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since 2015, served as a radio operator
aboard a B-29 reconfigured as a weather
reconnaissance aircraft during the Cold
War.

Starting his long and distinguished career
in the United States Air Force in 1949,
he was assigned as a radio operator
aboard C-97 transports under the
Military Airlift Transport Command
(MATS), at Kelly AFB, Texas. Service
in MATS entailed missions transporting
wounded soldiers evacuated from the
battlefields in Korea and back to the
United States. Walt found this a very
rewarding experience. On one occasion,
he found one of the evacueces was a
neighborhood friend.

After flying in C-97’s for two years, he

WB-29 Super Fortress
Eielson AFB, Alaska

Post 134 member and former commander (2019-2021)

Walter Conway

was transferred into the Strategic Air
Command’s 58th  Weather Recon
Squadron at Eielson AFB, AK. Missions
in this aircraft entailed top secret patrols
over the Bering Sea and North Pole,
“sniffing” for evidence that Russia had
developed and tested atomic weapons. A
secondary mission was collecting high-
altitude weather data. Walt’s enlistment
ended in 1953 when he decided to pursue
a career in law enforcement in
Philadelphia, PA. He eventually rose in
ranks to detective in the Homicide,
Major Crimes and Internal Affairs unit.
He eventually left the police department,
taking on the position of Regional
Inspector General with the US Dept. of
Housing and Urban Development
(HUD), overseeing allegations of fraud,
waste, and abuse of HUD programs.

Post 134 Financial Officer Arnold Wall (right)
presents a plaque honoring 20 years of
voluntary CPA services to the post by
David Davis, an independent accountant who
is not a Legionnaire and never requested a
penny in fees from the post.

THANK YOU DAVID FOR A JOB WELL DONE!
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Typical clip art from
the early issues of the
Bugle Call Rag...and
they actually clipped
(scissors) and pasted
(glue) before going to
hard copy. We used
to budget $500 a year
for printing of the
BCR.
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Next year marks the 80™ anniversary of WWII’s
ending. I was very fortunate to be able to participate
in the 64™ (2008) and 65™ (2009) anniversaries of
D-Day, along the Normandy coast of France, and
the 50" (1994) anniversary of Operation MARKET
GARDEN in Holland. The reenactments take a lot
of logistical planning to include; aircraft, aircrew,
maintenance personnel, security, Drop Zone (DZ)
controller, etc., just to get the paratroopers out of
the door of a C-130 at 1000 ft Above Ground Level
(AGL), on-time, on-target. This is like wartime
except that we were not taking hostile fire. The
weather is your enemy for this airshow of force.

SUMMER / FALL 1994

Stationed with the 435" Airlift Wing, 37" Airlift
Squadron, Rhein-Main Air Base (RMAB),
Germany, our C-130 squadron was ideally located
in Europe for the 50™ anniversary celebration of
D-Day. Our wing was in charge of providing the
planning, planes, and people,. I was prime to go or
so I thought. I was not chosen by leadership for this
good deal but was told to keep my nose to the
grindstone and keep flying the real-world missions
to war-torn Bosnia. My navigator scheduler said he
would make it up to me later by pulling me out of
the Bosnia flight schedule for the next good deal
that came along.

Three months had passed from the D-Day
reenactment, I got the call to do the 50th
anniversary of Operation MARKET GARDEN,
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We were going to be reenacting the largest
parachute drop up to that point in WWIIL, better
known from Cornelius Ryan’s book and movie,
“A Bridge Too Far.”

“That’s Great,” I said. And then the scheduler
followed with, “You’re going to be Mike Charlie
(Mission Commander/MC).” “What!!!” I had never
pulled MC duties before, which is usually reserved
for a more senior officer, so I thought the scheduler
was jerking my chain. I quickly found out he wasn’t
kidding. The MC oversees the entire package of
five aircraft, aircrew, and requires a lot of planning.
Being only a week out, I figured somebody had
already started planning and would hand the reins
over to me for execution of the airdrop plan. The
weekly flying schedule comes first. Trying to
wedge some planning time (ground duties) was
secondary, as I still had to fly three times to Bosnia,
which were grueling, 18-hour, night airdrop
missions. [’d get to bed around 0600 and back into
work at 1200. My old buddy and fellow navigator,
Captain Todd Hansen, who worked in Tactics
(Planning), took pity on me and put forth a lot of
effort to get the show on the road while I was busy
flying.

The week and stress of pulling this mission off was
coming to a head. The Dutch DZs for the ceremony
were the same DZs used 50 years earlier in the war.
The plan was to split the five C-130’s into separate
formations, with three aircraft (Callsign: Herky 50)
going to Son DZ (Son en Breugel, near the bridge at
Eindhoven), led by my squadron commander, and
two aircraft (Callsign: Herky 60) going to
Klein Amerika DZ (near the bridge at Nijmegen).
The Brits and Dutch were playing too, with the
Brits taking Ginkle Heath DZ (near the bridge at
Arnhem). The Dutch would hit Klein Amerika DZ

KLEIN AMERIKA...Continued on Page 3
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at 1100, while the US would simultaneously hit
Son DZ and Klein Amerika DZ at 1200. A lot
going on in a small amount of time in the airspace
of a small country. Approximately 1,500
paratroopers in all, with dignitaries like England’s
Prince Charles and Queen Beatrix of the
Netherlands on the ground to watch the festivities.

On Sept 17, 1994, we took off out of RMAB with
sky conditions and wind deteriorating, reported to
get worse throughout the day. Arriving in the
Netherlands, the weather was H-O-R-R-I-B-L-E !
The cloud ceiling must have been 400-500 feet
with winds creating a driving rain in the horizontal.
As MC, I knew we needed about a 1,300-foot
cloud ceiling and max 13 knots of wind or less.
Paratroopers would be dragged and more than
likely injured with higher winds. Shutting down
engines at Royal Dutch Shoesterberg Air Base
(SAB), I could see our paratroopers waiting for us
across the tarmac. Some were local to the European
Theater, while others were from the 82™ and 101%
Airborne Divisions, arriving from the states in a
brand-new C-17 Globemaster III.

All aircrew had to mass for a briefing with the
Army jumpmasters in each plane. As we cleared
the cargo bay, walking down the lowered ramp of
the plane, I was immediately pounded by a wind
force that required leaning 30 degrees into the gust
as we walked. Additionally, our paratroopers from
the 82" Airborne, had received word while they
were enroute over the ocean, to hightail it home
ASAP when the drop was over. If the wind, rain,
and the weight of all the dignitaries on the ground
wasn’t enough of a burden for me, there was a
real-world mission brewing during the past
24 hours that didn't need any causalities from an
anniversary drop. It turned out the 82" was going
to attempt an airborne invasion into Haiti for
Operation UPHOLD DEMOCRACY. That's a
whole other story.

To finish up the briefing I told the jumpmasters,
“Tell your Drop Zone not to fudge on the 13 knot
wind limit!” Back to the birds, we loaded and
cranked engines to meet our time over target. With
gear in the wheel well at 400 feet, we immediately
went into the weather that was as thick as split pea
soup. Another 100 feet in the climb, I looked at my
instruments and noted the winds were 27 knots,
double the “NO DROP” wind limits. For the next
45 minutes, I had my hands full trying to navigate,

listening and talking on three different radio
frequencies, and trying to make some decisions on
how we were going to pull this off to make
everybody happy. My pilot shot an approach to an
airport near the Initial Point (IP) for the run-in,
which is non-standard but a safe and legal trick to
get under the weather so we could proceed under
Visual Flight Rules. It was the same weather
pattern we left 45 minutes earlier, about a 500 feet
ceiling and 25-30 knots of wind at drop altitude.
The radios were screaming with transmissions,
with everything coming to a head. My pilot looked
back at me and didn’t have to say a word. He only
motioned with a gloved hand to his flight suit
nametag, half ripping it off from its Velcro,
meaning; “I’m not going to lose my wings over
this.”

We were about 90 seconds out from releasing
paratroopers, and I knew we were done at that
point. A mixed bag of emotions from relief to
frustration flashed through me in the matter of
seconds. Mission canceled, but not due to lack of
trying. A whole lot of work went into this airdrop,
and all for nothing. I cranked the wafer switch
around so I could talk on the DZ frequency, only to
hear from the Army DZ Controller (DZC), “Winds
13 knots, cleared to drop.” Oh...no, they’re going
to put this decision to cancel on the Air Force, not
the DZC. They are flat out lying based on what I’'m
seeing at drop altitude. I relayed to the DZC, that
the mission was scrubbed due to weather. Our
2-ship of Herks continued with our “NO DROP”
procedures, flying right over the Klein Amerika
DZ using the inertial navigation of the airplane to
tell us our position, never seeing the ground. I
stood in the right window to get a peek of the DZ,
crowd, or anything. We climbed up and got our
clearance back to SAB so we could unload all our
paratroopers and go home. My fun meter was
pegged on the LOW side. I was still MC and
overall in charge of the other 3-ship of Herks,
35 miles away at Son DZ. I turned the wafer switch
to interplane frequency and called up the lead
aircraft. “Herky 50, Mike Charlie.” “Standby Mike
Charlie, we’re racetracking.” That was my squad-
ron commander | was talking with. He essentially
let me know that they were successfully dropping
paratroopers. After a few minutes, “Go ahead Mike
Charlie.” “Herky 60 is canceled for weather,” I
replied.

KLEIN AMERIKA...Continued on Page 4
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Figuring I would be pulling KP duty because our
formation didn't get the job done. I was probably
never going to be given MC duties again. Herky 50
never came back while we were on the ground for
10-15 minutes with engines running for the offload
at SAB. I expected the worst as each aircraft
picked up separate clearances for the flight home.
An hour later, we were back at RMAB. Nobody is
around the squadron at 5 PM on a Saturday, except
the aircrews from our mission that quickly filled
out their paperwork and rushed home to their
families. I waited around an hour for Herky 50 to
land, debrief, and receive my butt chewing from
my squadron commander, but then decided to go
on home to my family as well. The Sunday
morning front page of The Stars and Stripes had
the title, “Winds Blow Chances for Vets, GIs.” 1
started reading then turned to Page 5 for the rest of
the story. There was a picture of a Dutch Fokker
F27 dropping paratroopers at Klein Amerika DZ,
also pictures of Prince Charles out on the British
DZ. Surely, this couldn’t have been yesterday...but
it was. I didn’t even bother reading the rest of the
article. Come Monday morning, [ was fully
expecting to be standing before my squadron

commander for one big butt chewing. Monday
morning came and some of the guys from the
mission on Saturday were filing into the squadron
building. I mentioned the pictures in the
newspaper. One of my buds said the Dutch
dropped at 600 feet AGL. That is what we call a
combat drop: static line with no reserve chute. One
swing in the canopy and you’re on terra firma.
They were at 600 feet AGL with their tail in the
clouds. Not legal by Visual Flight Rules for the
aircraft and not worth the risk for the paratroopers,
but it all made for good press.

Eventually the commander had eye contact with
me, and it was if nothing ever happened. “Good
job on Saturday Cope,” he said. My expression was
that deer in the headlights look. I had failed to read
the entire article in The Stars and Stripes. My
saving grace was the first paratrooper that exited
my squadron commander's plane (an Army
Brigadier General), broke his arm in two places.
Winds were probably out of limits at Son DZ as
well. I was thankful for the general's predicament
and lived to fight another day.

Herman Anderson — Commander
hermanli@bellsouth.net 770-547-7347

Regular Meeting — Atlanta Athletic Club

Tom Perkins — SVC
daperks@bellsouth.net 770-587-4639

Gary McBride — JVC
stingmcb@comcast.net 678-571-0727

1930 Bobby Jones Drive, Johns Creek, Georgia
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