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            It was April 1952, and Air Force pilot Captain Clifford Jolley gazed at his newborn daughter who was peacefully asleep in her bed; she was just 2 weeks old. Cliff was just about to walk out the door for a 100 mission tour in North Korea, and was also leaving behind a wife and three other children. As a fighter pilot, He would be flying an F-86 Sabre jet, his orders could not adequately prepare him for what awaited him overseas. 

When he was young, Cliff read “Song of the Sky”, which inspired him to become a pilot. Cliff joined the Air Force after finding he didn't like school. Cliff then went through training to become a pilot, then went to Salt Lake City with his buddy, Bob Love, on their two-days leave.

Cliff was truly one of those guys that can only be described as cool. While in Salt Lake City, he wooed a beautiful woman named Mildred, whom he met at a telegraph office. He saw a beautiful girl working at the telegraph, and asked the manager what her name was. The man said, “That's Jo” (she always wore “sloppy jo” sweaters, which gave her the nickname). Cliff teased her by saying random numbers as she was trying to type. Once he saw she was plenty frustrated, Cliff went  for the kill and asked her out. She declined, and Cliff decided to persist, because after all, he was an Air Force pilot, so he could get any girl! Cliff got her to at least let him walk her to the bus stop, where he put on her (feminine) mittens, got on his knees, and begged her to go out with him. Momentarily, Millie gave in out of embarrassment from Cliff's public display. One date turned into two, and by the end, Cliff pinned his wings on Millie's blouse (a common act in the Air Force pilot ranks), meaning she was now his girl. Cliff then returned to Texas for a month, saw her again on New Year's Day, then wrote her for three months until he finally convinced her to come to Texas to get married. 
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Cliff then served in the Aleutian Islands during World War II, protecting the western U.S. Flank. After 15 months of cold, and treacherous flying conditions, Cliff came back home to his wife and son. They moved to Glendale, California, where Cliff became an airplane mechanic, and tried unsuccessfully to make an airport business. While in Glendale, Cliff continued to hone his flying skills as a pilot in the California Air National Guard. 

Cliff was a daredevil, and routinely did things for thrills while training. Cliff routinely flew over the airfield to scare some chickens, at a very low altitude, and of course needed to do it upside-down. One time when doing this, Cliff hit a down draft, which almost pushed him into the ground. He got so close in fact, he could see his own shadow on the ground. Later when asked if he was scared, Cliff said “I didn't have time to get nervous right then, all I can is later I was changing clothes, and I couldn't get my pant leg off”-insinuating that his pants were wet.  


Another day, Cliff was out training with his Guard buddy who attested to Cliff's daredevil spirit. Bob said, “Cliff and I were chasing each other across the desert, alongside a rail road track, which was raised, with telephone lines running alongside it. We were flying so low, we were 'cutting sage brush.' I thought I was impressing Jolley by flying lower than the telephone lines. Then, he called out over the radio, 'Hey, look at me!' I looked out over my right wing, and saw Jolley flying below me, upside-down.” 


Cliff also had a great sense of humor, full of quippy one liners. He described how he would train with his friend, who would often “shoot (him) down”. He said that afterward, they would talk about it, and he would say things like, “Well, you could've been more fair”. Cliff then went on to complete jet training in the F-86 Sabre.

July 4th



Cliff woke up on July 4th early morning to pray, as he always did. He then hustled to the briefing room, where he received his instructions for his forty-seventh mission. Cliff then walked out with the other pilots to their respective jets, all waiting on the ramp. It wasn't dawn yet, but the shadows were still distinguishable. Cliff felt butterflies as he walked over to his own jet, climbed up on the wing, and slid into the cockpit. Cliff buckled himself in, pulled on his helmet, secured his oxygen mask, then felt the control grip in his hands as he began his engine start up. The stick in his hands, the straps around his shoulders: this was a feeling he had grown accustomed to, the jet was familiar, and he loved it. It was his “other love”. As he pulled onto the runway, he lined up straight, and let the throttle rip. The engine begin to whine, and finally roared as it threw him to the back of his seat. As he eased back the stick, he felt the airplane leave the ground through his feet on the rudder pedals, putting the aircraft into a steep climb. He felt his weight pressed down into his seat. This feeling-there was nothing quite like it. Rocketing up to the sky, this was true freedom. Cliff, the leader of Black Flight, then led himself along with the rest of Black Flight-three other F-86's—to meet up with the fighter-bombers they were to escort to their target. 


This mission would take place 100 nautical miles North of their base, past enemy lines. The F-86 is fast. It cruises at about 460 knots, or nautical miles per hour. This means it would take Black Flight about 12 to 16 minutes to get to their destination, depending on wind. While flying in, Black Flight was is tight formation. This means the different jets are close enough for the pilots to see each other wave. Flying this close requires concentration, coordination, and practice. One poor control input, and the entire formation could crash into each other, and go down. 

[image: image3.jpg]



Their enemy was flying MiG 15's. A jet that was more maneuverable, faster, lighter, and higher flying than the F-86. Cliff scanned the sky thoroughly, looking for enemies that might try to attack the fighter-bombers they were escorting. Cliff saw a sheen in the distance. There was a flock of MiG-15's diving at the bombers they were escorting, silver, shiny, beckoning his cannon fire. Cliff signaled Black Flight to break towards the enemy, and squeezed the trigger. The cockpit shook, and out came a stream of bullets which “sparkled” the enemy planes as they hit. The MiGs turned and fled past the Manchurian border. Black Flight could not pursue them past the border, due to political restrictions. As they themselves neared the border, the bombers approached their targets. Cliff observed the bombs drop outside his window, and turn into a burst of black, dirt, then quickly after, fire. They then turned toward home, and made their way back to the border.  After the fighter-bombers crossed the allied border, they waved goodbye, and turned back the other direction to go “hunting” for MiGs, as the other pilots were eager for some action. Cliff had an admiration for his comrades spunk, but he himself had a reputation as “one of the most aggressive fighter jocks in the force.” 

Cliff then saw more MiGs flying up high, throttled up for enough power, and pulled up into a climb to close the gap between them. Unfortunately, the MiGs were too far ahead, and too fast. Just then, his wingman called out “Bingo!” This meant that they had only enough fuel to get home, and could no longer pursue enemies. [image: image4.jpg]




Black Flight then started a turn left for home, when four MiGs dropped out of the sky at 2 o'clock high (up to the right), and just as they finished their turn, the enemy positioned themselves behind them at four o'clock. Black Flight nosed down to gain speed, to distance themselves from the enemy, when two more MiGs appeared at 10 o'clock high. Cliff thought about how he could fend off the attack, when “something” told him to look over his shoulder. He saw an enemy positioning himself right behind his wingman, getting ready to fire. Cliff yelled “Black! Break right!”, and both pilots pulled into a hard right turn. Again, Cliff felt his insides press down, as the momentum of the turn threw him into the bottom of his seat. The hard right turn forced the MiG in front of him, in between himself and his wingman. He then put the enemy in his sights, and “shot his tail away”, but then, the enemy's wingman was trying to do the same to him. Cliff later stated that he was “getting hit hard”, and that, “I knew he was there, but I couldn’t break away without losing the one that was on my wingman.”


Cliff then felt prompted to look back over his right shoulder, and when he did, bullets bit into the cockpit, and two ran across his cheek, barely missing his head, and laid his cheek open. The pain was intense, but through his adrenaline, he could barely feel it. Blood was now getting everywhere, soaking his shirt in crimson. If he had not turned just then, the bullets would have torn straight through his head. Cliff was later reminded by the scars every time he looked in the mirror of God's protection.


As the stream of bullets continued, the throttle came off in Cliff's hand, the engine temperature skyrocketed, and the guns in the nose disconnected, and fell of in his lap. Realizing he had to act, Cliff took evasive action, and rolled the airplane into four other oncoming MiGs, and opened fire on them with the remaining guns that were attached. The other jets whooshed overhead, almost hitting him. Cliff then realized he and his wingman had now become seperated, which made him decided to yell into his tattered face mask, “Get out of the area!”


The airplane now had a mind of it's own. It wanted to go anywhere but where it needed to, and keeping it flying was growing increasingly difficult. “It was like flying a spastic monkey, just trying to stay out of the way.” Cliff continued evasive action, diving, rolling, left, right, until, finally, he was able to free himself of the enemy that seemed to stick to him wherever he went, like gum on his shoe. Cliff nosed up into a climb for altitude, and noticed he had 6 minutes left of fuel. He was not going to make it far, so, upon seeing the Yellow Sea, he pointed his nose back down at it. The last thing the American pilots wanted to do was to bail out over a populated area where they would be captured, and tortured. The cold water offered its own dangers, but it was a better option than the alternative. 


“Black two, where are you!?” He said anxiously into his mask. 


“Here at the hotspot, I'm being attacked!” said his wingman.


“Captain Jolley immediately made a 180 [degree] turn to his wingman's aid despite the fact that he was wounded and his aircraft badly damaged and low on fuel.” Cliff's jet was now limping through the air, but his wingman needed help. “If anyone ever needed me, I was there.” he later stated.  “Because of the hole in the plane’s canopy, it was not performing as well as it should and I was having trouble keeping it under control.” 


As Cliff neared the area, he saw no sign of his wingman, and began to fear the worst. Just then, he heard him key up, “I’m free!” over the radio, and his heart settled a bit. Now all Cliff had to do was aim for Chodo—an island just off the North Korean coast under control of friendly forces, used as a forward base. This would be his best chance of being rescued by friendlies, and not intercepted by the enemy. 


Determining it was time to call in the distress signal, Cliff said, “Squawk, Mayday!” He heard his wingman's voice, sounding confused and disoriented, “what's that?” This is a term even the most novice pilots are familiar with, and Cliff determined his wingman must be badly hurt, and in bad shape. 

Speaking of bad shape, Cliff's F-86 had now lost it's hydraulic pressure, making it near impossible to control. Determining now was the time to bail, he quickly grabbed necessary supplies, and remembered the proper steps to ejection. 


He pulled the jettison canopy lever—BOOM! The several hundred knot wind stream was now battering against his face. Now for the ejection trigger. He squeezed it, and felt his back, stomach, and body all compress down into his seat, all with a very loud BANG! He and his seat were launched into the incoming airstream, which felt like somebody ramming their fist into his stomach. He looked up, whichever that direction might be, and saw his plane. “And I noticed I wasn’t in it, which was rather reassuring!” he later chuckled.


Cliff then released his seat, which drifted up, and up above his head. He felt such pain, and he could not quite tell yet what from. He then determined it was time to pull the ring to activate his chute. With a zip, it flew open, and it felt like he would be ripped in half, but as bad the pain was, he was happy that he was now settling down slowly to the water underneath. He noticed his wristwatch was no longer around his wrist, but falling toward the water. 
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As he neared the water himself, Cliff decided against disengaging his chute early, because he read previously in the pilot's manual that several pilots had fallen to their death, due to misreading their distance to the water. His arm was swollen, and throbbed, but what was worse, was his tailbone which was broken, and his back which had two broken vertebrae. While ejecting, the gear stuffed into his chest pockets forced his arm outward, and ultimately wedged it in between the side of the cockpit, and the seat. The force of the ejection pulled him to the side, and in the process, broke his vertebrae, and almost ripped his arm off.


Cliff hit the cold water, which washed over his head. He unlatched the harness, but he noticed he was moving backwards, and his heels were dragging. The parachute canopy began to pull him on his back, as if he was holding onto a water skiing line above his head in the water. The harness was still attached to the inflatable raft which was attached to the seat of his flight suit. Gasping for air, he finally collapsed the canopy, which now began to wrap around his legs, and pull him down.  Cliff was scrambling for the CO2 cartridge to inflate the raft, but the line was wrapping around his legs tighter, and tighter. “The chute harness and raft were sinking so fast I couldn’t keep above water and the parachute shroud lines were tangled around my legs and began to pull me under, with my arm in the shape it was, I was, for all practical purposes, helpless.” 


The water sloshed into his mouth, trying to force its way into his lungs, and up his nose. He tried desperately to gasp for air, but his thoughts soon turned to the more grim. He imagined a newspaper headline, “Captain Jolley dies in Yellow Sea.” Frantic at the thought of his wife and children never seeing him again, he raised his head out of the water, and cried, “Oh God, help me!” His prayer was quickly answered. He later recounted, "I knew what I had to do. I reached down and got the knife that I carried in my boot, [and] cut myself free [from the parachute lines and the raft].” He then struggled to the surface, and began to blow air into his inflatable life vest.


Cliff heard the distant hum of a flying boat circling nearby. He quickly rummaged through his supply kit for useful items. After quickly trying a whistle, and a mirror, he found some sea dye. He tore it open as fast as he could, and spread it all around him, but it was too late, as the plane faded into a Northward direction.


Cliff later stated remembering the events. “I heard some shouts from behind me, [and] I turned to find three small boys in a beaver-tailed paddle boat. They shouted something to me—probably in Korean—and I shouted something back—probably in American.” The boys pulled up alongside Cliff, and yanked him out of the water, and dropped him into the boat, and began pulling the parachute into the boat. American pilots were worth a handsome reward—750 American dollars. Each U.S. Dollar was worth 6000 Korean ones. 


As the boys began to turn toward home, the galloping sound of chopper blades beating the air, began to draw nearer, and nearer. The H-5 helicopter hovered overhead, and the assistant leaning out the door dropped down a sling. Cliff tried to reach for the ladder, but the boys grabbed him, and pointed a gun on him. Suddenly, the boys let go of him, and Cliff looked up to see the door man pointing a large machine gun at the boys. Cliff put the sling around himself, and was hoisted up into the helicopter. Cliff later found out that his aircraft had crashed into a hill close to the helicopter pilot's tent, interrupting their chess game, and alerted them to Cliff's nearby location. Cliff spent ten days on leave, and resumed flying afterward, proceeding to shoot down five more MiGs, becoming a Jet Ace and damaging several others in the process, despite having a broken back while flying.


Cliff later lost both his wings, and leg to diabetes, but remained positive, and retained his delightful sense of humor. Following the war, he continued to fly as a test pilot, which was cut short due to a diagnosis of diabetes. Cliff then turned a job designing store fronts and houses into a lucrative career as director of design at a large corporation called Boise Cascade. He soon after lost this job when the company folded. Cliff finally was able to settle down with a job as a church architect, with the LDS church. This moment of light at the end of the tunnel was cut short when he began to lose his eyesight, and finally his leg, to diabetes. After his amputation, Cliff still remained positive, continuing to always say “I'm the richest man in the world”, of course not referring to his financial situation. On the first day to work after his amputation, Cliff showed up to work in a wheel chair, with tree branches sticking out of his fake leg. I have often reflected on how someone who has lost so much, including something they love so dearly, could be so positive, and remain so happy. He never focused on the negative. This and many others acts has inspired me throughout my life, and has made me realize that despite feeling like I want to give up during some difficult times, I can still press on, and remain positive.
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