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USAFE units. 
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By Sarah Parke
National Museum of the 
U.S. Air Force
11/30/2007 - Dayton, Ohio 

On Nov. 27, 1957, at 6:59 a.m., six
USAF pilots took off from Los
Angeles and began what

would be called Operation Sun Run.
On that day, three new transcontinen-
tal speed records were established and
the speed and range of the McDonnell
RF-101C was showcased. Years later,
this mission would be remembered not
as a significant contribution to war, but
as a significant peacetime achievement
for a growing Air Force. 

Almost to the exact minute, 50 years
l a t e r, one of the pilots and several fami-
ly members of those involved in Opera-
tion Sun Run gathered at the National
Museum of the U.S. Air Force to pre s e n t
a painting commemorating the anniver-
sary of this historic event. The painting,
titled "Schrek's CIN MIN on the SUN-
RUN" by noted aviation artist William S.
Phillips, depicts then Capt. Ray Schre-
cengost's RF-101C, nicknamed CIN
MIN, flying above the clouds. 

The painting brought back many
memories for Lt. Col. (Ret.) Robert
Burkhart, one of the pilots during the
mission. "I was keyed up the night
before the flight," said Burkhart who
was a captain at the time. "I probably
got less sleep than most nights." 

Burkhart said he was only doing his
duty and he didn't realize how signifi-
cant Operation Sun Run would be. "I
never thought it would be re m e m-
bered 50 years later." 

S c h recengost's RF-101C CIN MIN
was named for his two daughters:
Cindy and Mindy. "I didn't know I
would be a part of history," said Schre-
cengost's daughter, Cindy Miller, during
the unveiling cere m o n y. "I just thought I
was the 'CIN' part of the name." 

Miller, who was only five years old
at the time, remembers the day very
well. "Mom told me to look to the left
because my father would be flying in

soon. I remember Dad landing and my
sister, who was only 2 years old, being
lifted up to the cockpit to say hi to him.
I was so awestruck." 

Miller's father, who retired from the
Air Force as a colonel, was selected as
lead pilot during Operation Sun Run.

He established three new transconti-
nental speed records from Los Angeles
to New York (beating John Glenn's
record), from New York to Los Angeles
and round trip. His record fell shortly
thereafter when his time was bettered
by other pilots on the Sun Run. 

Schrecengost's brother, Sam, also in
attendance at the ceremony, said it was
very difficult to get anything out of
Ray about the mission before he
passed away. "My brother wasn't
about awards or  re c o rds," he
explained. "He was a team person.
Getting everyone involved was his
way of passing credit back." 

The original RF-101C CIN MIN,
piloted by Schrecengost, is on display in
the Modern Flight Gallery at the muse-
um. A giclee print of the painting will
now be placed in front of the airc r a f t
and next to the group's speed tro p h y. 

" With this year being the 60th
anniversary of the U.S. Air Force, we
believe this donation is truly fitting as
it depicts a significant event in Air
F o rce history," said museum senior
curator Terry Aitken during the
unveiling ceremony. "It's also fitting to
be displayed in the museum. Our mis-
sion is to be 'the keeper of their stories'
and this painting truly enhances the
story, the history and the significance
of the people who were a part of Oper-
ation Sun Run." 

50th Anniversary of 
Operation Sun Run Remembered 

Painting donated to the National Museum of the U.S. Air Force

Sam Schrecengost (left), brother of Ray Schrecengost and Cindy Miller, daughter of
Ray Schrecengost, look at the painting "Schrek's CIN MIN on the SUN-RUN"  
shortly after it was unveiled at the National Museum of the U.S. Air Force.

Lt. Col. (Ret.) Robert Burkhart, a pilot
during Operation Sun Run, stands beside
" S c h rek's CIN MIN on the SUN-RUN"
shortly after the painting was unveiled at
the National Museum of the U.S. Air
F o rce on Nov. 27, 2007. (U S A F p h o t o s)
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From The Zweibrucken Trojan
March 2007

Michelle Cool Worman is the daughter of
Gary & Donna Cool. Gary was a com -
mander of the 17th TRS while stationed at
Zweibrucken AB, Germany.

The first thing you notice about
Michelle “Shelly” Cool-Worman,
class of 1980. is the huge bright

smile she always wears. The second
thing you see is her wheel chair. Her
classmates don’t remember that from
her time in Zwei, because it’s a rela-
tively new part of her life. (See sidebar
for related article.) They do remember
her spirit, and zest for life...and she
still exudes those qualities.

Shelly Cool attended Zweibrucken
High School from 1975 to 1977, while
she lived in base housing. She then
moved to Austin, and finished high
school  in Idaho, graduating fro m
Moscow High School. Her favorite
memory from Zwei is the “family
atmosphere of all the military fami-
lies”. And she loved the Fasanerie.

She didn’t have a favorite teacher,
“per  se”, but enjoyed being the
Nurse’s aide, and also corresponded
for a while with Ms. Aerial, the P.E.
teacher.

She moved around quite a bit. Her
father retired in Austin in 1979, moved
the family to Idaho while he attended
the Forestry program at the University
of Idaho; then moved to Corpus Christ
and once again to Arlington. After she
married, Michelle moved to Georgia
with her husband, then back to Texas.

After returning to Texas, she was
visiting the Southlake warehouse of
GermanDeli.com, an online company
specializing in German food items.
While there, she began talking to the
cashier about working there. She was
later hired to work in the shipping
department and enjoyed working
t h e re until her family expanded to
include a foster child. She says of
working at Germander.3Com, “I really
enjoyed the connection with Germany
and other military brats.” Her favorite

items stocked
at the store
included Ger-
man chocolate
and gummies.

M i c h e l l e
still keeps in
touch with
Lynn Lang-
mead, and cor-
r e s p o n d e d
with the late
Kevin Kille-
b rew and h i s
f a m i l y. She has not returned to Ger-
m a n y, but intends to take her husband
and sons there “as soon as I can.”

She attended the June 2006 re u n i o n
in San Antonio. Her favorite part was
meeting up with Janine Whitmoyer
Zydzik and Chuckie Moss. “Up to that
point, I hadn’t seen anyone from my
class, and it was very exciting and fun.”

Michelle is a very busy woman. She
is a stay-at-home mom of three active
boys, and runs an online chat room for
people facing bone marrow trans-
plants, their family and friends
(www.bmtsupport.org). She is work-
ing on obtaining her RN, and works as
a substitute nurse in a local school dis-
trict. She loves to play Zeida with her
sons, and has “proudly conquere d
each Zeida along the way.” She also
enjoys bike rides with her family, ped-
aling along on her hand-pedaled bicy-
cle. She and her husband want to start
going camping and fishing... “now
that we’re done with diapers.”

Michelle’s spirit includes such grat-
itude for her life. She claims that she
married “the most wonderful man on
this earth” who “looked past the cane
and the obvious limp to see” her for
who she is. “I am so blessed to have
him,” she says. Together, she and Brian
have one biological son, Jake, and two
adopted sons, Freddie and Ian, who
are half-brothers. Rounding out their
sweet family are their two golden
retrievers, Baxter and Sadie.

The Wormans are planning another
move. this time to follow Brian’s work
for Delta Airlines to Atlanta, Georg i a .

Brian is already working there and com-
muting home on the weekends.
Michelle and the boys plan to join him
full-time as soon as they sell their house.
Michelle says, “Anyone passing
t h rough the Atlanta airport, give us a
c a l l . ”

Update March 2008
By Michelle Cool-Wo r m a n
In response to the editor’s request. 

Ireally don’t feel like I am doing any-
thing special. I just felt like I needed

to give back to others. I have always

Spotlight on Michelle Cool-Worman
Zweibrucken High School Class of ‘80

My nursing career is very fascinat-
ing. I really enjoy being a nurse;

unfortunately, I have spent more time
on the other side of my chosen profes-
sion. I began working on a med-surg
unit at a hospital in Arlington. I began
limping and sought help from an ortho-
pedic doctor.

“Failing numerous tests, it was dis-
covered that I had a rare birth defect
around my spinal cord After numerous
surgeries and treatments, I was walking
with a limp. After I got married and had
our first son, we moved to Georgia.

“I was then diagnosed with chronic
myelogenous leukemia. Following a
bone marrow transplant, with the donat-
ed marrow coming from my sister,
Becky, I have remained cancer-free for
almost 11 years. 

“Right after the bone marrow trans-
plant, I fell and broke my foot. Given my
weakened condition, I wasn’t able to
regain my ability to walk. I have been in
a wheel chair since 1997. I still had the
birth defect inside my spinal cord which
would cause me intermittent back pain.
I learned of a new procedure called the
Cyberknife, and inquired if it would help
me with my case. 

“I went to Stanford for tests, and
finally in 2006 had the treatment, and it
was very successful in removing the
mass in my spinal cord. I began thera-
py to try to walk again, and did recover
some movement. I haven’t given up,
and believe that I will walk one day!” 

—Michelle Worman

“

Shelly’s senior High
School picture.
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wanted to help people, I
guess it is an occupational
hazard as a nurse. 

I was introduced to the
Bone Marrow Tr a n s p l a n t
(BMTSupport.org) chat room
by my cousin right after my
diagnosis of chronic myeloge-
nous leukemia in July ‘96, and
have been there ever since. A
number of years ago, the
founder of the group needed
to step away and I took over. I
love being in the group, and
have made some pretty spe-
cial relationships with people
I have never met and might never
meet. We have had a few face-to-face
reunions which were great. We were
meeting annually at the March on
Washington and The Candlelight Vigil,
but September 11th ruined that.

Since the first article went out, my
family has had more challenges to face.
My husband again began commuting
to Atlanta with his job. Since he was
gone anywhere from three to five days
a week, I have cut way back on study-
ing for my RN. So I won’t be graduat-
ing like I planned. 

Last fall, my youngest son Ian, was
diagnosed with Duchenne Muscular
Dystrophy. He is 5 years old and was-
n’t able to run and jump like other kids
his age. Sadly, this is the most aggres-
sive form of MD, and possibly will be
fatal in his mid 20s. There are numer-

ous clinical trials going on and many
break-through’s being made. I am con-
fident that they will find a cure for this,
with God’s help and money for
research. My family and I have become
advocates of the Muscular Dystrophy
Association as well as my BMT sup-
port group and the Leukemia and
Lymphoma Society.

Given Ian’s diagnosis of MD, and
what is in the best interest of our fami-
ly, Brian has accepted a job in Lubbock,
Tex. We are now anticipating a move
out west. It will be nice to be under one
roof as a family again. 

Thanks again for posting my story. If
anyone wants, please feel free to contact
me via my personal email or my web
site, both of which are listed below.

One final note, I would not be the
person I am today without the love

and respect of my parents and
siblings, and extended family.
My siblings were “fighting” to
donate for me. I can not ever
thank them enough for all the
love and care that they have
given me through all my trials
and tribulations. They have
been there through thick and
thin, no matter  what. Fro m
mom sitting by my side con-
stantly through my surgeries to
my dad and his horrible jokes
that had me in tears with 78 sta-
ples down my back! 

Becky gladly donated her
marrow for me, she “knew” it was her
before the lab results came in. Chris
flew out to Georgia with Becky and
stayed with me in the hospital. Doug
and his wife Roni were by my side as
well. (Doug’s jokes were as bad as
dad’s!) Doug, Dad, Chris and Roni all
donated the desperately needed
platelets for me. 

I can’t leave out my fantastic hus-
band and sons. Brian has been a rock
through all this. They have supported
my need to continue on in the chat
room and have gone out of their way
to help make it happen. This experi-
ence has been a blessing in so many
ways. It brought our family together
like nothing else could. 

God Bless,
–Michelle (Shelly) Cool-Worman

bdworman@aol.com

Freddie, Jake and Ian with Shelly and Brian Worman.
Photo , Michelle Cool-Worman

While the 20th TRS was deployed to Kadena,
AB in the Fall of 1958, Luke Easter and I

posed for a little PR. We claimed that Sayre, Okla.
had the highest density of RF-101 pilots of any
town in the US. Two of us for a town population of
3,000 or one Voodoo pilot for every 1,500 residents.
Hence the Oklahoma map with a dot for Sayre in
the Western part of the state. 

Someone later challenged our claim saying that
he was from some small town in Wisconsin or Min-
nesota that had a population of only 500 people. I
forget who challenged our claim, but we later qual-
ified our claim saying there had to be at least two
Voodoo pilots from the town. 

—Bill Talley

ONCE UPON A TIME – 20TH TRS – KADENA AB, OKINAWA – 1958

Bill Talley and Luke Easter hold a makeshift map of 
Oklahoma with a dot showing the location of Sayre.

Photo, Bill Talley
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Cold War Tactical Reconnaissance
Hot pass by the Kuriles in an RF-84F

By Conrad Martinez Jr.
Lt. Col. USAF (Ret.)

In March of 1955 I was assigned to
the 67th Tactical Reconnaissance
Wing (5th Air Force) shortly after it

moved from Korea to Japan. When I
arrived, the 67th was located at Itami
AB near Osaka, Japan. My original
assignment was to fly the RB-26 but
since I had some previous F-84E expe-
rience, I was told that I could better
serve with the 45th Tac Recon Sq locat-
ed at Misawa AB in northern Honshu.
The 45th was equipped with RF-80s at
the time but in about three months was
to convert to the RF-84F Thunderflash.
So, on April 1, 1955 I reported to the
45th (known as the “Polka Dots”) at
Misawa AB. 

The Hokkaido Incident: Except for
two deployments, one to Clark AB and
one to Taiwan, and many cro s s - c o u n-
tries to the Tokyo area, most of my fly-
ing was accomplished performing
operational and training photo mis-
sions from central Japan to the northern
most island of Japan, Hokkaido. An A i r
Defense Identification Zone (ADIZ)
had been established around Japan;
h o w e v e r, the ADIZ was squeezed
down to a few miles off the coast of
eastern Hokkaido due to the pro x i m i t y
of the Soviet held Kuril Islands. 

In October 1956 I was assigned to
conduct a photo mission of our own
GCI site near the village of Nemuro
located on the East Coast of Hokkaido

just opposite the Kuril Islands. Before I
arrived at Misawa, there had been sev-
eral incidents between the U.S. Air
Force and the Soviet Air Force. In two
different incidents, a B-29 and a B-50
were shot down by MiG-15s over the
Sea of Japan. For my mission, I was
instructed to rendezvous with a flight
of four armed F-86F Sabres from 
Chitose AB located in western Hokkai-
do. I was further instructed to
approach my photo target in a high-
speed dive heading east but still allow-
ing room to remain within our ADIZ
boundaries. I was also told that higher
headquarters ordered this mission to
see how the Soviets would react to this
action. The reason for the armed
escort was because the Soviets had
become sensitive to any re c o n n a i s-
sance type aircraft operating near the
Kuril lands. When an RF-84F would
appear on the scene, the normal Sovi-
et aircraft traffic between Vladivostok

and the Kuril Islands
would cease and then
the Soviets would
launch a flight of MiG-
15s opposite the ADIZ
w h e re the RF-84F
would be operating.
The Soviet GCI was
a w a re of the 45th’s
call-sign, “Heming-
way.” 

Although the RF-
84F was equipped with
four .50 cal guns, our
s q u a d ron commander

would not permit them to be loaded.
Most of the 45th’s pilots had never
fired guns from an aircraft before since
most had come from the photo recce
school at Shaw AFB. However, a Capt.
Anderson transferred into our unit
from Luke AFB where he was an F-84G
a i r- g round gunnery instru c t o r. He
finally succeeded in convincing our
CO to allow an air and ground gun-
nery-training program to be set up. We
planned to use our T-33 to tow a ban-
ner target for air-to-air gunnery. (Our
previous aircraft, the RF-80, carried no
guns or ejection seats). 

Morale became sky-high! The
ground gunnery was going smoothly
until one of the pilots accidentally
picked up a ricochet while on a straf-
ing mission. Although the pilot
returned safely from the Misawa gun-
nery range, the RF-84F required an
engine change since a spent .50 cal
round went through an inlet into the J-
65 engine. The CO did not like having
to report this cause for an engine
change to higher headquarters, so all
gunnery activities were canceled. 

So, on a clear October day I found
myself climbing out of Misawa in an
unarmed RF-84F Thunderflash head-
ing north to meet up with my escort.
At 30,000 ft. east of Chitose I joined up
with the four Sabres and continued
east toward Nemuro. About 20 miles
west of Nemuro, I started my dive
toward our GCI site. The controller’s
call sign was “Pingpong.” After I
checked in with Pingpong, I was

Canrad Martinez in flight in a 45th TRS RF-84F.

Conrad poses with his wife Cilda by his RF-84F.
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cleared for my first photo run at 10,000
ft. I later learned that the normal Sovi-
et traffic had disappeared from our
scopes as anticipated and a flight of
four MiG-l5s had established a race-
track pattern at about 30,000 ft. oppo-
site the ADIZ from the orbiting Sabres.

After completing my first photo ru n
at 550 kts, I had to pop my speed brakes
and then split-S down to 5,000 ft. to
remain within the ADIZ and start my
second photo run. My last pass was
accomplished at 500 ft. using my for-
w a rd oblique camera. Pingpong then
requested and cleared me for a couple
of “antenna checks.” It was customary
to make a couple of low passes on
remote radar sites after a photo mission
for the benefit of the radar troops who
usually saw us as only blips on their
scopes and rarely saw us close up. 

On my second and last pass at about
500 kts, I observed the troops on the
radar dome’s balcony with their cam-
eras and waving in appreciation, so as I
pulled up I began a slow aileron roll. I
was literally on my back when I heard
Pingpong call out, “Hemingway 14,
request you leave the area immediate-
ly!” Before I could ask why, Pingpong
added, “Two bandits just crossed the
fence and they’re after you!” 

I immediately turned toward home
base but then realized that I had about
200 miles of open ocean to fly over
which was no place to be caught by two
diving MiG-15s. I then spotted a ravine
running north from the coast in a fairly

s t r a i g h t
l i n e .
A d v a n c -
ing to full
t h rottle, I
e n t e re d
the ravine
at about
560 kts
with my
c a n o p y
level with
the top of
the ravine and about 30 yards wing tip
clearance on each side. Meanwhile,
Pingpong was vectoring two of my top
cover Sabres to intercept the MiGs that
w e re after me. I later found out that the
S a b re pilots had spotted the two MiGs
as they started their pursuit curve on
me. The Sabre element lead thought for
s u re he was going to get a kill as he
p ressed his attack. Suddenly, the two
MiGs broke off their attack on me and
turned into the two Sabres diving on
them. The MiGs and the Sabres met in a
head-on pass and although the Sabre
element lead fired a gun burst, the clo-
s u re rate was too fast to score a hit. By
the time the Sabres got turned aro u n d ,
the MiGs were streaking back toward
the ADIZ and I was streaking westward
in the opposite direction. 

What had apparently happened
was that the Soviet GCI had lost me as
a target when I got down in the
“ t renches” but observed that their
MiGs were being led further into

Japanese territory plus the fact that the
MiGs were about to be intercepted.
This caused the Soviet GCI to order
their MiGs to return to their side of the
fence. The other two Sabres had
remained at altitude in the event the
remaining two MiGs were ordered to
also cross the ADIZ. After receiving an
all-clear notice from Pingpong, I flew
on to Chitose AB, circled the airfield
once, checked my fuel status, and then
headed back to Misawa. Needless to
say, my incident was replayed over
and over at Happy Hour that evening. 

I learned what others had learned in
WWII and Korea; you can’t trust Com-
munists. Unfortunately, the flight cre w
and passengers aboard the South Kore-
an 747 that was shot down by a Soviet
fighter north of Hokkaido some years
ago had to learn this the hard way. 

Lt. Col . Conrad Martinez lives in 
Dayton, Ohio. You reach him through his
son David at sabers@woh.rr.com.

Aircraft 366 served several years with the Michigan ANG at Selfridge
AFB, before being condemned to the boneyard. Photos Conrad Marinez, Jr.

This group of 66th TRW pilots and
wives were in attendance at the

Chipping Norton Mayors Ball on Nov
25, 1966. Chipping Norton is a town in
Oxfordshire, England, located 18 miles
northwest of Oxford and about 14
miles west of RAF Upper Heyford.
Quite a number of Air Force personnel
stationed at Upper Heyford lived in
Chipping Norton. 

P i c t u red here (left to right) are 
Barbara & Bob Gage, Evy & D o n
Hunt, John & Jane McMeurtrey and
Tish & George Howard.

Photo provided by Don Hunt

ONCE UPON A TIME – CHIPPING NORTON MAYOR’S BALL – NOV 1966



8 The Recce Reader, Winter 2007

RF-86 on the Beach
Qestions and answers about this Korean War experience

By Bob Gould and John Duquette

This started with a request in an
email from Doug Gordon. In his email
he stated: 

“I have a couple of mystery photos
taken by Ralph Sorenson. Does anyone
know the story behind this stranded
RF-86 during the Korean War? It is
apparently on the beach at Cho-do
Island, North Korean property, but in
control of the US and used as an emer-
gency landing site for planes low on
fuel.”

I forwarded this and followup 
information via email on Tac Recce
News, but I have yet to receive any
definitive information on who was fly-
ing the Sabre. 

On the other hand, John Duquette
has done some extensive research and
he believes that the RF-86 is not on
Cho-do Island but instead is on
Paengyong-do Island at K-53.  Paengy-
ong-do is in the Yellow Sea south of
Cho-do. The airstrip was on the beach.

The caption for the photo (next
page) says these Meteors were evacu-
ated from K-53 via LST because the air-
field was too short for them to take off.

The Gooney birds and boats tell the
tale on the location. 

The upper right photo and the bot-
tom photos were taken by airmen
assigned to Detachment 3, 608th
AC&W Squadron. This detachment
was stationed at K-53 on Paengnyong-
do Island. 

If you check out the photo albums at
this link you will see photos of an F-86
from the 51st FW and Meteors from
No. 77 Squadron who also made emer-
gency landings at Paengnyong-do. It
seems to have been a popular sport.

As for the pilot, one suggestion was
that it could have been James 
Howell, who was noted for landing at
Kimpo on fumes. 

Another suggestion, that seems to
have more creditability to me, is that it
may have been Mele Vojvodich. 

Dean Cling feels sure it was Mele

Vojvodich. Dean was a tent mate of Mel
and remembers Mel saying he carried
an aircraft camera magazine back to
Kimpo. There was no explanation
about what had happened and that fits
what is now known about Mel. 

At one time he held the long-dis-
tance record for an RF-86 flying out of
Kimpo when he flew to Mukden and

back. Air Force records show that he
received the Distinguished Service
Cross “while serving as a Pilot with
the 15th Tactical Reconnaissance
S q u a d ron, 67th Tactical Reconnais-
sance Group, 5th Air Force, in action
against enemy forces in the Republic of
Korea on 3 January 1953.” On that date
Captain Vojvodich volunteered to fly

The caption with these photos reads: This RF-86 landed on the beach in North Korea.
We had to refuel it to get it back to base. Photos courtesy John Duquette and Doug Gordon

Swimming trip to K-53 on a Sunday, July 1954.
--www.pbase.com/goldwing/image/14336668
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an unarmed RF-86 type air-
craft on an extremely haz-
a rdous mission of gre a t e s t
importance to United Nations
forces. During the mission, he
experienced a complete radio
f a i l u re and his drop tanks
failed to jettison. Note that
the RF-86 in the picture
apparently arrived with drop
tanks.

Left: Meteors out of gas on
the beach at K-53 compared
with photo of RF-86 above.

Above: An RF-86 being
refueled from a Gooney
Bird. Note the circled 
landscape.

“LST #855 unloading supplies on the beach”
Photo taken by an unknown airman assigned to Det

3, 608th AC&W Squadron and stationed at K-53
on Paengnyong-do.

This RF-86 landed on the beach in North Korea. We had to      refuel it to get
it back to base.

Photo taken by an unknown airman assigned to Det 3,
608th AC&W Squadron and stationed at K-53 on 
Paengnyong-do.

Photo taken Joseph Savko who was assigned to Det 3, 608th
AC&W Squadron and stationed at K-53 on Paengnyong-do.

If Mel had been flying a
top-secret mission, he would
not have idly talked about it
when he arrived at Kimpo. 

It’s unlikely we’ll ever
know for sure who landed
the bird on the island or who
later flew it out. 

Mel Vojvodich later flew
the A-12 in the Oxcart pro-
gram, the predecessor to the
SR-71. He died in Nov 2003.
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Voodoo Pitch Up
By Don Beck

Harry Runge, Richard Wood, and myself witnessed an
RF-101 pitch up. We were at the Kadena Mobile Con-

trol Unit and getting ready to change mobile officers. We
were informed that two RF-101s were making a straight in
approach. We observed the two inbounds and checked for
gear and flaps down. About five miles from touch down the
Control Tower informed us that one of them had to shut
down an engine. (They were on a frequency that we were
not monitoring.) One RF-101 slides off to one side and the
one in trouble is still on approach with everything hanging,
gear down and full flaps. 

About two miles out, as Woody was watching all this
with the binoculars, he states that the nose is starting to rise.
About one mile out Woody says he is going to pitch up if he
does not lower the nose or add more power. Just short of the
beach, the RF-101’s nose goes straight up, rolls 90 degrees
and falls in the water. We lose sight of it and later find out
the pilot, Reilly Teague, ejects as the RF-101 is laying on its
side in about three-four feet of water. An Army helicopter
radios that they have picked up the survivor and are head-
ing for the hospital. An observer on the shore stated that as
he ejected, the seat with Reilly still in it, skipped across the
water for about 90 feet before it stopped. Sort of like skip-
ping stones across water.

Harry adds: I recall Riley was switching radio frequen-
cies so fast we never did catch up to him to try and help.
The other is that just about as he went vertical, he lit the
afterburner on the good engine and slid down out of sight,
still vertical. ; Then there was a huge cloud of steam erupt-
ed from where the bird disappeared into the water. I think
either you Woody or I said to each other “Well ,he bought
it” or something like it. I heard he had just a scratched knee
and was recovered with his B-4 bag pretty much intact. That
is hearsay and I can’t verify it. 

Woody adds: It all sounds about right. One thing I seem
to remember was that Riley didn’t have his flaps down at
first (he did have his speed brakes out as he had been in the
penetration when he shut down the engine) but as he
slowed down he decided to put the flaps down because he
was so slow. Then he lit the burner and it was as you said.

Don Beck postscript: I was sent to Sembach after finish-
ing F-86D School at Perrin. I was in the 303rd and the IP for
my RF-84F checkout was Robbie Robinson. One of the
flights in the checkout was to pitch up the RF-84. I was told
to start a slight descent roll into a turn and pull the stick
briskly back. I did and the RF-84 tucked in, then went neg-
ative with stuff flying all around and I recovered. That expe-
rience made me respect the RF-101 and I vowed never to get
close to a pitch-up situation. I had about 30 hours in the RF-
84 before they sent us F-86D guys back to F-86D units.

Last Air Force Flight
John “Doc” Masterson 

Did I ever tell you about my last AF flight? I was in Cal-
ifornia at Long Beach. A pilot said, “Come on Doc I

need my hours this month and you do too.” He and anoth-
er pilot and I left at 1600 hours for El Paso. Halfway across
the desert his gauge read no fuel and he put down in a field.
When he found a stick and put it in the tank he said he
wanted to see if we had enough to finish the flight. I
grounded him on the spot and walked to the nearest phone
booth and asked my wife to come pick me up. I never flew
again and was discharged a week later without my terminal
flight pay. I don’t know what happened to the pilot 

RF-4 Moon
By Garry Constantine and Bob Blackwood

Those of you with an interest in aviation history will
a p p reciate this story and photo: “Moon Over the Pacific.” 

This photograph was taken in the late 70s on a mid-win-
ter flight from Okinawa to the states for delivery of the RF-
4C to a periodic maintenance facility in California. 

The aircrew was from xxxx AFB, Texas and was routine-
ly treated to this good deal TDY. The formation consisted of
one KC-135 tanker and two RF-4Cs from the xxxx “Recce”
outfit. Sometime after the fifth or sixth in-flight refuelling,
the normal boredom began to set in and to keep occupied,
the Phantom crews talked to the crew members of the
tanker Aircraft on the HF radio just to chit-chat. 

During the conversation it was revealed that the tanker
had some additional passengers on board, which included
a flight nurse that was catching a hop back to the states. The
nurse was then invited onto the flight deck, and talked to
the crews of the F-4s and instantly became quite good
friends with the pilot of #xxxx. 

During the next refuelling, after #xxx had “hooked-up”
and began taking fuel, the boom operator suddenly went out
of view, and was replaced by a totally naked flight nurse, that
then pressed her breasts against the refuelling window. The
pilot of #xxx almost had an emergency “bre a k - a w a y,” but
hung in there and took the full off-load. 

Following this flashing, the crew of #xxx decided to retal-
iate and took a high position on the tanker’s left wing. Since
it was a winter flight, the crew was also required to wear the
famous anti-exposure “poopy suit,” in addition to the nor-
mal clothing. Luckily the pilot had first pinned the ejection
seat before began to undress. Anyone that has ever flown
the Phantom will appreciate the degree of difficulty in per-
forming this maneuver. First the leg restraints had to be
released, then the parachute was unbuckled, along with the
seat pack and lap belt restraints. Next, off came the winter

Recce Chronicles
That’s not flying, that’s just falling with style. 

—Woody, from the movie “Toy Story,” regarding Buzz Lightyear
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In the broadcast described below, I was the fighter pilot
with both engines feathered when Clark returned to

escort me. Do you think all those free cigarettes had some-
thing to do with keeping our armed forces addicted? 

Yank of the Week
By Cecil Rigsby

The broadcast reads: Thanks to the yanks of the Week.
Tonight we salute Captain Clark N. Sykes, of San Antonio,
Texas, who was flying a P-38 reconnaissance plane armed
only with cameras, over Rabaul, New Britain. Captain
Sykes and another pilot in an armed P-38 were attacked
by four new in-line Japanese fighter planes, and during the
fight, the escorting Lightning had both motors put out of
commission. Seeing his companions distress, Captain

Sykes roared into the Japanese formation, bluffed them
long enough for his escort to get one motor working, and
escorted him safely back to their base. In your honor,
Captain Clark Sykes,, the makers of Camels are sending
to our soldiers overseas, three hundred thousand 
Camel Cigarettes. 

Broadcast on NBC Network on the Abbott & Costello
Show, Thurs, Nov 25, 1943 –Thanksgiving Day.

flight jacket, the normal
flight suit and gloves,
then the poopy suit, the
thermal underwear and
so forth. 

Then he had to stand
on his head. The picture
was taken by the pilot
of the other F-4, and the
timing was right after
General Creech had
issued his “Doctrine on
A i rc rew Discipline”
which included more
rules about not carrying a camera in the cockpit. The pho-
tograph be- came an instant success within the crew-dog
underworld, and late in 1979, when xxxx’s Wing Comman-
der was fired for having lost so many crews and jets during
a Red Flag, this photo was at the last minute inserted among
his going away pictures, signed by all of the wing’s crew
members. This Colonel was well liked by all, and to repay
our kindness for having given him this moon shot, he emp-
tied his lawn mower ’s supply of gasoline into his on-base
back yard, and spelled the F- - - word in large enough let-

ters that everyone
could see it from the
traffic pattern. A part-
ing  shot. 

The pilot of #xxx,
was never admonished
for this incident, but
was later in trouble for
having sonic boomed
his hometown on
a c ro s s - c o u n t r y. He was
then assigned to the
first F-16 squadro n
and disappeared. 

The pilot that took the picture, a Flight Commander at
the time, was recalled by SAC and flew B-52s until he
retired. He is now a Captain with American Airlines. 

The back-seaters were riffed a few years after the photo
and also disappeared. Now you know the rest of the story.

The nurse, by the way, loved the gesture and met the pilot
of #xxx that night at the O’Club, but that’s another story. 

Experience is directly proportional to the amount of
equipment ruined.

“Moon over the Pacific”
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Final Flight
Marva Goebel 

Marva Goebel passed away on the
morning of Mar 27, 2008. Dick and
Marva were at their home in Palm
Springs, Calif., but Dick had Marva air
evacuated to Grand Rapids to be with
family and friends before she made
her transition. Address for the Goebel
family is 3723 Keeweenaw NE, Grand
Rapids, Michigan 49525. Email: jet-
mang@yahoo.com.

We first met Dick, Marva and boys
as neighbors in Guaranteed Rental at
Laon the fall of 1958. They have been
by several times in their rolling Spar-
tan Gulf Stream home to visit us here
on Grand Lake Or ’ the Cherokees in
Okla. —Virginia ‘Ginny’ Hare

rabbit@wavelinx.net

“Willie” Brandt
William H. “Willie” Brandt took his

last flight on April 1, 2008. Col. Brandt
is survived by his wife, Dianne, two
sons, Colonel (USAF) Craig Brandt
and Lee Brandt, his wife Michele, and
g r a n d c h i l d ren. Willie, as he was
known by his many Air Force friends
served operational tours in the RF-4C
in the 11th TRS at Mountain Home
AFB, Idaho, the 30th TRS at RAF
Alconbury, England and the 12th TRS
at Bergstrom AFB, Texas where he was
Operations Officer. He had numerous
other assignments, many associated
with inspection teams such as the Tac-
tical Air Command I.G., Alaskan Air
Command I.G., and 12th AF I.G.

Expressions of sympathy may be
sent to Mrs. Dianne Brandt and family,
18738 Danforth Cove, San Antonio, TX
78258.

—Aida & Orin Knutson
aidaorin@satx.rr.com

Gordon M. Graham
Retired Lt. Gen. Gordon M Graham

died of a stroke
March 22, 2008
at his home in
V i r g i n i a ,
according to an
April 12 Wa s h -
ington Post
report. Graham,
who was 90, flew 73 combat missions

in the P-51 Mustang during World War
II, amassing, according to the Air Force
Historical Research Agency, seven vic-
tory credits. (Note that the Air Force
biography credits him with 16.5 cred-
its, but AFHRA stands by its total.)
Graham served in a variety of staff and
command positions and flew several
aircraft, including the F-84F, F-100, F-4
and RF-4, in which he flew 146 combat
missions during the Vietnam War.

—Air Force Magazine Online

“Duke” Skinner
Jerral Vaughn “Duke” Skinner, age

76, passed away in March 2008. 
“Duke” Skinner was one of my

mentors and he flew all of the 100
series fighters. When our unit convert-
ed from the RF-101, Duke chose to not
“mess up his fighter  history” and
retired from flying rather than fly the
KC-135. Duke wrote, literally, the F-
100 Fighter Tactics Manual, which later
was converted to a Fighter ACM man-
ual. His tips and techniques on flying
the Voodoo probably saved my ass
more than once and actually allowed
me to be able to “max perform” what
you all know to be a “hard to maneu-
ver” fighter aircraft. I can remember
him saying, “get your feet on the rud-
ders Brittain, they’ll save your butt!”
He’s the only one that taught how to
recover from a “Pitch Up” vice using
the drag chute! Duke was a fighter
pilot’s fighter pilot, and I’m sad to hear
of his passing!
—Bobby L. Brittain, Brig Gen, USAF(re t )

375 Lakeshore Drive West
Higden, AR 72067

bbrittain@ozarkisp.net

John Healer
John Healer

passed away
March 12, 2008
in St. Peters-
burg, Fla. John
served in the
38th TRS and flew the RF-80, the RF-
84F and the RF-101. John’s wife, Vir-
ginia lives at: 5434 40th Ave N, Saint
Petersburg, FL 33709: 727-867-5529. 

—Richard A. Healer
1swmpthng@comcast.net

Health Reports
Nancy Yeager

Nancy reports that she had a mild
heart attack in the first week of
December, 2007. Nancy lives at 1003
Aztec Court, Independence, MO
64056. Email messages can be for-
warded to her through yeagerwife-
@hotmail.com.

Rabbit Hare
On April 07, 2008, Giinny Hare

reported: Today Rabbit and I met with
his oncologist in Joplin and received
the wondrous and gratifying news
that his lung cancer is in total remis-
sion. There is considerable scar tissue
but now we know for sure that is all it
is. His blood count is down but ane-
mia is something we can deal with.
The doctors are very pleased.

Congratulations can be sent to Lt.
Col. A. D. Hare, 31601 South 566 Rd,
J a y, OK 74346; 918-786-5893; rab-
bit@wavelinx.net.

Letters & Email
Request from Doug Gordon

I’ve had a message from a friend in
the US regarding an accident to an RF-
101 in France in 1962 as outlined
below. Do you have any information
or know of someone who does?

—Doug Gordon
douglin@wanadoo.fr

USAF Capt. Richard W. Musgrove
48382A and RF-101C 56-0205 were lost
on February 8, 1962 during the low
level portion of a high-low-high mis-
sion. His recce target was in the area of
Bordeaux. The report is difficult to
read but the names of Douzillac or
Dordogne appear to be listed as the
accident site.

Sadly three French gents were hurt
in the accident. The report is poorly
done and simply states “Radio and
radar contact was lost when he
descended to low level.”

He may have crashed into the river
or a home or a business along the river
and injured the Frenchmen. It appears
gents by the name of Pierre Tronche,
Jean Marie Tronche and Jean Ducher
were severely injured somehow.
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By Mike McGrath
From Don Karges via Burt Waltz

There were 32 in our party. Eleven
were POWs,and the rest were
wives and family members to

include Nancy Waltman, daughter of
Don. Some guys got to their shoot-
down sites during free time and side
trips, Cordier failed to find his. Walt-
man probably failed to find her
f a t h e r’s. POWs who made the trip
were: Pollack, Cordier, Norris, Carpen-
t e r, Key, Stutz, Thornton, Wr i t e r,
McGrath, Tangeman, and Uyeyama. 

Tour Director Doug Reese once
again took excellent care of us. Moved
us by bus everywhere. Doug has mar-
ried a beautiful Vietnamese girl and
lives in Saigon. We had 10 days of
activities, to include: overnight on
Halong Bay, overnight at Lang Son on
the China border, two nights in Sapa, a
beautiful resort on the China border in
ethnic minority Hmong territory and
several nights in downtown Hanoi. 

We never sat still or got bored. Great
tour of the Hanoi Hilton (Hoa Lo). The
museum is in better shape than the last
time I visited five-years ago with JB.
The Mint (last surviving cell block of
Little Vegas) is open, and the Knobby
Green Room (the torture room) is there
with the original knobby walls, wood-
en desk and chair and ceiling hook still
in place. You can even get upstairs
where the families lived. The entire
place is clean and an excellent muse-
um....and of course you can read about
how well they treated the American
POWs. Several of the us found a stash
of bricks and roof tiles behind a wall.
The souvenir shop-girls wrapped
them in gift sacks, refused to accept
any money, and sent us away with as
many as we could carry.

The Army Museum and The Air
Force Museums are new, clean, consol-
idated museums, but they are boring
p ropaganda pieces. They claim 48 
B-52s shot down in their great victory
Christmas 1972 (they actually shot
down 17 with SA-2s so the count is not

too far off). We even learned that their
only cosmonaught, the one who went
up in a Soviet space flight, is credited
for shooting down one B-52 all by him-
self (not much has changed in the
propaganda field). 

Got a briefing at the Joint MIA
Office. They continue to excavate crash
sites, exhume, and identify bodies.
They’re starting some new digs this
week. Linda Norris’ 1st husband’s site
is scheduled in a couple more years.
He is still missing, presumed dead.

You can spend US dollars as well as
Vietnamese Dong. Both are equally
accepted. English is the working tourist
language. Even the Hmongs speak Eng-
lish. The value for your dollar money
beats the European Euro hands down.
A taxi ride in a new and clean taxi any-
w h e re in town is $1 or 17,000 Dong. The
same thing in Europe will cost you $20
to $40. Europe is 4 to 10 times as expen-
sive for everything – meals, wine, alco-
hol, restaurants, fruit, hotels, trans-
portation, coffee and rolls, souvenirs,
etc. I spent 10 days in Italy, Greece and
Turkey two weeks before this trip and
the costs there were outrageous. Our
dollar is weak against the Pound and
the Euro. Marlene and I spent less than
$200 for ten days of spending and buy-
ing souvenirs. The dollar is strong in
Vietnam, just like you remember Japan
and Hong Kong in the old days. Japan
and Hong Kong are no longer the good
deal they used to be. 

Living standards are up. Most fami-
lies have motorcycles or motorbikes.
Lots of well maintained cars. Fewer
and fewer bicycles. Every house and
business has a dish TV antenna outside
and a flat digital screen inside. Even
the country-side homes near the China
border have TVs. Even the Hmong
minorities with mud floors in their
homes. English movies are regularly
shown, including “First Blood,”staring
Sylvester  Stallone as John Rambo
(about a returned Vietnam War POW)
and even his torture at the hands of the
NVN. The Discovery Channel, the
Lehrer Report, and CNN are on daily.

(FOX News didn’t make the cut.) 
Before I forget, one night in Hanoi

we ate at Bobby Chin’s Restaurant.
Probably one of the best in Hanoi.
Bobby is a real character, parents are
Egyptian and Chinese. He worked for
stock brokers and brokerage houses in
the US, so he speaks perfect English.
He had our plates decorated for us
with “Welcome back to Hanoi” in
chocolate writing on the plate edge. He
mixed with us and told us of his
worldly adventures and his re s t a u-
rants in Saigon (when they became
successful, the government just took
them away from him...”they didn’t
need me anymore”). With new laws
and the relaxing of entrepreneur con-
ditions the last few years, he has built
this one up to be even better than the
ones before in Saigon. 

Tourists from all over the world are
well treated. But, the Communists still
control all information their citizens
get; even the school text books still say
that AIDS was an American invention
and that we injected it into the Blacks.
All email from outside to/from those
who have internet address is moni-
tored. My guide warned me not to say
anything sensitive in an email. It is
dangerous for them as all email will be
monitored. Nothing has changed in
the Communist category. You don’t see
it in normal everyday life, few if any
troops on the street for example. But,
the Communist underc u r rent is
always present. They are smart: they
collect 10 percent tax on all economic
activity and step back and let the capi-
talists and entrepreneurs run. 

The economic engine of Saigon con-
tinues to dominate. The South is gro w-
ing faster economically than the North.
Hanoi has giant factories (Sony cam-
eras, etc.) and interstate freeways, but
they can’t keep up with the developing
Saigon areas. Vietnam Airlines has a
fleet of Airbuses and 10 Boeing 777s.
They fly non-stop to many overseas air-
ports. Vietnam was just named to the
UN Security Council along with Libya
(now isn’t that a lovely couple of thugs). 

Return to Vietnam
Former POWs see the changes in Vietnam
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The most interesting trip was to
visit Dogpatch, near the Chinese
b o rd e r, in Lang Son Providence. I
think we were the first folks to go
t h e re. The busses got us within a
few miles of the place, then A r m y
t roops in Jeeps took us over ro u g h
roads the last few miles. When we
w e re there in 1972, there were
a p p roximately 18 buildings (see
page 556, Honor Bound). Most
have been destroyed. The V store d
munitions in them. The Chinese
blew up the munitions when they
c a p t u red Lang Son Pro v i d e n c e
(and other border providences) in
their 1989 war. 

Most of the buildings are flattened
and you can only find the foundations
in a vine infested jungle. The first cou-
ple of buildings by the road (nos. 7 and
11) entrance are still standing. This is
where we found the cobra — the build-
ing with the single narrow passage
way with cells on both sides— no. 7)
The interior cell walls have been
ripped out, probably to make it suit-
able for storage. 

For the old man and some of the
wives, this was far enough. You have
to fight your way through rubble and
jungle vines to get to the upper part of
the camp. Buildings 1-10 are reduced
to rubble. Dark and slippery fighting
through the rubble and jungle. 

When we got there in 1972, there
were a couple of dates scratched in the
arches of the building by the masons;
one date was 1968 as I re m e m b e r.
There were things inscribed on a few
walls, especially by the kitchen, things
never explained. One thing written
before our arrival was, “Life sucks.”
This was never explained.

We found a 90-year old man in the
village (about 50 yards from the fro n t
gate). He came up with us, entered a
building. Said it was the first time he had
left the village (and entered the build-
ings) in the last 8 years. They found
another man who was about our age
who said he was part of the crew who
c o n s t ructed the prison cells in 1968., so
that tied in. He said the camp was built
then, remained empty until we came in
1972...but it was “secret” to the villagers
and they did not know what was going
on in the camp. He surely enjoyed the

beers we gave him. I got some photos of
him with Marlene and me.

The well at the top of Dogpatch, next
to the kitchen, is actually a clear and
beautiful spring, about 20 ft. across. The
roof is gone, but the villagers curre n t l y
have about 10 lines running down fro m
the spring-source to their homes (about
a hundred yards away).

Anyway, the trip to Dogpatch was a
highlight that made the trip worth-
while for most of us. I was particularly
impressed with Cobra cellblock. It was
the best preserved. The inner walls
were not knocked down and stripped
out as with other buildings which
remained standing. Most of the build-
ings were destroyed by the Chinese
when they occupied the area in 1989. It
took a lot of work to locate many of the
foundations of the 18 or so buildings,
the entire area was overgrown with
jungle vines and growth. We carried
sticks and flashlights to scare off
snakes, scratched our legs and arms as
we fought through the growth. Found
the well and the remains of buildings
where I last lived (no. 6, with SRO John
Stavast and our List Serve guru, Dave
Ford)...all other buildings on this side
of camp, including 9 & 10, are gone. 

As I started down the other side of
the camp there was suddenly a shad-
ow about 100 feet away which we had-
n’t noticed before. It reminded me of
Gunga Din finding lost temples in the
jungles of India or Angkor Wat. You
couldn’t tell the size until about 50 feet
away. My heart felt like it was racing.
When I entered it, I knew immediately
that it was Cobra...the courtyard was
intact with the crumbling wash basins

and courtyard. The rooms were
so dark you couldn’t recognize a
face. Jim Young’s solitary cell was
there (it was the darkest of all –
pure terrifying black dark. Wes
S h i reman’s solitary cell was
there, Arv Chauncey’s room, my
room, Ed Hubbard and Ken
Cordier, et al. Even the crapper in
the center of the building was
there. The ceilings were made of
6-inch thick concrete slabs, and
they still held out the water of the
jungle. The floors were mucky
and creepy, with some debris just
looking for snakes. The walls had

some plaster that was covered with
crude Vietnamese graffiti (no Ameri-
can graffiti found). 

I went back to the road and insisted
that Marlene go back up with me and
into the building. She protested all the
way (she had a total hip replacement
in May), but I wanted to get her inside
and turn off the flashlight to show her
what that place was “really” like – she
lasted about 5-seconds with the light
off – she wanted out fast – and so did I.
It was pitch black at 1:00 PM with the
sun out on a bright day. Scary and
ugly. The bed boards were all gone, but
some of the rusting metal studs were
in the walls for the bedboards. The
hooks were in the walls to hang the
mosquito nets. I found Jim Young’s
wire he hung his net on and I took it
for my souvenir. Took one piece of
brick for my collection and got the
heck out of there. 

What an experience. While standing
there, I dialed Arv Chauncey by phone
(our phones worked everywhere in
Vietnam). He wasn’t in, but I left him a
message. I couldn’t find his acey-
ducey board or his graffiti: A r v
Chauncey was here.” 

Most of the wives and guests visited
the village house just below prison. I
didn’t go on that one. They got pic-
tures. Really impressed with the home
and the friendly people. 

Stayed about three hours, had a pic-
nic lunch on the road with the men
who constructed the camp. Then on to
a hotel in Lang Son near the China bor-
der. The beds were not much more
than the bed boards you remember in
Hanoi. About a half inch of pad on a

A monument to those who were imprisoned in 
Hua Lo prison. 

Photo courtesy “Margaret” @Picasa Web Albums

Return to Vietnam — Con’t from p.13
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bedboard. The four-inch leg spread of
the spider under Marlene’s chair in the
restaurant set the mood. Ken & I
s h a red a bottle of rice wine sake.
Wished we were drunk.

The next day we returned to Hanoi
for a free day. The day following that,
we went by train to a China border
town called Lao Cai. There is a
“Friendship Bridge” there, and a huge
Casino for gambling. The Vietnamese
cannot gamble, by law, but there is no
law against the Chinese gambling all
their money away....in Vietnam. Our
guide was sharp and spoke Chinese as
well as English. He said that lots of
corrupt Chinese officials who can get
their hands in the till will risk it all on
the tables. If they loose, they go back
home and commit suicide. If they win,
they try to replace the funds. Since the
Vietnamese cannot legal ly gamble,
they go to a huge casino in Laos, a
short distance from Dien Bien Phu. Do
I smell a double standard here? 

Our guide was quite knowledge-
able on the China-Vietnam war of
1989. We didn’t hear much about it
back in the US, so folks assumed it was
a “border disagreement.” The Com-
munist world tried to keep that war a
secret. The guide said it was not a bor-
der issue, but purely a political war.
The basis was the political alignment
of Vietnam with Russia and the politi-
cal alignment of China with Cambo-
dia. The guide said that Uncle Ho
aligned Vietnam with Soviet style
Communism (he had studied his Com-
munism in France and Russia). Cam-
bodia chose the Chinese Communism
model. Vietnam was allied with Laos
and Russia. 

When Vietnam invaded (“liberat-
ed”) and took Cambodia, they took
China’s ally. For punishment, China
took the northern providences of Viet-
nam including Dogpatch, Lao Cai, and
the resort area of Sapa. China let it be
known that they would hold these
areas until the Vietnamese completely
withdrew from Cambodia; it was a
“Pre-condition” to all peace talks. Viet-
nam withdrew from Cambodia and
China then withdrew back to their
a l ready well establ ished bord e r s .
There was resistance and battles, but I
do not know the extent of losses; that’s

a state secret for both sides. In 1991 the
Chinese and the Vietnamese relaxed
their borders and with a visa both
sides can easily cross the border.

Smuggling cheap Chinese goods
into Vietnam remains a constant threat
to the Vietnamese economy. Anything
you can buy in Walmart in the US, you
can buy it cheaper in the night flea
markets of Lao Chi (the guide took
Ken and me to those markets).

Sapa is an hour drive away. Sapa
was discovered in 1904 by the French. It
is an indigenous Hmong area. The
F rench built a road to it in 1920. They
built villas and used it during WWII
while de Gaulle defended France fro m
Algeria. It is about 5,200 feet in altitude,
cool, no mosquitoes, and served as a
resort for the French until about 1952-53
when it fell to Uncle Ho. The Fre n c h
then bombed it mercilessly destro y i n g
most of the colonial buildings and vil-
las...as they re t renched in Dien Bien
Phu (few colonial era buildings survive
– we didn’t see many). They built their
Dien Bien Phu defenses to defend
against expected “human wave”
attacks...defenses against this type
attack had worked well before. The
Vietnamese were a little smarter on this
g o - a round; no human wave attacks.
The “tunnel” approach worked well for
the Vietnamese. The rest is history. Fre d
Kiley in his book, Honor Bound says
that of the approximately 40,000
F renchmen and their allies the Vi e t-
namese took as prisoners, only 11 , 0 0 0
w e re known to have survived, “most of
those were walking skeletons in no way
d i ff e rent from those who survived
Dachau and Buchenwald.”

As a footnote, read up on the siege
of Khe Sahn. The “tunnel approach”
cost the V tens of thousands of troops,
and they never had their Dien Bien
Phu victory they so badly wanted to
repeat. The French didn’t learn, the
Vietnamese didn’t learn, and appar-
ently we didn’t either, i.e., Iraq.

After returning to Hanoi on the
eight-hour clackity-clack railroad (we
had sleeper cars for each couple), we
set out for Son Tay. It was only an hour
ride out of Hanoi on a four-lane high-
way (driving in Vietnam is not recom-
mended for Westerners). We found the
camp in a suburb of the thriving city of

Son Tay. We walked 50 yards down an
obscure walkway between two houses,
and there it was. We had a couple of
hours of free time to walk thorough the
ruins of the buildings. One old man
came out and indicated the exact spot
the helicopter landed. Friendly kids
were around for smiles and pictures.
No city police or army troops to shoo
us away. It was very relaxed. 

The Stag Bar, Outhouse, Beer Hall
and bath houses are completely gone.
The Opium Den still had four walls
standing (no roof, no window frames
or door frames), and the Cat House
still had the foundations and lots of
rubble in the center. Leroy Stutz, Gary
Thornton and Denver Key stood on
the spots of their beds in the Cat
House, while Larry Writer spent most
of his time in the Opium Den taking
p i c t u res of his sleeping area as he
talked to the locals. Numerous small
trees (4-6 inches in diameter) are grow-
ing in the helicopter landing area. I
didn’t see any remains of the well, but
I think Doug Reese photographed it on
an earlier visit. The Tank building was
still standing (but in ruins). The guys
laughed as they recalled Jim Warner
spending six-months in solitary there. 

I photographed the big factory (not
there in 1970) and huge shipping-con-
tainer area just across the river. The
river  is smaller than I anticipated,
about 20 or 30 yards across. I think
there were 66 men in Son Tay. (I can
provide the names if you need them.)
Also, there were 205 or so of us in Dog
Patch; that will be my next Mac’s facts.

That night, we had our farewell din-
ner at a restaurant next to the hotel. Ken
negotiated a great spread of all we could
eat, several courses, for only $8 per per-
son. The 32 of us had a lot of laughs and
camaraderie, lots of wine and beer as we
toasted a most informative and intere s t-
ing visit. The next day we were off to the
new (new since my last visit) interna-
tional airport, modern, escalators, jet-
ways, restaurants, duty free shops, etc.
Our last glances were saved for the
dozen or so MiG-21s parked under their
quonset hut stru c t u res, just waiting to
challenge us once again if we ever re t u r n
for a re run. I heard that the aging MiG-
21s are being replaced with newer and
highly capable Soviet fighters. 
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Clicks and Flashes

Jerry Rogers Pins Medals 
on Korean War Veteran

In April 2007, Jerry Rogers participated in a cere-
mony in New Bern, NC, pinning medals on a dis-

abled, former Army POW (Korea) who had not
received his medals as he should have 54 years ago.
The ceremony was arranged by Rolling Thunder
NC Chapter 5 and our friend Hank Hanglesben
who is Rolling Thunder State Chapter Pre s i d e n t .

—Carolyn Rogers
chrogers10@aol.com

Mini Reunion in Decatur

This was a mini reunion in July 2007, and what fun! George
and Mary Cowgill, Cindy (Tribble) and Dickie Chamblee,

Mary Belle Langford, and Buffy and I met in Decatur for
lunch and catch up of about 40 plus years. Cindy and Mary
Belle were teachers in France: Cindy at Toul and Laon, and
Mary Belle at Toul. Much showing of pictures, catching up on
“who is where” or “what ever happened to ?” conversation.
As Cindy put it, “Why did we wait so long to do this?” Hope
to get some of the teachers to join us for dinner, at least, in 
Chattanooga. — Luv, —Harriet Hill

hattibelle@charter.net
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