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INTRODUCTION

My writing or even tulking about the Vietnam experience has beenw av long time
coming. Being a member of the US Army Infontry and actively pawticipating in o
wow was never inv my plan for my life. It was something that just “happened’. I
also- never thought I had what it took to-be a combat soldier and that was the
very last thing I ever wanted to-do-to- fllfill my militawy obligation. However,
through what I consider to-be a series of unfortunate circumstonces; that's exactly
what happened to-me in 1967.

Hopefully my story shows how someone canv rise to-the occasior of whatever they
ave faced withvand accomplish things they never thought possible.

Suwrviving the waw iy only paut of the battle: Some of the swrvival skills I learned
have stuck withy me. A heightened sense of awarenesy iy always there and I'mv
alwayy o the lookout for danger. Scars remain and learning to-recognige and
deal with thew has become important to- me.

In seeking some inner peace; more thaw forty years after my Vietnaw experience; I
met o Veteransy Administratiovw courselor, someone I learned to-trust, who-helped
me re-visit that period; and taught me some techniques for dealing withv it. He
advised that writing it doww or getting it out in some other form iy a necessary
pawt of the healing process.

Swviving the combat experience changes yow forever. We Veterans react to-tense
situations av little differently thawn most others because we're beevw conditioned to-
be o constant alert for danger, and those of us who-could do-this best, werve the
ones most likely to- survive. We become intense more quickly thanw many non-
veterans. Most of the time thiy level of alertness isnw't really necessawy iva normal
life and some of our friends see us as “over-reacting”. So-we need to-work ow
conwincing ourselves that we are “safe” and when that level of intensity stowty to-
build; we need to-teach owrselves to-be more composed:. However, after leawrning to-
develop o very quick reaction as a defense mechanism if’s not easy to-change;
evew after forty years. Trust me onthisy one:..I am still trying.



BACKGROUND

My childhood was a quite simple experience. I wasthe second oldest of 7 kids. We
had a very loving (but quiet) Mother and av very strict Father. I was publicly shy,
and a skinny little kid who- always seemed to-be sneeging and sickly. Owr family
lived 12 miles out of town onthe very edge of the Big Sur Coost. We kidsy attended
a local one-room school howse for most of our early years, withva few yeary of
Catholic school for the older ones at the Mission inv Carmel.

I always suspected we might be poor economically but didwt know for sure until
we were bussed into-town and got to-see- how everyone else Lived. However, we were
certwindy rich ivv strong family history, moral values and ideals. The importance
of education was instilled inv all of us as the best means of getting ahead and
being successful. We were always good kids: Never in detention; no-serious
fighting; no-cutting of classes; and everyone graduated from high school. After
high school;, I went onto-college (Gl av skivwvy, 135 pound weakling) to-pursue a
degree irvv Civil Engineering.

At home inv 1965 with Brothers Richard (center) and Johwv (right)



After proudly graduating inthe sununer of 1966, I immediately went to-work on
several options for getting the “dreaded” militowy obligation out of the way so-I
could get onvwith the more affluent lifestyle I had drveamed about. I was really
tired of being poor and wanted to- start making some real money, get out of
poverty, and pursue “the good life”.

At the time; I was certainly aware of the ongoing conflict invVietnamy but always
thought of it as for away and someone else’s problem. I never contemplated the
possibility that I would be drafted and if so; that I would be assigned to-the
infantry. I looked into-Officer Candidate School invthe Nawy as awv engineer, but
the application process dragged on and it didnw't look very promising for eventual
selection. After afew meetings and several letters to-the local Draft Boowrd, I way
granted one short extension. However, after that, whesw none of the other viable
optionsy appeared to-be working out, the Draft Boawrd prevailed and I was
inducted into-the US Army onwApril 12% of 1967.

After the initial shock of being drafted wore off; it didn't seem quite so-dreadful.
It was only a2 year obligation and I just wanted to-get it out of the way as
quickly and easily as possible. I still believed that there was some good news inv
that o college graduate and a skivwy kid would never be someone they woulds
pick for the infantry.

I way shipped to-Basic Training inv Fort Polk, Lonisiana, which was bad news inv
itself; bothvfrom v mentald and physical standpoint. Although; as the initial eight
weeks of basic training was winding down, I was somewhat pleased that the end
was in sight and I had beeyw able to-keep up and compete o a pawr withveveryone
else: I had swrvived Basic and thought that the combat style training would be
over. However, the feeling was shovt lived: The bad news came back quickly... o
the last day of basic training they announced everyone’s next assigrument. I
learned; along withv marvy of the others; that we were looking at 8 weeks of
Advanced Infantry Training. More weapons training; loty of physical
conditioning; obstacle courses; night training; loty of abuse and harassment
throww inv for good measure, live-fire courses, grenade and small rocket training;
emergency medical fleld procedures... all the obvious things needed to-prepare
soldiers for o combat assignment. Everybody inthis group knew the front lines in
Vietnouwnw would be owr next stop.



THE EARLY DAYS IN VIETNAM

Following awv infense eight weeks of Advanced Infantry Training; I had o few very
short weeks of leawe with the family, and then was off to-the waw. Arriving invViet
Namwv I had no-idea of what to-expect. After afew days invawv orientution and
assignment center, I was sent to-the 4™ of the 9% Infantry Battaliow of the 25th
Infantry Divisiow in Chw Chi; Vietnam. CaptainAlBaker greeted me personally

o my first night with Brawvo-Comparny. He looked at my background and talked
about trying to-find a different assignment for me; perhaps helping with base
camp infrastructure irnvaw engineering unit. That never worked out and within o
few days I joined the ongoing “Search and Destroy” field operation in an avea
Just northwest of Chw Chio called Ho-Bo-Woods:

Incoming Choppers to-av Landing Zone (LZ)

Ho Bo-Woods was awv old abandoned rubber plantation that had beew previously
sprayed with the defoliant, Agent Orange; and was now growing back to-jungle.
The going was tough, and although it was o flat landscape; yow couldw't see very
for i any direction except up.

It's hard for me to-remember exactly how I felt as I was air lifted in that day and
dropped off in the jungle to-join that ongoing operation. At the time everything
seemed wweal and so-very different from anything I had ever knoww or seexv ivv
my life. I'mv sure I way ivv anv emotional state of shock: I sl couldn't believe this

was happening to-av shy, skivwwy kid, o college graduate, who-was now i full
combat gear.

I had no-real idea of what owr mission was and had to-rely totully on the
leadership within the Company for what we were doing (or better yet, trying to-
do). No-one took the time to-explain the long range plan of what we were trying
to-accomplishv I was at the lowest level of the command chain and my job-was to-

5



do-as I was told: There wasnw't avlot of compassion expressed. We knew if we were
wounded or killed,; they would do-their best to-at least haul wsy out and we would
quickly be replaced as the local draft boards continued to-do-their job.
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Inthe early days of the Seawrch and Destroy field operations; fivefighty were
infrequent and casualties were light, but it was still tough duty. We wore the
same clothes day after day, slept onthe ground with all owr
clothes and booty on, rotuted night watch (wsually howr o,
two- howry of), and ate most of owr meals cold; out of o small
cardboowrd box (C-Rations). The weather was trobical, 70 to-
90 degrees, and humid: At the time; we wore flak jackety
ond we were constantly soaked in sweat. The weather was
about the same during the Monsoow season; just add in av
couple of heawvy raing duwring the day and then some move at
night. I awvived in-Country invSeptember 1967, the stoawt of
the dryer seasorv

My initial assigrnment was as the ammo- beaver for the
platoon machine gunwner. However, that didw't last long as
he was “shovt” and went home safely within o monthvor so. L
was imumediately “promoted” to- his job-

Ifthere was any good news during this initial period in-
country, it was that combat encounters were infrequent and
I had a chance to-adjust and learn how to- react during the
sporadic fire fighty that we did encounter. No-one ever
knows what to-expect or how they will react when first fured upon with live bulletsy.
There iy the classic “Fight or Flight” issue and yow dowt know for sure what yow
might do. I saw others do-bothvwhile I was there.

The first firefight I remember was o ambush that we walked into-and I was
amaged at how quickly my adrenaliv kicked i and how anxious I was to-fight
back. However, I was a ways back in the formation from the initial contact point
and had to- sit tight for o while, which I remember as being extremely difficult.
Nobody likes being shot at and thenw having to-lay there wondering what's going
o and what we might be called ov to- do- next. I had beew in-country less than o
month by now and wondered if this way going to-be how it all would end for me.

Eventually we were called to-the front and I remember hawving to- step over one of
owr wounded troopy along the way. I only took o quick look... he was lying on his
back and he really didwt look very good; but I think he was sl alive. I dowt
know what eventually happened to-him. This particular encounter ended up
being just o small skivmish. Once inposition we responded withy massive firepower
ond the enemy disappeared. I dowt think we claimed any enemy bodycount for
that ruw v



Owr Battalion was called the Manchw's and consisted of four companies; Alpha
Browo; Chawlie and Delto. We were Bravo,; 2" Platoonw and I was invthe 3™ Squad:
I learned to-like and trust most of those inv my group. Brawo- Comparyy always
seemed to- be better prepared and in general took fewer casualties thawv did Alphay,
Chawlie and Deltw. This could have beew just luck; but I really believe our
Comparny Commander, Captain Baker, was akey factor. I grew to-like and trust
himv evenw more as time went on. Ay v side note; Captain Baker survived Vietnaw
(wounded twice) and continued withy av very distinguished career inthe Army. He
retired out as aw Colonel and I corresponded withyhimv inv 2010 hoping to- see him
at owr last Battulion reunion. He replied that he remembered me; but sadly for
me; he passed away before I got a chance to-thank him for hix leadership at o very
tough time in my life. His deathv was hard to-take: I really wanted to- see himv
again; ivpersov.

After a few monthy of being onthe front line; we had a relatively quiet Christmas
period at Katwm (up inthe Fish Hook area). While there was a cease fire over
Chwistmas; not everyone onthe other side gotthe word: As v result we took avfew
movtor rounds duwring that time and had a few causalities; but no-intense fire

fights.

By now, I had beew on “the line” for almost 3months. I wasn't the same kid as
before. For better or worse, I was now a well-seasoned soldier. For my height and
weight I had the stamina and intensity to-hold up with the best of those in owr
Compary. I was probably at least 20 pounds tougher. I could patrolthe jungle
all day, sty up all night on watchv if necessary, and go-out again the next day ow
another patrol. Sleep was precious (evervthough it was onthe ground) and we
learned to- catchy up whenever we could. It got to-where I could catch'7 or 8
minutes of sleep withinvav 10 minute break. My M-60 was now my best friend and I
could handle that 30 pound machine gurw withvease.

I was also-fully aware that this was o real wawr and that no-one way going to-
rescue me and send me home: I now knew I needed to-pull all my skilly ands
strengths together and develop an intense sense of awareness of what way going
onwaround me if I way going to- make it thwough. It had finally sunk inthat this
was going to-be a very long tour.



Sgt. Smithvand Cpl. Ugawski at Katwm

BATTLE AT SOUI CUT (Fire Support B BURT

Beginning inv January of ’68 and running through March, we experienced some of
the most internse combat of my time invVietnam. That was o particulewly brutal
time in both the intensity of firefighty and the nuumber of casualties within ouwr
Compary and for the Battuliow ay o whole. The “Tet Offersive” in the Saigow arew
occuwrred during this time period.

Owthe night of Januawy 1% 1968, o regiment of NVA’s (NortihvVietnamese Army)
attacked and partially over-rowm the nearby Fire Support Base at Soui Cut. That
attack stawted at 2300 houry (just before midnight). Things imwmediately became
very intense for the Manchw's:

Background (Col. John Henchman)

“The Third Brigade's main base was Dau Tieng. Like our Brigade, they had a forward
base at Soui Cut, called FSB (Fire Support Base), Burt. They had occupied this position
for just a few days. Like us, they were astride a major road and trail network leading to
Saigon.

On the night of January 1, a reinforced regiment of NVA (North Viethamese Army)
attacked and did severe damage to the 2nd Battalion, 22nd Infantry.

The MANCHUs were ordered to immediately leave Katum and relieve the 2/22 Infantry."
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Chinook Cargo-Helicopter Sikorsky Sky-Crane Helicopter

Ay TSB BURT was under siege that night, we were awakened and ordered into-
support. We quickly gathered ouwr gear, weapons, ammo- and whatever food we
had and were at the Katww landing stvip around 3 AM and ready to-boawrd
Choppers to-be airlifted in. The plan (as I wnderstood it) was to-drop us into-FSB
Burt invthe dark and help drive back the enemy. This sounded cragy at the time
but evenww more so-ay I think about it today. The only thing that saved uy fromv
landing there invthe dark way an accident at owr pick up zone; where one
Chopper landed right on top of another and created such a fiery mess that it way
after daybreak before they cleaned it up and got us airlifted out.

The fighting was over at FSB Burt by the time we finally loaded up and took the
short flight there:. My memory is that we came inv orv Chinook’s cawrvying
everything onw owr backs. After we off loaded; those who-had survived the previous
night’s buttle took the return flighty out.

“| flew down there at once to meet with the Brigade CO, Colonel Daemes. The position
occupied by the 2/22, and other areas, were just a mess. Our battalion did better than thatina
couple of hours each day.

As the lead elements of the MANCHU s got there, we began to get things organized. By late
evening, we were all in, and as Bill and | walked around, we could see immediately that our guys
were a whole hell of a lot better soldiers than those that had been there before. “

After landing at TSB Burt there was av quick muster and we were each assigned
sectiony of the perimeter to- reinforce and defend:. Saying the place was o mess way
putting it mildly. There was smoke; destruction and dead bodies laying
randomly everywhere yow looked; mostly Novth Vietnamese Army regulars; but
some Americon ay well. The official count was 355 NVA killed;, 21 US casualties
and 152 US wounded.
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Inthe wordy of Captain Baker, “It was the awtillery that finally stopped the attack.
They lowered the 8 -inch guns and fired divectly into-the trees that were not
cleared around the perimeter. These bursty broke up the attack. It may have
caused avfew US casualties, but had they not done so; all would have beew lost irv
my opinion’.

The moviemaker, Oliver Stone was aw member of the 2%/22"* at this time and claims
he based a battle in the movie, Platoon; on this particdar incident at FSB Burt.

Once we got to-owr assigned positions on the perimeter, some of usy went to-work
reinforcing the skimpy foxholes and stawted clearing a line of sight to-the
positions on bothv sides. These positions were very weak defensively and it was easy
to-see why the Base had beexv overrun at thig locatio.

Some of our people were assigned the ugly job-of clean up. Fortunately not me ...
this was really tough duty. They started by picking up all the dead American
Soldiers and loaded the bodies onto-one of the outgoing Chinooks. The cleanup of
dead enemy came later that day and there weve alot of them. I remember
finding even more bodies dayy later. There were so- many dead enemy bodies that
v small bulldoger was aiv-lifted inv o av Sykorski Sky-Crane Chopper to-dig av big
pit for & mass grave.

Owr first night at this Base was o long one; to-say the least. The woods and jungle
were very thick in our part of the perimeter (this was also-the area wheve the NVA
had tawrgeted their attack the night before). We had barely cleared av line of sight
to-the foxholes ovw either side of us, much less any defensive area out invfront of uy
before it got dark: I remember it being an extremely dark night and everybody
listened intently for anything that moved. Staying awake for watch waswt o
problemvthat night. I'm sure most of us didwt get much sleep. Fortunately, there
was not another attempt to- overrun the Base:

The next couple days irwolved more clean-up, more clearing of defensive space
avound and inv front of the perimeter and some short sweepy outside the “secure’”
avea. Each day we ventured out o little further towawrd the Howr Glassy area and/
the Cambodian border.
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BATTLE O E HOUR GLASS
Battle of the Hour Glass: January 3-4: (Col. Henchman)

“Usual stuff... short sweeps into the immediate area. Some contact. Colonel Daemes
wanted us to S&D (Seawchvand destroy) out farther. He assigned an area for January
5 that was just 1 Kilometer from the Cambodian Border. Because of its hour-glass
shape, that is what we came to call it. “

When Col; Henchwman says we took “some contact”, he means we took occasional
fireand afew causalitios but no-indense fivefights: FHowever, we were very cautious
sence we all knew the enemy had to-have a substantial force remacning
somewhere inthe area:. We also-knew they had a safe haven just across the border
in Cambodiay which was very close; bui politically, that area was off limily to-us:

On our search and destroy sweep oulside the perimeiter on january 4 we were inv
the vicinily of the Four Glass and knew the enemy was close: I don't remember
many of the detadls; buk thoughit it was decided that we would not attempt to-
engage since it was late inthe day. We were in heayy jungle and on foot;
Fighiing on thecr turfand in the dark would have been a nighitmare:

That evening back ai F5B Burt, we got word thai we'd be going back to-the Hour
Glass the next morning on anAir-Mobde assawlt: The plan appeared to-be to-
move inv quickly with a lavge force; Loty of firepower and catch the enemy by
surprise:

The ""Hour Glass™ Landing Zone - January 5:

“It must be said that this was the most difficult and frustrating day | spent in Vietnam in terms of
commanding an "operation”. It was a deadly day for many-way too many. It is so firmly planted
in my memory; | can visualize almost every detail and recall vividly some, of the words spoken.

Company A and D were sent off into another AO to do a sweep, and to be extracted in the late

afternoon. It was Company C's turn to remain in position in FSB BURT. Company B was to go
into the Hour-Glass using the lift ships initially used by Company A.”
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Huey Chopper My usual view from Inside

O the morning of the 5%, we finished owr C-Ration breakfast, gathered all our
gear, weapons and extya anuno; and made owr way to-the Chopper pick up zone
by around 0800. According to-some other accounty we were loaded up on the
Choppers by 0845 and headed for the southern half of the Howr Glass (2. It was o
short fcght; not much time to-think about whait might happeru

As best I can remember, our squad was on the third chopper in the second sortie
(each sortie had a group of 5 choppers). The Hueys always ran with the side doors
opervand my spot-was on the floor at the open door (no-seatdelly ecther). There
was afabric fold down seat across the back for the rest of the squad: Those of us
With the most fire power were always fivst off when we hit an (2. I had the
machine gunw and thai is why I was on the floor ai the operv door.

As we approached and started to-descend; I st had no-idea of whait to-expect:
AU appeared quiet as we watched the first sortie of five Choppers land i fronk of us
and could see those soldiers head into-the woodline without incident.

“Bill (Owr brand new company commander, I think) and | had made the decision not to
put preparation fires (satwrate the wood line around the LZ withv aerial rounds or fire
fromv Gunships) around the LZ - because it invariable brought "Charlie” (nick nauwme for the
enemy). The defensive fires were, however, meticulously planned, and available “on call”. I did
order SMOKEY (av Chopper that lays down o smoke screen) in on the east, north, and
west sides of this LZ because it could be seen from higher ground in Cambodia, and | knew there
were base camps close by. [Hell, you could see the tin covered roofs.]

The PZ (pick-up zone) was BURT. | was overhead in the C&C (comumand and/
control chopper). Bill was with the first lift. The first lift into the LZ landed “cold". That
platoon headed off the LZ into the southern wood line per plan. The second lift was just hovering
for drop off when several 51 caliber anti-aircraft machine guns swept the flight. The troops were
caught in the open. One chopper crashed and burned, killing the pilot and one door gunner. The
other crew members lay near the crash badly injured.”
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I was in thai second lift Colonel Henchman talks about: As we moved in close to-
the (2, all of a sudden all hell broke loose with machine gun rounds and other
explosions: ACFrstI waswt siure if i was COomeng (yom our own door gunners o
the Choppers or if we were becng fired on: Usuadly it was easy to-tell the difference
by the sound: But in thes case it was both: I knew for sure we were in trouble whesw
I saw smoke and five coming out of the tadl section of our Chopper. We had been
hit? By now the advenalin was rivwiing high: We were stild in the acr and wide
open to-enemy gunfire: Our Chopper had been hit hard and we had two-KIA'sy
(kdled in action) on owr Chopper before we even hit the ground.

In spite of all the gunfive; the Choppers continued on down to-the (2, and as I sak
wide opervon the floor I was extremely anxious for thait damm thing to-get close
enough to-the ground so-I could jump off; take cover and defend myself:

Once on the ground; we laid flak listening to- machine five that just kept going on
and o We waited for whai seemed awnv elernidy for owr Chopper to-take off and
get out of the way. It was Still on fire and smoking heavily as it lifted offf It
managed (o-get up in the adr and just cleared the trees in the middle of the ftour
Glass; only to-crash land ai the northern end;

As we lay onv the ground; we finally figured out where the machine gunw fire was
coming fronu With the Choppers out of the way, and fully aware of where our own
people were; we readied owrselves to-return fire: We found a small dike (maybe
ondy 6 inches high) within the rice stubble; quickly positioned owrselves and
returned fire:. Pretty soonall the rice stubble surrounding us was on five; so-under
the cover of thai smoke we were able to-get up and make owr way from the open
freld into-the surrounding wood line:

“As | looked down on that horrific sight, | saw Bill STAND UP firing his carbine at those gun
emplacements, and then guiding one or two members of the platoon at a time into defendable
positions on the edge of the woods. He did this ten or twelve times until all the platoon was off

the LZ. [I later put him in for his first DSC (Distinguished Service Cross) for this heroism
above and beyond the call]

What saved that platoon from complete annihilation was that the NVA gunners had AA parapets
(ot aireraft set-up) and could not depress their muzzles much below three feet from the
ground giving an infantryman a chance to crawl under it.”

I never knew about the enemy machine giw mount not allowing them to-fire any
lower thaw 3 feet above the ground until I stauted researching thig incident, but
do- remember when the fire had burned off the LZ, I could, see that there wasnwt
anything out there to-protect usy and wondered how the hell we could have
survived all that machine guwfire. We all should have beev killed.

“As soon as the two platoons were in, | had to decide: what next. The two platoons were taking
heavy mortar and small arms fire from across the LZ to the north. By now, of course, | was firing
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everything available around those platoons. | had ISSUE 11 get air in-bound; | had SMOKY
continue to make passes until he was too full of holes to continue; I requested and got gunships
two at first, then more.

By now it was midmorning. | needed to reinforce the two platoons on the ground because they
did not have enough combat power to make it alone. | ordered the next platoon in, but the lift was
hit hard by small arms fire, and the LZ was covered with mortar fire. The lift commander chose to
abort.”

By now we were feeling a little safer inside the wood line off the LZ and my squad
was not asy heavily inwolved, inv the ongoing actions to- secure the site. Those that
had gotten out of Choppers onthe other side were closer to-the enemy positions
and more irnwolved ivv cleanv up. We knew owr Chopper had crashed and heawd
that there were two-KIA’s;, the pilot and one of the door gunners.

Fromvowr standpoint onthe ground; we knew that there was a lot of fire power
coming at us, but had no-idea how serious our situation really was. I assumed we
had just landed in o well-planned ambush (since they had seen uy inthe area
the day before) and once we cleaned up thig situation we would move on withv our
sweep of the area

“Now, my choices were limited. It was obvious that we had landed in the middle of a very
sophisticated headquarters, well-defended. I had to reinforce in real strength, or get those two
platoons out of there. | asked Colonel Daemes to get Company A and D saddled up wherever they
were and get them ready to reinforce.

His response: "Let's wait a bit, Henchman, and see what happens here. Maybe we can handle this
with what you have here." | waited, and time was not in our favor.

An hour went by-it is almost noon now. Some of B Company's guys had rescued and secured the
rest of the, shot-down crew. The troops in the wood line had dug in, Bill and | were in constant
contact. Their situation was precarious. But | needed more people on the ground, or needed to get
those two platoons OUT!”

I remember this paut of the day and heard we recovered the pilot and door
gwnner’s bodies fromthe downed chopper and thought everything at the Howr
Glassy was now secure and under owr control.

“Meantime, | had more and more firepower allocated. At about 1300, | had one SMOKY; three
Cav LOH doing recon; TWELVE gunships sort of going in a big circle delivering ordnance, jets
were making continuous bombing runs with GPs, 20mm, and clusters; and | had priority of
Division fires that could reach this area-which was basically Daemes DS Arty battalion at BURT.

Again, I told him we should reinforce with the whole battalion. (We awe into-) something very
big - a (NVA) division headquarters?
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His response: "I can't do that. We can't afford to let FSB BURT be that undefended.” | was
furious. If I could have gotten TROPIC 6 on the line, | would have. He was not available to me
on the net I had in the chopper.

About 1330 - 1400, one of the Cav LOH saw a bunch of weapons near positions that looked
abandoned on the ground in the woods just west of the LZ. Daemes ordered me to put one
platoon of Company A in there to get them. | set that up very reluctantly.

While this activity was going on, the battalion net was flooded with some Phony Australian
claiming to be operating in our AO, and all this fire was dangerous to his operation. | needed to
stop it. No way! We did some triangulazation on him with the choppers, and bombed him harder
because he was transmitting from Cambodia. Later, | was chastised about responding on the
battalion "Push” by Communication Security guys, but as | explained, they knew all our
frequencies and, besides, | was in full control on my alternate frequency.

When the A company platoon got on the ground west of the LZ, "hot" of course, it turned out that
this was just a trap. | spent the next two hours, and lost a couple more choppers getting them out
in one piece with only a couple WIA's.

It was about this time that the C&C was hit by a lot of ground fire, the pilot [the BLACKHAWKS
C.0.] told me we were "going down". My RTO said the engine was on fire. We crash landed into
an open field about 2 KM from the Hour Glass, and all of us were picked up almost immediately
by Colonel Daemes in his C&C. Only now his C&C was so overloaded that we had to go back to
BURT to unload. Soon as | got to BURT, | got into a slick--only thing available-and was back in
about 30 minutes. Only, | did not have the good communications afforded by the C&C.

It was getting along toward 1600. Two platoons of Company B were still in the tree line, (That
would be the 1# and 2"* platoons with my squad in the second platoon)
getting hit with all sorts of fire. Since it was obvious | could not reinforce, | concentrated on
getting these guys out.

The first lift of slicks came in about 1630, took lots of fire, and the LZ was covered with mortar
fire, but they made it out-just barely.”

Late inthe day we got the word to-get ready for the Choppers to-pick usy up and this
s how I remember it. It would take 15 choppers to-get usy all out, but there were
only 10 available at the time:. Also; the LZ was only big enoughto-land 5 at o
time: The evacuation ovder was that 5 Choppers would come in first, load up and
take that group back to-FSB BURT. The remaining 5 Choppers would stay close
and wait for the others to- return so-they could come irv quickly, one group right
behind the other. Inthat way, they could get all the remainder of the Compary
out and not leave anybody stranded.

The first 5 Choppers landed; loaded up and headed to-FSB Burt without incident.
Ay the returning group of Choppery approached the LZ to-pick us up, the enemy
must have known exactly what we were up to- -- they opened up on usy withv
everything they had. We were caught out invthe operv again, positioned out inthe
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burnt out rice field ready to-load the Choppers. I could hear the machine gunfire
roundy exploded. As most of ug sat there inv bewilderment wondering what the
next order would be; we were amaged to- see the Choppers come on doww and land
right invfront of uy inv spite of all the hostile activity. It was obvious that they were
fully comumitted to-getting uy out. So-asthey got close to-the ground; we grabbed
ouwr weaponsg and owr gear, and made o mad dash for our designated Chopper
through the dust, the explosions and the cracking machine guw fire.

What happened next amaged me everv move; as we loaded and lifted off; the next
five Choppers braved all of this and landed right behind us to-pick up the rest of
Bravo-Company, so-there wouldwt be anybody left behind:. But it didw't work out
that way. Those still onthe ground headed back to-the wood line for cover and
the last five Chobpers took off empty. This didn't look very good, but personally I
was busy counting my oww blessings for making it out alive.

What happened next is mostly from the following account by Coli Henchmawn and
fromv what we could make out onthe radio-whexw we got back to-FSB BURT.

“That left Hector Colon's platoon in the tree line, some dead, some wounded. All critically low on
ammunition, and darkness only a little way off. If they could not be out before dark, that platoon
would have been lost in the night. They did not have the combat power to survive.

BLACKHAWK 6 and ships from the 187 Assault Helicopter Company rallied to the cause, got a
few birds without holes together.

I had made a very low level pass with the slick | was in and pushed out several cases of
ammunition to Hector. It wasn't much, but it was all | had.

I recall giving what encouragement | could, ending with: "God bless you, Hector, and KEEP UP
THE FIRE. We will move heaven and earth to get you out of this."

First try was no good. Flight aborted. Too much fire. Second try, Hector had his guys ready,
carrying their dead and wounded, and got them on the choppers which took off immediately as
loaded. Only problem was, two took off without a full load, leaving the last slick with a crew of
4, seven dead and four wounded, a total of 15 for a slick designed to pull out with a maximum
load of 11. I literally willed that slick to fly. It barely made it over the tree line, and barely made it
to BURT.

What Hector's guys did-individually and collectively-was gallantry in action. NO soldiers ever
did better for each other. | put the entire platoon in for decorations for heroism. Some, sad to say,
were posthumous. From that day to this, my respect for those MANCHUSs is immense.

But the effects of that day were, not over:

The support helicopter companies were severely damaged. Three had been shot down' and burned
somewhere, including the C&C | had been riding. They had quite a few WIA's among their
crews, and most of the slicks needed lots of holes patched.
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I was visited by the Communications Security guys from MACV who chewed my ass for
communicating with the enemy on my net!

The rest of the time at FSB BURT-January 6 to January 18:

I sent Company B back to Tay Ninh. They were very much in need of a stand-down. On January
17, there was a memorial ceremony for those who had been killed in the Hour Glass and in other
fights in the area, and then in the afternoon, an awards ceremony. An extract from Dexter's diary
tells the story:

"Rifle salute as we entered the chapel...for those who had lost their lives [recently] some
twenty-seven of them. ... there were moist eyes and bowed heads ... but there is a feeling we
must carry on.”

Memorial Sexrvice inv Tay Ninkv Severw Gunw Salute at Memorial Sexrvice

The rest of the battalion stayed at FSB BURT until January 18, conducting small sweeps since we
were severely down in combat strength A, C, and D could barely muster 80 people each for
operations outside the perimeter. “

There weve many other hostile; life threatening experiences diring my time irv-
country. I was hit three different times (once by a bullet and twice withv
shwapnel), but none ever drew blood (thus; no-Purple Heart). The bullet that hit
me went through the sole of my shoe and out the top, traveling between the toes:
The shwapnel hity landed o gear that I was wearing so-the skiny wasn't broken.
Inother incidenty; the kid that took over the machine guw after me; took a bullet
in the middle of his forehead in his first firefight (was that supposed to-be my
bullet?). The soldier that carried the Captain's radio-after me was severely
wounded in bothvlegs and was sent home for long term rehabilitation. That
particular incident happened while I was home onw leawve for my Father’s funeral.
In anw everw more brutal encounter, Deltow Comparny took over as the lead comparny
in Brawvo’s place because we had o number of casualties onthe previous davy.
Walking inv our place; they went directly into-one of the most deadly ambushes of
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the entire waw. They lost over 50 soldiers within anwhowr or so. I dow't remember
how many were wounded. That was supposed to-be Brawvo-Company.

I also-remember other firefighty that lasted longer and were bloodier than the
Howr Glass, but because I found Colonel Henchmanw's account of this battle, I
decided to- use it because it offered o unique perspective of the bigger picture of
what was going onthat day. Some of the detwils were everv news to- me as I did this
researchv. Ay combat soldiers; we were mostly kept in the dark and not always
aware of how much danger we faced:. I also-want to-add that not all of my
account may be completely accurate, but 40 some years later; this is how I
remember L.

Being in Vietnam was toughy, it was brutad and it was very dangerous. By my oww
estimate, I think we lost over30% of our Battaliow as KIA’y and out of those that
survived; more thanw half of them were wounded at least once. We had no-MIA’s.
We stayed engaged irvevery ambushvand firefight until we had all our dead and
wounded accounted for. Nobody was left behind. However, the survival rate for
those that served in combat way not good. Of all the soldiers who-served in
Vietnam, only about 10% of them were invcombat. The other 90% were irv support
voles. While all were invdanger of being killed or wounded, it way nothing like
being onthe front lines on v daily basis.

I also- want to- acknowledge that there were many other soldiersthat had it a lot
tougher thanw I did:. I felt fortunate that Bravo-Company was o well-trained; well
disciplined group of soldiers and as withvany competition (or conflict), the better
prepawed teanm usually comes out ontop. I certauinly credit Captuin Baker for his
leadership role. I truly regret not trying to-contuct hinmv sooner so-I could see him
personally to-express my appreciation for his leadership role before he died.

COMING “BACK TO THE WORLD” IN 1968

Coming home (or “back to-the world’ as we used to-say invVietnam) and getting
discharged from the Army o November 18 of 1968 has to-be counted as one of
the happiest days of my life: The Army did the paperwork to- discharge us, gove us
a new uniform to-wear out the door, o steak dinner, owr final pay irv cash, and
that way it. I remember walking out of the Oakland Army Terminal and as I
waited o a dawk street for my ride; I couldwt help but smile uncontrollably. It
way just too-good to-be true:

Momv and my brother Richard drove to- Oakland that night to-pick me up and

took me home to-the howse I grew up irv. I went into-a deep sleep invmy old bed: I

vividly remember waking up the next morning; wondering if Vietnaun could have
21



really happened. Being home way just so-different and wrweal; it is impossible to-
describe the feeling. I remember thinking; could it really be true that just a few
days before I had been walking around invthe jungle in full combat gear with- o
loaded weapon?

Being home felt so-good that I believe that I must have subconsciously decided
that there was no-need to-relive or share what I had beew through that past year .
Besides; it was an unpopular war and nobody really wanted to-hear about it.
Also- at this time invthe late 60’s; there was no- meaningful transition prograuww for
those retwrning from combat to- civiliowv life. There way no-praise for the
refuwrning Veterans and I thought it just might be best to-pretend it didw't happesv
and try to-be “normal’.

It was time to- move owwand I wag ready. I had ajob-to-go-back to; I was going to-
get meaningful paychecks;, real money to-spend... I was ready for the good life.
For most of the next 40 years; I said very little about the experience and stayeds
away from Veterans; especially those from Vietnam.

However, I il have the uniform I wore home. It has moved withv me from place to-
place for over forty years, and always hangs in the back of a closet. It hasnw't beenw
touched since I first took it off and hung it up whenw I got home: I may take o look
at it again someday... probably doesw't fit any more.

TRYING TO ASSESS THE VIETNAM EXPERIENCE - 40 SOME YEARS LATER

A few years ago-I wanted to-test the waters, and on Veteranw's Day of that yeoawr
decided to-try and make contact withv someone from my old Vietnaw unit. Withv
the aid of the internet I found one irv short order, Doc Lupo- (owr Platoon Medic
and the only other college person inv our platoon), and sent himv v note. Wes
cavefully corresponded and acknowledged that each other way alive and doing
welli Quite formal...that didw't seem so-bad:. I also-decided to-dig out my Bronge
Staw, whichv iy now framed and hangs prouwdly irnv my office.

Also-as part of thisy awareness process; I finally acknowledged that I was powtially
deaf and started tulking to-the Veterany Administration about hearing aids.
There were forms to-flll out and interviews to-tolerate, but thwough all this talk
about being a Combat Veterany; obvious anrieties started to- surface:

Further opening up about the experience didw't seem to-bring any peace: I way
now stawting to-feel like I had opened a very dangerows door -- and maybe this
had beenw a mistake. I wasthinking I needed to-get that door slamuned shut just
as quickly as possible. Fortunately, before I gotto-that point I was able to-find
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and get help from “J. J.”, avvery knowledgeable and insightful person within the
Veterons Administration. He cared; he listened; and to- make o longer story short,

offered the following basic rules to-help with the healing.
Five Rules for Healing

1. Give meaning to-the experience

2. Be inwolved iv v meaningful relationship
3. Tell the story (but dow't go-on and on)
4. Have o sense of huumor

5. Give something back

I could see some good news right away; I believed I was making good progress ow
#2, #4 and #5.

Asfor #1 -- giving meaning... this has been a real tough one for the past 43 years.
The first part of giving meaning for me has to-do-with being patriotic. I never
thought of questioning our Country as to-the validity of the war, and whesw
drafted I knew I needed to-oblige and serve: Running to-Canada was never avv
optionfor me. However, the real heartoche is that we were irwolved inv v losing
effort that resulted inva high cost inv botivlives and resources. This is’t muchv
However, invthe last few monthy I have come across another source of meaning.
I've gotten to-know a fellow professional; o young mawv who-was borr in Viet Naw
dwring that wor eva. As wetalked I learned his father was port of the Southv
Vietnamese Army duwring the war. After the war, and still asy ov young child; hes
had the opportunity to-imwigrate to-the US (shorvt version of another long story).
Iy o very touching story that “L. T.” shawed withv me. What he told me added true
meaning. He said that he iy grateful to-the USA for providing opportunities for
himv and hig family that they would have never had under the Communist regime:.
He is the first Vietnamese person that I have allowed to-get close since coming
home inv 1968 and hix sharing has helped me see something that I missed. A
meaning I never thought of before. Thank yow; “L. T.”.

Moving onto-point #3; “Telling the Story”, thig iy what this write-up iy about. It's
awv attempt to- complete that task and get the story out of me and to-others that
are closeto-me. I have never shawed these eventy inv so- much detail before and
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this exercise is certainly more for my benefit than yowrs. I thank all of yow for
taking the time to-read and help me get through this.

FINAL THOUGHTS

The skinny shy kid fromthe Big Sur Coast grew up very quickly during that
conflict and somehow, by the grace of God; swrvived many incidenty where othery
right beside me;, didw't. For some unknown reason; I've been blessed with many
fortunate things inv my lifetime and surviving Vietnam was certaindy one of the
big ones:

I know we all hawe crosses to-bear, but war is 6l hell for all the combat soldiers.
Nothing short of street gang wawfore carv prepare yow for what it takes to- survive,
and the soldiers that do- survive are changed forever.

I havenwt talked about this much invthe past and after getting this out really
don't planw o talking about it much invthe future:

The final message I want to- shawe withveveryone is that I used to-think it was all
my oww doing that got me through the war experience. I now realize that there iy
no-other explanation for suwrviving so-many close calls other than the grace of
God

The remaining challenge for me now s to- make sure I dowt disappoint hin withv
the time I have left.

THE END

July 4, 2011
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