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The Official Journal of The Tan Son Nhut Association 

ST. LOUIS HERE WE COME! 

JULY 31—AUGUST 3, 2008 

TAN SON NHUT ASSOCIATION 

2008 REUNION 

Renaissance St. Louis Grand & Suites Hotel 

 
The contract has now been signed and reservations can be made!  800 397-1282 is the number to call. 

 
$99. PER NIGHT IS THE TSNA RATE 

 
The Saturday night, August 2nd Banquet Speaker will be: 

 

ADRIAN CRONAUER  

Special Assistant to the Director, Defense POW/Missing Personnel Office, 
 Office of the Secretary of Defense. 

 

(Better known for, “Gooooooood Morning VIETNAM!”) 

 

A great lineup of activities is being planned. 

Stay tuned for further details. 
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OBEDIENCE 
 

Rev. Dr. Billy T. Lowe, 

Chaplain, TSNA 

 
During the Vietnam War, Cap-
tain Ray Baker flew for the Stra-
tegic Air Command.  He was a 
good airman.  The Air Force 
trained him, along with all the 
other pilots, to drop whatever 
they were doing and run out of 
their barracks to their planes at 
the sound of a buzzer. 
 
Once Ray Baker came home to 
California on furlough.  The 
night he arrived, his family took 
him to his favorite Mexican res-
taurant.  Everything was going 
well and a spirit of celebration 
filled the air until Captain Baker 
jumped up without warning and 
ran outside into the parking lot. 
 
Catching up with him, his 
nephew asked him in total bewil-
derment “Where are you going, 
Uncle Ray? 
 
 “I’m looking for my plane,” Cap-
tain Ray replied as he searched 
the horizon for his B-52. “It’s not 
her e, ”  hi s nephew ex -
plained.  Then he asked, “Why 
did you run out here like that?” “I 
heard the buzzer,” he said. 
 
It was only then that his nephew 
realized that directly above their 
table was a buzzer used to call 
waiters to the kitchen to pick up 
their meals. 
 
Obedience always calls for un-
questioned, immediate ac-
tion.  This is what Jesus Christ 
expects from his disciples.  Any-
thing less is dereliction of duty. 
“Blessed rather are those who 
hear the word of God and obey 
it” (Luke 11:28). 
 
May each of you have a blessed 
Easter Season. 
 

NO ATTACKS ON TSN PART 3 

 
By Richard Carvell  

12th RITS 

Tan Son Nhut 

June ‘70—June ‘71 

 
If one looks at all of the other 
periods of “no attacks” on Tan 
Son Nhut, my tour of duty was 
the longest period of time when 
there were no attacks on the 
airbase.  Another period of no 
attacks on TSN was from 4 De-
cember 1966, until the Tet Of-
fensive on 31 January 1968 … a 
period of about 13 months.  This 
was the second longest stretch 
of “no attacks” on Tan Son Nhut.  
But it was seven month shorter 
than the one which covered my 
tour of duty there. 
 
As one would expect, the largest 
number of attacks on Tan Son 
Nhut came during 1968, during 
the Tet Offensive by the Viet 
Cong and North Vietnamese.  
According to the report on the 
TSNA Association website, in 
1968 there were VC/NVA at-
tacks on TSN on 16 different 
days, with multiple attacks com-
ing on Feb. 18, 19, 20, 21, and 
27, 1968.  At no other time dur-
ing the 17 years included in the 
report were there consecutive 
days when the VC/NVA at-
tacked Tan Son Nhut Air Base 
except for these dates in 1968. 
 
Next were the Tet attacks during 
February and March 1968 and 
May and June of that same 
year, with the last one in 1968 
occurring on 14 June 1968 at 
0340 hours.  But it was a deadly 
attack, killing one U.S. service-
man and wounding two others.  
Two RVN also were WIA and 
two U.S. aircraft were damaged.  
That was the last attack on the 
base until May 12, 1969.  The 
place was quiet for 11 months.  
Three attacks occurred in 1969 

… one each in May, June, and 
December. 
 
Then, the attacks ceased until 
three rounds fell on TSN on Au-
gust 29, 1971 … but fortunately 
with no casualties or aircraft 
damage.  It was during this 20-
month period of no attacks that I 
managed to fit in my 12 months 
in Vietnam at the 12th Recon-
naissance Intelligence Technical 
Squadron. 
 
But just because there were no 
attacks on Tan Son Nhut did not 
mean all was well in the 
neighboring city of Saigon.  As a 
matter of fact, during the 12 
months I was at Tan Son Nhut, 
there were reports of rockets, 
mortars, grenades, satchel 
charges, fire bombs, plastic ex-
plosives, TNT, or gunfire in Sai-
gon on at least 28 separate 
days.  Frankly, I am surprised 
that there were not more fire 
bomb attacks in Saigon, given 
the seemingly easy availability 
of gas in a bottle … just add a 
wick! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
But the total number of days 
which saw or felt an attack 
amounted to less than eight per-
cent of the time during my one-
year tour at Tan Son Nhut.  That 
was a good thing.  In the 35 re-
ported attacks on 28 separate 
days, three Americans and 18 
Vietnamese died (including 
three Vietnamese children) and 
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five Americans and 85 Vietnam-
ese were wounded.  One can see 
who got the worst end of this ter-
rorism. 
 
The two deadliest days for terror-
ist attacks on Saigon during my 
tour were November 2 and De-
cember 19, 1970.  On Nov. 2, the 
VC launched four rockets into the 
city, and on that one day killed 11 
Vietnamese, including one child.  
Fifteen were wounded and two 
houses were destroyed near the 
Saigon River.  Pacific Stars & 
Stripes reported: “The rocket at-
tack appeared timed to coincide 
with South Vietnam’s National 
Day, celebrated only hours earlier 
and the U.S. Congressional elec-
tions Tuesday.  Three 100-pound 
missiles crashed into the capital 
shortly after midnight.  One of the 
missiles blew out the entire front 
of a third floor apartment building 
near the central market, about 
five blocks from Independence 
Palace.” 
 
Another rocket hit a house across 
the Saigon River and killed five 
Vietnamese.  A third rocket hit a 
filling station two blocks from the 
U.S. Embassy, wounding one 
Vietnamese civilian.  And in the 
fourth attack on that deadly Sat-
urday, plastic explosives deto-
nated at a Vietnamese newspa-
per wounded four Vietnamese. 
 
Many will remember the Third 
Army Field Hospital not far off the 
base to the west of Tan Son 
Nhut’s main gate.  On Saturday, 
July 26, 1970, as I sat in my BOQ 
room close to the main TSN gate 
reading during the early evening 
hours, I heard a muffled 
“Whumpf” off in the distance.  I 
looked up, wondered what had 
happened, but paid little atten-
tion.  I just continued reading.  
Two pounds of plastic explosives 
had been placed next to the wall 
surrounding the hospital com-

pound, but when it was detonated 
it did little damage to the wall. 
 
The following Monday when intel 
reports crossed my desk at the 
RITS, I managed to put it all to-
gether.  Authorities found another 
pound of explosives placed 
against the hospital compound 
wall but defused it before it could 
go off.  As far as I know, it was 
the closest I came to the deadly 
side of the war. 
 
(Check the next REVETMENTS 
for the final installment)  

The road to  

       Tan Son Nhut    

   
by Ron Boydston 

525TH Combat Evaluation Group 

U.S. Army 

TSN Sept ‘69—Sept ‘70 

 
On a mid-September day in 
1969, I stepped off a plane at 
Bien Hoa Air Base, in the Repub-
lic of South Vietnam, to begin a 
one-year active-duty assignment 
with the United States Army. 
 
The flight - a TWA charter - had 
left Oakland, California, many 
hours before, stopping  for a 2:00 
a.m. refueling in Honolulu, and 
later on at Kadena Air Base on 
Okinawa.  As we had flown over 
the South China Sea and slowly 
descended along the coast of 
South Viet Nam, our eyes were 
focused on the small windows 
that gave glimpses of the country 
that we had heard so much 
about. 
 
As we neared touchdown, the 
pilot had come onto the intercom 
and announced, "We're passing 
over Nha Trang. They say you'd 

hardly know there's a war going 
on when you're there." 
 
As I deplaned, a fighter jet in 
camouflage paint, its wings 
loaded with ordinance, was lifting 
off on a daytime sortie. Its engine 
ripped the air with a sense of ur-
gency, providing an on-cue 
sound track for the media-
saturated conflict that I was now 
a part of. 
 
The air was hot. The temperature 
had to have been in the 90s, with 
matching humidity. I was wearing 
a new set of jungle fatigues, a 
new pair of combat boots, and 
had the rest of my belongings 
packed into a large olive-drab 
canvas duffel bag. 
 
Except for the jet, nothing ap-
peared to be moving very quickly 
in the heat. I soon found out that 
this was not laziness, but the way 
to conserve energy in this part of 
the world. 
 
I was directed to a one-story ter-
minal building to wait for a ride, 
and although I had been sitting 
for hours, I sat down again on the 
first available bench that I saw, 
which was considerably harder 
than the airline seat had been.  
 
Funny, I thought - the air condi-
tioning must be broken; if any-
thing, it was hotter inside the 
building than it was outside. (Of 
course, the fact that it was largely 
an open-air structure may have 
also had something to do with it.)  
Just sitting there, doing nothing, 
my face started to bead up with 
sweat. 
 
I had tried to rest during the long 
flight, but sleep would not come, 
so some hours before I had got-
ten out pen and paper and 
started the first of a steady 
stream of letters and notes that I 
would produce during the coming 

 <<<<<< TSNA >>>>>> 
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months.  
Now, however, I was too tired to 
even write. I had traveled halfway 
around the world, through many 
time zones, and was farther away 
from home than I had ever been 
in my life. 
 
As I waited, my mind reviewed 
the events of the previous year. I 
had been in college on a student 
deferment, had finished a portion 
of my education, but the previous 
fall, with no firm plans, I had 
given up my student status and 
had been reclassified from II-S to 
I-A - draft bait.  
 
The days and weeks had been 
dribbling along, with nothing obvi-
ous happening, and so I had 
gone into the Army recruiting of-
fice in North Hollywood, CA, 
where I was informed that there 
were two-year enlistments avail-
able. So I figured that I might as 
well move forward - I had taken 
my draft physical in Seattle a 
couple of months earlier, after 
working in Washington state that 
summer - so I signed up. (My 
draft notice came two weeks after 
I had gone in, even though the 
nice man behind the recruiting 
desk had checked and assured 
me that my number was not likely 
to come up for some time yet.)  
 
And so my Army career began. I 
went through basic training at 
Fort Ord, where we learned to 
low-crawl in the sand and ice-
plant, and where we practiced 
drill and ceremonies while looking 
out over the beautiful California 
coastline. That had to have been 
one of the most stunning loca-
tions for basic training ever, with 
the blue sea producing an end-
less supply of white-tipped waves 
that marched in even ranks to the 
shore, where they broke forma-
tion and dispersed onto the pris-
tine beach that stretched away to 
the horizon.  

 
Several times during that eight-
week period I was plucked from 
the ranks for dawn-to-dusk KP, 
where I toiled in the back sink for 
15-hour stretches, cleaning 
grease-encrusted metal trays on 
which the meat for our company 
was cooked. It was miserable 
work, and I wished I could be out 
training with the company, and 
vowed to someday track down 
and pound the little loud-mouthed 
E-2 cook who delighted in taunt-
ing the trainees that worked in 
the kitchen   
 
Then it was on to radio school at 
Ft. Ord, where we learned Morse 
Code and how to operate the 
Army’s standard portable radio 
communications unit, the PRC-
25, a backpack-sized radio with a 
flexible antenna that rose con-
spicuously into the air just behind 
the man carrying it. But after the 
privations of basic, advanced 
training was almost enjoyable, 
and we had a limited amount of 
freedom and some time to our-
selves. We were now students, 
rather than trainees and maggots 
and worms, and for the first time 
the Army was treating us at least 
somewhat like thinking human 
beings. 
 
From there some of us had been 
selected for further schooling in 
Fort Gordon, Georgia, where we 
went through several more 
months of radio-teletype training, 
learning the workings of a 500-
watt single-sideband shortwave 
radio, with a console filled with 
gauges, switches, and dials, 
which was matched with a tele-
type machine that clacked along 
and produced a punched paper 
tape which was then turned into a 
printed report in a field communi-
cations center. The schooling 
was interesting, the southern dia-
lect was easy and laid-back, and 
the summer thunderstorms pro-

vided outdoor entertainment that 
rivaled anything that was per-
formed indoors. And while there I 
got my first taste of prolonged 
heat and humidity, which was to 
prove useful in the months to 
come. 
 
After school our orders came 
down, with a few soldiers going to 
Germany but most to the place 
that was on everyone's mind and 
lips - Vietnam. Then, like so 
many soldiers throughout history, 
there was a last visit home, the 
putting of my affairs in order, the 
final goodbyes, and then I was 
gone. 
 
Oakland Army Base must have 
known of my abilities in the 
kitchen, for no sooner had I got-
ten there than I was assigned to 
another round of kitchen police, 
without even changing out of my 
Class-A dress uniform. Taking off 
my coat and sticking the end of 
my tie inside my shirt, I worked 
for more than eight hours in yet 
another kitchen, a cog in the ma-
chine that fed troops with a mo-
notonous and impersonal effi-
ciency. What a fitting send-off, I 
thought, to spend my final hours 
in the United States toiling away 
at menial labor. I was growing to 
love the Army more with every 
passing day.  
 
These memories, along with 
other impressions and thoughts, 
wandered in and out of my mind 
as I sat in on that bench at Bien 
Hoa.  I could feel the sweat not 
only on my face, but also on my 
armpits, as it built up and then 
trickled down my sides. A realiza-
tion started to form in my mind 
that, if I lived through it, it was 
going to be a very long year. 
 
After some time, a bus came 
along, and off we went to the next 
stop, a place called Long Binh, 
where we would be parceled out 
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to our assigned units. As we trav-
eled along, my eyes spotted an 
old woman in a conical straw hat 
and black pajamas, squatting by 
the side of the road, relieving her-
self. As we passed by, she fin-
ished, stood up, snapped her 
pajama bottoms back into place, 
and continued non-chalantly on 
her way. Well, I thought to my-
self, you're not in the United 
States anymore. 
 
Long Binh was the Army's in 
country version of Ellis Island, 
although without any liberty, 
statue or otherwise, a  hardscrab-
ble place that had all of the 
charm of an off-post motel. I was 
there just long enough for an ori-
entation and a self-administered 
application of fluoride to my teeth, 
when a jeep drove up and I was 
whisked off to the headquarters 
of my unit, which was in a ram-
bling old structure, that looked to 
have been of French vintage, 
somewhere in the vastness of the 
Saigon suburbs. 
 
It had been a fine building in the 
past, and still retained some of its 
graciousness, but was starting to 
show its age. The plaster was 
crumbling in spots, and it had a 
certain air of over-ripeness to it. It 
looked like a citified version of 
something out of Lord Jim, with 
tropical flowers, bushes, and 
trees, a clinging humidity that 
stuck to everything, and large 
ceiling fans in the rooms, which 
rotated lazily in place with all the 
enthusiasm of soldiers on detail. 
There was even a small veranda, 
and it was entirely possible that 
troops assigned to the place 
would gather in the evening, to sit 
in the dark with glowing cheroots, 
and swap stories in the best man-
ner of Joseph Conrad characters. 
 
One of the rooms had been 
turned into a sleeping area with 
several beds - mosquito nets on 

every one - transient quarters for 
the unit, and I had the place to 
myself and turned in early that 
evening, for I was exhausted. 
 
But when I woke up the next 
morning I found that I had not 
been alone after all - there had 
been company in the form of rav-
enous mosquitoes. At some point 
during the night one of my elbows 
had touched the netting, and it 
was now a swollen welter of 
bites. Hungry little buggers, I 
thought, and it turned out that 
there was a vast supply of them 
just about everywhere I went. 
Walking into the dank bathroom, 
there was an old-fashioned toilet, 
with the water tank high on the 
wall, and a long pull-chain, and a 
sign over the sink that said "Non-
potable water." 
 
The following day we took an-
other jeep ride, threading our way 
through sights and sounds that 
were entirely new to me. Saigon 
traffic was an absolute wonder, a 
mix of odd little taxi-like contrap-
tions called cyclos, oxcarts, some 
few Western-style cars, bicycles 
piled high with goods of various 
sorts, military equipment, and 
legions of motorbikes on which 
entire families were arranged, 
Dad doing the driving and Mom 
behind him, and assorted chil-
dren stashed here and there in 
available nooks and crannies, all 
of them somehow managing to 
stay in place.  
 
If there were rules of the road, 
they did not seem to be apparent; 
traffic flowed along like a river, 
and people crossed the street by 
wading into the middle of the 
flow, working their way across, 
and eventually coming out on the 
other side. 
 
One moment we were on a busy 
Saigon street, and the next we 
were suddenly passing through 

the main gate of Tan Son Nhut 
Air Base. There was a modest 
civilian terminal, but we soon left 
that behind, and passed block 
after block of buildings and struc-
tures constructed of canvas and 
wood and metal in an architec-
tural style that might be called 
Military TDY, short on aesthetics 
and long on utility, looking as 
though they had been put up in a 
hurry and apt to leave on short 
notice in the same way. There 
was a fuel farm, with giant blad-
ders of kerosene and other fluids, 
and closer to the runways were 
fighters and gunships in their re-
vetments,  all looking wary and 
sinister, waiting for their next 
chance to fly and to fight. Then 
we were free of the congestion, 
turned and crossed the approach 
at the end of the runway, pausing 
at a sign that said "Danger - low-
flying aircraft," and then we were 
on the far side of the base.  

We continued on, passing a large 
building that I was informed was 
a mortuary, and finally pulled up 
to a small compound with a non-
descript cluster of buildings sur-
rounded by concertina wire, with 
three guard towers all facing in 
different directions, and a feeling 
of isolation that indicated that we 
were about as far away from the 
rest of the base as it was possi-
ble to be. 
 
I had arrived at the 504th Signal 
Detachment, 525th Combat 

Ron Boydston (left) and Frank Am-

brogio, two of the finest radio-teletype 
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Evaluation Group, and there I 
was to spend the rest of my short 
and non-illustrious Army career. I 
did not know it at the time, but it 
was to be the longest year of my 
life. 
 
(to be continued) 

The USSR was actively in-

volved in the war in Vietnam 

30 years ago 

By NIKOLAI POROSKOV 
Reprinted from PRAVDA,  

April 30, 2005 

 

The possession of Vietnam 

implied the possession of the 

entire South-East Asia 

 

(Submitted by Robert Gales, 

President, TSNA) 
 
April 30th, 2005 is the day to 
celebrate the 30th anniversary of 
the end of the war in Vietnam. 
The troops of the communist 
Vietnam's North seized Saigon, 
the capital of the southern part of 
the country on April 30th 1975. 
The outcome of the war is seem-
ingly pointless: the Vietnamese 
nation won, when they made US 
troops cease the aggression and 
leave the country. Times are 

changing, though, and Western 
mass media wrote that this year's 
celebration in Vietnam would not 
be as pompous as it was a year 
ago. Apparently, the Vietnamese 
authorities do not wish to aggra-
vate the relations with the USA, 
which have been ameliorating 
lately. In addition, nobody wants 
to recollect the role of the USSR 
in the Vietnamese war. 
  
The confrontation between the 
communist North and the US-
oriented South of Vietnam started 
in 1955 and evolved into a brutal 
conflict. A lot of countries found 
themselves involved in the war 
too: the USA, Australia, New 
Zealand and Thailand took Sai-
gon's side, whereas the USSR 
and China supported Hanoi.  
 
The US administration decided to 
help Saigon over the fear that 
Hanoi's possible victory in the 
Vietnamese conflict could result 
in the development of the com-
munist regime all over the Indo-
China Peninsula, which the USA 
regarded as an important national 
security element.  
 
About 175,000 US military men 
had been deployed in Southern 
Vietnam by the end of 1965; 
40,000 more were based on 
United States Ships. Fifty-seven 
American military men were killed 
in the war, the forces of Viet-
nam's South lost about 200,000 
people, whereas the North of 
Vietnam lost about 500,000 peo-
ple. Civilian victims exceeded two 
million in killed.  
 
The confrontation touched upon 
not only the territory of Vietnam, 
but also Laos and Cambodia, 
through mountainous paths of 
which the North was helping the 
communist forces of the South. 
Vietnam's North was receiving 
help from the USSR and China 
that were rivaling for their possi-
ble influence in Hanoi. The USSR 

was supplying military arming, 
equipment and anti-aircraft mis-
siles to Vietnamese troops.   
 
Yevgeni Antonov, retired Major-
General, was one of the Soviet 
citizens, who was involved in the 
USSR's assistance to Vietnam 
during the war. In 1969-1970, 
Antonov chaired the group of So-
viet military specialists in the field 
of the anti-aircraft defense. Ac-
cording to his words, the USSR 
was sending whole air defense 
regiments to Vietnam in the be-
ginning of the conflict. As a result, 
Vietnam virtually became a range 
ground to test the Soviet weap-
onry there. The Soviet Union was 
testing and amending its military 
hardware in Vietnam to develop 
technologies of protection against 
homing missiles, to train attacks 
of low-altitude targets, etc.  
 
According to Mr. Antonov, one 
could easily understand after the 
first raids on Vietnam that the US 
forces were not prepared for the 
war. The American aviation was 
flying at altitudes and speeds that 
were good for the Soviet troops, 
US aircraft did not have a tactical 
structure in group flights, the ra-
dio interference of US troops was 
rather weak.  
 
Soviet Major Proskurin, for in-
stance, was decorated for down-
ing four targets with three mis-
siles: the planes were flying wing 
to wing. The US military com-
mand underestimated the Soviet 
missile technology. American 
troops were shocked to find out 
their own losses in the war. When 
Americans were bombing Viet-
nam's North, they left airbases 
intact. However, they could wipe 
Hanoi and Haiphong off the face 
of the earth. The US public opin-
ion was against the war in Viet-
nam, though: the American com-
mand preferred to avoid massive 
public actions. When Richard 
Nixon took the office in 1969, he 

Photos courtesy of Ron Boydston 

 

Photo Prep:  Roy McGhee 

General Aviation News 

U. S. Army 504th Signal Detachment, 

far side of TSN 
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decided to conduct negotiations 
with the Vietnamese authorities in 
Paris. To make them more agree-
able, the US troops carried out 
the Linebacker II operation in 
1972. B-52 flying fortresses per-
formed hundreds of sorties show-
ering the ground with bombs, 
Yevgeni Antonov says. It became 
a lot easier for the US authorities 
to talk to their Vietnamese col-
leagues afterwards indeed.  
 
The US Air Force command re-
ported to the American govern-
ment that there was no point in 
performing air raids, because 
there were no targets in Vietnam. 
There were no plants or ammuni-
tion depots – everything was hid-
den in caverns in the mountains. 
Yevgeni Antonov said that he had 
been given a task to find the se-
cret caverns, when it transpired 
that that the Vietnamese were 
keeping a part of the weaponry 
that the USSR provided to Viet-
nam. The Central Committee of 
the Soviet Union Communist 
Party presented an ultimatum to 
their Vietnamese partners, de-
manding the exposure of weapon 
hides. Antonov and his team 
went to the north of Vietnam, 
where Vietnamese specialists 
showed them a huge amount of 
stolen weapons. The Soviet mili-
tary men could only enjoy re-
stricted authorities in Vietnam: 
the Vietnamese command tried 
not to let Russians guide the con-
flict.  
 
Another witness of those events, 
Anatoly Khupenen, retired Colo-
nel-General, the former com-
mander of anti-aircraft troops of 
the USSR, is certain, though, that 
the scale of the Soviet Union's 
participation in the Vietnamese 
war is exaggerated. The number 
of Soviet military specialists in-
volved in the conflict in Vietnam 
was not more than 6,000. Ac-
cording to Khupenen, US troops 

were waging war for oil, gas, 
gold, tungsten, rubber resin, and 
other natural resources that Viet-
nam was so rich in. The posses-
sion of Vietnam implied the pos-
session of the entire South-East 
Asia, Khupenen said. The officer 
added that he regretted Russia's 
withdrawal from the Cam Rahn 
naval base in Vietnam 18 months 
ago. The Vietnamese govern-
ment was not even asking for any 
payments for the base until 2044.  

 

THE SOUNDS OF TIME 
By Harold Boone 

460th TRW 

 
Our house has more clocks and 
calendars than I can count. My 
wife and I are both retired so I 
have no idea why we care so 
much what time and day it is. 
There was a time, however, when 
time mattered more and because 
of a "round the clock" schedule, it 
was difficult to always know what 
day it was. I worked nights with a 
rotating day off so for the most 
part, all days and nights looked 
the same to me. 
 
Just as animals and birds have a 
way of knowing when to fly south 
or to burrow in for the winter, I 
too, had method of knowing when 
it was Saturday night. We had 
this radio in our duty station and 
on Saturday night, we heard a 
broadcast of two western series, 
"Gunsmoke" and "The Lone 
Ranger" When I heard the begin-
ning of the sound tract from 
"Gunsmoke", I did not have to 
look at our wall calendar, I knew 
it was Saturday night.  
 
Looking at an old picture will al-
ways trigger a memory of that 
person and the smell of certain 
foods we cause one to remember 
special family gatherings. On oc-

casion I will watch a rerun of 
"Gunsmoke" on a cable channel 
and when I hear that sweet 
sound, I can immediately recall a 
place far away, long ago called 
Tan Son Nhut. 

 

SAFE CONDUCT PASS 
 

By Jerry Wilcoxen 

MSgt USAF Retired 

 
One of the very few souvenirs I 
came home with is this safe con-
duct pass that a Colonel (I don’t 
remember his name) gave me on 
the flight back home. The pro-
gram was part of his responsibil-
ity and I’m sure that the military 
police members remember this 
certificate well.  

 
  (JUST IN CASE YOU MISSED 

PAGE ONE!) 
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DOES ANYONE REMEMBER 

THIS?? 

 

USAF GROUND OBSERVER 

CORPS 

  
The picture above is a scanned 
picture of the “badge” I received 
at a banquet almost 50 years 
ago, for service as a volunteer in 
the USAF Ground Observer 
Corps. 
 
My home town, Manheim, PA is 
in a “valley” of sorts, with decent 
hills on three sides.  On the top 

of one of those hills was the 
town’s water system’s open res-
ervoir.  There was a small main-
tenance shack next to the reser-
voir. 
 
A friend would pick me up at my 
home a little before 10 pm (I 
was 15-16 years old at the 
time), and we would drive up to 
the top of the hill and set up in 
that shack for the next two 
hours, calling in anything that 
flew over, after agreeing on 
what we thought it was, etc.  
The fact that we were (and still 
are) in a position to get a decent 
amount of traffic from Harris-
burg, PA, and from flights com-
ing into Philadelphia from the 
west, made life interesting. 
 
That is about all that I remember 
about it.  Earlier this year I had a 

few minutes to reminisce about 
this with my co-observer, when I 
delivered Meals-On-Wheels to 
him in his home. 
 
Other than the fact that at this 
time my brother was already in 
the Air Force, I guess this was 
my first direct “connection” with 
the Air Force. 
 
The reservoir has been replaced 
by a huge tank, my co-observer 
recently passed away, but see-
ing this pin recently brought it all 
back to me. 
 
Are there any other “Observers” 
in TSNA?? 
 
Larry E. Fry 
VP, TSNA 
TSN Dec. ‘61—Mar. ‘62. 
 

NOTATIONS FROM APPLICATIONS 
 
From new member Craig Mosher, 377th Supply Sq. Aug 
‘68—Oct ‘69:  “Worked automotive supply point in 1200 
area.  Security forces augmentee for TET and May of-
fensive in 1968.” 
 
From new member Thomas H. Bell, 377th SPS Dec 
‘68—July ‘70:  “I lived in the SPS compound, Bldg. 1316 
which backed up to where heavy weapons group parked 
their equipment.  The last cubicle by the back door, I 
sold pop out of a small refrigerator.  Missed the big one, 
but was there for TET ‘69, and the summer June Push 
‘69.  Prepared all the rosters, letters, ammo inventory; 
scheduling personnel for RSAT, Alert NCO, Clearing 
Barrel, Weapons check NCO.  Processed leaves, R & 
R’s, and Decorations.  All paperwork for 5 sector super-
visors, Flight Commander and Flight Chief.  Also support 
gunner for Flight Commander.” 


