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Each year we lose more members. 
This could be the last year we’re able 
to see some of our brothers. With each 
passing year, some will not be able to 
travel and some will be gone but never 
forgotten!

I also want to extend an invitation to 
our nonmilitary friends and other vet-
erans. In previous reunions, we’ve had 
various guests and friends join us to the 
festivities and banquet. They’ve had a 
great time. We are trying to get a spe-
cial banquet speaker for Port Hueneme.

Rick Reese has been working with 
the photos on the web site please take a 
look. Remember if you can name some 
of the people please send it back on the 
web site.

Remember, we are Seabees, and 
NMCB-8 is still alive with our “Can 
Do” spirit. —Arnie Cicerone, President 
NMCB-8 ASSOC

       CONSTRUIMUS   BATUIMUS_“WE BUILD, WE FIGHT”
1942 1969

 — U.S. NAVAL MOBILE CONSTRUCTION BATTALION EIGHT—
November, 2019— Happy Holidays.

— P r e s i d e n t ’ s  C o l u m n —

(See page 3)

I want to thank all that 
made the (Reunion) Meet 

and Greet with NMCB-3 lo-
cated at the Desert Diamond 
Casino & Hotel in Tucson. I 
also want to thank Victor Hor-
vath, President of the NMCB-

3 along with all the members of NMCB-3 association 
that provided us with such a warm reception. The facility 
along with all the Festivities and a great banquet, were 
extremely good. Looking toward the future In order to 
enable us to have larger groups we will be combining 
more with various Seabee Units. This will help us with 
all the work necessary to support a Reunion, and enable 
us to provide Reunions each year and at various areas 
around the country.

It was great seeing everyone, Troy brought the famous 
Bee which was the talk all around the Hotel. We are try-
ing to get the names to go with the photos in the news-
letter, please go to the web site I intend to put the photos 
with lines drawn to each person. Put the photo number 
EX (SAM 1340 Item number 3 is John Doe) then send it 
back on the web site. We will then rearrange the photos 
with the names involved on the web site.

Ron Sabbatis is working on the new reunion at Port 
Hueneme this year. Our Reunion will be in conjunction 
with the All Seabee Reunion at Port Hueneme. The dates 
are October (1 – 4) 2020 please keep your eye on the 
web site for further information and current updates. 
The reunion will also be at the same time the Point Magu 
Air show (October 3rd and 4th) is scheduled. We will 
be contracting a local Hotel to provide our needs, Hos-
pitality room etc. As soon as we select the Hotel please 
start to book rooms, remember you can cancel up to one 
day prior to your arrival time so lock in the room, and 
remember there may be a lot of people booking at the 
Hotel. We will have a flyer going out when we get all 
the details.
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The above article submitted by Mr. Elwin M. Knapp

21 Nov. 2019
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Above, Peter Atkins on tank with MCB133 at Phu Bai.

The Great Seabee Tank Caper [MCB-121]
By Dick Jones

There was a significant, if not historical event, that took place 
during the height of the Vietnam War. It went completely un-

reported and was never mentioned again anywhere in the annals 
of the illustrious Seabee history archives. I am here to correct that 
error before everyone involved forgets or considers it too minor to 
mention anymore.

Sometime around March 1968, U. S. Navy Seabee history was 
made when the Mobile Construction Battalion-121, Alpha Com-
pany became the only military unit in the history of the Vietnam 
War to capture an enemy battle tank!

But before I go into detail on how that epic achievement was 
accomplished, I must give you, the reader, a little background and 
a lesson on military terms.

First and most important is the definition of a “Sea Story”. Al-
though this is a true story, a sea story is not a lie, nor is it complete-
ly the truth. There could be an involuntary embellishment (which 
Seabees hardly ever make) of facts and figures, all with a certain 
amount of provable facts in support of the truth, with a plausible 
deniability.

It has been said that the difference between a fairytale and a 
sea story is the way they begin, a children’s fairytale begins; “Once 
upon a time”, and a Seabee sea story starts “This ain’t no shit”.

This story is told in the first person, because I was there, and 
that’s no shit. My name is Dick Jones and I was a member of Bravo 
Company, MCB 121 of the 32nd NCR, 3rd NCB, 3rd Marines in 
the I-Corps region of South Vietnam during the war.

All Seabees had their Battalion responsibilities as their primary 
job. Those jobs encompassed the full spectrum of what you would 
expect to see in a construction company building air fields, ports, 
roads, pipe lines, electrical distribution, barracks, etc. Alpha Com-
pany was made up of drivers, heavy equipment and such. Bravo 
Company was plumbing, electrical, steam production and such. 
Charlie Company were carpenters, and building trades. Delta 
Company were draftsmen, planners, etc. Then there was Hotel 
Company where the C.O. and staff personnel and supply sat. My 

job was mainly the operator of a large portable boiler used in steam 
production used in every aspect of battalion life.

As is the case with Seabees, we all had two jobs depending on 
the circumstances. I was a watch stander, an operator for the steam 
plant. Many of us had routine watch standing jobs, every day, 24 
hours a day, seven days a week, every week, someone was on watch 
in our primary areas of responsibility.

In my case, I had a choice of watch standing times and I always 
took the late night duty looking after a huge boiler for the battal-
ion. As the boiler I was caring for had full automatic controls and 
safety switches with alarms, at night, I would hide in a loft of the 
boiler room and sleep the night through. Then bright and early 
after the next watch stander took over, I would head off to Alpha 
Company area where all the daily convoys were formed up and 
offer my services as a “Shotgun” rider on any convoys heading out, 
North or South of our combat base.

On some days if there was no need for a Shotgun rider, then I 
would head over to the Battalion Chaplin who often needed armed 
body guards to escort him when he went off to local churches and 
orphanages located in Hue, Dong Ha or at the furthest point North 
of our area down to Phu Loc, South, just before you get into the 
Danang valley. That area included such places as QuangTri city and 
to the East as far as the Rock Pile and of course Khe Sanh.

This story is confined to Route 1 heading South from the Com-
bat base at Phu Bai to the quarry near Phu Loc. I was riding shot 
gun on the re-fueler, as I often did on these rides. About 5 miles 
south on highway 1, at Xa Loc Bien was an old concrete bridge over 
a small river. Guarding that bridge was an old French tank, which 
had been there since the Indochina War some 15 years earlier. The 
tank was an old Chaffee M-24 given to the French Army during 
our post-war military assistance program.

For months we drove past that tank with more or less passing 
interest and the driver and I often spoke of dragging the tank on a 
lowboy trailer and taking it back to the battalion main camp. We 
fantasized about what the NVA or the VC would think if they saw 
a tank on our firing line?

Finally, one day on a deadhead trip back to the main camp, we 
had an empty lowboy trailer in front of us! And sure enough the 
tractor driver turns into a loop and backs up to the tank. A few Sea-
bees, including myself hook up the tank to the lowboy winch and 
drag the tank onto the lowboy, and the driver jumps back into the 
tractor and pulls out, back onto the MSR road and head’s North. 
The whole operation from the tractor pulling in to get the tank and 
back out with the tank onboard, took only 10 minutes at most.

Finally, when we pulled into the main camp the tractor pulled 
over to the heavy equipment storage area, where broken things wait 
to get fixed. He off-loaded the tank and pulled away. What hap-
pened next, I’m not real sure, but it seems to me, with a 50 year 
old memory of this, that someone later that night painted the tank 
pink, ending the shock value of having it on the firing line.

So MCB 121 was the only American military unit in Vietnam 
to actually capture a tank and bring it into their battalion area in 
working order. Up on further inspection it was found that the tank 
still had about 30 rounds of 75mm rounds stored on the inside of 
the turret and under the floor platform. Had the NVA or VC ever 



5

been aware of that fact, one can only guess the havoc that could have 
played on any American convoy traveling over that bridge.

Lo and behold, 50 years after the fact, I recently went to my first 
battalion reunion, October 2018. As we were trading sea-stories I 
told this one about the Great Seabee Tank Caper and no one there 
remembered it… until the Master Chief of Alpha Company, EQCM 
Green came in and confirmed the story to my skeptical audience.

There were many Seabee veterans of that first deployment who 
could not, for one reason or another, attend this 50th anniversary re-
union. If any one of you can flesh this story out, please do. MCB133 
was the battalion that relieved MCB121 at Phu Bai, anyone in that 
battalion remember the Chaffee tank left for their protection and 
amusement?

It is after all, Seabee History!
Posted by Dick Jones in History, Navy, Seabees, Vietnam, Wars

About Dick Jones
Dick Jones retired from the Seabees, USN in late 1984 with the rank 
of Senior Chief after 23 years of services, which included tours in 
Vietnam, NAMRU II, State Dept and as the AOIC Navy Exhibit 
Center, Washington DC. After the Navy he worked for the CIA, and 
as a diplomat for State Department. Serving at many overseas posts 
until 2008.

You can skip to the end and leave a response. Pinging is currently 
not allowed. 

The above story copied from: U.S. Naval Institute Blog—
 https://www.navalhistory.org/2019/04/04/the-great-seabee-
tank-caper. 

Bravo Company 
Members 

1968 Vietnam

L_R: Lynch, Thede and Droughn.

Chaplain’s Corner
11/14/19

Happiness is a Choice

Well, here it is, pumpkin and turkey time, 
a time when we Americans set aside time 

to be thankful. And, BOY HOWDY, do we have a 
lot to be thankful for!! I have come to realize that 
having a thankful heart goes a long way in making 
a person happy. I have also come to believe that we 
have a moral obligation to ourselves and to those in 
our lives to be a happy person. Now, I know none 
of us are immune to adversity, but we still have an 
obligation to display a happy attitude.

God wants us to be happy. We have the choice to 
follow God and seek the path He has set for us. If 
we travel life with God, our lives will be happy. We 
get to choose, and what we choose will make all the 
difference. As Abraham Lincoln said, “Folks are as 
happy as they make up their minds to be”.

Happy Turkey Day!       —Billy
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I joined MCB 8 at Camp Faulkner in Danang, Viet-
nam in March 1966 as a replacement storekeeper and 

remained with the battalion through the 1966-1967 de-
ployment to Chu Lai, Vietnam . I was assigned to the au-
tomotive repair parts section of battalion supply and was a 
fire team leader and automatic rifleman in the reactionary 
platoon known as “Keel’s Killers.” Following the Chu Lai 
deployment I was transferred to the Naval Supply Depot at 
Subic Bay, Philippines where I completed the first phase of 
my connection with the military being discharged in 1968.

I went on to attend college at Plymouth State College 
(now university) earning a Bachelor's Degree in history. I 
then went back into the military serving a three year hitch 
with the First Infantry Division at Ft. Riley, Kansas as a 
journalist/photographer with headquarters public affairs. I 
was also tasked as Bicentennial historian for the division 
preparing articles on the US Army's history, role and con-
tributions during the country's first 200 years. While with 
the division, I also participated in two training tours in 
Germany.

After the Army, I continued my broken service career 
by serving another 7 years in the Navy. I served as a Navy 
journalist/photographer with the "Gator Navy" aboard the 
amphibious assault ship USS Ogden (LPD 5) assigned to 
Amphibious Assault Squadron 5, home-ported in Long 
Beach, CA. I became a Shellback and was initiated into the 
Order of the Golden Dragon having crossed the equator 
twice during two West Pac cruises.

After 3 years aboard ship I was transferred to Washing-
ton D.C. and All Hands Magazine. I was a feature writer 
and defacto naval historian with the magazine writing nu-
merous articles on Navy history. While with the magazine 
I was sent on assignment to Antarctica to write a series of 
articles on the Navy's role in supporting the National Sci-
ence Foundation down on the ice.

Upon my discharge from the Navy, I became a sea-
sonal and later full time park ranger with the Idaho De-

partment of Parks and Recreation assigned 
to Heyburn State Park in North Idaho as a 
naturalist/interpreter and later Three Island 
Crossing State Park on the Snake River in 
southern Idaho as Oregon Trail interpreter/
historian.

I left the state park system to attend the 
University of Idaho full time to complete 
my studies toward a Master’s Degree in his-
tory (which was awarded in 2001). While 
working on my master’s I became a seasonal 
interpretive park ranger with the National 
Park Service working at historic sites and 
monuments in the NPS system. As an inter-

preter I worked as a field historian researching, preparing, 
and presenting programs and tours detailing the significant 
events at the sites I was assigned. My park service assign-
ments took me to the Fort Laramie National Historic Site 
in Wyoming; Colonial National Historic Site, Yorktown, 
Virginia; Mount Rushmore National Monument in South 
Dakota; Richmond National Civil War Battlefield Park, 
Virginia; Fort Union Trading Post National Historic Site, 
North Dakota; Lincoln Home National Historic Site, Illi-
nois; and Little Bighorn National Monument, Montana.

I am currently retired in New Hampshire and enjoy 
hiking and backpacking. As an independent field his-
torian, I also stay busy presenting programs on history 
topics at various venues in the local area.

L-R: your editor Ken Bingham and Mike McKinley.

Bristol NH 2019
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The Above Story Is From Our Newsletter 

Dated Summer, Year 2000. 

Compiled By Editor Harry Davis.
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MCB-8 Reunion—Tucson AZ
October  3, 2019 
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BBQ at Khe Sanh: photo by CBMU 301, March 1968 (U.S. 
Navy Seabee Museum)

Seabees clearing route of buried mines, 1970 – History By Zim

The Seabees of the 111th Naval Construction Battalion give 
thanks in Normandy, France on Thanksgiving, 1944. 

Next MCB-8 Reunion
October (1 – 4) 2020
Port Hueneme Calif. 

Our next reunion will be in conjunction with the All 
Seabee Reunion at Port Hueneme Calif. Ed Kloster, and 
his wife Harvest, have headed up reunions for many years 
and they do a great job. We’ll be a part of it.

The reunion will coincide Naval Base Ventura County 
Airshow – NAS Pt. Mugu, CA on October 3-4.

Please keep your eye on the web site for further infor-
mation and current updates. 
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– N M C B - 8  A s s o c i a t i o n  R o s t e r  U p d a t e –
Name:_____________________________________________________ 

Address: –––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––––

Phone & E-mail: ____________________________________________

The mailing list and roster for the NMCB-8 Association needs to be continually updated. Only through a current roster can 
we ensure your receipt of the newsletter and information of current and future reunions. If you have had a change of address 

within the past year, you can update this information by filling out the above form. Please include your e-mail address,  if you have 
one. Detach the form at the dotted line and return to: 
Ken Bingham, 1773 Tamarin Ave., Ventura Ca. 93003.  If you have e-mail and want to make your update electronically, please do 
so. Send updates by e-mail to;  jorden2323@msn.com.         
Thanks for your support! 

NMCB-8 Seabees’ Association 
1773 Tamarin Ave. Ventura Ca. 93003

ADDRESS SERVICE REQUESTED
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Skippers Corner 

Pap Phelps was Eight’s 
Skipper from 1965 to 
1967.  He deployed with 
the battalion from Dav-
isville to Danang and 
back to Port Hueneme.  
He then accompanied it 
to Chu Lai where he 
was relieved by Jack 
O’Leary in April of 1967. He and his wife 
Lois are retired living in Moraga, CA. 

It was a rare pleasure to attend the re-
union in Port Hueneme this summer and 
get a chance to see some of MCB-8's fin-
est! Many of you have recollections of the 
heat, the rain and the hard work that 
went on seven days a week.  These mat-
ters have dimmed in my memory over 
time (in fact the whole damn memory is 
dimming), but I have never forgotten the 
question that all of us asked ourselves 
about why we were there.  Jane Fonda 
and her friends were performing traitor-
ous acts against our fighting men and 
our country at this time and here we 
were out in a strange country trying to 
survive and to do our jobs well.  Why?  I 
know that I have always considered our 
Vietnam involvement to be one of the 
poorer sequences of judgment by our 
then-leaders of the country which 
yielded tragic results. 

Rick Clark was a Ltjg when he 
served in Vietnam in 1968 with 
NMCB-8. During his time with 
the battalion Rick sketched a 
series of illustrations of his 
impressions of battalion life 
and the lives of the Vietnam-
ese people.  The complete col-
lection of his original work is 
on display in the Seabee mu-
seum in Port Hueneme.  This 
and future issues of the news-
letter will showcase some of 
his work.  Rick lives in San 
Diego and is a principal in an 
architectural firm. 

That said, it still doesn't change my commitment to the 
elected leaders of the United States, and to carry out 
assigned duties, distasteful or otherwise, on behalf of 
our country.  Been there; done that; and I'd do it again.  

One thing I can and will do is to vote for my choice 
among those running for political office, including the 
President.  I can't say that many of the present candi-
dates impress me much on the present political scene, 
but there is one guy that went through the Vietnam ex-
perience in spades, and who knows what it's all about.  
He's got my vote and support all the way.   

Whatever else you might believe, remember that the 
people who get elected are the ones who will send our 
children and grandchildren off to the next place in the 
world that they decide upon.  So get out there and vote 
your choice, whoever it may be, and lend your influence 
to the future of your progeny.  Good luck, good health 
and God bless all of you.                                 Pap 

Power distribution systems provided essential 
electricity to units everywhere.  Here is a con-
struction  electrician repairing a secondary line 

on Col Co Island.  

Security watch tower provided visual 
control of the perimeter in Chu Lai. 

By Artist/Architect
Rick Clark.

The Above Story Is From Our Newsletter Dated Summer Year 
2000. Compiled By Newsletter Editor Harry Davis. 

To:

Note: The above numbers denotes your 
membership dues status (Month–Year).
(Due date) 
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“Unhappiness Is The Hunger To Get. 
H a p p i n e s s  I s  T h e  H u n g e r  T o  G i v e .”

                          Majesty of Calmness by William George Jordan 1898


