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Eyes of the Hunter
Retired Recce Ace Clyde East stands proudly 

beside a restored F-6 Mustang bearing the name of the one 
he flew during World War II

Photo, Bob Archibald



2 The Recce Reader, Winter 2005

The Recce Reader 
Winter 2005

F e a t u r e s
About the Cover . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 4

Clyde East and Lil’ Margaret meet at Oshkosh 2005

Once Upon A Time  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 5
15th TRS Wives, Kadena AB, Okinawa. circa 1962

Recce Chronicles  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 5
Not with My Wife 

Around the World with the “Talking Bird” . . . . 6
A World War II Recce pilot commands a C-97

Ode to Hank  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .8
On his back again

Once Upon A Time  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 10
32nd Tac Recon Pilots, A l c o n b u r y, England, May 1972

Meet your Neighbor  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .11
Chester resident Hank Tillman

Art Post and P-38s  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 15
Emails about a WW II Recce hero

Recce Chronicles  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 18
Chinese Fire Drill
Diarrhea in an F-5 at 30,000 ft.

Recce Chronicles  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 19
Once Upon a Time, Royal Flush Practice, 1963 

Once Upon A Time  . . . . . . . . . . . . . Back Page
17th Photo Recon Sq, Guadalcanal, 1943

D e p a r t m e n t s

Notes from Austin  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 3

Editor’s Thrust  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 3

Final Flight  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 12

Health Reports  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 14

Book Reviews . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 14, 17

Letters and Email  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 16

Recce Reader Subscription Renewal . . . . . . 19

In This Issue

The Recce Reader is the official publication of the TAC Recce
Reunion Association. It is published four times annually
and is available by subscription. Statements and opinions
represent the views of each author. Articles from members
and commercial enterprises will be considered for publica-
tion. Submissions may be edited for appropriate content,
grammar and length. The desired format for submissions is
in Microsoft Word or a similar word processing program.
Send material to the editors by email (preferred) or by snail
mail to the address shown below.

The subscription rate for The Recce Reader is $10 annually
made payable to The Recce Reader, c/o Donna Martin, 3010
Honey Tree Lane, Austin, TX 7 8 7 4 6 - 6 7 4 2 .

In Charge

© 2005 /2006 TAC Recce Reunion Association Inc.

–––– BOARD OF DIRECTORS ––––
Carlos Higgins  . . . . . . .512-258-3564 – CarlosTX@sbcglobal.net
10712 Fountainbleu Circle, Austin, TX 78750-3319

Bill Laseter  . . . . . . . . . . . .214-691-7612 – dlaseter@earthlink.net
5515 Glen Lakes Drive, Apt. 626, Dallas, TX 75231

Roger Wilkes  . . . . . . . .801-546-2258 – rogerwilco20@juno.com
1341 N. 3175 East, Layton, UT 84040-3029

Bob Gould  . . . . . . . . . . . . .913-897-0115 – rgould@earthlink.net
15918 Meadow Lane, Stanley, KS 66224-9741

–––– THE RECCE READER ––––
Editor 
Bob Gould  . . . . . . . . . . . .913-897-0115 – rgould@earthlink.net
15918 Meadow Lane, Stanley, KS 66224-9741

Associate Editor 
Carlos Higgins  . . . . . . .512-258-3564 –CarlosTX@sbcglobal.net
10712 Fountainbleu Circle, Austin, TX 78750-3319

–––– WEBMASTER––––
Charlie Bukoski  . . . . . . .863-670-3992 – charlie@compzrs.com
5084 Southshore Drive, Polk City, FL 33868-9560
WEB PAGE: http://www.tacrecce.org

–––– MEMBERSHIP RECORDS ––––
Donna Martin  . . . . . .512-327-4648 – donnamrr@austin.rr.com
3010 Honey Tree Lane, Austin, TX 78746-6742

RECCE ROSTER

The 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
Wo rd or MS Excel format, PC or Mac. Send your
requests to: Bob Gould, 15918 Meadow Lane, 
Stanley, KS 66224-9741; rgould@earthlink.net. 

MOVING?
CHANGED YOUR EMAIL?

If so, please let us know. Send your changes by email
to: Donna Martin, d o n n a m r r @ a u s t i n . r r. c o m. Send

snail mail changes to Bob Gould, The Recce Reader, 15918
Meadow Lane, Stanley, KS 66224.



Notes from Austin

The Recce Reader, Winter 2005 3

We’re Gonna Do it — Again!
Recce Reunion XXVIII

October 4 - 8, 2006

Lots of debate been going on in recent years over where to have Recce reunions and how often to have ‘em. 
General consensus is we should have them more often rather than less often. That’s because most of the “core”

group of regulars sense that time is not on our side. We want to visit old friends at that one last reunion while 
we’re still able. 

So we’re planning to have Recce Reunion 28. (28 instead of XXVIII for those of you who don’t read Roman.) 
Bill “Goldie” Goldfein has been working solo on this one, to make it happen in Las Vegas. 

WHERE? Plaza Hotel in downtown Las Vegas, with a well-stocked hospitality room, plenty of action and lights, and
easy walking distances. Goldie has a block of rooms set aside for October 4-8. Weekend rates are higher, so average rate
is $70 per night for a 4-day weekend. If you want to come early or stay later, it’ll be $40 per week-day night. 

WHAT?
Thursday: registration of early birds with meals on your own.
Group tours to Hoover Dam and to the Grand Canyon (Scenic Airlines).
Friday morning visit and briefing at nearby Creech AFB, for first-hand info on our modern Recce efforts. 

(Now that the Recce birds are unmanned, they arm ‘em.) Lunch planned at Creech for attendees.
Friday evening Cocktail Party & Buffet.
Saturday Golf tournament, at Los Prados Golf and Country Club, if enough players want one. Otherwise, 

tee-times for do-it-yourself golfers. 
Saturday night banquet with guest speaker.
Sunday departure, breakfast on your own.

Interested? Let us know. We’ll give you more information about the particulars, including registration and tour 
pricing, and attempt to answer any questions. Contact us by phone or email us now, so we can have some idea of the
interest level. Send the information in the form below, or clip it/copy it and mail it. 

Email to: rube@juno.com or CarlosTX@sbcglobal.net; phone: 512-258-3564.
Mail to Carlos Higgins, 10712 Fountainbleu Circle, Austin, TX 78750-3319.

_______ I  ______We_____     _______Plan to attend       ______May attend
number

Name____________________________Address_________________________________

Phone____________________________             _________________________________

Email_________________________________    __________________________________

Carlos didn’t give me much room and that’s
just fine. From the number of inquires I’ve

received about the next Recce Reunion, I know the
announcement above will be exciting to many of you. 
Hope to see you in Las Ve g a s !

Creating the Recce Reader – no – assembling is a better
choice; I put the stories and information received from 
various sources in a newsletter attempting to make them
interesting. For some reason it takes me longer than it used

to. Life has its interruptions and I seem to have had more
than usual. But maybe not –  I know that many of you are
also out and about the world and have family activities.

This issue is labeled as Winter 2005 and I realize that it
is 2006, but I do have to keep my records in order. The
Spring 2006 issue is in the works and I hope to catch up
one of these days.  Maybe next year.

—Bob Gould

Editor’s Thrust
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By Bob Archibald

Anyone who has been to the
massive EAA airshow each
summer at Oshkosh, Wiscon-

sin, knows that anything and every-
thing about aviation eventually show
up there. On any given day 100,000
spectators and members can be on the
show grounds, while over 12,000 tran-
sient airplanes are on the ground most-
ly with campers under the wing.

This past July, I took off for the pil-
grimage for my third time, my person-
al quest this time was to follow the
development of the new Sport Pilot
rating and Light Sport Airplane cate-
gory. Walking between display areas, I
spied a “coming events” schedule
b o a rd. There I found a surprise
announcement for the next day; a cere-
mony honoring our very own recce
hero, Clyde East, and also featuring
the owner and restorer of the only
remaining flyable WW II F-6 Mustang.
I had seen the plane several years
before here at Oshkosh and knew it
was a gem.

My son and I wandered over to the
Wa r b i rds section and found all the
Mustangs cranking up for a flyby. Lil’
Margaret was on the line but not one of
the flyers. After the rest taxied out we
walked over to her to take a closer
look. She is a real beauty – more later.

While we were looking over the
plane, Clyde walked up. Clyde was
excited about the Mustang flyover – the
most Mustangs he had seen in the air
since Korea or WW II. At Oshkosh you
come to expect “most of anything.”

Next day I showed up at the Wa r-
b i rds ceremony site. There was Lil Mar-
g a ret, the owner Butch Schro e d e r, and
Clyde. The moderator gave a good
i n t roduction to Clyde’s history and to
Butch and his epic restoration. The pro-
gram continued with both men talking
about their background, Clyde about
his WW II history and Butch about
restoring this plane. A number of ques-
tions followed. I realized that Ray
S c h recengost and the Voodoo author

Paul Stevens were in the audience and
had a chance to talk with them.

Lil’ Margaret is a story herself. Built
by North American Aircraft in Dallas
at the end of WW II, she was accepted
by the USAAF exactly one month after
VE Day, the end of the war in Europe.
She flew a brief period with the 363rd
at Brooks Field, but was shortly strick-
en from the military records. She was
found as a playground toy before
spending 20 years in the basement of a
potential  re s t o rer and eventually
bought by Butch Schroeder. Butch had
already begun the restoration of a T-6,
and when that plane won Reserve
Grand Champion at Oshkosh, and a
Golden Wrench award for the mechan-
ic Mike Vadenboncoeur, he started on
the Mustang. He wanted to return it to
its original condition and it is probably
a lot better than original. All the origi-
nal equipment and markings are
authentic. In reviewing the planes
records, Butch figures the plane had
less than 100 hours flight time when it
was declared surplus. When Butch and
Mike finished with their restoration,
they came to Oshkosh again and won

Grand Champion for Butch and anoth-
er Golden Wrench for Mike.

Butch brings Lil’ Margaret to air-
shows but the plane seldom partici-
pates in the flight display and never in
air races. It is pampered, and shows it.

It was quite an event to match up
Clyde with the image of the plane he
flew during the advance of our Armies
across northern France and into Ger-
many when Clyde and the 15th TRS
supported the advance of Patton’s
Third Army.

I am particularly pleased with the
photo of Clyde next to the gun ports of
the Mustang. There is a look on his
face and in his eyes which remind me
of the classic look of an “Ace.” I call
that photo “Eyes of the Hunter.” Clyde
gave that photo to Mike Machat, the
artist who painted two of the major
prints about Clyde’s career: “Photo
Finish” of his last WW II kill, and
“Sightseeing over Cuba.” Mike now
publishes the history magazines Wings
and A i r p o w e r. Mike published that
photo with a recent article about Clyde
and some of the top aces in Mike’s
opinion.

About the Cover
Clyde East and Lil’ Margaret meet at Oshkosh 2005

Butch Schroeder and Clyde East pose beside Lil’M a rg a ret, the remaining flyable WW II
F-6 Mustang, during the display of the aircraft at Oshkosh in 2005.
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Six wives of 15th TRS pilots sing at the Kadena Air Base Officer’s Club. 
(L-R) Blanche Wallin, Marlyn Dault, Marj Gould, Jo Waltz, Betty Gibson and Pat Elwood. 

Recce Chronicles — 
The only thing new in the world is the history you don’t know— Harry Truman

Not with My Wife
By Bob Gould

During 1962 and 1963, (and proba-
bly later) when the 15th TRS was

TDY to SE Asia, often one of the pilots
and his wife would ask one or more
“bachelor wives” to join them at the O’
Club for dinner. On one such night,

Marj and I asked Alice Linscomb and
Barbara Caudry to join us. 

After dinner, as we were enjoying a
digestive, a Marine officer approached
our table and asked Marj if she would
like to dance. She said, “You’ll have to
ask my husband.” I said, “No.” Then
he asked Alice to dance and she and I
gave the same responses. Not planning

to be rejected a third time, he asked
Barbara to dance. To his surprise, the
responses were the same. 

Finally in disgust, he asked me how
many wives I had. I told him I had
four. He wanted to know where wife
number four was at. I replied, “She is
at home baby sitting.” Except for the
Marine, we all had a good laugh. 

USAF Photo, courtesy of Bob Gould
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By John H. Rodolf

As I recall. we flew to Tinker
Field for the purpose of per-
forming a test flight on the

newly assigned “Talking Bird” and to
return the aircraft to Tulsa. We had an
extra large flight crew: two aircraft
commanders, two second pilots, two
navigators, four flight engineers, one
loadmaster and two radio operators.
Once at Tinker, we learned that we
would not be returning to Tulsa. Our
families were contacted and instructed
to pack two bags, one for cold climate
and one for warm climate. The bag-
gage was delivered to us and later one
of the bags was returned to Tulsa.

The following day we were to leave
for Travis. We did not have seats or
belts for all on board and the weight
and balance was not up to date. We
were told to go regardless. 

It was an interesting departure from
Tinker with low ceilings, rain and an
aircraft with air speed indicators in
knots rather than mph. We also had
obsolete comm gear up front with an
eight channel VHF and an HF radio
that required an operator and trailing
wire antenna.

On arrival at Travis, we were met by
ground crews asking how we wanted
the plane painted. This was something
that had not been covered previously.
We were then told our next stop would
be Hickam so we made preparations
for the next leg. Our flight plan, as
transmitted to the FAA, omitted air-
plane type and several other items.
When queried by controllers, we stat-
ed that was classified and to check
with Travis.

We had requested flight following
and service by MATS and this had
been approved. While waiting for the
duty officer to approve our clearance,
he told us that we were over the
weight limit (153,000 lbs. ) set by
MATS and he was not going to let us
go. As he was sitting there with his feet
on the desk, his phone rang. As he
spoke he first put his feet on the floor,

then stood up and ended up standing
at attention. His last words on the
phone were “Yes sir.” Then he signed
our clearance and told us to get the hell
out of there.

It was a night flight and as we lev-
eled off at 8,000 ft. we soon learned we
were too heavy to cruise at the power
settings we normally used. Because we
had planned our fuel based on those
settings, we opted to operate at 6,000
ft. Aside from that, and losing oil on
one engine, we continued to Hickam
arriving there after the sun was up. 

The Follow Me led us to one of the
hangars where we shut down. We
were towed into the hangar and the
doors were closed before we could
deplane. It was then that we learned
about “painting the aircraft.” They
changed the serial number every
where it appeared: in the forms, on the
tail, under the window, on the panel
and any other place it showed.

We rested at Hickam and departed
the next day for Wake Island. We still
did not know our final destination. At
the Off i c e r’s Club on Hickam, Bill
Leonard bumped into one of his old
MATS crew members who had heard

that we had the Talking Bird. Bill told
him yes we did and that it was in
Tulsa. The remainder of the flights to
Guam and Clark were uneventful and
we arrived at Clark about 0400. We got
a parking place for the plane, arranged
for 24-hour guard, and were assigned
billets. We were luckier than the trans-
port crews that arrived later.

At 0800, Bob Walls and I reported to
the Colonel in charge. He had been Air
Adviser to the Wisconsin ANG and
told us how happy he was to learn we
were Guardsmen.

Our briefing informed us that our
destination was to be Vientiane and we
would be the first plane in. The CG of
13AF would be on board with his staff
and all their gear. The flight cre w
would be reduced to eight plus the
comm crew. We were shown aerial
photos of the airfield and noted there
was one sod strip and one PSP. Our
instructions were to land on the PSP
and turn off on the sod at a sufficient
speed to clear the PSP runway before
becoming mired in the mud. 

At that point, the flight crew would
be released (they obviously had no
plans to fly the plane again) and were

Around the World with the “Talking Bird”
A World War II Recce Pilot commands a C-97

The C-97E Talking Bird with crew setting up a field antenna.
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f ree to make their way down the
Mekong in the rubber rafts we had on
board. The comm crew would remain
and operate the radios for the invasion
of Laos. Pending the final decision as
to when we would depart, we were on
four-hour alert and one of us would
attend the CG’s daily briefing.

After two months of sitting around
waiting, the invasion was called off
soon after the Bay of Pigs fiasco. So, we
gathered everything up and prepared
to leave. Even with a 24-hour A i r
Police guard we still lost weapons and
supplies from the plane. We had diffi-
culty getting partial pay for the crew
due to a SNAFU in the orders – we
could only get up to $100 each based
on the flight orders. McKenna and his
comm crew contacted OKC and got
that straightened out. (We went direct;
not through channels.) As for  the
thefts, the Provost Marshall said there
was nothing he could do and the OSI
ditto. The CG was no help either.

During our stay, Helland and Gray
e n rolled as extras in a movie about Mer-
rill’s Marauders. They left at dawn and
didn’t return until after dark. All for $10
and a box lunch. Adding insult to
i n j u r y, they were cut out of the movie.
In the Off i c e r’s Club, the squadro n
insignia was proudly displayed thanks
to Tro y. Also during this period, we cel-
ebrated Bill Leonard’s birthday. 

Our return was routine until we got
to Hickam. Then, once again, the serial
number was changed back to the orig-
inal. I’ve often wondered if PAA ever
got paid for the gas they provided to a
fictional aircraft on Wake. It was on to
Travis and then “get home itis” took

over. We filed for the quickest route
back to Tinker which required us to fly
at 17,000 ft. and a deviation in our
route. That deviation, while in Visual
MC was no big deal but it did result in
a stall. The 90-degree turn while oper-
ating at a high altitude with one engine
not doing what it should, it got a little
hairy. After that, it was all down hill,
and it was very dark when we landed
at Tinker. Following a debriefing at
Ti n k e r, we returned to Tulsa. Four
engines were turning over. but only
t h ree were putting out power. Of
course by now we were a lot lighter.

The second trip was in September of
1961. Thanks to the efforts of con-
cerned personnel, we now had a back
up aircraft to relieve the congestion
and, as it turned out, to help with com-
munications. The cockpit of the Talk-
ing Bird still was restricted to an eight-
channel VHF, and use of the World
Wide communication capability in the
rear was restricted.

This time, we knew our destination
–-Adana, Tu r k e y. We proceeded to
Langley, where we picked up some
ACMs (additional crew members)
thence to Newfoundland. Then the fun
began. We filed for  Prestwick but
Loerch and I agreed that when we
reached a certain reporting point, we
would reevaluate and, if conditions
were okay, we’d refile for Wiesbaden,
our final destination.

Air traffic control said okay, but
what’s your alternate. To make a long
story short, there was no airfield avail-
able to which we could legally file on
the continent. We had to hold in a rain-
storm over Shannon Ireland airport

trying to find a destination we could
legally make. Finally, we were cleared
to Manchester, England via Dublin. We
made a GCA approach at dawn, listen-
ing on the VOR. We ran field phone
from the radio in the back to the cock-
pit and the copilot could talk to the
controller. This was the only way we
could do it.

After refueling the planes and the
c re w, we filed once again for Wi e s-
baden, Germany. And, as we expect-
ed, radio frequencies were still  a
p roblem. The Talking Bird was okay,
but the back-up plane did not have
f requencies to fly IFR over London,
so they filed VFR, and while we held
over Dover, we joined up and filed a
new clearance from Dover to Wi e s-
baden as a flight of two. We re q u e s t-
ed and got separate clearances for the
final appro a c h .

While crew resting at Wiesbaden,
we made a list of all frequencies we
would re q u i re and got crystals for
those over and above the eight we had.
Fortunately our radio operators were
able to change crystals as required. So
on to Turkey, flying over France, down
Italy’s west coast, across Greece and
arriving after dark at Adana.

At Adana, we were to serve as air
command post for operation Check-
mate. Our route would take us over
Istanbul, and within 15 miles of Bul-
garia. We made a landing at Istanbul,
but were not allowed off the airport.

While filing our flight plan, we had
our first meeting with the ICAO form.
While puzzling our way through it, one
of the men in the office volunteered to

Con’t on p. 12

The original flight crew from Tulsa
consisted of:
Maj John H. Rodolf, Acft Commander
Capt Bobby E. Walls, Pilot
1st Lt Dennis Helland, Copilot
2nd Lt Willis T. Gray, Copilot
Maj William A. Leonard, Navigator
1st Lt Joe P. Rowe, Navigator
MSgt George E. Banasky, Flt Eng
MSgt Eric M. Olson, Flt Eng
MSgt Arthur L Saunders, Flt Eng
MSgt William D. Shephard, Flt Eng
TSgt. Billie D. Briggs, Loadmaster
MSgt Eugene D. Abbott, Radio Op

TSgt Donald F. Hughes, Radio Op
The Communications crew from Okla-
homa City consisted of:
Capt Roy B McKenna, Commander
SMSg. Ernest P Quine
SMSgt Don A Stover
MSgt Charles E Conley
MSgt Ernest G Wolf
SSgt Lloyd D Gravitt
A1C Charles R Shinn

On the flight to Turkey the crew, again
from Tulsa, consisted of:
Maj John H. Rodolf, Acft Commander

Maj Dean E. Abrams. Pilot
1st Lt Dennis W. Helland, Copilot
Capt Melvin F. Lemmons, Navigator
1st Lt Dale S. Sawyer, Navigator
MSgt George E Banasky, Flt Eng
MSgt Hugh Biggs, Flt Eng
MSgt Eric M. Olson, Flt Eng
A1C Russ Baumgardner, Load Master 
MSgt Eugene D. Abbott, Radio Op
TSgt Donald F. Hughes, Radio Op
Our Active Duty Air A d v i s e r, Maj.
James T. Messer was along as an A C M .
We didn’t need to set up field antennas,
so we had a smaller OKC comm cre w.

The Crews
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41

1 2 53 4 6 7 8 9

10

11

12

42

1 Maj Jim Davis, Sq IN
2 Cpt Lem Boyles, Chaplain
3 Cpt Jim Stanitz, OIC PI
4 Cpt Ed Smith, Nav
5 LC Ray Knopp, CO
6 Capt Dave Whitby, Nav
7 Col Bob Caudry, Asst DCO
8 Cpt Jim Evans, Nav
9 Maj Jim Horney, Nav
10 Maj Dick Wolfe, Ops Off
11 Cpt Larry Seale, Plt
12 Cpt Charlie Mattern, Nav
13 Cpt Dan Rouse, Plt
14 Cpt Jim Hougland, Plt
15 Cpt Mike Mullane, Nav
16 Cpt John Wilson, Nav
17 Cpt Randy Vaeth, Plt
18 Maj Jerry Barnett, Plt
19 Cpt Eddy Shirley. Plt
20 Cpt Larry Speight, Plt

21 Maj Carl Opgenorth, Nav
22 Maj Al Milligan, Stan Eval
23 Cpt Al Lamb, OIC PP
24 Cpt Jeff Swan, Plt
25 Cpt Dave Finch, OIC AI
26 Cpt Denny O’Connell, Nav
27 Cpt John Hitt, Nav
28 Cpt Dick Kurzyna, Plt
29 Cpt “K” Kealoha, Plt
30 Cpt Art Krenzel, Plt

31 Cpt Terry Berry, Plt
32 Cpt Jim Biles, Plt
33 Cpt John Trent, Nav
34 Cpt John Sink, Nav
35 Lt Gary Wills, Plt
36 Maj Dick Metz

Once Upon A Time — 32nd Tac. Recon. Sq. 

USAF Photo contributed by Jim Stanitz
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21 22 23 24
13 14

15

16

17
18 19

20

40

39 38

37 36 35 34

30
29

28 27 26

25

31

33 32

37 Cpt Lane Krecji
38 Maj Chuck Korus, Nav
39 Maj “Denck” Dencklaw, Plt
40 Cpt Geno Bates, Nav
41 Maj Trev Hammond, Plt
42 Cpt Norm Schubert, Chf Intel

Missing from Photo
Cpt Don Risher, AI
Cpt Wayne Hock, Plt
Cpt Matt Szczepanek, Nav
Cpt Steve Monagan, Plt
Cpt Larry Krotz, Plt
Cpt Max Remley, PP
Cpt Rod Hines, Plt
Cpt Sally Winslow, Admin
Maj Wil Nelson, Flt Surg.

Sq. — RAF Alconbury, England — May 1972
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By Carlos Higgins

What I’d really like to do one
m o re time before I die,”
said Hank Tillman to the

young stunt pilot, “is get up there on my
back.” “You got it,” said Nancy Ly n n .

Nancy does airshows all around the
country, performing flat spins, tum-
bles, torque rolls and some unique
maneuvers she created. She put Hank
in the front seat, took off, and told
Hank to take it and do whatever he
wanted. This 84 year old warrior did
just that: barrel rolls, loops, spins and
Immelmans. But about half way
through each maneuver, Hank said she
was asking, “Are you okay? Are you

okay?” And of course he was not only
okay – he was in  that old 
seventh heaven.

After the flight – Hank landed the
bird – Nancy said, “It was obvious to
me that the Colonel’s smoothness and
precision were still there. He was – and
is – clearly a great aviator.”

No surprise here. I knew and gre a t-
ly respected Col. Tillman when he
was Wing Commander of our Vo o d o o
Recce unit at Upper Heyford. He flew
combat in B-17s during WW II and
stuck around to fly a hundred more in
the RF-4 in Vietnam. Katherine and I
stopped by for a short visit with him
in Maryland in December. He 
t reated us to a fine dinner at his

favorite seafood re s t a u r a n t
out on the Chesapeake. 

Hank has faced more than
his fair share of serious health
p roblems himself, and too
soon lost his beloved wife,
B e t t y, after her long and
valiant struggle with cancer.
But – like the battery bunny –
he just keeps on going.

He appears at various
functions as honored guest
and speaker, and is a frequent
visitor to the amputee ward
at Walter Reed Hospital. 
He helps bring hope and
cheer to the veterans there. In
turn, Hank asserts, his own

spirits are buoyed by the strong 
spirits and patriotism he encounters in
these amputees.

Hank also stays involved in his
community, where he is well-known
and much loved. On the lighter side,
he’s shown at left (front and center)
helping to raise money for a local char-
ity by posing for a page in a calendar.

Bless you and your good work,
Hank. Just keep on keeping on!

Ode to Hank

Nancy Lynn 
www.lynnaviation.com

Nancy attributes her love of fly-
ing to the sensation she felt as a

little girl while whirling skyward on
the flying swings, her favorite ride at
the annual Centerville, Ohio OH
Roast. But it was not until she was
living in Maryland and working for
Procter & Gamble that she graduat-
ed from swings to airplanes. She dis-
c o v e red aerobatic flight in 1988
when she took spin training while
working on her commercial pilot’s
license. One spin and her entire life
turned upside down. She has been
passionate about the aerial ballet
ever since. After a year of taking aer-
obatic instruction, she cashed in her
P&G profit sharing to buy a Pitts S2B
a e robatic biplane. Her aero b a t i c
career was launched!

Besides performing at several air
shows each year, she has logged near-
ly 3000 hours as an aerobatic flight
i n s t ructor to military, airline, and
general aviation pilots who come
f rom all over the world to the eastern
s h o re of Maryland to get a taste of the
thrill, beauty and discipline of aero-
batic flight with Nancy in her beauti-
ful Extra 300L. —Carlos Higgins

“

Colonel Hank Tillman after his flight with aerobatic flyer Nancy Lynn.
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By Gail Easterling
Reprinted from the Bay Weekly

Chester resident, Colonel Hank
Tillman is “a walking history
book,” said Vietnam Army vet-

eran, Jerry Gibala. Col. Tillman served
31 years in the United States Air Force
and has received countless awards and
recognition for his extraordinary mili-
tary career.

Now 83, Col. Tillman feels he is here
to “talk to the people about those who
cannot talk for themselves.” A big part
of his life is speaking to groups and
schools about his experiences in the
military and about those soldiers who
paid the ultimate price for their country.

Last week, to help celebrate Ve t e r a n ’ s
D a y, Col. Tillman spoke to several class-
es and led the flag raising ceremony at
Stevensville Middle School. T h u r s d a y
night, Col. Tillman spoke about Ve t e r-
an’s Day and led the pledge of alle-
giance to a full house at the Narro w s
Restaurant in Grasonville. Each year,
the Narrows honors military veterans
by giving free entrees to those who
have served their country.

Col. Tillman was born and raised in
B rooklyn Park, Maryland. He was
born at his grandmother’s house in
April of 1922. When he was five, his
parents bought a house in Brooklyn
Park for $5000.

Col. Tillman met his wife, Betty, on a
tennis court when he was seventeen
and she was fifteen. They were married
on June 25, 1944. When Betty Ti l l m a n
passed away seven years ago, they had
been married for more than fifty-four
years. “I have learned to live with her
death, but I am still grieving,” said Ti l l-
man. Betty Tillman was also a member
of the military and was buried at
Arlington National Cemetery.

Col. Tillman has two daughters and
a son. “I also have five grandchildren,
two great-grandchildren and one in
the hanger,” Col. joked.

When he was 19, Tillman was sworn
in as a Cadet. He began his service the
January after the attack on Pearl Harbor.

During World War II, Col. 
Tillman flew combat missions over
Europe and was awarded the Purple
Heart and his first Distinguished 
Flying Cross.

After flying many missions above
the re q u i rements to return to the
States, Tillman was sent to Texas as a
flight instructor. At the end of World
War II, Tillman decided to remain in
the services and ferried planes to
Korea during the Korea Conflict.

At the amazing age of 46, Tillman
qualified as a jet pilot and flew one
hundred missions during the Vietnam
War. During the Vietnam War, Tillman
was awarded the Silver Star for his

heroism. Five years later, he retired at
the age of 51.

During his career Tillman was fortu-
nate enough to serve with “the original
seven astronauts in Langley, Vi rg i n i a . ”

Col. Tillman is considered one of the
most highly decorated veterans and is
one of Maryland’s true heroes. He
addressed the White House staff and
was told by a respected General that
his talk “should be viewed by all the
high school and college graduating
classes in the country.”

He and his wife have twice been
invited guests to the Court of Queen
Elizabeth and Parliament. He has been
honored by the State of Maryland, the
Governor, the House of Delegates, and
served on Senator Barbara Mikulski’s
Committee for Nominations to the Ser-
vice Academies.

During his distinguished care e r.
Col. Tillman earned the Silver Star,
two Legions of Merit, three Distin-
guished Flying Crosses, 16 A i r
Medals, a Purple Heart, a Pre s i d e n t i a l
Unit Citation, the Vietnamese Honor
Medal, first class, two Meritorious
Service  Medals, a Commendation
Medal and various campaign medals.

Col. Tillman has lived in Chester
since the middle eighties. “I moved 31
times during my military care e r. I pro m-
ised my wife when we moved here, we
w e re here to stay. ”

Meet Your Neighbor

Honorable Robert C. Seamans, Jr, Maj. Gen. John Bell,
Commander Third Air Force, Col. H. G. Tillman Jr.,
commander, 66th Tac Recon Wg, and Gen. Jeseph R.
Holzapple, commander USAFE. 

From the Heyford Observer, Nov. 21st, 1969
Se c retary of the Air Force, the
Honorable Robert C. Seamans, Jr. ,
arrived at RAF Upper Heyford
last Friday, for a tour of base facil-
ities and F-111E construction sites.

Among those accompanying
him were Mrs. Seamans; Maj.
Gen. Russell E. Dougherty, assis-
tant Deputy Chief of Staff, Plans
and Operations, Hq. USAF. 

He was met on arrival by Maj.
Gen. John H. Bell, commander
T h i rd Air Force, Col. H. G. Ti l l m a n ,
J r., commander 66th Ta c t i c a l
Reconnaissance Wing and Squad-
ron Leader Jack Culliford, RAF
Commander at Upper Heyford .

After a short welcoming cere-
mony the Secretary and his party
p roceeded to the 17th Ta c t i c a l
Recon Sqd. briefing room where
Col. W. A. Sloan, Jr., Deputy Chief
of Staff Operations, Third A i r
F o rce, gave a command briefing.
This was followed by a re v i e w, of
the F-111E program from Colonel
Tillman and senior officer person-
nel of the 66th TRW.
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help. We had picked up another
ACM in Adana – a Turkish pilot who
was to get us clearances through the
restricted areas of Tu r k e y. Communi-
cations once again nearly got us in
t rouble. As we crossed through A D I Z
without clearance, we spotted a cou-
ple of flights of F-84s taking off. They
got up on the “perch” and the leader
started in before our Turkish pilot
finally contacted them and called off
the firing pass.

Continuing on across the Sea of
Marmara to the upper peninsula of
Turkey, we were heading west, staying
about 15 miles from Bulgaria, and map
reading, as no radio aids were avail-
able. The time came for us to turn
south to avoid continuing into Bulgar-
ia and one of our two navigators said
to turn right. The words were barely
out of his mouth when the rest of the
cockpit crew yelled “left.”

The rest of the mission and re t u r n
to the states was almost uneventful.
As we passed Sicily, we were
informed that we would not be
allowed to land at To r rejon. This time
we cranked up the radio in the back
for a call to the Pentagon for permis-
sion. No problem, the base was closed
to all aircraft except those re t u r n i n g
f rom Operation Checkmate.

After To r rejon, we made stops in the
A z o res, and at Charleston, and then
home. Just in time to report for A c t i v e
Duty for a year. The Talking Bird was
t r a n s f e r red to Oklahoma City.

Once Doyle Hastie and his group
got the Talking Bird, Tulsa never got it
back, but Bobby Walls did transfer to
OKC and was the Aircraft Comman-
der for the rest of the time it was
assigned to OKC. From 1961 to 1963, it
was used to maintain constant secure
communications between the nation's
capital and President John F. Kennedy
during his visits to foreign countries.

John Rodolf served in WW II as a pilot
in the 17th Photo Reconnaissance
Squadron flying the photo versions of the
P-38. John and his wife, Barbara, live in
Tulsa, Okla. His email address is
jrodolf@sbcglobal.net.

Talking Bird – Con’t from p. 7 Final Flight
Byron A. Dobbs 

Byron “Barney” A. Dobbs, an old
time Recce pilot from 8th Photo
S q u a d ron in the Pacific, my good
friend, and fellow POW from Korean
War days passed away in late Febru-
ary. Barney's wife, Kay, passed away
several years ago. Barney had been
residing in Air Force Village West at
M a rch Air Force Base for the past
many years and had become afflicted
with Alzheimer's. Navy Captain Harry
Ettinger of southern California, shot
down in an AD in December of ’51, a
mutual friend and fellow Kore a n
POW, called to inform me of Barney's
passing. We were all very closely asso-
ciated for nearly two years during our
POW tours and maintained our friend-
ship over the years

—Norman “Duke” Duquette
duke.duquette@cfu.net

Dick von Hake
Sadly I attach the obituary of Dick

von Hake. Dick was the gre a t l y
respected Operations Officer  at 33
TRTS, Shaw AFB, SC, when I was the
RAAF exchange IP ’74 - ’77. I have
kept in touch with Dick ever since. I
learned from his son, Carl, that Dick,
who already had bad emphysema, got
pneumonia and died on 22 Jan 06.

—Jack Lynch
Wing Commander, Ret'd, RAAF

Toowoomba, Queensland, Australia 
bushranger71@yahoo.com.au

Richard William “Dick” von Hake,
74, a retired U.S. Air Force lieutenant
colonel, died Jan. 22, 2006, in Las
Vegas, where he had been a resident
since 1978. Dick was born Dec. 12,
1931, in Burbank, Cal if. He later
moved to Kanab, Utah, where he grad-
uated high school with high honors
Upon graduation, he briefly studied
architecture at Arizona State Univ., but
his childhood desire to fly soon called
him to enlist in the U.S. Air Force.
After one year of duty, he was honor-
ably discharged and he enrolled in the
Univ. of Utah. After earning his degree
in 1957, he reenlisted in the Air Force
and headed off to pilot training in
Texas. Dick's distinguished career in

the Air Force spanned a 22 year period
in which he flew fighter and recon-
naissance aircraft, served two tours of
duty in the Vietnam War, studied and
instructed at the Royal Air Force Staff
College in England, and served as an
instructor pilot. His fellow pilots affec-
tionately nicknamed him “The Red
Baron” for his flying skills, determina-
tion and dedication to serving his
country. Dick retired in 1978, to Las
Vegas where he began a new adven-
ture - flying passengers on sightseeing
tours of the Grand Canyon. Dick is
survived by his wife, Anna Maria von
Hake, his son and daughter- i n - l a w,
Carl and Sylvia von Hake of Las Vegas
and two grandsons. 

Anna von Hake lives at 7971 Lon-
nette Ave., Las Vegas, NV 89147; phone:
702-247-8991; email: dickievh@aol.com.

Joseph Sitar
Lt Col (Ret) Joseph Sitar, USAF,

passed away at Fort Walton Beach, Fla.
on March 14, 2006. I first met Joe at
Shaw AFB during 1956 when he was a
pilot with the 16th TRS flying RB-66Bs
and we were close friends ever since.

This is the note I got from Alice
Sitar: Hi Polly, Sad news. Just want to
let you know that Joe died last night. I
guess the cancer got the best of him.
Did not expect him to go this fast. He
felt bad early Monday morning, took
him to emergency and as soon as we
got there I think the cancer cell explod-
ed in his head. We were able to get all
of my five kids back before he died
which was good so I have them here
for support. Please keep in touch. Alice
Sitar, 691 Parkside Cir., Niceville, FL
32578; 850-897-8029; jasitar@aol.com.

James W. “Bill” Griffin
Bill Griffin passed away Sunday,

April 9, 2006. He was at Bergstrom in
late ’60s and Tan Son Nhut in 1968, fly-
ing RF4Cs. 

Audrey Corbett
Audrey Corbett passed away 02

Nov, 2, 2005 at Air Force Village, San
Antonio,TX. She will be missed by all
of us who knew and loved Dick &
Audrey. They hosted several reunions; 
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Final Flight
probably the best remembered was the
one at Hot Springs, Ark. 

A memorial service was held Nov.
5th, at the High Flight Chapel, Air
Force Village 2, with a reception fol-
lowing. All of her children were  there.

Dick and Audrey were both cremat-
ed and have private plans for their
ashes to be scattered.

They were great friends and mates
and we will all miss them.   

C a rds and remembrances can be
sent to Alan Corbett, 13401 Redwood
Lane, Smithville, MO 64089.

-- Pete & Hildy Swanson
pfswan@verizon.net

Margaret O'Meara
Just heard from Jerry Mozingo who

is in Talladega, that Margaret O'Meara
wife of Tom O'Meara passed away this
past weekend. She lived in a suburb of
Des Moines, Iowa. Tom O'Meara was
my roommate in cadets. We have
always wondered what happened to
Meg after Tom augured in. Tom was
from Davenport so I guess that Meg
had family there in Des Moines. 

--Chuck Lustig 
vulturebait@earthlink.net

Rosemary Gardina
Verne Gardina's widow, Rosemary,

died on 23 April 2006 in Pearland, TX.
She will join Vern in Arlington at 1300
hours on 17 July 2006. Verne and Rose-
mary hosted some of the Recce
Reunions held in Hampton. I am sure
that a number of the Recce vets will
remember her.

-- Matt Henrikson
gone2sea@mindspring.com

Reginald Johnston 
Reggie Johnston passed away in his

sleep on May 20, 2006 at the age of 73.
No recent or known illness is to blame. 

He served 22
years in the A i r
Force retiring as a
Lt. Col. During his
career he flew the
RF-84G, RF-101,
RF-4C and F-111 .
He proudly served
in Vietnam and

completed 100 missions over North
Vietnam. After his re t i rement he
worked for Fairchild Industries flying
the A10. Among his survivors is his
wife of 52 years, Doris Ann Graham
Johnston, 5845 Crestmore Dr., Corpus
Christi, TX 78415; phone 361-853-4848;
email; rdjohnston@sbcglobal.net.

Dewey Hemphill
dhemphill1@jam.rr.com

Laura Ellen Lynch
Laura Lynch, a native of Austin and

Wimberley, Texas, died in Shawnee,
Oklahoma on April 9, 2006. She is sur-
vived by her husband, Steve Schwab
of Wimberley, her parents, Jeanne and
Steven Lynch of Portland, Oregon, and
her sisters, Carol and Meredith.

At the time of her death, Laura
worked in peripheral sales for Dell
Computer in Oklahoma City. She 
was quite successful and her team
benefited greatly from her rapport
with customers. 

Laura never complained about her
health issues. She was always of good
c h e e r, and that positive attitude
rubbed off on everyone around her.

—Jeanne and Steven Lynch
1425 NE 7th Ave., Apt. 408

Portland, OR 97232
503-234-2530

stevenlynch@anvilcom.com

Joy Knutson
Bonnie and I went to the memorial

service for Joy Knutson here in Austin
Monday afternoon. She died on Mar.
10, 2006, from pneumonia. She had
lymphoma for 14 years. The service,
officiated by William Knippa, Minister
at Bethany Lutheran Church, was very
well done. Jeanine Bailes and Martha
Wehling spoke quite eloquently about
Joy at the memorial. 

Snoopy Knutson was there, but not
“up front” with the family. He and
Aida have been living in San Antonio
for about three years. He also has been
battling prostate cancer. The Stotts,
Wo o d rows, Prissy Bangs, Georg e
Wehling and Martha Squires also
attended the memorial service. I think
that is about all the folks we knew.
Joy's mother and all of Joy's children

(James, John, Tracy and Valerie), 
c h i l d ren-in-law and grandchildre n
were in attendance. 

—Kent Lattig
klattig@msn.com

Dominick Chiovari
Dominick J. Chiovari, a member of

the 302nd from ’52-’55 at Shaw and
Sembach and affectionately called "the
godfather" by his friends, filed his final
flight plan on June 5, 2006 - a victim of
"the big C." He was a veteran of WW II
flying B-17s and of the Korean war in
RF-51s with the 45th TRS.  He flew one
of our RF-80s across the "pond" when
the squadron moved to Sembach in July
of ’53 and was a superb flight com-
m a n d e r. Col Fred Dyer, recognizing his
qualities, took Dominick with him fro m
Sembach to the 10th Wing at Spang-
dahlem in late 1955.  

Dom returned to the US in ’56 and
flew B-47s in SAC until his AF retire-
ment. He then began a civilian career
as a corporate pilot with Mobil Oil, fly-
ing Grumman G-1s and Lear 24/25s
out of Chicago’s O'Hare Airport.  

He started the 302nd squadro n ' s
"reunion within a reunion" at Reno in
1988 and picked up the tab for our bar
services in the hospitality room before
dinner.  I mentioned in the Fall 2005
issue of The Recce Reader, that
Dominick, gave me a check for $500 to
cover our dinner costs for the 25 mem-
bers of the 302nd and 303rd present at
our Wisconsin Dells reunion. And we
do not forget his generous donations to
the Hill AFB and Pima museums to
preserve Recce history.

Dominick was a giver – not a taker.
A true friend.  I for one will miss him
and hope to fly his wing again at a
time in the future.

Dominic’s wife, Marie, lives at 825
Houlton Ct., Schaumburg, IL 60193.

—Roger S Wilkes
rogerwilco20@juno.com
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Joyce Jessup – 13 Mar. 2006
Joyce is on a new regimen of chemo

that doesn’t take her leg strength. We
hope it’s working on the multiple
myeloma as well. The last ro u n d
wiped out her white blood-cell count,
platelets and hemoglobin but a week’s
worth of shots everyday got them back
in line. 

—Bob & Joyce Jessup 
3261 Grove Pl. 

Land O’ Lakes, FL 3 4 6 3 9
phone: 813-996-2078

email: joycejlol@verizon.net 

Stan Sebring
In early March, Roger Wi l k e s

reported that Stan Sebring was rushed
to a hospital in critical condition. 

On Mar. 9, 2006, the Sebring family
reported that Stan was back home. He
admits that our hospital is wonderful
but we all know there’s no place like
home. He has been diagnosed with
chronic illnesses with conflicting med-
ical treatments creating a dilemma for
the doctors. Becky is hopeful that the
internist in charge will be able to keep
all of the drugs straight. he has COPD
( c h ronic obstructive pulmonary dis-
ease) and he had a heart attack Satur-
day night (Mar. 4). The cardiologist
says he needs several stents but it is
too risky to insert at this time. 

He’s weak but still a very deter-
mined man. We’re coping! We’re talk-

ing over the modifications we need to
make in our home. Stan has, as the
doctor told him, the back of a 110-year-
old man. I think that he will spend his
nights in a recliner because it is easier
for him to breathe and it is also easier
on his back. 

Stan has read all of the wonderful
emails and thanks you all very much.

—Rebecca Sebring 
7 Quail Loop, Fairhope, LA 36532

251-928-1271; email rsebr@aol.com

Bob McClure
I’ve recently talked with Bob and

Judy McClure and they asked that I
pass on some information on Bob’s
condition. Bob has prostate cancer and
it metastasized a few months ago. He
is scheduled for a bone scan tomorrow
and will begin chemo soon. He is in
much pain and the pain medicine
makes him pretty groggy but he would
appreciate your prayers, call, cards,
comfort, etc. Bob and Judy are at 1113
Oak Tree Ln, Las Vegas, NV 89108; 702-
647-3970

—Don Karges
dkarges@earthlink.net

Mike Thompson
Mike had open heart surgery on

April 6 at Seton Medical Center in
Austin. His fiancee tells me that a
planned April 15th wedding is on hold
and the trip to Fort Walton for the

Voodoo Reunion is off. His home
address is 1303 S. Meadows, Austin,
Texas, 78758. 

--Roger McLain
rdmclain@austin.rr.com

Tex Carey on prostate cancer
On the subject of prostate cancer,

permit me to share the following –
who knows – it could save the life of a
peer. My PSA had been holding at 1.6
to 1.8 for the past several years. Then,
during an annual check with my urol-
ogist last September it had “inched”
up to 2.4 – still very reasonable for an
“old codger” of my vintage! However,
the slight increase prompted the urolo-
gist to perform a prostate biopsy and
much to my dismay, two of the 12
samples came back with cancer cells. 

After Joan and I spent an hour with
the urologist assessing options, I ulti-
mately opted for a relatively new pro-
c e d u re called Robotic Pro s t a t e
Surgery. This new procedure is a God
send! Surgery was performed on Hal-
loween Day, and I went home the fol-
lowing day with essentially no blood
loss. In turn, the recovery was much
easier. So, down the road should any of
our peers encounter prostate cancer
and they want to talk to someone who
has had the robotic procedure, feel free
to contact me. 

—Tex Carey
TexCarey@aol.com

Health Reports

Book Review
The Fighter Pilot’s Wife
A Military Families Story
By Gilberta Guth
$19.95 plus $5 shipping. Calif. residents add 7.75% tax. 
Call Sign Press, 145 Oak Shade Lane, Novato, CA 94945; 
707-939-9212; www.fighterpilotswife.com.

This book tells the love story of Joe and Gill Guth told in
depth and detail. You’ll learn of the heroics and sadness of
fighter and reconnaissance pilots. (You’ll recognize many of
the names.) But primarily this book relates the emotions,
decisions and self-sufficiency required to cope with being a
fighter pilot’s wife during war time, peace time, his final
hours and thereafter.

Gilberta initially resisted Joe’s advances, but you can
never put a fighter pilot down. Joe won and love prevailed
as Joe was challenged by Korea, the Navy and the Voodoo. 

—Bob Gould Joe and Gilberta Guth at Latin Quarter, Tokyo, Japan, 1953.



This series of email messages between Cecil
Rigsby and Fred Rennels happened after
Cecil watched a movie clip of a P-38 crash
at an airshow sent to him by Fred. These
two aviators served together in the South
Pacific in WW II flying P-38 (F-4/F-5)
photo aircraft.

After viewing the video of the P-38
crash, I wonder why this pilot

exceeded his ability. As a P-38 pilot with
1250 hours I performed many slow ro l l s
over my girl friend’s house at low alti-
tude but not before I learned to do them
at a safe altitude. The P-38 was a gre a t
airplane and would do nearly all the
a c robatics. When flying surplus P-38s
for an aerial survey company in 1946 -
47, I took many business men up piggy
back who did business with our com-
p a n y. They got a little nervous when I
would cut off one engine and demon-
strate single engine capabilities.

The P-38 video brought to mind my
former squadron commander, Lt Col
Art Post, 8th Photo Squadron, New
Guinea, WW II, who crashed with a
piggy back enlisted man, doing a slow
roll at low altitude that turned out the
same way. Art Post was shot down
over the huge Japanese Base of Rabaul.
He was evacuated from New Britain
by submarine, awarded the Distin-
guished Service Cross for his mission,
promoted to Lt Col, did a Bond Tour in
the USA, returned voluntarily to 5th
Air Force in New Guinea, and crashed
in our aircraft No. 30.

—Cecil Rigsby

A little aside about Art Post.
Rummy Foster and I gave a ride to a
Lt. Cmdr. Holt from Melbourne to
Brisbane. Rummy and I were returning
to New Guinea in a B-26. Holt had
been on leave to Melbourne and was

returning to Brisbane where his sub-
marine was being restocked for new
missions to pick up downed pilots
around the Rabaul area. We had quite
a visit with him. He took us through
his sub and the tender that was
restocking his sub. 

During our visit we told him that
our buddy, Art Post, had been shot
down over Rabaul and to pick him up.
As you know Art had been contacted
by the Aussie patrol and put him in
touch with friendly natives. Some time
later the natives were instructed to
take Post, in an outrigger canoe off a
certain point at midnight. They did so
and waited and waited for the sub to
pick him up. After waiting for about an
hour past the appointed time they
started back to the coast only to have
the sub pop up in front of them. Out
popped Skil let Holt and he said,
“Hello Art; Rummy and Fred send
their regards!” Holt said that they had
been watching the party in the outrig-
ger for some time to be sure there was
no trap. As you know Art had to stay
with the sub for some time, sleeping in
the small ward room, while they com-
pleted their mission; then they
returned to Hawaii for complete refur-
bishing. Art then returned to the
States. 

Ski llet Holt was later given his
own Sub as Commander. On his last
mission.of the war his sub was lost –
just not heard from. No one knows
what happened. 

Art almost ruined Navy protocol
when they got to Hawaii. Traditionally
a ship/sub returning from a mission is
greeted by the Admiral of the Fleet
before they disembark. Art's sub was
kinda low on the priority and the
Admiral was late getting to them. Art
got teed off waiting and tired of sleep-
ing on a bench in the ward room (with
a full extra bunk in the Capt's Qtrs).
Art told Skillet and the Captain to
thank the Admiral for him and left.

After Art Post's dramatic rescue by
submarine from the coast of New
Britain, and a visit back to the 8th
Photo Squadron, he returned to the
States and was involved with a bond

tour along with Alex Guerry from the
8th Photo. The two of them are shown
with the actor William Holden at the
tail end of the training film 

You know Art submitted a re d e s i g n
of the oil cooler and fairing that was
adopted by Allison/Lockheed to solve
an overheating problem we were hav-
ing. I don't recall him as being gre g a r i-
ous. Certainly not a hell raiser or
notable drinker. A little more re s e r v e d
and business-like than some of our
g roup. I can't imagine him pulling the
stunt that ended his life. Art was a gre a t
guy; his loss was a needless tragedy.

You know Cecil, I never liked acro-
batics in the P-38. I did not feel com-
fortable with the yoke. I got used to
acrobatics with a stick and the steering
wheel just never seemed right. I can
understand a pilot “dishing out” in a
roll, particularly if he had not, as you
stated, practiced it at a safe altitude.

—Fred Rennels

That is really a good story about Art
Post. I knew some of it but you made it
more complete. When Art returned to
the 8th Photo Squadron before he
departed for the States, he took all the
pilots out in the Bush and explained to
us what was eatable and what to
avoid. He showed us how to get a full
glass of distilled water from about six
feet of jungle vine. I believe you
already know that when John Foster
and I were in the Pentagon we named
the award for the most outstanding
pilot, The Art Post Award, and the
Polifka Trophy for the team award,
Reconnaissance Competition, William
Tell 1962. —Cecil Rigsby

Art Post and P-38s

The Milwaukee
Jewish Historical
Society has a web
site that includes a
short biography of
Arthur Post’s mili-
tary service and

includes this photograph. You’ll find
it at http://milwaukeejewishhistori-
c a l . c o m / W W I I / P o s t _ A r t h u r / Wo r l d
WarII-P9.html.
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Jack Thomason
Dear Mr. Gould,

My name is Heather Thomason. I
am Col. Jackson L. “Jack” Thomason’s
second daughter. I have some old pho-
tos of my father’s and just stumbled
upon the Cottonpickers web site. Cecil
Rigsby put me in contact with the web-
master of the site and then gave me
your email address. I’m trying to find
anyone who knew my father. He died
in 1990. Do you know any of these
guys?

My dad was 40 when he met my
mom. She was his second wife. I have

a half sister that was born when he
was in training. I was 20 when he died.
He ended his career as chief of staff at
Nellis AFB in Nevada. I’m hoping to
find someone that was a friend with
him so I can learn more about him. He
was moving around so much when I
was young I didn’t get to see him a lot.
So I’m trying to go back in time to
learn more about him. I’d appreciate
any information anyone can provide.

P.S: You guys were all so skinny; did
they not feed you? 

—Heather Thomason
thomason_heather@hotmail.com

This picture was apparently taken in the 15th TRS ready room at K-14 in 1953. The
only  person I recognize is “Chick” Thornber (deceased). Thomason and Thornber went

t h rough Recce school in the 17th TRS at Shaw in ’52-’53. I was in the same class, but
was assigned to the 18th TRS. —BG

Letters & Email

16 The Recce Reader, Winter 2005

Cottonpicker’s Club, 1953. Jack Thomason is sitting, near left, with shoulder holster.

Bob Gould and Joe Kuchta at a bar,
possibly the 67th O’ Club, 1953. Why
were we in blues?

Heather Thomason and her children,
Ethan and Kyle. 

Correction
The reason for the 15th TRS being

called the Cottonpickers, as related in
Spring 2005 issue (p.11) was incorrect.
Here is the true story,

The flight commander of “D” flight
was a great guy from Augusta, Ga.
whose favorite expression in an aggra-
vated southern drawl was, “Come on,
you Cottonpickers, let’s go.” For some
unknown reason, Rich had been tabbed
with the nickname “Shaky Leader”–
not used in a derogatory manner.
( T h e re was a rule that anyone sched-
uled for an early mission had to depart
the club at 2200.) So every time Rich’s
flight was scheduled for the early mis-
sions, he’d stand up in the club at 2200
and announce in a loud voice, “Okay
all you Cottonpickers, let’s go.” A t
some point, the question arose on a
name for the club and someone sug-
gested “Cottonpickers” and it stuck.

Photos courtsy heartheer Thomason



Letters & Email
RF-4C Iranian Overflights

Art Krenzel, former RF-4C pilot
f rom A l c o n b u r y, is doing some
research on the use of RF-4Cs in a Sovi-
et Union overflight program operated
out of Iran in the late 1960s and early
1970s. The project name was DARK
GENE or DARK GENIE and may have
involved between 200 and 300 Elint
overflights using Iranian and Ameri-
can crews. He would appreciate being
contacted with any information
regarding these overflights.

—Art Krenzel
10505 NE 285th Street

Battle Ground, WA 98604
360-666-1883 phone

phoenix98604@msn.com

Doug Gordon’s New Book
I recently received this message fro m

Doug Gordon. If you have read any of 
his previous books or articles, you know
that he covers the subject in a superb
m a n n e r. I encourage your participation
and cooperation. —BG

Having just finished the piece on
the 38th TRS, I'm embarking on my
next project which is to chronicle the
history of the USAF Photo Jets and
Squadrons of the late 1940s and 1950s.
I am already in the process of breaking
ground not covered by me previously
in some of these histories; but once
again I need help to do the job proper-
ly and give the people and units the
credit they deserve. 

A i rcraft covered will be P-80A,
FP/RF-80, RF-84, RF-86, RF-100A, RF-
101 and RT-33.

I want to include all units that flew
these aircraft in CONUS, PACAF and
USAFE: 4th TRS, 8th TRS, 12th TRS,
15th TRS, 17th TRS, 18th TRS, 20th
TRS, 32nd, 38th, 45th TRS, 160th TRS,
161st TRS, 302nd TRS and 303rd TRS.
7407th SS. What have I missed?

I am on the lookout for as many
photos of the photo jets which I have
not used before as folks are happy to
share with me; monochrome is fine,
but color is better. Photos of people are
also important when writing about the
squadrons. Copies of unit badges and
patches would also be helpful.

I also need new stories from the

squadron pilots and the missions they
flew; in hot war and cold.

I'm going to be very cheeky and
push on this one! I've tried to do jus-
tice to the Recce community in all the
articles I've written in the past. I hope
I've succeeded. Because this latest
p roject goes back so far all the infor-
mation is likely to be lost forever if it's
not retrieved in the next 10 years.
PLEASE help me and let me have any
input you can. The 1940s material is
particularly important relating to the
4th, 12th and 39th TRS. If you flew
with these units please get in touch.
But I also need data and input fro m
K o rea and the Cold War ops in
USAFE and PA C A F.

—Doug Gordon
La Haute Tinguaie 22330

Langourla, France
douglin@wanadoo.fr

Taiwanese RF-101s
In the summer of 1962 the USAF

supplied the ROC (taiwan) with four
RF101Cs to augment their Recce capa-
bilities. At the time they were flying
some RF-101As. Wei-bin Chang, a Tai-
wanese historian, is trying to gather
information about this loan for poster-
ity. If any Voodoo drivers remember
anything pertaining to the pro j e c t ,
please send the information to Bob
Gould who will consolidate the info
for forwarding to Chang.

—Bud McVay
Budmcvay@sbcglobal.net

Patches Wanted
I have been trying to assemble a few

patches from my career. I would like to
get any of the following:

1. Wing Patches-26 TRW, 86 TFW, 66
TRW, and 460 TRW

2. Squadron Patches-17 TRS, 45
TRS, 18 TRS and 32 TRS

3. USAFE Patch
4. 100 Mission RF-101 Patch
Naturally I will cover expenses.

Thanks a lot. 
—Luster “Vic” Vickrey

POB 880381
Steamboat Springs, CO 80488

sundayvic@earthlink.net 
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Book Review

Commitment To Honor
A Prisoner of War Remembers 
Vietnam
By Col George R. Hall and Pat Hall
$29.00 (includes postage, tax and han -
dling). George Hall, 6 Bellewood Dr., Hat -
tiesburg, MS 39402

George Hall was destined to be in
the military. Groomed for West Point,
he graduated from the US N a v a l
Academy and accepted a commission
in the Air Force. He eventually became
a Recce pilot flying the RF-101. I
remember him when he arrived in the
15th TRS in Okinawa, shortly before I
rotated back to Shaw.

G e o rge was shot down over North
Vietnam after he should have re t u n e d
f rom his TDY f rom Okinawa.
Although badly wounded, he survived
the horror and torture of seven and
one-half years as a North Vi e t n a m e s e
P O W. Thus book is his story – a story
of an American hero who never
w a v e red in his commitment to honor. 

—Bob Gould

The city of Hattiesburg, Miss. erected this
memorial at their municipal airport in
honor of Col. Hall. Three airplanes he had
flown are on display including the RF-101.



Chinese Fire Drill
By Bob Caudry

You have no doubt heard the
e x p ression “as messed up as a 

Chinese fire drill,” but let me tell you
I have seen a genuine Chinese fire
drill and it is anything but disorg a n-
ized. It was in March of 1961 when we
deployed from Okinawa to one of our
f o r w a rd operating bases in Ta i w a n .
When I heard a fire alarm I observed
the Chinese rapidly falling out of the
building, forming up in ranks and
smartly counting down. I never again
used the term “like a Chinese fire
drill” despairingly.

During this deployment, I had
occasion to experience another com-
monly used expression. I had deposit-
ed laundry at the cleaners and one
evening walking back from the mess
hall, I stopped in to see if I could pick
it up without going to the BOQ to get
the claim sl ip. I’m sure you have
guessed it, the proprietor said “no
t i c k e y, no landry. ”

The most interesting thing that
happened to me on this deployment
was when I was sitting mobile and a
Chinese pilot from their F-104
s q u a d ron was sitting mobile as well.
We exchanged pleasantries until their
four ship came in for landing. As he
was leaving I asked if he would teach
me to say the gear check in Chinese.
He said sure, you say “tatou woyel
lodee” (I can’t really remember the
exact way it went after all these years,
but it will serve for now). So I prac-
ticed and practiced to perfect my Chi-
nese gear check call.

The next day flying with Jerry Miller
on my wing, we ran our mission and
coming back to the base, we lowere d
the gear & flaps and completed our
landing check list and I announced
“tatou woyel lodee.” I can still re m e m-
ber looking at Jerry and even thro u g h
his helmet and mask, I could see the
surprise on his face – but received no
response from the tower. Again I trans-
mitted “tatou woyel lodee.” The tower
a n s w e red, in perfect English, “say

again?” with a lot of question in his
voice. Assuming I had messed it up, I
gave the normal gear check in English
and was given clearance to land. 

I didn’t think anything about it until
a couple of months later when the first
three Chinese pilots came to Okinawa
to be checked out in the 101. Major
Chang was my student. I was briefing
him and when we came to the portion
where we had done our pre-landing
checks and were to radio his gear
check, it reminded me of my attempt
back on Taiwan. I said, “Hey Chang,
did I get it right to say tatou woyel
lodee?” He absolutely howled laugh-
ing asking who taught me that. After I
told him the tale, he offered to inter-
pret it into English. Stroking his chin
for a moment, he responded “Am I
cleared for a very bad landing?” 

I’ll bet those 104 jocks really had a
good time at the club that evening
talking about pulling one over on me.
If I could find that guy today, I would
buy him a drink because his “hook”
was masterful.

Recce Chronicles — 
The only thing new in the world is the history you don’t know— Harry Truman
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Diarrhea in an F-5 at
30,000 ft.

By Joseph Cullen

My diet of canned corn and fried
Spam finally overcame my

digestive tolerance while on a seven-
hour photo mission out of Palawan
Island in the Philippines on a distaste-
ful day in June of 1945. I had been
assigned this mission as a “photo joe”
of the 17th PRS, 13th A F. The targ e t
was a small island off the southwest
tip of Borneo. I was all strapped in –
May West, 45 automatic, bush knife,
canteen, chocolate bars – and snuggy
inside the confines of my Lockheed F-
5 “Lightening” chariot. 

Take off was normal. I'd fly out on a
radio compass re c i p rocal  bearing

direct to my target at 30,000 ft. All's
fine. no opposition over target. Lordy,
Lordy is this what I think it is? The
great USAAF diet with a few blasts of
MacArthur rum and coke the previous
evening got my insides excited. The
frustrating part: do I just foul my olive
drab shorts or  attempt to elevate
myself in the tight confines of my
mighty steed and jettison my feces out
a window.

Problems: 
#1: head clearance. 
#2: how do I get out of my chute

harness, 
#3: how to lower my one piece fly-

ing suit, 
#4: what to deposit my feces into . 

I'm an Eagle Scout and resourceful
plus those 12 other things. Moving
with all due speed, I got elevated over

my target map and none too soon. Sec-
ond hand corn on my target map!
What do I tell the intelligence Officer?
Hope I don't have to sign a statement
of charges for the map. 

Map folded to confine the rather
liquid deposit I lowered my self to
my life raft seat. Disposal? Well ol'
joe'l just wind down a window and
t h row it out. Brilliant? Yes? B.S. A t
350 mph the aerodynamics of a shxxy
map are weird. 

I tried to explain it to the ground
crew chief. He just brought more water
and clean rags. With the internal mess
and wind screen covered I logged an
extra 10 minutes of instrument time.
The flight surgeon gave me a little
paregoric and bismuth and my mis-
sion whiskey. What a 20-year-old boy
had to put up with.

Tales of skill, heroism and stupidity are heard in abundance at reunions, but most are forgotten when I get home. So if you
have any to tell about yourself or your friends, send them to me. Pictures are nice too; they are worth a bunch of words. 

Bob Gould, The Recce Reader, 15918 Meadow Lane, Stanley, KS 66224 or email to rgould@earthlink.net.
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Yes, it’s that time again. This is the fourth issue promised for 2005. 

Some of you sent more than $10 and subscribed for more than one year, so to check your 
subscription status, look at your address on the reverse of this page
and check the EXP DATE. If it reads 12/31/2005, you need to renew.
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Donna Martin, 3010 Honey Tree Lane, Austin, TX 78746
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Once Upon A Time —Royal Flush Practice — Loan AB, France — 1963

Luster “Vic” Vickrey practices for Royal Flush at
Loan AB, France in 1963.

The 302nd TRS took part in Operation Blue Danube in 1954, fly-
ing 28 sorties. Four RF-80s from the 302nd TRS detached to

Vaerlose in Denmark for a joint exercise with the Royal Danish Air
Force. At the same time the 1st TRS sent six RB-26 aircraft to the
Danish base to commence the formidable task of photographing
all of Denmark! A detachment to Geibelstadt in May, 1954
involved the 303rd TRS in a reconnaissance competition with
other NATO units. In later years, under the name of Royal Flush,
these competitions were to become a regular event.

The Royal Flush competitions continued year on year. 

Unfortunately in 1963 the event was marred by
the death of  one of the 66th pilots in training
for the operation. On April 28th, while flying
under very low cloud, Captain Wes Bro o k s
flew into a blind canyon in the French Alps. On
realizing his predicament he had lit the burners
and went into a maximum climb. He hit the
vertical cliff only 60 feet from the top.

—Text courtesy of Doug Gordon
—Photos courtesy of Vic Vickrey

Vic runs from his aircraft on the way to Intell.
“What happened to that slim waist?”

In Intell for debrief: “and on the roof top of the chateau were these three girls...”
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Once Upon A Time —17th Photo Recon Sq — Guadalcanal — 1943

Guadalcanal 1943

Photos and captions by 
Lt. Leon Sanders, 
Supply Officer,

17th Photo 
Reconnaissance Squadron

Squadron Headquarters/Orderly Room

Base Chapel

Officers Club

Orchestra at Officer’s Club 

Party and dancing at Officer’s Club

Destroyed Japanese Betty bomber


