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Usually at this time of the year like just about everybody else I tend to get a bit reflective on the passing of the last eleven
months or so. I like to think I’ve accomplished something positive and I need to look no further than this Newsletter to see
that I have. I am very proud of the fact that it is not used for political broadsides and has stayed true to the mission statement
I devised for it. To be honest, that’s work enough without politics thrown in. There are times when it gives me an escape from
the 40-hour week or the perplexing feelings I get when watching the news. When it gets bad I just hide in the research for a
weekend. Again, like a lot of people I gave up making resolutions for the new year a long time ago. Life doesn’t drastically
change just because you flip a page on a calendar. Those types of changes take planning, patience and persistence. The
type of plans that I make are fair and straight-forward: paint the fence, fix the patio slab, buy a new grill. These are the types
of goals that should be set: simple, obtainable. If you don’t hit them they are not life-altering. The same applies with the
Newsletter. I’ve mapped out the next couple of years so I don’t get caught without something to work on.
Here’s a brief look at what’s coming in the future after the conclusion of Lang Vei. I’m launching a new series called “The
Evolution of Warfare” with a look at early naval rockets and missiles. It’s something I promised on a page one article when I
first started out with this but the primary reasons for it now are pretty straight-forward: I have a ton of material on this and I
need to continue to look in to VA-65 in Korea before I piece together some solid stories about those early days in that
conflict. After that I want to revisit VA-25 as they took their new Corsairs into combat in the closing stages of Vietnam and
after that I promise I will begin to tell the tale of the Hornet drivers in their participation in the War of Terrorism. That’s about
four years worth of planning right there and that’s only going to fill three, sometimes four pages of the Newsletter. Allowing
for pertinent current events, award and grant presentations, reunions and various and sundry other items; well, you get the
picture. Hopefully in every issue there will be something you didn’t know, or you’ll remember something that once was
important for you to know and if so then I will have properly done my job because, once, a very long time ago, more than
anything in the world I wanted to be a teacher.
Somehow along the roads I traveled I wound up in telesales (NOT telemarketing, there is a difference!) and developed
some skills as a writer. But I found out that through poetry, song and performance art you could reach out and leave a mark
on people, that they could learn something from what they were seeing or hearing: that there is unending hope in the starry
night, boundless joy in ever-changing life and enduring faith in the dawn after tragedy. (Cont’d Page 2)
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Mission Statement
Perpetuate the history of Naval Aviation Squadrons
VT-17, VA-6B, VA-65, VA-25 and VFA-25,
Remember deceased veterans and comfort their survivors,
Conduct charitable and educational programs,
Foster and participate in activities of patriotic nature,
Assist current active squadron members, and
Provide assistance to family members in times of
emergency.

President’s Message
The holiday season is upon us again as we look back on another successful year at Fist of the Fleet. Our National
Squadron Fight Log submission was completed and placed online at the Naval Aviation Museum in Pensacola. We awarded
multiple Educational Grants to active duty members of VFA-25, enjoyed a very successful Fist Reunion at Tailhook and
presented the first LTJG Harry D. Jones Award for Excellence at our reunion dinner. We further solidified our strong
relationship with our active duty shipmates in attendance at Hook 13 and even had a couple of members travel to Eglin AFB
where the squadron was participating in flight operations with the F-35C. All and all: a very good year.
As we look forward into 2014 it is time to begin research and planning for Fist 15 and determining an appropriate location.
If you have input send it my way. We need a venue that is reasonable for travel by our membership and that has a
Navy/aviation connection. Ideally it would be beneficial to have someone who is in the local area who could assist with the
logistics and planning. Locations mentioned at Fist 13 were Pensacola, Norfolk, Charleston, Dayton, and Jacksonville to
name a few.
With the end of 2013 close by it is also a good time to consider renewing your annual membership dues or becoming a Life
Member of FOFA. Your participation is what keeps us a viable organization. You may also want to consider a charitable
donation to one or more of our fund categories, General, Education or the Harry Jones Award. You may complete these
transactions for dues or donations on the Fist website or mail a check to our Treasurer Chuck Webster at the address listed
under the officers in this newsletter. Thank you in advance.
If your contact information has changed please let us know so we can make timely corrections before the next Directory is
published in January. You can email corrections to me or preferably to our Fist Secretary Nick Johnson at
nrjohn@yahoo.com.
As we gather with friends and family please keep our VFA-25 shipmates and active duty service members from all
branches in your thoughts. In this dangerous world they are the ones who stand the watch and protect us here at home. Let
us each raise a toast to all who have left our ranks this past year, your memories are honored by us all.
Wishing everyone a very Merry Christmas and Happy New Year,
Gary “Dome” Kerans
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Cont’d from Page 1:
2740 Whispering Way Cir.
Prescott AZ 86303
So in the end, then, I did become a teacher of sorts and better than that because I’m
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not stuck grading the same old papers year after year after year. If there is a message
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for the end of 2013 then it too is a simple one: not all of your dreams need come true.
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For, more often than not, you’ll find out later in life that the ones you cherished most in
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youth did come true after a fashion. You can’t ask for much more than that, and you
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shouldn’t expect anything less. May your Holidays be warm and safe, may you find love
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Skipper’s corner
Happy Holidays Fists!
As 2013 draws to a close, I look back on what was a busy year despite it being the first
year in the past eight that the Fist of the Fleet was not embarked on a combat deployment.
The year started with the completion of an airframe transition, included nine separate
support detachments and culminated with an air wing change to Carrier Air Wing NINE.
From Hawaii to Florida, Fist aircraft were used in tactical scenarios to support Naval Sea
Systems Command, joint and allied partners, and CNAF tasking. Working in a fiscally
constrained environment, Fist Sailors excelled in achieving an outstanding 98 percent
sortie completion rate during these detachments; while adding to more than 30,000 Class
A mishap-free flight hours. The leadership team here did a fantastic job of shifting gears
from what has primarily been a focus on mission accomplishment to now developing our
young Sailors for future missions.
This quarter began with another detachment in late October to Eglin AFB in support of
the F-35C program. One of the highlights of the two-week trip was the visit by Jay Stone
and Bruce Marcus, Vietnam era Fists, during the second week of training. CDR Rick “Slash” Crecelius, Commanding Officer of
VFA-101, provided an excellent tour of the JSF facilities and allowed unique access to the aircraft and its next generation
maintenance operation. The squadron had a great time on the middle weekend when Jay Stone hosted the wardroom at his
beach club in Sandestin, Florida.
We are currently preparing for a carrier qualification detachment in early December onboard USS CARL VINSON followed by
another Eglin AFB detachment in late January. In February I will turn over the reins of this great squadron to CDR Dave “Frosty”
Snowden. As such, this is my last Skipper’s Corner note and I thank the Association for the incredible support, camaraderie, and
mentorship over the past three years.
All the best to the entire Fist family as we enter the holiday season!
Very Respectfully,
Fist One

From the Cockpit By: LT Jason "JB" Ely
Since we last left off, the Fists have continued to press forward on the training front. With LT Kirk “SLAB” Jackson and LT Dan
“Tigger” Owens leading the way through the Level 4 Division Lead Syllabus; LTs Sean “Sean T” Blackman, Mark “Seacrest”
Lovrencevic, Andrew “Dustwun” Castillo and Jason “JB” Ely working on their Level 3 Section Lead Syllabus; and LT Colin
Newton on his Level 2 Wingman Qualifications, there has been plenty to do around the Fist Ranch. In conjunction with these
requirements, we have been finishing most missions with an FCLP bounce period upon RTB to get ready for a short Carrier
Qualification Detachment back on our previous home, the USS Carl Vinson, in the beginning of December.
Beginning in October, the squadron returned to Eglin with more pilots and aircraft to support VFA-101. In doing so, the Fists
continued to build relationships in the region that greatly helped our inter-service understanding, increase our team’s overall
effectiveness to execute joint missions and support the VFA-101 mission. Upon our return, the squadron had a rare opportunity
along with several squadrons down the flight line to help prepare visiting British Joint Tactical Air Controllers (JTAC) that were
working up to deploy to Afghanistan. Utilizing the Superior Valley ranges near China Lake and the town of Kettleman City to the
south of Lemoore, real world scenarios were carried out day and night. On one such night flight late in their visit, as Fist jets
were on watch over head, the JTAC trainees were executing a simulated surveillance mission on Kettleman City when they
were intercepted by several enemy trucks forcing them to run and seek cover in the outlying fields. Meanwhile, Fist aircraft
prosecuted the trucks and several other simulated targets in the vicinity. The instructors created an outstanding, realistic
situation and I’m sure quite a sight for the residents of the city.
Flying into November, VFA-25 hosted Commander Carrier Strike Group 3 (CCSG-3) RDML Mike Smith for a day to present
the capabilities of the Air Wing and what the day-to-day operations are like around the F/A-18 squadrons. Fist Training Officer,
LCDR Tommy “Booger” Kolwicz lead an exceptional Air to Air Defense mission with LT Colin Newton along with two aircraft
from VFA-151. Post mission debrief, RDML Smith attended squadron quarters to answer any questions VFA-25 sailors had on
the future of the Strike Group.
As the Fists wrap 2013, we look forward to 2014 and all it has to offer. Happy Holidays!

Recently I had to opportunity to test some of the latest military shirts
made by Drifire; specifically the black T-Shirt I got in Reno, and a new
white flight deck jersey. The fit of each garment is excellent and overall they live up to the expectations you would have after reading about
some of their features. The flight deck jersey weighs about the same as
the old cotton style jerseys I have but is a much more breathable
garment due to the nature of the fibers and the weave. During this past
September I put the black T through it’s paces and wore it for a solid
week after cutting the grass one humid Saturday. It did indeed stay
odor-free the entire time, and I think this type of benefit cannot be
underestimated when you are liable to be spending 30, 40 or more
days at sea in close proximity to 5500 or so of your closest friends and neighbors. That these
garments did not shrink after multiple cold-water washings is another plus although I did not take a
chance and put them in the dryer. The flight deck jersey has a novel addition to its construction: a
thumb hole in the sleeve cuff. This is to prevent the sleeves from riding up and can be a great help
when you required to dress in layers. Overall they are comfortable, well-made and durable and
should last many years with proper care. For more on the Drifire line of military products visit
www.drifire.com. They are available for personal purchases via their selected distributors.
DRIFIRE features include:
·

Inherent, permanent flame resistance

·

No-melt, no-drip fabrics that won’t fuse to your skin when exposed to open flames or fire

·

Excellent wicking and quick-drying properties to help regulate your skin temperature and keep you dry

·

Antimicrobial protection to prevent the growth of bacterial odors, keeping you fresh even when worn for days without
washing

·

Shirts designed with no-rub seams to eliminate irritation and discomfort when worn under heavy equipment or body
armor

·

A range of garment weights that can be mixed, matched and layered to meet your needs across a range of
conditions and climates

·

Hot and cold weather head and neck protection items designed to let you choose your level of coverage

The Editor and officers of FOFA thank you for
your appreciation of the Newsletter and all that
goes in to keeping its content and quality at a
consistently high level. It is received with much
gratitude.
~Ricochet~

Have you paid your 2014 Dues?
Annual Dues:
$25/YR
Life Time Dues
$200
Mail dues to Financial Officer:
Chuck Webster 39224 132nd St.

Only Voting Members receive a copy of the Directory
Become a Voting Member!
Visit the Base Exchange at
www.fistofthefleet.org

Bath SD 57427

Did you know: Navy, military and other information

James Lind

Admiral Vernon in his
grogram coat

Edward “Old Grog”Vernon (12 Nov 1684 – 30 Oct 1757) was an English naval officer. Throughout his career, Vernon had
tried to improve naval procedures and encouraged his captains to improve maneuvers and gun drill. His enduring claim to
fame was his 1740 order that his sailors' rum should be diluted with water and that citrus juice (usually lemon or lime juice)
also be added to the traditional daily ration of rum to cut down on the water's foulness. Although they did not know the reason
at the time, Admiral Edward Vernon's sailors were healthier than the rest of the navy, and due to the daily doses of vitamin C
the sailors received incidents of scurvy dropped off as compared to the rest of the fleets. The rest of the Royal Navy rapidly
followed Vernon's lead, supposedly calling the new drink "grog" after Vernon's nickname "Old Grog", attributed to his habitual
wearing of a grogram coat
It was not until 1747 that James Lind formally proved that scurvy could be treated and prevented by supplementing the diet
with citrus fruit such as limes or lemons. During the 18th century, scurvy killed more British sailors than enemy action. It was
mainly by scurvy that George Anson, in his celebrated voyage of 1740–2, lost within the first ten months nearly two-thirds of
his crew (1300 out of 2000). During the Seven Years' War, the Royal Navy reported that it conscripted 184,899 sailors, of
whom 133,708 died of disease or were "missing", and scurvy was the principal disease. Despite advances, British sailors
throughout the American Revolutionary period continued to suffer from scurvy, particularly in the Channel Fleet. The
eradication of scurvy from the Royal Navy in the 1790s was finally due to the chairman of the Navy's Sick and Hurt Board,
Gilbert Blane, who finally put Lind's long-ignored prescription of fresh lemons to use during the Napoleonic Wars. There were
additional researchers who also prescribed this course of action but they were all largely ignored by the Admiralty. It finallly
led to a remarkable health improvement among the sailors and consequently played a critical role in naval battles, notably the
Battle of Trafalgar. Other navies soon adopted this successful solution.
Mount Vernon, the estate of George Washington, was named for the Admiral. Washington's older half-brother Lawrence
Washington had served under Vernon in the War of Jenkins' Ear, and named his estate for his former commander.
The tradition of a provision to each seaman of a tot of rum per day continued until "Black Tot Day" on 31 July 1970 when
the last pipe of "Up Spirits" was heard throughout the ships and shore establishments of the Royal Navy.
Grog has varied in strength throughout history, but Admiral Vernon first made grog with these measurements: 2 oz dark
rum, 8 oz water,1 tsp sugar,1 tbsp lemon juice. Pour the rum into the container of your choice. A mug is suggested if a hot
beverage is desired, but a glass works for a cool drink. Real Jamaican rum has the strong flavor that's desired for grog. Add
sugar. Brown sugar can work as a substitute; white sugar is too flavorless to work well. Add a good tablespoon of lemon juice.
Add cool or boiling water, depending on choice. Stir until the sugar is dissolved. It wasn't until 1851, roughly one hundred
years after its invention, that other condiments were officially added.
There are, of course, many variations on grog for either a hot or cold drink. I have found the following to work quite well:
To 4 fingers of water add 1 tbsp brown sugar, the juice of a ½ lemon and 2 fingers of rum. Do not use a spiced rum, for my
money I prefer Pusser’s Rum. If you’re not a rum drinker and you have more than two of these and you will start to feel, well,
a bit groggy.

Left: HMS King George V circa 1940.
Right: HMS Endymion circa 1904

"CHRISTMAS AT SEA"
By Robert Louis Stevenson (1850-94).
The sheets were frozen hard, and they cut the naked hand;
The decks were like a slide, where a seamen scarce could stand;
The wind was a nor'wester, blowing squally off the sea;
And cliffs and spouting breakers were the only things a-lee.
They heard the surf a-roaring before the break of day;
But 'twas only with the peep of light we saw how ill we lay.
We tumbled every hand on deck instanter, with a shout,
And we gave her the maintops'l, and stood by to go about.
All day we tacked and tacked between the South Head and the North;
All day we hauled the frozen sheets, and got no further forth;
All day as cold as charity, in bitter pain and dread,
For very life and nature we tacked from head to head.
We gave the South a wider berth, for there the tide-race roared;
But every tack we made we brought the North Head close aboard:
So's we saw the cliffs and houses, and the breakers running high,
And the coastguard in his garden, with his glass against his eye.
The frost was on the village roofs as white as ocean foam;
The good red fires were burning bright in every 'long-shore home;
The windows sparkled clear, and the chimneys volleyed out;
And I vow we sniffed the victuals as the vessel went about.
The bells upon the church were rung with a mighty jovial cheer;
For it's just that I should tell you how (of all days in the year)
This day of our adversity was blessed Christmas morn,
And the house above the coastguard's was the house where I was born.
O well I saw the pleasant room, the pleasant faces there,
My mother's silver spectacles, my father's silver hair;
And well I saw the firelight, like a flight of homely elves,
Go dancing round the china-plates that stand upon the shelves.
And well I knew the talk they had, the talk that was of me,
Of the shadow on the household and the son that went to sea;
And O the wicked fool I seemed, in every kind of way,
To be here and hauling frozen ropes on blessed Christmas Day.
They lit the high sea-light, and the dark began to fall.
"All hands to loose topgallant sails," I heard the captain call.
"By the Lord, she'll never stand it," our first mate Jackson, cried.
..."It's the one way or the other, Mr. Jackson," he replied.
She staggered to her bearings, but the sails were new and good,
And the ship smelt up to windward just as though she understood.
As the winter's day was ending, in the entry of the night,
We cleared the weary headland, and passed below the light.
And they heaved a mighty breath, every soul on board but me,
As they saw her nose again pointing handsome out to sea;
But all that I could think of, in the darkness and the cold,
Was just that I was leaving home and my folks were growing old.

Fistory - Lang Vei: turn and burn
Man, as fast as those birds trapped on the boat we swarmed over them to
prep them for further strikes. Electricians, power plants, mechs, ordnancehandlers, troubleshooters; we worked our asses off to get the planes back to
the flight line. Very few of ‘em were sent to the hanger deck for further work if
we got the chance but it was blood, sweat and tears time to to determine what
could fly and what couldn’t. We sweated it out and cursed and swore at the
gods of war while we prepped for the next launch. Ordies in their red shirts,
shovin’ those hernia bars into the bombs and jackin’ them on to the pylons as
they grunted and groaned. Man, that jobs’ gotta suck. Then they start screwin’
the fuses in and checkin’ for static, ‘specially them Zunis. It was a Zuni that lit
off last year on Forrestal and just about torched the whole boat. All them dudes
wasted; crispy crittered; bad shit, man. These days no one takes nuthin’ for
granted anymore. You just never know when somethin’ is gonna sneak up on
ya from behind and put ya in a world-a-hurt. So everybody has their heads up
and on a swivel and I mean all the time! It just ain’t easy bein’ up here; running
from a bird to the hanger deck to grab a dial from a down bird just to run back
up and slam it into the one you’re workin’ on or maybe go find one in the shop
somewhere; writin’ down serial numbers as you go. Screw the paperwork, you can take care
of that later. Man, it just don’t end. Get some power to the plane, lean in to the cockpit; yeah,
gauge works; on to the next gripe. 414 just pulled over to the island. 405 is trapping in a sec.
Hagan probably doesn’t even know he’s goin’ back out. That’s okay, Ritz will tell him. These
guys are gonna launch around 1100 and then an hour later we gotta put 4 more birds in the
air. Man, what in the hell were those gooks thinkin’ of? I don’t get it. Somebody in Hanoi
trippin’? Well, we heard they were gettin’ their asses kicked all over the place. The grunts at
Khe Sanh are still hosed though. Not too sure what’s gonna happen there yet. But I’ll tell ya
this: with those gooks tryin’ to raise hell all over ‘Nam the boat is sure puttin’ up a hell of a
fight! I don’t ever remember a flight cycle like this one before. Everybody flyin’ everything they
got for the whole 12 hours? They’ll secure the roof at 1900 but we’ll just keep pushin’ tonight.
There’s the engine dudes smellin’ the cylinders. I asked one once what the hell he was sniffin’
for. He just said “To see what they burnt up!” Man,not me! I took auto shop in school, and my
old man tried to get me to work on his truck a couple of times. All I ever got was busted
knuckles and grimy hands. When I tested in to the Nav the recruiter said “Hey, be an Aviation
Electrician. We needs guys as smart as you.” Well, if I’m so damn smart why the hell did I
ever listen to him? All I do is run my ass ragged from one end of this boat to the other lookin’
for parts and fixin’ planes. I don’t think I’ve had a decent nights sleep since this crap started;
and you don’t really sleep, more like a coma. And chow? Somebody said the galley is thinkin’
about sending up boxed lunches again ‘cause we’re goin’ to be at it for another 6 or 8 hours.
Now ain’t that a bitch! Last time I had one of those it was a lousy ham sandwich, a bag of chips, a boiled egg and a warm Coke. I
ate the damned thing, though. I found a place just inside one of the hatches and scarfed it down in like two minutes. Well, oh well.
I guess it’s better than standing in line for like half an hour even with head of the line privileges. But I gotta hit the head over on the
island right now. There’s guys layin’ there asleep right now in the “bomb farm”; some of ‘em just crashed right out on the trolleys,
others just curled up on the deck. The fuel guys, the “grapes”, are runnin’ their hoses out to the planes now so Hagan and Ritz will
be leavin’ soon. As soon as they’re gassed they can go. Won’t be long now.
You know, every now and then the smells all hit me the wrong way. Fuels, hydraulics,
oils, diesel, jet exhaust. All the huffers and tractors runnin’ full tilt. And God help us if the
boat needs to vent her stack gases. Man, if you’re in the wrong place when that happens
you get can’t rid of the stink for a week! It’s enough to make you puke. No wonder so
many of the guys tie their laundry bags off on the sponsons and let the sea clean their
clothes. Slapped around in the ship’s wake for several hours and they’ll come off pretty
clean. I heard it’s the best way to get the hydraulic fluids out of your clothes. A lot of the
guys swear it’s better than lettin’ the ships’ laundry try and get all that gunk out.

Fistory - Lang Vei: turn and burn

I haven’t had the chance to try that one yet. My luck the safety wire would break and bye-bye laundry. The COD is supposed to
be back tomorrow; maybe the gedunks can get restocked for a bit. Hagan and Ritz are startin’ engines; 405 has been a real
lady today, no gripes I can’t fix in more ‘n a few minutes. I wish they were all like that. Standing between the waist cats we wait
for them to be bridled up. Then it’s a quick once over and under. This time I’ll be sure I don’t smack my helmet on to one of
them damn bombs. Clean and ready, thumbs up! Throttle up. Cycle the stick and pedals, a quick salute to the Cat Officer, stick
back and Bang! down the cats they roll. As the steam clears I can see them both climbin’ out to the west, headin’ for those
clouds that always seem to hang around.
I heard from one of the guys who was in the Ready Room that the gooks won’t quit this time. They’re after some Green Beret
who got stuck in some bunker. Poor bastards. Right now, I don’t know who to feel sorry for: those dudes on the ground, the
gooks that are gonna get wasted again, or the pilots. They gotta be just as beat up as we are. Man, this has been going down
now for like 10 days or so. My eyes are stinging, lousy goggles don’t keep nuthin’ out, my hands are all beat the hell up and I’m
startin’ to drag. “Leg” took a couple of rounds this mornin’ and we swapped out his radio and replaced that antenna. The mechs
finished up workin’ on the holes and 406 got a new tank so they’re bein’ sent up the elevators in a bit. They’re ready to go but I
heard those pilots are through for the day. That’s kinda strange. Somethin’ must be up. Great, here comes the Maintenance
Chief. “What’s up, Chief?” “There might be one more flight after the next one. Go around later and let me know what’s going to
be available”. “Got it, but right now it looks like everything should be good to go”. “I want to know 20 minutes after they’re back”
“Aye, aye.” Man, I can’t catch a break right now. I’d like to sneak off to some spot and cop some serious Z’s but that ain’t
happenin’ for a while. I slept in the damn catwalk one time, woke up with a sore back and sore legs. Wonder how many times I
got kicked? ‘Nother time I crashed in the shack, I was out the whole 12 hours. Crawled on to one of them cross frames and just
went lights out. Never heard a thing all night; woke up to one of those amnesia moments. Freakin’ weird.
But, I like the Chief, though. He’s not a hard-ass and as long as you get things done he lets you work without always starin’
over your shoulder. Not like some, not a screamer. I had to go down to the Goat Locker once and tell him the Skipper wanted
to see him. Man, the way they all glared at me you woulda thought I just pissed in a church! You know it’s funny the way
everybody sways with the boat when their walkin’ on the hanger deck. After a while you don’t notice it anymore because you’re
too busy not trippin’ over shit like tow bars, chains and hoses. Man, everybody looks beat too; not just us. This thing rapidly
became a major pain in the ass. Well, somebody owes us. I should be in port drinkin’ San Miguels and groovin’ with my
honeyko but that’s goin’ to have to wait for a bit longer. Maybe tonight I can catch a shower if they don’t call Water Hours, see if
there’s anything to eat on the mess decks and then play some Spades with the guys in the shack and kick back for a bit. After I
see the Chief and give him the status on the birds I think I’ll sit down for a few and cop a smoke, and then see if I can’t try to
swipe a Coke from the ‘fridge and then go and wash my face off. You know, a boxed lunch sounds pretty good, but I might
even eat a balut right now. Turn and Burn, baby; but man, I’m so damned tired.

Next time in Fistory - lang vei: the afternoon
VT-17

VA-6B

VA-65

Ed. Note: This portion of the story is based for the most part
on my combined experiences from 3 years on board Ranger.

VA-25

VFA-25

