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GLORIA IN EXCELSIS DEO 

 

By:  Chaplain James Warrington 
TSNA Chaplain 
 
The chant of the heavenly host, 
“Glory to God in the highest”, praising 
God on the occasion of the birth of 
the Christ, has echoed down through 
the ages.  The adoration of the an-
gels, not only reflected their worship 
and praise of God, but in a most pro-
found way, answered humanity’s 
quest for the real meaning of life. 
 
Long before the angelic host ap-
peared, in the starry heavens above 
Bethlehem, David had expressed the 
grand idea, that all nature reflects the 
glory of God.  In Psalm 19, David 
wrote: “The heavens declare the glory 
of God; and the firmament showeth 
his handiwork”.  David explained the 
meaning and glory of the heavens, as 
well as the minutia of the microscopic 
world, as designed to display the 
glory of God.  In nature God revealed 
His omnipotence, His sovereignty 
over the natural world,  His immeasur-
able wisdom, and His divine perfec-
tions. 
 
Although less obvious to the natural 
eye, the history of the universe like-
wise displays the glory of God.  From 
the beginning of history, when innu-
merable holy angels were created, to 
the most recent event of the drama of 
human life, God has revealed Him-
self, not only as a God of power, sov-
ereignty, and wisdom; but as a God of 
righteousness, love and grace.  What 

could not be revealed in the beauty of 
nature—His righteous judgment of 
sin, His love for the objects of His 
creation, and His grace—is revealed 
in history in the revelation of God’s 
program of salvation.  People can 
now be saved, by their faith in the 
Christ, the anointed one, the Messiah. 
 
Man, created in innonency, proved in- 
sufficient to resist temptation.  
Whether governed by conscience, 
human government, encouraged by 
divine promise as to Abraham, or un-
der the rule of Mosaic Law, man is 
engulfed by his own inadequacy.  
When Christ was born, for many, re-
ligion had become form, without 
power.  It was in such a context, that 
the glory of God burst forth in the 
heavens over Bethlehem, and the 
angels expressed their praise, “Glory 
to God in the highest”. 
 
The supreme manifestation of the 
glory of God was achieved in the 
Christ, named Jesus.  The Evangelist 
John, took note of this, when he 
wrote, “And the Word was made 
flesh, and dwelt among us (and we 
beheld his glory, the glory as the only 
begotten of the Father) full of grace 
and truth”. (Gospel of John, first chap-
ter, fourteenth verse)  The infinite per-
fections of God, which found some 
expression in the natural world, and in 
the history of mankind, were now dis-
played for all to see, in the God-Man.  
In His life on earth, the Christ demon-
strated the love of God, the wisdom of 
God, and the power of God.  In his 
death, He supremely revealed the 

righteousness of God, and the grace 
of God.  In his resurrection, the power 
of God was laid bare, to be realized 
by His church, which came into being 
after his ascension.  The world of hu-
man affairs has yet to see another 
such demonstration of the glory of 
God.  When the Christ comes again, 
the whole earth and world will behold 
His glory.  The prayer of the psalmist 
will be fulfilled, “ . . . let the whole 
earth be filled with his glory”. (Psalm 
seventy-two, verse nineteen) 
 
If the ultimate purpose of God is to 
display His glory, the final answer, to 
the quest for the meaning of life, is 
captured in the exhortation, “do all to 
the glory of God”. (First Corinthians, 
Chapter ten, verse thirty-one)  To 
those who believe, God has declared 
that He “is able to keep you from fal-
ling, and to present you faultless, be-
fore the presence of His glory, with 
exceeding joy”. (Jude, verse twenty-
four). 
 
Glory to God in the highest! 

 
           

       DECEMBER 2008 

 
      A Memorial to the American Experience 

                             In Vietnam 

          

              “All included, none excluded” 

The Official Journal of The Tan Son Nhut Association 



 

REVETMENTS                                                          2                                                    DECEMBER 2008 

Wan at the Campen car.  Note the 

special license plate! 

Personal Reflections 

On 

Veteran’s Day 2008 

 
By:  Craig Campen 
12th RITS 
Dec 71-Dec 72 
 
When I retired from the Air Force in 
1989, we moved to Satellite Beach, 
Florida, about 140 miles from my par-
ents in Ocala, Florida.  In 1991, due 
to my job we moved to Falls Church, 
Virginia about 800 miles away from 
them.  Now we live about 9 miles 
from my parents' final resting place in 
Arlington National Cemetery. 
 
We began this Veterans Day with a 
visit to the Columbarium there.  The 
weather was just a little cool, sunny, 
and dry.  It was beautiful day.  There 
are many trees in Arlington National 
Cemetery and the stone-white monu-
ments and markers stand out against 
the backdrop of colorful autumn 
leaves.  This quieter, fall-look is in 
contrast to the scene on Memorial 
Day when American flags placed at 
every gravesite grace the grounds.   
 
On this Veterans Day, we remem-
bered my parents for their service to 
country in addition to family.  Dad was 
a radio operator in the Army Air Corps 
during WWII serving in England and 
Europe.  Mom was a British regis-
tered nurse, and helped set up the 
ward in one of the first hospitals to 
receive the wounded from both sides 
on D-Day.  They met through mutual 
family friends and were married in the 
US after the war.  They went on about 
daily life as millions of others did.  My 
mom gave up her nursing career and 
became a "housewife".  My dad 
worked for RCA for 30 years. 
 
They raised five children.  My older 
brother was also a veteran.  He 
served in the Coast Guard and later 
became a fire fighter, but he died a 
young man in a traffic accident in 
1975.  One of my younger sisters is 
still on active duty, a Colonel in the 
Air Force.  Like my mom, my wife, 
Srisawan (Wan for short), is also a 

naturalized US citizen, originally from 
Thailand.  We were married in 1974 
when I was stationed at Udorn after 
my Tan Son Nhut tour.  She is a won-
derful wife and mother to our four chil-
dren and she is patriotic supporter of 
our country and Armed Forces.  
 
After paying our respects at Arlington 
National Cemetery, we headed to the 
Vietnam Veterans Memorial Wall.  It 
was just a short drive from the ceme-
tery and we were lucky to pull right 
into a curbside parking spot on Con-
stitution Avenue, not far from "The 
Wall".  
 
We arrived a few minutes before the 
program began with several speakers 
preceding the wreath laying cere-
mony.  We had a good standing posi-
tion along the ropes separating us 
from the stage and viewing area to 
our left and the chairs on the ground 
to our right where the organizational 
representatives would sit until it was 
time to place the wreaths.  
 
As they came in, I spotted the Tan 
Son Nhut Association Wreath accom-
panied by John Peele, Bob Gales, 
and Dale Bryan.  For as many years 
as we have lived in the area, this was 
the first time we went to this particular 
annual event.  We were surprised at 
the number of wreaths to be placed 
that day.  When you attend and wit-
ness first-hand the people, the sights, 
the sounds, and the words spoken in 
tribute, you can't help but have mixed 
feelings of pride for having served, 
respect for those who made greater 
sacrifices than yourself, and sadness 
for the families and friends of those 
who never returned from war.  
 
I took some pictures during and after 
the ceremonies.  We shook hands 
with John, Bob, and Dale and I 
thanked them for representing the 
Tan Son Nhut Association that 
day.  Dale took a picture of Wan and 
me with the Tan Son Nhut Associa-
tion Wreath which I saw on the cam-
era after he took it, BUT "the camera 
demon" must have deleted it because 
it was not on the disk when we got 

home!  After we took a couple more 
pictures, we headed back to the 
car.  On the way Wan said that she 
was glad we came and that it was 
indeed a very moving experience.  I 
agreed. 

 
 
 
 

A Perfect Day 

By:  Dale Bryan 
TSNA Secretary 
 

November 11, was a memorable day.  
President Emeritus and TSNA Co-
Founder John Peele, TSNA President 
Bob Gales, and I placed our wreath at 
The Wall in Washington, DC.  For the 

Dale Bryan, Bob Gales, and John Peele 
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fourth time, my association has allowed 
me to participate in such a hallowed 
ceremony. 

 
The day was straight from Norman 
Rockwell’s easel; it was picture perfect.  
The skies were clear, the sun was 
bright, the air was brisk, the leaves 
were hues of red and gold, and Old 
Glory was proudly flying everywhere.  It 
seems that kind of Americana is slowly 
slipping and fading away.  If Norman 
Rockwell were mentioned to most peo-
ple under 40, one would get a blank 
stare and be asked, “Who is Norman 
Rockwell?”  Many who could identify 
him would likely label him not relevant. 

 
The ceremony that day, however, was 
most relevant.  It venerated our fallen 
friends and honored the service of the 
living.  It was also the 15th Anniversary 
Commemoration of the Vietnam 
Women’s Memorial.  But most of all, 
everyone there heard two important 
words that all of us, men and women, 
waited to hear for many years:  
“WELCOME HOME!” 

 
Our wreath was spectacular; a beautiful 
and meaningful design:  A red, white 
and blue circle with a Purple Heart at 
the top.  A gold “V” for valor filled in the 
center.  The flags of all the services 
extended from the sides and Old Glory 
proudly flew above the heart.  I wish 
that I could take credit for the design, 
but the credit lies with George Plunkett, 
a TSNA Director.  He described it; a 
florist rendered the breathtaking de-
sign. 

 
I wish that all TSNA members could 
have been there.  I hope some of you 
come next year.  I plan to be there next 
year and will work the logistics again.  
But, I’m not looking to be honored for a 
fifth year.  I want one of you to be 
where I’ve been these past four years.  
I want one of you to help our President 
place our wreath before the polished 
slabs.  The emotion of being there is 
gripping. 
 
 
 

(From an email sent to Charles Penley 
earlier this year):↓ 

 

December 1966 

 

By:  Paul Clark 
377th SPS 
TSN 1966-67 
 
I am sitting in my office viewing for the 
umpteenth time a copy of the Air Force 
News, dated Dec 09, 1966.  On the 
cover is a picture of two 377th Security 
Policemen,  A2C Robert B. Kane, and 
AB Alvin W. Curie from Grand Rapids, 
Michigan. 
 
I was from Ohio then, born and raised 
there, but now reside in southern Michi-
gan. 
 
I look at the picture of Curie and re-
member him so well even though he 
was in a different sector, "C Sector," I 
think.  I was in a single man bunker that 
night just down from him and Kane.  I 
was in "B Sector.” 
 
I will never forget that night and the 
explosions that seemed to go on for-
ever and it was warm that night.  I got 
the chills just waiting and watching the 
flight line and praying to see the day-
light and for the planes to keep drop-
ping flares.  I could hear Curie's ma-
chine gun down the line, as they were 
firing on the VC that had broke through 
to the fighters. 
 
Curie fired the M-60 that night and 
killed 13 VC.  I remember watching him 
later as we gathered for guardmount at 
the armory.  He didn't really look like a 
hero but then what do heroes really 
look like. 
 
Later, we stood in an official ceremony 
for the defense the 377th Security Po-
lice did during the attack.  Curie was 
promoted to what rank I can't remem-
ber now and awarded medals for his 
heroism of stopping the enemy from 
doing immense damage to the aircraft 
and killing more of our troops. 
 
It seems we stood for hours that day as 

speeches were made and medals were 
given out to the men who were on the 
main line of resistance, especially to 
the K-9 handler and to "Nemo the won-
der dog," hero of the night. 
 
But the toll of that night took its toll on 
Alvin and reminded me of the movie I 
saw of the  Indian, Ira Hayes.  That 
night wasn't anything like Iwo Jima but 
the toll of taking lives seemed to have 
an ill effect on Alvin and he began to 
drink more heavily.  Within 6 months 
after the Dec 4, 1966 attack, they were 
putting Alvin on a plane, busted down 
again to no stripes and sent back to the 
states. 
 
I often wondered what happened to 
him and tried this year to contact some 
of the Curies in Grand Rapids, MI., to 
find out where Alvin is buried, after 
reading on your site he had died. 
 
I had no luck contacting anyone there 
but would like to take a drive there and 
just visit his grave to honor once again 
the young boy that I looked up to that 
night as a real hero and the only one I 
ever personally met and will never for-
get. 
 
Not all the heroes died on the battle-
field, some have to live with themselves 
and what happened in Vietnam, for 
years and some never get over it. 
 
I honor AB Alvin W. Curie today and 
never let his heroism die as long as l 
am alive.  I tell my four sons the story 
and my eleven grandchildren. 
 
The congregation I now pastor, shares 
our story with tears, as I have now in 
my eyes, of the necessity of war at 
times and the horror of it also. 
 
God bless our troops in harm's way 
today and God bless America. 
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Christmas 1963 

Tan Son Nhut Air Base 

 

By:  Bob Jarboe 
TSN '63-'64. 377th USAF Dispensary 
 
It was a time as we all know when we were 
all so far from home and our leaders would 
always do their best  to make us feel at home 
as we enjoyed one of our most valued tradi-
tions.  You will note that I checked off those 
items which I had planned to partake.  It is 45 
years later, but, I still recall some of my fond-
est military memories during my assignment 
at Tan Son Nhut.     Like as written :  "All in-
cluded, none excluded." 

  
. 
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The embers glowed softly, and in their dim light,  

I gazed round the room and I cherished the sight. 

My wife was asleep, her head on my chest, 

My daughter beside me, angelic in rest. 

Outside the snow fell, a blanket of white, 

Transforming the yard to a winter delight. 

The sparkling lights in the tree I believe, 

Completed the magic that was Christmas Eve. 

My eyelids were heavy, my breathing was deep, 

Secure and surrounded by love I would sleep. 

In perfect contentment, or so it would seem, 

So I slumbered, perhaps I started to dream. 

 

The sound wasn’t loud, and it wasn’t too near, 

But I opened my eyes when it tickled my ear. 

Perhaps just a cough, I didn’t quite know, Then the 

Sure sound of footsteps outside in the snow. 

My soul gave a tremble, I struggled to hear,  

And I crept to the door just to see who was near. 

Standing out in the cold and the dark of night, 

A long figure stood, his face weary and tight 

 

A soldier, I puzzled, some twenty years old, 

Perhaps a Marine, huddled there in the cold. 

Alone in the dark, he looked up and smiled, 

Standing watch over me, and my wife and my child. 

“What are you doing?” I asked without fear, 

“Come in this moment, it’s freezing out here! 

Put down your pack, brush the snow from your sleeve, 

You should be at home on a cold Christmas Eve!” 

 

For barely a moment I saw his eyes shift, 

Away from the cold and the snow blown in drifts.. 

To the window that danced with a warm fire’s light 

Then he sighed and he said “Its really all right, 

I’m out here by choice. I’m here every night.” 

 

 

 

“It’s my duty to stand at the front of the line, 

‘That  separates you from the darkest of times. 

No one had to ask or beg or implore me, 

I’m proud to stand here like my fathers before me. 

My Gramps died at Pearl on a day in December.” 

Then he sighed, “That’s a Christmas Gram always remembers.” 

My dad stood watch in the jungles of ‘Nam’, 

And now it is my turn and so, here I am. 

I’ve not seen my own son in more than a while, 

But my wife sends me pictures, he’s sure got her smile.” 

 

Then he bent and he carefully pulled from his bag, 

The red, white, and blue . . . an American flag. 

I can live through the cold and the being alone, 

Away from my family, my house and my home. 

I can stand at my post through the rain and the sleet, 

I can sleep in a foxhole with little to eat. 

I can carry the weight of killing another,’ 

Or lay down my life with my sister and brother . . 

Who stand at the front against any and all, 

To ensure for all time that this flag will not fall.” 

 

“So go back inside,” he said, “harbor no fright, 

Your family is waiting and I’ll be all right.” 

“But isn’t there something I can do, at the least, 

Give you money,” I asked” or prepare you a feast? 

It seems all too little for all that you’ve done, 

For being away from your wife and your son.” 

Then his eye welled a tear that held no regret. 

 

“Just tell us you love us, and never forget. 

To fight for our rights back at home while we’re gone, 

To stand your own watch, no matter how long. 

For when we come home, either standing or dead, 

To know you remember we fought and we bled. 

Is payment enough, and with that we will trust, 

That we mattered to you as you mattered to us.” 

 

Author Unknown (Submitted By Charles Penley) 

A Different Christmas Poem 
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Christmas at Tan Son Nhut 

 
By:  Ron Boydston 
525th Combat Evaluation Group 
U. S. Army 
 
I arrived at Tan Son Nhut in the mid-
dle of September 1969. 
      
The holiday season that year was my 
second one as a member of the 
United States military. 
 
The previous December I had been in 
basic training at Fort Ord, California, 
and we were given a week's leave, so 
I flew home (near Los Angeles), 
crossing over the great divide be-
tween the military and civilian worlds, 
and was amazed at the difference 
between the two. 
 
Those days at home, in civilian 
clothes and on my own schedule, 
were a much-welcomed respite from 
the rigors of basic, a gift from the 
Army to its new recruits. (Of course, 
the fact that the permanent members 
of the basic training command also 
got those days off may have had 
something to do with it.) Even after 
just a few weeks in the military I had 
learned that every holiday, along with 
every personal preference, was sub-
ject to the whims of Uncle Sam and 
could be changed at any time, and 
that an E-1 in particular had no say in 
the matter. 
 
That week was gone in a flash, how-
ever, and from there it was back to 
basic training, then to Army schools 
at Fort Ord and Fort Gordon, Georgia, 
and then, as expected, orders to Viet-
nam. 
 
By the time the Christmas season for 
1969 arrived, I had gotten through my 
initial adjustment to life in a war zone, 
and knew where the Base Exchange 
and the MACV complex and the all-
night cafeteria were at Tan Son Nhut. 
(Our compound was a distance from 
everything on base with the exception 
of the mortuary, which was just down 
the street from us.) I had already be-

come jaded to Army life and the ord-
nance that went off day and night in 
the distance, and was carrying rocks 
away, one day at a time, from the 
enormous pile of stones that consti-
tuted a year of active duty in South-
east Asia. 
 
But I was also mildly interested in 
seeing what the military version of 
Christmas looked like on an active-
duty military installation in the middle 
of a war zone. 
 
A few decorations went up at the 
mess hall and in the orderly room, but 
they looked curiously out of place, 
and the overall effect was that of 
some trappings of civilian life that had 
been pasted onto an olive-drab back-
ground, and if anything they made me 
more homesick than I already was. 
 
On Christmas Day the mess hall 
served up a holiday dinner - turkey 
and mashed potatoes, pumpkin pie, 
and all the trimmings - and there had 
been a message or two of seasonal 
good will passed down through the 
command channels and shared with 
us at daily formation. 
 
 I tried hard to achieve some small 
amount of holiday spirit, but I was still 
fairly new in-country, the months 
stretched out before me like a road to 
nowhere, and the work schedule went 
right on as though nothing at all had 
happened. 
 
There was a war going on, after all, 
and our communications center was 
staffed 24/7, holiday or not. 
 
Nobody needed to remind us that the 
Tet Offensive, in the spring of 1968, 
had been on a Vietnamese holiday, 
and the base had taken a pounding at 
the time. 
 
But I also realized that the United 
States government, in its impersonal 
but well-intentioned way, was doing 
what it could to bring the holiday to us 
who were stationed many thousands 
of miles from home. And, in an imper-

sonal but well-intentioned way, I ap-
preciated it, although I would never 
have expressed that sentiment to 
anyone in the chain of command. 
 
My parents and siblings, God bless 
them, had not forgotten about me, 
and I had letters and packages from 
home, and I opened each piece of 
mail with great appreciation for a fam-
ily that thought of me during a time of 
year when I most would have liked to 
have been with them.  
 
I did a lot of thinking about home that 
year, and came to a new appreciation 
for the peace and prosperity that was 
a long-standing feature of life in the 
United States. Vietnam was a country 
that did not have much of either, and 
was caught in the middle of a sword 
fight between two diametrically op-
posed ideologies that were dueling 
each other to the death.  
 
So, with minimal fanfare, the holiday 
passed. 
 
A week after Christmas I was on 
guard duty - it was New Year's Eve, I 
had not yet achieved NCO status, 
and I was pulling the first watch, 
which ended at 1 a.m.  
 
As midnight approached I was reflect-
ing on the end of one decade and the 
beginning of another, and thinking of 
home and all manner of other things. 
Pulling guard duty was not high on 
my list of favorite things to do, but it 
did provide an opportunity to contem-
plate life, and death, and war, and 
other big-ticket subjects, all the while 
keeping an eye out for Victor Charlie 
and anybody else who might be plan-
ning a night-time visit to the base in 
general and our compound in particu-
lar. 
 
As the new year arrived, some other 
soldier or airman who was also shar-
ing the night with me popped two 
flares further south on the base: one 
was red, one was green, and as they 
floated slowly down to the ground, it 
occurred to me that I was not the only 
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one thinking about the holiday season 
on Tan Son Nhut that night. 
 
I decided afterwards that although the 
Christmas celebration had been thin, 
and awkward, it was right of the Army 
to observe it, for those out-of-place 
decorations were tangible reminders of 
a life that I had once known, that I 
hoped to experience again, and were 
symbols of something that transcended 
war and the military and the transitory 
existence that we were leading; and it 
was much better to have celebrated it 
incongruously than to have not cele-
brated it at all. 
 
That Christmas season in 1969 was far 
from the best holiday season that I 
have had, but it was certainly one of 
the most memorable. And as this holi-
day season approaches, it will again be 
with gratitude for the good things that 
have come my way in life, and with 
memories from a long time ago, on an 
air base on the other side of the world.. 
 

 

 

 

Christmas 67 

 
By:  Bernard Bucholz 
1876th  Communications Squadron 
 
I spent Christmas 1967 at work in the 
7th Air Force Command Post Comm. 
Center. Christmas greetings were go-
ing back and forth between the comm. 
centers on all the teletype circuits in 
addition to the normal traffic. Many 
people brought cookies, candy, and 
other edibles received from home to 
share. We also had received from the 
Red Cross or USO a couple of large 
mail bags full of Christmas cards from 
citizens from all over the USA and we 
enjoyed looking through them. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

My Christmas 68 at TSN 

 

By:  Bob Lee 
377th SPS 
 

As it got closer to Christmas 1968 at 
Tan Son Nhut, everyone seemed to go 
into themselves.  It didn’t seem possi-
ble to find much to be merry about.  
The weather, the atmosphere, and the 
confusion of war certainly didn’t remind 
anyone of our most celebrated holiday. 

 

On a day about one week from Christ-
mas, I found in my mailbox, as I often 
did, a card that said I had a package to 
pick up at the counter. As the postal 
clerk (wearing a red Santa hat) 
rounded the corner, I could barely see 
him behind the two large boxes he was 
trying to balance. He passed them to 
me with a smile and a "Merry Christ-
mas!"  It was my first glimmer of Holi-
day Spirit.  
  
I walked the short distance back to the 
377th compound, and made my way to 
my ground floor "cube". A crowd began 
to gather around, because boxes from 
my family in California usually con-
tained treasures, like : SPAM, Best 
Foods mayonnaise, Roman Meal 
bread, chocolate chip cookies, fresh 
oranges, and Bazooka Bubble Gum.  
  
Today was different. As I got the tape, 
the cardboard, and the plastic trash 
bag covering opened on the larger of 
the two boxes, I was overwhelmed by 
the smell of a high Sierra forest...!  
  
Inside of the box was a perfect, 4-foot 
tall, Silver Tip Fir tree. Its stump 
wrapped in a damp towel, and en-
closed in a plastic bag. I carefully re-
moved the tree and looked around at 
my mates...I saw more than one tear, 
as we all took in the familiar sight and 
smell of this little beauty.  
  
We quickly opened the smaller box, to 
find a tree stand, twinkle lights, gar-
land, and ornaments. We decorated 
and carefully placed the little tree atop 
my small fridge.  
  

Through the Holiday season, the tree 
became a place where everyone would 
come to spend their night off. And a 
place where more than one toast was 
made. And a place to pinch off a few 
stubby needles and smash them in 
your fingers to release that wonderful 
smell of every Christmas tree you had 
ever cut.  
  
As the holidays passed, and I got 
"shorter' and "shorter", no one would 
allow me to take the tree down. It be-
came brown, and frankly, a fire hazard. 
The ends of its branches were bare 
from having its needles "pinched", but 
the lights still twinkled. As I left for 
home in March 1969, my cube mate 
said that he would like to keep the little 
tree there for the next Christmas. 
  
Bless all who came home, and espe-
cially, those who didn't...! 
 

Christmas 66 

 
By:  Ed. Vymazal  
377th SPS  
Apr. 66 to Apr. 67 
 
Hi, 
I received an E-mail to describe the 
celebration of Christmas when I was In 
Viet Nam. 
 
In 1966, Dec.04-05, we (the 377th) had 
the first ground attack in force on a ma-
jor U.S.Air Base in the History of the 
USAF. We lost (KIA) one handler and 
had wounded (4) more. We lost 5 dogs 
(KIA) and that put us 9 to 10 dog teams 
down. So as I remember, we didn't 
have Christmas that year at the Ken-
nels and we had no days off for awhile 
after then also. 
 
So to all my 377th K-9 buddies who 
were there, I thank you for celebrating 
the Christmas 1966 with me, we will 
never forget. And if you weren't there, 
what can I say. 
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My Christmas Gifts, TSN 1969 

 
By:  Ed Raube 
377th SPS 
 
Hi, I was assigned to the USAF, 377th 
SPS at Tan Son Nhut AB, RVN from 
July 27th, 1969 to July 27th,1970. So 
my Christmas in 1969, in Vietnam, 
was an experience.  
 
We got hit with a rocket attack on 
12/19/69, and as an Air Force Security 
Policeman, I responded, as per pre-
ordered. Prior to which, I had received 
a "dear john" letter from my estranged 
girlfriend, of/at that time. Christmas 
time was a great time to write such a 
letter, but who knew about "political 
correctness" at that time (39 years 
ago).   
 
And I had also received a Christmas 
gift of a small tree decorated from my 
(only a year prior) high school gradu-
ates. And also a gift from an aunt and 
uncle, that I really thought a lot of, 
and, of course, especially, after they 
sent to me a Christmas gift. 
 
The problem with both of the gifts: 
  
The problem with the much appreci-
ated gifts at that 1969 Christmas, was 
that the gifts had chocolate and candy 
attached, or somehow, with the gift's. 
And, me being the traditionalist, de-
cided to wait until Christmas morning 
to open the gifts that I had received. 
Hey, I was 19 years old, and away 
from home for the first time in my life. I 
wanted some sort of a Christmas tra-
dition, so I decided to wait until Christ-
mas morning to open my gifts from 
home. I was looking forward to that 
morning, for at least a week. The good 
news was that the sending parties 
were aware of the time reference dif-
ference and did send their gifts early 
enough for me to receive them prior to 
Christmas day in Nam. 
  
The problem that I never ever thought 
about was that, where I stored the 
Christmas gifts, a small to medium 
sized locker space that we were as-

signed. They were no match to the 
rats that totally infiltrated the barracks 
area that we called home. These rats 
ate almost the entire Christmas gifts 
that I had received. I'll never forget the 
experience of opening the locker and 
seeing the non eaten end of those 
gifts, and pulling them out, and sud-
denly realizing that everything had 
been eaten by the rats. The only thing 
left was the end that was still 
wrapped, but not yet eaten. It was a 
shock back to reality, and most defi-
nitely, one of those Christmas's that I 
will never forget.  
  
To this day, I will not open a Christ-
mas Day gift until Christmas morning. 
The good news is that due to our vic-
tory to maintaining our standard of 
living, none of any of my Christmas 
gifts since 1969 in Vietnam, have 
been opened prior to Christmas morn-
ing, or haven been eaten by rats. 
  
For that, I am thankful, and have been 
happy and proud that I served and 
have endured that. It has been a life 
long growth experience. 
  

 

My Christmas Story 

 
By:  Fred Stein 
460th TRW 
 
I have been a member of TSNA for 
ten years or so; and my family and I 
attended the Reunion near Chanute 
AFB, Illinois in 2004.   Here is my 
Christmas memory at TSN:   
                
I arrived at TSN AFB in November 
1968.  My AFSC was  402X0, an ae-
rial photo systems repair technician.  I 
worked on the RF-4C's in the 12th 
and 16th TRS. To continue on with my 
Christmas story, I was sent TDY, mid 
Dec, to Phu Cat AFB, near Qui Nhon, 
north of Cam Ranh Bay, up the 
coast.  I was at Phu Cat for over two 
months.  My job there was to turn 
around RF-4C's that had flown a sor-
tie from TSN, and were flying another 
sortie before returning to TSN.  The 
story on the flight line, a day or two 

before Christmas Day, was that Bob 
Hope and his entourage was coming 
to the base.  Earlier, a C-7 Caribou 
landed with its nose decorated in red, 
and a Santa Clause painted on the 
fuselage.  Yep, Mr. Chuckles himself 
had landed, and there would be enter-
tainment soon.  I was on duty on the 
flight line on Christmas Day.  There 
were only one or two birds expected 
in, to be turned around, but it was my 
turn to stay on duty as backup / on 
call.   My NCOIC, a young Staff Sgt, 
told me to "disappear", as he would 
handle any work that came up.  Bless 
his heart, I thanked him several times, 
and I was gone.  
  
By the time I arrived at the site of the 
Bob Hope Show, there were thou-
sands of troops already waiting.  Peo-
ple were sitting everywhere, and any-
where, in an attempt to be part of this 
historic event.  There were awesome 
sound systems set up, so that every-
one could hear the show..  
 
From my vantage point, everyone  on 
stage appeared to be two inches tall, 
as I was far to the rear of the audi-
ence.  It was a wonderful show full of 
comedy and entertainment, with Rosie 
Grier, Ann Margaret, the Gold Dig-
gers, Les Brown Orchestra, and many 
others who I do not recall.  Bob was 
his usual charming, humorous 
self.  Everyone loved him and his cast 
of entertainers.     
 
I was sent back to TSN in Feb 69 and 
I remained there until I shipped back 
to the "world" in Nov 69.     I stopped 
enroute at Anderson AFB Guam to 
visit my twin brother, who was sta-
tioned there for 18 months, as a top- 
secret crypto decoder/encoder.  He 
and I had an early holiday celebra-
tion visit for two days.  And after my 
30 day leave, I was assigned to Beale 
AFB CA. until I was discharged Dec 
70, along with my twin bro, who 
was stationed at Vandenburg AFB Ca 
later in 70.  We drove home together 
back to the Midwest on Dec 9, 1970.   
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My Christmas 1967 Story 

 
By:  Dan Lawler 
377th SPS 
Oct 67—Oct 68 
 
My name is Dan Lawler. I was sta-
tioned at Tan Son Nhut from 20 Octo-
ber 67-20 October 68.  I primarily 
worked the main entry control point to 
the flight line. This is not much of a 
story but it did happen to me. 
 
Christmas Day 1967 was my first 
Christmas away from home. I was 
lonely and very homesick.  I was on 
my way to the chow hall to enjoy a 
Christmas Dinner.  I was about to 
cross the street to go into the chow 
hall, when  a jeep with four Green Be-
rets pulled up to the stop sign and was 
turning left to go towards the heli-
port.    Inside the jeep were a Captain, 
2 Lieutenants and one female Lt. 
Colonel.  As they drove by I saluted 
them, and the female Colonel popped 
me a salute.  As I looked down she 
smiled and said “Merry Christmas 
troop”.  I looked at her and recognized 
her as “Martha Raye”. 
 
For those who don’t know Martha 
Raye, she was an Actress, Singer and 
Comedian.  During the war, she was 
made an honorary Green Beret be-
cause she visited U. S. Army Special 
Forces in Nam without fanfare and 
she helped out when things got bad in 
Special Forces Camps.  As a result, 
she came to be known affectionately 
by the Green Berets as “Colonel 
Maggie,” 
 
Recollections Christmas 1969 

 
By:  Don (Big Al) Segraves 
377th SPS 
 
I was an A1C, assigned to Bravo Sec-
tor, 3/69-3/70. A lot of us in Bravo 
Sector made bets with other sectors to 
"pop" our pop flares at midnight on 
Christmas, Dec 69. I was assigned to 
Tango 16 that night and the observa-
tion tower was right next to the Shell 
tank farm, also across the road from 

Bravo Bunker 7. 
 
Well there were prevailing winds 
which almost prevented me from do-
ing so, but I took the top cap off a cou-
ple of flares and put the cap under-
neath and slapped the cap with my 
hand, sending the flare skywards. I 
saw all kinds of flares going up. Not 
only our sector but outside the fence 
line with all kinds of colors of tracer 
rounds going up in the air. 
 
When we got off work in the morning, 
lots of the guys had gotten "care" 
packages from home and we drank 
beer, barbequed,  and shared what 
we received from home. 
 
One airman, nicknamed "tank", honest 
to God, received a case of Coors beer 
from his family. In those years you 
could only get Coors west of the Mis-
sissippi, and in country you had to 
drink what the Class VI store had. 
 
Also the two large white radar domes 
had Christmas lights decorated all 
over it. We thought what a great target 
to aim at (for the VC). Sure enough, 
Dec 19 there was a rocket attack and 
a couple of the 122mm. rockets 
landed near the domes.  
 
Coming in from downtown Saigon, 
you could see the lights miles away. 
 
Anyway those were some of my recol-
lections from Christmas December 
1969. 
  
Don (Big Al) Segraves E-6,retired af-
ter 25 yrs with the 55th Aerial Port Sq. 
(USAFR) at Travis AFB, CA. 
 

My 68 Christmas 

 
By:  Eugene Gilbert 
377th SPS 
 
My Christmas wasn’t very exciting. 
I sat in a sandbag bunker on the MLR 
in 1968, Charley Flight/ Echo sector. 
But who wanted excitement over 
there, ha ha. 
 

My Christmas 68 Picture 

 

By:  Edwin Smith 
377th SPS 
TSN Dec 68 – Dec 69 
 
I saw Jims’ (Stewart) request for 
Christmas stories from Tan Son Nhut.  
 
Well here goes. I entered the USAF 
on Nov 7th 1967. I finished basic at 
Amarillo AFB and was home on leave 
in WV for Christmas of 67. I had al-
ways been with my family every 
Christmas.  
 
My first base was Nellis in Nevada. I 
received orders for Vietnam in Oct of 
68. My first Christmas away from 
home and family was at Tan Son 
Nhut. I arrived in country with the 
377th SPS on Dec 3rd, 1968. What a 
shock it was to think that I might never 
see my family again. I tried to keep a 
good outlook on. I was really more 
concerned about my family missing 
me. Our family has always been a 
close group with all my cousins and 
aunts and uncles meeting at my 
grandmother’s home for the big 
Christmas party each year. There was 
34 of us in the family. So to try and let 
them know that I was having a great 
Christmas I had my picture taken on 
Christmas Day 1968 with a little tree 
we had in the 377th SPS area.  
  
I know this is not much of a story but I 
do have the picture.  I have attached it 
to this email.    
 
Welcome home brother.    
 
Jack The Old Cowboy poet 
 
 
 
 
 



 

REVETMENTS                                                          10                                                    DECEMBER 

TSN Christmas 67 
 
By:  Jim Stewart 
377th SPS  
Sept 67 – Sept 68 
 
I was stationed at Tan Son Nhut from 
Sept. 67 through Sept. 68 in the 377th 
Security Police Sentry Dog Section as 
a dog handler.  I have attached a 
photo of my dog Dobe 7X49 and 
me from December 1967 probably 
taken by Bob Need's photography 
unit. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Here's my tale: 
  
On Christmas eve 1967 I was posted 
with my sentry dog Dobe on post kilo 
13 north of the runway.  Most K9 
posts had a small sand bag bunker on 
them.  Dobe and I were taking a break 
at the bunker.  I was listening to the 
Armed Forces radio broadcast of the 
John Doremus show on my 
"unauthorized" radio.  Bing Crosby 
was singing White Christmas.  I sat 
there with tears in my eyes feeling 
very home sick and sorry for my-
self.  Bing Crosby's version of White 
Christmas is still my favorite Christ-
mas song.   Every time I hear it I think  
of my time at Tan Son Nhut. 
 

A Beautiful Time of Year 

  
By:  Sgt Ken Prichard 
Ichi Ban M672  
377th SPS 
TSN K9 69-70  
  
What a beautiful time of year in Viet 
Nam, Christmas.   
 
To get the troops in the mood there 
where lights put up all around the 

base.  Our favorite was the cross of 
bright white lights that was right be-
hind the SP barracks.  This was such 
a magnificent cross that it was written 
up in the Stars and Stripes.  Sgt Terry 
Groves, got the S&S and threw it at 
me...."Hey, Prich...read about our 
lights and tell me what you think..."  I 
read the article  and found it strange 
that the author would state that the 
cross could be seen from 22.1 miles 
from the base.....I just found it strange 
that they would not round off the num-
ber.  Groves, whose paranoid de-
meanor served me well many times 
throughout my tour of duty, then told 
me that that was the text book dis-
tance for the rockets that the enemy 
was so fond of using.  We thought 
about shooting them out but someone 
came to their senses and took them 
down.  This ranks up there with having 
a guardmount on the runway for the 
entire SQ. One sapper or rocket would 
have taken the whole 377th out. 
 
Christmas of 69 in the K9 barracks 
was one of the best I can remember. 
We had a tree, packages from home 
(we shared) and music, and booze. It 
was surreal and burned into my mem-
ory.  I find it hard to explain, you 
would have had to experience it. 18 
years old in a Combat Zone, where 
everything was crisp, clear and height-
ened. Merry Christmas to all.  
 

TSN 68 and Santa Claus 

 
By:  Terry Biehunko 
377th SPS 
 

Christmas 1968 – One of our troops 
was sent a Santa Claus outfit and de-
cided to wear it and hand out gifts/
candy to the mama sons’ children a 
few days before Christmas.  All the 
children gathered outside one of the 
SP barracks and when Santa came 
out and started HO, HO HO-ING, all 
the Vietnamese children started crying 
and running.  I don’t think we were 
able to gather them up to finish the 
presentation. 
 
Maybe we needed to wear the same 

Santa outfit to strike fear in the 
VC.  Wonder if it would have 
worked?? 
 
Also recall New Years Eve 68-69 
when we all started firing our weapons 
on the perimeter at exactly midnight.  I 
was in the back of a jeep on the pe-
rimeter and began pulling slap flares 
out of a box and firing them into the 
air.  I think we were then given a 
cease fire order from the command 
post/communication center.   
 
It seems like all these experiences 
were only yesterday.   Brother, have a 
safe and merry Christmas and New 
Year. 
 

Christmas Carols 

 
By:  Leo Senecal 
377th SPS 
 
I remember singing Christmas carols 
on the truck on the way to kennels. 
  

From the Editor: 

 

I would like to thank EVERYONE who 
has been contributing to Revet-
ments—not only this one, but all of 
them!  And my thanks to Jim Stewart 
for asking his 377th SPS buddies to 
contribute their Christmas TSNA 
memories, including many who are 
not members of TSNA. I will be 
emailing them a copy of the Decem-
ber Revetments (and a plug regarding 
membership in TSNA). 
 

Comments from Ben (Franklin) 

 

As submitted by our TSNA Cheer-
leader, Janice Jones: 
 
To lengthen your life, lessen thy 
meals. 
 
He that falls in love with himself will 
have no rivals. 
 
Three may keep a secret, if two of 
them are dead. 
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232nd Signal Company 

Reunion 

November 2008 
 

By:  Jim Butler 
TSN 62-63 
 
In March 1962 we arrived in South 
Vietnam, among the first American 
ground forces into the country. During 
the course of the next year our unit 
helped establish a communication 
network throughout the country with 
ties into Laos, the Philippines and 
Hawaii. 
 
Although our compound was at Tan 
Son Nhut, we set up a Communica-
tions Center at MACV, at that time 
located on Pasteur Street in Saigon. 
 
Anyone who was there at that time 
will remember living in a Squad Tent, 
pulling KP in the heat of 100 plus de-
grees, the lack of water to drink, the 
mosquitoes, and walking the inevita-
ble guard duty around the perimeter 
of the compound. 
 
As everyone in this organization 
knows, strong bonds were formed 
during this period. 

 
After we left the service, we main-
tained a loose contact with each 
other, with occasional individual visits. 
 
In 1989 we had our first “formal” reun-
ion and have maintained a schedule 
of getting together about every two 
years. Usually, this takes place in 
someone’s hometown. 
 
I live in Columbus, Ohio, but opted to 
hold the reunion in Fairborn where we 
would have easy access to the Air 
Force Museum. 
 
My wife and I and a couple of friends 
researched the area for hotels, res-
taurants, etc. So, you can imagine my 
horror on the first day of the reunion 
when we arrived at the hotel to find 
that the restaurant we had chosen 
had burned down 48 hours before. It 
all turned out okay as the hotel desk 
clerk was able to recommend another 
down the road.  Believe me, it was 
not the way I wanted to start the reun-
ion!  
 
Usually the reunion host will provide 
all the attendees with a memento of 
the occasion. Thanks to Larry Fry and 

Johnnie Jernigan I was able to coordi-
nate things so that everyone received 
a membership in our organization and 
a TSN ball cap. 
 
Everyone received the membership 
package and cap at breakfast on Sat. 
morning . To say the least, all were 
appreciated and well received. The 
ball caps were worn everywhere from 
that moment on. They certainly at-
tracted attention wherever we went, 
the hotel, restaurants and the mu-
seum. We met active duty Air Force 
personnel, other Vietnam veterans, 
Boy Scouts, WWII vets and civilians 
who had never been in the service.  
All asked about the insignia, who we 
were, what were we doing.  All 
wished us well, welcomed us home 
and thanked us for our service. 
 
While the guys spent most of the day 
at the museum sharing time together 
and reliving some old experiences, 
our wives took the opportunity to go 
shopping. 
 
The weekend went by too fast, the 
comradeship was great, more memo-
ries were created and the laughter will 
not soon be forgotten.  

L-R:  Ray Asbjornson, John Siedlarewicz, Ed Lynch, Jim Butler.  L-R:  John Siedlarewicz, Rick Bailey, Ed Lynch, Ray Asbjornson. 

Editor’s Note:  Many thanks to Jim Butler for setting this up.  He had the information to me with almost a month to spare 
to get the new member packages to him, and it was indeed a pleasure for us to welcome these three new members into 
TSNA.  Those of us who have been fortunate enough to attend a TSNA reunion, know how great they are.  I guess you 
could call this a mini-TSNA reunion for these guys.  Again, Welcome to TSNA, and Welcome Home! 



 

REVETMENTS                                                          12                                                    DECEMBER 

Tan Son Nhut Association 

P.O. Box 236 

Penryn, PA 17564 

Its Official!!! The 2009 TSNA reunion will be held in Pigeon Forge, TN at the MainStay Suites 
(www.mainstaypigeonforge.com) beginning on Thursday, October 15 and ending on Sunday October 18.  To obtain the 
special rate, reservations must be made by calling toll free 1-888-428-8359.  Mention "Tan Son Nhut Association 2009" 
to get the special rate.  

 

The rate is $102.00 per night, plus tax. This rate will also be offered for up to 3 days prior and 3 days after the reunion 
dates for those planning to come early and/or stay later. A total of 129 guest rooms are available and we expect a large 
turnout, so please make your reservations early. MainStay Suites feature 1 or 2 beds, kitchens, a sofa and iron/ironing 
board. 
 
Reservations made with a credit card will not be charged to your account until you actually check in to the hotel.  
 
Some of the amenities offered are a business center, cable/satellite TV, elevators, exercise room, free continental break-
fast, free high speed internet, indoor and outdoor heated pools, guest laundry and a free newspaper (Monday thru Fri-
day). No pets are allowed. 
 

A Guest speaker, honored guests, mini-symposiums and registration costs will be publicized as plans are finalized. 
 

George Plunkett 
 
Director of Membership Development 
1st Mobile and 1961st Communications Groups 
TSN 1962-63-64-66-67 

2009 TSNA REUNION IS OFFICIAL! 

 
THANKS TO GEORGE FOR ALL 
HIS HARD WORK IN GETTING 
THIS ESTABLISHED EARLY!! 

Graphic courtesy of Charles Penley 
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