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                     MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION 
 AIR FORCE NAVIGATORS OBSERVERS ASSOCIATION
 Name ______________________________________

 Spouse's Name ______________________________
 
 Address ____________________________________ 

  ___________________________________________

City ________________________________________ 

State / 9-digit ZIP _____________________________ 

Home Phone ________________________________

Work Phone _________________________________
 
Cell Phone __________________________________
 
E-Mail Address _______________________________

Base Name/Class Number ______________________

Make check payable to AFNOA and mail to:
 Leonard T. Melcher, AFNOA Treasurer 
 103 Steel Valley Drive 
 Boerne, TX 78006-7019
              Telephone: 512-296-5209
              e-mail: c5nav@hotmail.com

Note: AFNOA is an IRS 501(c)(19) non-profit organization. 
Annual Membership — $15.00 under age 79

$50.00 for 4-year membership 
Age 80 and over —  $35.00 for life

If you are currently a member, GREAT!  Please consider a 
donation to the operating account.  If you are not a current 
member, please consider joining and giving a donation to 
the organization. (Checks only, please.)  Thank you.

Membership    $ _____________ 

Donation to Operating Account  $ _____________

Total Amount Enclosed   $ _____________

DR Ahead is the official publication of the Air Force Naviga-
tors Observers Association, Inc. (AFNOA Inc.); a non-profit, 
non-political organization dedicated to maintaining the peace 
and security of the United States of America and a spirit of 
comradeship among all Aerial or Surface Navigators, Observ-
ers and Bombardiers who are serving or have served in the 
U.S. Air Force or its predecessors, the United States Marine 
Corps, the United States Navy, the United States Army, the 
United States Coast Guard, or any of the predecessor organi-
zations of these service organizations, or persons closely affil-
iated with navigation in any capacity on a case-by-case basis. 
TENOA, the forerunner of AFNOA, was organized by Clarke 
Lampard, Ellington Class 50-D, in 1985.

DR Ahead is published quarterly by AFNOA, Inc.,  6441 
Avenida De Galvez, Navarre, Florida 32566-8911.  Presorted 
3rd class postage is paid at Fort Walton Beach, Florida.

MANUSCRIPTS are welcomed, especially by e-mail (address: 
sue.curran@att.net) or by submittal to the editor on data CDs, 
IBM/Microsoft Windows-compatible formats only please.  All 
submissions must include the address/contact of the contrib-
utor; no anonymous material will be printed; however, names 
will be withheld on request.  The editor reserves the right to 
edit submitted articles for reasons of taste, clarity, legal liabil-
ity, or length.  The comments and views herein represent the 
views of the editor and are not necessarily those of AFNOA, 
Inc. Deadline for the next issue is 15 May 2024.

CHANGE OF ADDRESS:  Please report changes of address 
to: AFNOA, Inc., 4109 Timberlane, Enid, OK 73703-2825; 
jfaulkner39@suddenlink.net;  580-242-0526.
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Convair B-36 Peacemaker in flight.  Photo provided by 
Ron Barrett. 

HISTORIAN’S REPORT
by Ronald P. Barrett, AFNOA Historian

James Connally 63-06
 The Air Mobility Command Museum at Dover 
AFB has asked for Curtiss C-46 aircraft navigator station 
information.  If you have any technical data, manuals, 
and or photos please contact them: 

Additionally: If anyone has information of any 
type about the B-36, please let me know.  The crew by all 
measures was large and normally 15 flyers.  I’m especial-
ly looking for information like a good photo of the crew’s 
latrine or toilets.  Guess there were some, but where 
were they located and what were they like?  I heard a ru-
mor they had a cooking pot!  True?  Thanks to all ahead 
of time.  Please email me at ronaldpbarrett@yahoo.com.

FROM THE TREASURER’S DESK: 
LATEST DONATIONS

by Leonard Melcher, Mather 74-17
DONATIONS: AFNOA greatly appreciates donations to 
the operating fund from the following members:
James Alexander (James Connally 65-18) - $1000
Craig Hinton (Harlingen 53-12) - $200
John Moore (Harlingen 56-14) - $100
Edward Moran (James Connally 63-11) - $100
Raphael Bowman (Harlingen 61-03) - $65
William Kauffman (James Connally 63-14) - $50
Robert Seigel (Mather 53-12) - $15

*********

NOTAM: NEW FLASH DRIVE 
AFNOA has created a new offer to our members.  We have created an updated flash drive containing all of the 
instructional material from navigator training, articles from The Navigator magazine, and additional other materials 
from the original AFNOA flash drive.  We will also include digital copies (PDF) of the DR Ahead newsletter going 
back to the beginning when it was just a single letter in 1984, to the latest copy when you order.  Your suggested 
donation of $35 will cover all expenses including shipping.  Just place your order with Leonard Melcher (Treasur-
er), contact info on page 16 of this publication.  The flash drive will also be available at the next reunion.

FROM THE TREASURER’S DESK:
2023 DONATIONS

by Leonard Melcher, Mather 74-17
DONATIONS:  As promised, here is the 2023 list of do-
nations to the operating fund from the following mem-
bers:
Master Navigator Level ($250 or more)
Frank Gawell (Harlingen 60-19) - $750
Leonard Melcher (Mather 74-17) - $250
David Belden (Harlingen 56-09) - $250
Senior Navigator Level ($150 to $249)
Vincent Cerisano (Harlingen 57-09) - $200
Doyle Balentine (James Connally 60-22) - $200
Joseph Sanchez (Harlingen 56-02) $200
Ronnie Gill (Mather 72-02) - $150
Navigator Level ($0 to $149)
Ronald Roland (James Connally 57-07) - $100
William Duvall (Harlingen 54-12) - $100
Carl Schrader (James Connally 63-17) - $100
Dale Robinson, Jr. (James Connally 63-21) - $100
Dike Artley (Harlingen 61-06) - $100
Jefferson Steerman (Harlingen 57-03) - $65
Richard Ahrens (Ellington 54-16) - $63
Martin Davis (James Connally 65-18) - $50
John De Groot, Jr. (James Connally 62-14) - $35
Ronald Baker (James Connally 64-11) - $35
Martin Godfrey (James Connally 64-18) - $25
Cecil Brinega (Harlingen 60-22) $30
Thomas Mangan (Mather 67-05) - $15
Ralph Wyatt (James Connally 63-15) – $15
Thomas Degen (James Connally 63-12) - $15
Leonard Jones (Harlingen 59-16) - $15
Charles Traylor (James Connally 66-12) - $15
Wayne Freeman (Harlingen 56-12) - $15
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NOTAM:  DR AHEAD BY INTERNET
Still getting a hard copy of DR Ahead?  Join the over three 
hundred members who have elected to receive DR Ahead 
via the internet, thereby helping to ensure the longevity of 
our association by saving AFNOA the postage and print-
ing.  Please e-mail to Jim Faulkner at jfaulkner39@sud-
denlink.net to switch.

NOTAM:  DEATHS and CHANGES OF PERSONAL 
INFORMATION 
Report address, cell or land line number, and e-mail 
changes to: AFNOA, 4109 Timberlane, Enid, OK 73703-
2825; or to jfaulkner39@suddenlink.net; or call 580-242-
0526.

HOW COLD IS IT? 
by Murray Siegel, Ph.D., James Connally 65-03
Anyone who served on a SAC flying crew during 

the Cold War had a reasonable chance of being sta-
tioned at a base in the northern tier of our nation.  Many 
of these bases were thought to have two seasons— win-
ter and July the 4th.  I had the experience of serving 
three years (three long winters) at Griffiss AFB in Rome, 
NY, where the usual annual snow accumulation was 
ten feet.  The winter temperatures were typically below 
freezing and often below zero.

During my service at Griffiss, there were two 
events that demonstrated the power of the winter sea-
son.  The first took place in February 1966, when a bliz-
zard hit the base.  Five feet of snow fell and gusting 
winds kept the runways covered with snow, despite ma-
jor efforts by snow plows and blowers.  In fact, the snow 
on the runways was so bad that the wing’s alert status 
was downgraded.  If the Soviets had attacked, the Griff-
iss B-52s would not have been launched.

I did not participate in this event since I was 
walking on snowshoes in five feet of snow up in the Si-
erra Nevada mountains— I was experiencing the Trek at 
the Stead AFB survival school.  When I returned home, 
the snow was still piled up; the ten-foot drifts were now 
topping off at 15 feet as snow plows pushed aside the 
snow to clear streets.  That snow stayed around for 
weeks.

About a year later I had a chance to experience 
Artic cold in Rome, NY.  I was on alert when the tem-
perature dropped to 40 degrees below zero and winds 
gusted to 50 knots.  Only the flight crews and cooks 
were allowed to stay at the alert facility.  All others were 
sent home.  We were permitted to leave the alert facility 
only once a day, to check our aircraft, except for alerts.  
I wore an Arctic parka, two sets of insulated underwear 
and mittens with multiple layers, yet I froze when we 
went out to the airplane in the morning.

It is said that a SAC crewmember was retiring at 
Loring AFB in Maine.  Neighbors were curious about the 
snow shovel he hung from the back of the family vehicle.  
When asked to explain, he said that they were traveling 
south and when somebody asked what was that device 
hanging from his car, they would stop and live there.  
I should mention that the furthest north we have lived 
since 1972 is Greenville, SC.

BURNING WATER 
by Robert G. Certain, Mather 70-16

We probably all remember the huge amount 
of black smoke billowing from the engines of B-52s (A 
through G models) and KC-135As as we roared down 
the runway for takeoff.  Minimum Interval Takeoffs (MI-
TOs) were even more exciting, since following aircraft 
could barely make out the runway and then had to climb 
through the turbulence of the leaders.  Water injection 
into the jets added about 30% more thrust for the takeoff 
roll and initial climb, but it was also responsible for the 
black smoke. 

At Andersen AFB on Guam, the B-52D need-
ed all the thrust it could get to overcome the dip and 
rise in the runway, and still had to descend below the 
top of the cliff in order to gain enough airspeed to begin 
the climb to cruise altitude.  When Bullet Shot brought 
B-52G aircraft in large numbers to Guam in the spring 
and summer of 1972, my crew (Blytheville S-18) was 
among the participants.  All went well until one day in the 
autumn.  We were a cell lead (fortunately) as we took 
the active, fully loaded aircraft to a gross takeoff weight 
of 488,000 pounds.  Our roll began in the near overrun 
and proceeded on the downslope until I called S-1 and 
we began the upslope toward the other end.  Two sec-
onds later, we were committed to the takeoff – but we 
then lost water on all eight engines!  We no longer had 
enough runway to stop and enough power to reach un-
stick. The pilot, a former D-model pilot, called out, “Hold 
on gunner” and then, over the radio, told the other two 
planes in the cell to delay their roll.

While the four crew members on the upper deck 
could theoretically eject and survive, the RN and I (the 
Nav) could not.  The pilots roared into the far overrun 
and five knots below unstick managed to jerk the aircraft 
off the ground, suck up the gear, miss the landing lights, 
and commence the old D-model practice of descending 
below the cliff to gain enough speed to be able to begin 
our climb to join the cell for the long flight to southeast 
Asia and the target.

The maintenance troops at Andersen did not 
make many mistakes, but someone failed that time to 
“red X” the aircraft when the water tanks were not filled 
properly. I was grateful we were in a G and that our air-
craft commander had many flights from Guam in Ds be-
fore that fateful day.
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CREW PHOTOS
Crew Photos from Craig Hinton, Harlingen 53-12C

Crew Photo from Chuck Bristol, James Connally 64-16

Left: Crew picture of Carswell E57 taken on Guam (Anderson 
AFB) in January 1973, standing by a B52D aircraft.
This was just after Linebacker 2 that brought North Vietnam 
back to the bargaining table and ended our involvement there.  
We flew three missions out of Guam during the 11-day period of 
Linebacker 2.  
The crew names from left to right are: Capt Chuck Bristol, Radar 
Nav; Capt Bud Hughes, Electronic Warfare; Capt Bill Beavers 
(wearing helmet),Nav; Maj Craig Mizner, Aircraft Commander; 
Capt Don Craig, Co-pilot; and Tsgt Ron Ragan, Tail Gunner.  

Harlingen AFB, 1953.  Nav Cadet Class 53-12C.

Johnson AB, Japan, c. 1954, 3rd Bomb Wing, 8th Bomb Squad-
ron.  Douglas B-26 Invader Crew, L to R: 1Lt Robert Keith, Pilot; 
1Lt Craig Hinton, Nav/bomb; A3C J. Kiernan, Gunner; A1C C. Wil-
son, Flight Mechanic. (Note: today’s crews have much nicer flight 
suits!) 

Amarillo AFB, TX, c. 1960, 461st Bomb Wing, 764th Bomb Squad-
ron.  B-52D Crew L-26, L to R: Maj Emory Kestler, Aircraft Com-
mander; 1Lt William Piper, Co-Pilot; Capt Vern Rood, Radar Nav; 
Capt Craig Hinton, Nav; Capt Rodney Swanson, ECM; SSgt Eldra 
Dixon, Gunner.

Grenier Field, New Hampshire, c. 1966, Project “Phyllis Ann.”  
Aircraft EC-47 Ferry Crew #5, L to R: Maj Ivel Freeman, Pilot; 
Maj Leroy Bohrer, Pilot; Maj John Ayala, Aircraft Commander; 
Maj Craig Hinton, Navigator; Capt Richard Kunz, Navigator; 
TSgt Bill Pigg, Flight Mechanic (not pictured).  
Route of EC-47N, Tail #166: New Hampshire–Topeka–Los An-
geles–McClellan AFB–McChord AFB–Elmendorf AFB–Adak Isl–
Midway Isl–Wake Isl–Guam–Mactan Isl–Clark AB–Saigon.  
97 hours, 22 days.

*********

*********
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HOMECOMING FLIGHT

by Robert H. Sokol, Harlingen 59-11
Flying all around the world as a Military Airlift 

Command (MAC) C-141 navigator can leave a person 
with lots of vague memories as the past blurs and the 
Kadena AB, Okinawa to Hickam AFB, HI, runs or Tor-
rejon AB, Spain, to Incirlik AB, Turkey, flights become 
mostly indistinguishable.  However, one flight will always 
stand out as the most memorable because of its person-
al importance and because it couldn’t have been more 
screwed up.

My crew arrived at Hickam AFB with a perfectly 
good flying C-141 after a long trip shuttling from Clark 
AB to airbases in Thailand, and was looking forward to 
getting home to Norton AFB, CA.  The command post 
duty officer told us that he was taking our airplane from 
us and putting us into the crew stage.  That was some-
thing akin to blowing your nose on Superman’s cape—
just not done.  After a very vocal outburst from our crew, 
he calmed us down saying that he meant the Homecom-
ing Air Evac stage because our crew was highly quali-
fied in all crew positions, and they had been watching us 
knowing that this important flight was coming up.

Air evac means aeromedical evacuation and 
Operation Homecoming was the return of the former 
Viet Nam prisoners of war.  Needless to say, we were 
thrilled at the opportunity, so thrilled that we washed and 
even ironed our flight suits.

We were alerted at the scheduled time and 
picked up our paperwork at the command post, includ-
ing a computer flight plan which showed a nice tail wind 
to Andrews AFB as usual.  However, the weather briefer 
indicated that the actual winds were about 20 knots on 
the nose.  Not a big deal, navigators know how to recal-
culate the time and the extra fuel required to reach the 
destination safely.

On 17 March 1975, we preflighted the aircraft, 
loaded our 20 VIPs, their support people and the medi-
cal crew; then we started the engines and taxied to the 
runway.  As we broke ground, a voice came over the 
VHF radio announcing what our arrival time at Andrews 
AFB would be based on the tailwind time en route.  We 
could add enough extra power along the way and possi-
bly make up some of the time—remembering, however, 
that the C-141 was not the sleekest airplane in the in-
ventory.

We proceeded toward the west coast without 
making up any of the time necessary to arrive at our 
assigned time.  As we approached the coast, we were 
told to contact the MAC Command Post at Scott AFB, IL, 
for some information.  About this time McClellen Airways 
handed us off to Oakland Center and 22d Air Force and 
the Travis AFB Command Post got into the act.  Every-
one on the flight deck had a radio so someone could 
actually fly the airplane.  About this time, we got word 

from the back of the airplane that the returnees wanted 
to see the west coast shoreline.  This was undoubtedly 
the most reasonable request of the day because it may 
have been eight years since some of them had seen the 
mainland USA.  The fact that there was a solid layer of 
clouds below us did present a small problem.

We asked Oakland if there had been any pilot 
reports of holes in the clouds.  An airline pilot came up 
and said that there was a hole about 150 miles south 
of San Francisco so we requested permission to divert 
south.  What the heck, we would never make our arriv-
al time anyway.  Oakland came back and told us that 
we could go anywhere we wanted and he would clear 
us of other traffic.  Other commercial pilots called and 
asked us our position so they could point us out to their 
passengers.  The head flight surgeon determined that it 
was nap time for our VIPs as we were approaching the 
possible hole in the clouds—a nap versus a glimpse of 
the west coast was no contest.

The one thing that went right was the coast 
being visible so we made a few 360s so that everyone 
could get up on the flight deck (no passenger windows in 
a C-141) and see the waves rolling in against the coast-
line.

All of the radio talk resulted in a decision that 
we were being diverted to Scott AFB because the cross-
winds at Andrews were too high for a C-141 to land. This 
meant that we were no longer late for our arrival time.  
We asked for a clearance direct to Scott and Oakland 
Center again said okay.  A helpful commercial gave us 
a heading to fly, only to call back later and say that they 
had miscalculated the heading.  My aircraft commander 
endeared himself to me forever when he responded for 
everyone on frequency to hear that his navigator had 
recognized the error immediately.

A new arrival time was needed so I took every-
thing into consideration and added five minutes to my 
guess because it is easier to lose time than make up 
time. A couple of hundred miles out of Scott, we started 
talking about the descent and approach and how long 
it would take because it looked like we needed to lose 
the five-minute cushion.  At that point the aircraft com-
mander told me that he had added 10 minutes to my 
time so now we are 15 minutes early.  By starting the de-
scent right away, flying the approach slowly, and taxiing 
at a snail’s pace we might not be too far off.  The tower 
cleared us for a straight-in approach with the landing roll 
ending right at the apron—no slow flying and no slow 
taxiing and a C-141 is too large to hide.

Our professional egos were severely bruised, 
but we figured the important people on the airplane re-
ally didn’t care if we were early or by how much.  On 
that dusky late afternoon when we arrived at our parking 
place there was a band, a red carpet and 200 or more 
people who had gotten the word that 20 VIPs were ar-
riving.



DR AHEAD    PAGE 10

*********

As a footnote to a wild but wonderful day, we 
arrived at the transit crew quarters only to find out that it 
was shift change time and it would be 30 minutes before 
we could check in.  A phone call to the Base Command-
er reduced the time to a matter of seconds.

*********
OCEAN STATIONS: AN AID TO NAVIGATION?

by Ed Cotter, James Connally 63-02
Back in the late fifties to the late sixties there 

were various ocean station ships primarily in the Atlantic 
(“Juliet,” “Kilo” and “Bravo”), and one in the middle of 
the leg from California to Hawaii (“November”).  They 
were primarily staffed by coast guard personnel or mar-
itime personnel of European countries.  Their primary 
duty when originated was to provide an area for propel-
ler planes to ditch.  They had radar and were more than 
willing to give positions to aircraft, but of course it was 
all based on their knowing where they were in the first 
place and that was always a “WAG” (wild a** guess).

On my hundreds of passages across the Atlan-
tic and Pacific Oceans, I used to ask the operators of 
those vessels if they had any messages to their wives, 
girlfriends or whomever.  Their tours of duty were a min-
imum of six weeks, so they usually were always anxious 
for a crew member to relay their love and greetings to 
folks back home.  Interestingly enough, for every ten or 
so postcards that I filled out and mailed to those respec-
tive addresses I probably received at least six back to 
me, thanking me for relaying those messages.

A couple of humorous stories come to my mem-
ory.  In one, a young navigator checking into Dover who 
was assigned to “Old Shaky” (C-124), was hanging out 
at the bar a few days before his departure when he 
overheard a few of the senior navs talking about ocean 
stations.  He quietly soaked all of this wisdom in and 
when that day came, he was ready to communicate with 
Ocean Station Kilo when he got within range.

There was a sheet of paper where the nav would 
relay the last position, next position and flight altitude to 
the ocean station; then if he wanted, he would request a 
radar fix from them.  Being in the clouds all of the time, 
they rarely knew where they were, so any assistance 
was always welcomed.  The golden bar lieutenant anx-
iously awaited the time when he was in radio contact 
with the ocean station.   So when that time came, he 
transmitted to the ocean station on “interphone,” as he 
had no idea what a VHF position on his radio dial meant.  
The instructor nav and pilots immediately were awak-
ened from their fetal position and decided to answer the 
student nav on the interphone.  The pilot replied, “Ya, 
wait till vee turn up the scope and vee will try to find 
you.”  Several moments passed while the young nav 
was anxiously awaiting the reply from the ocean station.  
All of a sudden, there came a reply, “Hey dere mats, 

help, vee have had und explosion in der boiler room, 
vee are taking on wasser und sinking, can you help 
us?”  Hearing this, the student nav got out of his seat 
and started jumping and yelling that those poor bastards 
were sinking.  To his wonderment everyone was laugh-
ing and he eventually figured out that he had been had. 

The second story took place at Ocean Station 
November, which was positioned at 140 west longitude, 
approximately halfway to Hawaii.  It was staffed by US 
Coast Guard personnel.  Charleston AFB used to oper-
ate around-the-world flights and part of the itinerary was 
from Hickam to Travis and then on to Charleston.  It was 
primarily a state department cargo and passenger run.  
On a particular flight out of Hickam, one of the passen-
gers was a very distinguished and proper lady in her late 
fifties.  So, the crew asked her if she would like to sit up 
in the cockpit area where it was a bit more comfortable.  
She appreciated that act of kindness and I engaged her 
in conversation.  I was surprised to find out that she was 
an aeronautical engineer and had designed the bubble 
dome on the RAF Lancaster bomber during WWII.  She 
had an engaging personality and was all dressed up 
with two or three flower leis that friends had given her on 
departure.  I told her about the ocean station and asked 
if she would like to give the position report which she 
readily agreed to.  

As we approached November, she switched 
over the VHF on the radio switch and proudly, in her 
cockney accent, spoke the words of the position report 
text.  The folks in the radio room were quite attentive 
to the British accent and promptly replied it was such a 
pleasure to hear such a distinctive accent and that they 
were going to flash the lights of the ship in hopes that 
she might see it from the plane.  To which, she promptly 
replied that she was casting her flower lei through the 
porthole (which incidentally did not exist) and she was 
hoping that it would float to the ship with her love.  The 
operators on the boat said they would be shining their 
searchlights in hopes that they might find it.  Then the 
lovely British lady returned the switch on the radio and 
announced to the aircrew, “Those poor chaps would 
probably like a different kind of a “lei,” but at 55 years of 
age, I am not too accommodating.”  The aircrew erupted 
in total laughter at that comment.

Sadly, the ocean stations of the world were all 
taken out of commission a few years later and yet anoth-
er chapter of aids to navigation were lost in the history 
books.

NOTAM: NEED HELP locating and relocating other 
navigators:
Requirements: Must have a computer plus access to the 
internet.  If you are interested in helping, please contact 
Jim Faulkner at jfaulkner39@suddenlink.net for details.
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   NAVIGATOR TALES
     by Richard W. Ahrens & Susan M. Curran  
A 214-page hardcover self-published book of articles 
by navigators, bombardiers and other ratings—ex-
tracted from DR AHEAD.   After publishing expenses, 
all profits go to AFNOA from this printing.  To order 
your copy, send a check made out to Richard W. 
Ahrens to:

Richard W. Ahrens 
43300 Little River Airport Road #79 
Little River, CA 95456-9612

Navigator Tales                                    
CA State Sales Tax 

Packing & Shipping in U.S. 
Total

Extra Postage & Shipping
for signed copies

Total for signed copies

29.95
2.36
4.87

$37.18

4.87
$42.05

Questions to: RNNN327@gmail.com

*********

BEAT THE DEVIL: A DEADLY INCIDENT
by Richard Myers, James Connally 52-02

I submit this “short” in memory of close friends 
lost although all of us fliers were young and vital, and 
totally convinced that we would live long lives.  This one 
is a lesson on “How to Fall Asleep Aloft at 24,000 Feet,” 
and took place during the Korean War while assigned 
to the 68th Fighter-Interceptor Squadron.  Billy met a 
charming lady in Japan, then learned she was single 
and living with her father, who was stationed at Komaki 
Air Base on the Japanese island Honshu.  Billy desper-
ately wanted to see her—we took a fighter to Komaki Air 
Base, got a cheap hotel room off base, and went to the 
Officers’ Club.  I got a table and Billy got the lady.

We had drinks, good food, pleasant conversa-
tion, and a second round of drinks.  She was well-spo-
ken, with good manners—but when we mentioned stud-
ies, she said she had “difficulty with plane geometry.”  
Billy immediately asked her grade.  She said, “I’m in 
tenth grade.”  Billy confiscated her second drink, and— 
as soon as possible—ended our evening.  He and I went 
to the hotel, could not sleep that warm summer night, 
and went on to ops, but were not yet refueled.  I climbed 
onto a wing and found it cool.  Billy took the other wing.

The fueling crew waked us and refueled us.  We 
taxied, rolled, lifted off, and climbed to 24,000 feet.  I sud-
denly woke up and looked around—ocean everywhere, 
no land in sight!  And—we were descending in a wide 
spiral; Billy’s jet helmet was tilted to left, almost on his 
shoulder.  I yelled on the intercom—no response.  So, I 
began banging on metal with my flashlight.  Eventually 
he woke, righted us, and, tuning to Miho beacon, head-

ed west, back to Honshu. On track, we sang, yelled, told 
jokes, argued, recited checklists, and repeated all that 
over and over until we landed at Itazuke.  A hard lesson.

A TRIBUTE TO BOB HOPE
by Richard Bartholomew, Harlingen 57-01

Over the nine years that I was an active Mas-
ter Navigator in the refueling of SAC B-47s, B-58s and 
B-52s, by happenchance I got to see Bob Hope and his 
entourage several times.  First it was in Ben Guerir, Mo-
rocco, in Africa, but this story takes place at 30,000 feet 
over the Atlantic Ocean with Bob Hope returning to the 
States.  It’s 1971 (I think?) and Bob is shooting his mouth 
off on HF radio with one joke after another to all the 80 
or so GCI sites on the east coast.  Now mind you, these 
guys at the Ground Control Interceptor (GCI) sites had 
been isolated for months at a time and had been only 
handling USAF traffic.  We used to bring them in now 
and then to Goose Bay for a Rest & Relaxation, yes, an 
R&R in Goose Bay, Labrador!  After Hope had done his 
machinations for some ten minutes on HF radio, a voice 
came up from one of the GCI sites and asked Hope to 
put Joey Heatherton, the sexy Hollywood star in the en-
tourage, on the radio. 

Hope was non-plussed and asked, “What are 
you going to ask Joey Heatherton to do?  Remember, 
guys, we’re at 30,000 feet over the Atlantic Ocean.”  Up 
out of the dark and stillness of the night came the re-
ply… “Breathe.”  None of the guys at the GCI sites had 
heard a female voice in months.  It was the only time I 
ever saw Bob Hope without a comeback!
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“ROCKIN’ & ROLLIN’ ”
by Dike D. Artley, Harlingen 61-06

In 1964, our Charleston AFB 41st Squadron 
was assigned the task of delivering humanitarian sup-
plies to the famine-stricken regions of Ethiopia, in the 
Horn of Africa.  It was on August 27th of that year that 
our crew departed from Wheelus AFB in Tripoli, Libya, 
for the 7-hour and 30-minute flight to Addis Ababa (the 
capital and largest city in Ethiopia) with our load of relief 
supplies consisting of food, water, and medical supplies.

When the next crew following us arrived at 
Wheelus AFB, we were informed that their radar had 
become inoperative while en route, and without an oper-
ative radar, they were restricted from making any further 
flights until it was repaired.  With the rugged mass of 
the Ethiopian Highlands mountains topping out at nearly 
15,000 feet, radar was an absolute necessity.  Because 
we had just completed our relief missions, and we were 
scheduled to leave the next morning for Torrejon AB in 
Madrid, Spain, the decision was made to cannibalize the 
parts from our own radar unit to repair theirs—leaving us 
with no radar. 

Early the next morning, we were briefed by the 
Wheelus AFB Flight Operations Chief Meteorologist that 
our flight across the Mediterranean to Madrid would be 
totally free of any Cumulonimbus (Cb) clouds.  He con-
cluded his briefing by saying, “You guys have an enjoy-
able flight.”  Had we only known that his statement was 
about to take on a totally different meaning!

It should be noted that the turbulence inside a 
Cb cloud can be disastrous.  They are powerful, dense, 
towering vertical clouds associated with extreme weath-
er such as hail pellets, lightning, and strong updrafts 
and downdrafts resulting in wind shear and severe tur-
bulence.  There have been documented cases where 
the turbulence can be extreme enough to rip an aircraft 
into pieces.

The master radar scope on the C-130E was lo-
cated at my navigator’s station in the cockpit.  It was my 
responsibility to navigate our plane around any and all 
thunderstorms.  We had been instructed in nav training 
to avoid all thunderstorms by a minimum of 20 nautical 
miles, and never attempt to fly over Cb clouds, for they 
can range up to altitudes greater than 50,000 feet.  Af-
ter taking off from Wheelus at 0555 GMT for our 4-hour 
flight to Madrid, we climbed to our assigned cruising al-
titude of 27,000 feet while admiring below us the beau-
tiful, blue, sparkling waters of the Mediterranean Sea.  
Approximately an hour into our flight, we encountered 
a layer of thin, wispy, feathery-shaped cirrus clouds.  
These clouds, as viewed from our cockpit, didn’t appear 
to be that ominous, so we continued on our flight path 
believing that flying through them would not be an issue.  
We couldn’t have been more wrong.

In a matter of minutes, all hell broke loose.  
What we didn’t know was that embedded within these 
cirrus clouds were a few Cb clouds and we suddenly 
found ourselves inside of one.  Our C-130 became un-
controllable!

We literally dropped out of the sky—losing thou-
sands of feet of altitude in a matter of seconds.  The 
sound of the hail pellets hitting our cockpit windows was 
deafening.  At times, our aircraft was in a nose-down at-
titude.  Items in the cockpit, ranging from our flight bags 
along with navigational charts and other related items 
on my navigator’s desk, were flying around us.  Lt. Don 
Adams was pilot in command, and along with co-pilot 
Lt. Dave Bertram, attempted to keep the aircraft level 
so that it wouldn’t roll over and go into a spin.  It was 
unnerving, to say the very least.  While all of this tur-
moil was happening, I felt helpless, for without our ra-
dar being operative, I couldn’t help our situation at all. 
I remember staring helplessly into my radar scope and 
hoping and praying that somehow that it would become 
miraculously operable again.  It was wishful thinking on 
my part however.

Terrifying minutes passed, which seemed like 
an eternity, and as we eventually escaped the clutches 
of the most violent thunderstorm one could ever imag-
ine, all of a sudden, the skies over the Mediterranean 
became crystal clear once again and we continued the 
balance of our flight to Madrid.

As we taxied our C-130E to the parking spot at 
Torrejon AB, the air traffic controller asked us what had 
happened to our airplane.  When we asked, “Why?”, he 
replied, “Because most of the radome is missing from 
the nose of your aircraft.”

Needless to say, the margaritas were exception-
ally tasty that night at the Officers’ Club as the three of 
us relived our terrifying experience.  This may not be 
the best analogy in the world, but flying through that Cb 
that day was akin to my beloved English Pointer, Tulip, 
shaking one of my daughter‘s stuffed animals in a death 
maneuver. Uncontrolled mayhem!  I still have in my pos-
session a piece of the damaged radome from that air-
plane as a memento of my “Rockin’ & Rollin’ ” flight on 
that eventful day in August of 1964.

NOTAM:  DR Ahead Distribution
AFNOA members who are current on dues should receive 
the e-mail copy of DR Ahead by the 7th of the published 
month (January, April, July or October) or the paper copy 
via USPS by the 25th of the published month.  IF NOT 
RECEIVED, contact Jim Faulkner (jfaulkner39@sudden-
link.net) or Errol Hoberman (afnoa.distributor@yahoo.
com).  Note that e-mail copies may sometimes go into the 
“spam” or “junk mail” folders so please check them before 
contacting AFNOA representatives. 
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********* ELLINGTON    
Spencer, John W. Lawton  OK 44-12
Dewey, Edward C. Benbrook TX 50-D
Smith, Broadus L. Griffin  GA 54-15
Blaufuss, Philipp R. Shreveport LA 56-05
Solien, Robert E. Cocoa  FL 56-10
HARLINGEN    
Kato, Akira E.  Honolulu HI 53-11
Marsh, Charles C. Albuquerque NM 53-11
Riley Jr., Frederick J. Colma  CA 53-11
Silverman, Bernard L. Smyrna  TN 53-11
Tharp, Henry E.  Kansas City MO 53-11
Corti, Robert J.  East Hampton NY 53-19
Crook, Harold L. Houston TX 53-19
Duncan, Jack A. Apple Valley CA 53-19
Foster, Bobby N. Enid  OK 53-19
Olsson, George A. Montgomery AL 53-19
Romans, Robert P. Tallahassee FL 53-19
Shull, Jerold L.  Carmichael CA 53-19
Wiskus Jr., Henry P. Tipton  IA 53-19
Cunningham, Martin J. San Antonio TX 54-01
Duke, Richard B. Tempe  AZ 54-01
Emery, Frederick R. Chagrin Falls OH 54-01
Fischer, Frederick K. Louisa  VA 54-01
Poore, Robert V. Orrville  OH 54-01
Ramsey, Allen M. Hermitage TN 54-01
Rutherford, Alan K. Panama City FL 54-01
Sorrells, John T.  Asheville NC 54-01
Spence, Neil H.  Westerville OH 54-01
Wilson, Roger F. Tempe  AZ 54-01
Gardner Jr., Harvey S. Little Rock AR 54-03
Vought, Edward L. Olathe  KS 54-03
Rosanswank Jr., Joseph C.   Fair Oaks CA 54-13
Monarch, Robert D. Santa Ana CA 54-18

LAST FLIGHTS
by Jim Faulkner, James Connally 64-04

 Please advise AFNOA membership when a 
navigator/observer/bombardier/EWO or combat sys-
tem officer has made the flight WEST.  Thanks for sev-
eral Last Flights inputs from Jim Alexander, (James 
Connally 65-18); Bob Evers, (Harlingen 56-09); John 
Fradella, (James Connally 66-17); Tom Spangler, 
(Harlingen 62-22); Kent Walton, (James Connal-
ly 63-17); and several others who provided names.  
Please keep their families in your prayers. The Last 
Flights reported this quarter are listed below:

LETTERS

Sent to Jim Faulkner                                   25 Jan 2024
Jim, 

I just had the pleasure to read the Jan 2024 is-
sue of DR Ahead.  I want you and the others responsible 
for its continued publication to know it is really appreci-
ated by those of us who had the privilege to serve as 
navs in the past.

I was a Harlingen grad back in 55-13 followed 
by time at McChord, Hickam and back to McChord, ac-
tive and reserve, all in Strategic Airlift for nearly thirty 
years.  Last week I turned 91 and got to thinking that 
perhaps some of your readers would have known two 
of my nav school classmates for the following reason: 
these two entered pilot training a few years after our Au-
gust 1955 graduation as navigators.  They both had very 
impressive assignments following pilot training in their 
careers as they eventually each attained the rank of Lt 
General.  These two were: Charles “Chuck” Cunnigham 
and Dave Nichols.

I just explored the internet briefly searching for 
details of their careers and was pleased to locate some 
information for each.  I noted that Cunnigham had died 
in 2022, age 90, and Nichols had died in 1997, age 63.  
I’d certainly enjoy hearing from any of your readers who 
may have known either of these men through the mili-
tary or otherwise.  I still live in Olympia, Washington and 
can be reached via email: navlawcfm@comcast.net, 
phone 360-357-8633 or snail mail 3049 Edgewood Dr 
SE, Olympia, Washington 98501.  Thanks for sharing 
my outreach if able.
Charlie Murphy, Harlingen 55-13

A TECHNICAL NOTE TO SEXTANT OWNERS
by Leonard Melcher, Mather 74-17

I have heard that a lot of navigators who have 
obtained a periscope sextant found later that the bubble 
(leveling) was gone.  I found this article on line at the 
following URL:
 (https://sextantbook.com/category/aircraft-bubble-sex-
tants/).  

The title of the article is “Refilling a Kollsman 
Bubble Chamber – a guest post by Arthur Leung.”  
Please call if you have questions.  512.296.5209.

NOTAM: EMERGENCY LIST 
One of our members has told us that if something should 
happen to him... he has left a listing of people to be con-
tacted.  Great planning!  Suggest we all consider putting 
AFNOA on that listing.
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Benner, Robert T. Woodbine NJ 54-19
Blinn Jr., Robert H. Washington DC 54-19
Burger, William H. Savannah GA 54-19
Henery, Gerald T. Moscow TN 54-19
Sanders, John R. Hamilton TX 54-19
Setliff, Jasper A. Boerne  TX 54-19
Snook, John M.  Ellsworth KS 54-19
Hilbun III, William H. Mission Viejo CA 55-04
Hall, William G.  Ypsilanti MI 55-19
Cassell, Jack R.  Grove City OH 56-10
Ary, James A.     Owens Crossroads AL 57-02
Eken, Joseph R. Brookings SD 57-03
Evans, Donald F. Banning CA 57-03
Fecteau, Paul J. Glendora CA 57-03
Flanagan, Joseph J. Bowie  MD 57-03
Goree, Charles E. Winter Park FL 57-03
Haslam, Russell T. Gardendale AL 57-03
Hoyle, Richard A. Anderson SC 57-03
Kaminski, Thaddeus E.   Dickson City PA 57-03
Leisner Jr., Joseph M. Seattle  WA 57-03
Long Jr., David J. Kansas City MO 57-03
McCoy, Douglas A. Newport News VA 57-03
McMillian III, James C. Las Vegas NV 57-03
McPhie, Charles S. Biloxi  MS 57-03
Morelle, Fredric T. Schenectady NY 57-03
Opitz, Stephen J. Hampton VA 57-03
Redd Jr., Oliver F. Virginia Beach VA 57-03
Seeger, Carl E.  Tucson  AZ 57-03
Sessa, Patrick C. Washington DC 57-03
Stapleton, Daniel J. Midlothan VA 57-03
Wiezorek, William R. Dallas  TX 57-03
Wyatt, Robert E. Fort Wayne IN 57-03
Sale, Sam S.  Greenville FL 57-04
Weiser Jr., William A. Fresno  CA 57-04
Wilks, Carlton O. Panama City FL 57-07
Kenefick, Loren L. Moneno Valley CA 57-10
Isenberg Jr., Henry L. College Grove TN 57-19
Hoo, Calvin B. T. Honolulu HI       58-01N
Wallace Jr., Jerry L. Las Vegas NV 58-03
Brooks, Frank B. Payson  AZ      58-09N
Hesterman Jr., John W.    Melbourne FL 59-19
Kashynski, John A.   Fort Walton Beach FL 60-12
McAlpin, Lewis L. Leesville LA 60-12

Wilhite Jr., Stephen A. Seguin  TX 60-12
Yates, Thomas H. O’Fallon IL 60-12
Zahornacky, Andrew C.   Madison CT 60-13
Kniffin, Andrew E. Belleville IL 60-14
Fulks, James E.  Veneta  OR 60-15
Prince, Conna A. North Pole AK 60-15
Pattillo Jr., Albert D. San Antonio TX 61-02
Boothe, Jerry G. Glen Ellyn IL 61-04
Burt, James E.  Bossier City LA 61-04
Campbell Jr., William T.   Homestead FL 61-04
Daniels, Thomas F. Coral Gables FL 61-04
Kramer, Lloyd R. Mosier  OR 61-04
Paul, Earl L.  Dayton  OH 61-04
Perry, William G. Honolulu HI 61-04
Wakefield Jr., Laverne E.   Lincoln NE 61-04
Blount, Harris R. Tulsa  OK 61-05
Burke, Harry E.  Fair Oaks CA 61-05
Conant Jr., Thornton F.  Portland ME 61-05
Connell, Thomas W. Provincetown MA 61-05
Day, Victor R.  Clearwater FL 61-05
Gastner, Robert R. Oakton  VA 61-05
Gordon, Carroll P. Gretna  LA 61-05
Hopper, Thomas L. Norman  OK 61-05
Humphrey, Roger L. Orange  FL 61-05
Launder, John E. Montgomery AL 61-05
McDonnell, Paul J. Sparta  NJ 61-05
McKittrick Jr., Luke W. Chico  TX 61-05
Millikan, Richard L. Napa  CA 61-05
Newton, Charles A. Napa  CA 61-05
Ramirez, Richard M. Loveland CO 61-05
Roney, Frederick D. Kelly  NC 61-05
Tapp, Ronnie L.  Quincy  FL 61-05
Gardner, Felix B. Spring Hill FL 61-09
Hood, Joseph L. La Fayette GA 61-10
Yarber, Nathan L. Lancaster CA 61-11
Schroeder, Thomas D. North Port FL 61-13
Hastey, Eugene W. Rogersville AL 62-17
JAMES CONNALLY    
Blatt, Rowan W.  Dallas  TX 52-02
Ebertshauser Jr., Henry F.    Cupertino CA 52-02
Conerly, Lewis A. Tylertown MS 52-05
Cowan Jr., Robert W. Centennial CO 52-05
Goodwin, Robert T. Tulsa  OK 52-05
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Lee, Denton R.  Stanwood WA 52-05
Bascom, Eugene G. Broken Arrow OK 52-06
Batten III, John E. Nichols  SC 52-06
Cook Jr., Oliver J. Lenexa  KS 52-06
Boesch, Donald E. Cary  NC 52-07
Palmer, David G. Bayse  VA 52-07
Garvey, Michael O. Indianapolis IN 52-09
Mark Jr., George S. East Berlin PA 52-09
Merrell, Thomas S. Houston TX 52-09
Brennan, Joseph T. Dover  DE 52-19
Cohn, Donald R. Holloman AFB NM 52-19
Farrow, Billy G.  San Antonio TX 52-19
Hilton Jr., Raymond D. Vero Beach FL 52-19
Preston, Frank B.     Hilton Head Island SC 52-19
Kostoff, Morris R. Round Rock TX 54-09
Rosenthal, Saul A. Barstow CA 54-09
Walters, Donald E. Yukon  OK 54-09
Zobel Jr., James A. Clayton  GA 54-09
Ames, Arnold W. Sherman Oaks CA 54-19
Bishop Jr., George P. Flat Rock NC 54-19
Bowman, Peter R.    Fort Walton Beach FL 54-19
Brophy, James J. P. Sioux City IA 54-19
Dean, Thomas D. Waco  TX 54-19
Fast, Richard L.  Shoreview MN 54-19
Garrett, Melvin G. Popular Bluff MO 54-19
Greene, Richard F. Wilford  MA 54-19
Hicks Jr., Jack A.      Corpus Christi TX 54-19
Hooper, Albert E. Cedar Rapids IA 54-19
Jamison, Bruce N. Norwich NY 54-19
Kirby, George R. Medway OH 54-19
Little Jr., Alfred S. Grand Junction CO 54-19
Murray Jr., William H. Dayton  OH 54-19
Nolan, John F.  Roanoke VA 54-19
Owens, Donald R. Roca  NE 54-19
Rogers, Ralph O. Hanover IN 54-19
Ross, Norman A. Tucson  AZ 54-19
Strunk, James J. Keizer  OR 54-19
Thompson, Evan G. Carson City NV 54-19
Turley, William E. Dayton  OH 54-19
Witzenburg, Richard L. Knoxville TN 54-19
Watson, Gerald S. Spring  TX 55-CN
Mackrell, Roy J.  San Antonio TX 56-09
Caldwell, Jimmie D. Dayton  OH 60-03

Becker, Kenneth M. Boise  ID 60-12
Koehring, James C. Camden DE 60-12
Karpis, Nikolai  Milburn  OK 60-15
Friesen, Herbert L. El Paso  TX 60-19
Savage, George D. Las Vegas NV 60-19
Fewlass, Jere B. Westland MI 61-05
McClure, Robert D. Sarasota FL 61-05
Box, Jerry W.  Dallas  TX 63-03
Szachara, Walter S. Madison AL 63-09
Berry, James S.       Manhattan Beach CA 63-10
Seibe Jr., Julius W. Miami  FL 63-10
Wilson, James A. S. Hixson  TN 63-10
Rumzek, Harold A. Yellville  AR 63-13
Shinol, Henry E. Springfield VA 63-20
Sule, Robert J.  Linwood NJ 63-20
Richards, James C. Copper Hill VA 64-02
McClinton, Johnnie W. Coolidge TX 64-05
Gibb, Garry D.  League City TX 64-07
Saterbak, Allen J. Green Valley  AZ 64-07
Urban, Frank R.  Pubelo  CO 64-07
VerHoef, Robert W. Spokane WA 64-08
Hart, Don A.  Elk Grove CA 65-01
Raymond, Donald M.   Fair Oaks Ranch TX 65-01
Griffin Jr., Paul M. Baton Rouge LA 65-02
Freewald, Robert C. West Point MS 65-05
Wentz, Robert W. Spanish Fork UT 65-14
Davidson, James F.    North Little Rock AR 65-15
Soupene, George L. Freedom OK 66-01
Hays, Philip V.  The Villages FL 66-17
Tusha, Lynn H.  Carlsbad NM 66-17
MATHER    
McKean, Joel M. Richmond VA 54-00
Redmon, Donald L. Omaha  NE 68-00
Ray, Philip M.  Laurel  MS 73-00
SELMAN    
McAllister, Lloyd G. Salisbury MD 44-12
SAN MARCOS    
Goldstein, Stanley P. Kingston NY 43-11
SCHOOL UNKNOWN    
Sale, Sam  Los Angeles CA 43-00
Chabbott, George H. Dover  DE 51-00
Monarch, Robert M. Hardinsburg KY 59-00
Upright, James  Boerne  TX 59-00
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