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Greetings dear 49ers; I hope you are
all doing very well.
This newsletter is coming closely on
the heels of the previous edition (October) as I want
to get the word out as soon as practical concerning
our ‘Last Hurrah’ or final reunion which was first
mentioned in our last newsletter. Thanks to John
Jannazo, the wheels are already in motion for this
event. Given your support, it will take place 3, 4, and
5 May at the Holiday Inn, Dayton-Fairborn, Ohio.

Last Hurrah
May 2019, Dayton, Ohio

As the 2018 reunion did not happen due to lack of
sufficient attendance - a fact of life effect of all similar
associations, the focus of this Last Hurrah will be hail
and fare-thee-well amongst close friends who have
been together for so long and with so much personal
and group history to share. That said, I am asking for
your feedback by 30 January. By 15 February we will
make a go/no-go decision based on the number of
positive responses. John Jannazo has paved the way
with the folks at the Holiday Inn to include plans for
room rates, hospitality suite, menus, beverages. Jazz
and I are also discussing options for the Association to
pick up some of the on-site costs.

This Newsletter contains several articles provided
by our members. Thanks to those folks, I hope this
spurs on other members to do the same. I know that
there are many personal stories, that will make for very
interesting reading. So keep them coming as they are
a great source to provide insight with what was going
on in the 49th ‘back then’. Each input is a catalyst that
stirs related memories and keeps the momentum.

Jazz has secured hotel commitment for 20 rooms
(minimum) at $111 per room, plus tax. Early
reservations can be made directly with the hotel at
(937) 426-7800; advise that you are with the 49th
FSA. There is no penalty for cancellation up to a week
prior to the event. For convenience, a booking link
will be provided.

As we approach this holiday season your 49th FSA
staff wishes you all the best for a Merry Christmas and
a Happy and prosperous New Year. In closing I ask
for your feedback concerning the Last Hurrah reunion.
Expect several email blasts to keep you up-to-date and
to provide more details.

On a sad note, Joe Onesty passed away on 1 November
2018. Joe is one of the very early members of the FSA
and served with the 49th during World War ll. I spoke
with his daughter Judy Clarke and she told about her
dad’s fondness for the 49th. We shall miss him.

THE 49TH FIGHTER SQUADRON BAND
DURING WWII
By Bob Elliott

Did you know that our 49th FSA had a band that played
during WWII and later during reunions? The Hunter
brothers, twins Richard and Verner, and Gerald, were
original members of the 49th from 1941 throughout, the
war. They traveled from Hamilton Field, CA to Fort Dix
in the summer of 1942 and boarded the West Point, a
cruise ship converted to a troop transport, for deployment
to Atcham Field England. Training was conducted in
preparation for landings in North Africa. First of all, it was
very unusual for brothers to be in the same unit, much less
three. The Hunter brothers were musicians in addition to
expert ground crew for the P-38s. I was honored to meet
Verner and Gerald at my first reunion attendance in 1997
in Del City OK. Sadly, Richard had passed.
Not long after check in I was walking down the hall
and heard fantastic music. Being an old drummer from
the 50’s, I peeked in and introduced myself. Along with
Gerald on violin, the band leader, was Verner on bass,
Charlie Enloe on sax and Guy Hester on lead guitar. They
invited me to join them. I went straight out and rented some
drums. During that reunion and for several years after, it
was a high honor to play with them. When they could, they
played during the war. Initially, this was before the USO.
I asked Verner how he was able to carry that big bass all
that time. He laughed and told me that when they boarded
the West Point, the Army Sergeant stopped him and said, “
soldier, we are headed for war, not to make music!” but let
him pass. Berthing was in what had been the swimming
pool of the cruise ship. That bass fiddle made it overseas

to England, Tunisia and Italy. I asked him if he brought
it home after the war and he laughed, “no!” The photo is
courtesy of a book written by John Lambert, “The 14th
Fighter Group in WWII”.
This photo shows 49th FIS aircrews
waiting it out on alert at Niagara Falls
deployment base during the Cuban
Missile Crises. Lt. Robby Robinson is
behind the desk on the phone. Capt.
Billy Baugh is in foreground. He later
spent 7 years as a POW in the ‘Hanoi
Hilton’ and retired as a Colonel.
The newspaper being read by the
Captain is the Air Force Times and
the headline says ‘Forces put on alert
in Cuba emergency’. The tenseness of
the situation is apparent.
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F-101B Ejection
By Jim Page and Paul Allin

It was a morning mission on 12 February 1962. The
pilot was 1/Lt Jim Page, the Radar Intercept Officer
(RIO) was 2/Lt Paul Allin and the aircraft was tail
number 90474. Tactic this day was a quartering headon snap-up attack against a target flying at Mach 1.3 at
50,000 ft altitude, and the closure rate was over 1,300
knots, The procedure was to fly at a lower altitude 35,000 ft and position the aircraft for the attack. At a
certain range, the computer would provide commands
to climb at full power to a position for a simulated
weapon launch at about 45,000 ft. and still climbing.
Jim Page: The F-101 reached “pitch up” - meaning it was out of control and no longer flying. The
procedure to recover from this predicament is to
put the stick full forward (nose down) and wait for
the indicated airspeed to go below 150 knots then
deploy the drag chute. I had the stick full forward,
being tossed around in the cockpit. I heard another
guy from the squadron call the GCI site, “I have a
101 in pitch up. He may be on fire.” I was sweating
by this time but not from heat of a fire. Finally after what seemed to be a long time but was actually
seconds the airspeed said “150” so I pulled the drag
chute. Then the other guy called CGI and said, “he’s
definitely on fire!” More sweat!!
I gave the command to Paul, “Eject.” The last
thing I wanted was for the plane to explode from the
fire. I raised the handles and the canopy separated
as advertised, squeezed the trigger and was shot out
of the burning plane like a cannon shell. Separated
from the seat, and pulled the oxygen bail out bottle
knob. (A small bottle carried about an 8 minute
supply of oxygen because we were at 37,000 feet.}
My mind was racing. I remembered that I had had
some issues with the buckle of the chest strap on
my parachute, so I crossed my arms and grabbed
the opposite side straps of the chute harness and
held on for ‘dear life.’ I definitely did not like the
idea of the chute opening and me falling out of the
harness while the chute drifted down gently. It was

The pilot would then recover back to a lower altitude
to continue the mission or return to base.
During the climb to intercept, the autopilot allowed
the aircraft to exceed the angle of attack limits (critical
in an F-101) and the aircraft went out of control. The
resulting gyrations and flight dynamic effects could
cause engine compressor stalls, which in turn may cause
flames to exit the engine intakes, making it appear that
the aircraft was on fire. The crew ejected safely and the
cause of the loss was undetermined. Below are Excerpts
from the accounts of Jim Page and Paul Allin.
a beautifully clear day, I could see for tens of miles
and found the scenery less than interesting. The
free fall from 37,000 feet to 14,000 feet took what
seemed like a long time. (An aneroid barometer
is on the chute to open automatically at 14,000 ft
because the opening shock at altitude would kill
you. The air is thinner so the fall was at high speed.
The fall got slower at lower altitude because of air
density.) It is also cold at that altitude, about minus
55 degrees, but I assure you I was sweating all the
way down.
After the chute opened, I drifted with the wind
and went over Lake Oneida and then over land
again. This was in February and definitely not a
good day for a swim. I was relieved to see I was
over land. When I hit the ground, instead of doing
a roll as taught to do, I just slammed down from the
weight and stopped suddenly. Sprained one foot on
landing.
I had landed on the side of a country road, one
foot on the pavement, the other on the shoulder. I
was on my side across one lane and my chute was
across the other lane. I could barely move. I heard
a truck coming from behind me and was cursing
that I was going to get run over after that fall. As
it turned out it was the fire truck going to the crash
site. They stopped and picked me up. Nice guys.
Then the helicopter from the base arrived, but it
couldn’t take me back because they were out of fuel.

Continued on Page 4
Page 3

Continued from Page 3

Paul Allin: February 12th, 1962 was a day that
I will always remember. Jim Page and I took off at
0900. We climbed to about 35,000 feet and were set
up for a front quarter firing pass against an F-101
target. I picked up the target on the radar. It was
15,000 ft above our altitude. I obtained a lock-on
and we started to climb when suddenly we went
into a pitch-up. I was quite startled by the force that
my head was pushed into the scope hood.
I could hear Jim mumble something as he was
attempting to recover the aircraft. I heard the noise
of the drag chute handle as he pulled it, but with
no results. Either the chute broke loose or it burned
off from the fire. We heard the target aircraft tell
ground control that we were on fire. Jim ordered
“Eject” three times in rapid succession. The canopy
blew off as I tried to pull my face shield down but
the gyrations of the aircraft made it impossible.
Also, I was trying to get my feet in the proper
ejection position.
I pulled up on the ejection seat handle and
ejected, then pulled the bail-out bottle knob and
was immediately supplied with oxygen with such
a force that I could not exhale against the pressure.
I undid one side of my oxygen mask so the I could
exhale and held the mask near my mouth to breathe
in the oxygen.
I was free-falling for what seemed like
a long time. I could not see too well
because the cold air was making my
eyes very watery, so I had no idea
how close I was to the ground. I
guess I got a little “antsy” and
pulled the “D” ring. My chute
opened as advertised and I
was oscillating so much that
I felt nauseous. I did manage
not to get sick. Looking at the
ground, I thought that I opened
my chute at about 17,000 feet. As
I was descending, a F-101 circled
me, so I waved my arms and legs to let
the crew know that I was OK. When I saw

smoke rising from an open field, I realized that it was
the crash site.
I kept looking around to see if I could spot Jim’s
chute. At this point, I could not remember who
blew the canopy off the aircraft – was it Jim or was
it me? I was worried the perhaps Jim didn’t make
it out. A lot of crazy thoughts were going on in my
mind. It was very cold but I was sweating a lot. I
had put my flight gloves in my flight suit leg pocket.
They got lost during the ejection.
As I was approaching the ground, I looked
down and directly below feet was a group of highpower electric lines. My thought was that I made
it out of aircraft safely only to die because of the
electric lines. I reached as high as I could on my
front shroud lines and pulled them down as far as I
could. By doing so, I was able to spill air out of rear
of my chute which caused me to drift forward and
away from the power lines.
As I was descending, I noticed a New York State
Trooper leaning against his patrol car watching me
in my chute. I landed in an area between a fork in
the road in about 1 to 2 feet of snow. The Trooper
helped me get my gear in the back of the patrol car
and drove me to the crash site.
Arriving at the site, I asked if anyone saw the pilot.
I thought I heard that he was in the remains
of the crash. Finally, I saw Jim standing
in the field and I was never so happy
to see anybody before in my life.
I was very thankful that no one
on the ground was injured or
killed and that no property
was damaged. We were then
taken to Hancock Field in
Syracuse for evaluation. On
the way there, Jim handed
me the clock from the rear
cockpit. I still have the clock
and had it incased in a block of
Lucite. It showed that the aircraft
hit the ground at 0934, just 31 minutes
into our flight.
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Letter to the 49th FSA

From Ray Gamma - 49th Fighter Squadron, Dow AFB, Maine (1951 - 1952)
Thank you. A great newsletter.
My tour of duty after basic training was with the 132nd
Fighter Interceptor Squadron based at Dow AFB from
Feb 1951 to Nov 1952. My sincere thanks to you and also
to our then commanding officer, Major Reginald “Pappy”
Hayes. He gave me the opportunity to attend Intelligence
school at Lowery AFB in Denver. Upon completing my
training, I returned to Dow and ended up the Squadron’s
Intelligence NCO. We had a really great organization;
however, in early November 1952, I received my orders to
report to the 5th Air Force headquarters in Seoul, Korea.
I left for my new assignment with real regrets because I
loved Dow and especially the friends I made with many
people from the City of Bangor.
When I first arrived in Korea, I learned from friends
at Dow, that the 132nd Fighter Interceptor Squadron had
reverted back to Maine Air National Guard status and that
the actual unit at Dow was re-designated as the 49th with
Major Hayes in command. Just before my reassignment, we

From The
Chisholm Trail

regular Air Force personnel knew that the re-designation
from the 132nd to the 49th was in the works. This was
because the 132nd was originally a Maine National Guard
unit that was activated in January 1951.
Even though I was a California native, I really regretted
leaving Dow AFB and the city of Bangor. My tour of duty
as the Intelligence Specialist for the squadron at Dow was
the highlight of my Air Force service.
I want you to know that it is an honor being an associate
member of this great organization. With me now being
an 88 year old former fire service member with a dear
wife now suffering from dementia, me traveling to the
unit’s reunion’s is only a dream; however, reading your
newsletter really brings back so many memories of my
service. Thank you for your dedication in doing what you
do for this great organization.
Sincerely,
Raymond G. Gamma

missing man

Submitted by Jerry Crown
(slightly modified)

“Few are left to greet us now,
and few are left to know,

Joe Onesty
Passed on 1 November 2018

Who rode with us up in the sky,

He served in the 49th in WW ll

Some fifty years ago.”
“These old men once were boys, and,
as they travel down the declining slope of life,
They love to revel in the scenes of their youth,
When dangers and hardships were many
and life lay before them.”
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MAXIMUM GOOSE
By Bob Elliott

Nose art on aircraft was a major art form during
WWII. Our 49ers also displayed many fine examples
during their service in the Mediterranean Theater.
During my research of my uncle, 2nd Lt Robert
Elliott, KIA 5 Dec, 1942, I was given a picture of my
uncle by Bob Carleton. As you can see, he is giving
us the “you are #1” gesture. The squadron had just
landed at Tafaraoui, North Africa, Nov, 1942. If my
dear Grandmother had seen this picture, she would
have been appalled. I had similar thoughts until Frank
Mullinax enlightened me. Capt Bill Hoelle had the
maximum goose nose art on his P38. He was later, CO
of the squadron. I found the picture in John Lambert’s
book, “The 14th Fighter Squadron in WWII”, a must
read. The idea was that they were going to “stick it to”
the enemy in the clouds as you can see in the artwork.
So my uncle was echoing the “Maximum Goose” right
at the start. In fact, I think the 49th flew missions that
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Martha “Maggie” Raye
Sections from Wikipedia

Our previous Newsletter featured an article about
Pam Murphy, widow of Audie Murphy. Here is an
article about another great woman, Martha Raye. Both
Pam and Martha devoted much of their lives to the
welfare and morale of military servicemen and their
place in history certainly deserves attantion.
“Colonel Maggie,” Martha Raye (27 August 1916
– 19 October 1994), was an honorary member of the
Special Forces. She had received her prized Green
Beret and the title of Lieutenant Colonel from President
Lyndon B. Johnson.
Known as “Colonel Maggie of the Boondocks” by her
many military friends, Martha Raye (born Margaret
Teresa Yvonne Reed on August 27, 1916) died October
19, 1994. Congress passed a bill allowing Martha Raye
to be buried in Arlington National Cemetery. She said
“I don’t want to be in Arlington. I want to be buried at
Fort Bragg with my boys (as she called Special Forces
Soldiers). Raye is buried in the military cemetery at
Fort Bragg, North Carolina, as she requested.
Martha Raye was an American comic actress and
standards singer who performed in movies, and later
on television.During World War II, the Korean War,
and the Vietnam War, she travelled extensively to
entertain the American troops, even though she had a
lifelong fear of flying.
In October 1966, she went to Soc Trang, Vietnam,
to entertain the troops at the base which was the home
base of the 121st Aviation company, the Soc Trang
Tigers, the gunship platoon, The Vikings and the 336th
Aviation company. Shortly after her arrival, both units
were called out on a mission to extract supposed POWs
from an area nearby. Raye decided to hold her troupe
of entertainers there until the mission was completed
so that all of the servicemen could watch her show.
During that mission, a “Huey Slick” (helicopter)
received combat damage to the extent that he had to
return to Soc Trang. The maintenance team at the
staging area inspected and determined that a one-time
flight back to base camp would be okay but grounded
the aircraft until field repairs could be made at the
staging area. I informed Martha that we had a gunship
down in the combat area and additional efforts were
being made to extract the crew. Ignoring the danger
in a combat situation, Martha stated that she and her

troupe would remain until everyone returned from the
mission. While we waited, Raye played poker with us
and helped to keep everyone’s spirits up
During the Vietnam War, she was made an honorary
Green Beret as she visited United States Army Special
Forces in Vietnam without fanfare, and she helped
when things got bad in Special Forces A-Camps. As
a result, she came to be known affectionately by the
Green Berets as “Colonel Maggie.” She continued
her relationship with the Green Berets for the rest of
her life. She built a guest house for Green Berets on
the grounds of her home in Los Angeles and made
many trips to Fort Bragg and other Special Forces
Posts throughout her life. In 1988, the Special Forces
Association Convention held in Fayetteville, NC
carried the theme of “Honoring COL Maggie”.
She died of pneumonia on October 19, 1994, after
a long history of cardiovascular disease. Raye was
78 years old, and residing in Los Angeles at the time
of her death. On November 2, 1993, Martha Raye
was awarded the Presidential Medal of Freedom, by
President Bill Clinton, for her service to her country.
The citation reads:
“A talented performer whose career spans the better
part of a century, Martha Raye has delighted audiences
and uplifted spirits around the globe. She brought her
tremendous comedic and musical skills to her work in
film, stage, and television, helping to shape American
entertainment. The great courage, kindness, and
patriotism she showed in her many tours during World
War II, the Korean Conflict, and the Vietnam Conflict
earned her the nickname “Colonel Maggie.” The
American people honor Martha Raye, a woman who
has tirelessly used her gifts to benefit the lives of her
fellow Americans.”
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INTERCE P TOR CANDIDATE
CONSIDERED BUT NOT ACCEPTED
By A. Asterita

As opposed to previous Hangman articles which
introduced modifications to existing airframes, here is
a new (at the time) airframe, the XF-91 Thunderceptor.
It is an interceptor candidate introduced by Republic
Aviation in 1949. The XF-91 was a truly unique aircraft
with features never used previously in fighter aircraft.
This included an inverse tapered wing whereby the
wing chord at the wing tip was greater than at the wing
root. This is clearly shown in the top-view photo. The
wing was also thicker at the wing tip, allowing the gear
to fold outward, and not interfere with external stores
mounted close to the fuselage. The XF-91 also had 4
rockets, mounted 2 above and 2 below the tail pipe.
These were used for added propulsion. The XF-91 was
the first fighter to achieve supersonic speed in level
flight. Two models were produced, but the aircraft
did not enter production. The XF-91 is an example
of several designs developed and tested by the Air

Force at the start of the jet age. These aircraft provided
valuable lessons in aerodynamics and propulsion
leading to the follow-on century series fighters.

Photos courtesy of John Aldaz
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