Robert LaPointe

From: Robert LaPointe [rlapointe@gci.net]
Sent:  Tuesday, January 01, 2002 4:22 PM
To: Jay Strayer

Subject: RE: Son Tay Stuff

Have to admit that | was unaware that you were on Apple 2. My you were a busy a busy person in SEA. | have
filed your e-mail in the Son Tay folder in my file plan. When | get the first draft completed; | will forward it to you
for critical review. | appreciate your offer of assistance and will take you up on it. | expect it will be 2-3 months
before | get to that part of the war. | will be starting on volume 2 around 12 January with the lead in story. The
lead story of volume 2 will be the Boxer 22 SAR. Thanks again for the help

From: Jay Strayer [mailto:mrslick@in-touch.net]
Sent: Tuesday, January 01, 2002 2:38 PM

To: Robert LaPointe

Subject: Re: Son Tay Stuff

You were kind enuff to let me review some of your early, NKP, material for your first book --
perhaps you might let me review your proposed Son Tay material-- if you are unaware, I was a
pilot on Apple 2 -- I'm glad to help again -- Cheers -- Jay
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Robert LaPointe

From: Jay Strayer [mrslick@in-touch.net]
Sent:  Tuesday, January 01, 2002 6:56 AM
To: LaPointe, Robert

Subject: Question

Just reviewed you web site -- great work -- am curious how you will be treating the Son Tay Raid in
your #2 book -- I do not need the entire story -- been told lots of times -- curious about how you address
the miscue in offloading half the force in the wrong place and what happened there -- early reports for a
long time suggested Bull Simon and his troops engaged a large force and left some 200 casualties there -
- not so as testified to me by the #2 , Spl Ops ground commander LT Col (then) Sydnor 20 years later --
he gave me the straight info -~ it's important your version is accurate as I know you want it to be -- there
were other errors little known and not addressed by the "formal" USAF history version -- my congrats
for embarking and finishing such a huge undertaking -- Cheers -- Jay



From: Rouhier Chuck Contr ASC/SYM, INTERNET:Chuck.Rouhier@wpafb.af .mil
Date: 10/27/99, 3:56 AM
Re: FW: 39th ARRS Son Tay Crews

Can anyone help out a King driver?

Chuck
Jolly FE "71-'74

----- Original Message-----

From: JERRY FELMLEY [mailto:JJCatalyst@webtv.net]

Sent: Tuesday, October 26, 1999 7:15 PM

To: rouhierc@deskbock.osd.mil; jerrye@bbbnm.com; lmassey9ilé@acl.com
Subject: 39th ARRS Son Tay Crews

Chuck:

Jerry Shipman, JGA President, thought you might be able to help with my
effort to locate '

the two former 39th ARRS crews that flew KING HC-130's on the Son Tay Raid.
I was

on one of the birds and have a copy of the Flight Order for my crew from
which I can provide names, crew positions and "then rank"™ info. Our bird
"drafted"

the Little Jolly which eventually made its final landing in the Son Tay
POW Camp courtyard.

I've already sent AF Times a notice for its "Reunions' section as follows:

39Ch ARRS Son Tay Crews -- planning a mini-reunion in conjunction with Jolly
Green Agsociation Reunon in May 2000 at Ft. Walton Beach, FL Ramada Tnn.
Seeking all members

of the two 39th KING crews. Contact J,J. Felmley, 5825 N. Cerrada Chica,
Tucson, AZ

85718-4115 or E-mail: JUCatalyst@webtv.net.

I'd appreciate any help or recs you can provide.
Let me know if you prefer the "Crewlist Option" and I'll provide the
data I have short of SSAN's.

Thanks in advance.

Jerry Felmley
39th ARRS KING Pilot (circa '70)
Chair, JGA Association Scholarship Committee

——————————————————————— Internet Header -----—-+-—-----commmmmmmm e

Sender: Chuck.Rouhierewpafb.af . mil

Received: from fszhtvll.wpafb.af.mil (FSZHIV1l.wpafb.af.mil [129.48.198.31])
by spamgaac.compuserve.com (8.9.3/8.9.3/8UN-1.7) with ESMTP id HAA23819;
Wed, 27 Oct 1999 07:56:39 -0400 (EDT)

Received: by FSZHTV1l.wpafb.af.mil with Internet Mail Service (5.5.2448.0)
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From: Rouhier Chuck Contr ASC/SYM, INTERNET:Chuck.Rouhier@wpafb.af.mil
Date: 10/29/99, 4:09 AM
Rex 39th ARRS Son Tay Crews

Here's a list of the King crewmen Jerry Felmley is looking for from the Son
Tay miseion.

As always, if you know where any of the people can be contacted, please pass
this info on to them and let them contact Jerry.

Jerry can be reached at:
5825 N. Cerrada Chica
Tucson, AZ B5718-4115

or E-mail: JJCatalyst@webtv.net

CAPT Frank, Richard E.
MAJOR Felmley, Jerry J.
CAPT McNeff, Charles P.
SSGT Swinson, BAaron
MSGT Bosmans, Johnnie
MSGT Keel, Holley V.
SS8CT Waters, Samuel L.
88@T Frazier, Charles R.
SGT Whipple, Llyod A.

The TDY Order was TA—BE?O{ dated 30 Nov 70,
as amended by TA-3555, dated 17 Dec 70.

Also, I'11 be out of the office next week, 1-5 Nov. So you might want to
hold anything till I get back.

Have a good week everyone.

Chuck
Jolly FE '71-'74

----------------------- Internet Header ------------cuoooomm o

Sender: Chuck,.Rouhier@wpafb.af . mil

Received: from fszhtvll.wpafb.af.mil (FSZHTV1l.wpafb.af.mil [129.48.198.31])
by spdmgaae.compuserve.com (8.%.3/B8.9.3/8UN-1.7) with ESMTP id IAR22541;
Fri, 29 Oct 1999 0B:09:12 -0400 (EDT)

Received: by FSZHTV1i.wpafb.af.mil with Internet Mail Service (5.5.2448.0)
id <V43HJISS5P>; Fri, 29 Oct 1999 08:09:09 -0400

Message-ID: <B81DDA7969828D311BCC500062B001F8DBFB8AF@FSZHTVLL .wpafb.af . mils

From: Rouhier Chuck Contr ASC/SYM <Chuck.Rouhierewpafb.af.mil>

To:

Subject: 39th ARRS Son Tay Crews

Date: Fri, 29 Oct 1999 07:45:59 -0400

MIME-Version: 1.0

X-Mailer: Internet Mail Service (5.5.2448.0)

Content-Type: multipart/mixed;
boundary="----_= NextPart 000_01BF2206.6667F3A0"
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Subject: VWA: POW. First hand account of raid on Son Tay

NOTE: Certain words have been replaced by punctuation signs in order

to make this message compliant with Dept. of the Navy Regulations.

Failure to comply would result in the message being trapped by a "Chinese Wall"
profanlLy check, which is guite broad.

—————————————————————— Forwarded by Gerald A Ney/PHIL/NICP/NAVSUF on 02/15/2000

BobNeccifaol .com@talklist.com> on 02/14/2000 11:16:11 BPM
First hand account of raid on Son Tay
A USAF Spad Driver's Recollections,

The following is what I remember of the A-1 (Douglas-built Skyraider)
participation in the Son Tay prison camp raid. Wayne Mutza asked for some
input to research he's doing on a book he's writimg. I came up with A-1
participation in the Son Tay raid, 21

November 1970.

On the Saturday night of 20 November 1970, a C-130 picked us up from Takhili
AB, Thailand, where we had been housed in the CIA compound since deploving
there from Eglin AFB, Florida.

The NKP (Nakhon Phanom AB, Thailand) flightline was blacked out, even the
tower people had been relieved and was empty. The C-130 landed, without any
lights on 1t cor the runway and raump, and taxied to the ramp.

(1) It had already lowered the rear ramp and when it came to almost a stop
ten of us ran out, 2 pilots for each of the five Fat faces we were taking. It
then continued on, pulling up the ramp, taxied out and toeck off. It had other
people to deliver to other locations. The only people out and about were the
crew chiefs and us. Of course the Wing Commander met us and followed me
around like a puppy dog asking question after guestion. None of which I could
answer. He got rather pissed as I recall. Picking up our flight gear we went
straight to the birds, cranked up and taxied out. Ne taxi, runway or aircraft
lights were used and no radid either, total silence. (The radio was not to be
used till over the camp.)

(2) Taking off at the exact second we did a 360 over the base to join up. A
C-130, Talon was to rendezvous with us there and lead us on. Timing was
everything. It wasn't there. We did two more 360's and couldn't wait any
longer. We were, by that time, about ten minutes behind schedule. The backup
plan was Lo navigate ourselves to Son Tay, following the planned route and
arriving at the appointed time, 0200 local Sunday, 21 November 1970. No way
Jose. We had agreed among ourselves earlier that that was not a viable plan.
We would fly the course until we got lost, which we knew we would, and then
head straight for Hanoi. Heold just south of the IP, which was the Black River
straight west of the camp, and do our thing at the TOT.(Time Over Target),
The route was NKP, straight to Ventiane, straight north out of there and then
drop to low level and weave through the karsts and valleys all the rest of
the way. Impossible at night for A-ls. A back up rendezvous with the Talon
was over Ventiane at the appointed minute, but because we had made an extra
360 over NKP waiting, we were running late. We had been unable to make up all
the lost Lime; some of it but not all. We hit Ventiane a few minutes late,
maybe five, no Talon. We turned north and pressed on. After Ventiane passed
behind there were no lights, anywhere, ink black. And then our worst
nightmare loomed up. A cloud bank. Being lead I wasn't worried about being
hit, but the rest of the flight exploded like a covey of quail, everyone in
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God only knows what direction, Pushing it np (throttling up) I climbed
straight ahead and seoon popped out on top. Not an A-1 in sight and no hope of
joining up again without lights or radio. We were all on our own. After a
short time we noticed a speck of light far ahead. A star? After watching it a
while we were sure it was below the horizon and no Lao in his right mind
would have a light on. Had to be something else, Heading straight for it, it
took some time to catch., A fully loaded A-1 is no spesd demon. Sure enough,
there was our Talon with a teeny-weeny white light on the top of the fuselage
and a dim bluish glow coming from the open ramp in the rear. Couldn't see the
bluish glow until you were only few meters from it., There were already two
A-1's there; one on each wing. We moved up and the left one moved out and we
took our place on the left wing tip. A few minutes later the other two A-1's
slowly pulled up and once we were all in place the little white light weént
out, the bluish gleow went out and the Talon descended into the blackness.
From there en it was hold oén tight as it bobbed and weaved through the hills
and valleys.
The Talon driver was top notch. His power applications during climbs and
degcents and gentle banking allowed our heavy A-1s to hang right in there.
The thres day "moon window" we had for this operation provided good night
visibility. With one exception, Several valleys we drove through were so deep
that mountains, karsts, trees or whatever eclipsed the moon. When that
happened it was like diving into an inkwell. You could make out only a few
feet of wing tip and that was only because of our own exhaust flame. When
turns or ups and downs occurred at those times it was tough. As we emerged
from the back country out over the Red River Valley it was almost like being
over Iowa farm country with Omaha/Council Bluffs up ahead. (Hanoi) Lights
everywhere., Soon there after the Talon started climbing and we knew the IP
was coming up. We had a controlled altitude over the IP. The choppers, with
their Talon, were going to be under us coming in from a different direction.
They should have been slightly ahead of us but one couldn't be sure everyone
was on time. The control time was over the camp so IP times were adjusted for
the different speeds. Ther, the Talon transmitted the codeword. Fivst of
anything we heard on the' radio all night. T can't rémember the word, but it
was to be picked up by a high orbiting EC-135 over northern Laos and relayed
back to wherever. It meant we had crossed the IP. (We were two seconds off.
The best anyone had done during practice was ten minutes., Of ¢ourse we didn't
have Talons for the practice.) The Talon then accelerated out and vp like a
shot and disappeared in the night. The heading to the camp was 091 and trying
to reset our DG (Directional Gyros) by a giggly whiskey compass was an effort
in futility. You remember the high tech, latest hardware we had on board.
Good thing all the towns, cities and roads were lit up. With the target study
we had done it was like being in your own back yard. Next, number 5 pealed
off te the right, He was backup in case anyone was shot down and was toe orbit
a large hill juwst south of course until called in. As it turned out the hill
was an Army artilleyy practice range and it wasn't long before they started
taking a few rounds. They moved off to somewhere else, probably closer to the
camp, don't know where. Just ancther example of the brilliant Intel we had.
Then 3 & 4 pealed off to the left to hold just short of the camp till called
in. The planh was to call them in when we had expended 50% of our ordnance.
Then, they would do the same with us, each time expending 50% of what you had
left. That way, if someone went down, there would always be aircraft in the
air that had sowe ordnance left for support. Then 2 dropped hack so we could
set up 4 two alrcraft Dalsy Chain around the camp. It was like a precision
ballet, a computer simulation would not have been
better timed. Just as I rolled into a bank along side the camp two flares
popped right ever it, having been rteleased from one of the Talons. At the
same time Banana (HH-3 with Blue Boy assault team aboard.) crashed landed
inside the camp compound and the first Apple (CH-53) opened up with mini-guns
on the watch' towers and the guard quarters. The towers either blew apart or
caught fire as did the guard quarters. We didn't want the big fire consuming
the two story guarters; attracts attention, but it was too late. At that time
we had nothing to do except to maké sure no one approached the camp. No one
did. We could See the sparkles from a Fire Fight Simulator dropped by one of
the Taleons on the other side of town as a distraction and soon a large
explosion and fire where another Talon dumped napalm on an infantry base
armory a feéew klicks to the South. Then the s... hit the fan. Gear Box (The
Command and Control team.) started yvelling about losing Axle. Axle was
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Eva1yrhing had to have 2 pame. That way evervope knows what you're talking
gwut The liberal media, choudh, had = 1 Field Day with that pame. T
nelwer some Time later a Iewsle TV reporter sski Simpns 41 he had
killed anyone at The School: He said something to Fhe el twgt T was
abpzuurhwd by d big fella, T had a Lrager #&s &very Ly round X fy M-bla o aad
gaw Ehzee gb thraugh His middle, ™ The reporter didn't have a foliow up '
gugstion. The Lroows in the wrong place were scrsamning, Gear Bod was
gereaming dng @1l the Apples were scoreaming. The #M and VHE radios ware
almest lmpessible to read 121 alone get anythiog in of vour own. (The UHE was
kvpi for AF use to gall the MIG Cap or Weaseis Lf nesc ar. Lo tallk ATy
oureslves., ) The Apple that had dumpes the guyve in the uruﬂg LLGQL was Liue
alosest so did a 13& ard Wert in €5 fa3Ss thew Up. RALL the &th&Fh thak 9L &R
headed for Ehe Seh Fu well Just in wase. Wo one bas flgurec
fThare qasn'h & 3 The tyoaps al the sohool were in a fierce &
the whole fime khey we'P on the ground. Right after they landed pesp]e cam
ponYing oht of . Mast were too larye in stature for Vigtnamese.
The auess wos Ch nawe or Russian, but no ong had time fo check., The sstimated
ki1l was betweeh ohe and two hondred ahd again, oo one Bad time to gounk.

{3) Bu11-ﬂimq1s and Ehe zest of the assault force made Lt baok to *h - canp
without a casualty. The whele incident only lasted a few mi nutes bub it put
the entire ground operation of‘ scnedulg.'The tWo perimeter teams, Red Wine
and Grean Leatf; headed out to do their thiag but Blue Boy; the assault team
inside the prison Lompound, had alzeady g@drbnﬁd oSt of the prison. AS soth
Ay Simons gor on Yhe red1o ne asked Slue Boy for a stotuys reporr. The answer
WAS Vn:PaLkageo bG" T GETIT arar<h1 g", (A Package was the code word [or &
prisdner.) Sludas '_tc]d ug to Lake oub the ftoot bridge Lo the Citqdel. HWe
Pﬁ]lwd & gr@bp of bu ding surpounded by & small meat Lhe C2 Htadeld. 1t was a
for hundrod weters soull ‘Ht af the Cam@ and haz a small foel bhridoe aver the
'ﬂmat B bhe camp side. Intel wold wi It was a Lilaky tadet lfalnljg__
ach LAty ang probaply had a small avwony for small amms. We didn't want
ddydﬂw conindg actess that bridge armed and ge within rifie range of ﬁgé _
sanp. Jerry and I opagl Tho WE . pEhite Pﬁcapamxus, willie Pere) bombs on iU and
when 2 came in gaw the bridge was wiped out and dropped short to get anyone
hat might have already come across. In the process taking eut a few blogks
oF a hotsing area between the camp and the citadsl: WP does a real num i
woeden structures, the firs storm wes not ﬂmnll Abaize thig time the sequence
of h?@hts gets all ]urrb]eu up I nave no idea what happened first, second: ard
g6 forth. Abput the Cime Simons and Ehe LEoops got haek to the Sanp. the £irst
n&M feank off. You cannot mise a SAM lawnch: at night. 1t's like a myn: Shuttle
Launch, lights up an area fov miles in all directions. The first few WRre
callad mEAp SAM! DIVE! DIVEL™ But that soon becang silly. Thers were ¢ many
Launches that you couldn't call thetn. There seemsd to be abput four launch
siles witliln @ few niles of the camp on the wes sxae o” danal The Leat Wﬁre
furbher east aid we dide't shink whey were a £

went hich, atter the MG <ol Weadels and the kauy 5 O hundre¢ ;1u1e 1~Jnt
goming in frow the East, The idea was tg make them think the Wag 4 maje
T on ?arol angd nab bothe with @ few pianes on the west side. Tt wcrkad

wWen tald ug later that the Alr Defanse Commanders ﬁbrtuwcd mpirve at Wil
HHak | Gown Lhe net antl went off the alx,



(41 We were gt olr brisfed 3 thousand feer unmJI Lhe SBMs astarted soming our
way: Intel Lold us we wnulﬁn T have any trouble with SAMs al that glrlrgde ;
}Pt Sowe penceil cushirng puks knows, We all hit the deck and kept an ey o;‘.
‘he Taunch sites cloge to us and 4ure enaugn, sgmegne decided to Ty for ;Ja
Fuys Lo Uhe West; us: The site ol sesl 0 ug, just a rew ﬂllﬂs-; = i
Hortheast launched ove “hat novey got Lo the horizen. o wﬂtkhﬂd Lréf‘
plunt-rosed tcTaphunn pole rige and almost imme tately 4t lew :
the thing stopped mou ing on my windscreen, You know what that m@ane a
collision course: We dove into thé Red River and turned west. Jerry'wa5
flying and 1 was tlurnad around keepxng an eye on the damn thing as 1t charged
at us over my right shoulder. | kept ‘bumping the stick Forward saying "Lower
:e?er v aprry kept bumplng the: stick ‘bacgk saying "We've geing to hit the !
e i .
"bliak LHEEE.FSE igﬁgcappiggo an the thing seemed ag big as the A-1; I yelled
aver the river pank, abot Fifty teeL, and leveled off at phoae pole~height

Then

going straight south. We never =aw the thing again. It oither hadn't had time
T I, S buried itewlf in the water/mud 40, deep that Ehe flasn of dp:ahaiiun
was magiked. Thal's ancther thing you can't miss at night.. The detonatich of a

uhv- IleYs = lightening bright Tlash, giite large. They were going off over us
constantly and when yow got used to rhem you didn't ever bother to look U

Foy about a8 thirty wminute peridd there were no iess then three SAMG dirborne
at any one time and other times so many you couldn'l count them. I've never
hesrd an estimate of the number Fired that wight, but it has
to be in the hondreds. ALY the SAM misses would self detonate, either gt &
pre-set altitude or motor burn out, I den't frow which. Like T said, you
wouldn't look up at a SAM detonation because they were so numerous unless
somethong was differeat. Then there was something different. The. flash was
yellowish insteacd of bright white, Looking up there was a Large fire pall
with flaming debris falling from it. "D...!, someone gaot nailed." Phen
suddenly there was a [laming dash across tha-sky heading scouthwest, then
anathar and ano*hex Three dashes were all saw, couldn't spend any more
time locking up. Later we learned that & SAM head defonated cléose to a Weasel
and filiad his bird with hoies: PFuel was t‘reamlng out and His AR was
igniting it in dashes acioss the sKy. Sinc e’ was losi 1y all His fuel anyway
e lefl

it in BB till hké ran oUE. He got to the scutherw FOJ before b&lllnq oukb .

About this time Blue Boy ealls Axle and says "Search complete, negative
pxrrag,y." Silence; then Simons asks for a repeal, "Search complete, negative
packages, tep ab THegative packages." More silence. 1 don't know what anyons
sise was thinking then but for me it was setup, ambush. Bur b.,., we'd
already Been theré twenby minutes and they'd have sprung it by bhan. So then
it furned o "WHat the h. .. are we dolng here?" And "How UHe h... afs we
going to get our ssees oL of here -intact:® Simons must have been thinking
the same thing. He called for the perimeter teams Lo pull bafk and the Apples
to comg in for pickap,. Then he lold us ko take out the Blg Bridge. ALl sounds
very gimple; but it sure wasn't. First of all we had no hard ordnance dnd
'Quldn't take out the Big Bridge. We had 4o more WP pombs and that was the

nly thing thak would have damaged a wooden bridge. The bridge was Bed Wines

ob1egtive and were supposed to blow it, but because of their late starl
hadn't reached it before the pull back order. A litrle poop about the Big
Bridge. The bridge was a few hundted metérs northeast of the: camp on the road
rhat ran in front ¢f it. 1t wag about

4 hundred feest long, heavily constructed and could carry any vehicle up to a
tank, we were told. Red Wine was suppesed to blow it and hold the road while
Green Leaf went southsast and hald the road theare, Dur;ng"tralﬂzﬂg the
e'qlﬂ@erﬂ said twelve pounds of C-4 would take out the pridge. ”HGWEﬁﬁrr to be
sure they wers going to double it and used btwenty-four pousds. Col. Simons

said that he wanted to be doubly sure and doubled that to forty-eight poundgs
then added that two pésple would carry

forty-eight pounds each making it pinety-six pounds of C=4. 1 would have
liked to see what ningty-six pounds of (-4 did to that bridge., but it wasn'

to be. What made Ebings worse was lhdt the out boung and pull back routes Lu¢
the perimeter teams were different. Since each Team out botund had té take out
any p0531b1c threats they dida't wani. ta retrace their steps and passi tbly pun
into someons they wissed, B would have heen one pisged af‘ gomer ., There was
4 lot of housing just cubtside the camp. Intel said it was for the _aﬁii
commander, macried officers and maybe some camp workers. The teams outbound
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went house Lo house making sure no one was going to be 4 threat. It Was a
slow process So bBetween starting sut late and an dely

pull back théy had no chance of rew ing theiy goal. Since they hadn't ooy ta
the end of the outbound rotite there was no wWay they goald iallow the pqil

back route. The B di ¥ went batay "There's part of Red Wine toam
I Green Leaf"s ; il part of Green Leaf's team in Red
win@s.area. De: g i .lfl:dt]O{ m Th;a Was rep$aLed oVer and
over again. So/much so that the Eeams touldn't get In o atknowledge. They

were sd ot of breath that thev couldn't say but

one word between two or three panting bresths, It wasn'e fun to listen to.,
Home time during &ll this we had expended 50% of our ordnance dnd called in 3
and 4. They had done the sane and called us back, We dumpsd the Rockeves on
the bridge. The Rockeye

{5) is a Navy fast mover ordnance we hHig to certify the a-1 to carry while in
training at Eglin. It's a multi-munitions Ehing with gobs of [ittle ghaped
charges to take ocut

ehicles, even tanks T guess. Not very good for bridgés. We put a lot of
hULQu inm iy chough. After Lhat we laid down cont inuos svtaig LLl) evEryone
was ir the Aoples and on thelr way. | mighs add we Hever saw any vehicleg ur
vesple moving anywhere near the camp: There was a lot of traffic on the Easl
west reoad along the Red River, about a klick north, golng 18 and out of
Hawel, but no one turned Loward Che camp. Alss about this time, the SAM
la@ncheh were Slowing down but the Mit calls were

ingreasing. Reughly Cwerty minutes inte the forty minutes fhis Fook we
started picking up MIG calls. Intel iold us they had 0o alght Jualified
pilots so we would hAave no trrutit with MiGs.. Right. There was one call of an
ary to &aix iﬁﬁllﬂ t1rLDg. Sald it zgomed righi past his plane. I don'lt krow
who LL was dnd never saw any myself. That was the aonly gall of or whoever
makes those things weve coming regulayiy,

{8) Ornee the Jullies ware OFff and rinn: ing we pulted alﬁng above and behind
them, guessing where they were slnce it was dark and no one conld see anyone
else.

Everyone was to call the IP cutbound. One by one we heard the calls, Ehanik
God. Then we hear this voice "Is everybody out?" "wWho axe_y§u°“ *This 5%
Apple something or other." "Where are you?" "I'm back at the ! holding point
ting to be sure everyone got out okay.™ "™G&% di*d jerk.” We told him to
geL His a** airborne and Head for the TP ax fast as his fushy machine would
take him, He acknowledgéd. By this Lime we had nearly r@achnd the 1P
ourselves. Jerry and I loaked at gatly other and sald "We doi't have a
cholee, " With possible MiGs axound a Lonely Jolly all by himself makes for a
preliy good target. We burned arousid, climbed Lo a wice MIG target altitude,
three or fopr thousand, and went Christmas tres,

{1} Bvery lighl we had was btuvned on and we slowly drove back Lo Hanol. With
MiG calls coming every few minutes I was Sweating profusely. Don't know if it
wae hot, T was scarsd of just booped dut, but 1 was asosked, If seemed an
ghernity byt ag the camp and the west side ol Hanol was wlipping andsy Lhe
nosge we heard the IP cail. Lights ocut and Split=8.

(8) We beat feet west for the IP on the ceck. Getting away from the rivey
valléy and intp tha dark country side we climbed to a safe albtitude to clear
the weuntains enroute fo Udorn. Then suarted to take care ¢f some pilot
StUff. We had used up the left stub tank getting there and most of the vight
He were on internal over the target and used the centerline while holding,
Time to olean np-the-fuci mess: The right stub ran our almost right away,
jdst 4 couple mintted wers left in it. Time to Jetiikon. Thab's when Lhe
Yopngest twe seconds of my life cccurred. I hit the buttorn but instead of
falling away it pitehed upy slﬂﬂmed back against the leading edoe making it
iato a vee shdape dnd vame bouncing aleng the leading edge of the wing toward
the fuselage. | can see it ko this ﬁay, making four bounces apd thar falling
Ewéy uncer the wing: It all hdgpened AT one or LWO.uLF rics, dldﬁft even.have
Lime to say "Oh 2...." ! sowetines wondey what would have hqpp&ged T tﬁe.
right horizental stabilizer if it had devided 1o pass up and over the wing
instead of under. I don't dwall on 4t chelgh, too scary. The five Joliies,;
Chree Sartying the assault Corse and bio empty becauss of no prisoners,
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were all together having had to hit a tanker in order to make it back,

The A~l's were spread out who knew wheve, but =till in radio

contact. As we crossed the PLJ we picked up the beeper of the downed Weasels
and soon made voice contact. They were both all right. #1 was cool, but #2
was a little panicky. Not because he was being threatened but because he was
all alone, in the dark, in the woods, in Laos. I didn‘t blame him one bit.
Then we made contact with four Sandy's launched out of NKP in answer to the
Weasel's May Day c¢all. The Wild Weasel used their normal callsign, but the
Sandys didn't know who we were because of our special gallsighs. It took a
hell of a while to convince them that Peach and Apple really meant Sandy and
Jolly. The ecallsign battle had beesn

long and arduous, but in the end we lost. I'll never forgive the Air Force
for either picking them or allowing them to be forced on us, At least the
Army had callsigns that if not macho were at least neutral. Blue Boy, Red
Wine, Green leaf, Gear Box and Axle. What did the wimpy Air Force come up
with? A-1's Peach, Jollies Apple,

the HH-3 that crash landed in the compound Banana, Talons Cherry and the
C-130 tanker Lime., A damn fruit salad. It was embarrassing, down right
bumiliating. I'll never forgive those pencil pushing Air Forue pukes for
that. Anyway, it was decided that the two empty Jollies would hang around
with the four Sandy's and make a pick up at first light. From what I
onderstand it was ungontested and pretty much a piece of cake. Landing at
Udorn we were all rushed to debriefing, a building right on the flight line.
As I walked in I was met by a group of Intel people with wide grins across
their faces and seemed higher then kites. I thought they were lunatics. They
asked "How many priscners?" I said "None, the camp was empty."™ The grins
disappeared and theilr faces turned pale. "What?" I repeated it and thought
they were going to pass out. What had happened was after leaving the tauget
area the Army did a head

count and got it all screwed up. For a while they thought someone might have
been left behind. For several minutes over the radio we could hear the
chatter between the Jallies., "I've got thirty-three, I've got thirty-five;
I've got thirty-two, I've got thirty-cne.” Seemed to go on forsver. Finally
they got it right and no one was left behind. The high orbiting EC-135 must
have been relaying all that back to Udorn and it was

interpreted by the Intel people as a prisoner count, They all thought we had
rescued thirty some prisoners. Once that got squared away, the debriefing
fell apart. People running every which way. I don't remember ever being
debriefed and don't think

anyone ever was, What preparations had been made to receive prisoners I don't
know but they had to be considerable and now were all down the tubes. It was
almost a state of panic. Col. Simons, Jerry Rhine, Dick Meadows and maybe
others were whisked off to meet with Gen. Leroy Mapor at Monkey Mountain at
Da Nang.

(9) The rest of us were left in the lurch and forgotten about, The sun was
coming up

by then and we all wandered out onto the ramp, Sat down on the cement cross
legged, Indian style, in circles of about ten. Us in our reeking sweat soaked
flight suits and the grunts with their blackened faces, guns, grenades and
what-have-you hanging off them. They were bleeding from every square inch of
exposed 8kin from dozens of euts, scrapes and bruiges. We were all just gat
mumbling to each other. No stories were being told. We had all just done it,
seen it or heard it and knew what had happened. Then, someone came aut and
handed a bottle to ®ach of the circles.

Everyone took a sip and passed it around and around and arcund, till it was
empty. All of us still just mumbling to ourselves and each other., I can't
attest to what was geing on at the other circles, but there wasn't a dry eye
at ours. A tear running down every cheek. A gallant effort with nothing to
show. To h... and back for naught,

John Warésh, USAF, Het.

NOTES
(1) During WWII, we taught the locals there to use telephones and various
communications means to warn us of Japanese planes taking off to attack us.
The communists used the same techniques against us in the Vietnamese War.
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Bob It was my outfit 40th ARRS that hosted the raid..5 53s four PJs and one pilot. I
picked John Eld. RAndy Mccomb. Jon Holberg and Wayne Fisk its odd that tree out of
the four ;have had some bad luck since then. Plz forward to Fisk I cannot get it to him
Thanks Pappy

~-Qriginal Message-----

From:; Jim Studiey <1Stud@bsc.net>

To: Tommy Stenstrom <tstens4123@aol.com>; Paul Helen Rudioff <phrudi@aol.com>;
Phil Prince <psprince@onramp.net>; Scott "Hot Hands' Petts <spetts@earthlink net>;
Mel, Pat, ‘Parsioni’ Parsons <Rusboss@aol.com>; Dick, BJ Michaels
<BJNRAP@aol.com>; Jim, Betty Lisco <jamn_|me@aol com>; Pappy LaCasse
<hughnrus@resortnet.com>; Woody Kimsey <pastimeii@aol.com>; Kerry KO Kelly
<ko@gnt.net>; Ron Jesberg <RJesberg@sikorsky.com>; George Goodail
<georgeg305S@aol.com>; Fred Dent <fdent2000@aol.con>

Date: Monday, January 10, 2000 4:13 AM

Subject: Interesting

Date: Mon, 13 Dec 1999 15:16:46 EST
Subject: A-1's at Son Tay

The following is what I remember of the A-1 participation in the Son
Tay

prison camp raid. Wayne Mutza asked for some input to research he's
doing

on a book he's writing. This is what I came up with.

3 o e e ok o o ok ook ok ok ok s i e ok o ok ok e ke e ok s o e ke o ok sk ol ke e
A-1 Participation in the Son Tay Raid, 21 November 1970

On the Saturday night of 20 November 1970 a C-130 picked us up from
::jfl:gé we had been housed in the CIA compound since deploying from
Efgli;nN KP flight line was blacked out, even the tower people had been
relieved and it was empty. The C-130 landed, without any lights on it
?1;3 runway and ramp, and taxied to the ramp. It had aiready lowered the

rear ramp and when it came to almost a stop ten of us ran out, 2 pilots

for each of the five Fat faces we were taking, It then continued on,
pulling up the ramp, taxied out and took off. It had other people to



deliver to other locations. The only people out and about were the crew

chiefs and us. Of course the Wing Commander met us and followed me
around

like a puppy dog asking question after question, none of which I could
answer. He got rather [teed off] as I recall.

Picking up our flight gear we went straight to the birds, cranked up
and

taxied out. No taxi, runway or aircraft lights were used and no radio
either, total silence. (The radio was not to be used till over the
camp.)

Taking off at the exact second, we did a 360 over the base to join up.

A

C-130 Talon was to rendezvous with us there and lead us on. Timing was
everything. It wasn't there. We did two more 360s and couldn't wait any

longer. We were, by that time, about ten minutes behind schedule.

The backup plan was to navigate ourselves to Son Tay, following the
planned route and arriving at the appointed time, 0200 local, Sunday,
21

November. No way, Jose. We had agreed among ourselves earlier that
that

was not a viable plan. We would fly the course until we got lost, which

we
knew we would, and then head straight for Hanoi. Hold just south of the

IP, which was the Black River, straight west of the camp, and do our
thing
at the TOT. (Time Over Target)

The route was NKP, straight to Vientiane, straight north out of there
and

then drop to low level and weave through the karst and valleys all the
rest of the way. Impossible at night for A-1s. A back up rendezvous
with

the Talon was over Vientiane at the appointed minute, but, because we
had

made an extra 360 over NKP waiting, we were running late. We had
been

unable to make up all the lost time, some of it but not all. We hit
Vientiane a few minutes late, maybe five, no Talon. We tumed north and



pressed on.

__Aﬁ_'er Vientiane passed behind, there were no lights anywhere, ink
Einacg #'.t'hen our worst nightmare loomed up. A cloud bank. Being lead, I
Wwﬁfr:itcd about being hit, but the rest of the flight exploded like a

C:g :;zailsi everyone in God only knows what direction. Pushing it up, I
climbed straight ahead and soon popped out on top. Not an A-1 in sight
anfl;f .hope of joining up again without lights or radio. We were all on our

oW,

After a short time, we noticed a speck of light far ahead. A star?

After

watching it a while, we were sure it was below the horizon and no Lao
in

his right mind would have a light on. Had to be something else. Heading

straight for it, it took some time to catch. A fully loaded A-1 is no
speed demon.

Sure enough, there was our Talon with a teeny-weeny white light on the
top

of the fuselage and a dim bluish glow coming from the open ramp in the
rear, Couldn't see the bluish glow until you were only few meters from
it.

There were already two A-1's there, one on each wing. We moved up
and the

left one moved out and we took our place on the left wing tip. A few
minutes later the other two A-1's slowly pulled up and once we were all

n
place the little white light went out, the bluish glow went out and the

Talon descended inte the black. >From there on it was hold on tight as
it
bobbed and weaved through the hills and valleys.

The Talon driver was top notch. His power applications during climbs
and

descents and gentle banking allowed our heavy A-1 to hang right in
there.

The three day "moon window" we had for this operation provided good



night
vis. With one exception. Several valleys we drove through were so deep
that mountains, karst, trees or whatever eclipsed the moon. When that
happened it was like diving into an inkwell. You could make out only a
few
feet of wing tip and that was only because of our own exhaust flame.
When
turns or ups and downs occurred at those times it was tough.

As we emerged from the back country out over the Red River Valley it
was

almost like being over fowa farm country with Omaha/Council Bluffs up
ahead. (Hanoi) Lights everywhere. Soon there after the Talon started
climbing and we knew the IP was coming up. We had a controlled
altitude

over the IP. The choppers, with their Talon, were going to be under us
coming in from a different direction. They should have been slightly
ahiead

of us but one couldn’t be sure everyone was on time. The control time
was

over the camp so IP times were adjusted for the different speeds.

Then the Talon transmitted the code word. First of anything we heard on

the radio all night. I can't remember the word but it was to be picked
e _ _

by a high orbiting EC-135 over northern Laos and relayed back to
wherever.

It meant we had crossed the IP. (We were two seconds off. The best
anyone

had done during practice was ten minutes. Of course we didn't have
Talons

for the practice.) The Talon then accelerated out and up like a shot
and

disappeared in the night. The heading to the camp was 091 and trying to

reset our DG by a giggly whiskey compass was an effort in futility. You
remember the high tech, latest hardware we had on board. Good thing all
the towns, cities and roads were lit up. With the target study we had
done

it was like being in your own back yard.

Next number 5 pealed off to the right. He was backup in case anyone



shot down and was to orbit a large hill just south of course until
called

in. As it turnied out the hill was an Army artillery practice range and

it

wasn't long before they started taking a few rounds. They moved off to
somewhete ¢else, probably closer to the camp, don't know where. Just
another example of the brilliant Intel we had.

Then 3 & 4 pealed off to the left to hold just short of the camp till

called in. The plan was to call them in when we had expended 50% of
our

ordnance. Then they would do the same with us, each time expending
50% of

what you had left. That way, if someone went down, there would always
be

aircraft in the air that had some ordnance left for support. Then 2
dropped back so we could set up a two aircraft Daisy Chain around the
camp.

It was like a precision ballet, a computer simulation would not have
hif;ger timed. Just as I rolled into a bank along side the camp two
i;z-;;ed right over it, having been released from one of the Talons. At
ﬁsfme. __time Banana (HH-3 with Blue Boy assault team aboard.) crashed
i?ri:fzg the camp compound and the first Apple (CH-53) opened up with
mini-guns on the watch towers and the guard quarters. The towers either

blew apart or caught fire as did the guard quarters. We didn't want the

big fire consuming the two story quarters, attracts attention, but it
was
too late.

At that time we had nothing to do except to make sure no one
approached

the camp. No one did. We could see the sparkles from a Fire Fight
Simulator dropped by one of the Talons on the other side of town as a
distraction and soon a large explosion and fire where another Talon
dumped

napalm on an infantry base armory a few klicks to the South.

Then the shit hit the fan. Gear Box (The Command and Control team.)
started yelling about losing Axle. Axle was Col. (Bull) Simons personal



call sign. "We've lost Axle" he kept yelling. "God damn, Simons has
been
killed, we're all in deep shit."

At this point I'd like to say that [ think the Universe will collapse

n

upon itself in the Big Crunch before the Army and Air Force will ever
be

able to talk to each other on a radio and have each other understand
what's going on. He wasn't lost like being dead in AF jargon, they just

didn't know where he was, couldn't find him.

Then the radio erupted with chatter from everywhere. The second Apple
carrying half the assault force and Bull Simons, had landed the troops
in

the wrong place. There heading had been one degree off coming in from
the

IP. (Whether pilot or equipment error I don't know.) Placing them
several

hundred meters south of the camp. When the time ran out they saw a
building that didn't quite look like the guard quarters but it was the

only building around, so landed. That's where the infamous "Fire Fight
at |

The School" took place. We called it a school because it looked like a
school



