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Volume One
Sky-Cop Gazette, March 2019

So What Is This About?

Welcome to the Gazette!

I’m Chris A., a retired USAF Master Sergeant and former Security 
Policeman.  I joined the USAF in 1979 with a guaranteed job as a 
Law Enforcement Specialist. I did the job for 14 years and really 

found it to be the most satisfying years of my life.

The Sky-Cop Gazette is my attempt to remain connected and inter-
act with other USAF Air Police, Security Police and Security Forces 
vets.   During my entire time in the USAF I constantly thought to 
myself how so many of my experiences would make great stories.  

I’m the staff  of this upstart publication and you, well, you are invited 
to be the contributing writer, photographer, artist or commentator.   
The rules are simple.  Put down in writing the moments in your ca-
reer that mattered to you.  Don’t worry about what others want you 
to write, write what you want to write.  These can be stories of what 

everyday life was like at BumFunk AB or some insane battle you 
were in.  Perhaps something scared the crap out of you or you saw 

something hilarious.  Yeah, funny, crazy stories are encouraged and 
yes, feel free to use fake names.  The idea, however is to tell our story, 
the good, the bad and the ugly.   The idea isn’t to slam the USAF or 

any individuals. That’s not allowed. 

I alone determine what stays and what goes. I won’t edit your stuff 
or tell you what to write. That’s not the idea. I just want you to know 
your story, no matter how trivial you may think it may be, matters. 
It’s all a part of a big story.  In this inaugural volume I invite you to 

send in a story or whatever you want on any topic!  If future editions 
move forward they will have some specific topic areas. 
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In this issue to date we have four features!!! More will be added as peo-
ple submit content!  Send your stuff to chris@chrisaphotography.com title 

it “Stuff for the Gazette” or something like that!  

TABLE OF CONTENTS: 

TRUE STORY:  An AP Christmas Eve in the Namm                     Page 5 
by CMSgt Walter M. Stolpa

TRUE STORY:  Looking For Trouble: A Leadership Lesson         Page 11 
by MSgt Chris Armold

BOOK REVIEW:  Warnings Unheeded by Andy Brown.               Page 17

Transitional Insignia:  USAF Uniform Insignia In the late 1940s   Page  21

WHAT HAVE YOU GOT! 
 

Send your stories and photos to

chris@chrisaphotography.com
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Chief  Walter M. Stolpa

An AP Christmas Eve  
in the NAM

 Monsoon rains danced off the tin roof of the guardmount 
area.  The troops were lost in thought and subdued as they assem-
bled for guardmount.  It was Christmas eve and most were focusing 
on sweethearts and family back in the world.  “Fall in” the flight 
chief barked and the men quickly and noisily fell into their squad 
positions.   “Squad Leaders Report” and the Staff Sergeants rattled 
off in turn “All Present or Accounted For”.  Roll Call was taken and 
the men responded with their post assignments.  “Open Ranks, 
March” and the ranks opened for inspection.  The old Master 
Sergeant did an about face and faced the young  LT, saluted and 
reported    “Shadow Flight is ready for inspection”.  
 
 The inspection was just a formality, just the lieutenant shak-
ing hands and wishing each a Merry Christmas.   The guys were 
swathed in ponchos and assorted rain gear so there was not much 
to inspect.  There could have been a few whiffs of alcohol on some 
but nothing was said after all it was Christmas eve.  “Close Ranks, 
March” and the troops once again emerged into a flight.  The LT 
commented that OSI says we could be having  hostile visitors 
around and stay alert.  He sheepishly wished them a Merry Christ-
mas and departed  the guardmount area.  

 The old sarge surveyed the troops and knew none of them 
were motivated to commence the twelve hour grind in the mis-
erable rain and he sought to improve their spirits but had trouble 
choosing the words. 

  He growled  “Were 7,000 miles from home,  lonely and feeling 
sorry for ourselves”.   While we are here our families are gathering to 
celebrate Christmas”.  “Your presence here allows them to do that”.  
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Tonight you are not alone, you are with your brothers who share 
this moment in time with you”.   Years from now when you are old 
and grey, you will recall this Christmas eve with clarity and tell your 
grandchildren”.  “I spent Christmas eve in 1966 with my brothers in 
the Republic of Vietnam at Nha Trang Air Base fighting for freedom.”   
  “I want you to be  especially alert because our intel says some-
thing may be brewing”.   The local VC units are active and there is an 
NVA battalion within a days’ march.  “Focus on your job.  You are 
here to protect your buddies, those here in ranks and everyone on this 
base.”  

 I thought what the hell would we do if we got attacked by 
a battalion? The Flight Chief closed with words that tempered our 
spines.  “If the cost tonight involves the loss of life, then let it be mine 
and not of any of you for it is you I will fight and die for”.      
 
 “Take care of your brothers”. 
 
 “Post”

 Sobering at the Flight Chief ’s words we loaded up our gear 
and hoisted ourselves up into the trucks and jeeps for transport to 
our sandbagged defensive positions.   We sloshed through the mud-
dy trails picking up and dropping off troops at their assigned posts.  
 
 My post number was announced and I jumped off the truck 
with my two buddies for the night and stumbled into the drenched 
bunker, shining my flashlight looking for rats and snakes.  Thank-
fully, there were none visible for the moment and we laid out our 
gear to prepare for the long night ahead of us.

 The night passed agonizingly slow and try as we might to 
prevent it, the cold seeped into our core.  The temperature had to 
be in the 70s but we were shivering.   The relentless rains splattered 
against our ponchos and bounced off our helmets. Flashes of light-
ning eerily illuminated the concertina wire, allowing us to survey 
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the Claymores forward of our position My buddy sighted through 
the sights of his M-60 machine gun into the darkness and was 
humming jingle bells. 

 From the bunker 50 feet on our left lyrics were added to the 
tune. “Jingle Bells, Mortar Shells, VC in the Grass, take this Merry 
Christmas and shove it up your .... “
 
 The radio squawked and  the Flight Chief boomed out 
“Knock it off, maintain noise discipline” and all went quiet.   Evi-
dentially, someone had keyed a mike during the carol.  Later the 
unmistakable drone of “spooky” appeared circling overhead.  As 
per normal procedure, the aircraft was not illuminated so to make 
it a lesser target.   Flare kickers commenced dropping flares over 
the distant rice paddies.  Shortly thereafter,  mini-guns opened up 
spraying arcing red tracers through the floating flares. 
  
 A nervous troop  in a far-away bunker slapped a flare add-
ing to the Christmas festivities.   I thought to myself that despite the 
misery of the rain the aerial display was quite impressive.  Thank-
fully there were no green tracers searching us out.  My partner 
wondered aloud if the chaplain would be making the rounds this 
Christmas Eve.  I replied “I don’t think so. He’s probably too tired 
from saying midnight services.

 Spooky was drifting off toward the mountains as the ex-
pended flare canisters impacted on the ground.  I wondered if the 
mini-guns had targets or just some special Christmas present for 
the VC?  The flares had ruined  our night vision so blackness envel-
oped us as the steady rain continued to assault our senses.  

 Sirens wailed and the radio squawked “incoming take cov-
er” and that answered my question of targets.  We hunkered down 
behind the sandbags as we had clearly heard the mortar shells 
distinct thump, thump, thump as they burst from their tubes.   We 
held our breath as we anticipated the impacts.  In the distance the 
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alert siren wailed as counter batteries searched for the source.   Ear 
splitting explosions tore into the darkness as three mortar shells  
crump, crump, crump landed in quick unison. 

  We waited for another volley but nothing but silence en-
sured.  I noted that spooky  had turned to and was on the scene 
once again kicking flares and spraying arcs of airborne mayhem.   
We anxiously wondered if any of the mortar rounds had found a 
target but flames coming from the Army helicopter pads answered 
that.  Later we would learn that two Army Hueys  got lit up but 
thankfully nobody was killed or injured.   

 We also learned that the mortar rounds were just a diver-
sion as sappers had penetrated the Army defenses and destroyed 
the helicopters with satchel charges.   I wondered why the sappers 
always picked on the army?   We liked to think it was because they 
knew we would  kick their ass if they attempted to come through 
our wire.

 It was 0300 when the Comm/Plotter notified us that the 
Major and the Chaplain were visiting posts with coffee and Christ-
mas goodies.  We were so far out in the boonies that they seldom 
got this far but we didn’t care much for company anyway.  At 0415 
the SAT team pulled up and told us to put away all the unautho-
rized stuff because Santa was a couple of posts down the line.  The 
only thing I had was not authorized was my little transistor radio so 
I made sure it was out of sight.   

 A light flashed from the bunker on our right and that told 
us we were next in line.   Sure enough a jeep came roaring through 
the mud at our position.   The lights flicked on and off with the 
proper sign and we allowed it to approach without challenging.  
 I always thought challenging vehicles here was stupid be-
cause no VC had a jeep.

 Looking uncomfortable and ill at ease there was the major 
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and the chaplain both in rain gear.  They dismounted the vehicle 
and entered the bunker to get out of most of the rain.  

 “Airman Jones Reports Delta 16 all secure sir.   “It is Christ-
mas Eve so we can dispense with that” said the major. “Merry 
Christmas men, we have hot coffee and chocolate for you and some 
treats from the mess hall”.  “Help yourselves”.  “How are you all doing 
tonight”?    “Business as usual sir”, “any damage from the mortars”?   
“No the mortars were off target and hit nothing but sappers got two of 
the army choppers, we think the mortars were just a diversion”.

 The Chaplain asked us about our families and told us how 
much the base counted on us to keep them secure”.   He then pro-
duced some Christmas cards sent from children to the soldiers in 
Vietnam.  They were unopened and he asked each of us to take one.    
 “Well Merry Christmas men and enjoy the fantastic Christ-
mas dinner the mess hall is preparing”.  

 I thought damned if I will be staying up and waiting in line 
after a twelve hour mid, as the jeep disappeared down the road.

 So we settled in for the remainder of the long dark night 
watching spooky dropping flares and working out the mini-guns 
and wondering if Charlie had any more Christmas surprises in 
store for us.  However, the night passed without any further activity.  
Thankfully, the rains had ceased and the eastern sun hurt our eyes 
as it rose into the sky.  

 Relief rolled around and an hour later we had turned in our 
equipment and were in the hooch.  I looked at my rack and it was 
inviting me to join it.  As I climbed into the rack I remembered the 
card the chaplain left us and decided to open it. 

Dear Soldier,

Thank you for my freedom and for fighting for me.  
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I will be spending Christmas with my family safe 
because of soldiers like you.  I hope your family 
has a Merry Christmas and I am sorry you can-
not be home.  I hope you do not get killed and that 
you can be with them next Christmas.   My old-
er brother Bill was in Vietnam and  died at some 
place called Ia Drang and my mom  and dad have 
been very sad ever since and so have I.  I hope your 
mom and dad don’t have to be that way.  When I 
grow up maybe I will be a soldier like my big broth-
er was.  Thank You for protecting us and Merry  
Christmas to all the soldiers.

Eddie

 My eyes misted up on me as I crawled into the rack and I 
thought in comparison to a lot of people, I have a lot to be thankful 
for.  I made a mental note to write back to Eddie with how I spent 
my Christmas eve with my brothers and how much I appreciated 
what his brother gave for us.  I hoped all Americans appreciate the 
sacrifices being made for them but from what I saw on the news I 
doubted it.    The Vietnam War was grinding on and the worst was 
yet to come.      
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USAF cops can trace their heritage all the way back to WWII and the Military 
Police troops who were assigned to the US Army Air Forces.  From stateside 
to all over the world, Army Air Force MPs provided security to AAF assets 
and personnel and were involved in direct combat with enemy forces on many 
occasions. 
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By Chris Armold

Looking For Trouble

In 1991 I was feeling on top of the world.  I was a TSgt with 13 
years in the USAF and was just leaving a three-year gig working 
on the Joint Staff.  A few months earlier I recieved PCS orders 
from the Pentagon to the one place I absolutely didn’t want to 
go to; Bolling AFB, Maryland.  Bolling was in a rundown part of 
D.C. surrounded by crime-filled neigihborhoods.  While I’m sure 
working Law Enforcement would hvae been awesome there,  I 
had my fill of Washington DC. 

Since I was on the Joint Staff I figured I could get some help and 
went right to the top.  The top for me was Colonel William O. 
Nations, aka “Wild Bill.”  He was the honcho in my Directorate, 
the Security Division.   He was a really interesting officer sporting 
an out of regs looking mustache.  As with the vast majority of the 
USAF officers working on the Joint Staff he treated me more like 
a JCS staff peer than a Tech Sergeant.  

I walked in his office and fired off a salute.  He walked around his 
desk and shook my hand saying “Hi Chris, what can I do for you”?   
I gave it to him straight;  “Colonel, I need some help. I’ve got orders 
to Bolling AFB cop squadron and it’s just not where I want to go.  
Can you help me out sir?”  

He stood in front of me for just a moment, and shook his head 
up and down, “Let me see what I can do.” and he walked back 
and picked up his phone.  He quickly dialed and shot me a smile 
while wiating for whoever was on the other end of the phone.

When the person on the other end picked up, Colonel Nations 
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obviously knew the guy.  “Hey Dave, Bill Nations, here.  How’s it 
going?  Great!  Fantastic.    Dave, listen,  I’ve got a troop who works 
with me here at the Pentagon.  He’s got orders to Bolling but I wanted 
to see if you had anything else available.  He’s a sharp troop and a 
good man.”

For a few moments they bantered back and forth and I tried not 
to fidget while sitting in front of the Colonel’s desk.   Suddenly he 
looked up and said “What do you think about Kirtland?”   Without 
hesitating I said “Kirtland sounds great sir.”  “Dave” said Nations, 
“Kirtland would be great. I appreciate your help.”    

Grinning ear to ear Colonel Nation’s stood up and said “You’ll have 
new orders in a week or so.”   I thanked him profusely and saluted 
him sharply on the way out.   This was a hook-up I’ve never forgot-
ten.

I called Kirtland after getting my orders and learned I would be 
joining the 377th Security Police Squadron and would be a Law 
Enforcement Flight Chief.  I couldn’t wait.

After serving on the Joint Staff for three years and doing very well 
in the USAF in general I arrived at my new assignment feeling 
confident and excited about the Flight Chief job. Soon I discovered 
I would be at the helm of “D” Flight Law Enforcement, a night shift 
that worked rotating swings and mids.  What became apparent was 
that “D” Flight had some problems and everyone from the training 
section to the First Sergeant said it was going to be a tough bunch 
of people to develop.  

That concerned me and I became a bit irritated that these cops 
were apparently so clueless that the entire squadron seemed to be 
snickering behind their back and at me for landing the flight chief 
gig.  I remember a comment from the Flight Chief of another shift.  
His direct quote was “D Flight? Those guys couldn’t catch a cold.” 
essentially saying they were clueless when it came to working law 
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enforcement.  

Man... I just came from the Pentagon, I can’t have a bunch of duds 
working for me.  So a few days before I assumed command of the 
flight I created a a short ten question test about basic Law En-
forcement.  Nothing super complex but basic stuff like “What does 
Chain of Custody mean” and other LE centric stuff.

I remember the flight standing in the Guardmount room and walk-
ing in front of them for the first time.  I explained that I had heard 
nothing but terrible things about the flight.  That they were lousy 
cops and slackers.  A flight of people no one else wanted.  I handed 
out the little test and told them they have five minutes to compete 
it. The troops had never had anyone do this to them before.  They 
had never done a “test” on paper at work.  I gathered up the com-
pleted tests and put them aside.  I spoke to the troops and told 
them what I expected from them and my low tolerance for medioc-
rity.  Posts were assigned and while the troops headed off to posts I 
snatched up the tests and headed to the flight chiefs office.

I grabbed a cup of coffee and stepped into the small room located 
just outside the secure door to the L.E. Desk.  Over the next 20 
minutes or so I look over the tests and the results are just terrible. I 
was pissed.

And then there was a knock on the open flight chiefs door.  Stand-
ing there was SSgt Monroe1.  Monroe was a classic example of an  
Air Force member who found their dream job and position.  Mon-
roe had been a Staff Sergeant forever and only bothered to test for 
Tech so the Air Force wouldn’t kick him out.  He was the temporary 
assistant Flight Chief until another TSgt cleared training. 

“Hey Sarge mind if I talk with you for a moment.” he asked.  Of 
course I said absolutely, grab a seat.  “What’s up” I asked!  He sat in 
the chair and I could tell by his body language he had something to 
1.  I can’t for the life of me remember this man’s name. I wish I could but it escapes me. Conse-
quently “Monroe” is a fake name. . 
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say and was a bit uncomfortable. 

“Hey, seriously, whats on your mind, I really do want to know.”  I 
asked.

Well Sarge, tonight at Guardmount you really blew your first im-
pression.  You went in there looking for bad stuff and negativity.  You 
went in there looking and expecting to find trouble.”  He spoke in 
carefully measured tones. 

 “Based on that little test these guys took I found a lot of problems, 
Patrick.” I said. 

“Of course you did.  Thats what you were looking for.  I just want you 
to know these folks are very good people who just need some training 
and someone to believe in them.  I know they were hoping you would 
be the guy.”

Wow.  I was stunned.  He was right. 

I looked like an ass in front of those folks and worst, I treated them 
like crap. I made the assumption the flight was full of losers and I, 
the high and mighty former Joint Staff, weinnie knew better.

“Damn Patrick.... I can’t tell you how foolish and arrogant I feel.”
I thanked him for his feedback and jumped in my patrol car.  For 
the next four hours I did post checks.

I remember walking up to the first post, it was a young troop on 
a small housing area gate.  Gilbert Pinon.  As I approached he 
stepped out of the gate and snapped to attention and started to 
report his post.   I waved him off and stuck my hand out.  “Amn 
Pinon my name is Chris Armold and I want to apologize for guard-
mount tonight.”  I went on to tell him how I went in there looking 
for trouble rather than looking for teammates.  I did my best to let 
him know that I believed that together we could identify and cor-
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rect any training issues and make this a flight a great place to work.

Before I arrived at the second post the word had been passed that 
I was apologizing.  I didn’t realize it until later.  Not a single post 
or patrol let on.  They each allowed me to apologize and speak my 
piece.  Guardmount the next night was very different.  A huge sense 
of relief and optomism was apparently.  My effort to apologize paid-
ed off and every person on that flight forgave me.  

I worked very hard to be not just a great flight chief but a thought-
ful leader and real positive role-model force in the lives of some of 
the people on my flight.   

As we addressed training areas we went above and beyond the re-
quirements to get better and the confidence of the flight improved.  
Within six months there wasn’t an incident “D” Flight couldn’t 
handle with skill and professionalism. From shootings to fatal car 
accidents and insane domestic disturbances, Kirtland and its 54,000 
acres meant a lot of people doing a lot of weird stuff.  My troops 
were prepared and well trained. Man I was proud of them.

I’m so glad that Staff Sergeant had the courage to step up and put 
his wisdom into words of advice for me.  I was a good intentioned 
leader before but I was much better afterwords.  From that day on 
I sought out the strengths of the folks I worked with.  I put them in 
roles and positions that played to those strengths or talents.  I asked 
them what they wanted to do on flight and in life.  We all learned a 
ton of LE stuff together and became an incredibly tight crew.  

I stayed on “D” Flight for the 18 months I was at Kirtland.  After a 
year on base I made Master Sergeant.  I worked with some amazing 
people.  

 Scott Farrar, my crazy L.T. shift commander who complete-
ly trusted my judgement and believed in my training.  He stayed in 
the USAF and retired in 2018 as a Security Forces Colonel. He is a 
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genuine badass and a fantastic leader. I loved working with him. 

 John Burke, probably the greatest policeman I ever met.  
He made MSgt in 10 years.  When the USAF tried to involuntarily 
retrain him, he flipped them the bird and separated.  Not only was 
he a great cop, he was also by far and away the greatest ass-chewer 
of all time.  I don’t know what became of him.

 Chuck Blakeman, my assistant flight chief and partner in 
crime.  Chuck is an amazing cop, super competant and packed with 
common sense and street savvy.  I remember a drunk I was re-
straining spit in Chuck’s face.  I literally had to be held back to keep 
from kicking the guys ass.  Chuck still works for the USAF and is 
also a badass.
 
-Tony Hetrick was one of my sharp troops.  I wrote his submission 
to the Air Force Academy.  They rejected it but today Tony is the 
Chief of Police in a city in Ohio.  He’s also the cop on the cover of 
the SkyCops and Peacekeepers Book. 

 -There are so many guys I miss from my flight.  Rex Lindy, 
Gilbert Pinon, Jon Niski, Don Hardy, Bill Ziehl, Bill O’Niel and 
folks I can picture but quite can’t remember the names. A lot of 
those guys were not on flight when I had that terrible first guard-
mount but they all benefitted from the lessons I learned.   I remem-
ber all these folks coming to my house on days off, hanging out, 
going shooting, hunting, playing golf and catching tons of bad guys.  
 A year into my tour at Kirtland I’m proud to say that  “D” 
Flight LE was the place to be and a lot of cops on other flights often 
asked about opportunities to join our team.  
 I learned a lot from Leadership Schools and Academies but 
I think leading is more about listening.  Lessons come from some of 
the most unlikely sources. 
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Suggested Reading: 
The Gazette Book Review

Written by a retired USAF Security Policeman,  “Warnings Un-
heeded: Twin Tragedies At Fairchild Air Force Base” tells the true 
story of two unrelated incidents, each costing lives and showcas-
ing failures in command and indecisive leadership.  Quite frank-
ly, this book is nothing short of amazing.  Anyone who wears a 
shield or is a leader should tuck into this book. 
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It was probably in mid January when author Andy Brown dropped 
me a message asking me if I wanted to read his book, “Warnings 
Unheeded.”  He said he was a former Security Policeman and fol-
lowed my “Sky-Cops” page.  We decided to do a book swap and a 
week later, “Warnings Unheeded” arrived at my door.

The book is a very nice hardbound volume that has a very nice 
feel to the cover. I’m not sure what the material is, but it has a very 
comfortable feel and texture.  

Unlike a lot of  books written by vets or folks who were involved in 
high profile incidents, “Warnings Unheeded” is well written, well 
researched, fast-paced and allows you, the reader, to develop your 
own opinions.  Andy gives you the facts and tells the story without 
trying to guide you to any notions or opinions.  He does a great job. 

Writing a book about one topic is a difficult chore, detailing the 
events of two high-profile tragedies in one book is almost monu-
mental yet Andy makes it happen and presents both stories with 
clarity.

Both of the stories Andy tells are true and took place in 1994 at 
Fairchild Air Force Base.  The first story is about an active shooter 
who invades the hospital seeking vengeance on the people who he 
feels screwed him over.  Andy provides detailed background on the 
events leading up to the attack in which five people were killed by 
the mentally ill, recently separated USAF veteran.  In detail, Brown 
explains the killers steps as he seeks his victims while at the same 
time showcases what would prove to be an amazing response by the 
USAF Security Police.   In what can only be described as incredible 
devotion to duty and fearlessness, a lone Security Policeman on a 
bicycle patrol, armed only with a 9mm M9 handgun, challenged the 
assault-rifle toting killer.  Due to this cops dilligence to training and 
his personal efforts off duty to himprove his survivability, he stayed 
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focused and killed the gunman with a headshot from 150 feet away. 

At the same time, intervoven into the story of the mass shooting is 
the incredible, and nearly unbelieveable story of a crazy, wreckless, 
B-52 pilot.  With over 6,000 hours of stick time on the Buff, the Lt 
Col was over-confident, cocky, and careless with the aircraft he flew 
and the lives of the men who were assigned to fly with him.  For 
years, serious complaints of dangerous flying culminated with an 
airshow performance where he buzzed the grandstand at 100 feet in 
front of dozens of high ranking USAF officers.  The pilot was never 
reprimanded for this display of incomprehensible disregard for 
safety.  Due to indiference, multiple changes of commanders and 
fear of being labled a “pussy”, the dangerous, pilot was permitted to 
keep flying.  Despite continued violations and warnings from other 
aircrew the hotshot jet jock remained behind the stick and in the 
left hand seat.  It all eneded as predicted when during a rehearsal 
for an airshow, he tried to bank his B-52, loadded with thousands 
of gallons of jet fuel, into a turn that simply wasn’t possible to pull 
off in a BUFF.  A few seconds later, the bomber and the four officers 
aboard augured into the ground, barly missing the fully manned 
Weapons Storage Area. 

Man... it’s a crazy, unbelieveable and tragic story that shows what 
happens when people pass the buck.  Both of these events suffer 
from exactly the same issue...indecision and lack of leadership. 

By the way, Andy Brown, the author of this book, is that young 
Security Police bicycle cop who saved the day and untold lives by 
engaging the active shooter.  For his heroism and devotion to duty 
he was awarded the Airman’s Medal. 

Like a lot of guys who stepped up and ran towards danger, he 
downplays his role in the book. He tells the story but steers clear of 
any personal accolades or attempts to elevate his role.  Quite frank-
ly, his actions spoke for themselves. 
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This is a GREAT story and a GREAT book. It is available on Am-
azon and in book stores everywhere.  It’s an important story and 
the lessons it contains make it an important read for every cop and 
every leader.  I give it FIVE Shields out of FIVE!!!! 
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The insignia on this page is what was worn just after 1947 when the USAF 
parted ways with the US Army and became it’s own service.  The gold-col-
ored cutout was only worn until 1949-50 when it was replaced by the brushed 
aluminum silver/gray USAF cap eagle and uniform insignia.  You’ll notice the 
names on the “new” stripes remained Army ranks. 
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Thanks for Reading!

I hope you’ll send something in 


