
 

SQUADRON FLAG  

ADJC Jim Hamilton  

Origin of the VP-1 Squadron Flag 
and the associated flag pole caper.  

When we arrived at MCAS Iwakuni in the win-
ter of 1970 we relieved VP-17. I was the Line 
Division Chief at that time. During turnover 
VP-17 s Line Chief mentioned to me that some-
one had swiped their squadron flag. They had 
flown their flag from a tree branch near the Line 
Shack. Our Line Shack now. That started my 
gears grinding, as VP-1 didn t have a squadron 
flag.   

I decided that, by golly, our squadron should 
have a flag. And that the flag ought to fly every 
day out by our flight line where our aircraft 
were parked. (A picture of this flag flying from 
its pole out by the Line Shack is in our 1970 
cruise book on the Line page, just below and 
to the right of Chief Taylor s picture). Further-
more, I thought we ought to have a formal func-
tion for the enlisted men to participate in during 
change-of-command ceremonies. Something 
besides just standing in ranks for inspection. 
More about this later.  

I got the okay from our 
skipper, Tex Coleman, to 
spend a few bucks having a 
flag made. Little did he 
know that it would become 
his in a short time. I had the 
squadron flag made at a 
Japanese seamstress shop 
out in town. The flag had a 
blue background with gold 
lettering, and our squadron 
emblem in the center. The 

original flag had gold fringe around the edges.  

There s a picture of the flag above, in the upper 
left-hand corner of page one of this newsletter. 
It has appeared there on all of our VP-1 POPs 
newsletters since February of 2000. This picture 
of the flag was taken at our 1997 reunion picnic   

at Rich and Ruth Hunt s place in Bellingham, 

Washington.  

This flag was raised by the line crew each 
morning at dawn, and lowered each evening at 
sunset. It was closely guarded by the line divi-
sion guys so that no transient sister squadron 
people could make off with it. But, how did we 
fly our flag? From a tree branch? No way  we 
weren t pikers! We had a nice white flag pole 
set in the ground, ringed with painted rocks, 
from which to fly our squadron flag. But 

 

where did the flag pole come from?  

The flag pole caper. On liberty one day, near 
the outer fringes of Iwakuni, I spotted what I 
thought was a derelict wooden pole lying near a 
benjo ditch. It was fresh wood, not creosoted, 
and it looked to be in pretty good shape. So one 
afternoon soon thereafter Chief Hayes (ADRC 
Jim Hayes) and I rode our bicycles (main mode 
of transport in the Iwakuni area) out the main 
gate and into town. We located and retrieved 
this long wooden pole for important duty with 
VP-1. I put the butt of the pole over the handle-
bars of my bike and the top of the pole over 
Chief Hayes handlebars. We rode back to 
MCAS Iwakuni that way 

 

still in uniform! 
Through the main gate we went. The marine 
sentries shook their heads, one uttering I don t 
believe what I m seeing .   

We proceeded directly to our hangar where we 
painted the pole white. The base of our pole 
was about 6" across and it was about 18-20' tall. 
While the pole was drying we had a hole dug 
for it to set in. We ringed this hole with small 
painted rocks. When the paint had dried on our 
pole we installed a pulley, line, and clips. By 
golly, we were just about in business. We sat 
the pole in the hole and packed it in solidly. 
Then we raised our squadron flag. Mission 
accomplished!  

Two hours later some local Japanese police 
came aboard the Marine Corps base looking for 
a misappropriated telephone pole! They 
searched the base for hours, then left empty-
handed. They never suspected our VP-1 flag 
pole out by the line shack.  

The ceremonial function concerning this flag 
was that upon a C.O.'s transfer, the senior 

squadron white hat would present the flag to 
the departing C.O. The flag would note the 
number of days that squadron personnel served 
under his command. We did this for the first 
time when Tex Coleman left the squadron. It 
brought humble tears to that fearless warrior. 
The flag was presented to Cdr Coleman by 
AMH1 Ken ( K. C. ) Hill. A picture of this 
presentation can be seen on page 10, (the 
change-of-command section), of our 1970 
cruise book.  

At both of our reunions, the 97 reunion at Bel-
lingham, and the Y2K gathering at Pensacola, it 
did my heart good to see three of our former 
C.O. s displaying their VP-1 "command" flag.    

YET ANOTHER AIO BRIEF !!  

Lt. Charlie Whammo Budenz  

Okay 

 

we didn t apologize to China for our 
essential surveillance flights in international air 
space over international waters. (Spying? Us?) 
This is not subject to negotiation, primarily 
because it has actually already been negotiated. 
There are international treaties that are diplo-
matically recognized for this purpose.   

The Real Deal will come as no surprise to VP-1 
personnel who served during the late sixties and 
into the mid seventies. The Real Deal is that the 
U. S. will never apologize for these missions, 
and/or their alleged intrusions, because of a 
Chinese agenda that has not been addressed in 
the media. It is not a hidden agenda, or even 
obscured, but the news media has apparently 
missed it.   

China, along with seven other nations bordering 
the South China Sea, claims a 200 nautical mile 
limit for its continental shelf, because of the 
reasonable expectation of 

 

ta da! 

 

OIL. 
Remember all of those Market Time tracks we 
flew that took us over the Spratly and Paracel 
Island groups?  
Now, just think back to some of our missions in 
the good old days . Thirty years ago VP-1 
personnel could have been caught up in interna-
tional intrigue such as the recent EP-3 crew of 
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VQ-1! There, but for the grace of God, went 
one of our aircraft and crews.   

This brings me to an episode I'll never forget, 
because I participated in this exact exchange. In 
the mid-summer of 1992 I was assigned to the 
USDAO at the U.S. Embassy on Roxas Boule-
vard (previously Dewey Blvd.) in Manila. This 
was the time when we were preparing to close 
our Philippine bases at Subic and Clark.  As the 
Assistant Naval Attaché, (between accredited 
Attachés), I was detailed to greet Secretary of 
State James Baker's aircraft on the tarmac early 
one morning 

 

about 0445 as I recall. (This 
was the same Boeing 707-720B that carried 
President Kennedy s body from Dallas to 
Washington).   

Secretary Baker was returning to Washington, 
D.C., but had been invited to speak at an Asso-
ciation of South East Asian Nation s conference 
hosted by the Philippines. (Although the U. S. is 
not a member nation). The primary topic of 
their discussions was regarding the conflicting 
claims of eight nations, all of whom were con-
cerned about protecting their 'oil rights' under 
the South China Sea.   

Secretary Baker s aircraft arrived at Manila as 
scheduled and was parked at the base of the old 
burned-out passenger terminal and control 
tower (still utilized) so as not to block the con-
gested international air terminal. A Marine Se-
curity Guard contingent from the U.S. Embassy 
was in place at the foot of the old-style aircraft-
embarking ramp. As Secretary Baker came 
down the ramp we became aware of approach-
ing vehicles, with lights flashing and sirens 
blaring. They were roaring-in from the Philip-
pine Air Force side of the airport.  

It was Philippine President Ramos, (educated at 
West Point), and his entourage, unexpectedly 
arriving to greet our Secretary of State. Pleas-
antries were exchanged. Then President Ramos 
asked our Secretary Baker if the United States 
would abide by the letter and spirit of the 1947 
treaty that liberated the Philippines. Without a 
moment's hesitation, Secretary Baker gave his 
one word reply. An emphatic, "Yes!"  

Well, the joke at our Embassy was that Secre-
tary Baker knew what the treaty specified, 
whereas President Ramos evidently did not. 
Seems that treaty called for recognition of a 12 
nautical mile international limit, rather than the 
200-NM limit then being claimed by the Philip-
pines. Keep in mind that the 1947 treaty was 
formulated at a time when a 3 nautical mile 
limit was the standard. So that treaty was quite 
liberal in its implications.   

So to the bottom line, folks. The Real Deal, is 
that the U. S. can not apologize to China for our 
flights over international waters. To do so 
would be perceived by the Chinese as a 'de 
facto' acknowledgement of their official posi-
tion 

 

claiming 'rights' for 200-NM from their 
shores! This simply will not be allowed to hap-

pen. But you haven't read this in the newspapers or seen it on 
CNN!  

Back to Manila 

 

July 1992. The original game plan concerning 
Secretary Bakers visit, as formulated by yours truly, was that 
after disembarking the VIP's, I would accompany the aircraft and 
its crew on a short flight to their pre-arranged 36-hour layover at 
NAS Cubi Point. (Clark AFB was still under layers of ash from 
Mt. Pinatubo s belching). By doing so, security for the aircraft, as 
well as refueling with good JP-5, plus fresh provisions from the 
base commissary (to include 300 lbs. of dry ice and 300 lbs. of 
wet ice) would be immensely simplified. Not to mention ease of 
crew housing and ground transport 

 

to include tours of Cubi, 
Subic, and, of course, Olongapo.  

Seems the Air Force Major, the PIC (Pilot in Command), didn't 
like my plan. He called, from the 707, to his boss at Andrews 
AFB. This resulted in an order from a USAF Brigadier General to 
me, a mere NAVY Commander, to keep this aircraft at Manila. 
Well, all previous plans immediately went out the window. So, at 
0530, I had to arrange hotel rooms and ground transportation 
(Jeepneys?). Plus acquire all needed fresh provisions, with only 
limited refrigeration on board. Of course, all I had to do for this 
very sensitive aircraft, at a very public FOREIGN airport, was to 
arrange 'triple-layer' 24-hour security, get it refueled with correct 

MILITARY SERVICE & SOCIAL SECURITY  

Vice President Rich Hunt  

I wasn t aware of the need for each and every DD-214 when applying for social security benefits 
until recently speaking with Jim Melton (AWC). Jim had just experienced the process. Thinking 
that there may be others who aren t aware of how social security and military service dovetail, I 
dug-up the following info. This applies to all who served honorably in the military, not just career 
personnel.  

When one who has served honorably in the United States military applies 
for social security old age benefits he needs to provide the social security 
office with each of his DD-214 s. If one has been discharged more than 
once, as most career enlisted personnel have, showing social security offi-
cials just the final cumulative DD-214 will not suffice. You won t receive 
all the extra credits for military service that you should.  

Honorable active military service garners one extra credits on your social 
security account. To receive these credits one needs to provide social secu-
rity officials with each and every one of the DD-214 s he was issued. We 
were provided a DD-214 each time we were discharged. The social security 
people will then compute your military service credits. These credits accu-
mulate differently in different years, so they need to know exactly during 
which years you served.  

You may receive up to $1200 per year as additional credit to your income record on your social 
account. If you were to receive the full $1200 credit for every year you served, you could receive 
from $10 to $100 more per month in your social security benefit than you would without the mili-
tary credits. It would depend on when and how long you served. Based on a 20 year career you 
could receive around $70 per month extra in old age benefits. For a 30-year career it might be 
closer to $100 more per month.    

If you re missing a needed DD-214 you should contact the National Personnel Records Center at 
St. Louis, MO, to obtain it. Their new customer service telephone numbers are: (314) 538-4122; 
(314) 538-4142; (314) 538-4144; and (314) 538-4218.  

You ll also need to provide the social security folks with your birth certificate when applying for 
benefits.  

For more info on military service and social security go to the web site, http://www.ssa.gov/
pubs/10017.pdf . You ll need the Acrobat Reader program to read this PDF file. For those who 
don t already have it, Acrobat Reader may be downloaded from the internet free-of-charge.  

Rich Hunt 
1997 reunion 

Charlie at Sarajevo in 1998.  
What s the aircraft behind him 
with the large red star? 

//www.ssa.gov/
pubs/10017.pdf�


grade, clean, moisture-free JP, and provide a 
phone link to the U. S. Embassy.  

I personally walked over 1/4 mile to plug in a 
telephone line. I placed the phone on the front 
seat of our USMC armored suburban (HAV) 
parked at the foot of the aircraft loading ramp. 
This was to be their phone booth! True story.      

FROM OUR PRESIDENT  

Cdr Don Hanson  

It seems you guys have got all the sea stories. 
I ve got some, but I never get to tell them. 
Some can t be told! Some shouldn t be told, and 
some are just dying to bust out. Here s one of 
mine that can be told.  

I was the senior man at SERE school 

 

that s the escape and evasion school down in 
San Diego and Warner Springs, Calif. I sat in 
the orientation class unaware of school proce-
dures. When they broached the subject of 
"senior man", I couldn t imagine I would be the 
senior man . Lcdr s were plentiful. Then 

 

they called my name. My life change!.  

Things started slowly 

 

trying to find some-
thing to eat down on the beach. The highpoint 
there was boiling an unlucky, dispatched, feder-
ally-protected seal. I tasted the greasy fluid and 
backed off. Then, I had about 50 sea-story cri-
ses. That started by my enemy captors pun-
ishing me (crawling, until I had bloody elbows) 
for not falling out of "ranks" to protest bad 

treatment of another "captive". 
(They knew who I was, and 
baited me  good lesson).  

Later, in a "time-out" for me, I 
had to join them in searching 
for a missing student. We fi-
nally found him huddling un-
der a bush. They asked me 
what to do with him. The 

young sailor seemed really 
shook-up. I said, "You guys are 

running this show. I m not qualified to say that 
he can handle the course. You decide." They 
removed him from our group.  

I had to watch while guys were punished until 
they stepped forward and onto the flag. They 
marched me around to see all the goings-on. 
Later, they got me involved with them having 
our guys doing push-ups. They wanted them to 
count out the number loudly as they completed 
them. (Now, we were taught not to verbalize so 
they couldn t tape record us for propaganda 
uses). When I wouldn t tell a sailor to count out 
loud, they made him start over. I don t remem-
ber how that scenario ended; they must have 
dragged me off.  

My most comfortable time was when they stuck 

me in the black-box. It was peace and quiet; the 
only time they let me alone.  

One of my most vivid memories was near the 
end of the whole deal. They had us all fall-in 
into ranks, with me, the senior man , out in 
front, I saluted to present our unit. Bad thing! 
The enemy guy standing in front and above 
me on a small rise came flying down, yelling 
something about saluting. He hit me on each 
shoulder with hands. I flew backwards. But, this 
guy was good; he kept me from going splat on 
the ground; he had complete control of himself 
and me, all the way down to a soft landing.  

I learned a lot, but especially that one should 
always go to school with his skipper . Let him 
be the senior man .  

Remember TRICARE for LIFE (TFL) 

 

it s 
here 

 

it s real. If you re retired military and 
on Medicare, or soon will be, try to get a copy 
of the TROA  (The Retired Officers Associa-
tion) magazine explaining TFL. It lays it out 
really well   TROA has even stopped offering 
their MEDIGAP policy to members 

 

they 
acknowledge that TFL is really a free MEDI-
GAP policy.  

God Bless America!     

NORTHWEST GATHERING  

Ruth Hunt, Membership Chairperson  

On a sunny Sunday in mid-August a gaggle of 
us old gobs and gobettes got together for a mid-
summer picnic at our northwest homestead.  
The Ruth and Rich northwest ranch is just a few 
miles northeast of Bellingham, in beautiful 
Whatcom County, Washington.  

Carolyn & Paul Morasch and Donna & Tom 
Browning spent that weekend with Rich and I. 
We were joined on Saturday morning by Karen 
and Rich Rundle. We had nice Saturday brunch 
and then headed for the Northwest Washington 
Fair at Lynden. Saw the cows, horses, pigs,  and 
all the stuff in between.   

Ate some junk food and topped it off with a 
giant ice cream cone. That s a have to have 
when I go to the fair. We came home for a short 
rest, then headed to Black Angus for an enjoy-
able dinner. What a blast! Needless to say we 
had a good time. (It s a good thing they seated 
us way in the back corner!).  

Sunday, picnic day, dawned rainy. But it 
cleared up fairly early and quite a few VP-1 
POPers showed up. As usual I was busy in the 
kitchen 

 

my newly remodeled kitchen, that is. 
It s now much easier for me to work in. More 
counter space, ovens, cabinets, refrigerator 
room, etc.  

We had squadronmates at 
this Sunday gathering from 
Washington, Oregon, Idaho, 
California, and of course the 
Morasches from South Caro-
lina. Paul Morasch couldn t raise his right arm 
very high due to the recent surgery on his shoul-
der, but said he was recuperating as scheduled.  

Everyone sat around in our den or out on the 
balcony deck above the pool, jawing and enjoy-
ing the company. (Yes, that s the same deck 
that Tom Browning, Mike Glenn, and a few 
others hammered and nailed on back in 97 so it 
would be in tip-top shape by the time everyone 
arrived for our first VP-1 POPs reunion).  

The pool below was very inviting, shimmering 
in reflected sunlight, but alas, the only one who 
jumped in for a dip was Hannah, our quite ro-
tund dog. Of course she had to come, dripping 
wet, and visit all of us after she emerged from 
doing her lap!  

Everyone said the chow was great; I enjoyed 
the company even more. We hope to make the 
VP-1 POPs Nor wester Picnic an annual occur-
rence at the Hunt ranch. We enjoy so much 
having everyone here! If any of you are ever up 
in this neighborhood, please stop by, picnic or 
no. We re always able to find room at the table 
and maybe even a bed.  

Those attending this year s get-together, and I 
hope I remember everyone, were: Rich & Ruth 
Hunt, of course; Paul & Carolyn Morash; Tom 
& Donna Browning; Steve & Tina Palmer; Jim 
& Pat Harvey; Fritz Fink and his son (Finnina 
was off on a business trip); Jim & Gail Melton; 
Larry Manaro and his daughter, Kimberly; Don 
& Ellen Grove; Don & Fay Hanson; and Rich & 
Karen Rundle. Many, many stories from the 
good old days! Did anyone feel a burning sen-
sation in their ears that day?    

A Jimmy Lee Tale From the Past.  One day 
while Mike Taylor was riding his motorcycle in 
Olongapo he missed a turn on a back road and 
ended up in a drainage ditch. Now here s 
Grumpy in the ditch with his motorcycle on 

top of him and looking for some help. He was 
reaching his hand up for assistance when some 
locals came running over to where he lay. With 
an arm extended and expecting some help one 
of the locals grabbed his wrist watch and de-
parted the scene at a fast trot. There wasn t 
much Mike could do but kiss that watch good-
bye. Some of the other locals were kind enough 
to give him a hand getting from under the cycle 
and out of the ditch.   

NEWS FROM 
 SQUADRONMATES  

AW3 Dave BETZ (8/19) 

 

Thanks for all your 
work. I really enjoy the newsletter. Could you 

Don Hanson  
VP-1 1970 



email me the Find Guys List? Hope this note 
finds you in good health and spirits.  

Lt Ed CASHMAN (9/6) 

 
Thanks for getting 

in touch. Here are my dues for membership. I m 
looking forward to catching up with some old 
squadronmates. Kindest regards.  

Jonni & ATR3 Mike 
CREGER (10/12) 

 
Thanks for your letter 
requesting us to correct 
our email address. We 
don t want to miss the 
news from VP-1 POPs 
and all of our Navy 
friends. Mike and I were 
in the Navy for 6 years. 
In that time we made friends that neither of us 
will ever forget. Along that line, I would like to 
ask anyone that reads this newsletter if they 
remember a fellow sailor by the name of Joseph 
Miller. Joe was attached to VP-42 at NAS 
Whidbey in 1969. Joe, his wife Kaye, and their 
sons made this new and somewhat homesick 
bride know that Navy folks stick together and 
are all one big family. But, as sometimes hap-
pens due to moves and our busy lives, we have 
lost track of Joe and Kaye. We would really like 
to connect with them again. This is what we 

know: Joe & Kaye 
were from either North 
or South Carolina; 
when we knew them 
they had two sons, Joe 
Jr. and Nick; they later 
had another son, Mi-
chael; Kaye, although 
she wasn't working 
then, was a school 
teacher; after Whidbey 
they went to Pax River 
for duty. We last heard 

from them shortly before our daughter Mary 
was born, which was December, 1972. Should 
anyone know the whereabouts of these good 
folks please let us know. We would really like 
to get back in contact with them.  

Beverly & SD2/AMS2 Eddie DAYRIT (10/4) 
 Enclosed are my dues. I want to be a member. 

I was in The Fleets Finest for quite a few 
years, almost eight. Started out working at the 
BOQ as an SD . Then in the mid-1970 s I 
changed rate to AMS , and then worked in the 
Airframes Shop. I retired from the Navy in May 
1993 at Atsugi, Japan, as an AMSC.  Probably 
not too many of our squadronmates will remem-
ber me as I didn t work in the squadron area 
until I changed rate. Jack Bachhofer and I were 
the only guys who were in the squadron for 
such a long time 

 

we found a home! I m very 
excited about an opportunity to again see all the 
squadron C.O s and X.O s, along with the rest 
of the people that I knew. I worked at a Lowe s 
Home Improvement Center for the past four 
years, but recently quit. I am now a successful 
BUM . (And lovin it!).  

AWC Mike GLENN (9/8) 

 
I have a new ad-

dress 

 
again! I m in Birmingham now, and 

doing fine. I m still plagued with back problems 
but somehow still make it. We old-timers sure 
have our share of medical problems. It sure is 
nice to receive the VP-1 POPs newsletter. 
Thanks for all the hard work on that 

  
BZ 

for a great job!  

Betty & CS1 Gus GOLDENPENNY (7/31) 

 
Our address has changed. It is now 6317 Happy 
Lane, Milton, FL  32570. We live in the same 
house at the same place but the city decided to 
give us a new house number. I m now back to 
work part time.  My open-heart surgery went 
well. I m playing golf again, and just about 
ready to take some of Mardy s money when we 
get to Memphis. Betty and I will be leaving 
soon for Spain to visit our son. He is a true 
airdale, a PR1. We re anxious for him to make 
chief. Of course, all you CPO s from VP-1 are 
invited to attend his initiation ceremony.  

Linda & AW3 Dick HAGLUND (8/3) 

 

Here s something you may use in our newslet-
ter. I m including my dues for 2002-2003, along 
with a little extra to help with all the great work 
you folks do in putting together the newsletter. I 
always get a big kick out of reading it! I m still 
hoping to locate Bryant Berk, (AW3). I last 
heard from him in 75 when he sent a nice wed-
ding gift to Linda and me. Since then I have 
tried on several occasions to find him, but have 
come up short each time. If any of our squad-
ronmates can help me find Bryant I d sure ap-
preciate it. I remember that Bryant and I gave 
fits to Lcdr Nedry, our crew-3 PPC. I d like to 
publicly state now that I m sorry if I m respon-
sible for any gray hairs on his head. It s inter-
esting how one s perspective changes once one 
gets some life behind him.  

Myrna & ADJC Jim HAMILTON (8/14) 

 

Yo shipmates! We recently returned from 2 
weeks at Lake Guntersville, Alabama. We had 
spent two weeks there in June as well. The state 
park there is a great place to camp. We pulled 
the boat behind our motor-home and did some 
serious fishing. Great fun! In June I caught 
bass, croppie, ocean stripes, panfish, and six 
catfish of approximately 20 pounds each. This 
last trip I caught pretty much the same group-
ing, except that this time I had an additional 50 
pound and 60 pound catfish! Caught the catfish 
"noodling". (I'll share that technology with y all 
some day). Great news-grams!  

Diana & AMH3 Carson HUNT (8/17)  Hav-
ing enjoyed the July news-
letter very much, I d  like 
to congratulate you for a 
job (or is that jobs) well 
done. Things are going 
fine with us, although we 
have friends and relatives 
that are quite ill. Our older 
son, Alex, graduated from 
high school this spring and 
leaves for college next 

Thursday. He will be attending Ohio Wesleyan 
University, which is about a three and a half 
hour drive from here at Delaware, Ohio. His 
little brother, Evan, started high school today. If 
all goes well and the good Lord wills it, we'll 
have two graduations to celebrate in four years. 
Will you send me via e-mail, a new roster and 
the list of names of those that need to be found? 
On the 25th of this month (August) we cele-
brate both our 22nd wedding anniversary and 
the 30th anniversary of my joining the Navy!  

Patty & Cdr Bill 
JOHNSON (7/30) 

 

I 
got back from Oshkosh 
yesterday 

 

what a 
show!! Thousands of 
airplanes 

 

all shapes 
and sizes. Some notable 
ones were the Vickers 
Vimy, a huge twin en-
gine biplane with open 
cockpits that took 37 
hours to fly from Calif. 
And a Boeing Strato-
liner! The Stratoliner was the first pressurized 
airliner and was built around the B-17 design; 
the wings, empennage, and undercarriage were 
B-17, but the fuselage was like a big round 
sausage. It was in the Pan Am livery. It was 
restored by volunteer Boeing workers. Also a 
restored Super Constellation with her triple tails 
standing high. One of our EAA Chapter guys 
flew his ultra-light from here to Oshkosh 

 

via 
Point Barrow, Alaska. It took him about six 
weeks but he made it. Said he saw lots of scen-
ery at 60 mph and 300' alt. As usual there were 
lots of warbirds that put on daily flyovers 

 

nothing like the sound of radial piston engines 
or the snarl of a P-51 s V-12. There must have 
been 18 P-51's there. Also three Spitfires, in-
cluding one very rare two-place Spit. There was 
a beautifully restored F4F Wildcat that flew 

 

and was for sale 

 

$945,000. Any takers? 
Three of us flew up in a Beech Baron. Four 
hours non-stop to Appleton, WI, where we 
landed to avoid the crowd at Oshkosh. Besides, 
no one wants to see a Baron at an airshow. Ap-
pleton, about 18 miles north of OSH, was also 
covered with  hundreds of airplanes. I don't 
know the actual count, but when I went two 
years ago there were 10,500 airplanes at OSH. 
We dodged thunderstorms coming home. 
Virginia & HM1 Grant KEELER (7/30) 

 

Bonnie, our son Wade s wife, delivered twins 
27 July 2001 at 6 15 p.m. The girls names are 
Ashley, and Brittainy. Ashley was 16 ½ inches 
long and weighed 4 lbs. 2 oz. Brittainy was 17 
inches long and weighed-in at 3 lbs., 12 oz. 
Mother and babies are doing fine.   

Shirley & Mac McCOMAS (9/14)  During 
these trying times I thought it might be appro-
priate to revisit the following quotation. War 
is an ugly thing, but not the ugliest of things; 
the decayed and degraded state of moral and 
patriotic feeling which thinks that nothing is 
worth war is much worse. A man who has 
nothing for which he is willing to fight; noth-

The Cregers at the Y2K 
Pensacola reunion 

Jim - with his catch 

The Hunts at the Y2K 
Pensacola reunion 




