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Greetings dear 49ers and I hope you are all doing well.
It’s official, our Last Hurrah is a ‘GO’. It’s set for 3,
4, and 5 May 2019 and I am pleased to report that we
have 53 (so far) who plan to attend. But the red carpet
is still rolled out for any others who would sign up, so
don’t hold back as our last planned gathering deserves
maximum effort. This will (probably?) be our last formal
gathering, so you will not want to miss this event.
This ‘Last Hurrah’ is being conducted in a more
streamlined manner and we will collect all fees at the
orderly room after you arrive. Jazz’s write-up on the
following page has the necessary details. Over the next
several weeks you’ll receive email blasts with more
details including daily agenda, Saturday dinner program,
menus, etc. Presently I need firm RSVP’s so we can work
details with the hotel. Accompanying this newsletter
you’ll find the RSVP form that you can fill out and get
back to me. Those who have responded positively with
intent to RSVP include Kisbaugh, Jannazo, Elliott,
Munz, Weatherbee, Skinner, Hastings, Mahaffey,
Buckerfield, Briner, Van Laak, Hunter, 49th FTS, Taylor,
Baldwin, Schmitz, Perron, Winn, Hendershot, Gregory,
and Asterita. For those folks, let me hear from you again
via the RSVP form; and also others in the organization.
Last month I had a wonderful visit with Lorraine
Weatherbee who is visiting her daughter Ann Deutch,
here in Virginia. Lorraine has vivid memories of World
War II while Roger was completing 50 combat missions
flying the P-38 in Italy. He came home on leave in March
1945 to marry Lorraine, his childhood sweetheart. Her

precious memories are
part of our legacy and we
very much look forward to
seeing Lorraine at our Last
Hurrah reunion in May.
During our visit, Lorraine
provided a written account
by Roger concerning a
mission over Toulouse,
France in August 1944.
Roger’s account is included in this newsletter and provides
insight on the dangers of combat flying.
In January I also received a great letter from Tim
Harris of Los Angeles. Tim’s uncle, Lt. John M. Harris
flew more than 50 combat missions in World War
II flying the P-38 and is credited with downing two
Luftwaffe fighters. He was killed in California in 1944
after returning from combat and on a test mission in
a modified P-38. Although his uncle John was killed
before Tim was born, Tim expresses his thoughts with
heartfelt appreciation for the sacrifices of his uncle, and
others who committed so much to serve their country.
Tim’s letter in itself is part of the 49th legacy and is
included in this newsletter.
One may consider this to be a melancholy time for the
49th FSA as we approach our ‘last reunion’ but there’s
another way to look at this. We are on track with so
many other military organizations that were born due
to a national conflict, rose to the occasion, defended our
country, maintained those memories through tradition
and camaraderie, and became an inspiration and
example for those that follow. The sadness is transient,
but the joy and pride will never fade. Good on you dear
49ers, and keep on keeping on.

Attention To Orders Our Last Hurrah’
By John (Jazz) Jannazo

49th FSA—attention to orders! You are hereby
authorized Permissive TDY and/or (un) Official
Travel Orders to attend the 49th Fighter Squadron
Association Last Hurrah, May 3-5, 2019 outside the
gates of Wright Patterson AFB, Ohio! No excuses—
just get there!
Gathering will be the Friday during the day, however
if you arrive Thursday evening, I can arrange for a nohost dinner at a local restaurant. Just let me know of
your plans beforehand. Friday nite we will have our
“SOP” Orderly Room open, with a casual dinner at
the hotel to include our final business meeting. And of
course, followed by more time in the Orderly Room!
Saturday, we will have time to spend at the Museum
of the USAF, as well as a tour of the Wright Brothers
sites in and around the Dayton, Ohio area. Saturday
nite, our final end-of-an-era dinner back in the hotel.
Sunday, we expect to be a bit melancholy, so no one
will call you out if you want to wear your sunglasses
inside
We will collect money at the reunion, but will need
your RSVP to Tony (skysat@aol.com) so we can plan
transportation for the Saturday events, and of course
your dinner choices for Saturday night. Expect the cost
to be around $100/person for the weekend. May be a
bit more depending on final details. You can pay with
a check made out to the 49th FSA when you arrive at

the Orderly Room. The hotel of course you can pay
directly.
Here is how you can book your hotel for the “Last
Hurrah”. First, put this address where you can find
it again for your GPS, Iphone, Uber Driver, etc:
Holiday Inn Dayton Fairborn, 2800 Presidential Drive,
Fairborn, OH 45324. Direct: 937.431.4678
Holiday Inn Dayton Fairborn

Then to reserve your room, click on this cleverly
edited link Holiday Inn Dayton/Fairborn I-675 Hotel
by IHG. Then select the 3 - 5 May dates, and the code
F49 will come up with the group rate of $111. If you
have any issues, you can call the hotel and ask for
Kalyn Leeper – our Project Officer at 937.431.4678.
Tell her you are with the 49th FSA.

missing man

See you there!!

Alan Cohrs

Passed on 28 May 2018
He served in the 49th in WWII
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Mission to Toulouse, France
By Roger Weatherbee

This article was provided by Lorraine Weatherbee
and is a striking account of a WW II mission by her
husband Roger. He passed away in September 2012
My squadron, the 49th Fighter squadron with 22
pilots and P-38s flew to Corsica from Italy to cover
the invasion of southern France in August 1944. We
flew missions from Corsica for eight days and lost
five pilots. I was on the missions for four of those
losses. The 48th and 37th Squadrons were also there
and had similar losses. What I remember very well
are the many crashes that we had on night landings on
this very poorly equipped and badly located Aghione
Field. It was not only too short but it was close to
a 9,000 ft mountain so we could not make our usual
peel-up approach to the left if we were
landing to the north. For many of our
landings there was a heavy layer of dust
over the runway that made the landing
lights almost useless.
One Corsica mission I will never
forget left Aghione late afternoon on
August 17th to strafe Toulouse and
other targets. This was our longest
mission from Corsica. Col Campbell,
our 14th Fighter group CO, led the
flight. Lt Haley and I were the only
two pilots with him. The three of us
hit Toulouse from the west at close to
sunset. Lt Haley was hit about midfield. His plane was on fire and he bailed
out too low for his chute to open. I felt
a direct hit and started to pull up but
since there was no fire, I got back low
and continued strafing at the rail yards
and again on our way to the coast. Before getting hit, I
managed to destroy a JU-88. Col Campbell got a JU88 and another twin engine plane that was landing. I
was unsure where I had been hit until sometime after
the last strafing. I looked in the rear view mirror and
saw jagged metal on top of the right stabilizer and the
rudder was missing. I knew that I would be in trouble
at low speed if I lost an engine.
That should have been enough action for this mission
but the worst was yet to come. It became dark as we
left the coast headed for Aghione. As we got closer to
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Corsica we saw lightning in clouds on the mountain
and were getting reports of bad weather. After circling
awhile at 10,000 feet, Col Campbell said we had
better go to Italy for a better landing field. I had been
watching my fuel gauges and doubted I could get
much farther than the coast of Corsica. The damage
to the stabilizer had apparently increased drag so my
fuel flow had increased. I told him that I would have to
swim most of the way if we headed to Italy. What he
did next may well be the reason I can tell this story. He
radioed to ground ops and arranged for search lights
to illuminate a bright area in the clouds. We spiraled
down in the lighted area and were then able to find our
field. I was one happy guy to hit the sack that night.

Reflecting on this mission in my later years, I regret
not thanking Col Campbell for his decision to stay
with me. he is long gone to where good old pilots go,
so it is too late now. I remember many of talking
about the fact that on all missions with Col Campbell
leading, there was often damage to our planes but his
airplane never got a scratch. On this mission, he could
have opted for the safe way home for him and gone to
Italy. I am very glad he didn’t.

Lt. John Harris - we point with pride
This letter written by a nephew of Lt John Harris
is a testimonial of our proud tradition,
the memory of a fallen hero, and the legacy left for posterity

Dear Tony:
I am saddened indeed to hear of the “last Hurrah.”
I was never in the Air Force. But your group, and
people relying on it, helped me to finally put a focus
and colors on the faded image of a young man who
was.
He was John M.
Harris,
born
in
Yakima Washington,
to my grandfather, a
local cattle rancher,
and was attending
the University of
Washington
in
Seattle in 1941. My
uncle left college
at 22, when WWII
broke out. He joined
the USAAF, trained
at Luke Field and then into P-38’s. He came home on
leave once maybe during training, flying a P-38 to the
small town where he lived. By 1942, was in Africa.
Heat, lack of water, dust, scorpions, no real food,
and dangerous missions. His service log reads like
something out of a novel: “Dive bombing.” “Fighter
escort.” One is a kick: “Escort King of England.”
He flew 50 or 55 missions and had 1 or 2
confirmed BF-109’s and returned to the US in
1944 as an instructor in California. He was flying a
modified version of a P-38 when the engines failed.
A pilot had bailed out in a similar incident a year
before, resulting in deaths to some people when the
plane crashed. John did not bail out but maintained
control of an errant plane that could have harmed
people on the ground. He crashed in a nearby park.
The 49th was based at places I know only from
the exotic names they had. We have a black and
white photo of him standing next to a P-38 at a dusty
base, “somewhere in Africa.” He looked tired. The
P-38 looked well used.

I knew little about him growing up; my other
uncles had been in WWII as well, and one had
survived two long stays in a hospital, the last after
machine gun fire. But we never knew much about
uncle John. By the time I was old enough to want
to know more, the people who could have told me
were gone. The government was no help. I had
some clippings and a book from Luke Field, but it
was scraps. And so it stayed until I got a call from
someone in your group, alerting me to the author of
a proposed book, “The Jagged Edge.” I learned a lot
more from him than from anyone else. He was kind
enough to send me a copy of John’s service log.
Looking back at the fine men and women who
served from WWII to now in the 49th, it’s amazing
that a movie hasn’t been made celebrating them,
although they share in the glory of every WWII
movie ever made, and every celebration of what
that war achieved.
Your group saved, protected and celebrated their
memory, and that of all of its pilots, and passed it
like a baton, from the swirling mists of time, to us,
who did not serve, to help us remember those who
did. We have a better memory of these kids, leaving
college to fight in a war, and a better appreciation
of all his worthy associates and successors in your
fine group.
I in turn have passed this to my older brother who
fought in Vietnam in the late 60’s, and is now in his
70’s. It comforted him to know all this about his
uncle. And to my kids, who were agog that someone
in the family actually shot down some of Hitler’s
fighter planes. They know more about these fine
people that selflessly gave of themselves to protect
us all, as all the 49th did. And they will pass that
memory on to their kids. The 49th FSA has done its
job, better than you may imagine.
Good luck. And Well Done.
Tim Harris
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World War II summation
of Army Air Force losses
Complied by Anthony J. (Tony) Asterita

World War II summation of Army Air Force losses.
These incredible figures and totals would be even more
stunning if Naval aviation totals were included. This
article should give some appreciation of the sacrifices
made by the greatest generation as well as the focused
commitment to victory.

but for allies as diverse as Britain, Australia, China and
Russia. In fact, from 1943 onward, America produced
more planes than Britain and Russia combined. And
more than Germany and Japan together 1941-45.

Almost 1,000 Army planes disappeared en route from
the US to foreign locations. But an eye-watering 43,581
aircraft were lost overseas including 22,948 on combat
missions (18,418 against the Western Axis) and 20,633
attributed to non-combat causes overseas.
In a single 376 plane raid in August 1943, 60 B-17s
were shot down. That was a 16 percent loss rate and
meant 600 empty bunks in England. In 1942-43 it was
statistically impossible for bomber crews to complete a
25-mission tour in Europe.
Pacific theatre losses were far less (4,530 in combat)
owing to smaller forces committed. The worst B-29
mission, against Tokyo on May 25, 1945, cost 26
Superfortresses, 5.6 percent of the 464 dispatched from
the Marianas.
On average, 6,600 American servicemen died per
month during WWII, about 220 a day. By the end of the
war, over 40,000 airmen were killed in combat theatres
and another 18,000 wounded. Some 12,000 missing men
were declared dead, including a number “liberated” by
the Soviets, but never returned. More than 41,000 were
captured, half of the 5,400 held by the Japanese died in
captivity, compared with one-tenth in German hands.
Total combat casualties were pegged at 121,867.
US manpower made up the deficit. The AAF’s peak
strength was reached in 1944 with 2,372,000 personnel,
nearly twice the previous year’s figure.
The losses were huge---but so were production totals.
From 1941 through 1945, American industry delivered
more than 276,000 military aircraft. That number was
enough not only for US Army, Navy and Marine Corps,

At Ford’s Willow Run facility in Michigan, B-24 aircraft production
began in 1941, and at its peak during the war years, Willow Run
produced B-24 Liberator bombers at the astounding rate of one
airplane every hour!

However, our enemies took massive losses. Through
much of 1944, the Luftwaffe sustained uncontrolled
hemorrhaging, reaching 25 percent of aircrews and 40
planes a month. And in late 1944 into 1945, nearly half
the pilots in Japanese squadrons had flown fewer than
200 hours. The disparity of two years before had been
completely reversed.

Experience Level:
Uncle Sam sent many of his sons to war with absolute
minimums of training. Some fighter pilots entered
combat in 1942 with less than one hour in their assigned
aircraft.
The 357th Fighter Group (often known as The Yoxford
Boys) went to England in late 1943 having trained on
P-39s. The group never saw a Mustang until shortly
before its first combat mission.
A high-time P-51 pilot had 30 hours in type. Many
had fewer than five hours. Some had one hour.
Continued on Page 6
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With arrival of new aircraft, many combat units
transitioned in combat. The attitude was, “They all have
a stick and a throttle. Go fly “em.” When the famed
4th Fighter Group converted from P-47s to P-51s in
February 1944, there was no time to stand down for an
orderly transition.
The Group commander, Col. Donald Blakeslee, said,
“You can learn to fly `51s on the way to the target.
A future P-47 ace said, “I was sent to England to die.”
He was not alone.
Some fighter pilots tucked their wheels in the well
on their first combat mission with one previous flight
in the aircraft. Meanwhile, many bomber crews were
still learning their trade: of Jimmy Doolittle’s 15 pilots
on the April 1942 Tokyo raid, only five had won their
wings before 1941.
All but one of the 16 copilots were less than a year out
of flight school.
In WWII flying safety took a back seat to combat. The
AAF’s worst accident rate was recorded by the A-36
Invader version of the P-51: staggering 274 accidents
per 100,000 flying hours.
Next worst were the P-39 at 245, the P-40 at 188, and
the P-38 at 139. All were Allison powered.
Bomber wrecks were fewer but more expensive. The
B-17 and B-24 averaged 30 and 35 accidents per 100,000
flight hours, respectively-- a horrific figure considering
that from 1980 to 2000 the Air Force’s major mishap
rate was less than 2.
The B-29 was even worse at 40; the world’s most
sophisticated, most capable and most expensive bomber
was too urgently needed to stand down for mere safety
reasons.. The AAF set a reasonably high standard for
B-29 pilots, but the desired figures were seldom attained.
The original cadre of the 58th Bomb Wing was to
have 400 hours of multi-engine time, but there were
not enough experienced pilots to meet the criterion.
Only ten percent had overseas experience. Conversely,
when a $2.1 billion B-2 crashed in 2008, the Air Force
initiated a two-month “safety pause” rather than declare
a “stand down”, let alone grounding.
The B-29 was no better for maintenance. Though the
R3350 was known as a complicated, troublesome powerplant, no more than half the mechanics had previous
experience with the Duplex Cyclone. But they made it work.

Navigators:
Perhaps the greatest unsung success story of AAF
training was Navigators.
The Army graduated some 50,000 during the War.
And many had never flown out of sight of land before
leaving “Uncle Sugar” for a war zone. Yet the huge
majority found their way across oceans and continents
without getting lost or running out of fuel -- a stirring
tribute to the AAF’s educational establishments.

Cadet To Colonel:
It was possible for a flying cadet at the time of Pearl
Harbor to finish the war with eagles on his shoulders.
That was the record of John D Landers, a 21-year-old
Texan, who was commissioned a second lieutenant on
December 12, 1941. He joined his combat squadron
with 209 hours total flight time, including 2 in P-40s.
He finished the war as a full colonel, commanding an
8th Air Force Group --- at age 24.
As the training pipeline filled up, however those low
figures became exceptions.
By early 1944, the average AAF fighter pilot entering
combat had logged at least 450 hours, usually including
250 hours in training. At the same time, many captains
and first lieutenants claimed over 600 hours.

Other Facts:
At its height in mid-1944, the Army Air Forces had 2.6
million people and nearly 80,000 aircraft of all types.
Today the US Air Force employs 327,000 active
personnel (plus 170,000 civilians) with 5,500+ manned
and perhaps 200 unmanned aircraft.
The 2009 figures represent about 12 percent of the
manpower and 7 percent of the airplanes of the WWII peak.

In Summation:
Whether there will ever be another war like that
experienced in 1940-45 is doubtful, as fighters and
bombers have given way to helicopters and remotelycontrolled drones over Afghanistan and Iraq. But
within living memory, men left the earth in 1,000-plane
formations and fought major battles five miles high,
leaving a legacy that remains timeless.
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INTERCEPTOR CANDIDATE
CONSIDERED BUT NOT ACCEPTED
By A. Asterita
The F-106X was a 1956 design study for a Delta Dart
follow-on. This study envisaged an interceptor with a
canard layout that was powered by an advanced J-75
turbojet fed by rectangular air inlets. It was to be an
alternative to the Lockheed YF-12, and was to have
a fire control system with a ‘look-down, shoot-down’

capability fed by a 40-inch radar dish. The F-106X
was extremely advanced for its time with Mach 3+
performance. The project was later redesignated as
F-106C/D, with the ‘C’ being a single-seat version, and
the ‘D’ being the two-seat version.
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