My journey to
Paeng-nyong-Do, Korea
1959 Bob Askew

th

Paengnyong-do located in far upper left hand corner just below the 38 parallel. At the Demilitarized Zone.

I was born in Oswego, NY on June 14, 1940 and Graduated High School in June 1957. I enlisted
in the US Air Force on my 17th birthday. My Dad had to sign for me, but I didn’t raise my hand

to take the oath until July 1, 1957 in Syracuse, NY. There may have been an issue with a quota
that kept me from leaving immediately. I don’t remember. I just remember reporting to the
induction center, taking my physical and raising my hand.
I flew with several other guys to Lackland AFB, San Antonio, Texas for 12 weeks of basic training
- No basic in Technical training School for me, so I had to stay at Lackland for phase I and II of
basic.
At Lackland’s “Green monster”
(The building where we were
issued our uniforms, got our 1st
haircut, all of our initial shots, and
took aptitude tests) I was called in
to discuss my training options
with a counselor. He told me I
was to take a battery of language
aptitude tests. As a result I was
informed that I was slated to
attend Russian Language training
at Syracuse University. Only 30
miles from home, it sounded good
to me. Two weeks later I was
called back to the counselor who
informed me the Russian class
was filled and that I could instead
go to Yale University for Chinese
(Mandarin) training or stay at
Lackland in “Casual” status until a
Russian class opened up.

I had no desire to spend 2 or 3
months picking up cigarette butts,
painting rocks, and doing KP, so I
opted for New haven, Connecticut
and Chinese. While at Yale we
lived in Yale apartment houses as there were no barracks or dorms for us, and we were paid
$2.57 per day to eat. It’s hard to believe we could actually eat 3 meals a day for that amount of
money. Daily meals at George and Harry’s and the Normandy Grill were routine. The 9 months
I spent in New Haven and at the USAF-Yale University Institute of Far Eastern Languages is one
of the highlights of my total working career.

AF 12540521 was my Air Force Serial Number before the military started using Social Security numbers.

Yale University, Institute of Far Eastern Languages, was operated by the USAF from 1951 to
1965. All the Chinese, Korean and Japanese language courses for the US Air Force were
offered here until 1965. (Korean, according to Dennis “Rass” Rassmussen, CMSgt retired and
Korean linguist ended at Yale in 1963 when he went to DLI). All Air Force Language training was
then transferred to the Defense Language Institute (DLI) at Monterrey, California.
During my time at Yale we had several missionaries studying, a couple US Navy guys, as well as
some State Department employees.
One of my classmates, James Lilley, was said to be State Department, but we later found out he
became the CIA Station Chief in Taiwan. He also later became Ambassador to both China and
Japan under President George H. W. Bush. I have his book, “China Hands” written about his
time in Taiwan and China. I met up with Jim again, 50 years later, at a “Chi-ling” reunion in
Maryland. He passed away a few years ago.

This is one of our various “Lab”
classes. Translating what we
heard over the headsets.
This one was “Rapid Fire” where
the instructor (Robert Tharp)
shouted out phrases which we
had to translate. Another was
“Count Off” a series of numbers
said as fast as he could and we
had to translate and write them
down in English. (Borrowed
photo)

Larry Houghton (middle), a member of
the November 1951 very first year of
Yale-IFEL classes, Gordie Hedges (right), a
member of the very last class in April
1965, and me, class of 1957 at an annual
“Chi-ling” reunion in laurel, Maryland
(NSA). I think this was 2009.

SILENT WARRIORS
Quoted from Cal McClain, U-2 and A-12 pilot
“For it is the lot of some men to be assigned duties about which they
cannot speak. Such work is not for every man! But, those who accept
the burdens implicit in this silent labor realize camaraderie and sense of
value known to few…..those memories cannot be stolen…..they will
always last! Untarnished, ever better!”

When I graduated from Yale, I was sent to the National
Security Agency (NSA) in Laurel, MD for further training
(military Jargon, radio procedures etc.). Later classes went

to Goodfellow AFB in San Angelo, Texas for this training.
I graduated from NSA schooling and was assigned to the 6929th Radio Squadron Mobile, or, as
affectionately known, “Skivvy-Nine”, at Osan Air Base, Korea. We were alphabetically assigned;
A thru D I believe were sent to Korea, others to Okinawa, Taiwan, and Japan.
I flew on Slick Airways and/or Flying Tiger (?) to Hickam AB, Hawaii, then to Wake Island for
refueling, then on to Tachikawa, Japan and then on a C-119 to Kimpo airport in Korea. My
recollection is I flew to Korea on Slick and returned on Flying Tiger. It could have been the
other way around. I also recall flying back from Korea to Japan in 1959 on an Air Force C-54.
At our USAFSS “Rollcall” reunion in Gatlinburg, Tennessee in 2017 Bob Willis (deceased, 2017)
presented a program about living and working at “Skivvy-Nine”, 6929th Radio Squadron Mobile,
Osan AB Korea. I was assigned to Osan from Sept 58 to March 59 prior to being assigned to the
site at Detachment 2 on PY-Do “The Island”.
We worked shift work on “Tricks”; “A”, “B”, “C” and “D” tricks. We worked a schedule of 3-13-1-3-3; 3 day shifts, 1 day off; 3 swing shifts, 1 day off; 3 midnight shifts, then 3 days off as I
recall.
We worked, played cards (Pinochle, Pitch, Crazy Eights, Bridge) went to the “V”illage or the
base club. Then we repeated the drill….
On swings or mids, whoever drew the short straw drove the 4x4 truck down to main base to the
BX snack bar for snacks. I remember a baloney and egg sandwich cost 15 cents. We had a
small kiosk inside the operations compound that sold coffee, sodas, candy, etc. run by the NCOs
but no snack bar.
We were required to eat “C” Rations in the mess hall once a month to use them up. They were
left over from WWII and the Korean War. I remember fondly the 3-pack gum and the 4-pack
cigarettes, including Camels, Chesterfields, Lucky Strike and Old Golds.
The cooks would dump all the cigarettes and gum in a box at the front door for us to take as we
pleased.
Some of the “C-Rats” weren’t too bad. The “C-rats” were heated on the Quonset hut stove; the
bread, the ham and eggs, the peanut butter and jelly and crackers were all pretty good. Some
were terrible: Ham and Lima beans, worst of all.
Christmas & Thanksgiving meals were special and along with roast turkey and ham and other
goodies, we were treated to real ice cream. Otherwise we had powdered eggs and
reconstituted milk every day.
Midnight chow was the best meal, however. “SOS” with an egg on top. You cannot beat “SOS”
after a swing shift and a trip to “midnight chow”.

In 1958 I made the princely sum of $124 per month.
Monthly Basic Pay and Allowances Effective: 1 June 1958
Cumulative Years of Service
O-10 1,200.00 1,250.00 1,300.00 1,400.00 1,500.00 1,600.00 1,700.00
O-9 1,063.30 1,100.00 1,122.00 1,150.00 1,200.00 1,300.00 1,400.00 1,500.00
O-8 963.30 1,000.00 1,022.00 1,100.00 1,150.00 1,200.00 1,250.00 1,300.00 1,350.00
O-7 800.28 860.00 900.00 950.00 1,000.00 1,100.00 1,175.00
O-6 592.80 628.00 670.00 690.00 800.00 840.00 860.00 910.00 985.00
O-5 474.24 503.00 540.00 560.00 590.00 630.00 680.00 720.00 745.00 775.00
O-4 400.14 424.00 455.00 465.00 485.00 520.00 550.00 570.00 610.00 630.00
O-3 326.04 346.00 372.00 415.00 440.00 460.00 480.00 510.00 525.00
O-2 259.36 291.00 360.00 370.00 380.00
O-1 222.30 251.00 310.00
O-3E 4/ 415.00 440.00 460.00 480.00 510.00 535.00
O-2E 4/ 370.00 380.00 395.00 415.00 435.00 450.00
O-1E 4/ 314.00 335.00 350.00 365.00 380.00 400.00
W-4 332.90 376.00 383.00 399.00 416.00 435.00 465.00 486.00 504.00 516.00 528.00 543.00 575.00
595.00
W-3 302.64 343.00 348.00 353.00 380.00 398.00 412.00 427.00 441.00 458.00 470.00 487.00 506.00
W-2 264.82 298.00 307.00 328.00 342.00 355.00 369.00 381.00 393.00 406.00 417.00 440.00
W-1 219.42 266.00 285.00 299.00 313.00 334.00 345.00 354.00 364.00 375.00 390.00
Cumulative Years of Service 1/ Basic Allowance for Quarters
E-9 380.00 390.00 400.00 410.00 420.00 430.00 440.00 51.30 77.10 77.10 96.90
E-8 310.00 320.00 330.00 340.00 350.00 360.00 370.00 380.00 51.30 77.10 77.10 96.90
E-7 206.39 236.00 250.00 260.00 270.00 285.00 300.00 310.00 325.00 340.00 350.00 51.30 77.10 77.10
96.90
E-6 175.81 200.00 225.00 235.00 245.00 255.00 265.00 275.00 280.00 290.00 51.30 77.10 77.10 96.90
E-5 145.24 180.00 205.00 210.00 220.00 240.00 51.30 77.10 77.10 96.90
E-4 122.30 150.00 160.00 170.00 180.00 190.00 51.30 77.10 77.10 96.90
E-3 99.37 124.00 141.00 51.30 51.30 77.10 96.90
E-2 85.80 108.00 51.30 51.30 77.10 96.90
E-1 +4mos 83.20 105.00 51.30 51.30 77.10 96.90
E-1 -4mos 78.00 51.30 51.30 77.10 96.90
Notes:
1. If no amount is shown for a pay grade under cumulative years of service, the amount immediately to the
left applies. 3. While serving as U.N. member $225.00.
2. Officer with more than 4 years active duty as an enlisted member. 4. Applies to officers with more than 4
years active duty as an enlisted member.
Monthly Incentive Pay (Aviation Pay Crew-member and
Submarine Duty Pay) and Other Special Pay Effective: 1 June 1958
Cumulative Years of Service 1/
O-10 165.00 Separation Allowance Hostile Fire Pay
O-9 165.00 Officers - $30.00 Officers - $65.00
O-8 155.00 165.00 *Enlisted - $30.00 Enlisted - $65.00
O-7 150.00 160.00 * Applies to E-4 (Over 4 and Above)
O-6 200.00 215.00 220.00 245.00
O-5 190.00 205.00 210.00 225.00 230.00 245.00
O-4 170.00 185.00 195.00 210.00 215.00 220.00 230.00 240.00 Non-Crew and Other Hazardous Duty
Pay
O-3 145.00 155.00 165.00 180.00 185.00 190.00 200.00 205.00 Officers - $110.00
O-2 115.00 125.00 150.00 160.00 165.00 170.00 180.00 185.00 Enlisted - $555.00
O-1 100.00 105.00 135.00 140.00 145.00 155.00 160.00 170.00
W-4 115.00 120.00 125.00 135.00 145.00 155.00 160.00 165.00
W-3 110.00 115.00 120.00 125.00 135.00 140.00 Special Pay Sea & Foreign Duty Pay

W-2 105.00 110.00 115.00 120.00 125.00 130.00 135.00 E-9 22.50 E-4 13.00
W-1 100.00 105.00 110.00 120.00 125.00 130.00 E-8 22.50 E-3 9.00
E-9 105.00 E-7 22.50 E-2 8.00
E-8 105.00 E-6 20.00 E-1 8.00
E-7 80.00 85.00 90.00 95.00 100.00 105.00 E-5 16.00 NavCad 8.00
E-6 70.00 75.00 80.00 85.00 90.00 95.00 100.00
E-5 60.00 70.00 80.00 85.00 90.00 95.00
E-4 55.00 65.00 70.00 75.00 80.00 Basic Allowance for Subsistence
E-3 55.00 60.00 Enlisted:
E-2 50.00 60.00 When rations in kind are not available $2.57 per day
E-1+4mos 50.00 55.00
E-1 -4mos 50.00

Kent Bretz was a Yale classmate and
while at Osan he went airborne on “Blue
Sky” and I went to the island. Note the
base overview in the background. This
was taken in front of our Quonset hut
barracks.

Kent Bretz and me. I learned that Kent
passed away in Broken Arrow, Oklahoma
last year (2016), living just a mile or two
from my brother.

The Quonset huts at “Skivvy-Nine”, the 6929th Radio Squadron Mobile on Osan AB, Korea in
1958. Living quarters and the latrine hut. According to my Korean linguist friend “Rass”
Rassmussen, these Quonsets were still there in the 1966-67 time period. My “bunk mates”
were Kent Bretz, and “Doc” Blanchard. Directly across from me was a bunk occupied by a Yale
classmate, Cliff Bozarth, who I learned died as a homeless man on the streets of Dallas, TX in
2012.

6929th Radio Squadron Mobile USAF Security Service, Osan AB, Korea Christmas 1958

An R&R trip (Rest and Recuperation) to Seoul. The trip took a while since the road was all
gravel. The kids in the village all crowded around the truck (a 6X6 or 2-1/2 ton). They were
looking for candy.

On the trip to Seoul, Chuck Wachstetter (Yale-Chinese class ahead of mine) and me. We wore
our 505 khaki Bermuda short/knee sock/short sleeve shirt. Missing was our belted “bush”
jacket.

Another R&R trip to a lake for a picnic. Eddie
Horton, front right; Chuck Wachstetter rear
right; Kent Bretz to Chuck’s right. Jack
Huebner on shoulders. Russell (?) from
Hopkinsville, KY on far left.

I was sent to Det 2 on the island in March
1959 until July 1959. This Detachment of
th
the 6929 RSM (“Skivvy-Nine”) was
deactivated and turned over to the ROK
Air Force Security Service in July 1959. I
returned to the mainland and Osan AB.
(above courtesy of Ssgt Terry Nestor).

I arrived
rrived on the Island of PY-Do,
PY
Det #2
of the 6929th Radio Squadron Mobile in
late winter/early
/early Spring of 1959. The
site was deactivated
eactivated in July 1959 and
we returned to Osan AB, Korea on the
mainland. I Remained at Osan until
September 1959. PY-Do,
PY
or K-53, as the
island assignment was
wa called, was
approximately 8 miles off the coast of
North Korea, in the Yellow Sea between
Korea and China. 17 sq. miles. The blue
arrow points to it on the map. The
dotted
ted line represents the Demilitarized
Zone or “DMZ”.

A C-46
46 landing on the beach during low
tide. The plane had
d to land or takeoff
between hills at each end. During low
tide the sand was packed tightly.
Sometimes an EC-47
47 surveillance plane
would have
ve to drop traffic (or “Product”)
“Product”
on the beach and we would have to go
gather it up.. Or, sometimes the “Gooney“
Bird” had to land at night and I recall
taking every vehicle to the beach to turn
our lights on so the plane could land.

A view of the island from the air.

This photo is the main gate of our compound
nd
on the island. Notice it says Det 2 of 6922
RGM USAFSS. This designation had changed
th
to Det 2 6929 RSM USAFSS when I arrived
there. We had a guard shack (Air Police) at
this gate. However, anyone could enter the
compound by climbing over the concertina
wire around the compound. Reminds me of
the movie set on “MASH”.(Borrowed photo)

Notice an EC-47 and a C-46 on the beach
at the same time.

Even a C-119 landed on the beach from time to time. (Borrowed photo)

The living conditions in Korea in the 50s presented us with an entirely different life:

A typical Quonset hut living area. (Not
mine.)

Posing like the rock star I never was.
Nice furniture.

Full fatigue uniform. Notice the fatigues are
not regulation. I had them tailor made in the
village at Osan with a zippered shirt, crease
sewn in pants, sleeve pockets, etc. A pair of
tailored fatigues cost 1 carton of cigarettes.
($0.80). Very unusual for me to be in full
uniform, even for work. Wonder what that’s
all about?

Our “House boys”. They washed and
ironed our clothes, shined our shoes,
cleaned the huts, and did anything else
we needed done. I recall we had to pay
$1.00 per month from each of us.

We received our monthly pay by reporting to the orderly room, saluting the pay officer, signing
our name and receiving Military Pay Certificates or MPC. We then had to stop at the next table
and pay $1.00 to the USAF Aid Society and $1.00 for the houseboys. Then we had to go pay the
“Barracks loan shark” for the soap, shoe polish or cigarettes we ‘borrowed’ when we ran out of
money during the month.

The “Mama-Sans” washing our clothes in the river. The house boys hung the clothes over the concertina wire to
dry. (Borrowed photo)

A winter view of our compound and one of our 2-holer outhouses. (Borrowed photo)

We had the Orange Room and Blue Room because that was the color the outhouses were
painted on the inside. In addition to our outhouses, outside our Quonset huts were “piss
tubes” so we could take a leak without going all the way to the outhouse. The “piss” tube was a
section of stove pipe stuck into the ground.
Our “life” on the island involved work – the beach – playing cards – reading – and exploring the
island and the village.
We had a tiny club in the back of a Quonset hut and a Base Exchange to buy candy, gum,
cigarettes, shower shoes, towels, film, writing paper and watches. As I recall, we didn’t have to
use stamps. Postage was free from the APO.

The BX was in 1/4th of this Quonset.
If we wanted something special we put in a special order and whoever went to Osan on the
mainland on a supply run brought it back for us. We also had ration cards. One camera, one
pen/pencil set, one watch etc.
We had a Ham Radio shack operated by SSGT Terry Nestor. We would call our folks, our wives
or our girlfriends by having Terry contact a stateside base and get us a “patch” through or we
would get another Ham operator somewhere in the USA to patch us through. Always fun to
talk to your girlfriend and say “I miss you, over”.

Another winter view of the village of ChinChon-Ni. This was taken in 1954, 5 years before I got
there, but shows what the conditions were on the island in the winter along the 38th parallel.
The wheel tracks on the bottom left are on the road leading to and from our operations
compound on the hill. Our living area compound can be seen in the top right just in front of the
beach area. The tiny dots are our Quonsets. We had to drive through the village to get to and
from the Ops compound.

Someone came up with this idea of a drawing of a typical midnight shift position. I never saw it
this way, but then there’s lots of things I don’t recall about that tour. That’s also not the kind of
“rack” we sat at Osan or PY-Do. Ours were narrow and vertical and made of metal.

Our operations compound on top of the hill as seen from our living compound.

The uniform of the day was fatigues. We usually wore fatigue pants but usually just a tee shirt
or sweat shirt to work. Off-duty was anything we wanted to wear, usually fatigue pants and a
tee shirt or sweat shirt. John Gamble from Athens Tennessee wears jeans and sweat shirt in
this pic. I have on my fatigue pants and brogans. Note the fashionable furniture and nice
welcome mat.

I cannot recall the details of this beach party but we obviously had some high ranking visitors to
the island. Note there are some of the guys from the Army Security Agency unit also there.

We partied a lot. I recall one night we had a sale on Chianti wine from the BX/Club. They sent
rations of liquor and beer to the club from the mainland and either the clerk ordered too much
Chianti or they had an excess at Osan so they had a sale. We all bought some, and later that
night when we had had too much, we were found by one of our NCO’s drinking Chianti wine
out of our boots. Very refined people, USAFSSers.

Relaxing on the beach in my everyday beach attire.

In case you ever wondered what a rice paddy looked like.

Korean mothers waiting for US AID supplies to be offloaded and distributed.

On at least one occasion we were tasked to unload US AID food stuffs from the ship and
distribute it to the villagers. Flour, rice, etc. The villagers would come to get it. The sacks had
USAID printed on them with an American Flag stencilled on the bags. Somewhere I have a
picture of the bags being carted on an oxcart.

A Korean Papa-san sitting in his front yard smoking his pipe. A common sight.
Chinchon-ni is a fishing village, so they were always repairing and drying nets, building fishing
boats, etc.

A view of our living compound taken from our operations compound on the hill. The
compound is on the left and the beach straight ahead. This is the same view as the previous
winter picture. This one was taken from inside the wire surrounding the compound.

We built a “Fitness Center” behind our Quonset huts. Note the guys sunning themselves on the
wall. Also note the concertina wire with the clothes hanging on it to dry. The houseboy is
standing on the wall. He would stretch our uniforms out on the wire to dry. The concertina
wire, such as it was, is the only thing keeping us protected from the enemy. The 55 gallon drum
on the right hand side up on stilts is for use in heating the stoves in the huts. There was a hose
leading from the drum inside to the stoves. In the winter, the oil would get so cold it would not
flow through the hose.
Note the sign in the lower right which says something to the effect “Do not enter this
compound or you will meet with the most severe punishment ever devised by man”.

Our “fitness center”. Note the barbells. Obviously we were Intelligence guys, not craftsmen.
Also note the “wire fence” protecting us. Just behind and to the right of the guy standing on

the wall is our “piss” tube location. Easy access from the hut as long as you remembered to go
over the wire and not through it.

North Korea in background. We were allowed “trimmed” beards on the island.

The intrepid “Cold War” warrior. Protecting my mates, our operations compound, and our
secrets.
In this photo, I was a lone, carbine-carrying gunman, marksman, and warrior of the first order
who was tasked with safe-guarding all our men, equipment and secrets from falling into the
hands of the nefarious North Koreans (North Korean coastline seen in the background). I can't
begin to tell you what a menacing sight I must have been. Had they attempted to approach our
compound I would have held out to the very end.
Notice the “long line antenna” running diagonally upper left to lower right, just over my head.

I decided a .45 would do the trick. I didn’t need no stinkin’ carbine.

A “FIGMO” party. Tradition and custom held that when you reached the date 69 days prior to
your return to CONUS (Continental United States) date, you got a 5th of Seagram’s VO. When
finished with the bottle, the black and gold ribbon could be attached to your fatigue pocket or
your hat to signify to others that you were a “short-timer”.
This is Bobby Brooks, Yale classmate, to my right; Me in a situation I would not want my mama
or grandkids to see; unable to recall the man in white shirt, or guy to his left. John Joyner in
red shirt with 2 Chianti bottles he must have purchased at same sale when I and several other
oenophiles drank Chianti out of a brogan. I believe Joyner went to Goodfellow AFB as an
instructor from here. Dave Croak in pink shirt who was my best friend there, who passed away

in April 2017. Gene Berger shirtless in corner. Gene went to OCS and became a jet fighter pilot
in Viet Nam and retired from the AF as a LTC. Memories of that night are dim.

Preparing to deactivate the unit and depart the island to return to Osan AB on the mainland.
We loaded the equipment and trucks on an LSU (Landing Ship, Utility) and sailed to Inchon,
then traveled by highway to Osan.

The boat trip from PY-Do took us to Inchon Harbor where we offloaded our vehicles, and drove
through Ouijonbu (Slicky-Boy haven) and on to the main base at Osan.

Loading equipment and vehicles on an LSU (Landing ShipUtility) for the trip into Inchon and on to Osan AB.
Dave Croak on far right, me to his right, SSgt Cawthon to
my right. Gene Berger probably driving.
In July 1959 the unit was deactivated, turned over to the
ROK AF Security Service and we returned to Osan AB.

At our “Rollcall” reunion in Gatlinburg TN, May 2017, Major General JD Stauffer, Retired ViceCommander of AF Intelligence, Surveillance and Reconnaissance, our guest speaker, told me
1959 was the year he was born.
I have learned along the road I’ve travelled that people often say “that’s the way it was”….I’ve
said it myself….But, I really think it’s “That’s the way it was …. for me”.
What I experienced in Korea, especially on the island, is a journey I will never forget. I did not
have a single day I did not enjoy. It was primitive, it was without many of the basic things
known in the USA in the 1950s (TV) or even on the Korean mainland. It was boring at times,
but, as I often say, “it was what it was”. I didn’t know any different. We had what we needed.
What we didn’t have, I didn’t miss.
Those in the same command today would not understand how we operated or how we lived
back in the day….and that’s all right as I would not understand how they do it today. At a
recent “Skivvy-Nine” get-together in San Antonio, Tommy O’Connor and I talked about radio
receivers, reel-to-reel tape recorders with stop/go pedals on the floor, and all-cap typewriters.
Some, who appeared to be about 18 years old, asked what those things were for…..I didn’t try
to explain.

I’m confident the men and women in the Electronic Security Command, the Air Intelligence
Agency, the Air Force Intelligence, Surveillance and Reconnaissance Agency, and the 25th Air
Force, all successor commands of USAF Security Service, are as dedicated, professional and
hard-working as we all were back in the day. The only differences are we had no women in
operations and we had different equipment, methods, systems and procedures. The goal is
certainly the same.

The intrepid “Silent Warrior” 60 years later at home in San Antonio, Texas. The T-shirt
represents me at my receiver position. “Sitting Rack” with an R-390 receiver, a SP-600 receiver,
a reel-to-reel tape recorder, a typewriter and headphones. We did not have margaritas
available in Korea in 1958-59.
That’s my story and I’m stickin’ to it!

