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- DO NOT FORGET TO REMEMBER THE BHS BREAKFAST 8/6  - 

 

Lee Komich … 

…Took his Beverly Trade School Auto Mechanic’s training to the Nathan Tucker Volkswagen dealership on 

Rantoul Street for a couple of years after graduation before joining the Army in anticipation of the Army coming 

for him at a less opportune time.   

By the middle of 1963 he was still in, in what would become a 23 year career, training as a helicopter pilot and 

instructor at Fort Wolters, Texas, and then at Fort Rucker, Alabama as a member of the 11
th

 Air Assault Division. 

In February of 1964 he moved on to Ft. Benning, GA to continue more advanced training in the then new UH-1 

helicopters - popularized as the “Hueys” – now with the 1
st

 Air Cavalry Division. 

 

                                      

 

Lee described the training program as the absolute best possible, ultimately very much to his advantage – but 

never repeated for those who followed due to the expense. 



 

 

The 1
st

 Air Cavalry was deployed to Vietnam in July, 1965 and located at Ahn Khe on arrival in country. 

Subsequently they were relocated to a base at Pleiku from which on November 14 they were engaged in the 

operations at LZ X-ray in the Ia Drang Valley that would come to be memorialized in the book and film “We Were 

Soldiers Once … and Young.”   

Lee would pilot his ship to X-ray a total of nine times (one trip was aborted, so the official count is eight) as the 

battle grew in intensity, resupplying the infantrymen on the ground with ammunition and supplies. The initial 

trips were – as he recalled – relatively quiet, but from the third on the situation changed drastically. On the last 

four, with the landing zone closed, they doubled as medevac units (for which they were not equipped), bringing 

in supplies and taking out wounded - and a small number of POWs. A day and a half later the situation was 

repeated when he flew four times into nearby LZ Albany – at night. With the landing area obscured by darkness 

and the confusion of tracer rounds filling the air, they had to be guided in by signals from a flashlight. 

The earlier training that incorporated a prodigious use of blank ammunition had prepared the team well. As Lee 

described it, the sounds in combat were the same and they were accustomed to it. The noticeable difference was 

when holes began to appear in the fuselage. 

The operation commander, then Lt. Colonel Howard Moore, passed away in February of this year. In his obituary 

he was quoted as likening his situation to that of General Custer. He and the 457 men in his command quickly 

realized they were facing upwards of 3000 VC and would likely have been annihilated if not for the skill and 

bravery of the helicopter pilots who kept them supplied and eventually got them out. 79 American Soldiers were 

killed and 121 wounded in the battle. 

Lee was awarded a Silver Star and Distinguished Flying Cross for his efforts – described in greater detail in the 

citations below, and those who recall the teaser for this in the last issue, greater recognition has been sought for 

him for several years. One pilot did receive the MOH for his part in the action, but some 30 years after the fact, 

and he was an officer. Further comment by ed. deemed inappropriate. 

His first tour was extended by about a month after which he returned to the US for 18, then back for a second, 

this time flying the larger “Chinook” (CH-47) from Quang Tri. This involved different and somewhat less 

hazardous missions, although he was brought down burning on one occasion. As the end of 1968 and his second 

tour approached, the division was based near Saigon. 

For the complete story I (and Lee) would highly recommend “Chickenhawk,” by Robert Mason, and direct your 

attention to “Connors” as real names were not used in early printings. 

After 23 years of service Lee retired from the Army with the rating of Chief Warrant Officer 04 – one step shy of 

the highest enlisted rank (05) in the army. 

Retired and living in Alexandria, VA with his wife, Lee continues to offer his services as a flight instructor and 

consultant to the aircraft industry although has recently experienced some health issues that have restricted his 

activities. 

The documents below speak for themselves. 



 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Ralph Archung … 

 

… Submitted this anecdote from his Peace Corps days in Ecuador following his graduation from Northeastern: 

 

His workweek job in the Corps was building schools high in the Andes of Beautiful Downtown Ecuador (note the 

accompanying photos of the bustling air facilities). 

 

At one point he and a few friends took a break to fly to the coast for a couple of days at the “beach,” and, as 

Ralph tells it … 

 

Yes, the grass was pretty tall. This was a pretty hectic airport; two sometimes three airplanes a week in and out of 

there. Not much time for manicuring lawns! 

 

On this particular flight, I had the flight crew abort the takeoff of our C-47 (military version of the Douglas DC-3). 

Went something like this: 

  

When the airplane arrived at our airport, a lone mechanic in a rickety truck pulled up to refuel it before we were 

allowed to board. A very interesting - and not very reassuring - sight of an airplane, a fuel truck and one man in 

the middle of a field of tall grass.  

 

Then we got the call, "All aboard". We found seats in rows of three, one and two seats with an aisle in between. I 

was seated in a single seat on the right side of the cabin. On my left, I could see the static lines for parachutes still 

in place from the days of WWII. The government of Ecuador probably got a pretty good deal on this antique and 

didn't see any need to update it with interior creature comforts.  

 

Moving right along, we taxied to the threshold of the "runway", i.e. the end of the field, where the pilot ran up 

the engines for takeoff. As the airplane started its takeoff roll, I looked out the window and noticed a very large 

plume of fuel streaming out of the top of the wing on the right side of the plane. I immediately jumped out of my 

seat and headed toward the open cockpit amid screams - in Spanish - from the flight attendant and pilots to 

return to my seat (and I think, “Call Homeland Security,” but not sure. I was still working on my Spanish).  

 

The C-47 is a tail dragger with a little wheel aft of the main gear located under the wing. So to go forward toward 

the flight deck, it was a very bumpy uphill climb as the plane was gaining speed for takeoff. After I too screamed, 

- not sure exactly what, and might have been Spanish - and pointed out a window, the copilot recognized the 

problem and they quickly aborted the takeoff and taxied back to the terminal to find the mechanic who had 

evidently left the fuel cap off and speak some Spanish to him! And there you have it, just one little snippet of a 

day in the life of a Gringo in Ecuador. 
 

In accompanying photos the enlargement (of the somewhat younger but more recognizable Ralph) is the same as 

the image to its left and serves also to point out the boots. Ugg Boots? A man ahead of his time – if he’d ‘a only 

known! 



 

 

 
 

 

 

Ralph  
… more recently added this piece in rememberance of of Dick Crandall: 

 

Here is a little story about our recently passed classmate Dick Crandall.  

This took place around our high school years 1957 or 58. "Dickie” and I were just finishing up a daily round of 

hockey practice. He and Herbie Hammond were the crack goalies on our "take no prisoners" hockey team. So, as 

Dickie and I were walking back to Ryal Side, he mentioned that his parents would not be at home when he got 

there.  

Ralph: "No problem. Come home with me and eat at my house."  

Dick: "Oh, I don't know. Your mother might not like having a stranger show up at your supper table. You know, I 

have never even met your parents." 

And so it went that I thought it might be kind of fun to jazz up the conversation at the supper table. So I told him I 

was sure it would be alright with my mother. In fact, she really enjoyed meeting my friends. It took her mind off 

of her night job that was so demanding that it virtually consumed her daily thoughts. I told him my mother was a 

lady wrestler and she was fighting regularly every week-end at the arena in Revere. She went by the name 

"Barbara the Butcher." "She is not very big, but she is as tough as nails," I told him. Dickie was fascinated and 

couldn't wait to talk to my mother about that. I told him that my mother loved to talk about her "work" and that 

she would certainly fill him in on it. 



 

 

Now, my mother, of course, was no lady wrestler. At 5'2" tall and maybe 110 lbs., throwing people around on a 

mat would not be considered one of her strong points. She was an Electrologist. She removed unwanted hair 

from people by inserting a fine needle in the follicle of a hair and sending an electric charge through the needle 

to kill the root.  

Fast forward to the supper table where the Archungs and guest, Dickie Crandall, are all seated around and Dickie 

couldn't wait to open the conversation. I should mention here that I did not reveal anything to my mother of 

what I had passed on to Dickie about her "night time job in Revere." Now, this was a long time ago, so the 

following is about as good a job as I can do recalling the conversation. I may have taken a little poetic license 

here, but it went pretty much like this: 

Dick: "Mrs. Archung, Ralph tells me that you enjoy working outside of the home. Don't you find it kind of 

dangerous? 

Mom: "Heavens no. There's really no danger in what I do!" 

Dick:" You mean you or your opponents don't get hurt or experience any real pain?" 

Mom: "Oh, Dick, I don't call the people I work with opponents. I like to refer to them as clients or patients. And 

about the only pain involved is when the needle is inserted - and maybe just a little when it's electrically 

charged."   

At this point Dickie's face drops as he is trying to figure out how 

needles and electricity find their way to a wrestling mat. 

And so it went, following the misunderstanding theme of the old 

Abbott and Costello "Who's on first." 

When it was over and the truth was known that Dickie and my 

mother had both been had, we all sat around laughing 

hysterically trying to picture my sweet little mother as "Barbara 

the Butcher" in a wrestling ring. 

That was one of my last memories of my old friend and classmate 

Dickie Crandall. Just a really nice guy.  

May he rest in peace. 

Ralph Archung 

 

 

 

And from Dave Backman … 

 
BHS Class of ‘58 25

th
 Reunion and Mt. Fuji 

 

Other than having a great time, two things stand out as I remember our 25
th

 reunion at King’s Grant Inn on June 

25
th

 1983. The first was the wonderful, warm hug with Phyllis Albert in the lobby; we had not seen one another 

since graduation. The second was receiving the dark blue BHS 25th reunion T-shirt and committing that the first 

time I would wear it would be on the summit of Mt. Fuji which hopefully would occur in just another two weeks. 

Since Jeff is badly in need of material, I am writing about the Mt. Fuji climb and hopefully some of you will enjoy 

it. 

 

Some background information is that my first assignment in the Air Force was in Okinawa (1962-1964). After 

initial culture shock, never having been out of New England, I tried to learn some spoken Japanese and managed 

to take some leave up in mainland Japan. In 1970, I commenced a career with Digital Equipment Corp. (DEC) in 

the software engineering and services field. During my 22 years at DEC, I was fortunate enough to spend a total 

of 13 years in various field operations in Tokyo, Hong Kong, and Sydney, Australia. 

 



 

 

Two weeks after our reunion, I was to join an associate in Japan (July 8
th

 and 9
th

, 1983) traveling from Tokyo to 

the base of Mt. Fuji, overnight in a lodge which had yet to officially open for business, climb Mt. Fuji on the 9
th,

 

and then return by bus to Tokyo. Japan’s only natural resource is water so there was a probability that we would 

see rain sometime during our trip.  

 

As travelers know, plans lend great clarity but what actually happens on the road can significantly deviate from 

those plans.  My first surprise was when my traveling companion, Toshio, told me that his daughter had a very 

high fever and I would be on my own! He drove me to where I could connect with the bus and helped me 

purchase the tickets to and from Mt. Fuji. Unfortunately I was going to have to connect with another bus in order 

to get up to the base of Mt. Fuji and would have to wait about 2 hours in order to catch it. So with the packed 

BHS reunion T-shirt, a couple of Snickers bars, and a few things for the overnight, I was off on this high adventure. 

 

Four people, 3 high school girls and one gaijin, waited for about three hours at a small rural bus stop for the 

connecting bus to arrive. Their English and my Japanese was not very good but they were very gracious and 

shared their sushi with me since my Snickers bars were long gone. Arriving at Mt. Fuji, we went in separate 

directions; I went into a souvenir shop and purchased an “official Mt. Fuji hiking stick” and learned the location of 

the lodge where I would be spending most of the night….I had to start climbing by 3:30 AM to make it up and 

back by the time the bus departed, this time directly back to Tokyo. 

 

The small staff at the yet unopened lodge 

provided me with a meal and I hit the sack. About 

3 A.M. I was awakened by many outside voices 

coming from climbers already starting for the 

summit; I was not far behind them. I never saw 

the sunrise since it was cloudy. The trail up the 

volcano is well marked providing a great view of 

the country below. There were patches of snow in 

areas continually protected from the sun. The 

summit was at 3,776 meters which is where a 

person may begin to experience a slight lack of 

oxygen in the thinning air. 

 

Much to my surprise, as you ascend Mt. Fuji there 

are small wooden structures (hiking stations) 

which are positioned at certain levels up the 

volcano. At each one of these, someone would wood-burn into the hiking stick Kanji characters indicating the 

station name and its altitude in meters. When I realized this, I was really happy I had my souvenir stick. There 

were about five of these stations as you ascend the volcano. 

  

Nearing the summit, I saw an extremely large Shinto Torii through which you pass as you climb stairs to a Shinto 

shrine on the summit. At this shrine a person hammered red Kanji characters into my hiking stick indicating I had 

completed the ascent. Unbelievably a few hundred yards before this Torii, I met the three high school girls who 

had shared their sushi with me. With lots of laughter we hugged and climbed to the summit together. I put on my 

25
th

 reunion BHS ‘58 T-shirt and the girls took my photo standing by a large monument…. BHS ‘58 to Mt. Fuji in 

just two weeks!! It was now extremely foggy at the summit so I had no view of the country below. Hopefully, Jeff 

is able to enhance the photo for the newsletter. 

 

The descent was via a different route - no hiking stations and the trails were made of crushed black and maroon 

volcanic rock. It seemed like I was zigging and zagging forever in the descent. I was exhausted after descending. 

Shortly after boarding the return bus, the heavens opened and it poured all the way back to Tokyo. I had lucked 



 

 

out with the weather. I was also really happy I had my souvenir hiking stick with all those markings 

commemorating the climb. From Tokyo, I had to travel to Hong Kong, Sydney, and then through Hawaii to 

Boston. 

 

I was certain that if the stick was stored as baggage on multiple flights, it would either be broken or stolen. 

Consequently, I was allowed to take it as carry-on baggage on each of the flights….except from Hawaii!! Most 

flights in the Pacific are long and somewhat tedious. Flight crews working those flights love interesting 

conversation; my hiking stick was the catalyst for that….except Hawaii!! 

 

As I was departing Hawaii for Boston, I was confronted by a security 

person who indicated that my stick would have to be checked as 

baggage. There was absolutely no way I would be allowed to take a 

“Japanese fighting stick” (a Kendo wooden sword) onto the aircraft. 

I pleaded my concerns and tried to sell that person on the fact that I 

had taken the hiking stick onto all of the preceding flights and that 

the flight crews had enjoyed hearing about what it was and its 

commemorative markings. Additionally, my hiking stick really did 

not look much like a Kendo sword. 

 

Finally as a last resort, I kept insisting that I talk with that person’s 

supervisor. There were now probably about 8 people waiting in line 

behind me. After explaining my situation to the supervisor, he 

decided that I would be allowed to take the hiking stick to the gate 

and it would be up to the flight crew whether they would allow it as 

carry-on baggage. Thirty four years later, that treasured hiking stick 

is standing behind my desk! 

 

I’ll close by saying I am extremely thankful that I grew up in Beverly 

and I am so appreciative to those of you who have kept a BHS Class 

of 1958 focus enabling all of us to still reflect upon those wonderful 

times! 

 

Dave Backman 

 

“From my cold, dead hands!” 

 

 

Also from a shoebox in Freeport, Maine …. 
 

The following reminders of (check one):  __ the most wonderful night, __ the greatest disaster  

of your life (which at least allowed enough time for do-overs although we were informed – as some might remember  

from graduation - that 25% was already over!). 

 
See below in case you think I left something out. 

 

• And on a sad late note, Dave Burke, who appears in this array, was added to the Memorium List as of June 14. 

 

 
 



 

 

          
 



 

 

As it is with photographs: each is worth a thousand words. If you need any (words) – or wish to share any you 

know how to reach us. Need I say more? (Seems I keep having to.) 

 

On another note, I have to mention something about the basis of this newsletter. It grew from the fact that due 

to the persistence of Alan Barbeau we developed – and try to keep current - a contact list of class members – 

which gets everyone notified of forthcoming reunions (and stuff) if you haven’t packed off to Flawrida without 

telling us. Having such a list at hand, the idea of a newsletter arose since we could do it, for all intents, for free. It 

was intended to be an electronic publication to avoid getting into anything that might require funding 

(politician’s term for asking for money). It was also thought to be a good way to help maintain the continuity of 

contact information between reunions. Yeah, Right! 

 

Regrettably there are a couple of dozen members who for various reasons do not have access to email. We 

would like everyone to be able to receive this in some way but are not in a position to routinely provide hard 

copies by mail to those who are not connected. The only funds in reach are in the reunion treasury and it would 

obviously be inappropriate to draw from that for this purpose as there is no real connection between the two. 

 

We have made - and tried to make known – arrangements with Dick Page to post the issues on his website 

<Penbayonline.com> as they appear. Viewing his site does not require email; it only requires Internet which is 

available even to those without computers through friends, relatives, and public libraries. You have a grandkid 

with an I-pad you’re good to go. Mentioning that here of course does not make anyone in that group aware, but 

it would be very helpful if anyone encountering someone in that situation could pass the word. 

 

In closing – this issue is being sent out a month earlier than scheduled to provide an added plug for the 50 Year + 

Breakfast scheduled for August 6. Everyone on our e-list has (or should have) received the registration form. That 

was – as stated – the Official means of notification this year for the Class of 1958 (and will be going forward). A 

few who have attended previously but known not to have email have been contacted directly, but if you are in 

touch with anyone who might be interested in attending, ask if they have been contacted and if not, make us 

aware. 

 

Similarly, the 60
th

 Reunion is rapidly approaching. As you read this we will be in the process of finalizing the 

reservation for the hall. I’m going to ask by reply for a show of hands on how many expect to attend (or not – all 

information is good information). I will also need input – although this will be addressed at greater length at the 

reunion – about going forward. It appears that most classes are calling it quits at 60. I expect that there will be 

some interested in continuing on some basis but the number may impose some changes. Based on our original 

plan an event will be held in 2020, with everyone at 80 + or – 1 unless you were precocious or – um – not. 

 

The 2018 60
th

 Reunion is being scheduled 

for Friday, August 3 (the Breakfast will be 

on 8/5) and the likelihood is about 95% of 

a return to the BG&T on the Friday PM. 

More on this next issue. 

 

In closing - for the reader who conveyed 

(her) recollection of the “machine” at 

Alcon’s (per the photo last issue), yep, I 

recall it, and it was one of these: (with one 

viewer for Mom, one for Al, and one for 

y’self -if tall enough). 

 

  


