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Since this was the rainy season, there were flooded rice fields 
as far as the eye could see. The rain was coming down in torrents 
from a dark, thunderstorm-filled sky. As you might guess, it was not 
a smooth trip; the loadmaster was breaking out his supply of vomit 
bags. The soil below was a bright red, and the water was so muddy 
it was almost the same color. The few buildings visible out in the 
countryside were covered with thatch or rusty corrugated metal roofs.

The landing at NKP was violent and sounded horrible; there 
were times we were sliding side-ways. As we turned off the active 
runway, I looked out a window and could see why. The runway wasn’t 
pavement at all; it was aluminum planks which were interlocked 
together to stay in place. The ramp was a different kind of metal; 
it was pierced steel planking left over from WW II. Everything was 
soaking wet, and all that red dirt and mud covered everything, even 
the people. Giant mud puddles were everywhere, their depth known 
only to God. All the trees were that deep green color indicating they 
hadn’t seen sunlight in months. The air was filled with the pungent 
aroma of sewage and rotting vegetation. ... welcome to the war!

As we taxied down the ramp, the place looked like a scene from 
WWII. All the airplanes were propeller-driven and most were very old. 
There were no jets because all the dirt and rocks on the ramp would 
have been sucked up into the engines, and rocks absolutely destroy 
jets. There were A-1s, B-26s and C-47s from WWII. There were C-123 
and C-130 transports for hauling everything on earth. There were 
three different kinds of small, light aircraft used as spotters by the 
Forward Air Controllers (FACs).

There were two squadrons of helicopters, one for hauling 
(secret) agents and one for rescue. There was also a small Psychological 
Warfare Unit that dropped leaflets over Laos (the “Bull Shit Bombers”). 
Since few Laotians could read, it was felt we could at least give them 
the comfort of toilet paper.

We passengers got off the Klong Special and ran through 
the downpour to an open-sided shed which displayed a sign saying 
PASSENGERS. There was nothing in it but flies, not even benches. 
There was a map of the base on the wall showing where each unit was 
located and another sign stating, FOR TRANSPORTATION, CATCH 
THE TUOC TROLLEY (an old battered truck). We did just that, and after 
a butt-busting ride over muddy roads, I saw the 1st Air Commando 
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Squadron Headquarters building. It didn’t look like much; rough-cut, 
unpainted wooden walls with no windows and a red tile roof. Inside, 
I threw my bags down and looked around for someone to report to. 
There was one sleepy sergeant at the desk and several Thai janitors 
trying to mop up the mud I had tracked in.

The sergeant said I could go down to the “hooch” (officers’ 
quarters) to find a room, and he would let the commander know I had 
arrived. Back on the TUOC TROLLEY, I was taken down the muddiest 
road I had ever seen. The base reminded me of movies depicting early 
boom towns out in the Old West. Construction had only recently 
begun for the large number of Americans who were to arrive soon. 
All the buildings looked the same; shoddy and quickly put together. 
Everyone was wearing old olive drab ponchos with Australian bush 
hats and walking on boards which had been thrown over the mud. 
The ditches on each side of the road were deep, and the water in them 
was cascading down the hills.

Pretty soon I saw a hooch with a sign which read, HOBO 
HILTON.... 



Plagued By good luck

184

(“Hobo” was our radio call sign and the “tag” squadron members 
used around the base.) I got off the TROLLEY and ran for the porch. 
Even though it was relatively new, the building was long, dark and 
ugly. It had eight rooms on each side of the centrally-located latrine. 
It had an open porch running its entire length. The first guy I met was 
Major “Wedge” (the simplest tool known to man) Mattern. The Wedge 
was a great guy; he couldn’t do enough for people and started looking 
for a room for me. He said that Chuck Teague was due in the next day 
and, since we already knew each other from Hurlburt Field, we ought 
to bunk together. ... fine with me. He sent me off to room 13.

Now fighter pilots, with their superior intelligence and their 
grasp of the scientific approach to rational thinking, are not inclined 
to be suspicious; however, the fact is, no one would stay in room 13 
longer than it took to find another room. In addition, during the year I 
was in that room, its occupants were to experience three shoot-downs 
and a fatal crash....

...

...


