








Sappers, continued page |
posts over Laos, Cambodia and Vietham. They controlled the
battles — thus the need for cryptographics. They had flown out
of Udom for some time and were finally assigned there in March
of 1968. Each 130-E carried about 60 radios that constantly
cycled transmissions. They created a lot of radio work for me.

This extended period of work also got me a two-week TDY,
via Bangkok and Tan Son Nhut, to Clark AFB to attend *Cor-
rosion Contro} School”. It was a pseudo R&R, since we were
not allowed to receive R&R by being in Thailand, but the trip
to Clark and stay at the “Marlon Mansions™ was worth the 6
months of solid work it took to earn it.

-While at Udorn I visited the Ramasun 7% RRFS field sta-
tion a couple of times. One of the guys stationed there was
from my hometown area of Bowling Green, Missouri. 1 re-
member being impressed by their PX, bowling alley and air-
conditioned billets, compared to the slat and screen wire bar-
racks at Udorn. If this was normal, 1 could not figure out why
the Army thought the Air Force always had better accommoda-
tions.

During the latter part of my stay at Udorn, Denny Moore
and | held classes and taught English to Thai students, both
boys and girls that attended the SEATO Trade School in Udon
Thani. The students always wanted to sing songs like “Frowers
in Your Hair” or “Up, Up and Away in My Beautifur Barroon™.
Our biggest accomplishment was teaching some of them how
to pronounce their R’s without sounding like L's and their L’s
without sounding like R’s. [ felt that our attempt at being am-
bassadors paid off. We made some good friends at Udomn.

During the full year [ think I worked on nearly every type of
aircraft and helicopter on base as well as transients. | was even
charged with putting a UHF radio on a pick-up truck so the ops
people could talk to the pilots as they were approaching the
base. However, | mostly worked on the C-130E flying com-
mand posts and ATE Sandy Spads because they always had
radios that needed repairing.

My experiences were fairly run-of-the-mill, except for meet-
ing some of the spooks, a grumpy samlor driver or snake once
in awhile. That was until my most exciting experience, which
took place in late July of 1968. I was going to the radio shop
for the night shift — 11 p.m. to whenever in the a.m.. I usually
got off at 7 a.m. unless there were some problem birds that had
to have their communication systems repaired. I wentto grab
a bite before my shift and just as | was going into the chow hall
I heard a heck of a racket down toward the end of the flight
line. Someone said they thought it was an ammo dump acci-
dent or something,.

When I got to the radio shop I was told to report to Air
Police headquarters because I had been designated as an AP
“augmentee”. | had no idea what an AP “augmentee™ was. but
I went on over to check in at AP HQ. When I got there. | and
about 10 to 15 other “augmentees™ were issued M-16s and a
couple of clips of ammo. five rounds in each clip. We were
then put on a truck and taken down the flight line to where |
had heard the noises earlier. They dropped us off along the end
of the flight line two or three at a time about every 100 vards or
so and told us to spread out keep our eyes open and not to shoot

Page 4

anything.

I backed out into the weeds, which is where I thought [ was
supposed to go, and squatted down. I never even thought of
the snakes and such. All I could think was, *“What am 1 doing
here. I'm aradio repairman.” Within a half hour or so flares lit
up the whole runway for what seemed to be an hour or more.
After being out there for quite a while after the flares went out,
I saw headlights coming along the flight line. They stopped
from time to time. 1t was dark, I did not approach the head-
lights and they just went on by me. I stayed where 1 was.
Throughout the night while I watched the cobalt blue lights
along the runway and flight line, my imagination really started
to work on me. 1 started imagining I was seeing figures darting
between me and the lights. It was so dark | could not discern
much of anything, but I sure did a lot of thinking that night.

Unfortunately, 1 cannot remember a thing that was impor-
tant about what 1 was thinking other than *What am [ doing
here and what is expected of me?” About 5 a.m. another set of
headlights came down and around the end the flight line but
this time, they were using a spotlight to shine along the perim-
eter as they drove around. When they got abreast of where 1
was, | stood up. They spotted me and yelled for me to ap-
proach the truck. They wanted to know what [ was doing out
there. 1 told them they needed to tell me what I was doing
there.

I then found out that they had picked up all the other troops
around 2 a.m. when 1 had seen the first truck come by. 1 had
apparently been out there by myself from 2 a.m. until Sa.m.. |
felt a combination of fear, stupidity and anger. Rather than
take me with them at that time, they said they would radio for
another truck to pick nie up. They even took the M-16 away
from me and gave me more time to think. The next truck came
about a half hour to 45 minutes later as it was starting to get
light. I could have walked up the flight line in that amount of
time. but [ did not want to take the chance of having someone
see me in the subdued light after what had happened the night
before and mistake me for what I now know as a “sapper™.

One ofthe memories | have of that night was when I got off
the truck and chambered a round. an AP that was directing us
made me pull the clip, eject the round and put it back in the clip
and then he said. “Don’t shoot anything or anybody™. I would
nearly always do as I was instructed. however. as soon as he
got back on the truck, 1 chambered a round and started backing
into the weeds. An even more vivid memory was. during the
night. scanning the Runway and Flight Line atter the flares went
out and being mesmerized by those near-Cobalt Blue lights.

I realize that the attack that night was not nearly of the mag-
nitude or importance of actions experienced in other areas
throughout SEA. However, it was unique for Udorn. [ read
both Lee Lindgren’s and Bob Wheatley's accounts of that night
at Udorn. 1 really appreciate how they both felt about their
experiences. However. if anybody eise reading this was in-
volved that night in July. T would like to have your recollec-
tions of the experience as well. 1 know there are a lot
ofthings I did not know and/or do not remember about
that night and I would like to be enlightened. My . g
email is RebelB13@hughes.net T
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Thai kids are grateful

By Les Thompson

This past September, Carolyn and I returned to Thailand to
attend the AESEA reunion, visit with friends and vacation a bit.
We spent the first week in Bangkok, hanging out with the expats
and others attending the reunion. The following week we went
by minivan up through Isan.

On Wednesday of that second week, we were to spend the
entire day in NKP. This was good timing as John and Nancy
Sweet were scheduled to visit various schools that day with
John Middlewood. They invited us to go along.

A first impression is how basic the schools are compared to
what we have here. Most food preparation and eating areas are
all open air. Classrooms are not normally air-conditioned, just
the good old fans we remember from years ago. Teaching aids
are very basic and extra-curricular reading books in general

Look HERE

Dues Info in Block Below

Payable in month of January

are in short supply.

At each school the children and the parents had gathered
waiting for our arrivals, we were welcomed with snacks, cool
drinks and a presentation ceremony. We were presented with
mementos by the parents and teachers; it was hard to accept the
gifts without being overwhelmed by their generosity.

Most of the schools had performances by the different grade
levels, mostly classical dancing. Some gave recitations in En-
glish welcoming us to their school, at one grade school the stu-
dents counted to 30 in four different languages. Try to find a
grade school here where they can do that! At one school a
group of the youngsters did a demonstration on unicycles. Itis
a joy to watch the dances in classical dress to music from clas-
sical instruments. Seeing the gleam in the kids™ eyes when they
are performing or just practicing their English on you really
warms your heart.

At each school you could see evidence of the Brotherhood’s
work. Sleeping mats, desks, sturdy tables to eat on, concrete
flooring in place of dirt in the eating areas, food packages for
deserving and needy students. It is quite amazing to see how
much is accomplished with the donations that go to the Assis-
tance Program. You start realizing how important the auction
is at our reunions and the other donations that are given through
out the year.

It is hard to describe in words the feelings and emotions
that you get when visiting the schools. If you have the chance
to go back to Thailand, make sure to include enough
time to visit at least one of the schools that the Broth-
erhood is working with. It will be the high point of L"}
your visit. s
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