The words imprinted on the photograph says it all.



A portion of Tan Son Nhut map, showing the northwest corner of the base.
It show the approximate route the enemy took to come onto base.

Then split into two groups.

One group headed for the bomb dump.

Once group headed for the flightline.



One of the medivac aircraft is about to receive the medical transportation
bus.

It will take the severely wounded personnel to Japan or Germany for
addition medical treatment.



Closer view of the medivac aircraft.



THE WAR IN VIETNAM

Man’s Best Friend

In the face of overwhelmingly su-
perior U.S. military strength, Communist
commanders in Vietnam now appear
ready to concede that they have begun
to alter their tactics. From Hanoi came a
recent report that Gen. Nguyen Chi
Thanh, chief political commissar of the
North Vietnamese Army, had made an
appeal for greater battlefield “flexibil-
ity.” To meet the U.S. challenge, de-
clared Thanh, it is necessary to forget
“the experiences of foreign countries
.” or “formulas that exist in books” and,
instead, rely on any tactic that works.

If, as seems likely, Thanh’s message
was aimed at encouraging Communist
forces to place increasing emphasis on
small-scale guerrilla operations, it was
promptly reflected in South Vietnam last
week. While main-force enemy units
stayed safely out of sight, the Viet Cong
struck in a series of scattered raids.
Terrorists in Saigon gunned down Tran
Van Van, one of South Vietnam's most
prominent politicians, and bombed two
U.8. billets—one in the capital and the
other in the Mekong Delta town of Can
Tho—wounding a total of ten Ameri-
cans. And in a daring night assault, a
band of guerrillas succeeded for the
first time in penetrating the defenses of
the sprawling Tan Son Nhut airport on
the outskirts of Saigon.

The attack, reported NeEwswEEK's
Frangois Sully, might easily have turned
into a major disaster if it had not been
for a handful of U.S. air policemen and
their highly trained German shepherd
sentry dogs. Slipping past the minefield
surrounding the base and South Viet-
namese guards in the watchtowers, the
Viet Cong raiders crept through high
elephant grass to a poesition a mile in-
side the airfield.- There they noiselessly
set up rocket launchers, two recoilless
rifles and a mortar.

Shortly after 1 am., the airbase’s
central security control office picked up
a call from an American sentry. “My
dog has a strong scent ... They are all
over the area ... They are coming
after me.” Then, silence. (The sentry
and his dog were later found dead,
both riddled with Viet Cong bullets.)

Alert: The warning, however, had
been sounded and sentries all over the
base were quickly put on alert. From
behind his sandbagged sentry post, Al-
vin Curie of Grand Rapids, Mich., spot-
ted a group of Viet Cong dashing
toward jet airplanes and helicopters
parked in U-shaped revetments. Some of
the guerrillas began to lob grenades and
satchel charges at the planes. Unleash-
ing his. machine gun, Curie felled thir-
teen of the attackers.

In another part of Tan Son Nhut,
meanwhile, air policeman Tommy C.
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Poole, of Charlotte;, N.C., followed his
German shepherd, who had picked up
a suspicious scent, to a large bush. As
the dog, Nemo by name, growled and
bared his teeth, the Viet Cong opened
up with their automatic weapons.
Though Nemo was badly wounded,
both he and his handler remained on
duty to guide a team of air policemen in
a sweep of the airfield’s perimeter.

By 4 a.m., the attack had been broken
up. All told, 28 Viet Cong were killed.
Though three U.S. air policemen lost
their lives, Lt. Col. Grove C. Johnson,
the grizzled Nebraskan who commands
the air police, believed the affair could
have turned out worse. Said Johnson:
“Our casualties would have been greater
without the dogs.”

In the aftermath of the raid on Tan
Son Nhut and the other attacks in Sai-
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Sentry and dog: A near disaster

gon, Ambassador Henry Cabot Lodge
declared: “There isn't any way to pro-
tect yourself against the ... terrorist.”
But the U.S. military command was re-
portedly making plans to tighten the
capital’s security by stationing entire
battalions of U.S. troops in the area.
That, of course, means fewer troops for
fighting elsewhere in South Vietnam—
which just might have been what the
Viet Cong had in mind all along.

A HERO RETURNS—San Bern
Nemo, an Air Force sentry dog who alerted his
unit to a Viet Cong attack—and lost an eye in the
battle—returns to the U.S. with his handler, A.3C
Leonard Bryant. The dog, enroute to Lackland
AFB, San Antonio, will be retired with the Purple
Heart and a unit citation. (AP Wirephoto)
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The words inprinted on the photograph tells it accurately.



The USAF Outstanding Unit Award, 377" Air Police Squadron






The above letter is from Lt Col Grove C. Johnson, Commander, 377" SPS.



Tan Son Nhut buildings 108 and 109, both are BOQ's.



All the air policemen were proud to wear the “Crossed Pistol patch.”



