








This article represents the opinions, thoughts, and experiences
of the author in relating his former assignment as a Rescue

Crew Commander to his present one as a Strategic Air Command
bomber pilot. Its contents do not necessarily represent

policy or practice of the Aerospace Rescue and Recovery
Service, Strategic Air Command or the Department of the Air
Force.

WATER
RESCUE

The Arabs dove seaward, their guns hot, stitching the waters with .50 caliber slugs,
chopping the little gray boats to kindling wood.
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