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Here we are into July.
I hope everyone is making their plans and getting
their applications sent into
Premier Reunion Services for another great
ASA reunion. We have a
lot of fun things scheduled for all of us to do in
Albuquerque.
We hope everyone
had a great spring. June
seems have been bad
weather on most of the
country. I think Jim up in
Minnesota is building a
raft so he can just float
down and visit us here in
Iowa. We will build a dock
for you and we can wait
this high water out together.
The surgery on my left
shoulder was done Fri.

6/20 - thanks to the well
wishers. Dr. Hart says
everything went well - so
with 4-6 weeks therapy I
should be in fighting
shape by Sept reunion
time. Poor Rusty is having to pick up the load of
outside
maintenance,
garden care, etc. She is
outside mowing as I am
writing. I offered to have
a friend do it that who
owed me a favor, but she
wanted to give it a try what a woman - Love her
to death!!!!!
I do have a few caps
left at the popular price of
$13 + shipping cost
(usually $5-6) to anywhere in the USA. If you
are planning to attend the
reunion in Sept, simply

send me the $13 and I
will deliver it in person
(free of delivery charge).
Please hurry your request as I only have 6 left
(2 blue/gold and 4 black/
gold).
Okay, I am cutting this
short so you can all get
busy and get your reunion applications sent into
Dina, Brenda and Larry
and will be ready to enjoy
the their planning efforts
for a great time in Albuquerque. Rusty, Lou,
Sandy and I are looking
forward to seeing all of
you there.
God bless you all,
Gary
__________

A MESSAGE FROM LARRY ECKARD
I know I don’t have to tell you, but I
will anyway. The reunion in Albuquerque is creeping up on us. You should
have your reservation packet until now,
if not either go to the website at
www.mlrsinc.com/asaokinawa or call 1828-256-6008 and ask for a reservation
packet. That is all there is to it.
You can see by looking at the itinerary there are some great attractions in

Albuquerque. Take advantage of the
several tours that are being offered. If
your health permits (if you have heart or
respiratory problems be sure to check
with your doctor first) you will especially
like the Sandia Mountain Tram ride that
takes you up Sandia Mountain to an
elevation of about 10,500 feet, beautiful
sight if we can get there about sunset.
(Continued on page 2)
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Treasurer’s Report
ASA Okinawa Association
June 30, 2014
Beginning Check Book Balance February 1, 2014-$5014.14
Income
Income from Dues ?????????????.. $280.00
Income from Newsletter ???????????.$60.00
Income from Caps, History Book, etc??????.$56.15
Other Income ?????????????????$6.21
Total Income ????????????????.$402.36
Disbursements
March Issue of Torii Typhoon ????????...$259.96
Other Disbursements ?????????????$17.55
Total Disbursements ????????????...$277.51
Ending Check Book Balance 06/23014777$5138.99
Total Membership is as follows:
• 10 Life Time Members
• 12 Life Time Deceased Members Wives
• 169 Paid members for 2014
• 83 for 2015
•
28 for 2016
•
5 for 2017
If anyone would like a detailed list of Incomes and Disbursements email me at sandysands66@msn.com and I will email it to
you.
Duane R. Sands, Treasurer

(Continued from page 1)

Just read the itinerary and decide what you want to participate in.
For anyone interested, I have tried numerous times to
reach last year’s wounded warrior donation recipient, Andrew Smith, without success. I’ve left a couple of messages
with no response and I’ve also spoken with Chris Petro from
the Chattanooga CVB (who was our banquet guest last
year) and she has not had any success either. I do not
know the status of Andrew and Tori.
If any of you are Facebook subscribers, you may already
know there are several ASA related Facebook groups that
you can join – the most interesting is the Torii Station page.
If you are a Facebook person, give that site a try. You may
find someone you know – or like me – find a person in your
hometown that you had no idea ever served at Torii Station.
I encourage all of you to visit the page and help promote the
reunion. This is a good place to recruit new members –
most everyone on the page is eligible for membership in our
association. Help us out by giving it a look and encourage
people to join the association.
This will have no impact on the reunion but Brenda and I
(Continued on page 3)
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will not get to Albuquerque until sometime on Wednesday evening. Consequently registration won’t start until
we arrive – whenever that is. In our absence, Gary
Duenow will take care of everything. Rusty will see that
he does! Speaking of Gary, he is in sort of a dilemma.
He had recent shoulder surgery and must take it easy
doing basically nothing physical while he is rehabbing.
That of course means while under the Dr.’s care he can’t
mow the yard, rake grass, keep the bushes trimmed, or
carry anything heavier than a beer mug. The problem is
if he can’t to these other things, Dr. Rusty believes he
should not play golf so she has declared a moratorium
on golf until he can do the other chores. So which
should he do, drag out his recovery to avoid chores or
speed up the recovery so he can play golf, or recover
quickly and secretly play golf? Gary would appreciate
your help with this.
We hope to see all of the regulars and a bunch of
new faces in Albuquerque. This would be a great place
to begin your reunion career.
__________

ALBUQUERQUE, NM
The one-of-a-kind
character of Albuquerque is the result of
many different forces,
perhaps none as important as the centuries
of history that have
shaped
the
city
of Albuquerque, New
Mexico. Starting with
the Native Americans
who have lived here for
thousands of years and
continuing through Albuquerque's
official
founding in 1706, the
city has grown into a
multi-cultural metropolis of approximately 840,000
people. While the modern city of Albuquerque is a
center of high-tech industry and research, it retains
vital connections to the past, such as the ancient rock
carvings at Petroglyph National Monument, the historic Old Town Plaza and the trail of vintage neon signs
along Route 66 spanning the city.
Albuquerque proudly celebrated its Tricentennial
in 2006—but their roots go back much farther. It is
important to understand all of the people who have
influenced the area to fully appreciate the complexity
of the history of Albuquerque. The Rio Grande Valley
has been populated and cultivated since as far back
as 2,000 B.C. The Pueblo people who lived in the
area when Europeans arrived had a sophisticated
culture and advanced skills in stone masonry, ceram-
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ics and a wide range of arts and crafts.
Many of these traditional techniques are practiced to
this day, handed down through the generations.
The first Spanish explorers arrived in Albuquerque in
approximately 1540 under General Francisco de Coronado, and later expeditions brought settlers deep into
New Mexico’s river valleys. In 1706, a group of colonists
were granted permission by King Philip of Spain to establish a new villa (city) on the banks of the Rio Grande
(which means big or great river). The colonists chose a
spot at the foot of the mountains where the river made a
wide curve, providing good irrigation for crops and a
source of wood from the bosque (the cottonwoods, willows and olive trees that grow along the river). The site
also provided protection from, and trade with, the Indians in the area. The colony’s Governor, Francisco Cuervo y Valdez, penned a letter to the Duke of Alburquerque back in Spain to report their newly founded villa,
named La Villa de Alburquerque in honor of the Duke.
Over the centuries the first “r” was dropped, leaving Albuquerque spelled as it is today.
The early Spanish settlers were religious people, and
the first building erected was a small adobe chapel
where today’s San Felipe de Neri Church still stands in
Albuquerque’s Old Town. Its plaza was surrounded by
adobe homes, clustered close together for mutual protection. The chapel collapsed after the particularly rainy
summer of 1792, but was rebuilt a year later. While the
San Felipe de Neri Church has been enlarged and remodeled several times since the 1700s, its original thick
adobe walls remain intact. The church is the anchor of
Old Town, the historic and sentimental heart of Albuquerque, and the Plaza is host to many cultural events
and local celebrations.
Today, Albuquerque is a major Southwestern city
with a diverse population and some of the nation's leading high-tech research facilities including Sandia National Laboratory, Intel and University of New Mexico. At the
same time, its cultural traditions continue to be an essential part of everyday life in the city. With one foot in
the past, one foot in the present and both eyes on the
future, Albuquerque is a fascinating place to visit and an
even better place to call home.

KP CAN BE EXCITING
BY LONNIE FRAMPTON
At the end of my first enlistment, discharged 20 Dec
1957, I returned to Somerset County, Pa. I had high hopes
of obtaining a $10,000 dollar a year job. This was the target most guys returning from Okinawa had their sights set
on. However, there weren't many of those jobs available in
a county known mostly for farming, coal mining and cutting
timber. None of those appealed to me. A man of my caliber
couldn't see himself locked into one of those occupations.
I called Arlington Hall Station, HQ for the Army Security
Agency, in Arlington, Va. I spoke with a CWO in Personnel
(Continued on page 4)
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and cut a deal. I would reenlist if I
could go back to Okinawa or Japan.
He instructed me to call again in two
weeks and I would learn my fate. I
called. The CWO said, " We will
send you back to Okinawa." As an
aside, Parker Lee was the Personnel Sergeant and he was instructed
to set things in order. The CWO instructed me to go to Ft. Holabird,
MD and reenlist there, which I did. I
reenlisted on the 83rd day of a 90
day window to keep my rank (SP2
E5) but I would lose TIG. At Ft
Holabird I learned I would be sent to
Ft Jackson, SC to process. I knew I
would be going to Ft Devens, MA.
Why I couldn't be sent from Ft
Holabird instead of having to go to
Ft Jackson remains a mystery to
me. It was at Ft Jackson that my
experience occurred.
I had the misfortune to be assigned to KP duty. Young troops
today just do not realize what an

honor and privilege it is to have the
duty of performing KP to keep them
busy and out of trouble. In addition it taught one the meaning of
being humble. Anyway, being a
good soldier I reported for KP at
the appointed time and learned I
would be the DRO (Dining Room
Orderly) for the day. When breakfast was ready the troops began to
arrive and two 2LTs came in and
sat down. Now even 2LTs had the
privilege of having the meal served
to them. They didn't go through the
line like common folks did. One of
the 2LTs called out to me, " Hey
Junior, bring me a cup of coffee." I
don't believe he was aware that it
was very early in the morning and
my complete set of faculties were
not in proper order yet. However, I
was awake enough to catch the
fact that he had just insulted me. I
had only been in the Army for one
hitch but I did know that if you did-

Page 4

n't know the soldier's name you addressed them as soldier, troop or
even GI but not Junior. I got his coffee, sauntered over to his table and
set it down where he could reach it
without too much trouble. I guess I
moved too slow to suit him. He said,
"Do you think you'll make it?" This
called for an appropriate reply and I
guess my answer didn't suit him either. I shrugged my shoulders and
simply said, "I may." I must say that
really lit his fuse. He proceeded to
give me an ass chewing. I realized
too late that my reply wasn't the right
one. But I knew I was wrong and I felt
he was wrong.. I had always been
told that two wrongs don't make a
right. Apparently he figured my wrong
was worse than his wrong. When he
was done chewing that was the end
of the matter.
My story may not appear too exciting as one reads it, but I can assure
you it was when it happened.

NCU 37
SOBE CAMP, OKINAWA, 1956
BY NEAL P. GILLEN
Continued from Nov. 2013
Most positions were inactive early
that morning and the search operators were finding no signals of interest. Lieutenant Bland, the duty officer, noticing my inactivity and well
aware of my penchant for finding
stateside music at such times, took
me back to the large rack of highspeed printers to finish transcribing
the remaining box of tape left over
from the Eve watch.
I sat down at the table and
threaded the thin strip of paper into
the narrow slot on the steel plate
positioned at eye level just above the
old, trusty, and sturdy Underwood
mill. Pushing down on the foot treadle I engaged the device that pulled
the undulator tape through the slot
and across the steel plate. The sixply paper was already loaded
through the sprockets attached to the
Underwood so I began transcribing
the Morse Code equivalents, the narrow inked spikes as dits and the wider in length as dashes, which equat-

ed to the “dot/dash” of a particular
Morse letter or number. I loved that
simple Rube Goldberg-like device, no
earphones, no atmospherics, no
transmitters cutting in on the sender I
was copying, no worries about a
missed letter or five-letter grouping,
no call sign or frequency changes
between messages, just complete
harmony with one’s task. Lieutenant
Bland did not realize how much I enjoyed transcribing tape. An hour later
I finished, ripped off about four pages
of traffic, sauntered back to Lieutenant Bland’s desk in front of the antenna patch panel, and handed over the
traffic. “You finished already?”
“Yes sir.”
“Well, let’s see what else we can
find for you to do.”
He asked me questions about the
antenna patch panel, which I had no
difficulty answering. “You must be
studying for Third Class.”
“Yes sir. Not much else to do
around here except play basketball
and go skin diving.”

Bland was a mustang who began
his service in the Destroyer Navy late
in the Great Depression of the 1930’s.
He came up through the ranks as a
Radioman and had seen his share of
combat during World War II. He was
crusty, but likeable and fair minded the ideal person you desired as a
mentor.
“Let’s see if we can find something
for you to do. What do you know about
crypto?”
“Only what they told us at Imperial
Beach.”
“Not much then.”
“Sort of, Sir.”
“Come on. I’ll show you a few
things.”
The crypto space was located in
the Communications Center, an area
isolated from the radio positions in a
sealed off room near the tape machines. “Admittance Only To Authorized Personnel” was written on the
vault-like door in large red letters.
Bland buzzed the door for entry and
the CT3 slowly pushed open the door
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and held his ground.
“Are you busy son?”
“No sir.”
“Good. Then you have time to show Gillen how the
crypto machine operates.”
“I don’t know that I can sir. Is he authorized?”
“Of course he is. He’s cleared,” Bland responded as he
grabbed at the laminated photo identification hanging on
the chain around my neck and held it up for him to see.
Just as my understandably reluctant instructor began to
explain the system of rotors used in the crypto machine a
bell type noise emanated from the adjoining Teletype machine.
“There’s a message coming in, Lieutenant.” In the initial process of decoding it he realized it carried a high priority. “It’s a ‘Y.’ I’ve never seen one before. Must be important, sir.”
“Wonder what it could be, son?”
Before long we found out. It was a message from the
CO NAVSECSTA Washington to the CO NCS Guam ordering him to immediately dispatch twelve men, three
each of the following rank: CT1, CT2, CT3, and CTSN to
another command. The location of that command was not
clear and in a matter of minutes Lieutenant Bland was on
the telephone explaining to the Captain that he had to
send twelve men to Okinawa. “Yes sir. Right away,” Bland
said hanging up the telephone. “Gillen, can you drive a
jeep?”
“Yes, sir,” I responded, failing to note that I did not
have a license.
He tossed me the key ring and said, “Let’s get underway.”
We rushed to the door almost knocking over the guard
standing outside the door as we shoved it open. I looked
up and smiled at Woods as we ran down the stairs. He
was a likeable guy from New Jersey, a real character with
whom I had a lot of fun, though he scared the life out of
me and others on many occasions as we walked up those
same stairs to begin a watch. Woods would draw his 45
from his holster point it down the steps and pull the trigger. Fortunately his ammunition was an Eberhard No. 3
pencil and no one was killed or wounded.
I drove Lieutenant Bland to the lower part of the base
where the quarters for married personnel were located.
The Captain was waiting on the porch in his bathrobe
when we drove up. Bland jumped from the jeep and trotted up to the porch and handed the message to the Captain. He looked at it for some length and then made an
executive decision that changed my life and that of eleven
other CTSN on Guam. “They want me to send them nine
experienced petty officers. No way. They get twelve Seamen.” Bland trotted back to the jeep, jumped in and
asked, “Do you want to go to Okinawa?” “Yes sir.” I didn’t
ask what it was like, what we would be doing, or how long
I would be gone. All I knew was that after three months on
Guam, I had seen all that I wanted to see. I was ready for
something new. “You have to help me on this son; the
Captain wants to ship out twelve Seaman before Washington catches on. When we get back to the Operations
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Building make up a list. Put your name on it along with
anyone else on the watch section. Then take the jeep to
the barracks and wake up the Seaman you know and see
who wants to go. If we don’t get twelve volunteers we’ll
have to select them.”
Upon our return to the Operations Building I was higher than a kite and excited to be a key player in this conspiracy. I quickly typed up a sheet of paper with the heading “Designated Personnel for Immediate Transfer to NAF
Okinawa” and printed my name on the top of the list. My
good buddy, from Radio and CT School, Brian “Rip” Desmond signed up, as did Lee Marshall. Bland sent us back
to the barracks instructing us to start packing as the Captain had awakened the Personnel Officer, who would immediately have travel orders typed for the three of us and
for the other nine as soon as he had a full list of names.
We arrived back at the barracks and began to wake up
our classmates from Imperial Beach and others looking at
long-term sentences on Guam. Many friends took umbrage to being awakened in the middle of the night, expletives were uttered pertaining to our ancestry, threats were
made, and we were accused of being drunk or of pulling
their legs. “Dink” Clark was delighted to leave and quickly
signed-on as did my friend from New York, “Ritchie”
Drabek, along with Jones from Ohio, Joe Mc Guane from
Massachusetts, and Robert “Rabbit” Wright from Missouri.
I was disappointed that my basketball buddy, Frank Bowersock from East Liverpool, Ohio rejected my entreaties.
Despite the difficulty we began to round up volunteers
before the whole barracks got wind of our authorized escape to another outcropping in the Pacific. It didn’t take
long to pack our seabags and strip down our beds. Guam
was a by-the-book command and weekly locker inspections were routine. Everything was clean, folded, pressed
and ready to stack in our seabags. By 6 AM I had returned to the operations building with the other nine
names and Desmond, Marshall and I were designated to
leave that day. Following morning chow we checked out
of the base and were driven to NAS Agana with priority
travel designations. Early that evening we landed at Clark
Air Force Base in the Philippines.
We soon learned that the Air Force lived on a higher
standard of living than sailors on shore duty. The transit
barracks at Clark AFB were the equivalent of a RitzCarlton Hotel compared to those found at most naval facilities. The following day the three of us decided to take in
the sights of downtown Angeles, the sprawling shantytown just outside the main gate. As the sun rose above
Mount Pinatubo, the volcano that towered above the valley where this huge air base was located, the temperature
rose in a steady tempo without a letup. We put on our
dress whites and took a bus to the main gate. A block outside the main gate the macadam road gave way to a muddy quagmire. It resembled a railroad town from the old
west. The place was teeming with street urchins selling
chewing gum, pimps, swindlers, and con men. Horse
drawn carriage taxis were waiting to take us to meet the
girl of our dreams and we hopped in one and set out
through the slop and filth for paradise. Soon we passed a
(Continued on page 6)
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butcher shop displaying sides of beef
and pork totally covered in flies. Bars,
followed by more bars, and souvenir
shops, tattoo parlors, restaurants,
dance halls, uniform stores, laundries,
all of the businesses that fed off service personnel, their dependents, and
base employees. Soon we entered a
quieter neighborhood a block or so off
the main drag. Young ladies were
gathered on the porches and balconies, as one would imagine New Orleans at the turn of the previous century. The sight of three young sailors in
dress whites, an unfamiliar sight for
these idle young lassies more accustomed to dashing airmen, immediately
stirred their interests. They whistled,
shouted, hooted, beckoned with their
hands and other parts of their anatomy, and pranced about their porches
displaying their wares. My two colleagues and I, celibate for many
months during our stay on Guam,
were anxious to propagate the Philippines. The carriage driver was urging

us on. The street was awash in three
inches of mud. We looked at each
other obviously thinking alike – this
was not a good idea. Suddenly, thunder sounded in the distance – a
warning, an omen certifying that our
contemplated endeavor was unwise.
We best return - an afternoon storm
was headed in our direction. The
carriage driver was insistent – his
commission was at stake. We reconsidered, sometimes arguing strenuously. “We’ll be missing out. Okinawa may be like Guam” Missing out
on what, leprosy? We held our
ground.
The realization took hold that our
idea of an afternoon soiree amidst
the mud, the flies, and overwhelming
filth was absurd. We turned tail and
headed back to the reality of the
transit barracks.
To be continued:
Next: “Welcome to Okinawa”
__________
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MAIL CALL
Hi all,
Your question on page 4 about
"TSU SHIN TAI" in the March 2014
edition of the Torii Typhoon caught
my eye.
I don't remember the NCO CLUB
being named "TSU SHIN TAI" (I was
at Torii Station from the Fall of 1976
thru the summer of 1978), but I do
remember trying to learn Japanese
when I first arrived on Okinawa and
taking interest in the name of the
BUS STOP outside the gate of Torii
Station.
As you may remember, each bus
stop had a "name" (written in Kanji,
Hiragana, and romaji (english) characters) that gave a hint as to where
in the heck you were, and the one
(Continued on page 7)
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outside
the
Torri
gate
was
"TsuShinTai Iriguchi".
From my Japanese studies, I knew
that 'iriguchi' meant 'entrance'.... but
the best that my Japanese dictionaries could do for the "TsuShinTai" was
"Secret Communications Place" or
something close to that.
So, the name of the bus stop outside our gate was, "Entrance to the
Secret Communications Place"......
which I always got a big kick out of.
I still remember that!
Best regards,
Tom (Spike) Richardson
05D ("Duffy") on Oki from 1976-1978
Thomas W. ("Tom"/Spike) Richardson, Ph.D.
Drawbridge Technologies, LLC
41 Court Square, Suite D3
Harrisonburg, Va, 22801
Office phone: 540.433.2952
cell phone: 540.430.0537
email:
tom@drawbridgetechnologies.com
Note from Tom Sevits to Tom Richardson:
“Tom, I have tried to answer your e
-mail, but it keeps bouncing back to
me, so that’s why you haven’t received my thanks for your answer!”
___________
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To All ASA Members:
Dan Carr would like for everyone
to consider having the 2016 Reunion
in Buffalo, NY. This would bring us
back a little closer to the East Coast .
I know that the Premier Reunion Services has had reunions in Buffalo, so
at our reunion in Sept. Larry could tell
us what they have done while in Buffalo. Also Niagara Falls is close by.
Your serious consideration is greatly
appreciated.
Dan Carr
ASA Okinawa 58-59
__________
Karen,
Enclosed please find two copies of
menus for Thanksgiving 1957, 1958,
1959 and Christmas 1957 and 1958.
(See page 6.) I left on Dec. 5, 1959,
so I did not get Christmas 1959. As I
remember, they were good meals.
Cannot remember any special times,
but was sure glad to go home after 28
months on Okinawa.
Larry Sommers
5965b Lee Ave
Elkhart, IN 46517
__________

Welcome Mat

TAPS

The following members have been
located since the last newsletter. Welcome to the Association. We hope to see
you at the next reunion and hear from you
about your memories of your time spent in
Okinawa.

The Typhoon learned of the following
deaths since the last newsletter was
published. The deaths are not necessarily recent, but they were just learned
of. The entire membership extends our
deepest sympathy to the widows, families and friends of the deceased.

Vern Zellers
(1961-65) E-6 Staff Sgt
3rd RRU Ono Point
1275 Old Plantation Rd
Walnut Cove, NC 27052
336-339-2388
vzellers@juno.com
Tom Courville
(1963-64) & (1972-75) SSG Ops Co
108 Athena Ln
Rosburg, OR 97470
541-673-7700
tom.courville@gmail.com
___________

Robert Dripps
(1950-52) Sgt, 111th & 327 Cos
Died April 3, 2014
Thomas Cooper
(1955-57) SP4 8603rd
Died April 15, 2014
William Capeloto
(1950-52) Cpl 111th Co
Died September 21, 2013
____________

STATEMENT OF
PUBLICATION
The Torii Typhoon is the official publication of the Security Agency Association
Okinawa. It is published tri-annually in
March, July and November. The Newsletter is funded by voluntary contributions
from the membership.
Contributions
should be sent to the treasurer. All members are encouraged to support the voice
of ASA Okinawa. A financial statement
appears annually in the November issue.
The newsletter is intended to be a vehicle for the members to express opinions,
make suggestions and especially share
experiences.
Unless otherwise stated, the views and
opinions printed in the newsletter are
those of the article’s writer, and do not
necessarily represent the opinion of the
Association leadership or the Editor of the
Newsletter.
All letters and stories submitted will be
considered for publication, except unsigned letters will not be published. Letters
requesting the writer’s name be withheld
will be honored, but published on a space
available basis. Signed letters with no
restrictions will be given priority.
Letters demeaning to another member
will not be printed; letters espousing a
political position will not be printed.
The editor reserves the right to edit
letters to conform to space limitations.
Premier Reunion Services is not responsible for the accuracy of articles submitted for publication. It would be a monumental task to check each story. Therefore, we rely on the submitter to research
each article.
You are encouraged to actively participate in the newsletter family, by submitting
your stories and suggestions.
__________

HISTORY BOOKS FOR SALE
Tom Sevits still has ASA History
books for sale for $14.00 each. Make
checks payable to ASA Okinawa Association and mail to:
Tom Sevits
25703 McCutcheonville Rd
Perrysburg, OH 43551

NEWSLETTER EXPENDITURES
July 2014

$917.89

The issue immediately before the reunion each year is mailed to all active
members. All other issues are mailed
only to those who sent in $5.00 dues
for the newsletter.
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ASA OKINAWA ASSOCIATION
Duane Sands
4331 Pine View Dr NE
Cedar Rapids, IA 52402-1712

For those of you who are members of the ASA Okinawa Association, please look at your address label from your last
issue of the newsletter and note your membership expiration date and send in your dues before the expiration date. Renewals are the lifeblood of our membership, so please be aware of your expiration date and renew accordingly.
To anyone who is not association members, please consider joining. Dues are only $10.00 a year. Any former soldier
who served in the 111th Sig Svc Company 327th Comm Recon Co, the 8603rd AAU, 3rd ASA Field Station, ASA Field
Station Sobe, Army Field Station Okinawa, or any of the other units that fell under the Torii Station designation between
1945 and 1985 are cordially invited to become members.
Now, why should you join the Association? First, we were all elite soldiers that served without much recognition because of the nature of our work. We are part of a brotherhood and an organization that needs to be remembered. The
Association is the vehicle to carry on the memory and tradition of the Signal Intelligence organizations that served on
Okinawa. In order to do this, the help of every former member is needed. Membership gives you that opportunity! You
will be able to participate in the management of the Association by attending the business meetings and voting on the
matters brought up by the membership. The most important thing is comradeship that you will find by becoming a member and attending our reunions. This is something you will not find anywhere else, in any other walk of life. So often we
hear the excuse, “Well, I won’t know anyone.” So what? It would be great to find that old friend that you ran around with,
but an hour after you arrive, you’ll feel like you’ve belonged there all your life. Ask anyone who has attended a reunion,
they’ll tell you the same thing. Give it a try: it’ll only cost you ten bucks and it may possibly be the best $10.00 you ever
spent. Come on, we need you as a member!
Membership will also allow you to attend the business meeting, to bring business before the assembly, and to vote
on issues brought up at the meeting. Among the recurring issues will be election of officers and selecting reunion sites.
Every voice and vote is important and we’d like to have yours.
Our excellent newsletter, The Torii Tribune is also available to be mailed by USPS for an additional $5 per year.
That is a bargain for three issues. If you are comfortable on the computer and able to subscribe to the ASA Okinawa
Emailers list, you can receive the newsletter by email and save the $5.00. ( Information on subscribing is on the reunion
web site at www.mlrsinc.com/asaokinawa )
The Association needs your support, please join and be a party of keeping the memory of ASA Okinawa alive.
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -D E T A C H H E R E - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION
Last Name: _________________________

First Name: ______________________________ MI: ______

Address: __________________________________________________
City: __________________________________________ St: __________________ Zip: __________________
Phone: (_____) _______ __________ e-mail: __________________________________________________
Dues are $10.00 per year. One year membership expires on 12/31/2015—(two years on 12/31/2016)
I wish to join the ASA Okinawa for: one year @$10.00 ________

two years: @ $20.00 __________

I prefer a paper copy of the Torii Tribune. In addition to my dues I have:
Enclosed is $5.00 for the 11/2014 and 03/2015 issues _________
Enclosed is $5.00 for the 03/2015, 07/2015 and 11/2015 issues _________

Make checks payable to: ASA Okinawa Association
Mail checks to: Duane Sands, 4331 Pine View Dr NE, Cedar Rapids, IA 52402-1712

