





I had just gotten settled down into my room at the UTT Villa. 1t was a wonderfully comfortable
place to live compared to other living areas occupied by the rest of the company on TSN
Airbase. The Villa was a hotel of some kind right next door to the U.S. school for children of
diplomats and other U.S. personnel who had their families with them in 1964. Maybe the only
better living in Saigon would have been the Rex Hotel downtown, but my private room with a
shower, hot water, and a flush toilet was very, very nice. Each Platoon had its own stairwell so
all of us Raiders were together in the front of the building right by the driveway. We sat back off
of Congly Street by maybe 50 yards and were right across the street from the Vietnamese Joint
General H.Q.’s. We had 24.security at the front gate provided by Vietnamese white mice police.
ach one of the Platoons had a % ton truck that was our transportation from the Villa to the flight
h\ line. We took a rotating beacon off of one of the wrecks and put it over the center of the
windshield. We put a flag post on the right front finder and somewhere from downtown Saigon
we got a flag embroidered with the Raider emblem and the numbers of the three light fire teams 1

had under my command. I was given that flag the day I was med evacuated out of TSN and I
still have it today.

We soon ran out of enough room space at the original Villa and a second Villa was rented
out for the CO and HQ’s people. The second Villa was behind the original Villa with a walkway
between the two. The second Villa was facing on a separate street and had a large front yard
area. It was a very comfortable place to live as well.

The original Villa had a kitchen and small mess hall where we had most of our meals
prepared. It was sort of a short order arrangement where you could get something to eat most
any time during the day. No late night meals were available but if you came back late from a
day’s mission you could get some food at the mess hall on TSN. We had a bar in the Villa as
well and wi ffgack Saint as our Mess Officer, Club Officer, Entertainment Coordinator, we had
food, drink and entertainment right there at home. We even had some 16 mm movies that were
shown from time to time. In addition, we had a nastv monkey, named Saigon, a bear, unnamed
as I recall, and a dog, whose name I can’t recali, that iived with us. The monkey would run the
house girls off if they got near him and he would bite you from time to time depending on his
mood. One night old Saigon got loose and was on the fence next to our Vilia trying to avoid
recapture. Several of us had consumed a few cold San Maguel's and decided that Saigon was
really a VC agent and we would do the Coempany some good by ridding ourselves of this thug.
Someone, Danny Sullivan I think, had a rative cross bow and we decided that it would be the
appropriate weapon to be used to dispatch this cursed VC that was in our midst. We also
decided that since we were all skilled gun ship drivers we would only shoot at him from high
above, true, diving fire, appropriate to our military training. Anyway, we all went up to the third
floor balcony that went around the Villa and with trusty cross bow prepared te attack. You can
guess what happened. We shot our three arrows and never came close enough to do anything but
make Saigon madder. He would chatter end move back and forth on the fence but no harm was
done. In addition, being a true free loader, he came back to his place on the Viila patio next
morning when the chow was put out for him.

If you wanted to go downtown to the big PX, Tudo Street, or some other attraction, we
would grab one of the little blue and vellow Reanau cabs. They were a thrill to nde but they were



re ygr the only way to get around. Now there was one other way tc get around and that was to
get,John Talley to give vou a ride in his Ford Convertible. How he ever came up with 2
convertible that would run, but barely, is the wonder of the world. He loaded the thing up with
six of us one night and off we went to Cholon to the Arconsel Nightclub. When he drove up to
the door in an American convertible he was given the VIP treatment. I hadn’t been in the Unit
that fong and I was amazed at how we were giver the best table, etc., but soon learned that unless
you bought lots of “Saigon Tea” you were soon a “Cheap Charley” and a non-persen to the
“Hostess”. Most of the times I went anywhere in that convertible with its top down, which was
down all the time, I worried about someone giving us a grenade as a present.

Before any new guy was cleared for operational flights there was a series of check flights
each person went through. I had been a Flight Commander at Ft. Rucker and one of my IP’s was
CWO Watts; now he became my Check Pilot at TSN and checked me out before I could fly as an
Aircraff Commander. I was his student now and he put me through & tough and complete
checkout before he would turn me loose. This was the standard and no one got by without & full
and complete orientation, which I think in the long run was the only wey to go. The new WO’s
and Junior Officers may not have liked the intense check-outs, but it may have saved their life
when it counted. CWO bw/a®Stook me up into the Iron Triangle where we found plenty of places
to learn how to shoot the rockets which I would have on the Platoon Commanders UH-1B with
the XM-3 Rocket System. Since I was a Field Artillery trained Officer, I used the XM-3 as a
support ship with direct fire support of the light fire teams we deployed routinely. The light team
would attack and break then I would follow and cover any area that the light team had not fully

covered. When we prepped an LZ I could go either left or right side of the formation and saturate, </ R

whichever side of the LZ tlmt presented the most danger to the landing sueks CTWO Watts

showed me how to decelerate slightly then bring the nose down tc the target and let the firing, _.«r

blast bring the nose down further until the target was covered. We would adjust the aim of,sight
so that it tracked the first pair of rockets fired then it was pretty accurate for the rest of any firing
run we made. One of the tricks Watts used was to have the Crew Chief pull hard on the bungee
cords on the back of the seat and let it go with a banks.Sounded just like you were taking fire
and got you used to reacting quickly with evasive maneuvers and turns to get out of the danger
zone. After he worked me over I felt fully prepared to take over command of the Second Platoon
and go out and rough it up with my light fire team leaders, Bob Matlick and mage. [ was
extremely fortunate to have them and,Bunch of squared away WO’s as members of the 2™
Platoon. They never backed away from a fight and they never did anything stupid that hurt
someone, and they brought me along until I could lead without screwing them up, for which I'm
forever grateful.

Bob Matuck was a very talented guy who could draw combat pictures, sing songs, play
the Ukulele, make up songs which would make fun of our daily routine and lead his team like a
tiger. Gary Ramage was cool, clean and a walking model for a Hollywood version of The Army
Helicopter Pilot. Each one was an exceptiona! leader and made my job a piece of cake. I cannot
say enough about how they performed their duties and I was blessed to have had them as
members of my Platoon.

Once the checkouts were completed, the daily routine was pretty much the same. We
would rotate the Lead Platoon doing the missions with a standby Platoon to respond to TAC E’s.









every 5 to 10 seconds apart so the grenades would hit the ground in a continuous row and would
cover about a quarter of a mile with overlapping white phosphorous. It worked like a champ and
we hit a few very hostile positions along that highway.

The other trick we had for that setup occurred when we participated in a rescue attempt
for POW’s Nick Rowe and Herb Versance. We were briefed late one night on a plan to rescue
Rowe and Versance based on intelligence received about their location in the area north of
CaMau. We were reguired to proceed from TSN to Soc Trang with complete radio silence. In
fact, the radios were turned off so no unwanted transmission would give our presence away. We
had the‘hog loaded with 384 CS gas grenades. The plan was that we would fly over the POW
Camp, drop the CS, which would allow the Special Forces A Team making the rescue to hit the
camp with everyone under the effects of the gas. The big worry was that we would gas ourselves 30
and maybe lose control ;_pé’ the aircraft. The soiution to the problem was that the co-pilotfwould geo™
take over while the=silol masked up. We disconnected the microphone from our flight helmet \&**
and stuck it into the front of the gas mask so that when we did turn on the radios we could talk to
each other. When we launched off we found the area right away and the Special Forces Team, all
Americans because of the priority to get the POW'’s, hit the ground to find that the camp had
been evacuated some time within the last 24 hours. We were all heart sick to find the empty
camp with evidence that Rowe and Versance, or at least other Americans, had been there. As it
worked out, Herb Versance was executed later because of the resistance he made as a POW and
Nick Rowe escaped and was picked up by friendly helicopters some five vears later. As a Unit
we were involved in several search missions along the Cambodiag border through the Plain o
Reeds to War Zone C looking for Rowe and other irnerican Pow’sﬂ@&:\tJ Isﬁr'r?i{?s"fgr‘l) %gde thg As nsw
big problem was to get the 384 CS grenades out of the XM-3’s tubes without letting one of them
go off. We did downlcad them and that was the last time that we used the XM-3 as a bomber for
anything. The whole system worked well but we thought that using th€"hog to deliver 3.75 inch
rockets was a lot better use of our equipment.

The Commanders I served under were a complete contrast. When I reported in Pat
Delavan was the CO and by all accounts was a legend. He was feariess and would do things that
made you suck in your breath in disbelief. I have already described my first and only mission I
flew with him before he left country. I felt that at the end of his tour his appearance indicated
that he had been under a great strain and he really looked tired and worn out, but whenever the
bell rang he would be out there mixing it up with great zeal. He would come out with a pickup
wing man and jump right into messtf the flights we were getting into at that time. I was always
in awe of Gen. Stilwell in the door gunner’s seat with his personal M-60 with the singie star of a
Brigadier General on the cover plate. I was there one day when Delevan made an emergency
landing and we were all providing overhead cover and trying to convince Delevan and Stilwell to
let us pick them up. Delevan refused and Stilwell was out at the right rear of the aircraft with his
M-60 providing ground security as the door gunner should until maintenance came in and fixed
the aircraft, which they flew out. When Delevan left we got Maj. Ralph D. Irvin as boss. This
guy was a bull, both in physical appearance and his approach to others. He was a glory seeker
and was out for himself in everything he did. We came under organizational control of the 145®
Avn. Bn. while he was CO and he didn’t care one bit about trying to cooperate with and work for
the 145" CO. Two things stick out in my mind about Irvin’s time as a Commander. The Second
Platoon was working out of Tay Ninh covering a Special Forces Unit working through the jungle
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