





Loaded with up to 14,000 pounds of
ordnance, supersonic F-105 Thuds flew
risky missions against enemy defenses.

an F-4 Phantom II became the first to
fall to these new weapons. The missiles
were fired from within a no-fly zone
near Hanoi, previously immune from
attack as dictated by rules of engage-
ment. Tullo's flight would be part of the
first attack within the no-fly zone and
the first major strike on the SAM sites
since the Phantom had been downed.
To destroy the missile sites and take
out their command and control centers,
each Thud was loaded with two pods
of 2.75-inch rockets. (They were also
equipped with an internal 20-millime-
ter Gatling cannon.) Along with the
rockets, the Thuds carried 450-gallon
auxiliary fuel tanks under their wings.
Tullo's aircraft, which was scheduled
to be flown to Okinawa for maintenance,
also carried a 600-gallon tank on its cen-
terline. He'd have to jettison the tank
once airborne to stay with the flight.
This was part of a maximum effort
involving at least 48 F-1055—24 from
Korat and 24 from Takhli—and anoth-
er 50 or so supporting aircraft. At this
early stage of the war—the buildup of
U.S. fighters in Thailand and South Viet-
nam had begun only six months be-
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fore—tactics and weapons for dealing
with SAMs had not been developed.
The projected learning curve for the
months ahead was nearly vertical.

It was mid-afternoon when Tullo’s
flight came over the hills from the south
to clean up leftover targets. Dogwood
flight had been listening to the action
on the assigned attack frequency since
an in-flight refueling midway en route.
From the sound of things, some friend-
ly aircraft were down. As the flight
cleared the last ridge at treetop level
before arriving at the target area, Hos-
mer, who was Dogwood lead, exclaimed,
"Jesus!"

Working to hold his position on [ead’s
wing, Tullo managed to steal a look
ahead. “I damn near fainted,” he told
me years later. “To a good Catholic boy,
this was the description of hell.” The
whole valley was a cauldron of flame

Tactics for
dealing with SAMs
had not been
developed.
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and smoke from the ordnance dropped
by preceding flights, and North Viet-
namese Army flak filled the sky. In the
five months he had been in the war,
Tullo had seen his share of anti-aircraft
artillery, but this was the worsl yet.

Hosmer had the flight on course for
the first SAM site they were to check
out. Tracers were flying past the canopies
and the smell of cordite was strong—
the pilots depressurized their cockpits
when they neared the target area so
that if hit, smoke from an onboard fire
would not be drawn inside. Only days
before, Tullo had seen a column of
smoke stream from his wingman's still-
pressurized cockpit alter the canopy
was jettisoned prior to ejection.

The flight pressed lower. The Thud
would do nearly 700 mph on the deck.

Tullo was sure they were under 200 feet

and was working hard to stay in posi-
tion on Lead.

Without warning, Hosmer broke hard
left, exclaiming “Damn, they just salvoed!”
Sometimes SAM batteries would fire
all their missiles at once in an eflort to
save the valuable control vans. Tullo
could see only the huge wall of <moke
and flame coming at the flight [roin the
NVA guns protecting the SAM <'tes.

Their tremendous speed caus: | the
flight to turn wide enough to be carried
directly over the gunsite. As they pissed
over, Tullo looked right into the [lam-
ing muzzles of a battery of quad guns,
They were at 100 feet or lower, an still
near 700 mph. He glanced overat Lead
to check his position, then bacl into
his cockpit. That's when he noticed the
fire warning light.

“Lead, I have a fire light,” he ri/loed.

Three called, “Two, you're o lire.
Get out!”

Hosmer kept the flight in the turn,
saying, “Two, loosen it up. I'm gol .o to
look you over.”

Tullo assumed the lead and hended
for the mountains in the distance. [los-
mer said, “Better clean off the wiag,

Frank." To give himself more «peed
and maneuverability, Tullo jettisoned
the tanks and rocket pods on his wings

and felt the Thud lighten.

Three was calling again, his voice
tight with urgency.

“Two, the flames are trailing 2 ¢ood
150 feet behind you. You better goi out!”
In spite of the fire and the calls rom
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Three, Tullo felt a sense of well-being.
He was still flying, he had control, and
he was with Hosmer. Nothing bad would
ever happen with Hoz leading. It would
work out. The fire would go out, the air-
craft would keep flying, he would make
it back. They were still over Hanoi.
Houses were below them. The moun-
tains to the west, which would come to
be known as Thud Ridge, offered refuge.
A good bailout area, just in case.
“You better get out, Frank, it's real-
ly burning,” Hosmer said in a calm voice.
“Negative,” Tullo replied. “It’s still fly-
ing. I've lost the ATM [the noisy auxil-
iary turbine motor, which provided the
Thud’s electrical power but left many of
the aircraft’s pilots with bad hearing],
but I've got the standby instruments,
and I'm heading for that ridge straight
ahead.” In the early days, several pilots
whose aircraft were on fire ejected over
the target and were either killed or tak-
en prisoner. There had been incidents
in the Thud's checkered past when a
burning aircraft had exploded before
the pilot could eject, but many others
had flown for a considerable time with-
out blowing up. Many pilots, like Tullo,
had decided to take their chances stay-
ing with their aircraft as long as they
could, rather than eject in the target area.
The ridge was still well ahead of the
aircraft. The flight had climbed some
but was still very low and being shot at
from all quarters. Tullo’s aircraft dropped
its nose slightly. He pulled back on the
stick. No response. He pulled harder.
Still nothing. When he heard muffled
explosions in the rear of the aircraft,
Tullo hit the mike button: “I've gotta
g0, Lead. I'm losing controls. It's not
responding.” At 200 feet, there was no
time to wait. If the aircraft nosed down,
physics would be against him. Even if
he managed to eject, he would likely
bounce just behind the aircraft, still in
the seat. He pulled up the armrests,
which jettisoned the canopy, locked his
elbows in the proper position, and re-
vealed the trigger that fired the seat.
The results were the most horrific
Tullo had ever experienced. At the speed
he was moving, the noise, the roar, the

Rescue crews presented a broad target
Jor as long as it took to extract a
downed pilot hidden by dense foliage.
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The whole valley was
a cauldron of flame
and smoke from the
ordnance dropped by
preceding flights.

buffeting—it was unbelievable. Every-
thing not bolted down in the cockpit
went flying past his face. He froze for
a matter of seconds before he squeczed
the trigger to fire the seat.

The ejection process that followed
was so violent that today Tullo’s mem-
ory is blank of everything that happened
immediately after he squeezed the trig-
ger. He doesn’t remember leaving the
cockpit, the seat separating, or the chute
opening. He had the low-level lanyard
hooked, which attached the parachute
directly to the seat and caused it to de-
ploy almost immediately. After tum-
bling violently, whemp! he was swing-
ing in the chute.

A little battered by the violent ¢jcc-
tion, Tullo prepared for the landing.
Floating down in the chute was sercne
and the soft rush of air soothed him.
He did not see his aircraft crash. Dur-
ing his descent, he eyed the city of Hanoi
about 25 miles away. A small U-shaped

41



USAF (2)

farmhouse sat near a clearing, just to
the west. He passed below the 100-foot
treetops and landed in an area of 10-
foot elephant grass.

At that moment, listening to the sound
of his flight disappearing to the south-
west, the only thing in his mind was
that he was on the ground in North Viet-
nam, armed only with a .38 Special. His
first concern was to hide the billowing
white parachute. Working hard to con-

Hard-working crews kept the Jolly
Greens flying. Both the CH-3C and its
cousin, the HH-3C, were powered by
two 1,300-shaft horsepower General
Electric T58-GE-1 turboshaft engines.

trol his breathing, he stuffed the parachute
under the matted grass and covered it
up with dirt. After shedding his harness
and survival kit, he removed the emer-
gency radio from his vest, extended the
antenna, and prepared to contact Dog-
wood flight. He could hear them re-
turning, and he had to let them know
he was all right.

As the flight drew closer, Tullo turned
on the survival radio. Cupping his hand
around the mouthpiece, he whispered:
“Dogwood Lead, this is Dogwood Two.”
Hoz responded immediately: “Roger
Two, Lead is reading you, We're going
to get a fix on your position.”

The flight turned toward Tullo, who
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had landed on a hillside west of Hanoi.
He could hear heavy anti-aircraft fire
to the east and see pufls of flak danc-
ing around the flight. Within seconds,

hot shrapnel began to {u/l around him.
“Frank, we gotta go. | nel is getting
low, and we've been orc  red out of the

area. We're gonna get voi a chopper.”

Hosmer’s voice dropped: “And, 'rank,”

he said, “this may be an all-nighter.”
Tullo rogered Hosmer = message and

told him he was going to try to work
his way higher up the slope to make
the pickup easier. He had no doubt that
he would be rescued.

As the sound of Dogwood flight fad-
ed to the southwest, Tullo prepared to
move up the hill to a better vantage
point. He decided to open the survival
kit and remove useful equipment. In a
normal ejection, once stabilized in the
chute and prior to landing, a pilot would
reach down and pull a handle on the
kit's box to deploy it. It was advisable
to deploy the kit prior to landing to uvoid
possible leg injuries, since the case was
hard and fairly heavy. Tullo hadn't had
this option because he had ejected at
such a low level.

He rotated the kit’s red handle, and
with a great whooshing roar, a dinghy
began to inflate.

The dinghy! He had forgotten all
about that! And it was bright v¢!low!
He had to stop the noise. Tullo ¢rew a
large survival knife he wore stripped
to the leg of his G-suit, threw himself
on the dinghy, and began stabbing it.
The first two blows merely rebounded.
With a final mighty effort, he plunged
the knife into the rubber and cut « Lirge
hole so the air could escape. Wit that
emergency solved, Tullo lay back to
catch his breath and get a drink  { wa-
ter. Then he started up the hill
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The elephant grass was so dense that
at times he couldn't separate it with his
hands and had to climb over the tough,
wide blades. After climbing about 50 to
75 feet, he realized he wasn't going to
make it to the top. His flightsuit was
soaked, and his hands were cut by the
sharp edges of the grass. Rather than
waste more energy, he flattened out a
small space in the grass and faced south-
east to have a good view of any threat
coming up the slope. Time to set up
housekeeping.

Tullo’s survival vest and kit includ-
ed a spare battery for the radio, emer-
gency beeper, day and night flares, pen

3
R

flares, six rounds of tracer ammo, a
“blood chit” printed in several languages
that promised rewards for assisting
downed American airmen, gold bars
for buying freedom, maps, a first aid
kit, water purification tablets, two tins
of water, two packets of high-energy
food, tape, string, 250 feet of rappeling
line, a saw, knife, compass, shark re-
pellent, fishing kit, whistle, signalling
mirror, sewing kit, and two prophylac-
tics for keeping ammunition or other
equipment clean and dry. He extract-
ed the ball ammo from his .38, loaded
the tracers, and stuffed everything not
immediately useful into the knapsack-
type pouch. Then he sat back, tried to
relax, and waited for the rescuers he
knew would come.

Tullo heard the sound of prop-driv-
en aircraft approaching from the north.
He correctly assumed they were Dou-
glas A-1s, or “Spads,” as they were called.
He stood up and keyed his radio. “This
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of your mind? There’s no way I'm go-
ing to pop smoke here!”

The pilot told Tullo to calm down. He
had just spotted trucks unloading troops
to the south of Tullo’s position. He also
reassured Tullo that they were work-
ing on getting a helicopter to him.

Tullo heard shots. They built to a
crescendo, then stopped. The shooting
had started at some distance but had
grown closer. Soon he was able to hear
voices as the troops worked their way
up the hillside. He burrowed into the
dense grass and waited, his heart pourid-
ing. He raised his head and saw an o!/1-
er man about 150 to 175 feet away wo -

The HH-3C's air-refueling capabil
dramatically increased the Jollys’ e
and allowed more loiter time.

Ing a cone-shaped straw hat. It was all
Tullo could do not to make a run for it,
but that was exactly what they wari:d
him to do. He forced himself to sit ¢1i-
etly. The troops made a lot of noise }11:t
they kept moving to the east, down the
hill. Silence returned and Tull: 1=
tfinued to wait.

G:’-r'}rge Martin was flying his Sikor-
sky CH-3C helicopter to Lima 36, a

" remiote staging area in Laos about 1 )

milis from Hanoi, to prepare for
other day of rescue alert duty, O
few weeks before he had been {]
cargo support at Eglin Air Force |
in Florida. Today, he was commar(|
a small detachment of men an
copters on a 120-day assignment it | -
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