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THE ORIGINAL GERONIMO BATTALION

Original Geronimo Battalion. In early 1966, the®1Battalion, 501st Parachute Infantry
Regiment, 101st Airborne Division, Ft Campbell, KY, was cedeo Vietham. The famous
World War Il nickname of the 1/501st was "Geronimo" and weeW€he Geronimo Battalion.”
We even had a wooden cigar-store vintage Indian mascait@@iiBn HQ. Under command of
LTC “Iron Mike” Healy, we received orders to deploy t@etham as the 4th Battalion, 503d
Parachute Infantry, to join the 173d Airborne Brigade in trguriT hough we changed crests and
shoulder patches when we joined the 173d, we still calledlvesséThe Geronimo Battalion.”

June 6, 1966 On June 6, 1966, (WW Il D Day) 820 troopers of the newlytitomed 4

Battalion departed Ft Campbell enroute to Vietnam. Tvarmce party flew directly to Vietnam.
The main body flew and went by train to Oakland, ChAgere they embarked on the SS John
Pope, a WW Il troop ship. After 18 long days at seaPthige landed at Vung Tau and the troops
went to the sprawling Bien Hoa Air Base complex northa§&n. Three future Medal of Honor
recipients were on that shifpon Michael, Glenn EnglishandLazlo Rabel Don Michael's

MOH was for actions in April 1967 and the others in laterg.

Combat Missions During its 12 months in Vietnam, the origin&IBattalion participated in
numerous missions including air assaults, blocking, besnd destroy and reinforcement
throughout 1, 1l and Il Corps. Our AO ranged from Bleéoa to the DMZ. On one of its first
missions, a 4/503d MEDEVAC was captured on camera andnieeitee best-known photo of the
Vietnam conflict -The Agony of War

The ultimate sacrifice In the 12 months the original troopers were in coulttyof our brothers
died. Another 17 were KIA on later tours. At each reunilba names of those fallen are read by
their surviving buddies. The wounds of war have caused thaapuee deaths of many of our
fellow soldiers. And, PTSD and Agent Orange have changdo/éseof scores of once-healthy
young men. Over 100 members of our proud battalion haveidieg return from Vietnam.

Geronimo Battalion today. Anyone who served with the 4/503d between June 6, 1966 and May
30, 1967 is a member of the original battalion. One thith@briginal battalion were teen-

agers, 18 and 19-year-olds, who quickly became men underTioday, most of us are grand-
parents, yet our memories of being in one of the finestifighinits ever assembled remain vivid.
We are in touch with 390 brothers who served with the 4/508thinyear.
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BAND OF BROTHERS. "He which hath no stomach to this fight let him dep&ut, we in it
shall be remembered. We few, we happy few, we "Baitathers!! For he today, that sheds
his blood with me, shall always be my brother. Rest ic@é&aave soldier, you have not been
forgotten." William Shakespearg(sent byThom Cook)




ABOUT OUR STORIES

134 on 12/12/10

“These stories of over 40 years ago are recollectionganitg in which a matter of a few meters
can have a dramatic impact on perceptionHugh Kelley, B Co)

You have never lived until you have almost died.....
Life has a special meaning that the protected will nkmew.
(Lynn (Doc) Morse, Medic, C Co, 2d year)

Some have died, some have lived, some can't tell theatitfer Mike Adams, B Co & HHC)

A BETTER WORLD (Thom Cook, Sr. Medic, C Cp
Maybe more people should share a foxhole; it might béterlveorld.

“...the act of writing led me through a swirl of memaribat might otherwise have ended in
paralysis or worse.” Tthe Things They Carried by Tim O’Brien)

WAS | EVER THERE? (Joe Armstrong, B Co)
So many years ago, so many stories. To be honest, attifeels like | never was there, and
other times | feel that | have never come home. Not tinatimakes any sense.

GERONIMO (Mike Adams, B Co& HHC)

We have peered through the gates of hell to seek ouryenem
We've wrestled demons and beckoned God to grant tranquility
The game is on, the stakes are high, the enemy can'trbe see
Tension builds, we are for sure, on the brink of eternity.

Oh God, we need the presence of your holy might

Could it be that hell is but an absence of your light?

Please embrace our brothers who have died to keep us free
And pray accept our enemies that we have sent to Thee.

Oh, anywhere is the real world, somewhere far from here
Be it Camelot or the Village, Dylan playing in our ear

A fantasy that left us all so desolate and alone

We tightened up our bootlaces and blindly carried on.

Some have died, some have lived, some can't tell theatiffer
The vacant look, survivor's guilt, we seek a point ofrezfee

In our homeland, the rules have changed, betrayal of wiaghit
But paratroopers, Geronimo Battalion, fought the ultinfigte.



BEFORE THE FIGHTING

LISTEN TO THE NCOs (Gerry Stesiak Medic A Co

While at West Point in June of 1965, we put on a showegdiwver for the Plebes. My role was
to fire a rifle grenade which was mounted (if my meyrsgrves me correctly) on an M-14 rifle.
Of course, the NCOIC told me to put the rifle butt ongh®mind because it'll kick back pretty
damn hard. Well, at 18 years of age, | thought to hyisew bad could it possibly kick back at
me? It was after all, just a rifle with just a grenattached to it | decided then to fire the
weapon like a man, a U.S. Paratrooper. Airborne!

When | got the signal, | fired that damned rifle grde and it literally kicked the shit out of
me. And of course, knowing | was told how to fire the weagmnectly, | was too embarrassed
to say anything about my injury. However, after many yesansglisilently with shoulder pain, |
decided it was time to correct the damage | had renderéal myself on that fateful summer
night back in 1965. | submitted to shoulder surgery in Octob2004. The verbiage from an old
song comes to mind, "You will come to know when the bullet hisobne." Damn, that hurt!

THE 11™ GENERAL ORDER (Mike Talerco, B C9

The Army has this thing called the general orders. nguny career there were 10 general
orders having to do with following military rules: standinggg, etc. When asked what th&'11
general order is, the correct response is, “To remerhbdirst 10 orders”.

One December day, while in our morning format®gt. Corbettwalked up Pvt. Spence.
Robert Spencewas a skinny, somewhat of a wise-ass hillbilly type was a funny guy who
always made us laugh. He wasn't very big, and compargdttaCorbett he was tiny.

Standing directly in front of Spence, Sgt. Corhetg relatively loud voice looked down at Pvit.
Spence and said, “Pvt. Spence, what is tHeQ@dneral Order?”

Pvt. Spence, with absolutely no hesitation, saidsimgarly loud voice, “Sergeant, the1
General Order is, ‘Thou shalt not cultivate around thimeviiat grows wild around thine ass’.”

We all stood in shock. Sgt. Corbett had never beesdtestridiculed by anyone and we were
waiting for his anger to befall on Spence.

Sgt. Corbett stood with a surprised look on his facevhat seemed like an eternity, but then
all of a sudden he cracked up laughing. Still laughing, he plkted away. This was Sgt.
Corbett, a military guy through and through, but he wesaj us.

LOVE TAKES A JUMP_ (Charles Vickers, A Co
I have wanted to go back to Ft Campbell for many ydausille and | were married in
Clarksville, TN, in 1952. We celebrated oufh&';&ar together in 2007.

We were married July 5th. We were supposed to beetaline 5. However, on Jurl® #
made a parachute jump and got tangled in my chute linésvas bpening. | spent June in the
hospital. | was still in the hospital when we were neakril was 21 and Lucille had just turned
19.

Five of our kids were born at Fort Campbell and Donlvaas in Clarksville, TN.

WELCOME TO THE 101 °T (Gary Schindele C C9

Upon arriving at the 131Replacement Depot, just out of Jump School, | wasl tetgs
being assigned to thésDI™. | asked, “What type of unit is that?” | was told itsnan
Infantry unit. “But I’'m an Engineer”, | exclaimed. Thiekk then opened up my 201 file,
showed me the form | had signed volunteering for Junp&and said, “You waived
all previous enlistment agreements and we need Infantrymea& than we need
Engineers”. So, that's how | came to be in 5 T"
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TOP ATHLETES (Tim Stout, 173d MP}

| knewEddy Crook, C Co.,andOlin Winfrey, A Co., (both have died since Vietnam) very
well. Crook was the 1960 boxing Olympic Gold Medalist in the welterwediyision. | have
photos ofWinfrey andCrook. | played football with them on the 101st "Screaming Eagles”
post football team.

If Winfrey had not been so committed to the Armywuaeild have joined the New Orleans
Saints with another great back from those Screamingegaghms:Ernie "Tracks"
Wheelwright. All three were at one time "All Army" running backs.dddition,Crook was a
perennial "All Army" boxer.

REMEMBERING FT CAMPBELL _ (Peter Klausner, A Co

When | say, remember, | really mean, | THINK mrember!

After Jump School, | was assigned to HHC 2/501. To my; lilngy needed a driver for the XO,
Major Ewing. He was one fine gentleman who enjoyed liquietséiments. Some 6 months
later, we were reorganized as the 1/501. We then wenssathe parade field to new barracks.
Since | drove for the Bn XO andl'C Healy needed a driver, guess who got the job? Yup, me!

Things went well. | was a big shot, no KP, no A@QVAS THE BN CO’s DRIVER! Driving
a highly shined black jeep around, people saluting, the Armsyoneat. Then one day, Bn HQ
was abuzz with activities. Col Healy came up to me aidj $Ve are going to the South East
Theater”. | smiled, looked on the Fort Campbell map aodder't find the South East Theater. |
asked the CSM and was told in no uncertain termd thias, in fact, a dumb ass. Things started
going down hill.

The Battalion went to some theater on Post (not tbéh&ast Theater) and Col Healy told us
we were being deployed to RVN as tfieBhttalion, 508 Infantry, joining the 173d Airborne
Brigade in country. A roar went up. We were going to' wdelt sorry for the Viet Cong.

After attacking Old Baldy on pre-deployment trainingvidrat seemed forever, the Battalion
was split in half for 2 weeks of leave.

About 2 - 3 days later, the CSM told me to repaintiBzly’s jeep (remember highly shined
black jeep). Being an excellent Pvt, | did what | wald.tTaking the initiative, | painted the jeep
OD Green. After | removed the half doors, | replacedthek leather seats with brand new OD
cushions and then | proudly went to BN HQ. As always,H&ally wanted to see his boys, so
out | went to stand by HIS jeep! Col Healy came tmaked at his jeep and said, where is mine?
Standing as erect as | could, | replied, "This IS yoBis,

Agony. That afternoon, | was in A Company carrying &.rifbeems Col Healy was attached to
HIS black jeep!

That's how | remember Fort Campbell!

MY TRIP TO VIETNAM _ (Ron Best B CoMedic)

| went to 'Nam as an individual replacement. | flemm Oakland, CA, to Saigon in May ‘66

When | got to the tram in Oakland that took us to tagtle barns" (deployment areas) there
was a Sergeant First Class that made it onto the nainthen passed out. He'd had a lot of
alcohol. He was wearing jump wings, so when we got tadttée barn, | put him over my left
shoulder and put his bags in my left hand and my bag inghymand and into the “barn” we
went. | put him on an upper bunk and | sat down on the lower dnchkt a smoke and watched
over him till he sobered up some.

Turned out he was the ranking NCO in that barn, sb & gass to go and call Cindy. Next
thing | knew we were on a 70 Fast’ (707) on the way to \4ietn | never saw the SFC again, but
our brief meeting had been beneficial to both of us.

| was assigned to B-Med, 173d, for 5 months, then joir@B4d in DaNang in November, ‘66.




NO ENGINEERS IN AN INFANTRY COMPANY _ (Gary Schindele C C9

We were all lined up in the hallway, outside the C Compansg Eergeant’s office, waiting our
turn to be interviewed by HIM. Me being next in line, on¢benmand of, “Next” | marched in
and came to parade rest in front of the 1SG’s deskodked up and asked, “What's your MOS
troop?” | answered with, “62E2P, First Sergeant.” “Wihat #%&# is that?” | said, “Heavy
Equipment Operator, First Sergeant.” He thought a mgraedtthen said, “Yeah, you'll make a
good mortar man, that's the heaviest God Damn thing we'vendbe company.” He then yelled
for PSG McDonald, “I've got a new #%&#en recruit for youliinking | was finished, | came to
attention, made an about face, and started to leave lwehesmid, “Come back here troop, I'm not
finished with you yet!” Coming back to parade rest, he asieé, you married?” | said, “No
First Sergeant.” Then he asked, “Do you have a cam&itl] $No, First Sergeant.” He then said,
“Good! If there is one thing | hate more than a #%&#en Rt avcar, it's a #%&#en Pvt with a
wife. Now get hell out of here!” That was my introductionlSG Earl J Soucie. As you can see,
I've never forgotten him.

SHERIFF, COME GET ME - COY TURNER & THE LAW. (Gary Schindele C C9

I would like to share with you a funny story abWitliam Coy Turner that "Coy" told me
before we left Ft Campbell, with a follow up in Viet NaRrior to our departure from Ft
Campbell, half of the Battalion went on 2 weeks leavevameh we returned, the other half went
on leave. | happened to go on leave first and Coy secohayasothere when Coy returned from
leave Sunday. He immediately asked if we were stillitepthat Tuesday for VN. | told him
that's still the plan.

He seemed relieved and said, "Good, | need to gef bet® before the sheriff comes and gets
me". | asked, "Why?" He then told me this story.

Seems that while he was on leave he was buying Imdf @i liquor in another county and
selling them at a mark-up in a dry county. He got caugbtget out of jail he wrote a bum
check for bail, but he had no checking account, and wal dffrey'd come after him.

Well, we left Ft Campbell as scheduled and arrimedN without incident.

Months later, Coy got a summons to appear in coutt@hquor charge. All he had to say
was, "l wish they would come and get me". We all ggbad chuckle over that.

*NOTE: Coy Turner of Chance, KY, and 4 others were killednrambush on May 17, 1967,
two weeks before their DEROS.

LT PROBST REPORTS TO THE 101 (PSG Ken Liles A Co)

2/LT Frank Probst and | first met at Fort Campbell, KY. | remember dag he reported to
Battalion. | was a squad leader with a different compathy.was wearing low quarters and
saucer hat. | politely said, “Sir, you may not havenbie®rmed, but the troops may laugh
behind your back the way you're dressed. You are West &uihall, and you should change
headgear and blouse your boots.” He thanked me for informingldont proper airborne dress.

A few days later, | was promoted to E7 and reassigmé@dCompany as platoon sergeant. My
platoon leader was none other than LT Probst.

He was a real officer, as fine a product as Wesit Rould produce. He was a gentleman, but
also a leader in all aspects. He demanded the best fragoaeehe ever spoke with. He would
listen carefully. He was soft spoken, but spoke withitglaHe made my job easy. He always
asked for input from his squad leaders and me, then gdeesdhat did not leave anything out.

When we deployed to Vietham, he was a fine leader ilbagmlways looking out for his men.
It was an honor serving with him.




DFC FOR KOREA BRAVERY (Buddy Davis, C Co)

I had prior service as an Air Force Aero Medicatfm and served in Korea in Detachment 3,
3rd Rescue Group. | got out of the Air Force in 1953 and imefwrmy as PFC in 1955. In
Korea, in an H5 helicopter, myself and the pilot (he heliiée) extracted a downed pilot from
enemy-held territory. Two years ago, in 2005, in a lasgeraony at Pope AFB (a 4 star
general), | was awarded the DFC. Finally, | thougtgptthere. | am caught up.

*NOTE: Buddy died of COPD in June 2010 in NC. He is buneBtiBragg.

IT'S NOT THE MEDALS - IT'S THE MAN _ (Gerry Stesiak Medic, A Co)
(From a letter byserry Stesiakto the family of thesGM Robert Cruz, our first SGM, after his
death in Jan 2008)

| served in the same unit as SGM Cruz and I've rfevgotten how he positively affected
me. Let me explain:

During a parade at Fort Campbell, we all had oursClDress uniforms on. When | saw the
number of rows of ribbons SGM Cruz had on his uniform | stasned. So, | asked him why he
never told us how many citations and ribbons he was awardethisTaay | remember his
remarks in response to my query:

"Son, it is not that important to show what you essra result of soldiering. Rather, it is far
more important to be a soldier first and let your astidictate who you are, not the awards you
may receive."

Years later | became a Detroit Fire Chief. LikedlteSarge, | too had earned many citations
for bravery and what have you. But, because of SGM Catensént to me, | took it a step
further. | never wore the ribbons on my uniform. He nthdémuch of an impression on me.

"SNEAKING" TO VIETNAM _ (Ray Ramirez, HHC & D C9

We weren't supposed to tell the public that our battalichgeeng to Vietnam. | remember that
17 of us in HHC went on airplanes from Nashville, TN, toL8tis, MO, and then to Los
Angeles International Airport. We carried our disassethMel6s in our duffle bags and told the
public that we were going to Ft. Lewis, WA, for a trainggrcise!! Other guys took trains or
other flights to the departure port in California.

AIRBORNE PATH TO USA . Several 4/503d troopers came from different countries.
Guadalupe Garza Gonzalezame from Mexico. He was a cop in Chicago. He di&2DitD.
Eduardo “Ox” Oxford was from Venezuela. He died in Florida.

Danilo (Dan) Perezcame from Cuba. He lives in Florida.

John R Princewas born in Hungary. He was KIA 1/15/67.

Laszlo Rabelwas a Hungarian freedom fighter. He was KIA 11/13/68 arelved the MOH.
Sam Rogerswas from Ireland. We have not found him yet.

Rudy Richter was from Germany and served in the French Foreign Lelgmrs in Georgia.
Arnie Thorvik was born in Norway. He died in Michigan in 1990.

Aneoues (Roy) Vanderstappemmmagrated from Holland in 1965. When he got to
New York City he had to register for the draft. He wasl and said he was going back
home when he got out of the Army. We have not found him.

Gordillo J (Julio) Vargas was born in Guatemala. We have not found him yet.
Wiladyslew (Wladslaw) J Zbuckiserved in the Polish Army. We have not found him yet.
Leonard Zugby came from Peru. He is disabled and lives in Arizona.




THREE MEDAL OF HONOR WINNERS ON TROOP SHIP_ (Ray Ramirez D C9

On the USNS General John Pope, we had 3 members who are day receive the Medal of
Honor while serving with the 173d. The original orders lher4th Battalion that were "cut” in
April of 1966, did not includ&lenn EnglishandLazslo Rabel | have a copy of an additional
set of orders with about 12 names of people that were @ddlee 4th Bn. an&Glenn English
andLazslo Rabel are listed.

Lazslowas in A CoGlenn was in HHC, S-3 Section, drove the 3/4 ton truck and wadsTan
Glenn died on a later tour serving with the 3d Bn, 173d, in Septenil970.Lazslo died in
November, 1968 while serving with the 74th Inf. Det. LRHenn is buried at Ft. Bragg, NC,
andLazslois buried at Arlington National Cemetery.

Don Leslie Michae] C Company, died during Operation Junction City and is thumie
Lexington, AL. His sister iSharon Goensand we have been in touch with her and another
sister who lives in Alabama.

FIRST REPLACEMENT TO THE 4th BATTALION _ (Wendell Vega A Co

When | arrived in 'Nam in early July 66, | was senténg Binh Replacement Detachment.
There, for whatever reason, they chose me to be in ardtary as the first replacement to the
4th Battalion.

They sent my khaki uniform to be cleaned and pre3demh, they took me back to the airport.
When a plane with new replacements landed and troops camktbatplane, they made me the
10th person in the stick as if | had been on that planecdimera started filming, and for one
month they filmed me doing everything but going to the bathroom.

When | went to Bien Hoa where the 4th Battalion,wasmember reporting to Col. Healy, and
then reporting to "A" company.

Many of the guys did not like this. They thought | wasactor and that | came to do this
movie and go home. Some called me 'Hollywood' and others,\WWakine'.

On the first search and destroy mission, | asked s@opgers what | should take with me in my
rucksack. They told me to take 3 T-shirts, 3 underwegpajr8 of socks, 3 towels and other stuff
| did not need. When we lined up, my rucksack was verg bsad heavy compared to what the
other guys were carrying. Then, we went out and sonm@aonith the VC was made.

After a month, the camera and news people were gonensasithere to deal with the
troopers. After a while, they realized | was justthno soldier like they were. My family back
home saw the report on TV. But to this day, | havebeen able to locate that documentary.

Oh, I want to add | want to thank all those troopers that made rke tiaat unnecessary stuff
in my rucksack.

You see, there is something called combat stresd'sT¥aat | got in my first search and
destroy mission when we made contact with the VC. Comisgssgives you many things. That
first time, | got diarrhea.

So what did | use to clean myself? 3 T-shirtsn@erwears, 3 pairs of socks, 3 towels.
Thank you guys and God bless you all.

A BARREL OF LAUGHS (Ron Best Medic B Co

| have a short story about an M-60 machine gun anftiend, Rue, before I left B Med (173d
HQ) in Bien Hoa and joined 4/503d. Rue's full name kafRue Wilson. He was a surfer dude
from California - smoked grass almost every day. Rueanag, strong, blond haired, good
looking guy who was very popular with the girls - the kind ©@Bhat | would have liked to
have been. He had been an infantryman in the 1st dd&italion, | can't remember which, and
he transferred to Graves Registration.




When | was still in B-Med, in the ambulance platddmelped him with his work a few times.
The NCOIC gave Rue the M-60 when we were doing some forawvdngdork because we were
almost all medics and Rue was the only one who knew how toitvor

One day, Rue was fooling around with the M-60 and pulleBahiéack hard. It jammed and
the barrel fell off and we realized that it wasn'tngpio be much help. Yelling insults and
throwing rocks would have been more effective. | sdidCharlie' catches us with this SOB, we
won't have to shoot him, he'll die laughing.”

NEW YORKERS CAN'T DRIVE (Thom Cook, Sr Medic, C Cb

One day at Bien Hoa, within a month after the 4ttidian arrived in Country, someone in the
Battalion fractured his leg in an accident in the Basm@ All the Medics were near the
accident, but | was the first to the soldier. Me@lwuck Huller showed up along with about four
or five of the Medics. Our ambulances were parked about 30svetay. | turned to Chuck and
asked him to get the first Jeep, make sure there wHerarliit, and to bring it over to our
position.

Well, Chuck ran to the Jeep, jumped in and started/hen he let the clutch out, it jumped
about a foot and died. He repeated this a few more tivhen | decided it was time to lend a
hand. 1 trotted over to him and asked, "Chuck, can yaedti" No, Thom" came his reply. |
told him to get in the other seat and | would drive.

I had forgotten about this incident till | was in $iangton, DC, for Richard Stillwell's funeral
in 2003 and met Chuck there. | asked Chuck if he ever gatexr's license. His reply was about
the same. "No, Thom, | never needed one in New York City."

| had to laugh as | was transported back 40 plus years mehand | were at that ambulance and
he gave that great smile of his. He is a lovable aedtdruman being and | am proud to know
him, to have served with him at Fort Campbell, KY, amet Wam and still know him today.




IN COMBAT

The Agony of War

"The Agony of War", mistakenly called “Death Watch” by many.

On August 14, 1966, PFC Daryl R. Corfman, Sycamore, OH, A Company, 4th Battalion, 503rd
Parachute Infantry, 173rd Airborne Brigade (Separate), was killed by mortar fire during Operation
Aurora Two. His squad leader, Sgt. Dan E. Spencer, Jr., Bend, OR, stares down at his fallen
comrade. Sgt Spencer was later killed in action with the 1st Special Forces in 11/12/68. SP4
Ruediger Richter, Columbus, GA, (a former French Foreign Legionnaire) watches the sky for the
MEDEVAC chopper, his battle- weary eyes to the heavens as to ask why?

www.173rdairborne.com/agonyofwar.htm
Photo by then PFC Paul Epley in Long Khanh Province, Vietnam
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MEDICS

WHAT A MEDIC IS (Thom Cook, Sr Medic C C9

Medics are the five guys in a Rifle Company that@RUNTS out of HELL's way. Sit with
them all night in a foxhole when they are hurt, check themyedesy to make sure they are OK to
fight that day, and be their father and mother for yeai .

4™ BATTALION MEDICS (Ron BestandMike Goodwin, Medic9

| remember Medi&teve Stewartreally well. Stewart was a real tough black guy fi@nily
who was sent to the Army instead of going to jail for mlaughter. When we hit a rice paddy
one day, | had been real sick with a high fever and ldediuget out of the paddy by myself. Two
of the guys hauled me out on the edge, but | still couldniigeStu took the patrol as the only
remaining medic and one of the guys stayed with me whithelest did the patrol. When | left
Vietnam, | left my guitar with Stu since he played @& bi

James Brookswas real tall and strong and actually pulled point siccelly for his platoon.
He carried his .45 in a shoulder holster. One day | askedavhy he carried it that way. He
replied, "That's the way | always carried it at hdimide was from Chicago.

Ray Tipton was a medic also. He had severe problems with PTh@[Rlaohol after Vietham
and was admitted to treatment at a VA hospital izéma. All his records were mixed up, so |
wrote a letter to the VA for him to explain and vetiig service in Vietnam with the 173rd. He
had been hit in a firefight and had some shrapnel in¢lc& as | remember. He was released
from the VA treatment program and called me to say leasaing through lowa and he'd stop
to visit. | never saw him. At the 173d reunion in 1995 intkster, MN Eddie Sullivantold me
that Ray's ex-wife had called to tell him that Ragi bammitted suicide.

Guadalupe Palos We got in a firefight in heavy bamboo and jungle. A fewutes into the
fight, Lupe got hit, with some shrapnel, | think. He yellbtedic". Then, he said, "Waitm a
medic." He handed a dressing to someone and said, “Pontme." | worked with Lupe in A
Co in DaNang and in B Co the rest of the next yearwétea good medic.

CREDIT THE MEDICS (posted on 173d Web site 1/13/2004Joy Lakatos, C C9

On this date in 1967, on operation Cedar Falls, loma&sof the wounded. | want to thank
medicsRichard Choate andThom Cook for actions that day which saved my arm from being
amputated. | also want to thank ALL members of C Compangovering me when | was down.
Special thanks tdohn Mack, Dave Drown (later KIA), Jim Satterfield, Dan Moreau, Arnie
(Ken) Thorvik, Bill Millstein , Harold Sanford, Ken "Smokey' McCullough, Sgt Davisand
the rest of my platoon brothers. I'll never forget thosedioreyou guys. AIRBORNE, ALL THE
WAY!!! AND THEN SOME!!

REMEMBERING BRUCE DARBY, MEDIC  (Chuck Huller, Medic, HHQ

Bruce Darby saw more action than any medic in the battalion. Het$pgrntire tour with our
hard core Recon Platoon, D Company He was a standumduynas proud to call him a
friend. Bruce died too young of cancer in 1986 or 1987 abdried in Golden Gate National
Cemetery in San Francisco.

ONE LUCKY GUY_ (Thom Cook, Sr. Medic, C Cp

I am one lucky guy that GOD got me assigned to the 1/2@bsirne. | came over from the
1/502nd and could have come down on an individual-replacemennktead of being
transferred to the 1/501. The Battalion had leadershipirtggand esprit de corps that are alive
today.
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GERRY BARTRAM - MEDIC  (Ron Best Medic, B C9

Gerry Bartram was a B Compangnedic when we took a base camp away from the bad guys. |
think he was working fokt. Jeffcoat's platoon. A trooper was wounded and Gerry went to assist
him. The first round apparently hit Gerry in the hand, betstecond round hit him in the chest
and perforated his left ventricle.

I was with the 3rd platoon which had taken the ceritdreoNVA base camp and was
occupying a trench on the edge of the camp. The word came Hatrva medic was needed in the
1% platoon area so | went over and applied dressings topecof wounded troopers.

Then, word came to my platoon that the big medic whieewlasses had been killed. They
thought that was me because Gerry didn't always wegltdsses but my eyes are so bad that |
never take mine off.

Years later, aShom Cook, C Company Senior Medigvas returning from the Chicago 173d
reunion and stopped by my house in Des Moines. He had met<aister at the reunion. He
gave me her number to call and we talked and cried.is@heeally neat lady and she really
appreciated all the 173d troopers who talked with hereatettnion.

HOW A MEDIC WORKED IN VIETNAM _ (Thom Cook, Sr Medic, C Cp

Through the eyes of the Company Commander, it was his compangugh the eyes of the
senior medic, it wasy company. The CO was in charge of combat operations aad inv
charge of every single foot that put that FOOT on the grouitltbught that way back then and
still think that way. It was never out of disrespéxtt a different view from two jobs in combat.

| remember one time in the field one of my medics danmee about his platoon leader and
platoon sergeant who would not let him check their feetas big on that. | went down to his
platoon and dressed down the LT and sergeant. | ordexedto sit down and take off their
boots and we checked out their feet. It was not the funghing to do, but one of the most
important jobs we did next to treating wounds. Both of tiheeded foot powder and clean socks.

WhenLTC Healy came to get me 23 December, 1966, he was in an OH-13. Vgleted to
get aboard, the pilot told me | couldn’t take my ruck afie as there was too much weight. |
gave my rucksack to LTC Healy and he asked how muchighed. | told him about 100
pounds. He told me to cut it down when he saw me again.

I had five (5) bottles of saline solution plus everythilsg @ senior medic would need. My job
was to support the platoon medics. What ever platoon wafiréight my job was to go to that
platoon to support that medic with his platoon and then to tootree next one that was taking
causalities. It was a super job that | will never forget.

There were a few times when | did not want to makesaaalls". But, when the word,
MEDIC , came; we went. There was really no training fot thast pure guts by our medics. We
had the best.

CAPTAIN PRICE (George Coker A Co

Captain(Bob) Price was the Battalion Surgeon. Every time Captain Priggtwn patrol with
us we got into a fight or something.

One time, as we crossed a rock hill, an artilterynd fell short. We had one KIA and PSG
(Roger) Goodwin took shrapnel in his right leg. It cut the major artdygud 6" below his groin.
Blood was spurting just like in the movies. Captain Prigeadarge incision and tied off that
artery in one motion. It was the damnedest thing | hage seen.

The next time he went with us was Easter Sunday, 1967re&llg got into a firefight. Captain
Price and | were behind a big ant hill. One of the bad gitysan AK-47 was trying to shoot our
ant hill away. | actually saw Captain Price's harekeh That was my only proof that he was
mortal.
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TRIBUTE TO A SENIOR MEDIC (Letter toTom Cook from Mike Goodwin, Medic,
B Co)

You once told me | helped a lot of troops make it thrutour in Vietham because of my
attitude, my humor and a smooth line of Bull, etc.

But, | don't think | ever told you how much you meant to me.

| don't know when it was, maybe at Bragg in '65, busémne reason, you took me under your
wing and stood by me so many times. As | look back, italmest as if you were assigned to
cover my ass. Even when | wanted to say, "Screwati,reminded me that | had a wife and
little girl, and I'd suck it up again.

Your fearless demeanor and profound stability, quitekly, fortified my attitude and
reassured me that, no matter what may happen, atjgmag to be A OK. And, sure enough,
we've both been good soldiers and we can both be proud bimetsave accomplished. God has
been gracious to both of us.

You were and still are, a great friend even thoudpnit get to see you as much as |
wish. | think of you every day at one time or anothieet's get together soon; | miss
your old ass, Thomas Enright Cook, SGM retired.

SP6 — ONE OF A KIND (Gerry Stesiak Medic, A C9

I am not sure iBuford Cook, Jr., wants it known or not, but he was a Specialist Sixts<la
(highly skilled medic) in the Medical Platoon. He was ohenany who came to the battalion to
bolster the ranks to max capacity.

MEDIC TAKES CHARGE - THOM COOK, C Co_ (from letter toJack Tarr, C C9

| remember January 13, 1967, very well. On thatwayhad 16 wounded and all the platoon
medics where busy. | was going from one platoon to anothekiobgemn the wounded and my
medics. We couldn't get Dust-off in due to the intdimse

I heard some tracked vehicles behind us over the rahe @fe. | walked by myself (young &
dumb) outside our perimeter and back to the tracks wheek about 400 meters behind us. |
told the track commander | needed help with my wounded tiheget to a safe LZ. He told me
to lead the way and they would get our wounded. | waileatt the same way just going by the
sound of the gun fire.

Charlie Company had engaged a Battalion of NVA thgtathd of course we won again with
our training. We loaded the wounded up on the four tracks anddback to a safe LZ. The
track commander wanted to know what to do then so | tolddiget each track to a corner of
the LZ and clear it with their .50's. We were then ableeffely call in Dust-off. It
took four choppers to get all the wounded out.

At one time, | had the names of all the WIA fronttthay. | later checked the Wall and none
of Charlie Company's guys from that fire fight was onghdrnever had the chance to put any of
the medics in for medals that day. | felt bad aboutéball deserved at least Silver Stars for
their heroism that day. We did get a lot of thanks fromnibended troopers we saw again as
you can tell fromdim Lakatos' email. That in itself is priceless.

LOW BIDDER IN A FIREFIGHT _ (Ron Best Medic, B C9
When | was in my first firefight, | couldn't get theick release on my bulky rucksack to open
up. | thought, "I'm gonna die cause this SOB was made bguhbitider."
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ALPHA COMPANY

HOW WE GOT TO ‘A’ COMPANY _ (George Coker& RJ Pool A Co

My #1 Buddy in Vietnam and fellow RTO, RJ Pool, andll be sending in a few stories. If
anyone has anything to add or correct any mistakedréeel Putting these stories together has
been more difficult than we thought.

RJ’s uncle was a paratrooper. His stories otifigadown from above were really exciting. RJ
said somehow they didn’t include humping a radio thruuhglg for a year. So, after being
drafted, going thru Basic and then Sewing Machine Reghin@, RJ signed up for Airborne.
The plans to float to the ground and then repair sewexghmes were dashed when he reported
to Fort Campbell and was issued an M-16 and a PRC-25.

I had signed up for Airborne School to keep from going to &orst Fort Campbell, | was the
company clerk. One day, Captain Bailey, the company commaaskedq if | could get a Secret
clearance so | could handle maps. Goodbye office, K€lis RTO.

Some of my favorite memories are hearing or beingdoidy relatives’ war stories. My Great
Grandfather was a wagon master in the Civil War. His lsorie Coker, was in the Artillery in
WWI. His favorite story was in 1917 when he was 19, livinBack Springs in Drew County,
Arkansas. He looked up and saw two men across the d@iting toward him. The men shook
his hand and told him his country needed him and he coelBw®pe. Sure enough he said, “I
crawled all the way across France”.

My mother’s brother, Albert McClain, was a real wiaro. The only time he ever talked to me
was when | returned from Vietnam. We sat for a coupl®afs exchanging experiences. As it
turned out, we both were radio operators, and how muetything has changed since WWII.
When you entered the service in the 1940s, you stayed ungihthef the war. Uncle Bud'’s unit
trained in Ft. Lewis, Washington, for two years themtte the Pacific. Before shipping out, he
was given a two week pass. It was a five day trdie t® Arkansas and a five day trip back, for a
four day visit.

When they got to the Pacific it was a series ahidlinvasions. At night he was assigned to a
.30 caliber machine gun position. The gun requirecethren, one for ammo, one to put water in
and one to shoot. One night the Japs mounted a suicidgechBhe guy putting water in the gun
was killed early, so Uncle Bud ended up handling the veatérfiring the weapon. He said the
Japs would scream and yell and charge the machine gun, thagi fall back, regroup and
charge again. It continued all night. When the moroenge, from about five feet out you
couldn’t even see the ground for the bodies. He got a B&tazdor that. After that he went
into a booby-trapped hooch and spent a year in the hospitehwot of metal embedded in his
legs. As soon as he was well enough, he was assigttezl Aomy Air Forces as a tail gunner on
a B-29. That was late in 1944, so it was a real boring foth6-hour round trip to Japan, drop
bombs and return for more. Most of the time, you couldrétthe ground for the clouds.

My great uncle Lurie’s son, Jessie Coker, was alsioaPacific. He wrote a book about the
war. | loaned my copy to someone and never got it backieJasded up being a college
professor at Arkansas A&M in Monticello, Arkansas.

| was watching the History Channel about D-Day and bitleeoguys that was in a reserve
division said it was tougher being in reserve than goirfiggn To which | added...Bullshit.

AMMO BEARER (Frank Veldey, A Co

| started out on "B" Gun, Weapons Squad, 1st Plato@prApany. Started out as 5th Ammo
Bearer with only 2 canteens, 7 mags, 400 rds of 5.56, 800ltdd Be52, 4 frags, 1 claymore, 2
trips, 3 "C's". That only left enough room in the junglekrfor a spare pair of socks and | kept 4
packs of Camels inside the helmet liner.
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WHAT A DIFFERENCE A YEAR MAKES (Frank Veldey, A Co

When | first got to ‘'Nam, foxholes started out 8 inches deep. At six months, they were 3 to
4 feet deep. After 9 months, | had to stand on my tipjtstto see over the top (and I'm 6' 3").

When it was time to DEROS to the world, | turne& icanteens, 4 ea 1 gt water bags, 6 bottles
of lodine tabs, my M-16, a .45 auto, 20 fully loaded M-16 mage,extra 5.56 rds, all the rest of
the belted 7.62 ammo, 8 frags, 4 trips, 2 claymores, 2 sgrekades, and 4 bottles of
Kaopectate.

| ate all the pound cake and peaches and threw awdgs3peotted socks.

| did want to keep the bayonet ‘cause | had a lot &f iith it but turned it in too. Those Kills
didn't really matter; nobody cared that | had the highesd deach body count in the platoon.
Somehow, they always managed to find me, even in the highlands

FIRST COMBAT OPERATION IN VIETNAM _ (George Coker A Co)

After a couple of weeks at Bien Hoa getting used td\¢a¢ and our gear, A Company went on
a search & destroy operation north of Saigon. Afteirgetiff the choppers, we poked through
the jungle until late afternoon approached. I'm guessing tiaeh@t been a VC in that area for a
couple hundred years.

We ringed a small hill for the night. We put out trigéls, dug holes, filled sandbags and
waited for sundown. With sundown, came the usual -- raimamill The rain and wind set off a
couple of trip flares. Then, someone with an M-60 openedlbpt caused several grenades to
be thrown.

About that time, a rabbit ran across the edge of my fexholvould have shot my foot off it |
could have found the safety on my M-16.

In the midst of all that confusion, First Serge@harles DuPont,who had been in WW Il and
Korea, spoke these words of wisdom, "Cut that shit oaiter that, everyone calmed down.

The wind and rain stopped, the stars come out, andretinfght in the field ended. The choppers
picked us up the next morning.

Whenever guys get together and talk about their first bperahis is what | remember.

'‘A' COMPANY'S FIRST PURPLE HEART  (George Coker A Co)

On our second search & destroy Operation, B@ililio Perezstepped in a bear trap. The trap
was old and rusty and was tethered with a wire thainta a clump of bushes. No one was
strong enough to get that bear trap off SGT Perez's félos, we were sure that the wire was
attached to a 500 Ib bomb.

SGT Perez had come to the US from Cuba. In the dicyipnader "hot tempered”,
there should have been a picture of him. After an hdaclatd to the bear trap and bush, SGT
Perez had enough, so he grabbed the wire and yanked. eli@age from the bush. He was
dusted off back to Bien Hoa where they cut the trap off avtorch. Not too big a deal,
especially since it wasn't my foot in the trap.

Peter Jenningsof ABC was covering the 4th Battalion in Vietnam. Wherhbard about the
Purple Heart from a bear trap, he wanted to interviesePwhen we got back to Bien Hoa. SGT
Perez was nowhere to be found. We found him later hignagr his bunk. No way was he
going to tell how he got a Purple Heart stepping in a bgar tra

If you ever hear of a sergeant called "Bear Trajs,isithe story. | don't think anyone ever
called him that to his face, though.

SGT Perez was the strongest man | ever met. One afailics had a heat stroke and had to be
dusted off. They wouldn't take his heavy medic ruck sadck®chopper. The medic's ruck
weighed at least 100 Ibs. SGT Perez threw the medic'somackhis shoulder and carried it the
rest of the day.
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THE LONGEST NIGHT (George Coker A Co

After getting our feet wet on our first operation, thegame routine. On one op, we were up
next to the Cambodian border. We walked up to the border altlsmria VC camp with guard
towers and everything. That evening, we set up our periméter monsoon season was just
starting. When the rain of the monsoon comes, it goes fagfigtit to dark in about 3 seconds.
All at once it is dark.

| was busy getting the radio checks up and operatidteld my rucksack and radio on and put
my M-16 down so | could use both hands. When the rain akdets suddenly hit, | couldn't
find my weapon. | crawled around for 10 minutes tryinfirid it, but never did. | sat in the
company CP all night monitoring the radio, but with no weapatdr't sleep a wink. About
2:00 am, | heard voices. "You stupid ---; what the Halyaou doing and who are you?" The
answer was, "I'm.T Wood". The first voice said, "Sorry. Sir, but you're pissiegl close to my
head".

The next morning, | found my M-16 about 4 feet away. Afiat, | always knew where my
weapon was.

WHEN DARYL CORFMAN WAS KILLED _ (George Coker& RJ Pool, A Co)

Augustl14, 1966, the d@aryl Corfman was killed. If you look closely at the photograph
named, The Agony of War”, you can see how rocky the area was. We didn’t run intyma
rocky hills, but this day we were going up and across a.ridgpe lead platoon stopped for a
break and left me, RJ a@hpt. Hampton out in the open near the top of the ridge. Capt.
Hampton called the lead platoon and told them to move oo@echundred meters to clear the
open area.

We moved about 50 meters when artillery round fell shatthét the top of the ridge. When
we got back, Daryl was laying near the spot where we stareling when the company stopped.
FortunatelyCapt. Price, the Battalion Surgegmvas with us. A couple of our guys were hurt
bad.

PREMONITION - JOHN JAMES, KIA MARCH '67 _ (Gerry Stesiak Medic, A C9

| remember a guy namdadhn Jamesin A Companywho carried the M-79. Rank may have
been a Spec 4. I'm relatively certain he walsTirFrank Probst's andPSG Ken Liles platoon. |
remember him well in that he had a premonition he was doiggt killed. He tried to get me to
give him what we Medic's called a "Profile;" a reasmget out of the field. He was killed soon
after that.
NOTE: Sp5 John Henry James24, NYC, NY, was killed March 26, 1967, in a firefighaith
took the lives of two other A Company soldiers

L.T., YOU OWE ME ONE (George Coker A Co

After a hot day of search and destroy, we set up t@sp ancaptain Taillie called the
platoon leaders in for a powwow. It was the first tinhead seen LtDick Ordway since he got
back from Japan. He had malaria and was gone two erweeks. We all figured the boys
from Alabama had figured out a way to get an extra R&l&t so, he really looked bad. The
next day, after humping a long way, we stopped for a libneadk. Everyone was drinking except
Lt. Ordway. His canteen was empty. Malaria willk@agou thirsty. There aren't many things
worse than being thirsty. So, Richard, if you rementbat full canteen | gave you that day, you
owe me a cool one now.
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THIS ONE'S FOR YOU (George Coker A Co)

One afternoon, | was sitting on the side of my foxhaelireg my “Dear John” letter. | was
already having a bad day when, off in the distance, a slid@eound exploded. It was a long
way off, but I quickly picked up my steel pot and put it opveay.

The next second, a piece of shrapnel hit me right abovégityeye. It put a large crease in the
helmet. | know | would have lost my right eye if | hadréen wearing a helmet. So Mitzie, you
saved my eye. | know you are someone’s great grandmothebuobizyou show up at the
reunion, I'm running your fat ass over with my new truck!

| WISH | HAD..... (George Coker A Co)

I had been home from 'Nam for 10 or so years. One wgtthing the news, the head of the
United Nations Delegation from Vietnam was giving anrwigav. The Vietnamese told a story
about the 173d. It was a battalion-sized operation andcakdrapped inside the Battalion
perimeter for 4 days. He said he didn't have any wabesf sight he would sneak out and try to
find a drink.

Now, let me tell you my story about saving the littdestard's life.R.J. Poole, EdMiner and
me would rotate radio watch, 2 hours on and 4 hours@ffe night real late, somebody called
me. He wanted permission to shoot someone sneaking arounestnevater tank. He was sure
it was a V.C., but since we had a couple ARVNs with 8ajd, “Wake your platoon Sergeant.”
Now, if you want love and admiration from a platoon Sergeantt Have someone wake him
about 2 am. By the time eith8gt Gibbsor Sgt Thompsonchecked out the water tank, the VC
was gone. We stayed on that LZ for 4 days. It was thetong/l remember HQs sending us a
fresh water tank.

The guy at the UN said the VC was without watedfdiays and was within hours of
surrendering. If | had just gotten my M-16 and walked toé¢he water tank, | could have been a
hero instead of a story teller.

THAT WAS ME_ (Mike Torrence, A Co)

The story above by George Coker, "l Wish | Had", tdldua the VC who spent the night in our
perimeter. | believe | was that RTO who called in #q@ort of someone or something moving
insideour position. If this is the same incident, | did walke&S5ibbs. He told my squad leader,
SSG Thomas, to take a few guys and do a sweep of the Heemade me go along since |
supposedly heard something. Of course we never found anyihdog't remember SFC Gibbs
being upset, but SSG Thomas was really PO'd. For weeksuld say, "Torrence, did you hear
that?"

“YARDS” (By George Coker A Co

We were on patrol up next to the Black Virgin Mountaimerhember looking out the front
window of our helicopter and seeing the mountain rise fr@ite patties. I've heard stories
about the Special Forces camps up there and how they wortkethevmountain yard tribesmen.
This morning we were walking up a hill, when we discoversthall village. The houses were
about 20 ft. in the air on large poles. The women and childege in the houses and the men
were standing between us and the village. They were ppyhaith our intrusion. | don't know
if the guy | walked by was the chief or not but he sure shioaN@ been. | would guess he was
about 4 ft. tall, wild looking, dressed in a loin cloth aadrying a crossbow. It was like being
dropped back into the Stone Age. | have since learneththabuilt extensive tunnel complexes
under their villages for emergencies and that the VC amthN/ietnamese were scared of them.
Me Too!
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BEST OF THE BEST MEMORIES (George Coker A Co

In my 64 years, | often look back at my life. Beinglénoorne soldier provides the best
memories.

Most beautiful: The first time | got outside a C-130 at 1200 feet and lookeat the T -10
parachute open above me. That big green parachute withbedded in my mind to the day |
die.

Best food We had been on patrol for several days. It had ive¢@nd humid like never
before. We were crossing a large, open area whenhtyper landed beside u€aptain
(Dennis) Taillie (Company Commander), who always seemed to know what to lde agt
time, went over and talked to the pilot. The pilot $&dvas looking for an ARVN battalion and
couldn't find it. He had a couple of 125 Ib ice blocks eaks of root beer and vanilla ice
cream. Since the chopper couldn't find the ARVN battadioh had stuff that was melting,
Captain Taillie talked them into giving it to us. The doonmgers of the chopper began chipping
the ice into canteen-cup-size blocks. | poured my roatde® the ice and ate my ice cream in
about 9 seconds. Then, | put the ice in the next guys' cathiny has ever been that good
again.

Best beers The night | had a couple of beers wifiiC Healy and CSM Cruz. Each company
had its own bar in the Bien Hoa base camp. One nightaliked LTC Healy and SGM Cruz. |
don't know if they were lonesome or just wanted to tell W\atdties. There were 5 or 6 of us
from A Company. Colonel Healy told one story with a sayisijl use today. In his unit they
rotated point men. When his turn came, his first sertg@auld always end up screaming at him,
"Hurry up, Mike". Colonel Healy said his answer was abydit may not look like I'm hurrying,
but I am”. | guess, of all the places | have been, Imieltdike | belonged more than that night.

JANUARY 22, 1967, THE DAY RON PENDERGRIST WAS KIA (George Coker&
RJ Pool,A Co)

What we remember most about Operation Cedar Falteilron Triangle was the easy
walking. Not really rain forest, not jungle, occasiomeg patties, and some woods with large
open areas.

We had stopped for a break when someone saw a twweelroove. He ran over, pulled the
cover back, fired a few rounds and dropped in a grenAfter setting up a defensive parameter,
Ron Pendergristvolunteered to go into the tunnel, with a flashlight andba He had a running
gunfight for a couple hundred meters. Then, four V@ieéd out of another entrance and were
promptly captured by B Company. Ron came back thru the tumoafrtCP. He said he was
surprised that the .45 report wasn't very loud when hd;fttee tunnel absorbed the sound.
Capt. Hampton, the CO, called for the engineers to blow up the complexer it was
completed, someone asked if the tunnel collapsed. Ron jummettigaid he would check. A
few minutes after he disappeared in the turfdgl, Spencemwent to see what was taking so
long. After about 40 seconds, he crawled back out coughingaespihg for air. The C4
explosives had used up all the oxygen in the tunnel. Sevealnent in to bring Ron out, but
by the time they had completed the task, it was too late

A couple months after returning home, | went to hisnorgal service. His son was about 2. |
stayed in contact with his wife, Sandra, for a couplgears. The last letter | received was from
Zachary, Louisiana.

| have said a thousand times, | am going to seaaif lacate Ron, Jr., maybe one of these
days...
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SAME INCIDENT, DIFFERENT MEMORIES (George Coker & RJ Pool, A Co)

Easter Sunday morning, Operation Junction City, 3-26-6akSgt. lvy Anderson Sgt
Steve Minick andSP5 John Jamesvere KIA.

In October 2009, my wife and | flew up to Cape Cod foeumion withRJ Pool RJ and | were
RTOs in A company. We re-counted our year in Nam wiheat bottle of scotch RJ had been
saving for a special occasion.

We each had different perspectives: | was the X'® Rnd RJ was with the CO. | was
usually in the left column with the XO, 1st Sgt and whoelemided to come along. This day it
was Capt. Price, the Surgeon, the Vietnamese interpdetgiand handler.

We were beating our way through the rain foresttisgaup a small hill, when all at once, the
dog got real nervous. The CO called up front and notifiegbint platoon. Within a few
seconds a claymore went off, then seconds later, a hastamatic rifle fire. Silence followed.
On the radio we heard the call for “medic” so we estb@apt. Price to the front.

By the time we got up front all hell had broken looseemember hitting the ground and it
being sticky with blood splatter. | scooted over behindrarifl. Looking down, | saw a
grenade on my webbing; | thought to myself, John Wayne wouol@ up and stick it up the bad
guy’'s ass. Then I realized | wasn’t John Wayne andahgn’t the movies.

| sure hope | never get into another fire fight, butié) | am going to make sure I'm nowhere
near an M-60. The M-60 machine gun is a great weaport aaotsiout a lot of firepower, but if
you are next to one in a rain forest the smoke will chokafthedt of you. | know, | had my
nose on the ground trying to get a breath of air, whendwenes a family of leeches. | squirted
the leaches with mosquito repellent from my helmet bahen a voice | hated to hear the most
came on my PRC-25, “Parablast-Alpha - Uncle Jack.” (aémeane never called to chit chat or
when things were calm. | wanted to give him a ‘Wait Ot | knew better.

So, with the AK-47 rounds digging at my ant hill, poppingttees above my head and the gun
smoke from that M-60, | explained to the commanding general, wbyltin't get to the CO. He
told me to stay down; that was one order | did my lzesbey.

RJ said General Deane called him next on the companyseeeral Deane told RJ to “calm
down”. | guess he thought he was still talking to me. H.@ came on the net and asked for
smoke. Air Force jets got there real quick and dropppdlnareal close, followed by 20mm
cannon fire, adding to the poor quality of the air.

It's surprising how things can go from chaos to calia heartbeat. We pulled back with the
wounded and KIAs. The second wave of planes raked andthertdp of that hill. RJMinor
and the CO went down to a clearing to supervise the dusRd sawMazewski; who was
wounded and was being dusted off. He said,”’RJ, theytgoeS The three had been great
buddies at Fort Campbell.

We ran patrols the next day on the other side of thatWe found two bad guys, one burned
up and the other almost cut in half by a 20mm. We camelbathe ambush site. There was a
large stand of cane next to a trail leading to a gate.

| have relived that day a thousand times. Why diga’'teact when the dog got nervous?
What possessed Anderson and James to walk up to that\@éae®id Sgt. Minick run toward
them seconds after the claymore went off?

One of our medics said James had asked to get outngf goithis operation. He had a
premonition about dying. The only time | ever remember takirigm, he asked me to take his
picture with my Polaroid camera for his girlfriend ini&ork City.

| have been totally scared twice in my life. Tinstftime was at Ft. Benning Jump School
when | first went off the 34 foot tower. Standing on theugobit didn’t look bad; as usual
everything looks easy when someone else is doing it. ldaked one of the D.l.s why it was so
scary. He said it was just above the horizon, you go from &l fast instantly, just like landing a
plane.
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The second time, | was behind an ant hill next to a fexbotupied by Capt. Price. He was
bandaging a wounded G.I's hand. He had had been hit béleihkadckles, moving the fingers
over about ¥z inch. He asked Capt. Price if he was goilogéadhis fingers. Capt. Price said,
“Not necessarily”. | have often wondered about that injury.

RJ said that day was also his scariest. He atiéedhistling sound wasn'’t the jets, it was his
ass sucking air.

Fate? Luck? | don’t know. | do know we lost three iggegs that day. | think of them every
time | hear the National Anthem.

After 40 plus years, we can’'t agree on some of thelstetaho was our CGCpt Don
Hampton or Cpt Dennis? Did | have the battalion radio? Who was the 1st Sbarles
Vickers or Olin Winfrey ? We were both shocked about each other’s recollectiamg be
different even thought we were only a few feet apart. héfse we got our part correct. After so
many years it seems to all run together.

PK RATCLIFF COULD DO MOST THINGS BUT SWIM _ (George Coker A Co

The 2008 reunion made me both happy and sad. I'm sagsbeafethe guys that have passed.

The one | miss more and morelie T P.K. Ratcliff. P.K. was one of those officers who was
absolutely sure there was nothing he couldn't do or atdeasibne. Except SWIM! It was the
monsoon season and in the northern part of the Iron Trihmegie were a lot of small rivers,
creeks we call them in Arkansas. They were generdlyl® feet across. The locals had put
trees or bamboo across them for foot path bridges. Suglena crossing, P.K. lost his
balance. Into the swift water he went. | wasn't theue | was told there was excitement, yelling
and screaming, etc. Not only was P.K. wet, he losWhis. Adding insult to injury, the Army
wanted him to pay for it -- more yelling and screaming.

When we were back in Bien Hoa, we were assigned yAyaty". The Engineers had
constructed our huts replacing the tents. The huts weres30feet long and wide enough for 6
or 8 cots on each side. They had doors at each emdedBe decided we needed evacuation
diagrams posted at each door. That assignment felkio Por some reason, he always looked
for me to do the work. | guess it was the remindensidie about the lost rifle. His last command
that day was, "One more smart-ass comment, Georgd|laed you some Crayolas and we'll
have multi-colored evacuation plans".

P.K., if you are looking down from above, or up, whatever déise enay be, | miss you. There
are a couple more stories | know you wouldn't want everyokedw, but Hell, they are too
good not to share.

Up close to the Cambodian border there is a seriedot-hihountains if you are hauling a
PRC-25 up one. Anyway, we popped out of the jungle at thedbaskig hill. A group of G.l.'s
were setting up a radar station on top of the hill. Fétinem were clearing brush at the base of
the hill. They were 100% legs, white tee shirts andlyotadarmed. | don't know if they thought
they were on R&R, stateside or what. But, when we aauhef the jungle about 40 meters from
them, you could see by the look on their faces they waredc By the time our company had
passed thenCaptain Hampton called P.K. and told him to remind these guys thatiewas
real and if they didn't want to end up in a body bag to rertieeie heads from their asses. Oh,
my goodness, if ever an ass chewing that should have begim @ film this was it. General
Patton would have blushed.

Somewhere there are four legs telling their grandaldbout the time a bulldog got hold of
their ass. | bet they still sleep with their riflesaied P.K. will show up again. When he caught
up with the company, P.K. was beside himself. The secondeésap@ver saw him. The first
was when he danced through the orderly room. He had won $1&5ibker game in the back
of the mess hall.
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SOM-BE, VIETNAMESE INTERPRETER (RJ Pool& George Coker A C0)
Som was a real piece of work. As a member oMiegdnamese Nationaldfice, he was
constantly on the me. Hence, he had a wife in Bieloa and one in Saigon. One day we
were on a search and destroy, the Air Force had judbédi tree line, so we went to check it
out. They were using cluster anti-personnel bombs thadioect several hundred grenades. The
grenades were painted yellow and had fins on the backveAstered the area, Som found one
of the unexploded grenades. He picked it up and ran to Baipton,our CO,shaking it in
front of his face. It scared all of uSom saw our fear and it scared him, so he dropped the
grenade. Needless to say it was still a dud. Alisohad a few choice wag but all was
forgiven quickly.

For all his faults, Som could dig a foxhole faster than anyone

One nght we were sitting around the compai foxhole, chit-chatting. As usual
someone would bring up a subject and RJ would talk aboutainftvour (gift of gab). That is if
Lt. Ordway didn’t show up and try to explain why Alabamas\tize only state from the south.
Anyway, the subject ended up being the VC. RJ lifted his hang@intkd to the jungle but also
in the direction of Som, while making a derogatooymment about the VC. Som, veeo
Englishwas not the bestvas sure Rdias calling him a VC.’ll bet he said‘Me no VC” 50
times in the next few minutes. We didn’t tease Som dftdr

One evening he got on a slick and was never seen agaiwadHone of the few Vietnamese we
got to know.

SERGEANTS GIBBS, SCHULTZ & GOSS (George Coker A C0)

If ever someone missed his calliggt. Richard Gibbs should have been a standup
comedian. One night we sat up on the edge of a rubber plantatlink most of the VC day
jobs were on rubber plantations. At night they werdyesdooky. It was getting lat@st at
sundown, RJ was on the radio when the first platoon RTi@dcanhd said there was a light
coming down one of the tree rows. Everyone prepared for combetupde minutes later, Sgt.
Gibbs came on the radio and told everyone to go to bed,dbe was coming up.

| can’'t remember what operati&gt Gibbswas wounded in. After he was wounded in the
wrist, it turned out a piece of hot lead from an AK-47 wdst more serious than he let on. He
was the only one that took time to drop us a line afternigtgrto the world.

In that fire fight, the bad guhadareal good position and everyone was pinned doSgt.
Gerald Schultz belly crawled around behind the enemy position, coming up leimmd. He
killed the badguy and had to crawl back to our posittorkeep from getting shot by our
guys.

Later, on patrol, crossing a ravine and up an embankmeat,of the company had passed
when one of the guys was bitten by a snake. We calletliftroff. Sgt Alton Gossgot his
machete, went into the bush and ttietsnakees head off then wrapped it in a poncho liner
and sentt with thesnake-bit kid. The Doctors at Bi¢toa said they would have had to
amputate his leg if the sndkehead had not been with

GOT A MATCH? LT PROBST & PSG LILES (George Coker A Co)

Lt Frank Probst andPSG Ken Lileswere our platoon leader and platoon sergeant. These guys
ran a tight ship, solid airborne infantry, by the book. tThantil they found that VC staging

area. It was a large complex full of supplies and afs®a tunnel. Lt. Probst and PSG Liles
always led, so into the tunnel they went. Their rikistaas not changing their flashlight batteries
before entering. The tunnel was full of methane gas, so Wieeflashlight got dim someone

struck a match. They were both burned bad and neveneetto the company. | saw Sgt. Liles

at the Fort Campbell reunion in 2008 but the subject never gpme

21



NOT MY MATCH _(Frank Probst, A Cq, in response to the above story)

Never knew what ignited the gas. Always suspected someosideat the escape opening end
might have lit a cigarette. My flashlight was finevént in leaving PSG Liles in charge. Never
suspected he would come in after me. Next thing | knowe adeeball coming. | only had time
to think “Aw shit!” Guys on the outside said it blew outlbends of the tunnel at the same time,
but | know | saw it coming from the far end. | was surpriséén | got out to find that Ken had
come in after me and we were both out of commission.

We spent about two months in the hospital in Japan befoneng back to the States. | only saw
Ken once after that on a prisoner delivery. He wasfigat guy. I'm pretty sure neither of us lit
a match. The tunnel was being used as a VC Claymoreyfactd there was some type of
lacquer in there that was used to paint the finishedh@Eped claymores to protect the metal.
That got spilled and made the gas. One of those days yeu foegot.

WHERE DO WE GET THESE STORIES? (RJ Pool& George Coker A C0)

A couple days ago, RJ called. | was in Huntsyifleaded to my cabin the piney woods. He
askedif | remembered this guy from A Company. The natid@'’t ring a bell so RJ
explained. Theeuce and a hadfhadpickedus upand were transporting us to the airfield for
a C-130 flight.

The road went between Bien Hoa and the airfiglais Gl had a girlfriend whose house was on
the road. As luck would have it, she was standinberdoorway. The Gl yelled out her name
and when she recognized him, she pulled up her blouse. Meish¥%iese women were thirgatfl
chested, etc. Not this girl. Hello!'h& made quite an impression. When RJ reminded me of
this, my instant reaction was, K8was the one with the big ####06r the next few
minutes two old guys, one in Massdeone in Texas giggled like a couple of little girls. We
have this guy’s name, but he’ll have to give it out. Warnel this story up a good bit.
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BRAVO COMPANY

RTO SAVED OUR LIVES (Ron Best Medic, B C9

Have we foun®anny Varner? Danny was from Tennessee. He was the RTQTfor
(Marvin) Jeffcoat. We were in a firefight with some bad guys. The yeére coming in from
our backs and dropping high explosives and napalm. Suddenlgf trem changed direction
and came in focusing on us. Danny yelled, "Out, Out, Gt"the radio to get him to avoid
dropping anything on us.

The pilot didn't drop anything, but he strafed with 20 aamnon and he put a round in front of
one of our buck sergeants. The round exploded on a rock orfsngiahd put shrapnel into the
sergeant. | put a dressing on his forearm.

If Danny hadn't called him off, we'd all have beeadle

A BROWN HEART (Mike Talerico, B Co

When a soldier is wounded in combat, he is awarded@eRdeart. This signifies that he
sustained wounds while in the service of his country.

The second week of Operation Junction City, | was assigngo on a clearing patrol at dusk.
There were four of us and we only had to clear theiariant of thel2 positions of our platoon,
a quick trip. We started out at my end of our line wedt out about seventy-five meters.
Everything was quiet. Then, we heard some mortarsirshiwe thought they were outgoing.
Then, we quickly realized they were incoming. By thisetwe were at the other end of our
platoon perimeter.

We started running in, yelling “Rawhide” the running passwdgretnamese pronounce it
“Lawhide”). As we were running we were setting off tlgrés. Mortars were dropping all
around us, in front of and behind us. It was getting batllilggsa previous mortar attack. By
this time, we were getting close to our perimeter; ntwad to get to my foxhole. There were too
many mortars dropping and | didn’t have time to get to my, lsolé decided to go in the closest
bunker.

The guy ahead of me was heading towards a bunker; &hapening at the back that would
allow you to jump right in. He jumped, feet first inteetopening and disappeared. | followed
him into the hole. As | started to jump in the bunker catan round hit directly behind me and |
was hit in the middle of my back.

It hit hard and | knew what it meant. | was woundéolw bad | didn’'t know, but | knew | was
hit. It felt like someone punched me in the middle of my tzeckard as they could. | landed in
the bunker and moved away from the opening. 1 just stood theénmowing, | thought | may
already be dead and this is what it was like.

| tapped on the shoulder of the trooper who had jumpatiead of me and asked him, “Am |
talking?” He turned and looked at me and said, “What@aiA| asked him if | was talking. He
said | was and wanted to know why | asked. At thag timeached behind me as best | could and
felt around my back. Inthe middle, where | was wounde@& wet and hot -- blood. | was
scared that | had sustained a severe wound. Althoughk tenscious, | was thinking that the
reason | didn’t feel bad was because | was going into shock.

| told the other troopehat | think | was hit in the back. He told me to taround and he
would take a look at it. | turned around and with gbtier he looked at my back. | felt him
touching it and thinking, “Why doesn't it hurt?” He turned Ipaek, facing him, and said,
“You're hit alright, with mud, hot mud.” He held hism§er up in the light and showed me the
mud. Somehow, when the mortar exploded behind me, the shregamtehround me and only
mud from the explosion hit me.

| always felt the Army should have awarded a “Broveatf’... not for the mud.
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MAKING RANK (Mike Talerico, B C9
My name is spelled correctly in the list. My ramfs PFC (E-3). | made PFC 3 times.

TAKING CARE OF HIS BUDDY - RAY LOFTON _(Hugh Kelley, B C9

| have another name to add to the 4/503d casualtyRiay L ofton, 3rd Platoon, B Company
He drowned August 23, 1966, during a hasty river crossingriférewas swift and deep. We
used a single rope bridge. Ray volunteered to carry anmtogrer's gear because his buddy was
a weak swimmer. Ray was halfway across the river viledost his grip and was swept
downstream. A couple guys jumped in and tried to saaglut were unable to. We recovered
his body the next day submerged under a fallen tree. Rayevahattanooga, TN, and was 21
when he died.

RAY LOFTON'S DROWNING (By Noah McBride, B C9

On Operation Toledo, Aug - Sep 1966 in the My Tao 'S&mee’, | was in the lead fire team,
3d platoon, providing point security for B Company. We cangertmnsoon-flooded river
approximately 100 feet wide and 12 feet deep at our point s§iciqa  The current was raging
and the water was completely muddy with no visibiliBete Williams and | swam across the
river and established a single rope bridge for unit crossing.

After establishing the rope bridge, Pete and | prowseedrity on the opposite bank while
approximately two squads crossed the river. At that tiswam back across the river to get the
rest of my gear to make the final river crossing.

While waiting for my turn to make the crossing, | and rtlabserved Ralofton lose his grip
on the rope and go dowiCharlie Smith and | dropped our gear and dove into the river with
others trying to save Lofton.

| located Lofton on the bottom on my second dive. Hefighting with his gear trying to get
it off as | tried to free him.

He locked his arms and legs around me as | reachedrorligot the LAW loose from his gear,
but still could not lift him from the bottom of the river.surfaced for air and went back for the
third time. | got him by the back of his shirt and laeltl pushed against the river bottom with my
feet, thrusting him up as hard as | could.

Charlie Smith barely missed grabbing Lofton as he broke the surface.ugi@omeone had
gotten hands on Lofton when | pushed him to the surfacerfalced with no strength left. | was
physically expended. | couldn't continue to swim or dive.

After not being able to find him, the company had to naakight defensive position as dark
was coming quickly. We finished the crossing and establishpstimeter. We spent a long
night in the company perimeter thinking about our buddy who helde®mn found.

At daybreak the next morning, we went back to the rivére water level had dropped and the
current had lowered dramatically. Another platoon was divemecovery mission. Lofton was
recovered where Charlie Smith, I, and the others hadstlsaved him.

Afterwards, our team tried to deal with Ray's dette first in our platoon, as best that 18-
year-olds could, but it was hard.

*NOTE: Accidents have something in common: as many opinioastaal witnesses.

COURAGE. (Mike Talerco, B C9

Courage comes in many ways. Usually when you least texpétow you handle a hardship is
one of the ways that requires the most courage. Whegsthegem to be the worst, when you feel
you have nothing left, that all is lost, is when a perstavsl of courage is tested the most.
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HOT EXTRACTION - LZ STUMP_ (Noah McBride, B Co

In the second phase of Operation Canary/Duck in darlyary 1967, the 3d Platoon of Bravo
Company was the last to be extracted from a hot LZ. Dymiegious extractions, there
was ground fire away from the LZ and choppers were chamljiagtions entering and exiting
the LZ. My fire team was to move from outer securitydeghe tree line to the center of the LZ
for the last extraction.

With enemy firing around us, we were on high alert is $ituation. As | stood up ready to
move to the LZ, | saw about 15 NVAs (North Vietnamese Argtyyards away and coming up
the trail to the LZ. Almost without thinking, | respondedhnat couple of knee-to-waist-
high bursts on automatic and saw them falling and screaasihgove behind a log.

| pulled a grenade off my harness and threw it frohirtiemy log and then lifted up and
sprayed a second magazine. | heard screams from the N\W#abigetting incoming fire back. |
then threw a second grenade into their location which slélenoise in front of me. | loaded a
third magazine, but when | chambered the first round¢cdwmered a double round chamber
(jam) situation. It was really dicey now with just naeihg off against a bunch of them. | threw
my third and last grenade very hard. Then, | extendetAfy (light anti-tank weapon) and
started to fire. Before | could fire, | heard a senefrom behind me, "NO!" My squad leader was
directly behind me, in the back blast area of the LA¥.had pulled the trigger it would have
barbequed him. He tossed me his M-16 and | threw miherto | provided him with covering
fire as he moved back to the LZ.

Then, he yelled, "Pull back. Air strikes on the waytvak firing and backing up and
realized what was happening as 20 mm casings from th@ajetdshitting around me and the
jungle was disintegrating in front of me. That F-100 stbwe with a vengeance, saving my
life for sure.

Claymores had been set as a departing gesture foupaadigd they kept the NVAs heads
down long enough for us to load that last chopper. It wagiding a wild horse on that last
chopper out of LZ Stump with the pilot doing maneuvers and dodgaagring ground fire.

LTC Healy met our chopper as we landed at the forfwerdupport base. He asked me, "How
many dead?" My reply was, "l was too busy; no timeount dead enemy"”. | never heard from
him or anyone else again about the extraction.

The Good Lord was smiling on us that day as we suntize8tump extraction. This
remembrance is a tribute to all the guys | served Wwahday and the others.

A JOB WELL DONE , Joe Armstrong, B Co

| remember a time when we were on patrol and &l sidden small arms fire was coming in
from all around us. As we had been trained, we retuiredrdmediately. | was assigned to
carry the PRC-25 radio for our platoon leader that dagifinot remember his name. Lately |
have a hard time remembering a lot of things!)

As | was monitoring the radio | heard the company commameking a call for a fire mission
to our mortar squad. To my amazement, he no sooner finisifiee) in our location wheBgt
Oxford, the NCI in charge of the mortar squad announced, TER WAY". It turned out that
as our platoon was moving, he was monitoring our position aachaang his mortar crew make
adjustments to the mortars just in case of a situaterthis.

The quick and accurate mortar fire disrupted the enetagkaéind we did not suffer any
casualties.

| recently found out that Sgt Oxford passed awagm so saddened by this as | had hoped to
be able to thank him and his crew in person for savinges that day. Their professionalism
and quick response turned what could have been a tettafdat into a victory as the intense
incoming rounds stopped almost immediately.

I am hoping that members of Sgt Oxford's crew \edld this and accept my heart felt Thank
You for being there that day when we needed you the most.
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EDUARDO "OX” OXFORD (Harold Snider andRoger Bray, B Co

Eduardo Oxford was a Buck Sergeant and Squad Leader, Weapons PlatéoiGanpbell.

His first tour in ‘Nam, he deployed from Okinawa. ld&urned to the 109and was assigned to
B Company and promoted to E-5. The experience he sharedhisdirst tour went a long way
in preparing others and me in the platoon to cope wehnitountry. Another interesting tidbit,
Ox, warned us many times to use condoms because they haddiegasés in that country that
would eat your brain. Yeah, he also told us the razor Istmlees.

He went back with B/4/503d for his second tour. Ox st&®ymonths with B Company and
then rotated out of the company with other NCOs from tlggnad deployment. He was my
squad leader at first and then | was left carrying ther8 Mortar sight.

We heard later that Ox had gotten out of the Arndywaas in Venezuela. My nephew, Gary,
travels around the world (big time) and some years agoewhWenezuela, he tried to locate
Ox. He was unsuccessful--Ox was somewhere else, so théylidiklap. But, Gary did make
contact with one of Ox’s sisters. Gary and the sistehanged addresses. Nothing was heard for
a couple of years. Then, Gary got a phone call from Oxersiho was in the States.

Ox’s sister said that Ox had gotten sick and was\ih\ hospital in Orlando, FL. Gary told her
that he would immediately go to visit him. However, &id Gary not to bother--Ox didn't
recognize his own family and wouldn't know who Gary was. &tedontracted something which
was causing him to mentally degenerate. The sister safdnfily was trying to get Ox moved
back to Venezuela so he could die there.

Gary called a few months later and spoke with ottumily members, who wouldn't tell him
anything. He tried to contact the sister again but akdenfioved--they wouldn't provide a number
and Gary lost contact with her. Sad, sad story! @ avgreat buddy and | hate to see something
like that happen to him. Ox was a very humorous and likeg} with many friends. Certainly,
there are many others that would want to know what hapgerteh.

STOP FROM THE FRONT (Mike Talerco, B Co

This day we were on another patrol. It was allRif ¢ompany. | didn't know who was
bringing up the rear and really didn’'t care. Our companyawvédll strength so | figure the patrol
was about one hundred strong with me somewhere in the middle.

Whenever a problem occurs at the front of the patnolyf@atever reason, it may have to stop.
To avoid soldiers from closing in like an accordion, weaipeocedure to eliminate that from
happening. The person in front turns to the person diredtipdéim and say, “Stop from the
front; pass it back.” If the problem occurs at the entth@fpatrol, the last person should say to
the person in front of him, “Stop from the rear; passrivard.” This would help eliminate the
accordion effect and keep the soldiers spread apart.siopiping of the patrol was not
uncommon and didn’t cause any problems.

One day on patrol, nature called and | had to go liamdhas getting bad and something had to
happen soon or | was going to go in my pants. | didn't kwbat to do.

Then | got an idea. | turned to the person behind meaathd*Stop from the front; pass it
back.” And he did. | turned to the person ahead of mesaidg “Stop from the rear, pass it
forward.” And he did.

The entire patrol came to a halt. | quickly stepioetthe side of the path and did my business.
When | got back in line, the person in front of me sditle CO wants to know what the problem
is?” | told the guy in front, “I don't know, but go from thearé’ As soon as they started moving,
| told the guy behind me, “Go from the front.” The pastarted moving.

| felt good, in more ways than one.
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HANGIN' OUT_ (John Pratt, B Co

We had just come from the jungle back to base campeatHRya when we learned of a new
outdoor open air latrine for urinating only. It was asrite road from our buildings. Looked
harmless enough but a few of us were concerned with thatwatk when we need to pee. We
usually just turned, let go and went on about our chores, FBst Sgt Poemade us use the
tubes shortly after they were installed.

One day after a spell of drinking and getting wastedalwalked over the tubes. We stood
there hangin' out and taking a wiz when two deuce and a hdlfof 'Doughnut Dollies' passed
by. There we were exposed and no place to hide.

So, we just turned toward the trucks and waved. Trieeadi gasped and laughed as they rolled
out of sight. Who said exposure was not good?

LT J. MICHAEL DEEMS  (Mike Talerco, B Co

Second LTJ. Michael Deemswas my platoon leader. He was the person who we tooksorder
from. He must have been twenty-two or twenty-threeydédhair and a fair face. He was about
my size and he was in good shape.

The thing | remember the most was his personatiy was not like the other officers | met.
He was the first “true” leader, someone we felt comforttdiléng to. We could ask him
anything and he would answer without making us feel likesdiot

Everyone in our platoon looked up to Lt. Deems. He was on® of

| heard he graduated from West Point, which probabtjerham the smartest officer in the
company.

When we had any kind of inspection, he and the platogeaet would check us and if
something was wrong Lt. Deems would simply point out the probtell us to fix it and then he
would move on to the next guy.

Lt. Deems was the one officer that anyone would w&artis or her leader in wartime.

PSG CORBETT (Mike Talerco, B C9

Sgt. J. D. Corbettwas our platoon sergeant. He was the enforcket. @eem’s orders. Sqt.
Corbett was about six feet two, black, and about 200 poundslsbldad a pencil thin mustache.

He was a “lifer” and loved the army life. Sgt.rBett was a tough, but fair NCO. He would tell
us what we had to do and help us when we needed it. Féerg ‘$gt. Corbett was an intelligent
person.

He knew the Army and everything about the infantry. Heldvoarry on occasionally with the
other “lifer” sergeants. He was also laid back amh'tligive anyone any unnecessary hassle.

He was probably this way becausé ®f Deems The two of them worked together, not
against each other like some of the other platoons.

SAM PROCTER - KIA JUST BEFORE HIS DEROS. (Told byEd Sullivan in June
2006 forJohn Daly, B Co

The daySamdied, his squad had just come across a structure whgetaeed to be a charcoal
factory. A Claymore mine exploded and Sam was hit bylyiregfpieces Johnheld Sam in his
arms and tried to encourage him, as it initially appetradhis injuries were not serious.
However, the injuries were severe and Sam passed awgygiackly.

Sam was a good soldier. He was so close to going Wbere he was killed on May 22, 1966.
He was only 2 weeks from DEROS. Sam was the last niiad kiom the 4' Battalion which
had deployed Juné'61966 and returned to the US in early June 1967.
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IN THE KILL ZONE _(Noah McBride, B C9

It was March 9, 1967, a couple of weeks into OperatiortidumCity 1. B Company came on a
large NVA base camp and assaulted it head on. We'd beauintry for 9 months and had been
bloodied in other battles and skirmishes. We knew what Rezdtand how that 'magic bullet'
could send you away forever.

Incoming fire from the big base camp was withering eénsed that no one could walk out of
this one. Our assault started out tree-to-tree and [sEpi¢o trench and up-personal muzzle-to-
muzzle combat. We lost three of our greatest brothatsidy; they were not able to come out
the other side. | think th&reddy Friar, who was 22, was possibly the first to die. I'm noesur
who fell next, but was probablfyerald Bartram, our beloved medic who died trying to care for
his brothers of the 3d platoon. The "Soldiers' SergedVitlls Lee Furney, of Macon, GA, was
next to go down.

The enemy position was so strong that it was luckydhaentire company was involved - our
platoon alone wouldn’t have made it out. Even though we gbetouter trenches, the fire from
the ground and the trees was so intense and the WIAs imguthiat the order for withdrawal
was wisely given. Had we continued, we probably would Baffered massive casualties.

We were able to pull back without losing order. We grdlaue dead and wounded except for
Freddy Friar who had fallen on the edge of the base campewbme of the worst fire came
from. As we pulled back, we were still taking casualties

When we had pulled back and secured a perimeter, Bik@ssivere called in. It seemed as if
the jungle floor rose up like waves in the ocean with thewssion of 500 Ib bombs dropped not
far from us.

The next day, we recovered Freddy. We all hated tole&v@m overnight, but knew there
would have been many more body bags had we tried to relconehat afternoon.

MY LAST DAY IN THE KILL ZONE, 7 APRIL 1967 ( Noah McBride, B Co)

My original squad had suffered combat losses thrukeuyear with only a few original
members left when we started Operation Junction Ziyaybreak of April 7, 1967 came tear-
assing thru the hellacious Asian darkness.

Robert Spenceand | sensed that we might be entering a kill zor@lasSgt. Perezrdered us
on point. We said a prayer asking, "Let this not be theAlsian sunrise we would see." We
fired into the jungle, i.e. had a 'turkey shoot' to preesemy ambush prior to moving out. Our
squad took point heading for the objective several "clickédrtleters) away.

At 1100, our squad was approximately 300 yards ahead ofadoopland the company when
an ambush occurred. Our squad was almost decimated tgeaigplosive device larger than a
claymore mine. We saw VC running just as the explosive fanoeked everyone in the squad
down, putting us in a daze.

As my mind cleared, | tried returning fire in theediion of the blast and VC sighting. My rifle
stock and buffer were damaged and inoperable so | coulchneediately return fire. My right
leg was broken at the knee and | was bleeding from thsidieftof my face which | bandaged.
Spence was wounded in the lung and bleeding from his moatbplied a bandage to his
shrapnel wound. Spence was still random firing in sgiteemg severely wounded.

| crawled to one of the new guys whose kneecaps hadheen off and a finger amputated by
the blast and applied tourniquets. This kid was suredgwere pain and trauma. | heard Spence
explicitly tell me that if he passed out not to let theots take him alive. | told him we would get
out of this. Hell, | was an 18-year-old thinking Death caddhe any time.

Radio contact was established with the company whashom line and coming to pull us from
this death trap.

| was one of seven WIA survivors and one brother who wAsxlo were dusted-off
(Medevaced) at approximately 1245 hours. No words can expseappreciation to the
brothers who pulled us from the jaws of death that day. @aheyMaxey Myers, Bob Canuel,
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Pete Williams, Charlie Smith, John Dalyand others who were wounded 2 hours later as
they assaulted a VC base camp. A report had another 25:WdA& KIA from Bravo that
day. They will have to tell the rest of the story frtmair perspective of the remainder of this

day's battle.
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CHARLIE COMPANY

LTs DIG IN TOO (Mike Strange, C C9

| wasLT Bruce Cobb's RTO for a while. We were getting mortared most nightfe would
move all day, dig in at night and catch a few incomingqnds. One evening, | was digging my
one-man prone shelter and Lt. Cobb was watching. | saidyd8id better dig in. We're gonna
to get hit tonight." "Naw, they won't hit us tonight.” he said

Well, after dark, the VC lobbed in a couple of taorounds. LT Cobb said, "Strange, let me in
that hole with you." Another round came in and | saitiold you you'd better dig in." The next
thing I hear is, "Ten Hut! Outta that hole, soldierlaughed and said, "Come on in."

The next evening when we stopped, he helped me dig a hotea

GRUNT TO CHOPPER; 3 TOURS IN RVN (Andy Roy, CC9

| arrived in country about April 29th, 1967. | went throtigd 173d Jungle School in Bien Hoa.
The class the week before us had a firefight and eesmas WIA. Our class set up a series of
drop-off ambushes the next week. We ambushed a group of M@ toyflee the area after
they popped a few mortar rounds into Bien Hoa airfidldvas payback for the wounded Jungle
School cadre. So, in my first week of Vietnam, | wasn combat.

| served my first tour as a grunt with C Company, 4/508e went through Hill 875 and more.
The casualties at that time were about the highest evéhdaith Battalion.

My second tour was with C Company, 227th Assault Helicdpaétalion, 1st Cav. Division, as
a door gunner. It was sure different seeing the war fromealigut, then you felt pretty
vulnerable as a target in the sky when you couldn't see thguya who were shooting at you.

How dangerous was it flying? When | volunteered foitmrg tour, it was as a grunt again. |
came back again to serve with D Company, 1/327th, 101st Abrl Bawisidered taking a short
and coming back again, maybe as a LRRP, but by then dearalization starting in the rear
(not the field) and decided to ETS.

REPLAY (Mike Strange, C C9

As far as | knowJommy Humphrey still lives in Hot Springs, Arkansas. It's calledtHo
Springs, Lakeside.

Our senior year in high school, Lakeside had a stategibaship football teaniHumpy"
was the starting center on that team. | played tightbeddinebacker for Bauxite when we
played Lakeside. On Friday the™ 3hey beat us 54-6.

In Vietham, a casual conversation in the jungle turnedtive realization that we had played
against each other on those teams. | had to listeimoeplay the game and the score for a solid
year. | threatened to shoot him and claymore him, but h&eps talking.

We left VN together and processed out of the servi€é. ibewis, WA. Then, we got on a
commercial flight to Arkansas. We landed in Little Rodhkere | got off and he went on to Hot
Springs. We were both so scared | almost flew onaioSrings and he almost got off in Little
Rock. When we landed in Little Rock, | said, "Humpn scared. I'm not getting off. | don't
know what to say or how to act around people.” He shid,stared too. I'd like to get off here
and not go on to Hot Springs, but they're waiting on W€ had become so uncivilized we were
afraid to face our families. We didn't know what to saf@w to act.

That was the last time | ever talked to him.

(NOTE We locatedrommy and they have talked)
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CHEWED OUT BY ‘IRON MIKE" _(J.L. Beacham C C9

My squad, with a an M6 machine gun crew attachedjpied a saddle-shaped piece of terrain
on a very high mountaintop outside DaNang area for the parpiodefense, observation and
early warning of any VC movement. | was awakened oneraémny and cold night by my team
leader, SGT Spurgeon D Watsonwho informed me that we had VC on the wire.

After being roused from my warm and dry bunker, | listesued strained every muscle in my
ears to hear something. Nothing. Watson kept insisting e VVC out there and suggesting
that | call for illumination. | radioed the platoon Chigh alerted the
81 mm mortar gun crew assigned to cover our platoon. Ilela to fire the pre-registered fire
plan with illumination rounds, which lit up the whole hitlsiwell enough to spot anything that
was out there. But, no VC were detected.

Early the next morning, the Battalion CO, “Iron Mike” Hgaadioed that he was enroute to our
location and to secure the LZ. When the old Marine CH-3gmérocarrying him touched down,
“Iron Mike” jumped off the bird and immediately beganchew me out. “Who inthe H _ _ _
authorized the firing of those illumination rounds? Onbhler HQ can authorize that type of
fire”.

As we proceeded toward my CP, “Iron Mike” was noticgaitated (pissed off) and began to
ask me in a, “You’d better have your S _ _ _ together manfaitiere are your defensive
positions, where are their fields of fire, where is th@OMmplaced, how many men do you have,
where are your claymores placed”. At the same timéhedle questions were being answered as
we toured the perimeter without a correction or a nedxktchanged from “Iron Mike”.

When we arrived at the squad CP, “Iron Mike” turnemiad, took a long look at the entire
AO, and seemingly was satisfied. He turned back tamdesaid, “SGT Beacham, you are doing
a damn fine job”.

SGT BOXLEY'S WAY OF SAYING, “HAPPY BIRTHDAY " (Mike Strange, C Co)
| have writterSgt. Boxleytwo letters. He was an ole sour-puss, but | liked hichlentook
good care of us.
On my 20th birthday, we were going out on a squad pdttold him since it's my birthday |
should get to stay behind. He handed me a machete antiYsaitte on point. Happy birthday."

SERGEANT BOXLEY (Mike Strange, C C9

| wrote Sgt Boxley a letter after you sent his addrknowing he wouldn’'t answer.

SSG Alexander Boxleywas like the Six Million Dollar Man, almost as if he wer
created for the military. He was hard and seeminglgt.ddé liked me because | knew when to
keep my mouth shut and I had a little education so he tikeébate with me and took time to
give me map reading and compass instructions.

When we were in base camp he drank Old Grand Ddchentias blind.

After an operation in the Iron Triangle we had a datan and award ceremon@gneral
Deane | think, was giving the awards.

Sgt. Boxley and another NCO were drunk with a cafiitolwhich was perfectly acceptable
after an operation. While the General was talking, Sgteéowould say really loud, "Speak up,
Can't hear you back here." The enlisted men would sn&riatthe officers would roll their eyes.
Louder, "Speak up, can't hear you back here.”" The genetal batted an eye, b@apt.
Sanchezcouldn't take it any longer. He toBft. Tiara (I think) to take Sgt. Boxley back to the
company area.

"I can't,” said Sgt T, he's getting an award."

We couldn't wait for the general to call his nameome forward. | think he got a Silver Star.
(NOTE: He earned 2 Silver Stars during his tour). He died in 2068 Richmond, VA area.
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THE 'HUMAN SNIFFER' (Mike Strange, C C9

I was lying in bed staring at the ceiling about 3:00 &rthe morning as | usually do and
"The Human Sniffer" leaped into my thoughts.

Remember that thing? My memory is fuzzy about itasutremember, we hadn't been in
country too long. The Human Sniffer attached to an MKlitad a sensor near the muzzle of the
rifle and a dial and needle near the stock. It was suppogedk up human scent and the needle
would jump when it picked up the scent.

It was great. It picked up the scent of water buffalivegs, lizards, birds, vegetation.... Some
guy could fart in the rear of the column and we waitipp and send out a patrol. We moved
about 50 yards every 5 hours. Plus, the point man was so htdying that damn needle jump
he was a sitting duck. 1 think we used it part of one day.

I'm sure the thing came a out of the inventor's gasagp and he showed it to a Washington
buddy, who showed it to a senator or a General, and ofeceuesyone had to get a piece of the
action to send it on. [I'll bet that worthless (and damg®r piece of crap cost millions before it
was attached to some poor bastard's rifle (like mirmepfoountry test.

The bunch of teenage boy paratroopers who turned into @gk@iharlie Company would
have told the Army Test honchos where to insert their Hu8maffing machine.

It's funny, but kind of embarrassing to be the butt of a joke

PANTS DOWN (Mike Strange, C C9

We were in the Hobo Woods, | believe. Had a new guy uwst When | say new, he was new
to us, but not new in country. He had gone AWOL from anathgy so he was sent to us to deal
with. Just where do you go AWOL in Viet Nam? Do you sitia a bunker and read old
Playboymagazines? But anyway, we had him. | don't remembe@ahnie, but we nicknamed
him Smiley because every morning he would wake up and say, "Good MokfigigNam," and
then the rest of the day he griped and cussed and hatgdm¥end everything. A real ray of
sunshine.

One night, our squad was sent out on an ami@gttBoxley, our squad leader was a no-
nonsense, "I'll bust your head,"” kind of NCO. We reachedboation, trampled down the
elephant grass for a position and put out our Claymoresmine

Smiley said he as going to relieve himself. We dikimiw it at the time, but he had a habit of
going out from our location, dropping his pants like he was goitiget bathroom, and lighting
up a joint. This time he dropped his pants about 10 feet behmdf our Claymores. Well back
in the elephant grasRock (John Rochfort) and | were wrestling, as boys do. | threw him down
and he landed on the detonator of a Claymore and the thifapexp BOOM!!

The first thing Rock and | thought of was we're iegl&rouble from Sgt. Boxley. But, Smiley
thought it was incoming. Someone said, "Look," and we turnedddsmiley approaching the
perimeter. We would see his head above the elephant dr@sst would disappear for a second,
appear and disappear. He looked like a kangaroo coming towaithas. he reached the
clearing, we saw that his pants were still down aroundrikées and he was indeed hopping like
a kangaroo. He was so scared the joint was stiisirmouth. Then he realized what had
happened and said, "A man can't even go take a shit wtbmeone trying to blow his ass off."

Sgt Boxley never did jump us about it. But even though he nemeked a smile, he had to
be dying inside because watching Smiley hop through thas gvas hilarious.

Another Smiley story later.

ORDINARY MEN (Jesse BeachanC C9
We were all perfectly ordinary men, but in thoseaotdinary circumstances of our war, we
became extraordinary men. | am proud to have servecaWivh you.
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ANOTHER INCH AND..... (Mike Strange, C C9

I don't know where we were or what operation we werd just remember the jungle was
thick, too thick for a dust-off. We had found a tunm@inplex and it was one of those good days
that | wasn't told to go into the tunnels. | was mijlaround doing what | did best, talking and
visiting with anyone who would talk.

| stopped and talked to a guy. | don't remembendmse, but if he reads this, he will know it's
him. He lit a cigarette and then lit mine. At that amg{ a single shot rang out. It knocked him off
his feet and he went down moaning. My first instinct teaget down to avoid a second shot and
to scan the foliage for the sniper. As | turned my atiarto him, he was saying in pain, "They
shot it off, they shot it off, they shot my dick off.v& and over, "They shot my dick off."

The medic was there quickly to treat him and a-dfisvas called in. A harness was lowered
down into the jungle and the last | saw of him he was dangiom the cable below the chopper.
Word got around of the nature of his wound. "Did you heoeiaso and so? He got his dick

shot off." The guy that was talking and the guy listeniogiy both grimace and
unconsciously move their hands down to their crotch, botiméethe unusual pain and life
sentence of their wounded buddy. Occasionally, someone waylt#ssman can't go through
life without his dick." or, "Man you may as well go ahead &ill me because | couldn't make it
without my little buddy bringing me joy."

That night in my foxhole, | had vivid images of a blostlymp that was once a penis.

After Viet Nam, | was stationed at Ft. Campbel,.KOnce | got settled in my barracks, | went
down to the dayroom. There, shooting pool, was the guy witshibeoff penis. After
exchanging heartfelt, "Glad you made it back," pleasantrgzsd, "Man | have to know, did they
shoot your dick completely off?"

Without hesitation or embarrassment, he quickly dropegdants and underwear. "Naaah,
they missed it, but if the little bastard had beenlanger they would have." And he proudly
showed me his scar just a millimeter below his penis. ljusioverwhelmed with relief, because
‘a man can't go through life without his dick.’

NAMETAG GAMES (Mike Strange, C C9

| remember one time on an operation they gave us magkersand told us to print our names
on the blank nametag on our replacement shirts and rathieaollars so they would know who
we were if we got killed. Naturally, everyone prinftddMETAG on their shirt an€SENERAL
or ADMIRAL or PRESIDENT where our rank went. So, they gave up on that idea.

WRONG SIDE OF THE TREE (Thom Cook, Medic, C Co

| have joked witi/LT Bob Stowell a few times about him blowing up a tree and almost
killing himself.

The day it happened, we expected a chopper resupplybiwutrae blocked the approach to
the LZ. LT Stowell wanted to take it down with C-4. WiHee placed the C-4 on the tree, | told
him the tree was coming back on us. He said, "l am a Ra®gmeant.” | told him | was
Recondo and that tree was coming back on us if he set ttgeclbere he was putting it.

| walked back to the Company CP area. | heard ‘rifeei Hole' three times, then the
explosion and sound of the big tree coming down. The next kiiegrd was, ‘Medic.' When |
ran back up the trail, some PFC told me the tree ha@ clanwn on the LT. | guess at that time |
was like a parent: | was scared that he was dead. Whband him under the tree and pulled him
out somehow, he had a broken shoulder and broken leg.

Captain Tarr, the CO, came up and asked me if igaweng) to give him morphine. | said, "F---,
No, Captain; he's an Airborne Ranger and can go wittDaroon.” | was glad he was alive, but
mad that he almost killed himself. One very fine office
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AN NCO LIKE A PARENT (Mike Strange, C C9

I’'m going to see my 87-year-old dad. Which reminds menwiget to VN | didn't smoke or
drink. I started bumming cigarettes frdmave (Richard Davis) at night in the foxhole. | was like
a kid with a new toy. | could drop down in the hole and takeff and it made it easier to stay
awake and alert. Well, | started smoking during the dayHwen though he smoke8igt. Boxley
wouldn't allow me to smoke. So, | actually had to sregakind and smoke behind his back. One
day we were out on an operation going down a trail. Thentoktopped for a break. You
remember how we stayed wet with sweat and those old icksgere so heavy? | laid back and
unconsciously lit a cigarette. When Sgt Boxley was sngldnstead of saying your name he
would say "Young man." He stood over me and said, "Yaunag, what have you got in your
mouth?" | was caught. From seeing names on lettegotieom home, we all knew the names
of relatives. In all seriousness, he said, "When we a@el,d'm going to write Roy (my Dad) a
letter and tell him you're smoking."

Over the years, | smoked 2 packs a day and becanteople. | can proudly say | have done
neither one in 23 years. | think | married someone who scaeegsmimuch as Sgt. Boxley. She
wouldn't tolerate my drinking.

DON MICHAEL'S COURAGE UNDER FIRE (Chuck Huller, Medic, C Cd

Don Michael was one of the bravest individuals | ever met in my lifga$ assigned to Charlie
Company in February 1967 when we got into a heavy firefight @nd pinned down. A nearby
NVA opened up oisGM Torres, SGT McGee SSG Watking Don Michael and myself. The
bullets came dangerously close to us. We all hit the deckoaisdme reason we thought it was a
little funny.

When McGee suggested we get on line, the NVA openedaip. agold McGee to shut the f---
up because this guy was only a few feet away from us, how&veouldn't see him. 1, for one,
could hear my heart beat and we were waiting for tM& & make another move.

All of the suddenDon Michael stands up, walks over to a small hill and pulls this NVA
sergeant out of the hole by the back of his neck. We all sip@ihd McGee asked SGM Torres if
he was okay. Torres said he was and McGee told hieng&ant Major, your helmet is on
backwards!” We all started to laugh.

| walked over to Don Michael and asked, "How did you knowdhs ran out of bullets?” Don
replied with his big Alabama southern drawl, "Well, | ggi& he stopped shooting, | figured out
he was out of bullets". | told him that that was a bEH lot to assume and you can only be
wrong about something like that just once.

With that, everybody started to laugh and | thoughtysatf, "I never thought that almost
getting killed could be so funny".

Another vivid memory | have was going back to base campeidg people getting Air
Medals as well as promotions. In interesting contasts like Don Michael, a
hard-core PFC, who made the reputation of the 173rd wisatodlay, never received a medal for
that action or worried about their careers. As fahag were concerned, they didn't have a
career, they had a God Damn job to do and they lived doginlives, as Abraham Lincoln
referred to, on the Altar of Freedom.

A few weeks lateDon Michael was KIA on April 7, 1967, along with five others from Charlie
Company. For his actions that day, he was awardeddhedt medal for bravery our country
has to offer, the Congressional Medal of Honbom Cook, C Company’s Senior Medic, wrote
him up for it. Don was only 19 years old, a big gentle giameal southern boy from Alabama.
When | heard that Don died, | was in the 93rd Evac Hogpiyaklf and the guys with Charlie
Company that were there told me what happened.

34



ZUGBY — DON'T SHOOT! (Mike Strange, C C9

A funny memory - | remembéreonard Zugby was half Indian (India) and half something
else. He could speak English pretty OK, but couldn't viriterth a darn and | wrote several
love letters for him.

We were in D Zone and he was on the .50 caliber one hight on an LP with, | thinBohn
Rochfort. One of the LPs fired at movement in the dark and we wadled back in.
Approaching the perimeter, we heard Zugby jack a rourndiv@ chamber of that big bad boy.
Afraid he wouldn't remember the password or understand uadeeoéhis foreign blood, all |
could think to yell was, "Zugby, for God sakes, don't sHoot

BUDWEISER MADE MY DAY _ (J L Beacham C C9

We were somewhere in the thick jungles of Viet-Naftera long, hot all day “hump”, on one
of our extended operations. We were all exhausted fneragarch and destroy mission for that
day, not to mention the gruesome flank security duty foresof us, and we were settling in for
the night. Just before our one hour “stand itd'Bruce Cobb called for a squad leader’s
briefing for the next day’s missio®gt Don Byron, SSG Alexander BoxleySSG Charlie
Perrin and myself assembled at the platoon CP, including the, Bd$3e Meddley who had just
returned from R&R.

During the briefing, as expected, nothing much was cltang®re S&D, more flank security,
what squad will be on point, the LT location during the mewel other good-to-know infantry
information.

Once competed,T Cobb informed us thalesse Meddlerthad given him a gift upon returning
from R&R. He pulled from his “ruck” a can of Budweiser grapped the cap. He offered it to us
(minus the words, but we felt it) as a token or camamadespect and appreciation for what we
were all trained to do, and “We're in this S_ _ _ togéther

We passed that one can of warm Budweiser aroundta&nl a sip or two, while I'm sure
each one of us reflected on how we took things for gramechever realized how one can of
warm Budweiser could taste so damn good.

I went back to my position with a good feeling about wieywere in ‘Nam, looking forward to
the next day, and thinking, “Man, that was the best beereler had”.

P.S I still drink Budweiser, and nine times out of ten wih@op a cap, | remember how that one
Budweiser made my day

NOISE IN THE NIGHT (Jerry Downard, C C9

In October 1966, our battalion moved to some high grounddeubsiNang.
We took over bunkered positions from the Marines. We slepindismgged
bunkers.

One funny story | have about the sandbagged bunkers wastiaa¢d
one with a Sgt. name@ary Schindelewho was the fire direction plotter for
the weapons platoon. We kept hearing things moving around insidartker
at night and we assumed it was rats. So we settia@paand caught a big,
big scorpion! Scared the hell out of both of us. After thatmade sure
our mosquito netting was on good and tight.

CHRISTMAS IN 'NAM _ (Mike Strange, C C9

Christmas 1966 | remember being in a tent in a seceae Might have been Bear Cat. As we
all remember, a tent and no guard duty was the 173rdbwen$ia tropical holiday.

A couple of us started singing "Silent Night" and alnnmsnediately everyone, even the
grizzled old NCOs, joined in. That was a good Christmas

Merry Christmas to all 173rd brothers
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THE LAST AMBUSH (Alan Boyle, C C9

One of the most important lessons we learned in ‘Wasnignored that day. We left our
location on the same trail we had come in on and wetpaigrice.

After 11 months in country, including being wounded egriny jungle skills were well
developed. Left on my own, | felt confident and safe enjtimgle. The jungle was no longer my
enemy, but my friend.

That day, however, we were being moved by the 11th Arn©@asdand were riding on APCs
(armored personnel carriers). We rode on top of thdyigihinored tracked vehicles as they
ground through the jungle. My squad of 6 plus 7 APC crewlmesnwvere on one APC. My
jungle skills now meant nothing - we were now dependent oARt@&driver's skills.

Being moved by chopper or ground vehicle was a trade-offrukt” carried his weapon, 20
mags of ammo, trip flares, grenades, six quarts ofryamgrenching tool, C rations, poncho and
liner. Many of us carried two 81mm mortar rounds. Thde-off for a free ride was that
someone else had control over your life. You suddenly becamef@abig, slow target.

| rode on the left rear corner of the APC, my M-16rfgdhe jungle. Suddenly, | noticed a wire
in the weeds and yelled, "Wire." That was the lasigthiremember for a while. In what could
have been seconds, | regained consciousness and wastygngofwn in the dirt. There was
heavy firing all around me and | could hear screaming. aBdsyfrom me, | saw a machine gun
shooting at me, kicking up dirt all around me.

The joke in 'Nam was that, when you're being shot atcgald make yourself 3 inches tall. |
saw a depression in the ground in front of me and startedtvl towards it. My lower body
didn't move and | knew then that | was paralyzed below th&.wAs | pulled myself with my
arms, | could feel my body as if it were separate, theildvom the upper. The enemy machine
gun continued to fire at me and | was sure my life mas. Any chance of survival seemed
impossible; death was inevitable.

With this realization came more peace than ldast known. There was nothing | could do
that would change anything. | remember very calmly lookintpe machine gun firing at me,
putting my head on my arms, and passing out.

| came to as | was being lifted on to a poncho andmpatahopper. Other wounded troopers
were put on with me, some screaming in pain. | sooredasg again.

Later, | learned that the incredible bravery and prafeaksm of my fellow paratroopers saved
my life. The wire | had seen detonated a huge boobyasdpe APC went over it. The APC was
blown into the air and everyone on it was killed except mebaedther soldier. The detonation
set the stage for the vicious ambush which caught nfeeimtddle. A ferocious counterattack by
my buddies not only prevented the loss of many other livesllowed them to put me on a
helicopter in time to save my life. The incredible haroaf my unit on that day and many other
times in my tour still brings tears to my eyes.

NEVER WALK AGAIN (Alan Boyle, C C9

People have asked me, "What was it like to know you weelt walk again?"

At the time of my early hospitalization, | believatipain pre-empted all (other) thinking. My
life for the next year would be about pain and not much élk#.only was my back broken and
my spinal cord injured, | also had 2d and 3d degree burnsi69erof my body. My existence
was broken down into blocks of procedures to be endured.b&eire any of this could be
acknowledged, one other issue had to be addressed: suwittorging there (the first few
days), | felt intense exhilaration. | survived, | liyédnade it out alive. | would see my home
again.

For the next month, my days were spent in pretty nmaatation for which | was grateful.
Every procedure was pain. If | had my way, | would Hasen left alone. Silver nitrate was
constantly poured over my burns. This helped somewhat thibgrchanged my bandages,
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pulling off skin. My life was like living between awakedasleep; things seemed to float around
me.

After two weeks or so, | had visitors from my compa They told me what had happened.
Everyone on my APC had been killed except for me and onegifievho had died a week
later. The exhilaration of surviving had to make roontlie tremendous guilt | now felt. My
life was forever changed and the shadow of this guiltigaah me is always present. All things
in my life now are measured against this.
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DELTA COMPANY

LZ STUMP REMEMBERED (Ray Ramirez,D Co

The operation started out at Bear Cat on Dec. 22, 1866Thigpenbroke a leg jumping from
a chopper onto LZ Stump. | ended up in a bomb crater@gthLarry Sanchezwho | had
gone to high school with). The VC were in the trees shootirtheiphoppers and everything
down below.

I had a PRC-25 on my back and it drew some fire tdsvaur position. | remember that we
received some mortar fire that night and the VC misged|.TC Healy was all shook up. |
thought the mortars were part of a celebration for my Rittkiday!

When we were extracted out of LZ Stump, | rememberggmmMass anéather Watters
(later earned the CMH) was the Chaplain that day.

BOOBY TRAPS (Ray Ramirez, D Co

William Blakely from Los Angeles was wounded in D Zone in Jan/Feb '67 \whaypened
the door of a truck that we found in the jungle. His igsinvere not that serious. A few steps
away from the truck, | walked into another booby trap.$ aky that the
Chicom grenade didn't go off as | lifted my foot. | dw& grenade from the vine and threw it into
a B-52 bomb crater.

A few minutes later, we had contact with VC acrbssroad from our location. This was
during a cease fire (Tet of ‘67), and we were supposedeio tke VC from
hitting Long Binh and Bien Hoa. Well, we could see LongiBammo bunkers blowing up one
day from our position on a high plain in D Zone.

MP RESCUES OUR TROOPERS(Tim Stout, 173d MP Platoon)

| won't be able to make the 2010 reunion or the 173d Mehz@iamony. | will be in the
northeast US to visit some of the guys in the MP platoon.

Enjoy the reunion. IRudy Richter of D Companyshows up, please say Hello. He sent me an
email, and he was still amazed that | let him walkaduhe leg MP station in downtown Bien
Hoa. My men were waiting for him and they took him &ay Ramirezback to the %
Battalion area and released them. No MP reportsy Give me one.

MARIO RAMIREZ'S LAST OPERATION _ (Ray Ramirez, D Co

Sgt. Mario Ramirez was a draftee from Pontiac, MI, but he volunteered fdogkne. He was
originally in the Anti-Tank Platoon. Mario then becammember of D Company (Provisional).
Mario was killed on his last day in the jungle. The Hefore he was scheduled to rotate, there
was no new squad leader so he went out to the field dupega@on Cedar Falls.

When my squad returned to the Battalion CP, peopleiwé¢ears because they had heard that
Sgt. Ramirez had been killed and they thought it wasRagt.Ramirez! | stayed in touch with
the family for several years.

BOOZE AT THE PLATE (Ray Ramirez D C9

Al Boozewas from Michigan. He was in HHC Commo Platoon and then
volunteered to join D Company. He was my machine gunnervidrla. Booze
was left-handed. 1 think he played baseball in high schoolasdought
after by some professional teams, but joined the Armgmember him
throwing hand grenades at a VC position and he was trgidg & little bit
of pitching while he threw the grenade.
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| told the guys to give me their grenades and | staht@wing them at the VC just like a
catcher throws a baseball.

FIGHTING COMMUNISTS (Dan PerezA & D Co

Laszlo Rabelwas in D Company. He was one of the strongest men keeer. Like me, he
was a refugee from a communist country. He was from Baglaplungary and escaped from
Hungary after the 1956 revolution and eventually made it to $ellvas a refugee from
Communist Cuba. Laszlo was a very good trooper. Herleteived théd/ledal of Honor.

"MY BABY ..." (Ray Ramirez D Co

Sorry to see thaflurphy Lloyd died of cancer in February 2008. Murphy came as a
replacement to D Company. He was in my squad the nighttarnound landed in front of our
position. | remember him being down in the foxhole and toered up by pieces of wood and
part of the sandbags on the roof of the foxhole. He was tiie back and was saying, "My wife
just had a baby, my wife just had a baby".

NOTE When Ray's message was sent to Mrs. Lloyd, she reghonde

"Thanks for forwarding the note -- that baby is now 4@g/eld, and looks just like Murphy
did when he was born. You don’t have to tell anyone, but redldatgote brought tears to my
eyes. Thanks for your prayers, Janice Lloyd"

FRANK HOWARD LASKIN, KIA _ (on "Virtual Wall" (Doug Gilstrap, D Coon 7/28/08)

| was there the day Laskin died, January 17, 1967.iddeddie to a command detonated mine
that exploded under the APC we were riding in and on. We obgin the troop compartment
to escape falling ants, sniper fire, etc. But ondalg, | chose to ride on top for whatever reason.
Our PC was the lead vehicle in a convoy when a commandadetbmine blew up the APC
behind us. Those of us on top ran back to help those on the oeeritiPC. The APC we were
just on, with Laskin inside, began to back up to help, bstaiso blown up by another command
detonated mine.

Was he killed by small arms fire or the command degohatine? | don't know. Just trying to
set the record straight as Laskin would have wanitglwas a fine Jewish kid, age 19, from
Washington, DC, that I'll forever remember. (And I'm réQvyears old.)
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HEADQUARTERS COMPANY

CORDOVA SAVES THE MARINES (Ray Ramirez, HHC & D Co)

Sp4 Arthur Cordova was the Battalion S-2 Jeep Driver/Clerk. He BS8d@ Ken Lileswent
into the Navy Supply Activity in Da Nang one day to get&flag for PSG Liles. Cordova slept
in the jeep while waiting for the Sgt Liles. Then, sofiesappers came into the base to blow up
the ammo dump. Cordova grabbed his M-16, looked down in thie lsegeand saw the Cong
and shot them up and stopped the attack. The AP's anel 3ol were chasing these guys and
Cordova stopped them dead in their tracks.

When they came back to th8 Bn CP, PSG Liles said, "Sgt. Ramirez, Cordova julkstck
some ‘Cong". | answered, “What did he do, run them ovdr lng jeep?” Well a few minutes
later, the land line from the Il MAF (USMC General. \B&bffice) rang. The Marines were
mad because we were in their AO. | answered thateve brought up to Da Nang because the
Marines couldn't handle things!

SP4 Cordova received the Silver Star for his actiof¥ai Nang after we returned to Bien Hoa.

WHY WAS GOD WITH ME?_ Rev Billy Smith, 4/503d Chaplain

After 54 years in the pulpit, | have never had a chulehdd as much as I did "The Church of
the Herd." We were all scared shitless at times,HauGiood Lord stood by our side.

Let me share a quick story. While returning froakDo to DEROS, | was kicked off the
chopper that had to fly some ARVN from Da Nang to te&lfso that was the end of my
ride. But, | noticed a 'meat wagon' (medical vehicle) ivackp and | then saw a young 2/LT
lying beside a body bag. He was bloody all over but readyk@autal pray.

After the prayer, he looked at me through young and innegestwith tears flowing and
asked, "Chaplain, was God with me today?" | replied his continued breath and heartbeat
was a testimony of the presence of God with him. The npkt beought me to my knees again
as he asked, touching the body bag, "Why was God with me?isTihy platoon sergeant. He
was married and had 4 children. Why did God spare myfifen | only have a father living and
allowed my Sergeant to die leaving a wife and 4 young @mfir

There is no answer to a question like that. But ehiaed my life, and | am sure you have too,
with a guilt feeling of, "Why him and not me?" Soyas all gather to dedicate the 173d
Memorial at Ft Benning, | will be remembering the Hevdhat did | do in God's sight to be
spared and another person die?

God bless you Fellow Herdsman and we will keep in touch.

Billy T. (Keeper of the Sheep - The "Herd" that is)

30 YEARS AIRBORNE - 4TH BATTALION WAS THE BEST (Al Barlowe, Hg C9

| served 30 years with airborne units and retired in 1984r Ay tour with the 4/503d of the
"Herd", | was re-assigned to the 82d Airborne. 93days, latesis back to 'Nam with the 82d for
another tour. | just want to let everyone know that theBattalion of the 173rd has and will
forever be my favorite and the best unit | ever served withd bless each and every one of you
guys from the ROCK.

WE LEFT AS BOYS. (Guadalupe GonzalesHHC)
Most of us left as boys and came back as men. draod for the opportunity to have served
with all of you.
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DON'T TRUST THE LITTLE KIDS _ (Ray Ramirez HHC and D C9

| have some After Action Reports from the 335th Aviati@am@any which have comments by
Captain Davis, Cowboy 6, who was in charge of the 3 Hueys sent to D Nasupport the"4
Battalion.

One Huey was damaged at the LZ where Charlie Compasyoeated in an old
French fort. | was with Battalion S3 Air and was sujggla® fly to Marble Mountain for the
night and visit the pilots and crew of the Cowboys and trepé&aH-13 pilots based at Marble
Mountain. But, the USMC in DaNang wanted an aviat&port, so | had to kick it out ASAP
and told the Cowboys that | would meet with them on anatagr

The Huey came and picked up an RTO at the BN CP andiéwenut to Charlie Company's
position. We received the report that the chopper had desmaged in an explosion and there
were a few injuries.

After a brief investigation, it was determined thgbang boy in the local village, under threat
of the VC, had put the booby trap into place. The boygien a hand grenade by the VC and
shown how to make a booby trap using string, and a paper tdxy satacing the grenade under
the PSP (pierced steel planking) on the LZ.

The damaged chopper was picked up the next day by a Chinotdkandack to
Marble Mountain.
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OTHER STORIES

ARTILLERY ‘GRUNT’ _ (Jim Baskin, FO, 319 Arty)

Pappy Patchinwas one of the Recon Sergeants who did his best tatieaas an Artillery
Recon Sergeant for the ‘grunts’ in the 4/503d line compadii@sConley was another one.

On Operation Junction City, | was Pappy's RTO. Afterdombat jump by another battalion,
the 4th Battalion set up as perimeter guard around the 15SPnantillery unit from the 1st
Infantry Division. After we had dug our 2-man foxhol@applied top covering, | was sitting on
top watching these 155's do their thing and awesome it was. rydalter maybe 30 minutes of
artillery fire, a check fire was called. The 155 SBrmae evidently did not punch out the 'joe'
(projo) from the tube when the mission was interrupted fagra¢é minutes.

When the *All Clear’ was given and they opened up agdliof a sudden this BIG explosion
hit us. It knocked both of us off our bunker. The tube onhb@aitzer just split open next to the
turret like a sardine can. One artilleryman came stunglolut the back door of the SP or what
was left of it and staggered over and fell down.

Some cameraman ran over to take a picture of tlemfadlldier. All | remember was this grunt
with his M60 going up to that cameraman and saying, “Uh,Ydl ain't taking no picture of
this!”

If not for Pappy and the way he trained me to dedl eombat, | often wonder if | would be
ready to deal hot steel for my grunt brothers. But, thamkis TOTAL training approach, | don't
think | ever had a grunt come up to me and say, ' “Whesehed steel?” It was always, “Man,
that was close, but thanks!”

The best compliment | ever got was an email f@aptain Dick Stilwell (who had been B
CompanyCO) shortly before he was killed IN LA when he calied one of his best "artillery
grunts'. | hold that compliment dear to my heart.

TOUGH TEAM —173d LRRPs (Reed Cundiff, HHC, A Co & 173d LRRP}

Laszlo Rabelwas born in Budapest and escaped from Hungary aftdiot@
revolution. He eventually made it to the US. Laszloydated Communists. The tale that we
got from him was that he had lost a number of familyfaledds in the revolution and that he led
a blinded friend across the mined border into Austria.

He deployed with 4th Bn in June 1966 and stayed with the IntBdhe was KIA November
13, 1968. He earned tMedal of Honor and was named to the Ranger Hall of Fame.

Laszlo and Sd®atrick “Tad” Tadina were buddies. Tad took over my LRRP team with
Laszlo as his assistant. Tad had 50 months patrolliyconfirmed kills and about 20 captured.
They had a pact that if either was permanently maimtmey, would do in the other. Now-retired
CSM Tadina’s brother was also Infantry. When his brotees killed, Tad wouldn't leave ‘Nam
until he was forced to by a general.

One of the guys still left from my team was a riiholic kid from California who told me,
"Sergeant, my job in this world is to kill Communists €@hrist!" So, at least three members of
Team 4 at that time were Crusaders (or mujahadeehatewver, but absolute true believers).

BARGAIN ROLEX (Mike Goodwin, Medic, B C9

Did | ever tell you about the Rolex | bought the day beforéeftéNam? Paid 5 Dong for it. |
had an offer for over $100 bucks for it when | showed it arouneas back in the "world" about
2 weeks when it quit. | took the watch to a high-dokavglry store in Oklahoma City. | told the
high-brow jeweler that | bought it on the street in Saigor$fobucks before I left. He popped
the back off the watch, and ... you guessed it... the rddzvel had broken. I've told this true
story over 1000 times so it was worth the $100 | turned down.
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GERONIMQO’S JOURNEY TO 'NAM _ (Elmer "Buddy" Davis , C C9

Everyone knows that the 4/503d was originally the 1st IRatt&b01st Parachute Infantry
Regiment assigned to the 101st Airborne Division, Ft Campf¥ll, The famous nickname of
the 1/501st was "Geronimo". Of course, we had a wooden Indiasttioal proudly at the door of
our Battalion Headquarters. When the 1/501st deployed to Yhedsethe 4/503d to join the
173d Airborne Brigade in ‘Nam, we left our wooden buddy back atpbell.

| was the supply sergeant of Company C, 4/503d. A couph®isths after arriving in
Vietnam, the Red Cross was in the process of sending mefbomg wife's child birth at Fort
Campbell, KY. The company commandégptain Jack K. Tarr , stopped me on my way to the
Bn S-4 at the Bien Hoa rear area. Captain Tarr baidthe Battalion CQ,TC Healy, knew |
was going to Fort Campbell to be with my wifikon Mike wanted me to locate our mascot,
Geronimo, and ship him to Vietnam. Since Geronimo wasalen Indian, he was not
transferred with the rest of us to Vietnam.

When | got back to Ft Campbell, | located Geronimany first stop, the Brigade
Headquarters. Geronimo was about 5' 4" and weighed about 90 pAuidslooking wooden
Indian. There he was standing at the inside entramceally was good to see him again.

Seemed as he looked at me like, "What the hell took yoong®'l

I had to convince the Brigade Commander, a full colondl/ tvas sent by LTC Healy. He
was surprised, but gave approval to send our buddy to Vietidere was no problem lifting
and loading Geronimo in my pickup. | put him in the fresat with me. Nothing else to do, so |
talked to Geronimo on the way to Post Transportatiorské@Geronimo if he knew he was
dropped from the rolls of the 4th Battalion as a deserter?

I went in the Transportation Warehouse and told a eaziplians that | had a wooden Indian
that | needed to ship to Vietham. They looked at eadwndr @nd smiled, nodding their heads.
Really a couple of very helpful individuals. | had to convireert by dragging Geronimo in the
door. They immediately started putting a wooden box togethgeds that would be like a
wooden Indian's quarters for the long trip. It was a "hémadtes deal”. Nothing in writing. What
did I know about returning AWOL wooden Indians to their unit?

About 7 weeks later, | was back in '"Nam and Captam dgain stopped me in almost the same
spot. In a very serious voice, he said that LTC Healgted to know if | had stolen Geronimo?
Clearly a "Who me?" situation, and | looked over my shouldenake sure he was talking to
me. My integrity was at stake. My reputation alone shbale taken care of the Colonel's
thinking, and this situation was based on honesty, and rsaxisapply sergeant.

Thank God Geronimo showed up a few weeks after the catieersvith Captain Tarr. | went
to the Battalion Headquarters building when | got the good n&his arrival. There was
Geronimo standing inside the entrance in his head dressldmsl color. He never looked
better. |looked him straight in the eyes and let him knowttbdiad gotten me in a great deal of
trouble.

Years later, | had a few days left in the milithefore retirement, when the 4/503d colors were
returned to Fort Campbell. . Geronimo was not in the axvparty. To the best of my
knowledge, he was not in the main body either.

| often wonder if he’s getting old. Could he still beveeg? Would sure like to see him.
Anyone know how | can locate Geronimo?

*NOTE: SeeGERONIMO FOUND underTHE LATER YEARS

DEFINITION OF A ‘BASE CAMP BETTY ' (Mike Strange, C C9
A "Base Camp Betty" did nothing but burn crap and write hoitie war stories.
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MISTAKEN IDENTITY - BOB STOWELL _(Reed Cundiff, A Co& Bde LRRP3

LT Bob Stowell (C Coand LRRP¥and | both wore glasses, had somewhat prominent noses
and similar-shaped heads and had receding hairlines leiithings haven't improved over the
years). One day, LT Stowell and his LRRP driver wmieag somewhere in a jeep and they gave
a bunch of 173rd Admin Company guys a lift and they got in thie bac

The Admin types had known me when | was one of theordéfjoined LRRPs. They joked
with LT Stowell and slapped him on the back and asked'tfiteed, so how is LRRP treating
you?" LT Stowell had a hard time convincing them thaivae not me.

LRRP/74th Inf Rangers earned two DS€8ve years and Bob was one of them. He got the
DSCleading a patrol near Katum when he took Team 3 out (it haS®GGuill's Team, but
Guill was retiring as an E-6, having been busted from &B-5 in SF).

The LRRP team got into a fight with at least aquatof NVAs. All except one of us got a
bullet through boot, pack, clothing or M-16, but Bob was the ongywounded. He took three
rounds in the torso and no one knew about it until they hadlifteehout. The rounds managed
to miss anything vital. He was back in the field two kedater.

Later, when the Brigade was waiting at Plantatiomr@iRouge (the one with the swimming
pool and huge trees) before the jump at Katum, | was wiagdsiout with my team (I had led
six infiltrations by then). We ran into some 4/503rd Admin g@se of asked, "What the heck is
our payroll clerk doing out here?" 1 told them they hadcordused with my REMF identical
twin brother at Admin. That got them even more confusetlapologetic.

GLENN ENGLISH, MEDAL OF HONOR  (Ray Ramirez, D C9

Glenn Englishwas from Altoona, PA. He had prior service in Germaitli & LRRP unit in
the early 60s. He got out of the Army and then joined up agairended up in HQ Company,
4/503d in the S-3 Section. He was a 3/4 ton truck driveRar@. He was on the ship with us
taking the unit to RVN. The Headquarter "rats" were diayn in the bottom compartment on
the USNS General John Pope and we had all kinds of lipiaged

Glenn extended his tour with the 173d after most of us fhe original 4/503d left RVN in
June '67. He was KIA with E/3/503d in 1970 and received/idal of Honor for his actions.

| spoke with his father years ago and also spoke wittiauighter in PA. | found out that the
MOH was with a sister in Alaska. Glenn also hasstesiiving in Sacramento, CA; she came to a
memorial service in Sacramento, CA, and someone mentiomad that someone in the
audience was Glenn's sister. But, by the time | looked ayainechad left the area. Damn, it!

Glenn is buried at the Ft. Bragg cemetery just aseyber the cemetery from the
parking lot. The Education Center at Ft. Campbell, kKhamed afte6SG Glenn
English and there is a photo of him in the building.

SUPERMAN ARTILLERY F.O. - CHARLES (PAPPY) PATCHIN) (from a message)
You asked what company in tHe Rattalion | FO'd for. The answer is all of themwas an
FO from B Battery, 3/319Artillery. | was a Corporal, Recon Sgt/FO 13F4P.abwassigned to

the 4th Batt from when it came arrived in Vietnam in JU9@6 till | rotated in May 1968Mike
Healy was the guy who gave me the nickname "Pappy". After Jootated, | stayed on and D
Battery was created and became Direct Support for 4talBa in Jan '68.

The 4/503d rotated between Dak To and Tuy Hoa whenavedrup from Bien Hoa to Il
Corps with our HQ at An Khe. While we were doing thatkwent to Tuy Hoa AFB with my
RTO and we were the Arty LNO for the base. The AF readl stupid rules of engagement.
Somebody actually had to be shot in order for them tondire! We, being Army, had different
rules. We fired the shooters up whenever we got the callacti@ty cooled down for a while.
When we got back to Dak To, | was sent to the SF andaiiee cross border ops with them to
observe the Ho Chi Minh Trail - this | was told was beeaafsmy "signature voice" on the
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radio. After Hill 875 Dave Eaton, the Engineer, and | wemhe on extension leave. Dave and |
were at Bde Repple Depple (replacement) at An Khe andat@oinch of cherries to the airstrip
to repel the VC assault when TET '68 started. The ngxhald us at Tuy Hoa when the D Co
CO, Cpt Jim Jackson led a bayonet charge at "The Cemetery". He was niokddCpt

Midnight" because he was black. He got a Silver Star.

For the year before the 4th came over, | FO'd in th®&asLRRPs, E 17th Cav, D-16 Armor
and the Australians. I'd made all the big battles from'&&to when | went to"4 | FO'd for all
the companies. | did DaNang with Bravo and stayed \wgimtmost of the time while we were in
[l Corps. Then, | spent a lot of time with A and Dagd a bit with Charlie. 1 wound up as a
SSG E-6.

| FO'd once for B Co, 2d Bn when Jack Leide waile Jack had been my Platoon Leader in
the National Guard before | graduated from high school! eédieed as a 2 star and was
Schwarzkopf's CJ-3 in Operation Desert Storm.

After | left the Bde | went to Inf OCS at Benning aad into a lot of the original 4th Batt men.

SMALL WORLD  (Ray Ramirez D C9

Geraldo (TV show) Rivera’s 3rd wife attended high schoti wie at Montebello High
School in California. The same school was attendedgiyLorenzo (Larry) Sanchez), Medic
Fred Ortiz, RTOLouis Costellg Pete Ramirez,andPeter Vasquez all Airborne troopers.
Another guy from Montebello High nam&bssefserved in ‘65 or '66. He died in Pleasanton,
CA a few years ago.

Pete Ramirez(my oldest brother) served in Okinawa with the 2/503d. Fget Ortiz into the
4th Bn in Vietnam when | saw him at Brigade headquartersegsing into the 173d. Aft@pt.
Sanchezoined the 173d, we were playing football one day in base cathheawas playing QB.
| asked him where he was from (I knew the answer) andtttetinim | knew his brother and his
sister-in-law from high school days.

Fred Ortiz was shot in the leg a few months later and went hboas Costellocame in as a
replacement in March or May and he was in the Batfi&a& To as the RTO fdbgt. Larry
Okendo (3 CIBs).

Pete Vasquezame to Viet Nam in 68-69 as a SSG. He worked for fh€daunty Sheriff's
Dept after Vietham and | got him to finally join up withrdl73d Chapter XIV.
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GOING HOME

GOING HOME - THE FIRST STOP_ (Alan Boyle, C C9

"Tomorrow, you're going to leave here and go to a hospidaipan,” the doctor said. "You've
been stabilized enough to travel and your burns need rtenti@n than we can give them.
We'll change your bandages this afternoon for the trip tomorrow."

Morning came early. Nurses scurried about me makstgnhinute checks on my tubes, my
drainage bags and IV tubes. They put my records and belsraingy bed - my entire world
now. Six nurses lifted me onto a stretcher and wheeled mef tlu¢ hospital and out to the big
plane waiting on a runway near the hospital. It felingjeato be outside; the air, the hot sun were
alien to me. | had become isolated from life beyonchosgpital bed.

My journey now would be inward, physically and emotiynaHealing would require my total
focus. The next year would demand more of me than | wemritbtimes be able to give

The plane was a specially-configured C-141 with thedailrdown so you could see inside its
wide belly. It was filled on both sides with stretchémse levels high. In the middle were two
more stacks of three which made for a pretty full pleaelof people. Doctors, nurses, medics
and crew all went about their duties, checking straps, tubesrds, patients, and the aircraft
itself. When it was my turn to be loaded on, they lifteglon the plane and strapped me down on
the bottom of one of the rows. It was dark, quiet and whikeh-even though all around me the
activity continued. Lying there, it hit me: | was lesyVietnam, the place where, for the past 11
months, | had struggled to survive and feared | wouldBging on the plane was more proof to
me that | was really going to go home. A year of all feat, craziness, so much death and now
these injuries had changed me forever.

"He didn't make it," said the nurse as they unstrappestriteher above me and carried it off
the plane. Fear that it could have been me mixed waidhess for that soldier who wouldn't go
home alive. Again, it reminded me that | was glad Irdake it and would get home somehow.

The plane door closed, the lights dimmed, and lying didttem of theier of patients, | felt
peace. Unable to move anything but my nose, lying in the Heuds carried into the sky in a big
steel can hurtling forward though time and space, discoeshéom all of the things that | had
called Life. With the realization that | had lefitetham, the hum of the airplane engines, and the
Demerol, | fell asleep. Next stop was Yokohama, Japan.

GOING HOME - OAKLAND ARMY TERMINAL _ (Mike Talerco, B C9

We landed at Travis Air Force Base and were |loadéal buses and taken to Oakland Army
Terminal for processing. We arrived 6:00 am, exactly fours after take-off, only in a
different time zone.

The flight from Vietham home had been 18 hours, non-ségpwe drove along the highway in
California, the simplest things became things of beawggds for instance. (it had been almost a
year since I'd seen a paved road); buildings more thastonghigh and not made of straw and
mud; automobiles, with women in them. These all looketh&dic.

The drive back to Oakland Terminal where we had deparyedr ago was the beginning of
our healing process; we were starting to get used tathiéar surroundings. We arrived at the
terminal around 8:00 am.

Most of the guys returning were directed a differeay than me and a few others. | was
getting out of the Army, finished, complete, and Adios;.M

| was given a physical, a new dress uniform, complétethe 173rd patch on my left shoulder
signifying my last unit, and a 173rd patch on my right showd@grifying my combat unit, and |
received a “Recon” patch to go over it.

| also received the most important thing of all, i@pmbat Infantry Badge”, which, along with
my jump wings, were the only two things | cared about.

46



Processing out of the service took all day. | remerocéking home and telling them | would
probably get home sometime tomorrow. | was discharged aé@00 pm.

| grabbed a cab outside and headed to San Franaipod:ai was going home.

At the airport, | wanted the next plane headed to JF&ubadia, or Newark airport, it didn’t
matter. | got on a flight to JFK airport. It waddaod in NY around 5:00 am.

| was wearing my new dress uniform and was looking godadhefairport, | was a little
concerned because | had heard that some assholes actually spidiers returning from
Vietnam. | could not imagine why anyone would do that.

HOME AT LAST (Mike Talerco, B C9

When | arrived at JFK, | immediately went outside gatinto the first cab. | asked the driver
how much it would cost to go to Little Falls, NJ. He lodbkeup and said $20. | agreed and we
took off. As we drove, he started asking me questionstaby service. | told him | was
returning from Vietnam and | hadn’'t been home for a yése.didn't ask the usual stupid
guestions like, “Did you kill anyone?” or things like thate asked my opinion of the war. We
had a nice conversation all the way to Little Falls. aldkeed if | was in the Air Force because my
patch said “Airborne”, and | explained. He was impres3&tien we got close to my home |
asked him to let me off on the corner of Main StreetRoate 23. This was about a half-mile
from my house and | wanted to walk it. | got out of ¢hb and went to give him his $20. He
told me, “Forget it. Welcome home.” | thanked him afid went.

It was around 6:00 am, May 7th. The weather was dehceol. | threw my duffle bag over
my shoulder and started walking. | wanted to takeimg tand just look at all the

A guy pulled up and stopped to offer me a ride. | emptihow | just wanted to walk.
He said, “Welcome home and thanks”.

| walked past my old grammar school, School #3, LittléssFaPast my aunt’s and uncle’s
house, my grandmother’s street, and several more famitiaes. It was unlike any other time in
my life; | felt like | was in heaven. Then, | turndgktbend and saw my home. | could feel the
swelling in my chest, my eyes started to tear; | vila®st home.
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AFTER VIETNAM

REMEMBERING. (Juan (John) Herrera, D Co
We were young and brave then. Now we are old and wisameRber our lost brothers for they
will live forever in our minds.

A GHOST RETURNS AFTER 40 YEARS (Jim Baskin, Arty FO, B C9

| got a phone call the other day (in 2008) from a "ghost”!

| had taken R&R just before Hill 823 with a guy nan@dothy Williams. When | got back
to B Company, | came down with malaria. After | wdsased from the hospital several weeks
later, | went back to the company and looked for Tim. Somtadtene he got killed on Hill 823
or 830.

For over 40 years, | had this emptiness in me becéawes®become close to Tim and had not
been able to say goodbye.

Then suddenly, out of the blue, Tim called me up. Brottmied like a little baby. Talking to
Tim was so good or my heart. | had tears and felt chogeal day and through the night.

Tim lives in Michigan City, Indiana and has Agent Qe prostate cancer. Said he was going
to try and make the 2008 reunion.

GERONIMO FOUND (Dayton Herrington, HHC)

| came across the story of GeronimaSgt Buddy Davis so | called him. Buddy can't come
to the 4/503d reunion in 2008 because he has COPD. But, hegalerstory of Geronimo
again. Of course, he asked, "I wonder where Geronimo is now?"

My response was, "I know where Geronimo is and I've Bieesince we came home. He's in
Alaska and | had my picture taken with him at the 501 dPaite Infantry Regiment.”

My trip to Alaska came about because, in the planningedioas D Day celebration in
2003, the 501st in Alaska decided that a veteran of each Betfiments should be present. Ft
Campbell was contacted and my name came up. | wasdrarit | accepted.

I hit the road on 28 May for the June 6th event as | khes&s a long drive (up and back just
over 8800 miles, 5 days driving each way). But, what a diiel have seven rolls of film to
show for it.

Upon arrival, | reported to the Commander, LTC Johm&leMuch to my surprise, can you
believe that just outside of the Commander's office thereGeasnimo "on duty" as always,
looking good? You can bet pictures (more than one) were &aicehwill bring then to the 2008
reunion.

Anyway, after talking t@uddy Davis, | called the 501st in Alaska that night and talked with
the Duty NCO, Geronimo being the subject matter. He 88ige, Geronimo is here. I'm
looking at him". So, you Geronimo guys of the 4th Battalidleads Up'. Geronimo is not lost.
He is at home in Bldg #661, Headquarters 501st ParachutérynRegiment, Ft Richardson,
Alaska, standing proudly "on guard” for them as he didi$o40 years ago and Sergeant Davis
knows it.

JOHN ROCHFORT WHO BECAME A MINISTER _ (Mike Strange, C Co)

I'm not surprised to findohn (RocK) is a minister. In an environment where profanity was the
number one language, English second and Vietnamese theed Imeard him utter a single bad
word.
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AIRBORNE SPIRIT AT 75 (2008 Letter fronDayton Herrington to Jack Tarr)

You know what | say??? Live every day with an Airboktigude and get the most possible
out of that day. A lot has happened since | last wasuch with you so allow me to bring you
up to date on some of it.

| am theHonorary Sergeant Major for the 101st Air Assault School at Fort Campbell. As
such, | go to the school 2-3 times a week or more. @maenth, | do a 12 mile road march with
the graduation class which starts at 0430 and has to beatechpi 3 hours or the student does
not graduate.

On most mornings, I'm out of the sack at 0600, go topbathand run with some unit. 2 miles
is enough, and I'm done by 0745, go to the school to show myseajeaachandle on things, then
go to a mess hall and suck on coffee and talk with dopgs. OK, so it's a big deal, but much
better than a bottle of pills.

By the way, for the D-day celebrations in 2003, | wagéayias an old member of the
Geronimo Battalion, to Ft Richardson, Alaska. | acegptith the condition that | lead the Task
Force in a 4 mile run, the first event of the day, on 6 .JWikat a drive to Alaska -- 5 days each
way, 8000 plus miles. When | arrived and reported in,iteeduestion the TF Commander,
LTC H.C. Glenn, asked was, "Are you sure that you cathidaun?" "Well", | replied, "guess
we will just have to wait and see". After some 3 miledropped back and called cadence for A
Company (in drag). Well, was he ever surprised -- he thdabghl had "fallen out".

As a result of my effort, | was given a very nicdyme of a winter jump at Malamute, vicinity
of Ft Richardson, signed off on by the TF CO and the CBMring the trip, | took 7 rolls of film
and put them in an album. | will bring the album to the 2008io®.

Now for the best of the best. | always make the 1Aitlsbrne Division Run, the first event of
the "Week of the Eagles". 2006 was the last one and | was\wiité a special T-shirt that drew
the attention of the Division Commander. One thing led teh@n@nd | finished the week with a
parachute jump (free fall) from 14,500 ft. What a deal..cwkéhe next one?

MY NEW EMAIL ADDRESS (Mike Strange, C C9

| don't like my new email address, but my wife washenghone with AOL trying to find a
name that wasn't taken. | came out of the shower and shbaszattooSAT CONG 66 (Kill
VC 1966) on my lower back and used it. If | had been falsergt would have been Anaconda,
or perhaps Worm.

THE SPIRIT OF OUR CHAPLAIN - BILLY SMITH _ (from a letter he wrote in 2008)

| was especially blessed with the po8uy Me With Soldiers. | have made a copy for future
military funerals. | will always mention the Chaplainame that wrote it.

| am glad you and your wife had a good time in Engldndally like the English breakfast. |
wanted so bad to go back to Germany one more time busthistory. The reason it is
history...the VA put me in a wheel chair. | can get up from thercinad walk, but the strength
in my legs is very little. But, God has given me 78 gesdrwonderful living. The "Herd" is my
second family and | wake each day filled with piss amegar.....go to the pot, and with a
successful "Passing of the guard”, | shout "Good morning&imet.....loud enough for my wife
to hear it as she cooks breakfast.

One of the men in the baptismal picture of 1966 liveflihis. He drove down to visit me
two weeks ago and we acted like two women......never stoggtking. He got here at 10am and
left at 5pm. What a terrific guy. He built his lifeoand that baptism and today is a strong
church worker. He was one of the MP's assigned to the 4thliBa. Gen Healy called the
young man in and told him he was putting him in for a CH& got it and is very proud.

| have a new grand daughter so we are getting teatgke our way to Atlanta. It is great to
be retired.

Keeper of the flock, Billy T.
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COUNTRY ROOTS (Mike Goodwin, B Cog

Mark Severn grew up in Tom, OK. He was a barber before he wasedrattle was a guy who
actually came to town on a dump truck. When | lived in Eagas, | went to see him. My
Granddad hunted deer and birds on his Dad's propeegmsmy Granddad may have helped the
Severn folks move a little white lightening back in the gooddalgs. My Dad didn't tell me that
until one day we stopped at the only store in Tom, OK.

Severn was RTO fd&SG Poeand the Company XO. He did a great imitatios gt
Thompson the platoon sergeant. Thompson would say, "Severn, yofraaga are ass-kissers
and brown-nosers". Severn and Amaya would retortytu.very much, Sgt Thompson, Sir.
Air-in-Barn!" When they DEROSED, they mooned Sgt Thompsomfthe back of a deuce-and-
a-half, | swear.

After | got back from 'Nam, | visited his place witty Dad and asked about Severn. My Pop
and the Severns had been good friends. Mark had justMefcaught up with him and he took us
to his Momma's house. When Pop got out of the car, he"8éat, a minute, I've been here
before. What's your Daddy's and Momma's name, Son?utAbat time, Mark's Mom stepped
out on the porch and said, "'Good God, Mr. Shelton. (mydaaine). What are you doing
here? We haven't made any 'shine since Mark's Daddy died".

Mark and | went out to the well a while later eve a smoke. Mark said, "Grab that big
flashlight ". He started pulling up the rope of the wélfter about two minutes, up comes a
gallon jug of the most mellow tasting home brew you ever(¥&s, we tested it). When we
finally left, Mrs Severn gave Pop a grocery bag of puhnplépeas and said, "Shelton, you give
these to Miss Clara (my Grandma)". When she said Ilthatt about busted a gut.

The last | saw Mark, he had built his wife and bahyge house, had 50 or so cattle, worked
off shore, made big bucks, and was doing great. Hadn'thseesince 1979.

I'D DO IT AGAIN _ Joe Oliverio, B Co

Back in 2005, | was diagnosed with prostate cantkey hit me with all they had and | was
cancer free until | had another biopsy done in Octobédrigfyear, and it is back in all its glory.
Now | am diagnosed with advanced prostate cancer. @as smd bone scans are next in order to
make sure that it didn't spread. | think that about noanluse all the prayers that | can get. Am
| afraid? Sure, as any man would be facing this sBiit, always remember that even though |
contacted this while in Viet Nam, | would not changethimg, and | would do it all over again if
| had to.

I love all my 4/503 brothers and | will die loving you all.Sincerely Joe Oliverio
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REMEMBERING OUR FALLEN BUDDIES
THEN AND NOW

REMEMBERING AT THE WALL _ (Reed Cundiff, A Co& Bde LRRP3

Joe KegleyCo Companywas one of the first from the Battalion who were killduew a
chopper went down on an air assault and 6 Charlie CompangiettnKegley and | played
Scrabble a lot on the troop ship going over. They were the ordsg tirfnave ever played the game
that we ran out of tiles numerous times. He waseatdriend.

| visited the Wall when | was on a 10 or 11 month diatahe Pentagon. My wife, Elaine, was
able to get the kids out of school for a month (they hatbtineir lessons
and keep a diary). They were both in accelerated pregsa there was no problem. The last
night, we walked down the Washington Monument Mall and ovirad.incoln Memorial under
a late November moon.

| looked upJoe Kegley'sname on the Wall. | really didn't feel anything until our
daughter, Elisa, (now at NYU, and then six years oldghed for my hand and
said, "Daddy, | know how much you must miss your friends!dulan't help crying
and letting loose the feelings | had kept bottled up.

REMEMBERING COY TURNER (by LV Turner, nephew)

NOTE: Coy Turner, C Companywas KIA May 17, 2007, two weeks from his DEROS out
of 'Nam. The letter below was sent to one of Coy's buddies; Downard, who had made
contact with the family.)

Mr. Downard,

It is a GREAT honor to finally have contactiwstomeone Coy shared the last several
months with. As Margaret said, my Mom and Dad help&#@oy when his mother left my
uncle when Coy was only 2 or 3.

I remember the Christmas before he left fotnéen. | received a toy gun and handcuff
set and Coy played with me. He captured me and handeu#edt is a memory | can keep
stored in my mind forever.

The picture | have attached is from the day hélrvey's Ridge" or Chance, KY (15 miles
south of Columbia, KY). | look upon my face and on the facgoy.....I am so proud to be
standing beside him and his face now tells me the painthe feaving home.

I have also included a picture of the cemeterychvisiacross the road from the house my
mother and father built. This resting place is wherst fiy father was buried in 1965, and then
Coy was placed beside him in 1967. If you look to the Iefh@fcemetery, you see one stone in
front followed by a couple of stones in the next row bac#,than three stones with a larger one
on the left. The one on the right with a big wreath andriaelle stone is Coy's. He is buried
between my father on the right and his father and aurttsedeft.

To honor YOU and all those who have given so muthi$ country, we keep a flag on his
grave year-round. It is not enough, but seems to be awelo to honor Coy, YOU, and so
many others. As Billy Ray Cyrus put it so well, “You gdlve some and SOME GAVE
ALL”.....but such a high price for ALL of you to pay. TH¥ YOU.

The picture of Coy between my brother James,istgr Margaret, and myself hangs on my
wall near my desk. Again, THANK YOU for being there @oy.

L.V. Turner
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WE WON'T FORGET - SGT KENNEDY’'S GRAVESTONE (Steve BecsiD C9

On March 7, 1967, a friend of mine in Dog Company diegzhiambush while attached
to the 11 Armored Cav. The platoon (recon) was riding otdipe tanks while busting jungle.
Sgt Charles F. Kennedydied immediately in the ambush. | talkedS@m Schroedey the soldier
who pulled him away from the line of fire, and he said Kenrtety/already died.

During a trip to eastern Arkansas, | made a spegato find the family and gravesite of Sgt.
Kennedy. The people of Blytheville, AR, were especiallyphgl The library helped with
locating a 40-year-old obituary and printed it from thgiodl newspaper which they had never
permitted before. The funeral home which handled his amaegts showed me exactly where he
was buried and attempted to help find next of kin so thaght tell them how he died and that
he was a good soldier and a good friend to all that knew him

I never found any relatives or friends in town. Wheaitl my respects at the cemetery, |
noticed that vandals had shot out the picture of Sgt Kerthetlyvas attached to the gravestone. |
askedMorrell Woods when he visited the reunion in Fayetteville to see if anywagea picture
of Kennedy. Sure enough, Woods received a picture that was probldh at DaNang when the
4/503d went up there in 1966. | think someone nawuliltz from HHC sent the photo.
However, if that person would contact me, | would likéenk him personally. Anyway, a few
months later, | was pleased to attach the new photgtdf&nedy on his monument. To all his
friends, | want you to know that it was my pleasure taltle to do this for a good friend.
Airborne!

A SOLDIER’S PROMISE - JERRY HAGUE'S WALLET _ (Jesse RizzpB C9

Jerry Hague and | served together on the machinegun team of weaponsgd@i&bmpany’s
1st platoon. | think Jerry arrived in country aroundyést, 1966. We were on many operations
together assigned to the same gun. Jerry and | hadhaclammon and became good buddies.
On Junction City 11, April 7th to be exact, | was woundednrambush and evacuated to a
hospital near Saigon. After my recovery, | was given theopf going home or staying and
rotating with my unit. | chose to stay and rotatthwhe 4" Battalion.

On or about May 20, 1967, Jerry was wounded and evadodteslsame hospital | had been
in. | went to see him a few days later and wassahdspital bed for about an hour. He had been
shot in the chest and was stitched from his belly buttorstodgk. He had breathing and feeding
tubes in his month and nose. Although groggy and barely caissdie looked at me and gave a
big smile. We spoke very little, however, because he couldyhizil His wallet was on the
side table and his signaled to me to take his wallet&te keeping.

As it turned out, Jerry died a few days latet his body was sent home. | rotated with tfie 4
Battalion on June 5, 1967 and brought the wallet with meed to find Jerry’s family to return
the without success.

| put the wallet away, but every so often over the yéavsuld take it out and tell my children
about Jerry and our time together on the machine gun.

During the 173d reunion in Reno in 2005, | asRag Ramirezto help find the Hague family.
Ray did. Thanks to Ray, | finally made contact wighry's first and oldest soifhad Hague
After several phone conversations with Thad, we agreed Wwaild go to River Falls, Wi, and
to return the wallet to Jerry’'s family. In 2006, aftenast 40 years, | finally returned the wallet
at a ceremony organized by the Chapter of 173rd in Rives, MdIl The wallet was give to
Jerry’s grandson who has the same name as Jerry.

A friend of Thad Hague put all the news clips from thgous TV appearances (including the
Today Showon a DVD. It's really very well done. Also, there veas
story published in a local community newspaper. The whole iexperwas very emotional and
it took me several months to get back to normal.
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“Z" SAYS GOODBYE (Harold Snider, B C9

You must remembe&SG Salvador Zavala(1st Platoon, Weapons Squad, B Company). "Z"
was a First Sergeant in the Infantry Officer's B&itirse Battalion at Ft Benning in '68 or '69
after we returned from ‘Nam. | was in the Basic Trairinmade and we saw each other
occasionally.

One day he came to the company and told me that he waddfsay goodbye. He had
terminal cancer of some sort and was put on termiaaid the following day. He was going
home to California to die! Yep, | was shocked! Still aArnother great guy gone.

NOTE Ray Rodriguezsaid his ashes were spread on Bastogne DZ, Ft Campbkl§ by-
wife in an Army chopper.

ARNIE THORVIK — KILLED IN THE LINE OF DUTY __ (Jack Tarr, C C9

| tracked dowrmrnie Thorvik's widow, Darlene. Arnie was killed by a druggie in 1990 while
working as a security guard. He had also done undercovkr \WRarlene has remarried, but
talks warmly about Arnie. Their daughter, Ann, now in her 8@s, very close to her Dad and it
was tough. Darlene will send me photos of the funeral wthigyhsent to Arnie's parents in
Norway.

Arnie came to the US from Norway and was in Cha&benpany. Many of his buddies wanted
to find him and were deeply saddened by the news that heddhd di

GETTING TOGETHER — A PROMISE KEPT _(Bob Canuel B Co

| wanted to share a meaningful experience | haghtBcby keeping a promise to my M79 man
and good friendPFC Harry Spier. Harry and | always said we would get together after
returning back to the “world”. Regretfully, on 10 July, 67yistavas killed by enemy hostile
fire.

In early 2007, | searched out Harry's motMara Spier, who still resides in Tyler, TX. On 9
May 2007, | visited with Mrs. Spier, and my friend, Hamho was laid to rest also in Tyler.
Bev and | had a great visit with Mrs. Spier and dgetat keeping my promise to Harry and
spending time at his gravesite.

| printed out a lot of Gold Star information forr$4 Spier and she assured me she would be
filling it out and returning it to the 173rd Abn Association.

Just thought I'd share this honor with you. Airborhéhal way!!

CALLING DON MICHAEL'S MOM _ (Mike Strange, C C9

For years, | knew | should c&lon Michael's Mom, but | was afraid to and felt | wouldn't
know what to say. And then in 1988, | think, | finally got bp tourage to call. Rather than dig
up painful memories, she was so thrilled to hear from Wesh | had done it years before.
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DEALING WITH THE MEMORIES

HOW WE DEAL WITH IT... (Thom Cook, Sr Medic, C Cp

Thanks for giving my phone numberRmnk. He always called mE.C. which not too many
people have. He said he had spoken with you for about an Roamk got somewhat emotional
as did Mike and a bunch more. They never realized thaesehelp and what PTSD was.

We all left something in Viet Nam; mostly our youtBeing Paratroopers, | believe, helped us
all in later life. But, with the 4th Battalion it wast just being a Paratrooper, but being a part of
a great organization with leadership from the top to thiwand back up.

| have met veterans that are envious that | servigdlangomplete Battalion which arrived
together from the States instead of being a FNG.

Speaking with combat vets, most go to bed with a glapsre water next to them on a night
stand. They might not drink from it but it is there ifyttveant it. No taste of iodine or Kool-Aid.

I did it for years. | have known other vets who filled thlaiss with whiskey. Hopefully, they
have found that the water and a good sleeping pill wWoeki®r, especially at our age.

My big fetish was and is clean socks. If | makbrae-day trip | have at least six pairs of socks.
Putting on a dry pair of (not always clean) socks imtleening in Viet Nam was almost as good
as sex.

BELIEVING AGAIN . (Mike Strange, C Ca who was helped byhom Cook)

We were in financial trouble because of my PTSDniatfest started talking tdhom Cook,
who had been the Senior Medic in Charlie Company. Beadud®om's help, | was awarded
100% disability by VA right out of the box within 4 or 5 monthsad to be some kind of record.
And, then, Social Security, which automatically turns everytoven the first time, accepted me
within 6 months.

My wife and | decided this wasn't coincidence soena‘mging God back into our home.

GETTING THE VA's ATTENTION _ (Jim Baskin, Arty FO)

| was with 4th Battalion from Feb '67 to Mar '68. @mdevaced out to Walter Reed after my
stay at 6th CC following Dak To.

Also, Mike Strange isn't the only one to get his disability AND Social &#y on the first go
around. | got my SS in 1 month after filing! Evidently ghgink thought | was insane enough to
end her life.

THE VA WILL HELP _ (Ron Best B CoMedic)

I never knew that there was help for us in regard®P | knew something was wrong with
me, but didn't know what to do about it. | went to the VA la$fo see about getting some
meds or something and accidentally ran into a Veteransc® Rep. He said, "Hello, | haven't
seen you here before. What can | do for you?"

| said, "l don't know, I'm just here to see about sonuspmossibly for sleeping, etc.” He
responded, "Come into my office so | can talk with yowobdund up with a 10% rating and a
beginning in regard to treatment.

Years later, | called my credit union to check onlralance and the customer rep said, "You
have $15,000 balance". Now, that was unusual! Turns ow ¥atreviewer was reading
through my records while doing an audit and found a pleateshowed | had been having trouble
breathing (intrinsic asthma from Vietnam). He said\Wehadn't responded, so he awarded me
the $15,000. Surprises like that | can handle.

Thom Cook, C Company medjacan explain quite a bit about the VA system and VA laut,
this gives an idea how the system is there to help us.
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A VET LOOKS BACK AND AT TODAY _ (Peter Klausner, A Co
Our sonEric, returned from Iraq in December and is prepping foipatdr Afghanistan with a
Stryker Unit. He is currently stationed in Graf, Genya

The last reunion | attended was Ft Bragg or Bostdontt remember. Now | am
recovering from a "bout" with cancer and don't have the Inigssf the MD to go very
far. Maybe next year.

You hear a lot of folks saying, "l support our Troop&ften wonder what that means and just
how are they supporting them? Is it by voting, by sending maitesents, speaking well of
them, having a loved one there serving? | agree: Afghané&snirag, No. But, | DO
SUPPORT OUR TROOPS NO MATTER WHERE!

My wife continues to spec out the candidates in the lessérug unit at the VA looking for
some of ours. Nearest we have found were a few from the 8®edhlways feed them, give
them some tasks around here to do for extra $ and makdebEloved. | give them "a coin" so
they know we are thinking of them. We all suffer in one wathe other, don't we? Wars are
terrible things, so much is lost, and we have to ask wheav

I am guilty of not getting in touch with 4th Batt gup the area; | will make amends. |try to
think of what to say, but always feel awkward. Gueassdd more practice.

| read of the loss of the two 4/503d vets who just d@dr numbers are shrinking. You must
be getting older.

So much for my rambling on. Thanks for your wellves, and we shall meet on a drop zone
one day!

NOTE: Soon afteEric redeployed, he was severely wounded by an IED and ikgspatal
in North Carolina.

MEDIC STILL TAKING CARE OF THE TROOPS _ (Jack Tarr, C C9

Thom Cook was the Senior Medic for Charlie Company. Speciat&otrained for 13
months, he joined us just before we deployed to RVN. Aftetdur with 4/503d, Thom returned
to VN with a Special Forces Team. He is one of therfema to have earned a CIB, CMB,
Master Jump Wings and Recondo Badge.

He told me something about his service as a Medic thatpdifies the kind of person he is.
“The only real fear | had in Viet Nam on that first tevas not dying, but making a mistake as a
medic and killing one of our own out of lack of knowledge or ndirggethere fast enough”.

Since Vietnam, Thom has helped thousands of Vietné&nwreh their claims to the VA. His
success rate of claims accepted and benefits awarnetadible. As we have contacted more
troopers from the Geronimo Battalion, Thom has helped m@e vets. Below is an extract
from a message of Thom's in August 2007.

"We have claims for 4th Battalion guys going all oer €ountry. We have already made
plans for another trip on our bikes, this time to Arkansa sedvlichael Strangeand get him
working on helping some of our brothers in his state. The newA3Satiation President is
interested in doing more claims on PTSD and is goirsfigid a program with Smitty and me
helping. We will probably go to Houston, TX, and see him.

My wife, Betty, tried to get me to quit this business about five yeavs\Ag were driving to
the VFW and | lied and said | would quit soon. She @ske what | would do if | quit. We were
driving by a golf course at the time and the only thinguld come up with was | would take up
golf. That Christmas | had a very nice set of golf ciwbg&ch have not seen a golf course yet".

DEDICATION OF MY BOOK, "GHOSTS OF VIETNAM" _ (Mike Talerco, B Co

This book is dedicated to the men who died in Vietnadta those who returned wounded. It
is also dedicated to the men who returned home unscathetbdinlgt indifference towards their
efforts.
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They have no medals, no visible wounds; they are #ideeoes of Vietham because for them
the war has never ended. They were not volunteers. ddeitry required them to serve.

They suffer the wounds of a nation that made thehufdeved, “For no greater love a man can
give his country than to lay down his life for it”. Althgl they were prepared to do just that, they
survived.

No medals, no wounds, just the memory of what tlaere g

ForRobert John “Bobby” Pepe, the uncle | never knew, who died a few months after going
ashore at Normandy on June 6th, 1944.

ForRoberta Kwiatkowski, my mother-in-law, who upon hearing some of the stories,
convinced me to put them in writing. Without her encouragémteitie beginning | never would
have started it.

And for my grandchildren, who, without this book, wouldereruly know their grandfather.

And for my sonWilly .

WHY WAS GOD WITH ME? From a letter byrRev Billy Smith, 4/503d Chaplain, in 2010

After 54 years in the pulpit, | have never had a chulehdd as much as I did "The Church of
the Herd." We were all scared shitless at times,HauGiood Lord stood by our side.

Let me share a quick story. While returning froakDo DEROS, | was kicked off the
chopper that had to fly some ARVN from Da Nang to te&lfso that was the end of my
ride. But, | noticed a 'meat wagon' (medical vehicle) ivackp and | then saw a young 2/LT
lying beside a body bag. He was bloody all over but readyk@autal pray.

After the prayer, he looked at me through young and innegestwith tears flowing and
asked, "Chaplain, was God with me today?" | replied his continued breath and heartbeat
was a testimony of the presence of God with him. The npkt beought me to my knees again
as he asked, touching the body bag, "Why was God with me?isTihy platoon sergeant. He
was married and had 4 children. Why did God spare myfifen | only have a father living and
allowed my Sergeant to die leaving a wife and 4 young @mfr

There is no answer to a question like that. But éhiaed my life, and | am sure you have too,
with a guilt feeling of, "Why him and not me?" Soyas all gather to dedicate the 173d
Memorial at Ft Benning, | will be remembering the Hevdhat did | do in God's sight to be
spared and another person die?"

God bless you Fellow Herdsman and we will keep in touch.

Billy T. (Keeper of the Sheep - The "Herd" that is)

CLOSE SUPPORT - THEN AND NOW (Jack Tarr, C C9

When the 4th Battalion arrived in countBharles (Pappy) Patchinwas assigned as Artillery
FO/Recon Sgt from the 3/319 Artillery. In the year thabfeéd, Pappy directly supported
several line companies and was involved in some of the hefiglgstg the Geronimo Battalion
experienced. When most of us returned to the States irl96ie Pappy stayed until May '68.

After retiring from the Army as an LTC with Spddtrces, Pappy became a County Service
Officer accredited with the American Legion, VFW, VVAdUnited Spinal (Formerly
Paralyzed Vets of America) in Syracuse, NY. He sexatsl until December 30, 2007, when he
retired. Two years ago, when members of the origittaBattalion were reuniting, Pappy again
provided direct support to the 4th Battalion, this timeraexert in veterans' issues. In addition
to his regular caseload, Pappy has helped many 4th Battalys with their claims.

He is still providing direct support to the 4/503d.
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REUNIONS

4™ BATTALION REUNIONS (Ron Best Medic, B Cq after 2008 reunion)
So many good memories of such bad times -- ironic isn't it?

GEN HEALY'S INTRODUCTION BY BOB BAILEY, 4/503d REUNION, 6/23/06

“General Healy has just one mission tonight --- toecamgain be together with these fine
paratroopers of the Geronimo Battalion --- the soldiersVes, ‘His Boys'.

If I spend more than two minutes introducing him, youlmasure Iron Mike will lock my
heels right here in front of you! So this will be shertbut certainly heart-felt.

You have General Healy's bio in front of you, but thay pnbvides_somef the highlights of
his 35 years of dedicated service to our country.

During his first tour in Vietnam in 1963 and 1964 with §jgecial Forces he commanded the
first Mobile Guerilla Bn, which had a very interestingme: "Mike Force.”" And, who among the
troopers of the 1/501 at Fort Campbell could forget our ata%Geronimo the Goat" -- He could
guzzle beer like a trooper but refused to jump!

But Mike Healy's most important accomplishment wasnatemet and married Jackie --- the
gracious lady whose strong and constant love and supportduzsthe Healy’'s a great Army
family. Daniel, Michael, Timothy, Sean, Kirk andtiek --- SIX SONS! And now the Healy
clan includes 5 grandsons and 4 granddaughters. When MikdfWaksiging soldier”, who do
you think was the prime force raising those fine boys? Ya@ovd --- Jackie!

Ladies and Gentlemen, before we let Mike havesa@ito speak, please welcome the First
Lady of the Geronimo Battalion --- Jackie Healy.

Now it's my honor and privilege to introduce our fiestd as far as we're all concerned, our
only Commander of the Geronimo Battalion, Major General EitiD. Healy”.

AFTER THE 2008 4TH BATTALION REUNION  George Coker A Co

The reunion (my first) was great; it was more thardected.

The most fun was walking up to the NCOs, shaking tlaids, and having them give the blank
stare as if to say, "If all the thousands of PFCs lecemo contact with were lined up, | would
pick you out as the one | had never met."

Next best was telling B company how exciting it was whah¥C sniper fired two round into
their position and they fired a couple thousand rounds unt® @n Junction City we were about
200 meters apart). Fortunately hot lead rises so ces toek a heavy beating.

Third, Where in the hell did all this love for offica@sme from?----humor----.

REUNION NAMETAG _(Mike Torrence, A Co

You asked what first name to put on the nametag at the upgdmattalion reunion. For the
name tag, please put Mike. Anyone that remembers me kmarit Roger or Mike; but | also
know | can't walk around with a nametag that reads, &n# that is what I'm probably best
remembered by.
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FROM OUR FAMILIES

SON OF AN AIRBORNE TROOPER (Kurt Liles, son ofKen Liles, A Co)
I am the proud son of an airborne soldier,

No decision, no choice had I.

But the childhood | enjoyed and loved

Has been envied by many, numbered "i".

To Campbell, "Screaming Eagles”, "Geronimo!”, to VietaNa

Were memories | always shall cherish

Duty. Honor. Country. That others should not perish.

"Straight and Stalwart", "Death from Above"

Those words never a blur.

Nor the gentle order, "You're the man-of-the-house; taleaahem and her."

Proud. Honorable. Long-living, this Brigade 173rd.
Honor among men. Comrades-in-arms,
The men that are known as "The Herd."

REMEMBERING COY TURNER (by LV Turner, nephew)

NOTE: Coy Turner, C Companywas KIA May 17, 2007, two weeks from his DEROS out
of 'Nam. The letter below was sent to one of Coy's buddies; Downard, who had made
contact with the family.)

Mr. Downard,

It is a GREAT honor to finally have contactiwstomeone Coy shared the last several
months with. As Margaret said, Mom and Dad helpecr@msy when his mother left my uncle
when Coy was only 2 or 3.

I remember the Christmas before he left fotnéen. | received a toy gun and handcuff
set and Coy played with me. He captured me and handeu#edt is a memory | can keep
stored in my mind forever.....

The picture | have attached is from the day hélrvey's Ridge" or Chance, KY (which is
15 miles south of Columbia, KY). | look upon my face andhenface of Coy.....I am so proud
to be standing beside him and his face now tells me the péétt releaving home.

I have also included a picture of the Cemetery;iwisi across the road from the house my
mother and father built. This resting place is wherst fiy father was buried in 1965, and then
Coy was placed beside him in 1967. If you look to the lefh@fcemetery, you see one stone in
front followed by a couple of stones in the next row bac#,than three stones with a larger one
on the left. The one on the right with a big wreath andritkelle stone is Coy's. He is buried
between my father on the right and his father and aurttsedeft.

To honor YOU and all those that have given so rmdhis country, we keep a flag on his
grave year-round. It is not enough, but seems to be aawelo to honor Coy, YOU, and so
many others. As Billy Ray Cyrus put it so well....... Yallgave some and SOME GAVE
ALL.....but such a high price for ALL of you to pay....TNK YOU......

I do hope to talk with you and will call you vesgon. The picture of Coy between my
brother James, my sister Margaret, and myself hangsyomall near my desk....Again, THANK
YOU for being there for Coy....

L.V. Turner
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TIME FLIES

TIME FLIES (Mike Strange, C C9
When | served in Vietnam, | was 19. In 15 minutesgnayndson will be here at my office.
Where did time go?

59



ABOUT THE AUTHORS

(49 on 11/15/10) * = Deceased

Mike Adams. James M (Mike) Adams and Rose Ann, (Braval HHQ, live in Mt Ida, AR.
He retired from the Power & Light Company and plays bang lband.
mikeandroseanneadams@windstream.net;

Joe Armstrong. Joe extended with Bravo until August 1967 and walserearly DakTo
battles. He is a VA Service Officer and makes presenton Agent Orange. Joe and
Geraldine (Gerry) live in Sanford, MEEwomaine@myfairpoint.net

*Bob Bailey. Bob was A Company CO when the Battalion deployed from Ft Cdimpbeb
rose to Colonel and he and Nancy retired to NC. Bobafiedncer in 2008.

Al Barlowe. Luther Aldon (Al) and Deena; HHC/Commiive in Lenoir, NC.
He spent 30 yrs with airborne units and retired in1g@83arlowe @yahoo.com

Jim Baskin. Jim was an Artillery FO with AB, and C Companidsom 2/67- to 3/68. He was
in the Battles of DakTo. He lives in Lebanon, Tidmesbaskin@bellsouth.net

J.L. (Jessie) Beacham Jessie was a squad leader in Charlie Company. iHe=res a First
Sergeant and he and Elaine live in Columbia, dGtoff@bellsouth.net

Steve BecseiSteve was a machine gunner in D CompaHg lives in Yellville, AR.
sbecsei@hotmail.com

Ron Best Ron and Cindy live in West Des Moines, IA. Ron was a@ibe B Co and earned
the Silver Star. He was a nurse and respiratory théraRn plays bagpipes and builds guitars
from scratch.docbest173rd4b@yahoo.com

Alan Boyle. Alan had made it through 11 months of fighting with Geatompany. On May

17, 1967, two weeks from DEROS, he was badly wounded irtla haar the DMZ. He spent
over a year in hospitals recovering from burns and a broken l#¥dak and Eva split their time
between their upper New York farm and their house in Hungakpl73@gmail.com

Roger Bray. Roger (nee Braycewski) was in the weapons platoon of B Complergnd
Nancy live in Barnegat, Ndbray@comcast.net

Bob Canuel Bob was with B Co. He and Bev live in Holden Beach, &@ winter in Tucson,
AZ rcbctwinpalms@gmail.com

George Coker George was with HHC and then, A Co. He and his lnedtly RJ Pool, have
compared notes and have gotten together to put togetheraimeimbrances of their time in
‘Nam. George and Violet live in Arlington, TX outside el violetc_90@yahoo.com

Thom Cook. Thom was senor medic with Charlie Company which lost 22 Béittalion’s 51
KIA in our year in RVN. Thom later joined SF and is afi¢he few to earn a CIB, CMB, and
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Pathfinder badge. He still looks after the troops asdreesof the local VFW and as VA Service
Officer. He and Betty live in Shawnee, OError! Hyperlink reference not valid.

Reed Cundiff. Charles R_(Re@dCundiff went from HHCto A Cq then_173d LRRPsAfter
getting a BS in Physics, he worked for the Army Reselath retiring in 2007. He and Elaine
sold their Las Cruces, NM home and are full-time RVdtiag the US.
mailto:reed.cundiff@gmail.comeed.cundiff@gmail.com

*Elmer (Buddy) Davis. Buddy was C Company supply sergeant. He earned a DFC saving
crewman as an Air Force para-rescue man during theakdenflict. Two sons are currently in
the Army. Buddy and Gudrun lived in Sanford, NC. He diedancer and COPD in June 2010.

Jerry and Susan Downardare from Kentucky and were married at Ft Campbell in
February 1966. He was in Weapons Platoon, CharlieT®e Downards live in
Williamsport, KY. jdownard@fuse.net

Doug Gilstrap will always remember his friend from D Company who diedanuary 1967.
He and Diane, his wife of 40 yealise in Brandon, MS.dfgilstrap@bellsouth.net

*Guadalupe (Lupe) Garza Gonzales Lupe was in HHC Ops. He retired as a Chicago cop,
was disabled and learned he had Leukemia in May 2010. dHedda lived in Naperville IL.
Lupe died in November 201Gonzalez2328@yahoo.coemgon2328@yahoo.com

Mike Goodwin. Mike was a medic in Bravo and later with SF. He worlaechnd then owned
a radio station in Mississippi. He and Linda livBimandon, MSmgoodwin44@gmail.com;

Juan (John) Herrera, joined the Battalion in July 66. He transfered from © tGo. He and
Aurora live in West Richland, WAherrim@yahoo.com

Dayton Herrington. Dayton, SGM (ret) and Betty, live in Clarksville, TNHe was S-2 and
S-3 Ops NCO with the 1/561Senior S-2 NCO , 4/503d, and Brigade Operations with the
Vietnamese Airborne Division during 6 years in Vietnam. skléruns with the troops of the

101, Currently, he is jumping as a member of the WWitb&rne Demonstrations
Team, with a home base in Frederick Army Airfield, Freske OK. www.wwiiadt.org

Chuck Huller. Chuck, a Mediavith B and C Cpwas 17 when we deployed to ‘Nam. He is
divorced and lives in NYC where he still does not havewaedsi license. He is co-owner of
Bernadetti Gallery and has donated valuable prints litargi museumsError! Hyperlink
reference not valid.

Hugh Kelley. Hugh was 3d Platoon Leader in Bravo Company. He and Gvada Winter
Springs, FL. hkelley7@comcast.net

Peter Klausner. Peter was in A Company. He developed th@4ttalion’s web site. He also
is webmaster for his 173d chapter’s web site in MA armdiisent chapter president. He and
Margaret live in South Easton, MA. Their son, Ewas badly WIA in Iraq Jan 08 and is
recuperating in the USlogpc@comcast.net
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Jim Lakatos. Jim was in Charlie Company and badly wounded. He wraibwé to the
medics and his buddies who saved his life on the 173d weblsith i in our stories. Heis a
high school teacher in Florida. He and Catherine liv&/allington, FL. Error! Hyperlink
reference not valid;

Ken Liles. Ken was an A Co platoon sergeant. He served 2 caolnatin Korea and 2
in Vietnam. He and Billie live on Leisure Lane in Tryl& X. aliles40@hotmail.com

Curt Liles. Curtis Ken's proud son. Curt served 20 years in they Idad retired recently. At
the 2010 4/503d reunion, Curt read the poem he had written forabisCurt and his wife,
Joy, live in Waco, TX.curtjoy@grandecom.net;

Noah McBride. After being with Bravo in Vietham, Noah was an ainfi&inspector/estimator
for the Government. He recently had bypass surgery.ntidl&iam live inCentury, FL.
noamirmcl73rd@frontier.com

Joe Oliverio. Joe was in Bravo. He retired as a fire fightePittsburgh and moved to
Florida. He and JoAnn live in Brandon, Fkapyjoe@aol.com

Charles (‘Pappy') Patchin. Pappy joined the 4/503d when we arrived in Bien Hoa in
June 1968 and stayed with us till he rotated back in August 1968reBeining the 4th
Batt, he had FO'd for several other units through sombaittes. He went to Infantry
OCS and retired from the SF as an 0-5. He trainedaesder FOs and Recon
Sergeants during his tour. Pappy was a VA Service OfficdlY. He and Susan retired
to Latrobe, PA.cpatchin@comcast.net

Danilo Perez Dan came to the US from Cuba and served with A andmp@nies. He lives
in Boca Raton, FLsirdanilo@hotmail.com

R.J. Pool Richard J (Dick or RJ) was in HQ and A Companids.lives in Marston Mills,
MA. richardpool@comcast.net

John Pratt. John was with Bravo Company. He and Karen live in Satorio, TX.
olervman@gmail.com

Frank Probst of A Company retired as an O-5. He was walking jussidatthe
Pentagon when it was hit on 9/11. He and Peggy live in B\ike,
probst 964@msn.com

Ray Ramirez Ray was in HHC S-3 Ops when we deployed. He later vaoetiefor Delta
Company. Ray has been an officer of the 173d Associationatand National levednd was
on the original committee to build our new 173d Memorial. wHges articles and makes
presentations across the country at veterans andgemips. Ray is the unofficial “historian” of
the Original Geronimo Battalion. He has found many foréfleBattalion and 173d troopers. He
and Sharon live in Whittier, CArror! Hyperlink reference not valid.

Jesse Rizzo Jesse was with*IPlatoon, B Co. He and Margaret live in Morgan HGIA.
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jesse@rizzoplanet.com

Andy Roy. Antoine E. (Andy) Roy joined Charlie Company in April 1967 et on to fight
in the Battles of DakTo. In two later tours, he wdselicopter door gunner and then went to
another 173d battalion. He is divorced and lives in Jaffieii. Vietroy789@aol.com

Gary R Schindele Gary’'s name was misspelled on the deployment orderstolivie him in
July 2010 when Jerry Downard spelled his name correctlywd$ea Weapons Squad Ldr in C
Company and retired as a CSM in. 1987. He taught Specfal B0 years before retiring to the
golf course. He and Cheryl live in Coos Bay, ischind@hotmail.com

Chaplain (Col) Billy T Smith, HHC. Billy T joined the 4/503d in late June soon after our
arrival. He has been a minister for 54 years old egasures his time with the “Herd” as his best
memories. He is suffering from Agent Orange and is désebHe and Delores (Dee) live in
Clarksville, TN. billytsmith@hotmail.com

Harold Snider. Harold was a squad leader and then platoon sergeant maith.BHe and Sara
live in Rio Rancho, NM.geronimo173d@yahoo.com

Gerry Stesiak Gerry was a Medic in A Cand wrote a book about th& Battalion. He
retired from the Detroit Fire Department as DivisioreRihief. He and Beatrice live in
Wimauma, FL.gkstesiak@verizon.net

Tim Stout. Tim and Suzanne live in River Falls, WI. Tim was @fGhe 173d MP detachment
attached to our Battalion and is a former 173d Societiohi officer. tstout@pressenter.com

Mike Strange. Mike (Buddy) and Sharon live in Benton, AR. Mike was axpaian in Charlie
and had a love-hate relationship with his squad lea&®$s, Mexander Boxley. Mike’'s humor
hides some of the pain he still has from those days inuttggd.irontriangle13@yahoo.com

Ed Sullivan. Ed was with B Can ‘Nam and is a retired NYC cop. He is divorced bwes in
Glen Haven, COeddsulabn@hotmail.com

Mike Talerco. Mike made PFC three times. He put his stories in a dugh is in the final
editing stage. He was in B @Gond then Recon, 1/503dHe is divorced and lives in Peoria, AZ
mtal5087 @cox.net

Jack Tarr. C Co & Jungle SchoolThe 4/503d was Jack’s 2d tour in ‘Nam and he went back
for a 3d. He retired twice and is now part-time tennis @ack & Casey live in McLean, VA.
tarrs@verizon.net

Mike Torrence. Roger (Mik@ was an RTO in A CaHe retired as an E-8 on the list for
E-9. He then spent 20 years with DFAS and had an Iragn@@08. He and Monica
live in Carmel, IN. miket173abn@yahoo.com

L.V. Turner wasCoy Turner’s first cousin, but considered him a big brother. Coy vikesk
on May 17" along with 4 others from Charlie Company. When Alan BoyleJeng Downard
contacted Coy'’s family, LV wrote a wonderful tribute toyC LV grew up in the same small

town in Kentucky as Coy and now lives in Avon, INk.turner@gm.com
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Wendell Vega Wendell joined the Battalion and A Company shortly after wiged in

country. He was an EMT for the NYC Fire Departmddée and Monica live in Mt Vernon, NY.
wendellzorro@hotmail.com

Frank Veldey. Frank served with A CoHe is a widower and lives in Richfield, MN;
fveldey@live.com

Charles Vickers Charles was a Platoon Sergeant with A Company when weydep He
retired as a 1SG. He and Lucille live in FayettevNl€. cvickers3@nc.rr.com
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