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ST. LOUIS, HERE WE COME! 
 

By Robert Robinson Gales 
TSNA President 

 
St. Louis, here we come!  I am pleased to announce that the 2008 TSNA reunion is scheduled to take place 
July 31 through August 3 at the Renaissance St. Louis Grand & Suites Hotel, 800 Washington Avenue, St. 
Louis, MO. 
 
The hotel is adjacent to the Edward Jones Dome and the Convention Center, five blocks from the Jefferson 
National Expansion Memorial and the Gateway Arch, and within walking distance to the riverboats, Laclede’s 
Landing and its many attractions and restaurants, and Busch Stadium and the St. Louis Cardinals. 
 
Because of the central downtown location and relatively close proximity to most of the attractions, there will 
be opportunity for you to enjoy many of those attractions on your own as well as join together with friends to 
see other attractions. 
 
For example, we can join together for group tours to (a) Anheuser-Busch Brewery to view the brewing proc-
ess and sample favorite brews, (b) Grant’s Farm to view the Budweiser Clydesdale Stables with 35 mares, 
stallions, and foals, (c) a one hour cruise along the Mississippi River aboard a riverboat, or (d) attend a St. 
Louis Cardinals game versus the Philadelphia Phillies. 
 
Or you can go off by yourself or in a small group to (a) dine on Laclede’s Landing, (b) gamble aboard the 
President Casino Riverboat on the Mississippi River, (c) go to the top of the Gateway Arch and view St. Louis 
to the west and Illinois across the Mississippi River to the east, or (d) visit the Saturday morning Soulard Mar-
ket.  Of course, there are many other attractions in St. Louis and across the Mississippi River in Illinois 
(including Scott Air Force Base) as well. 
 
Traveling around St. Louis is relatively easy. There is a great rail system from the airport to and around 
downtown, as well as taxis.  And if you plan to drive, our agreement with the Renaissance St. Louis Grand & 
Suites Hotel calls for FREE SELF-PARKING, with unlimited in-and-out privileges. 
 
The reunion daily room charge for the Renaissance St. Louis Grand & Suites Hotel is $99.00 plus tax, which 
is a great savings over their normal daily rack rate. 
 
We have lined up some exciting nationally known and highly respected speakers whom we will identify 
shortly. 
 
Plan now on attending the 2008 TSNA reunion and set aside those dates.  More information will be posted on 
the TSNA website as soon as additional final reunion preparations are completed, especially as they pertain 
to the activities scheduled for Thursday, Friday, and Saturday, including the Saturday Banquet.  Meet me in 
St. Louis. 
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THE BEST CLUE 

 
By Chaplain James Warrington,  
TSNA Chaplain 
 
One reason that so many peo-
ple enjoy detective stories is that 
the act of finding “whodunit” is a 
reflection in small compass of 
what we are all constantly doing 
on a large scale in regard to the 
universe itself. 
 
This universe is in many ways a 
place of mystery, and no matter 
how much new knowledge we 
gain it continues to be mysteri-
ous.  How did it all begin?  What 
will be it’s future?  What is the 
place of human beings within 
the scheme of things?  What 
gives meaning to our life on this 
relatively minute planet? 
 
Because of these questions we 
are engaged, consciously or  
unconsciously in looking for 
clues that will guide us to the 
right answers. We have an un-
quenchable thirst to know what 
is the ultimate meaning of life 
and the universe.  We find some 
clues in the orderly process of 
cause and effect as they are 
revealed by science; some in 
the accumulated experience of 
human society as reflected in 
the history of the past; some of 
the inspired works of poets, 
dramatists and other artists.  We 
share these clues through the 
process of education, and they 
give us flickering lights that help 
to guide us through the dark-

ness of our mysterious environ-
ment. 
 
For the Christian man or woman 
the best clue to the nature and 
meaning and purpose of life is 
found in the life, death and res-
urrection of Jesus the Christ.  
Time is dated from his presence 
on earth because he completely 
revealed what life is meant to 
be.  He has enabled humanity to 
see where they came from, 
where they are going, and why 
they exist.  He has put life into 
the perspective of God’s plan; 
he has uncovered the eternal in 
the midst of time.  He gives indi-
vidual people a fullness of light 
to live by. 
 
A recent writer has paraphrased 
the opening words of Saint 
John’s Gospel as follows: 
 
“Do you see it now? 
Just as a man shapes his mean-
ing into words, and 
speaking the words, opens his 
meaning,  
He sends his intention outward 
in a form that can be received; 
So God’s meaning, the meaning 
of everything, the meaning of life 
itself, was shaped and sent out, 
to be received,  
this was , 
this is, 
Jesus the Messiah.” 

 
By David E. Koopman 
460th TRW - FMS 
TSN AB Sep. 67 - 68 
 
As a member of the 460th FMS 
working in the engine shop, I 
had occasion to view prominent 
people from time to time. The 
engine shop was in the same 
hanger as base operations at 
the north east end of Main St., 
where the flight line began. I 

remember witnessing Gen. Wil-
liam Westmoreland reviewing 
the troops there once. But the 
most interesting prominent per-
son I saw was a woman. I was 
walking to work one day when I 
stopped for the traffic light a 
block south west of the engine 
shop just as a motorcade pulled 
up. There were police on motor-
cycles in front of and behind a 
fancy black limousine stopping 
for the light. Sitting there in front 
of me close enough that I could 
have reached out and touched 
her was the most beautiful Viet-
namese woman I had ever 
seen. Unfortunately, beside her 
sat her husband, Vice President 
Nguyen Cao Ky. 

 
From TSNA Member Thomas 

Bell: 

 

1.  The national Personnel Re-

cords Center (NPRC) has pro-

vided the following website 

for veterans to gain access to 

their DD-214 online:    http://

v e t r e c s . a r c h i v e s . g o v / 

 

2.  The Department of Defense 

has now recognized that 

Agent Orange has a direct link 

to Diabetes I and II and Hyper-

tension (High Blood Pressure) 

in men over 50 yrs old and 

you were on the ground in-

country.  Veterans were told 

to contact their local Depart-

ment of Veterans Affairs 

or    http://www.va.gov  to lo-

cate a facility and file a claim 

for such benefits. 

SEEING IS BELIEVING 

 <<<<<< TSNA >>>>>> 
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VISIT TO VIETNAM 

JANUARY 2008 

 
By Ed O'Dell, Former A1C 
377th Supply Squadron 
Tan Son Nhut Air Base 
May 1968 - May 1969  
 
Here is an anecdote about my 
recent contact with Tan Son 
Nhut:  My wife and I toured Viet-
nam from Jan 16 - Feb 1, 2008.  
We had a great time visiting 
sites from as far north as the 
Chinese border at Lao Cai to 
Can Tho in the Mekong Delta.  
Finally, on the morning of Feb 1, 
I was able to take a taxi to the 
area where Tan Son Nhut's 
main base used to be.  I was a 
clerk in the 377th Supply Squad-
ron from late May 1968 to late 
May 1969, and I wanted to see if 
I could find any remnants of the 
area I worked and lived in.   
 
The first thing I found remark-
able was that all of what used to 
be the main drag at Tan Son 
Nhut, Republic Street (where 
the main BX and heliport and 
many other major facilities were 
located) is now a major street 
leading from Saigon (locals still 
call it that) north and west to-
wards Cu Chi and the Cambo-
dian border.  I traveled the entire 
length of the road out of Saigon 
since I went to Cu Chi and Tay 
Ninh, and I saw no evidence of 
the old air base the entire length 
of "Republic Street".  Also, the 
entire 800 cantonment area is 
now local housing and busi-
nesses.  All those wood and 
screen huts are long gone.  
 
 A local guide had discouraged 
me, earlier in the week, from 
trying to visit Tan Son Nhut be-
cause it is now controlled by the 
Vietnamese Peoples military.  
But with a Google Earth satellite 
photo in hand, I managed to 
walk down "Republic Street" to a 

point where I figured I perhaps 
could take a right and walk to 
the 377th Supply Squadron 
area.  Fortunately, at the appro-
priate point (on an old map of 
the base in a USAF base bro-
chure it looks like the intersec-
tion of Republic Street and 4th 
Street) I found the gate to an 
industrial area open and un-
guarded and I just walked in as 
though I belonged there.   
 
I walked back a ways, past 
workers arriving for duty at small 
manufacturing and distribution 
businesses, and found myself 
facing a large wall that blocked 
my way.  Not to be discouraged, 
I took another right around a 
warehouse, then a left and after 
another 50 yards or so I found 
myself entering the old 377th 
SUPS supply yard!  Eerie feel-
ing!   There were structures 
missing, but the old covered 
storage areas at the rear of the 
main Supply buildings (Bldgs. 
312 & 314) were intact.  I 
walked between two buildings 
towards "4th Street" and the 
front of the Supply complex and 
found myself facing the old dis-
pensary (Bldg. 305) and the lo-
cation of the mortuary (Bldg 
307, on the site of which there is 
now an open-front structure with 
several 70s-vintage US vehicles 
parked inside) until it was relo-
cated sometime in late 68 or 
early 69.   
 
The old "French bunker" or 
whatever the structure was 
across from the former mortuary 
site, was overgrown.  The area 
was like a little ghost town with 
the dispensary on one side and 
Supply and Civil Engineering 
buildings on the other.  I quickly 
snapped a couple of photos.  
 
Then I noticed a couple of guys 
walking towards me -- one, 
wearing a VNAF uniform, called 

out to me in Vietnamese.  I 
pocketed my camera as I went 
over to them.  

I couldn't speak Vietnamese and 
these guys couldn't speak Eng-
lish, but it was clear I wasn't 
supposed to be there.  I smiled 
and tried to look as clueless as 
possible, and left by way of the 
alley the uniformed Vietnamese 
pointed to (the way I'd come).  It 
looked to me like the two guys 
continued on their own way 
completely out of the area, so 
when I returned to the Supply 
yard, I took a left instead of a 
right and continued my explora-
tions.  
 
 I walked down to where the 
377th Combat Support Group 
HQ (Bldg 305) used to be and I 
could look back on 4th Street at 
the dispensary and the old 
377th Civil Engineering Squad-
ron (Bldg 310).  After snapping 
another photo, my two Vietnam-

The old mortuary? 

(Photo courtesy of Ed O’Dell) 

A view down 4th street with the dis-

pensary on the left and supply/civil 

engineer bldgs to the right.  Closest on 

the left was location of old mortuary. 

(Photo courtesy of Ed O’Dell) 
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ese friends from a few minutes 
earlier returned and called me 
over.  This time the fellow in uni-
form was a little agitated.  He 
held me gently by the arm as he 
called out for assistance.   He 
walked me down the street past 
Bldg 305 to a round marble pic-
nic table and seats under a ban-
yan tree, where a more senior 
military man was sitting drinking 
tea.  I was sat down and offered 
tea by this gentleman, while his 
colleague went off in search of 
someone who spoke English.  It 
was all pretty friendly and puz-
zling to the locals.   
 
I took a look around from this 
point and saw that at the far end 
of 4th Street there appeared to 
be a military gate.  In between 
there and where I sat the former 
Judge Advocate building (301) 
and Base Equipment Manage-
ment Office building (306) were 
gone.  The banyan tree I was 
sitting under was across the 
street from the former latrine 
building (303).  In a few minutes, 
a young woman and a boy were 
brought over, apparently de-
pendents living in the former 
dispensary building.  I asked if 
she spoke English and she did -
- a little.  I tried to explain why I 
was wandering around and that 
I'd simply got disoriented earlier 
when told to leave.  I think I 
managed to baffle them with 
B.S., although they were very 
pleasant and unthreatening.  
After a third drink of green tea, I 
said, "So now I should go?".  
Affirmative, and after shaking 
hands all around I was led by 
the first airman to the exit, 
where he waited this time to see 
that I was well on my way out by 
the correct route.   
 
I was a little disappointed I was-
n't able to go inside any of the 
buildings, particularly to see 
where I'd sat 'fight'n and typ'n' 

for a year, but at least I'd seen 
what I'd seen -- and no sense 
pressing my luck further.  My 
greatest concern during this en-
counter was having my camera 
confiscated with all the pictures 
my wife and I'd taken (I'd 
thought of leaving the extra 
memory chip at the hotel and 
just using the camera's smaller 
internal memory, but forgot to), 
but I was also concerned what 
they might think of the satellite 
photos I had in my pocket.  But 
the guys I encountered, al-
though they had stars on their 
shoulder boards, were not too 
sophisticated or high ranking.  
They just wondered what the 
heck I was all about and how to 
get rid of me, without them-
selves getting into trouble.   
 
The fact that the place was so 
poorly secured speaks volumes.  
I wasn't in a high security area 
at all, and I was able to walk 
right in through the "rear door".   
As I returned to the area where 
the TSN AB main gate used to 
be, I recalled the old "Magic Fin-
gers" massage parlor across 
from the gate, near "100 P Al-
ley" (a much higher rent district 
today).  And I found that there is 
a massage parlor at the same 
location today!  The building is 
nicer and the marquee doesn't 
say "Magic Fingers", but it's the 
same basic business at the 
same location.  Some traditions 
die hard...  
 
That afternoon my wife and I 
departed from the new Tan Son 
Nhut terminal, a beautiful facility 
destined to be replaced by a 
new airport to be built further 
outside the city. As I mentioned 
in my original email, what really 
surprised me is how much of 
"Tan Son Nhut Air Base" is now 
part of the surrounding commu-
nity.  When I was able to see the 
area I used to work nearly 40 

years ago, and recognize it, I felt 
I'd accomplished my mission -- 
although the preceding two 
weeks of our visit to Vietnam 
was really terrific. 

March 1966, 7th Air Force was 
designated a combat command 
at Tan Son Nhut Air Base. 
 
In March 1964, the Secret U.S.-
backed bombing raids begin 
against the Ho Chi Minh trail 
inside Laos.  These raids were 
conducted by mercenaries who 
were flying old American fighter 
planes. 
 
March 17, 1964 - The National 
Security Council recommends 
that the U.S. begin bombing of 
North Vietnam. President John-
son approves, but only the plan-
ning phase by the Pentagon. 

Ed and Marita O’Dell at the  

Citadel in Hue 

(Photo courtesy of Ed O’Dell) 

DID WE MENTION ST. LOUIS? 

 <<<<<< TSNA >>>>>> 

THIS TIMING IN 

VIETNAM 
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NO ATTACKS ON TSN Part 2 

ATTENTION!! 

 

ROLL CALL 

ST. LOUIS, MO 

JULY 31, 2008 

 
By Richard Carvell 
12th RITS 
Tan Son Nhut 
June ‘70—June ‘71 
 
Another interesting side note I 
remember from that briefing had 
to do with the sergeant’s advice 
about visiting the city of Saigon.  
The briefer warned the newbie's 
in the room that day that we 
should be alert on any visit into 
Saigon, especially along the 
river front, because, he said, 
there were “cowboys” who 
would cause you physical harm 
in an attempt to steal from you.  
As he explained their “modus 
operandi,” a pair of hoodlums on 
a motor bike would approach an 
unsuspecting GI with a camera 
slung across his neck.  As one 
drove the motorbike, his accom-
plice would grab the camera.  
Sometimes they were deft 
enough to use a knife or other 
sharp object (razor blade, for 
example) to cut the camera 
strap … and sometimes the un-
suspecting GI … and steal the 
camera.  We got the picture.  
We were going to be on the 
alert.   
 
I mention this because I have 
been reading literature about 
Vietnam 37 years hence in 
preparation for a possible return 
to the country within the next 
year or so.  One of the sources 
consulted was the Lonely Planet 
travel book Vietnam, published 
in 2005.  I chuckled when I read 
this passage:  “HCMC (Ho Chi 
Minh City, formerly Saigon) is 
the most theft-ridden city in Viet-
nam….  Be especially careful in 
the Dong Khoi area and along 
the Saigon riverfront, where mo-
tor-bike ‘cowboys’ operate.”  
Beware of the cowboys!  Things 
never change. 
 

While there were no attacks on 
Tan Son Nhut itself between 
June 1970 and June 1971, Sai-
gon itself was not safe from at-
tack, and those attacks did take 
American and Vietnamese mili-
tary lives and maim civilians.  As 
the daily report of attacks and 
other terrorist activities came in, 
I would unfold a U.S. Army topo 
map of Saigon and plot the loca-
tion of each attack.  With red 
ink, I entered a number next to 
the attack symbol.  The red 
hand-written number was the 
number of people killed in that 
particular attack.  KIA.  In black 
ink, I would write a number that 
represented the number 
wounded in a particular attack  
WIA.  Words and symbols that 
became familiar not only to 
those of us who served, but to 
all of the world as the daily re-
port of KIA and WIA was spread 
by the news media covering the 
war in Vietnam.  I would expand 
my knowledge base by reading 
Pacific Stars & Stripes for fur-
ther details about each incident. 
  
But at Tan Son Nhut, life was 
relatively good.  I was there at 
the time the war was winding 
down and the American military 
presence was beginning to be 
drawn down, too.  The number 
of American military was being 
reduced as the U.S. strategy 
shifted from Americanization of 
the war to Vietnamization. 
  
Although subconsciously I knew 
that there were no attacks on 
Tan Son Nhut during my tour of 
duty (because I was keeping 
track of all of the attacks), I did 
not come to actually realize it 
until last summer when I was 
looking at a list of attacks on 
Tan Son Nhut on the TSN Asso-
ciation web site (see http://
webpages.charter.net/cepenley/
vcnva/index.html). 
 

Charles Penley provided this 
excellent on-line document that 
gives the Chronology of VC/
NVA Attacks on Tan Son Nhut 
Air Base in Saigon from the be-
ginning of the war in 1966 until 
its end in 1973.  His preface to 
that chart of information on the 
TSNA.org website says that it 
comes from a USAF book, Air 
Base Defense in the Republic of 
Vietnam 1961-1972, written by 
USAF Lt. Col. Roger P. Fox.  
Penley’s extract from Fox’s work 
lists only the attacks on TSN. 
 
I was on line one day, scrolling 
down Penley’s chart, and sud-
denly it jumped out at me as I 
began to compare the dates 
with the time I was there.  What 
I suddenly realized was that 
there were virtually no VC/NVA 
attacks on Tan Son Nhut during 
the entire 365 days I was sta-
tioned at TSN.  In fact, the last 
attack on TSN was more than 
six months before I arrived (this 
attack was on 19 December 
1969).  It occurred at 0241 
hours when the VC/NVA 
launched four rounds onto the 
TSN base, resulting in five U.S. 
wounded.  Then, the attacks by 
the VC and NVA on Tan Son 
Nhut Air Base ceased until 28 
August 1971.  But I was long 
gone.  I left Saigon on the big 
Freedom Bird back to the good 
old USA on 2 June 1971. 
 
This time frame of no attacks 
from late 1969 to late 1971 was 
nearly 20 months long, from 19 
December 1969, until 28 August 
1971. 
 
(Check your next issue of          
REVETMENTS for more!!) 
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THE PASSING OF MAJOR    

CHAD PAYNE 
 
By Bill Stribling 
RAZORBACKS ’67-68 
 
I received some sad news Sat-
urday morning, February 9, 
2008. The 120th Assault Heli-
copter Co. Razorbacks gunship 
platoon lost our beloved platoon 
leader. Maj. Chad Payne 
passed away in his sleep during 
the night, Friday 8th. Feb. 2008. 
Chad's health had been on the 
decline for several years before 
his untimely death. But let me 
start at the beginning of my Viet-
nam service with Chad Payne. 
After serving a  tour in the First 
Infantry Division as a machine 
gunner, I volunteered for a sec-
ond tour as a door gunner in the 
120th Assault Helicopter Co. 
Razorbacks gunship platoon.  
 
There were eight Huey gunships 
in the platoon, these being di-
vided up into four light fire 
teams. Each fire team consisted 
of a lead ship armed with 48 
High Explosive Rockets, and 
two door gunners with machine 
guns and two thousand rounds 
of ammunition per gun. The 
wing ship was armed with 14 
High Explosive Rockets, two 
door gunners with two thousand 
rounds of ammunition per gun 
plus two more electrically fired 
machine guns on each side with 
four thousand rounds of ammu-
nition for these side mounted 
guns. The left seat pilot fired 
these four extra guns. 
  
Now back to Chad Payne. Chad 
was the best gunship pilot that 
ever strapped into a Huey gun-
ship, period. How do I know? I 
am proud to say that I served as 
one of his door gunners, and 
even though I was just a back 
seater, I went everywhere he 

went. When Chad cranked a 
gunship up, it became part of 
him, an extension of his mind 
and will, and when we became 
airborne, it was like seeing the 
relationship between an expert 
horseman and his mount. Chad 
totally understood Huey helicop-
ters, their strengths and their 
limitations, and could make an 
overloaded gunship do things it 
was never designed to do, but 
would do for the right man.  
 
Chad was famous for his steep 
angle, high speed dives at tar-
gets where our air speed built 
up to the point that we were los-
ing translational lift, and were 
actually falling out of the sky at 
the gun target, with the whole 
fuselage shaking and shudder-
ing and the engine sounding like 
a John Deere tractor if you have 
ever heard that sound. Chad 
wouldn't break off of the target 
until the last possible second, 
punching off rockets, and we 
backseaters sending out a hail 
of machinegun bullets, until it 
seemed that we would fly right 
into the VC/NVA. Then with the 
ship shuddering Chad would roll 
it onto its left side until the rotor 
blades grabbed some air and 
we would circle around while the 
wing ship poured destruction 
into the enemy.  
 
Many gunship pilots were more 
like swordsmen, more reserved 
and precise with their rocket 
placement, breaking off the tar-
get at a respectable distance. 
Flying with Chad Payne was like 
being in a flying bulldozer, and 
stomping the enemy to death. 
One of Chad’s trademark per-
sonal touches was that he flew 
with a Marsh Wheeling cigar 
clenched between his teeth, and 
he also had a small voodoo doll 
that he brought on every mis-
sion and hung on the instrument 
panel. Chad was a bull of a 

man, short and powerful, and 
had an Okie drawl that was 
unique on the radio of the ship. 
Chad never, ever backed down 
from anything, ever, ever!!! No 
mission was too difficult or for-
midable. When the TET Offen-
sive happened the night of Jan. 
31st 1968, Chad was airborne, 
patrolling the Tan Son Nhut Air-
base perimeter, and spotted the 
initial NVA Battalion crossing the 
road to assault the 0-51 Bunker 
and trying to penetrate the base. 
His fire team fired the first sal-
vos and decimated that first 
wave of attackers.  
 
Our whole platoon flew one mis-
sion after another for seventy-
two hours in support of ground 
units, without sleep. A medic 
was sent to us from Long Binh, 
and gave us all Benzedrine cap-
sules to keep us going, to en-
able us to stay awake. Chad 
Payne held the whole thing to-
gether, keeping us focused, 
keeping our courage up against 
overwhelming odds against us. 
We had eight gunships shot up 
so badly that they were unable 
to fly by noon of the first day. 
Chad made sure that replace-
ment ships were sent from Long 
Binh and the armament systems 
switched from the shot up ships 
to the new ones. Miraculously 
none of us were killed during 
this terrible time although four or 
five crew chief/gunners had mi-
nor shrapnel/bullet wounds.  
 
One illustration of Chad’s brav-
ery involved a NVA 20 millimeter 
gun position. An Air Force 
"Spooky" fixed wing two engine 
gunship tried to eliminate this 
position, and sustained so much 
damage that they had to abort 
the mission. Saigon Control 
called Razorback control and 
asked if gunships would try it. 
Chad immediately accepted the 
mission, and in briefing the 
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crews, explained his tactics. The 
wing ship would go in first with 
normal rotating beacons on and 
as soon as they drew fire, 
Chad's lead ship would be cir-
cling, blacked out, and as soon 
as the 20 MM tracers shot up 
into the sky, dive in and fire all 
48 rockets in two salvos while 
pouring in machine gun fire from 
the gunners on the target. The 
20MM was knocked out in one 
gun run. Chad had  the heart of 
a lion, and he NEVER backed 
away from a fight. This steady 
combat went on from Jan. 31st 
until the end of May 1968.  
 
Chad was our champion, and 
our hero. He helped us be more 
than we ever could have been 
without him. Chad Payne made 
us all into men the night of Jan 
31st by setting the example for 
us to follow. 
 
He was a great man in service 
to his country, and few will know 
besides his family and the men 
that were there with him and 
saw it all. What a terrible loss for 
those of us that loved him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

MY TIME AT TSN 
 
By George Witmer 
6250th Transport Squadron 
TSN 65-66 
 
I arrived at TSN in May of 1965 
as an Airman, second class.  To 
the best of my knowledge, I was 
the lowest ranked Airman on the 
base, except for one Airman 
who worked in the mail room 
who had no stripes.  I worked on 
the flight line as a refueler me-
chanic next to the POL driver 
site.  We were next to the small 
flight line snack bar which was 
operated by the Airman’s Club.   
 
Prior to arriving at TSN we 
stopped at Clark AFB 
(Philippines)  to clear records 
and get our shots. There were 
no facilities at TSN for these 
chores at that time.  
 
As almost everyone, I lived in 
tent city when I first arrived. I 
later moved to one of the two 
story barracks built for the AF.  
Finally, I moved to what we 
called the “old French barracks”.  
These billets were located in a 
fenced in area which I believe 
was referred to as the 
“cantonment area” or something 
that sounds similar.  We were 
next door to the Airmen’ Club.   
No saluting was required in this 
area. This fenced in area also 
contained the AF mess hall, Air-
man’s club, and other places 
that crowds might gather.  Pos-
sibly the library and a building 
where movies were shown and 
others I cannot remember. 
When I first got to TSN the li-
brary was quite popular due to 
the fact that it was one of the 
few buildings that was air-
conditioned and could be used 
for leisure time. If you went in 
over lunch hour, people would 
be sleeping at tables and on the 
floor.   

I worked as a mechanic on refu-
elers which were large tanker 
trailers pulled by semi-tractors.   
They delivered aircraft fuel from 
the bulk tanks to the aircraft. My 
supervisor was a Sgt. Skelton. 
 
I was near the end of my tour 
when TSN came under mortar 
attack on April, 13, 1966.  My 
barracks was not hit, but some 
were and there were guys KIA.  
Our building on the flight line 
received some minor damage, 
but they hit a number of refuel-
ers.  They also hit a fuel bulk 
tank, which contained around a 
million gallons of JP4 jet fuel.  
They brought in a lot of fire 
trucks (and TV cameras) to ex-
tinguish the fire, but the foam 
they pumped onto the fire stirred 
up the flames so bad, that they 
had to back off.  They came 
back about five days later when 
the tank had burned down al-
most to the ground and finally 
put the fire out.  
 
When I arrived in country, It was 
hard to believe I was in a war 
zone.  That feeling was lost 
when, in June, the My Conh (sp) 
floating restaurant was bombed 
and around 40 people were 
killed.  From then on I tried to 
evaluate every situation, espe-
cially when I ventured into Sai-
gon.  

<<<<<< TSNA >>>>>> 
 

Buy a kid a waterproof, shock-

proof, anti-magnetic unbreak-

able and crush-proof watch .  . 

.and he’ll lose it! 

 
 

The trouble with being punctual 

is that nobody is there to appre-

ciate it. 

Chad Payne in group photo 

at Tan Son Nhut Air Base 

Editor’s Note:  Bill Stribling has 
promised more about the Razor-
backs for future editions. 

FAVORITE SAYINGS 
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“Notations from Applications” 
 

From Ed O’Dell, 377th Supply 
Sqdn. May 68—May 69: 
 
“I arrived at TSN with 6 months 
active duty—an E-2.  Lived in the 
800 area—#801.  Had a long walk 
to the latrine!!  Chief of Supply/
Commander was Lt. Col. Roy D. 
Stahl, Jr. and Col. Donald R. 
Glass.  Recall rocket attacks during 
first weeks.  A female Captain in 
our unit was injured in an attack off 
base and received the Purple 
Heart. (Shrapnel from grenade at 
bus stop I believe). I regularly 
fought the “Battle of the Bar Girls”.  
During 1st half of assignment the 
Saigon area mortuary was across 
from where I worked.  Had a good 
view of the high volume of work 
there—very sobering.  A Major 
Johnson in our unit arranged for a 
tour of the Mortuary for a group of 

us young airmen.  Brought the real-
ity of the sacrifices made by Army 
and Marine troops, particularly, 
home to us.” 

<<<<<< TSNA >>>>>>  
 
From Norman D. Ellis, 8th Aerial 
Port Sqdn. October 71—October 
72: 
 
“Lived in the 800 then 1200 area.  
Present for Eastertide ‘72 offensive 
and watched destination bases 
removed daily from delivery board 
as NVA forces moved South. 
 
Military career continued:  4 1/2 
years AF; 3 years Army; 10 years 
Reserve; 15 years AD Chaplain . . 
.currently stationed at Schriever 
AFB, Colorado.” 
 
 
 
 

From John Cappel, 377th Security 
Police Sqdn. August 64—October 
66: 
 
“Spent time at Tan Son Nhut from 
Aug. 1964 to Oct. 1966. . . Per-
formed law enforcement duties, 
2nd Air Division and 7th Air Force 
Guard, flew 56 combat missions as 
gunner on UH1B’s and UH1D heli-
copters with the 56th Transporta-
tion Company.  Was wounded by 
rocket on 13 Apr 66.  Got married 
in Saigon later that year and still 
married after 42 years.” 
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