had time
to raise the nose up before the
stick froze and | had to eject.
Chuck later told me that my right
wing fell off just as | ejected from
the aircraft.

I remember beginning the ejec-
tion sequence and my parachute
opening but do not remember the
ejection nor me separating from
the seat. And | remember thinking
that | was descending faster than
normal and was going to hit
broadside on one of the many
karsts in the area. | saw a huge
fireball on the ground when the
aircraft hit and started burning.
The next thing | remember is
hanging in my parachute harness
below the parachute canopy,
which had caught in some very
high jungle trees. | remember
thinking that | may have broken
my nose sometime during the
ejection because there was a lot of
blood on the sleeve of my flight
suit, but | felt fortunate that | was
not more seriously injured. How-
ever | did have a big problem
because | wasa long way from the
ground and this was long before
the Air Force devised a system
called a personal lowering device,
carried on the parachute harness
that allowed aircrews to safely
lower themselves to the ground

from the high jungle trees. However, all

- = :
In the two photos above, Burt in chopper after
rescue by Air America.

M ey

Thai Mercenaries are “mean, tough oriental-looking.”

]

length of rope attached to our para-
chute harness just for this purpose.

I remember the rope just
touched the ground so | started to
let myself down by putting my
weight on the rope. Then a limb
broke, or the parachute canopy
slipped through the trees, and |
fell all the way to the ground. |
remember laying on the ground
in intense pain and drifting in and
out of consciousness. After trying
to move, | realized that my entire
left side, including my left arm
and leg, was badly hurt and |
could not move around much at
all. But | did manage to fire off a
signal flare by holding the flare in
my right hand and pulling the
activating ring with my teeth.
Chuck and Neal were overhead
circling the crash site and saw the
orange signal smoke from the
flare seeping up through the trees.
A Dbit later Chuck directed an Air
America rescue helicopter to me
after he and Neal expended their
ordnance on the AAA site.

I remember hearing the
“whoop, whoop, whoop” sound
of the rotor blades as the helicop-
ter passed over my location but
could not see it due to the heavy
jungle canopy. | figured that I just
might have a chance of rescue. It
seemed like an eternity, but in
about fifteen minutes a mean,
tough  oriental-looking  guy
showed up. | didn’t know who he
was but, | realized that putting up
afightwas not an option because |
could not move. So | didn’t even
attempt to take my .357 revolver
out of its holster.

Then | noticed two more people
trailing behind the oriental-looking
guy. The first was another oriental
and the second was an Air Force
Major dressed in a flight suit. Later,
I learned the two oriental-looking
guys were Thai Paras who were
CIA mercenaries and the toughest
soldiers fighting in Laos. The Air
Force Major was Bob Schmiden-
back, a T-28 Air Commando pilot
from Udorn, Thailand.

The two Paras tried to pick me

up but immediately realized that | kk
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Bk was very badly injured. One Para

returned to the helicopter to get a blan-
ket in order to make a stretcher to carry
me to the helicopter which had landed
in a small clearing about a quarter or
half mile away. The helicopter was
flown by Air America pilot Ed Reid
who later became a very good friend of
the squadron when we moved to
Udorn in April 1965.

Ed flew me to Nakhom Phanom,
Thailand which was in the process of
being activated as a USAF rescue base.
There, | was given a shot of morphine
to ease the pain and flown in a SA-16
rescue aircraft to the nearest Air Force
hospital at Korat, Thailand.

I don’t remember much of the next 7
days since | was in and out of con-
sciousness because of my injuries. | did
find out from the doctor that when |
fell to the ground, | landed on my left
side and broke my left arm, left leg and
some ribs on the left side. He also told
me that my back was injured. This
injury must have healed itself during
the following four months when | was
confined to a bed and in traction
because my back never did bother me.
I think that | also had a slight concus-
sion because | found later that | could
not remember some minor events that
happened before | was shot down.

Chuck and other 80th TFS pilots vis-
ited me often and brought me whatever
I needed. | remember the small hospital
had no medication to help thin my
blood so my doctor was giving me “Old
Methuselah” which was Air Force mis-
sion whisky. It tasted terrible so the 80th
guys brought me a fifth of Crown Royal
to replace the mission whiskey.

My doctor and the hospital staff
were excellent; they literally saved my
life during the first few critical days.
But I needed much more advanced care
than was available at Korat so General
A. P. Clark, our Air Division Comman-
der at my home base of Kadena, sent a
C-130 from Okinawa to Korat to trans-
port me to the Camp Kue Army Hospi-
tal on Okinawa. | was the only passen-
ger on the C-130 to Okinawa and was in
a bed with myrightarm and right leg in
traction. | was going home!

The entire time | was at Camp Kue |
was flat on my back in bed and in trac-
tion with pins sticking through my

elbow and my shin bone that were
connected to the traction wires. | was
not a pretty sight, but even so, | had
lots of visitors, including all my 15th
squadron mates.

I remember that on New Year’s
Eve,1964 | had a steady stream of
squadron mates, all who brought me
miniature bottles of whiskey. As the
evening progressed, my roommate, Lt.
Pete Peterson, a Marine officer with a
broken jaw, and | got steadily “happi-
er.” To make a long story short, we got
drunk, and we got caught — | had
thrown the empty bottles in the trash
can where they were discovered by a
nurse at 5:00 am. and soon all hell
broke loose.

The hospital commander was going
to court marshal me but could not
prove that | had ever been briefed on,
or signed a copy of the hospital rules
which banned all alcoholic beverages.
This was because | had entered the
hospital through the back door in bed
and in traction after being transported
from the airfield to the hospital on a
“lowboy” 18-wheel trailer because my
bed and | would not fit into an ambu-
lance. Because of my unusual arrival,
the hospital authorities forgot to have
me sign a copy of the rules. So |
escaped the wrath of the hospital com-
mander on a technicality but had to
promise him that | would never drink
alcohol in his hospital again. Just to
make certain, the hospital commander
called my wing commander who
called my squadron commander and
word was passed to the pilots that the
next person who brought any kind of
booze to Burt would be in a huge
amount of trouble.

Even though | got in a bit of trouble
at the hospital, 1 will be forever grate-
ful for the excellent care that | received
there. My right arm and leg healed
properly as did my other injuries. |
spent four months at Camp Kue Hos-
pital and then was put in a full body
cast and air evacuated to Fitzsimmons
Army Hospital, Denver, Colo., where |
spent an additional five months slowly
recovering from my injuries. | walked
after two months, then had three
months of physical therapy.

I was finally released in August 1965
and assigned to Mountain Home Air

Force Base, Idaho, where | continued
my therapy and did a great deal of
walking getting ready to try and pass a
flight physical. After passing a local
flight physical, I had to go to Head-
quarters, Tactical Air Command to be
examined by the Command Flight Sur-
geon before being retumed to flight sta-
tus. My task was to convince the Com-
mand Flight Surgeon that | could do
everything that any other pilot could
do. I was placed back on flying status
on 22 November 1965, exactly one year
and one day after my shoot down and
went on to fly the RF-4 for many more
years before retiring. —Burt Waltz

My research indicated that 44
Voodoos were lost in Southeast Asia
during the war. To put this in perspec-
tive, there were never more than two
RF-101 squadrons assigned to South-
east Asia with 18 aircraft authorized
for each squadron, a total of 36 aircraft.
However, | have my doubts that the
two squadrons ever had the total num-
ber authorized. In any case, by the time
the last Voodoo left Southeast Asia in
1970, we lost as many aircraft as the
total number authorized for the whole
theater of operations.

Personal notes:

< | want to thank my good friend
Burt Waltz. He provided me with a
great deal of help with the facts on
Tom’s incident and his own shoot
down. And thanks to Jerry Miller and
Bob Gould for checking my facts on
Tom’s incident since | had no first
hand knowledge.

= The North Vietnamese were well
aware that Mu Gia Pass was critical to
supplying their forces in South Viet-
nam. Consequently, the pass was
always protected by a huge number of
AAA guns and an unbelievable num-
ber of US aircraft were shot down
there. More than 45 aircraft were shot
down from 1964 to 1974. An HH-53
rescue helicopter was even shot down
in the pass by a Mig 21.

<« Neal Jones, the F-105 pilot that
flew escort when Burt was shot down,
was shot down himself in 1966 on the
first POL strike near Hanoi. Neal spent
the next several years as a POW and
returned when they were released.

F
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Voodoo Pilots Reunion 2007

An epilogue from Harry
y sincere appreciation to all who expended the effort
to attend. And sadly to those who tried and had to
cancel. My main regret is that | could not be a participant
and talk to and with all. My second regret is that | did not
meet everyone’s expectations; | would be foolish to believe
I could.

Trying to create an Officer’s Club atmosphere required
innovation and severe restrictions on alcohol handling
imposed by Virginia law also required innovation. Did the
innovations work? From my feedback, they did and in more
way's than you would suspect. Because of the openness of the

hospitality area, on Thursday a person who happened to
view us, our banner and signs, the single barrel project and
Nigel’s book signing, decided to buy the bar. That person
remains anonymous. Neither my close friends, Susan Ander-
son (event manger and Air Force brat) nor Pamela Crockett
(sales manager) will reveal that person’s name. | have sent
through Susan a copy of Nigel’s book and our sincere appre-
ciation for honoring us so. The bar bill was considerable.
Those who will return to the “We always done it that
way” might reconsider the four wall isolation and accom-
panying grunt work. —Harry Runge

A typical thank-you note to Harry

Kudos and thank you for all your good work and efforts
in putting on Voodoo Reunion ‘07. The hotel was fabu-

lous, the food was superb and the overall event was, from a

participants point of view, without problems and seemed to

go smooth as silk. You did a great job and | extend my per-

sonal thanks and appreciation.

I am aware, of course, of the work involved and the prob-
lems that plague the sponsor of events such as these and |
therefore applaud your fine actions that kept those glitches
from the view of the attending population. | especially
thought the way the hospitality room drinks were handled
(using the drink chits stacked on the bar) was a very effec-
tive way to provide an open bar (a hospitality room
requirement) in a restricted environment such as Virginia. |
saw that set up as a way to eliminate the need for someone
in the room all the time to make sure there was ice, mix and
beverages, and as a way to eliminate clean up problems and

eliminate all of that leftover beer, wine, booze and every-
thing else in the room. I’'m doing a reunion for my Pilot
Training class here in Franklin, Tenn. in ‘08 and | am going
to explore that method here.
| especially want to thank you for the support you pro-
vided for the Jack Daniel’s Single Barrel Voodoo Commem-
orative Whiskey project. Not only did you purchase a case
of six bottles, but during the convention you provided us
with a place from which bottles could be distributed and the
business of finishing out the project could be conducted, but
you also provided your personal assistance when either
myself or Ken Glass were not able to be at our assigned sta-
tion. I know you were pretty well worn out at the end, but
I also know that the warm feeling of successful accomplish-
ment will soon arrive, sweeping the stress and anxieties
away as you say to yourself - “It was good.” And so it was!
Thanks again for a really great Vbodoo Reunion.
—Ben “Benjo” Welch

Here is a photo scrapbook of some of the people who attended

Tac Recce Photos by Bob Gould

=

Henry Scherer and Paul Hodges

Becky Trask (Clyde East’s daughter), Clyde East, Scotty Schoolfield,

Jimmy Wylie to Ray Tiffault: “Well done! You got me
again with that old pull my finger routine.”

10
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Jack Buchanan (right) with son Bill George Swagel, Denise Nash and Harriet Hill

Roger Brockhoff started this and here he is behaving him -
self, (can you believe it!) with wife Fran and Marj Gould.

=" =l

h.'_

Carlos: “Fighter pilots only drink beer.” Bob: “That is not entirely
true.” Carlos Higgins, Bob & Peg Caudry and Marj Gould.

—_—
Terry
Doughty and
Marv Reed

e

=, ‘K&: l'

Looks like Jimmy Wylie is having the most fun of all
with wife Mandy and Fran.

Harriet Scherer and Joan Hodges
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Voodoo Pilots Reunion — Con’t from p. 11

Props in sync

Marilyn Newman and Jane Reese

Buddies!
Al Magazzine and Carlos Higgins

The visit to the Udvar-Hazy Air & Space Museum
presented many interesting photo ops.

Challengers meet again

Margreet & Nigel Walpole are accosted by Dick Reese (center).
Not only is Nigel a gifted writer; he’s also full of good cheer.

Wally & Vickie Keehr

Dan Doughty
and Sam Clark

——
—_—

Dolores & Roger
McLain are
telling George
Swagel they
aren’t accepting
anything he’s
serving with
those gloves on.



The Jack Daniels project crew — Ben “Benjo”
Welch, Joe “Smelly Dave” Williams and Fred
“Moose” Muesegaes — are happy that they have
nothing left to sell.

Carolyn & Jerry Rogers

Marie leads the singing as Doyle Williams, Bill Van Dine and Michael

De Armond try to follow along.

Standing tall, Voodoo pilots of the 17th TRS, Upper Heyford

people were Marge
caught by Murphy
surprise

going up

the stairs

for dinner.

Several Jim & T

—_—

Bob Pomeroy,
~—— Marian Lang,
Dick & Nigel Walpole
Toni and Dottie &
Newbury  Bill Van Dine

Above L-R —
Ready for take -
off: Jimmy
Wylie, Roger
Brockhoff, Bob
Gage, Ray
Tiffault, Roger
McLain, Bob
Gould and
Carlos Higgins.
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Recollections of the 6021st
Reconnaissance Squadron (Composite)

By Raymond “Ray” Ramsey
Photos by Bob Gould

This is Part Il of Ray’s article. Part | was
published in the Spring 2007 issue of The
Recce Reader.

wan. During that stay “Lump” La

Marsh and Dick Green were killed
in a two ship loss on takeoff from Chi-
tose. They had completed a mission
and were taking the film to Yokota.

They launched into the teeth of a
raging middle-of-the night thunder-
storm and flew into the ground. Some
things we did with lots of smarts and
some were just not worth the risk. |
recall my duty at The Directorate of
Aerospace Safety and the damning
actions we would have taken to deci-
sion makers for committing those sor-
ties had this occurred in the late ‘60s
time frame. To my knowledge, this
was the last RF-86 commitment.

I would be remiss if | didn’t mention
a couple of names who were prominent
in providing wisdom and leadership to
this squadron. Lt. Col. Kaufman, our
C.O., was a mountain of calm and
reserve. He flew night missions in the
RB-45 and was always on the job at nor-
mal hours on the same day. Our first
sergeant was M/Sgt J. 0. Jenkins, a
formable black man of magnificent

I n July 1956, | was sent TDY to Tai-

Lt. Col. Leonard Kaufmann, with his
ebullient wife, Marge, at their sayonara
party. 6021st Recon Sq., 1956.

stature and intelligence. In a rare coinci-
dence, his son-in-law was my first ser-
geant in Iran. We discovered this on a
flight in a C-12 enroute to several of our
down country sites. He was describing
his family, which included his father-in-
law, a chief master sergeant with a long
history of assignments at Lackland
AFB, a joy of playing big time poker,
driving big green Cadillacs and sport-
ing large diamond rings. | immediately
interrupted him and identified Sgt
Jenkins. He was astounded.

Our operations officer was Major
James Brownlow. His Form 5 was rid-
dled with XP this, XB that and a sprin-
kle of Y designations. He flew the RB-
45, again at night, and was on the job
that morning at roll call. He was calm
and unflappable.

On a T-33 mission one morning, |
lost the top half of a tip-tank fuel cap. |
could clearly see the bottom half of the
cap and attempted to confirm this
observation with a not too bright nav
riding in the back seat. | don’t think he
could identify the tip tank, let alone
the bottom half of a fuel cap. (He later
left the USAF under less than honor-
able conditions.) The bottom half of
the cap soon disappeared, probably
falling into the tank and | was forced to
abort and drop that full tank.

The next day Major Brownlow
called me into his office where | fully

Marilyn & Bill Dault and Jim
Harrington, 6091st Recon Flt., 1954.

expected a lecture on proper preflight
and how to secure tip tank fuel caps.
To my surprise, he had a new fuel cap
in his hands which he held at the angle
of an installed cap and applied a very
slight squeezing pressure to the two
cap assemblies. The connecting pin
promptly fell out. He had interviewed
the crew chief and learned that the cap
had been replaced on postflight the
night before my flight. We later identi-
fied over twenty caps in base supply
that had faulty “staking” on the pins.
Lieutenants need that kind of protec-
tion all the time.

Two other individuals, Majors
Meikle and Harrington, both naviga-
tors, were the focal point of mission
planning. The precision of their plan-

Clockwise from lower, left: Joanie & Don Carter, Don Carman, Ed Lutz, Mary Jane
Meikle, Dotty Lutz, Mrs & Lester Rose, Dolphus Blodgett and Pat Thornber. 1954.
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ning efforts was a contributor on every
effort we put forth. Plus they were all
round good guys. Major Meikle’s wife,
Mary Jane, was a WASP pilot during
WW 1. She had over 600 hours of P-51
time and on several occasions inter-
rupted bar stories to tell some braggart
what a P-51 would or would not do
vice the story he was telling. That was
good entertainment.

After all this patriotism you might
well ask, did | ever get into trouble?
The obvious answer is: yes. The
commander and his wife invited all
the officers to a party at their house on
a Friday night. I’'m sure that several of

us warmed up a bit at beer call before
the appointed hour of arrival.

It was widely broadcast that a pre-
requisite of attending a party with
Mrs. Kaufman as hostess, required that
everyone stayed until the sun came up
as viewed through her eastern win-
dow. This was perfectly acceptable
except for the fact that the Colonel had
scheduled an open ranks inspection
for eight o’clock Saturday morning.

We had less thantwo hours to change
into uniforms and form up in front of
the operations building on theflightline.
We made it. At the conclusion of the
inspection. Col. Kaufman remarked that

we looked pretty good for “a bunch of
drunks.” He then proceeded to the
enlisted ranks to inspect them.

When Lowell Moomaw was trans-
ferred to Yokota, he had illegally
imported a little King Midget automo-
bile in a box labeled household goods.
This little two place car was powered
by a Cushman engine and transmis-
sion and was a convertible.

From some quarter it was decided
that it would be funny as hell if we
took the car and “trooped the line”
after he was finished with the inspec-
tion. I’'m wearing a leather flight jacket

Con’ton p. 18

Nighttime fun over
the Sea of Japan

By Bob Gould

Following the arrival of the diverse
crewmembers to the 6091st Recon
Flight in October of 1953, there was
an extensive period of ground school
and transition flying to create four
combat-ready RB-45 crews. At this
point, we weren’t privy to our mis-
sion, but we had some valid guesses.
Two of these aircraft were equipped
with 100-in. focal-length cameras so
we were able to take some great pic-
tures of Mt. Fuiji.

There were other questions. Why
were two of the planes in their natu-
ral unpainted silver color and two
painted black with small aircraft
insignia and smaller than normal US
AirForce lettering? It didn’t take
“Chick” Thornber long to learn that
the big cameras were in the silver
planes. Ah ha, these are the day birds.
Black birds fly at night.

It didn’t take long to confirm that
last statement. e were soon flying
night missions, wearing poopy suits
and recovering at Yokota near dawn.
We always had a fifth crewmember
on these flights. He was an enlisted
member of the Security Service who
carried his own radio gear and sat in
the aisle next to the navigator. None
of these SS operators told us what
they did, but skillful observations by
the navigators broke the secret.

Typically, the flight plan had us head
to a point 100 miles or so, northeast or
southwest of Vladivostok, USSR. Aswe
approached the three-mile national bor-
der we would reverse course and head
for a point abeam Vladivostok. We’d set
up an orbit about 25 to 30 miles off
shore and stay there for two or three
hours. Typically, these were long boring
missions staring off in the darkness and
looking at the lights of “Vlady.”

But one night in 1954 was different.
The date and hour is long gone from
my memory, but the other details are
clear. At some point during our orbits,
the SS crew member, said to Lt. Col.
Kaufmann. “Sir, | suggest we leave.”
Col. Kaufmann, being dedicated and
efficient, said, “We’ll finish this orbit
and then we’ll be on our way home”

It wasn’t long, few seconds perhaps,
that we noted a light moving across
the sky followed by a burst of light or
explosion. Our first thought was that it
was a shooting star, but what we saw
went beneath our airplane. We
thought that was strange. Suddenly,
there was loud roar overhead and we
saw the glowing tailpipe of a fighter jet
arcing away from us. He had missed
hitting us by just a few feet. Nowy, it all
added up. The shooting star was prob-
ably a rocket fired at us by the fighter
that passed overhead. | doubt that he
ever saw us visually as we were flying
a black airplane on a black night with
no lights. Needless to say, we headed
back to Yokota on the double at our
max speed of Mach .86.

The next morning | was awakened

at an early hour and told to report to
Ops in a Class Auniform. FEAF head-
quarters had read our mission report
and wanted us in their office in Tokyo
as soon as possible. So off we went in
the group commander’s staff car.

I don’t remember who was in the
meeting besides our crew (minus the
S.S. sergeant) except for Col. Ed Tay-
lor. (I had worked for him in Korea)
and a couple of generals and numer-
ous colonels. There were many ques-
tions and a general disbelief of our
assumptions and some of the staff
were genuinely hostile. They didn’t
believe that the USSR had any radar-
equipped night fighters in the Far
East. Eventually, the Security Service
sergeant was escorted into the room
by another colonel. He was asked if
the story we had told was true. He
said it was and he had the recorded
radio transmissions between the
Russians and could prove it.

It's amazing how fast you can be
transformed from idiots to heroes.
That was the first verbal confirma-
tion we had heard of what the SS
people were doing while riding in
the aisle of the RB-45.

We were congratulated for not
having been shot down, but there
weren’t any medals awarded. We
were released for return to Yokota. We
continued to fly the same missions
and there were no further incidents of
that type that I am aware of.

Most of the crew was allowed a
relaxing week’s leave at a hotel of
their choice, sans children.
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Everything else is like walking!
Combat photography from a F-5

The following is David Douglas Duncan’s

text accompanying the picture of Ed Taylor

in the cockpit of the F-5 (P-38) and Dun -
can in the wing tank. From his book

Yankee Nomad.

By David Douglas Duncan

Marine Corp Combat Photographer
Yontan Airfield, Okinawa

16 June 1945

t last, all of my work and hopes
Aand past experience in the

Marine Corps are paying off.
I’ve been receiving complete coopera-
tion from the very top on every pro-
posal yet introduced. Within the next
weeks | feel sure I’'ll have put the fin-
ishing touches to the most exciting pic-
tures yet made of combat aviation as
applied to support of the infantry. On
two special missions involving a fabu-
lous Amy Air Force pilot — Major Ed
Taylor — and his single-seat P-38 (F-5}
fighter, I’ve already shot the most tech-
nically difficult aerial photographs I've
ever attempted. We slung a special,
plastic-nosed tank under his left wing,
I slid inside and we went for a little
sightseeing around some historic spots
on this island. It was incredible, the
closest I'll ever be to total aloneness —
high in the sky, then streaking down to
just over the treetops — better than a
bird, for they must be aware of the
their own wings and the effort of fly-
ing. Ed and his plane and everything
of my earthly bonds were invisible
behind me when | lay looking straight
ahead. Perhaps the landing was the
most tingling part of all, for Ed set her
down on the runway with plenty of
throttle since my tank created a drag at
slower, normal landing speeds. So he
took her in at well over a hundred
miles an hour, with my nose seeming-
ly an inch off the ground and about to
plow that steel-grid runway from end
to end.

The only thing we forgot before tak-
ing off the first time was to adapt air
scoop ventilators for the tank. It got
rather warm inside. As | sweated, all of

David Douglas Duncan looks out his wing-tank window as Maj. Edward H. Taylor
looks on from the cockpit of his F-5 as he prepares for takeoff from Okinawa.

Photos, Tech Sgt Corkran

Duncan was cramped in the wing tank but he had an excellent view of the action below.
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the moisture condensed on the inside of the tank and Plexiglas nose
and | had trouble wiping away the water so that | could make
pictures — the reason for Ed Taylor going to so much trouble in the
first place. You see, he’s the commanding officer of a P-38 photo-
reconnaissance squadron with plenty to do other than go joy-riding
with a gypsy Marine. Bet | drank a bucket of water when we land-
ed. The old radiator was really dry. In fact, | lost eleven pounds dur-
ing that hour and forty-five minute flight. Now it’s the only way |
want to fly. And pictures! Ed nuzzled right up to each attacking
Corsair as the boys blasted enemy artillery positions with broad-
sides of rockets and fire-bombs, so close | could look right over the
fighter pilots’ gunsights. Then Ed poured on full throttle and flew
us straight through the exploding targets — at 400 mph.

Big Brass needed some close-ups of flame-throwing tanks clob-
bering enemy pillboxes which infested the Shuri Castle-Naha Line,
and of napalm silencing mountain guns hidden in caves on the
forested slopes of Kushi Take.

The generals got exactly what they wanted, thanks to some kid
Marine torpedo pilots and Ed Taylor — who dived down among
the targets, then flew around right of the fire.

A special thanks to Maj. Gen. George Edwards and Ted Taylor, Col.
Taylor’s son, for conducting the research and providing the text and

Picture of an attacking Corsair, taken from the special plexiglass-nosed
wing tank of Maj. Edward H. Taylor’s F-5, 1945.

pictures for this story. David Douglas Duncan’s photo -
graphic archive is located in the Ransom Center at the
University of Texas at Austin. The online archive, at
www.hrcutexas.edu/exhibitions/online/ddd/, is a power -
ful tribute to Duncan’s versatility as a photographer.

One of the photos obtained by Duncan from the F-5.
The Corsair that dropped the ordinance is circled near
the top of the photo, 1945.

Photos, David Douglas Dun-

Final Flight — Col. Edward H. Taylor — 1920 - 2007

dward H. Taylor — AKA “Easy
Ed” died in Austin on June 17,
2007. Ed Taylor was born in Lone Oak,
Texas on Oct. 8, 1920 and spent his
early youth in Greenville, Texas.
Among his survivors is his son,
Edward H. “Ted” Taylor, Jr. He was
preceded in death by his wife, Cordelia
and sons, Christopher and Timothy.
Ed took his family on quite a ride
around the world. After he and Cordie
married in 1946, they lived in Japan,
France and several stateside locales.
He attended the Univ. of Texas until
the outbreak of World War Il when he
joined the Texas National Guard, fol-
lowed by Aviation Cadet training. He
received his pilot’s wings in November

1942. He became a squadron com-
mander as a major in 1944. He was
later promoted to the rank of colonel at
the age of 36.

Ed flew reconnaissance P-38s in the
Pacific in WWII. He fought during the
Korean War flying RF-80 and F-86 air-
craft. After World War 11 he was Flight
Commander in the first Air Exhibition
Team that was the forerunner of the
present-day Thunderbirds.

He later held positions as Dir. of
Reconnaissance at Far East Air Force,
at Allied Air Forces Central Europe
and at Headquarters USAF in Wash-
ington. He had three combat tours in
Vietnam flying the RF-101 and RF-4.

Ed’s last Air Force assignment was

with ATC
as Dir. of
Aerospace
Vehicles
Training at
Randolph
AFB.

After
retirement
on January
1, 1968, Ed
joined the
Night
H aw k
Restaurants
in  Austin
and served as president of this compa-
ny until 1975.

In 1959, Ed Taylor estab -
lished an Official World
Speed Record for the 1000-
km closed course in the
RF-101 at Edwards AFB.
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Recollections of the 6021st Reconnaissance Squadron (Composite) — Con’t from p. 15

with sunglasses, white scarf and a
short piece of hydraulic tubing for a
swagger stick and stood in the right
seat holding on to the windshield.

As soon as the inspection was over,
with Moomaw driving, we “putt
putted,” out of the hangar and passed
up and down each rank to the absolute
delight of everyone except Lt. Col.
Kaufmann. In a few minutes both of us
were summoned to the orderly room
and the commander’s office.

We were met by the first sergeant
who calmly said: “You gentlemen

have done pissed off the command-
er.”” He told Capt. Moomaw that he
had been around for a long time and
knew how to conduct himself, but
that I was too young to fully under-
stand the situation and that he want-
ed to counsel me. My instructions
were to report in a military manner
and to say only “Yes sir, no sir and no
excuse sir.”

We marched in, saluted and the
commander left us at present arms
while he read us Article 31 of the Uni-
formed Code Of Military Justice. He

Phil Howell had the longest arms in the unit and the girls loved it. Left to right: Linda
Carman, Norma Ramsey (no relation to Ray), Phil, Joanie Carter and Marj Gould, 1954.

Letters & Email

Letter from Lyon, France

Lou McCann’s son, Shane Billig,
received the following letter. We are
sharing it in case anyone can be of
assistance.

Dear Sir, | am writing in reference to
the base de Couvron in France during
the 1960s of which you were based
with the Military Police. | am looking
for information for one of your col-
leagues named Charlie John Johnson
who was a sergeant in the APs from
1961 to June 1964 at Couvron. He is
from North Carolina and participated
in D-Day in Normandy. The name of
my mother is Raymonde Dambrine. |
am looking for this man because he is
my father; | would like to know him or
to know if | have sisters or brothers. |
thank you in advance for any help
which you could give me.

Denis Dambrine, 38, rue d’Ypress,

69004 Lyone France; tel: 0033 4 78 28 48
33; denisdambrine@yahoo.fr.

License plate wars

I can’t let Marv Reed get the best of
me in the license plate wars. | submit
that this one is obviously better, more
original and more representative of

our dedication to the Voodoo.
—Scotty Schoolfield
sschoolfield@mail.hamiltontn.gov

Scotty’s 101 DER plate.

Mathews pins Mathews
Our son Roger was promoted to
B.G. in the Army April 2nd of this year.

returned our salute and informed us
that he was not appreciative of us
usurping his authority. He further
stated that he was unsure of his
response to our dereliction and for us
to proceed to our quarters under
house arrest until further notice. Ever
have the pressure of a hangover
increase by about two tons?

I anguished in my room for the next
four hours. | answered a knock on the
door and was greeted by the com-
mander, now dressed in civilian
clothes. He asked how | was feeling to
which | started to franticly look for a
waste basket as | was sure | was going
to barf. I then saw Moomaw through a
crack in the door and he was smiling.

The Col. then announced that |
probably needed some food and invit-
ed me to join him at the club. We had
brunch, the Col. picked up the bill
and nothing was ever said about the
incident again. | thought | was leav-
ing the seat of a fighter airplane back
to a seat on a Farmall tractor before
the next sunrise. | think it was awhole
three or four months before | got into
trouble again.

I rotated in October and was
assigned to Shaw AFB. | flew the RF-84
for a few months until we received the
first RF-101s in 1957.

Currently he is Dep. Commanding

General, Army Space and Missile
Defense Command at Peterson Field.

—Bruce Mathews

bcmathews@cox.net

Col. Roger F. Mathews (center) is pinned
with the stars of a brigadier general by his
wife Connie (right) and his father, retired
Air Force Col. Bruce Mathews during cer -
emonies held at the Peterson auditorium.
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Health Reports

Col Mike Poore (Mar 5, 2007)
91 TRS and 38 TRS, RF-4

Mike is home from open-heart sur-
gery and is basically fit, but a genetic
predisposition put some goop where it
didn’t belong. The prognosis is good.
No heart damage and three bypasses
will have Mike up and running again.
Mike came home from the hospital on
Saturday.

Mike says: “We had a really great
team working the problem and | was
in and out in a mere 2-1/2 hours. My
chest looks like I was in a knife fight
with Pablo Picasso, but | am told the
scars won't be too bad after a while.

Would love to hear from you.”

—Mike Poore

3571 Plum Dale Dr.
Fairfax, VA 22033
703-904-0147
ygtbsm@aol.com

Greg Hartley (Mar 5, 2007)
16th & 62nd TRS Shaw;
38th TRS Zwei

Not to be outdone by my old friend
Mike Poore, | thought I would let
everyone know that | too had double
bypass surgery on 19 Dec. and spent
Christmas at Walter Reed. Don’t
believe everything you hear from the
Washington Post. It is still a world
class medical facility with some of the
best care in the world and my room
was pretty nice.

I’m all better now but | recommend
all of you go get your blood pressure
and cholesterol checked. It takes five
minutes and may even prevent you
from getting a really cool scar. You owe
it to yourself and your family.

—Greg Hartley

4304 Beaumont Ct.
Fairfax, VA 22030
703-352-2797
pghartley@hotmail.com

Mike Gebren (Feb 28, 2007)

It seems the prayers and positive
thoughts of our wonderful friends
and relatives are working. About
three weeks ago, Mike had a special
scan and the tumors on his liver are
reduced by 80 percent.

His blood tests are normal so his
liver was apparently never affected.
Mike apparently has something in his
genetic makeup or metabolism that
allows his body to accept the chemo
without the problems we frequently
hear about. He never lost weight nor
needed a blood transfusion. Most
importantly, the treatment prescribed
by the oncologist is working.

So, thank you, everyone for your
wonderful support.

—Susan Gebren

255 Somerset Terrace
Bedford, TX 76022
817-282-5492
sgebrenl@comcast.net

John A. Healer
My name is Richard A. Healer, the
fourth son of John August (Uzdrowski)
Healer. John was taken to Bay Pines
VA Hospital on Mar. 25, 2007 after tak-
ing a fall. After hospitalization he will
need in-home care. He probably will
not make any more reunions but he is
pretty stubborn and pigheaded so
don’t count him out yet. Do keep in

touch with him
John and Virg Healer’s residential
address is 3959 49th Ave. South, Saint

Petersburg, FL 33711.

—Richard A. Healer
1swmpthng@comcast.net
904-338-1716

Ron Brown (Aug 7, 2007)

Two weeks ago | had to make the
hardest decision of my life and put
Ron in an Alzheimeris Care Center in
College Station, Texas. Ron is adjusting
amazingly well and adores his room-
mate who is the same age as Ron and
in about the same level of the disease.
The center is new and has only about
25 patients so far. They keep them
busy and fuss over each one of them
and their special needs. | pray it all
continues to go well.

Thanks to all who wrote when his
disease was first announced. It helps to
know others have faced the same thing.

—NMary Alice Brown

2303 North Pioneer Trail

Bryan, TX 77808

979-776-0645; maryalice@copper.net

Bob Gould (Aug 9, 2007)
I learned a lesson this past weekend
If you have gallstones, have them
removed. Do not wait for symptoms.
I’'ve known that | had these guys for a
year or so, but they didn’t bother me,
so they were forgotten. About a month
ago | started having stomach aches
that I blamed on indigestion; then two
weeks ago | had a really bad one. It
happened on a Friday and only lasted
an hour or so. Monday, it was out of
mind. A week later it happened again.
Last Monday, | saw my family
doctor and made an appointment to
see the surgeon on Friday. | had a
stomach ache all weekend. Surgery
was on Monday. In the words of the
surgeon, my gall bladder had “died”
and it was infected. He said | had a
close call. I came home yesterday and
except for the sore laparoscope open-
ings, | feel swell.
—Bob Gould

Marty Bradley (June 28, 2007)

Hello everyone! John Bradley here. |
have taken my Mom into the 21st Cen-
tury and connected her with broad-
band internet services. As a result,
she has a new email address:
marthavbradley@yahoo.com.

Would you all be so kind as to
adjust your records to reflect the new
email. If you like, you can even send a
“Hi, we got your new email address”
to her yahoo account so we know
you’re in the loop.

For those of you that have been
sending emails to Mom and not get-
ting a timely response, I'm trying to
get her to check her email more often.
Believe me, | feel your pain.

Mom is doing really well and she
has already seen a number of you at
the reunions. She is joining the local
hospital wellness center cardiac rehab
exercise program which should help
with her stamina and overall good
health. I can’t tell you how meaningful
it is for her to have your friendship
and support. | also really appreciate it.

—John Bradley

Marty’s address is 33 Norway Hill Rd.,
Hancock, NH 03449; 603-525-3541;
marthavbradley@yahoo.com.
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Gone West: Triple Ace Brigadier General Robin Olds

He began his career as a Recce Pilot

rigadier General Robin Olds, USAF,

Retired, passed away peacefully in his sleep
Thursday at age 84, leaving a void that will not
soon be filled.

He was a veteran of WW Il and Vietnam. He
became a “triple ace,” even though it took 23
years. His exploits as the creator and mission
commander of “Operation Bolo,” the most suc-
cessful aerial battle of the Vietnam conflict,
were documented by the History Channel Dog-
fights Special series, “Air Ambush.” He was an
inspiration and motivation to thousands, mili-

tary and civilians, alike, over many years.

“Triple-ace Robin Olds’ legendary leadership
and heroic service to the cause of freedom have
been an inspiration to our nation and our Air
Force” said Air Force Chief of Staff Gen. T.
Michael Moseley. “He is one of our ‘great cap-
tains’ and a pioneer of air power.

“He became an ace with 12 aerial victories
during World War Il, flying P-38 Lightnings
and P-51 Mustangs, and later shot down four
MiGs in Vietnam to bring his total to 16. He
also led the 8th Tactical Fighter Wing - the

Clyde East reports that this photo was taken on July 3, 1946. A flyby was made on July 4th for a Los Ange -
les parade. “In those days all you had to do was call the squadron, tell us where the parade was, what time
and the 12th Tac Recon would put up eight to sixteen airplanes, the usual number was twelve. In this case it
was two flights of four, one flight led by Leon Gray and the other by Robin Olds.” After the LA flyby they
proceeded up the coast to Santa Barbara, over Fairfield-Suisun Army Air Base (now Travis AFB) and landed
at McClellan to refuel. On their retum, they flew over every military airfield in Southern Calif. The pilots
are left to right: Leon Gray, Bob Allison, Unknown, Ed Burdette, Robin Olds, Dick Burnor, Bob Crowell
and Clyde East. The aircraft, Shifty 111, a P-80A, was assigned to Ed Burdette. Photo courtesy of Clyde East via Doug Gordon

Col. Robin Olds as
Commander, 8th TFW.

famed “Wolfpack”-
to a record 24 aerial
victories during the
war in SE Asia,” the
general said.

Here is the secret
you may not know.
He was assigned to
one of the first jet P-80
squadrons in 1946 as
a Recce pilot.

He is shown in the
photo on the left
(wearing hat), with
other Recce pilots,
that some of us have
known for years and
some who are famous
in their own right.

—Bob Gould
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