


PRESIDENT'S MESSAGE

Time does, in fact, fly when you’re
having fun and it’s time for the 13th An-
nual Reunion of the DUSTOFF
Association. The year’s been a very ac-
tive one for the DUSTOFF Association,
in terms of business being conducted,
the gathering of new members, plan-
ning for the reunion, preparation of
newsletters, and initiation of new pro-
grams. If anyone has the notion that the
officer jobs in this organization are
ceremonial, they should be invited to
deal with midnight phone callers wan-
ting to share war stories, hotel negotia-
tions, printing and mailing schedules, a
fantastic amount of worthless mail,
newsletter orchestration, filing and letter
writing, ordering DUSTOFF articles of
memorabilia, and yes, dealing with the
media. Yet, the chance to be an officer
of the DUSTOFF Association is one of
the most important opportunities in
one’s life—a chance to operate and try
1o improve on something you really care
about. The recognition of being selected
by your DUSTOFF peers is somehow
more real than getting promoted or
receiving a pay raise or even earning the
wings of a crew member—kind of like
the primary reason that DUSTQOFFers
do well in combat—they just have more
pnide in mission accomplishment and
care more about their fellow soldiers
than do mere mortals.

In the general vein of trying to im-

BUSINESS
MEETING AGENDA

Among those items proposed for
discussion at the upcoming meeting of
the general membership are the follow-
ing:

— Increase(s) in Association dues,
initiation fee.

— Change in tenure for secretary and
treasurer.

— Scholarship(s)
- Number and amount
- Dependents of DUSTOFF

crewmembers who died during

- Desert Storm

— Tax exemption status,

prove an already good thing while not
fixing things that aren’t even remotely
broken, we’ve changed but little in the
the arrangements for the 13th Annual
Reunion. We're going to have live music
instead of a disc jockey at the Friday
night melee. Nothing at all wrong with
JJ Rodriguez, the disc jockey who’s
served us well in the past, but we ran
across a band named *‘Rich and
Famous”’ and they really are too good to
resist. Changed the Saturday evening
dinner from a more to a less formal af-
fair—we’ll prescribe only casual dress,
no tie, and barbecue will be served—to
try to draw more of our large San An-
tonio resident -membership downtown.
Many have gotten into the habit of
showing up for all of the Reunion except
for the dinner, excusing their absence by
reason of disinclination to the wearing
of a tie and jacket. So we'll be more in-
formal, hopefully comfortable, while re-
taining the interchange of the dinner as
the focal point of the weekend.
Although we’ll not introduce a major
‘‘theme’” for the affair—primarily to
avoid highlighting Art Hapner’s
costumne fetish—we will certainly focus
on welcoming our returning Desert
DUSTOFF crewmembers back into the
fold. We are looking forward to a major
happening. Please get your registration
in to the Association and reservations to
the Holiday Inn Riverwalk now.

We’ve had many letters and phone
calls throughout the year requesting in-
formation about the DUSTOFF
Association, Many, many new members
have come aboard. If there’s one regret
about this whole business, it appears
that we lose members every year simply
because people forget to renew or forget
to send a change of address when they
move. Diligence, it appears, is the only
hope and then you still lose track of
some folks.

Bill Stahl has agreed to handle the
dedication of the Brooke Army Medical
Center (BAMC) helipad in honour of
CW4 Tony Westbrook, Waiting until the
final stages of the new hospital’s con-
struction seemed to be inap-
propriate—1995 is the current projec-
tion—so we'll dedicate a plaque at the
current helipad site and move to the new
complex at the proper time.

In an interesting turn of events, we
discovered during this past year that the
Association was not, in fact, exempt
from Texas State taxes. We had always
assumed that our federal tax exemption
applied as well for Texas. Not true, it
turns out, but the DUSTOFF Associa-
tion barrister-in-residence, Bob Martin,
turned the right switches in Austin and
gained the exemption.
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NEW OFFICER
SLATE

No real reason the general member-
ship shouldn’t know ahead of time
about the DUSTOFFERs. whose names
will be proposed as new officers at the
annual meeting. Tentatively, Ed Brad-
shaw will be proposed as the 1992-93
Vice President and the proposed new
Members at Large will be Jim Ramsey,
David Cahill, and Dave C. Jackson. As
we're also planning to change the tenure
of the Secretary and Treasurer from one
year to two, it’s necessary to offset those
appointed to these difficult positions.
John Bukartek will be the nominee to
replace the indefatigable Rob Weeks as
the Association Treasurer. Knowing
ahead of time the nominee’s names may
allow some to propose others equally or
more worthy or to prepare arguments as
to why these members should not so
serve. There is certainly precedent for
such discussion and action. OQur
members are certainly not reticent in
speaking their minds.

DUSTOFF REALTOR
DONATES DOUGH

Don Conkright, former Association
President, is now selling real estate quite
successfully in San Antonio. We have,
without shame or fear of criticism, ac-
cepted a donation of several hundred
dollars in return for mentioning Don’s
business and keen desire to sell property
to, among others, DUSTOFFers who
may be heading to the Alamo City. His
office: 18750 Stone Qak Parkway, #200,
San Antonio, Texas 78258-Phone:
{512)-496-4949.

LETTERS FROM
THE FRONT

Received a request to provide
*...love letters written by servicemen
and women to their spouses and loved
ones during twentieth century wars’’. A
book, to be entitled “‘Love Letters From
the Front”’, is being written by Margery
Mandell and Patty Rout. Anyone desir-
ing to contribute to this literary effort
should send copies of such letters to
Margery at: 17 Interlaken Drive,
Eastchester, New York 10709,

DUSTOFF
SCHOLARSHIP
NEWS

Received a very gracious note of
thanks from Jennifer Carroll, the first
recipient of a scholarship from the
DUSTOFF Association, If all of our
scholarship selectees in the years to come
are of a similar caliber, there’s a great
deal to be said for the parenting aspects
of membership in the Association and a
great future ahead for our nation. We
extended honorary membership to
Jennifer in her own right and not as the
daughter of a member.

We should start to see the application
for 1992 Scholarships arrive at Wainright
Station in the next several months.
Below are the essential aspects of the
program for your information and for
those who’ve not had the opportunity to
be at a general business meeting in the
past several years:

— The deadline for submission of
applications is I May each year.
Applications are available from
the Association.

— The selection committee is com-
posed of the Executive Commit-
tee. Members rank order the ap-
plicants. The lowest cumulative
score constitutes the winner.

— The winner will be notified not
later than June of each year and
the results will be published in
the Summer Newsletter.

NEWSLETTER
FEEDBACK

Letter from John J. Marino, Flight Safe-
ty International in Vero Beach, Florida
commenting on the July Newsletter:

““1 just received my copy of the July
“*DUSTOFFER”’, sat down and read it
cover to cover,

Not onty did this issue bring back a
flood of great memories, but it renewed
my sense of pride in what DUSTOFF
was and is all about. The Desert Storm
update by Ben Knisely, with whom I
served, and your note regarding the
Brooke General Hospital pad to be nam-
ed after Tony Westbrook, with whom 1
flew in Korea, were very special.

Also, it was the first time I had seen
the article by Pat Brady. It says it all,
doesn’t it?

I’m one of those DUSTOFFERs that
left active duty after 10 years to pursue
civilian sector opportunities. However,
DUSTOFF has always occupied a very
special place in my heart. Carol and I
miss that many great friends we left
behind.

My New Year’s resolution (made a lit-
tle earlier this year) is to attend the 1992
Reunion. I hope to see a lot of old
friends there.

This fall, we move into the ‘‘empty
nest’’ part of life. Both our children will
be in college. So, pass the word that any
DUSTOFFERs who venture to Florida
had better look us up. We’ll have lots of
room.

Again, keep up the good work on the
newsletter.”’

CLOSING OUT THE
FLIGHT PLAN

Several of our comrades have been
taken from us in the past year or so.
Floyd Coddington, Herman Leach, Don
Naylor, and Don Bissell have joined the
ranks of those brave DUSTOFFers who
have gone proudly before. We are all
diminished by their passing but our lives
are enriched by having known these fine
men., We shall always hold them in our
hearts.

“



WHOSE BRIGHT
(WHITE) IDEA WAS
THIS ANYWAY?

United Press International release in
March 1972 included the following of
some passing interest—

*‘Saigon - Guerilla gunners shot down
two unarmed American first aid
helicopters. . .the US command reported
Saturday.

A command communique said the
two white medical evacuation (medevac)
choppers were shot down Thursday
afternoon while flying to pick up
wounded South Korean soldiers along
the central coast. There were no
casualties reported in the crashes.

The communique said the bright white
helicopters with four large red crosses
went down in the jungles near Tuy Hoa,
240 miles northeast of Saigon.

The crewmen were lifted out by rescue
choppers and the two damaged
helicopters were lifted out by big CH47
Chinook choppers. The communique
said one of the medevac birds was heavi-
ly damaged and the other was lightly hit.
Both were expected to be patched up and
put back in use.

The Army has reported a total of six
medevac choppers hit by ground fire
since commanders started using the
distinctive white helicopters.”

HOW MANY
NOVOSELS IS
ENOUGH?

Associated Press story printed in the
Stars and Stripes and other newspapers
on a pair of our favourite heroes reads—

“Binh Thuy, Vietnam—As the orange
sun melted over the Mekong Delta,
Army Chief Warrant Officer Michael ]
Novosel, Sr, plunged his medical
helicopter toward a swampy landing
zone to retrieve a wounded South Viet-
namese militiaman,

He never made it. The craft was 50
feet above the ground when Viet Cong
gunners opened up with machine gun
fire. Bullets ripped into the chopper’s
skids and tail shaft.

Novosel, who has been flying 29
years, the past four despite glaucoma in
one eye, instinctively jerked the
helicopter out of the firing line.

It was too dangerous to go back. The
Viet Cong were entrenched below. Fuel
was running low and, more imporiant,
Novosel had to think of the other South
Vietnamese soldier they had picked up
10 minutes earlier with a bullet wound in
the stomach.

“You can’t win them all,”” he said as
he steered the chopper at top speed to
the nearest medical evacuation hospital.
““I hope that guy down there can hold
out.”

Hours later, here at the headquarters
of the 82d Medical Detachment, word
came that the enemy gunners had been
silenced and the wounded militiaman
rescued by another medevac helicopter.

Novosel, 47, sighed in relief. There
was something special about the occa-
sion, for the co-pilot of the second
evacuation chopper was a novice
20-year-old Warrant Officer named
Michael J Novosel, Jr.

For the past three weeks, father and
son, who make their home in Fort
Walton Beach, Florida, had been flying
in the same outfit. Young Novosel arriv-
ed in Vietnam three weeks ago fresh out
of flight training school. His father is on
his second tour in Vietnam and is due to
return to the States in three weeks.

The detachment’s commander has
forbidden them to fly into combat zones
together and the elder Novosel says: ‘I
can understand his reasoning. If
anything happened to both of us, he’d
never forgive himself.”’

Novosel's wife worries about both her
husband and son being in the war.
*She’s kinda upset that both of us are
over here at the same time,” young
Michael says. *‘But she knows it’s what
we want to do.”

At the 82d Medical Detachment, the
young pilots refer to Novosel as **Pop”’,
a measure of their esteem. His son joins
in their admiration.

‘“The guys say he’s the best pilot
they’ve ever seen and I think they’re
right, not just because he’s my father.”
he said. ““He given m= a great deal of
confidence about flying, It's the same
with everybody who flies with him.”

ADMINISTRIVIA

-Still missing a lot of address changes.
Whenever you see another DUSTOFFer,
ask them if they’re current with the
association.

-Some members may not have receiv-
ed all of the materials which are nomally
sent upon approval of the membership
application. This should include a
membership certificate and card, bump-
ter sticker, decal, and tie tack. If you’ve
been among those not 50 favoured, let us
know and we’ll make it up to you,

BACK TO THE
FUTURE

Recent letter to the editor of Aviation
Digest harkens to long, long ago -
Editor:

A recent picture ‘“which accompanied
the article, “Armed OH-358D Kiowa
Warrior-The Multipurpose Light
Helicopter,”” in the November/
December 1990 issue of the U.S. Army
Aviation Digest can only be viewed as a
blatant disregard for the high standards
of health care delivery that the U.S. Ar-
my Medical Department has set for the
care of wounded soldiers on the modemn
battlefield. The idea that we are develop-
ing an advanced helicopter systemn, call-
ed multipurpose light helicopter that
would reduce medical evacuation
capability to a level worse than that pro-
vided by the underpowered OH-13 Sioux
with external litter pods is not only inap-
propriate but it is also incomprehensible.

LTC Victor 8. Geiger, MS
Assistant Chief, Medical Evacuation
Proponency Division
Academy of Health Sciences
Fort Rucker, AL

Lillme kil lor the srmed OH-380




TASK FORCE OREGON

xcerpts from a  historical

reminiscence of grizzled

veteran Fred Long, famed

raconteur, itinerant helicopter
pilot, and golfing sand bagger extraor-
dinaire:

““As our association grows with the
addition of the heroics that I am sure
have been and are being performed in
the Guif, I think it’s important that we
add to our history during the Vietnam
era. I have a little bit of history to add
and will refrain from telling war stories.

As we all know, the Army limited its
activity to the II, III, and IV Corps for
the first few years of the war. I was
assigned to the 498th Med Co (AA) in
Qui Nhon from July 66 till July 67. Dur-
ing most of this time, our combat troops
were limited to fighting in IT Corps only
and were stopping their assaults at the
mythical I Corps boundary.

Since it has been 24 years and the
mind is the first to go, I cannot be sure
of the exact dates but on or about 6
April 1967 I was flying first up and as
usual, we were having a social hour at
our club. I returned from a mission at
about 2300 hours and Chuck Heath took
me out back, told me that the Army was
going into I Corps tomorrow and asked
me if I would like to go to a place called
Duc Pho to provide support. Since I did
not know where it was, | said
“OK--fine”’. He told me to depart at
first light and meet the 1st Cav there in
the early morning. At first light on 7
April, CW2 Bill Grauling, SP4
Pendegraff (crew chief), a medic (name I
cannot remember), and 1 departed
north. In about an hour and ten
minutes, we found Duc Pho, a pimple
on a hill bout 400 feet high located about
5 miles off the coast. Duc Pho had been
a Marine base camp consisting of a
hastily built dirt runway about 100 yards
long and a reinforced bunker about 15
x 15, still occupied by two Marine corp-
smen, We landed among all the normal
Marine trash and asked the corpsmen
what was going on and when the 1st Cav
was due. They knew nothing of Army
troops arriving and were just waiting for
a ride to Chu Lai to join their unit.

We waited and waited and waited, ate
all of our “C* rations, and took all of
the naps out bodies could stand. We had
absolutely no communications with
anyone, so at about 1830 hours, we
decided to go home (another social hour
was on tap and I was sure that the
homecoming would be even better than
the send off). The next day we departed
at first light and returned to what would
become our home for many days. [ think
Eldon Ideus was the A/C for the 1st Cay
Medevac. Initially, my mission was to
“back haul’’ patients to Qui Nhon, but
this quickly changed.

A couple of days later, the 3-25 Divi-
sion arrived and set up base camp at Duc
Pho. The landing strip was outside of
the base camp and we were having air-
craft shot down in the hot refueling
points and even had soldiers injured by
small arms fire in the mess tent.

A couple of days after the 3-25 Divi-
sion arrived, the brigade of the 101st
Airborne relocated from Tuy Hoa. This
is when the “‘war” really started but
those are war stories. I had been joined
at Duc Pho by another aircraft flown by
Ed Mote.

Toward the end of April, we got word
that Task Force Oregon was being form-
ed and several of the separate brigades
from down south were arriving and
would be located at Chu Lai. I was in-
structed to relocate one of the aircraft to
Chu Lai (a Marine heliport called Khe
Ha [spelling not sure] located on a cliff
overlooking the ocean). A Marine
hospital was relocating to Da Nang and
the 2d Surgical Hospital was on the way
from An Khe. I established our opera-
tion center in one of the buildings adja-
cent to the heliport and established com-
munications with Duc Pho and Qui
Nhon (single side band).

An interesting side story about the
Marines, They had a lot of Charlie
model gun ships and I went over to see if
they could support us if we ran into trou-
ble before the Task Force fully arrived. I
was told by the Operations Officer that
they would be very happy to support us
but would need a couple of days notice
so they could clear the flights through

their headquarters at Da Nang. I will not
bore you with what my reply to this was
but it was vintage Fred Long.

After a couple of days, the 196th
Light Inf Bde arrived from down south
and established their headquarters just
to the west of Highway 1 on the south
side of town. They immediately called
me to tell me that BG Knowles, the Cdr,
wanted to see me. I jumped in my trusty
helicopter and reported as ordered. His
aide informed me that I was to locate my
aircraft with his headquarters and would
fly for his troops only. I politely in-
formed him that I was not there to pro-
vide sole support to his troops and that I
had the entire area to support to include
Marines, Special Forces, and civilians
and they could not get me on our fre-
quency because I was only 3 minutes
away. He did not like what [ said and I
did not like what he said. As I boarded
my aircraft, I was told that BG Knowles
would have my ass if I left and I told him
he knew where I lived.

Needless to say, I got a message the
next day through channels from the 44th
Med Bde. I explained to Willie Dixson
what they wanted and what I told them
and, maybe for the first time in my
career, I was told that I had made the
right decision. However, I was told that
maybe I could have been a little more
polite and smooth with my coordination
efforts but I did the best I could. I did
not call them any specific names,

We got pretty busy there for a while
and, until the 2d Surg get set up, the
closest support was Duc Pho. We would
carry patients to Duc Pho and aircraft
from Qui Nhon would come forward
and carry them to the 85th and 67th
Evacs. This worked well for a few days
but, as casualties increased, other sup-
port was needed.

All of a sudden, a Navy hospital ship
{the Sanctuary, I think) just seemed to
appear about 4-5 miles off shore. I got
the frequency from the Marines and
started taking the most serious patients
to the ship. Can you image what a
dumb, land-locked Army Aviator
thought when I called for Ianding the
first time and was given a “Port

TASK Continued

“






DUSTOFF — THE MOVIE

-arious members of the
DUSTOFF Association
have been collaborating -
may not be the right word -on
a motion picture proposal entitled
“DUSTOFF"”’ being written in Southern
California by an intrepid screen writer
named Bill Booth, From the conversa-
tions and correspondence addressing
the subject, it certainly appears that
this project may come close to truly
capturing the DUSTOFF experience
with its’ myriad of feelings, im-
pressions, and the full range of
human emotion embodied in the
mission, Bill’s taken to writing
with the letterhead of the 33d
Medical Detachment (Helicop-
ter Ambulance), located at the
fictitious Cao Duong, South
Vietnam. . . probably close to
Doug Moore’s fabled ‘“Hots-
ville’”. He’s designed a unit insignia
which is pretty close to many of our
units over the years, and has re-
searched Tables of Organization and
Equipment {TOEs} of the 1960s vintage
to ensure the most realistic product
for the silver screen. Bill understands the
difficulty of adequately recreating the
experience of aerial flight in combat and
hope to **. . . give the average movie-goer
a seat on that DUSTOFF chopper as it
performs its mission.”” He indicates his
feeling that *‘For vears 1 have felt that
the story of the DUSTOFF mission in
Vietnam was one which had to be told
within the format of a feature length
movie. It is such an important and in-
tegral part of the Vietnam story. ..and
one which remains virtually unknown to
a great majority of Americans.
Therefore, to make the American public
aware of the important part of our

HEL

MED DET
%:’USTOFFﬁZ

history is probably my primary personal
goal for this film project.”
A very brief description of the project

follows:

“PROJECT: DUSTOFF (Working
Title)

Format: Feature Film -— (Drama/Ac-
tion/ Adventure)

This project will center on the day to

day operations of a small Army

AMB

helicopter ambulance “DUSTOFF** unit
serving in Vietnam in the late 1960s.
Although the primary characters have
not yet been firmly conceptualized, my
preference would be to focus on an in-
dividual team, meaning a pilot, co-pilot,
crew chief, and medic.

Specifics of the story will begin to take
shape as research concludes, but the
film will probably focus on the acti-

vities of the DUSTOFF team
during a period of approxi-
mately three to four months,
slowly building the main
characters over the pro-
gression of that time.

The last portion of the film

might focus on in tense ac-

tion taken place during the
time of a major enemy of-
fensive (possibly during
Tet in 1968).
In the film, it will be essential .
to show the diversity of the types
of DUSTOFF missions flown in
Vietnam. For instance, missions
might include flight into several
types of hot LZs, use of the hoist,
flight during adverse weather condi-
tions, evacuation of several types
of troops, etc.”

Bill certainly asks the right kinds of
questions in conducting his research and
attempting to share the feelings of the
crews, the patients, and all who were
associated with the mission. Hopefully,
he can join us at the Reunion. We all
wish him the best of good fortune with
the project. Little doubt that the story,
produced as a high quality product, very
much deserves sharing with the
American public. All the elements are
present to produce the M*A*S*H of the
1990s,



13TH ANNUAL REUNION OF THE DUSTOFF ASSOCIATION

28 February — 1 March 1992
REGISTRATION FORM

Member’s Name Spouse’s Name
Home Address Military Address
Home Phone DSN

1. Dues:

Annual dues - $10
(If not paid earlier)

Life Member dues - $100
(One time payment)

Initiation Fee - $10
{(New members only)

2. Reunion Registration: Number Attending Total Price
Member/Spouse costs - $5 each

Non-member/guest costs - $10 cach

NOTE: Registration costs after 20 February will be $10 each for members and spouses and $15 each for non-members and guests,

3. Friday Night Mission Briefing (Cocktail Buffet)
Number Attending - $10 each

4. Spouse’s Luncheon
Number Attending - $16
Oriental Barbecued Chicken with Crisp Vegetables and Rice Noodles

or
Chilled Seafood Medley with Vegetables and Seashell Pasta on Crisp Seasonal Greens
S. Chuck Mateer Memorial Golf Classic - $10

Golf Handicap
NOTE: Refunds in event of inclement weather.
6. Saturday Night Reunion Dinner
Cocktail Party - Cash Bar
Dinner - $22

Total:

Please make check payable to DUSTOFF ASSOCIATION
Refunds cannot be guaranieed for cancellations made after 20 February
Please mail this form with payment to:

The DUSTOFF Association
P.O. Box 8091 - Wainright Station
San Antonio, Texas 78208

Reunion will be held at the Holiday Inn - Riverwalk ® 217 North St Mary’s ® San Antonio, Texas 78205 # (512) 224-2500 ¢ Hotel
reservations should be made directly with the Holiday Inn - Riverwalk - Ensure that you tell them you're with the DUSTOFF
Association to obtain our contracted room rate. The toll-free number is (800} 465-4329.




13TH ANNUAL REUNION OF THE DUSTOFF ASSOCIATION

Holiday Inn - Riverwalk ¢ San Antonio, Texas
SCHEDULE OF EVENTS

Friday - 28 February 1992

12-1800
13-1800
15-1800
19-2200

2200

Registration. . . . . Foyer, 7th Floor
9th Annual Chuck Mateer Golf Classic..... Fort Sam Houston Golf Club
Hospitality Suite Open. ... Room, 7th Floor
Cocktail Buffet. .. .. Tarantella Ballroom, 7th Floor
*Cash Bar
*Buffet

Roast Beef, Chicken Strips, Rumaki, Shrimp Eggrolls, Fruit, Vegetables, Cheese
*Music by ‘Rich and Famous'
Hospitality Suite Open. . .. Room

Saturday - 29 February 1992

0900
0900
0905

0950

1020
1040

1110

1145

1215-1430
1330

1330-1340
1340-1350
1350-1400
1400-1415
1415-1500

1500
15-1800
1830-2000
20-2200
2100
2115
2130
2145
2150
2155
2200

PROFESSIONAL MEETING. . ... Tarantella IV

Opening Remarks. . . Jim Truscott, President, DUSTOFF Association

Aeromedical Evacuation, Operations - Desert Storm. . .LTC Tommie Wayne Mayes, Commander, 326th
Medical Battalion and LTC Frank Henri Novier, Commander, 34th Medical Battalion

Medical Evacuation Proponency Actions. . . Colonel Nicki Johnson, Chief, Medical Evacuation Proponency
Division, Army Medical Department Center

Break

UH60Q Medical Evacuation Black Hawk. . . .John Sohnlein, Program Manager, Sikorsky Aircraft and LTC Jim
Wingate, Aviation Staff Officer, AMEDD Center

Aeromedical Evacuation Officer Career Program. . .LTC (P) Art Hapner, Aviation Staff Officer, Officer of the
Surgeon General

Closing Remarks. . . .Jim Truscott

SPOUSE’S LUNCHEON

BUSINESS MEETING..... Tarantella IV

Opening Remarks. .. .. President
Minutes, 12th Annual Business Meeting. . . . . Secretary
Financial Report.. ... Treasurer

Old Business and Report of Activities
New Business
Election of Officers
Other New Business
Adjournment. . ... President
Hospitality Suite Open
DUSTOFF Sociability Exercise. . ... 7th Floor Terrace
DUSTOFF Dinner. .. .. Tarantella Ballroom

Remarks. . . . . President
Lucas Life-Saving Award. .. .. Richard Murphy, Lucas Aerospace
Program. . ...

Recognition of DESERT Dustoffers
Introduction of New Officers
Closing Remarks

Hospitality Suite Open

Sunday - 1 March 1992

0900

MEMORIAL SERVICE.. ... Tarantella [V












TRIALE O™

have been there. My hand was covered
with blood. This is really serious, I
thought.

We landed in the center of the
firefight, not 20 to 30 meters from the
enemy force. Two hunched-over infan-
trymen hurried toward us and literally
threw a black sergeant into our cargo
compartment. They both looked at me
in a weird way. I can imagine what 1
looked like after bullets had torn out my
throat and larynx.

Our co-pilot turned around and said,
“We’ll get you back, John. You’ll be all
right,”’ over the intercom.

Then I had an out-of-body experience.

1 was above the LLZ, above the rotor
blades, looking down at myself and the
others in the helicopter. There was no
pain. There was nothing. I'd taken off
my helmet and bulletproof chest protec-
tor. . .but I could still hear all of the con-
versation going on in the aircraft even
though my helmet was off. [ knew I was
going to die if I didn’t fight to get back
to my body. 1 looked out over the
beautiful Vietnamese countryside. It
wasn’t threatening. It wasn’t negative. It
was peaceful, very warm and I was go-
ing. .. going.
Soon I was back in the cargo compart-
ment. We did a maximum performance
takeoff straight up through additional
fire that ultimately shot out three of our
four radios and did other damage to the
aircraft.

I tried to start an IV in my arm, but
couldn’t because 1 was shaking too
much. The crew chief attempted to cover
the wound with gauze “4x8s”, but I
was having difficulty breathing and that
only made it worse, [ couldn’t believe it
was my turn. 1'd beeri treating patients
like this for what seemed like forever. I
thought I was invincible-but now it was
my turn. At first 1 denied the wound.
Then 1 became angry because 1 was suf-
focating, since the wound had swollen so
rapidly.

At that moment, | remembered a
female Vietnamese civilian we’d
previously evacuated. She was really

screwed up. The bottom portion of her|

face was missing-there was just a big,
gaping hole. Part of her throat was

blown away. The front of her chest was
gone. She was gross-looking, but she
was still alive and motioning to me with
her hands that she couldn’t breathe, Her
wounds weren’t bandaged and her face
was right next to mine, Her brown eyes
were bugged out of her head. Finally,
she died. And when I got hit, I thought,
“That mamasan is me. That’s what I
look like.” It repulsed me. It made me
angry. I used her image in my mind to
keep going because 1 didn’t want to die
like she did. I believe that mama-san
helped save my life,

Our helicopter landed at 1.Z Baldy
about 10 minutes later. I pointed the
waiting litter team toward the black
sergeant. 1 knew I was dying. Somehow,
I ran 70 yards into the aid station and
jumped on a litterused for examinations.
I knew I needed to be trached. First
Lieutenant Thomas took me by the
shoulders and asked me to lie down. As
soon as I reclined, I started choking on
my blood. So I sat up and tried motion-
ing hitm with my arms...just like the
mama-san had done. ‘I can’t breathe,”’
I mouthed.

Dr. Thomas held a scalpel. He said,
“You know what we gotta do.”

That’s how it happened. No
anesthetic! No nothing! He just took the
scalpel and started splitting my throat
while our co-pilot held my legs. That’s
when 1 first felt the pain. That intense,
overwhelming, all-encompassing pain
that was the last thing I remember. |
regained consciousness as a nurse was
cutting off my flight suit. They were
prepping me for the operating room at

the 95th Evacuation Hospital in Da
Nang.

Over 2] years and 12 operations later,
I still have a 100% disability from the
war, Major Jerry Bell, a doctor at an Ar-
my hospital at Fort Dix, New Jersey,
reconstructed my throat and larynx over
a period of 17 months with a skin graft
from my thigh. I wear a plastic tube (a
Montgomery T-tube) in the 1'% inch by
¥ inch hole in my throat. If [ want to
talk, 1 have to plug the end of the tube.
This forces air through my throat and
mouth.

It took a long time, but I made it. The
challenge is to hang tough during those
testing times. What I’ve learned is that

you can't be defeated if you never give
up. This goes for anyone, but especially
those disabled veterans of my genera-
tion’s war, previous conflicts, and those
recently wounded in the Persian Gulf.
As the old saying goes, “‘Freedom isn't
free.”” And a nation’s military personnel
will always bear a bigger burden than
anyone else in preserving this blessing
God has bestowed on America and a
number of other fortunate nations
around our world.

Note: Specialist Five Seebeth was
awarded the Distinguished Flying Cross
as was Captain Robeson, the writer, who
was flying ¢o-pilot the day SP5 Seebeth
was wounded.

HEROIC LAST
FLUTTER OF
PLUCKED
MEDEVAC BIRD

For those who've thought on the luck,
or lack of it, associated with particular
numbers or call signs - *‘Tay Ninh, Viet-
nam - When a Medevac bird lifted out of
Tay Ninh, none of her five man crew
could know it was the last time she’d
ever fly.

Hours later, when the crew arrived
back at the 15th Medical Battalion Aid
Station in Tay Ninh, visibly shaken,
bruised, and on another bird, the whole
story of how the medevac chopper had
died unfolded. '

The bird must have passed whatever
luck she had left in her, before she went
down, to WO Richard Leonard and the
rest of the crew,

The luck turned out to be quite a lot.

Throughout the history of the Ist
Calvary Division in Vietnam, Medevac
crews have gone into contact areas, even
with the shooting still going on, to pick
up the wounded. This was not going to
be any exception. Leonard radioed the
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soldiers on the ground as he made his
final approach, ‘‘We are coming to your
location at this time, so give us
everything you’ve got.”

The medic aboard the ill-fated bird
with the big red crosses was a man who
could make light of situations that would
break lesser men. ““Well,”’ said Specialist
5 Bill Keller, who had 30 days left before
going back to San Gabriel, California,
“those AKs talked to us all the way in
and their big brother just flat-out told us
to get out of the neighborhood.”’

As the medevac bird moved into con-
tact area, it started receiving small arms
fire, Just after Leonard put in to hover
-the thick jungle necessitated using the
hoist - a Blue Max Cobra pilot flying
aerial rocket artillery support radiced,
‘“Medevac! Medevac just got a direct hit
with a B4(!”

The B40 is a recoilless rifle rocket
grenade and is what Specialist Keller
termed ‘‘the big brother.”

The B40 hit above and behind the
medevac’s crew chief, Specialist 5§
Rodney Wiley, Alexandria, Louisiana,
in the transmission housing. The steel
gearbox not only kept most of the
shrapnel away from the crew, but also
prevented the fuel cells from becoming
ruptured and ignited. *‘l saw the round
coming toward me, but all | had time to
do was duck my head, then [ was thrown
out of the ship,” Wiley recalls.

Specialist 4 Dave Parks, Caldwell,
Idaho, a Silver Star-holding door gunner
on the medevac, said, *“I just did a lot of
praying.”

Once the stricken ship slammed to the
ground, however, and the crew got out,
Parks was manning his machine gun on
the hasty perimeter with the infan-
trymen. “‘I'm a machine gunner and,
just because my gun looks a little bit dif-
ferent from a grunt’s '60 doesn’t mean it
won't work on the ground.’’

Keller immediately checked out the
crew and then went around to the
wounded from the ground company, D
Company, 2nd Battalion, 5th Calvary,
and treated them.

Another medevac, this one from
Phuoc Vinh, tried to come into the same
area, but it also received heavy enemy

gunfire, Leonard waved it away because
“‘we were already too crowded down
there.”’

The second medevac bird took hits on
the way out, enough to force it to land in
a nearby clearing. A third medevac car-
ried out its crew.

A few hours later, in the pitch
darkness of the jungle, stumbling out
into a small clearing were a medevac
crew, some wounded infantrymen on
stretchers, and an escort of 14 infan-
trymen. This time, there were no com-
plications with the medevac mission.

Back in Tay Ninh, Keller looked at
Leonard and said, ‘‘You know
something? It took about a week and a
half to get through this one afternoon,
but tonight it takes only a millionth of a
second to relive a nightmare.”’

““Yes, we sure were lucky today,”
sighed the commander of the bird whose
tail number added up to 13.”

MIDWIFERY AT
2500 FEET

One of the famous DUSTOFF
medics, MSG Charles Allen, USA-Ret,
added to his growing reputation in 1965
on a mission reported by the United
Press International.

“The baby was coming and [ knew I
had to do something, so I did,”’ exptain-
ed SSGT Charles K Allen, a medical
evacuation aidman with the 57th Med
Evac Co here.

Sergeant Allen established a different
kind of “*first”’ for his versatile, lifesav-
ing unit when he delivered a healthy five
pound baby boy aboard a med evac
helicopter flying at 2500 feet.

His unique chore began ar § AM,
March 25, when the 57th received a call
from a small village in the dense
mangrove swamps about 20 miles
southeast of Saigon, The American adiy-
sor in the village notified the medics that
a wife of a Vietnamese soldier was in ad-
vanced labor with possible complica-
tions.

A ship, commanded by the 57th’s
commander, Maj Howard A Huntsman,
Jr, and piloted by Capt Douglas E
Moore, was immediately dispatched.

Arriving at the village 20 minutes
later, they circled until smoke signals
and radio contact with the advisor was
established. This area is one of the trou-
ble spots due to Viet Cong infiltrators.

Upen landing, Sergeant Allen coaxed
the Vietnamese woman onto a litter and,
assisted by the chopper’s crew chief, SP5
Bradley Lorinski, the patient was loaded
aboard the aircraft.

The woman’s soldier husband also
climbed aboard, nervous in the tradi-
tional fashion of fathers-to-be
everywhere, About 10 minutes after
takeoff, Sergeant Allen saw the woman
convulse with labor pains and, from her
expression, he flet, *‘something was hap-
pening.’’ He immediately started to
remove the covers and clothing from the
woman but her husband, now nervous
and flabbergasted, insisted on covering
his wife.

Finally, Sergeant Allen, assisted by
Specialist Lorinski, was able to prepare
the expectant mother. “*And,” as
Sergeant Allen related later in still sur-
prised tones, “within two minutes there
was the baby, healthy and breathing.”’

Sergent Allen cut the infant’s um-
bilical cord and ted it off; then
presented the new beaming father with
his new son, wrapped in the green blouse
of the Army Sergent,

Five minutes after the baby’s birth,
the helicopter arrived at Saigon’s Cong
Hoa Hospital. The new father leaped
from the craft and, not having any
cigars, immediately saluted each member
of the crew individually.

Latest report on mother and child is
‘““‘all is well”, Sergeant Allen, who has
since become the godfather of the baby,
has two boys of his own.

“Then I Bave
Bour Wounded”




DUSTOFF
ASSOCIATION
HISTORIAN

We have taken the liberty of naming
Joe Kralich as Historian for the Associa-
tion. The position, which is very deman-
ding and pays nothing but satisfaction, is
not addressed in the constitution and its
incorporation is ongoing. Joe is an ac-
complished historian and researcher. His
own experiences as a medic in Vietnam
add greatly to the perspective and talent
he brings to the job. The description of
the position of historian indicates that he
or she will be responsible for promoting
the objectives of the DUSTOFF Associa-
tion, focusing on the preservation of
materials and documents of historical
importance to the heritage and mission
of Army aeromedical evacuation.
Among specific duties of the historian
are:

— Providing access to historical
materials and reference services on
Army aeromedical evacuation to
DUSTOFF Association members.

— Maintaining selected archives for
documents, printed materials, and
photographs so as to facilitate
access by interested parties.

— Providing assistance to military
and civilians personnel and
DUSTOFF Association members
in areas of historical reference as
may be needed for unit or
individual research for official or
academic purposes.

— Maintaining an active bibliography
of published materials on
aeromedical evacuation with a
focus on the role of the US Army.

— Providing a report to the
DUSTOFF Association at its
annual business meeting.

— Maintaining liaison with such
agencies as the Center for Military
History, National Archives, US
Army Medical Museum, and
AMEDD Regimental Historian.

So...Joe’s on the case. Please use his

talents and services and share with him
any and all printed or pictorial material

you may have of a real ¢: potentially
historical nature. He’s to be found at PO
Box 1267, Ranchos, New Mexico 87557
and by phone (505) 758-5460.

POSITION REPORT
- FROM NAVASOTA

CW2 John Konek, (USA-Ret), the
DUSTOFF Association’s representative

in the Texas State Prison in Navasota,

wrote to comment on his membership
and to explain somewhat about the man-
ner in which his life has evolved since his
time in Vietnam, The following are ex-
tracted from separate letters to Jim
Ramsey, the local 1st Cavalry Division
father figure, and to the Association:

“How does one thank someone for
their sponsorship into a family of such
distinction as DUSTQOFF? Thank you
seems such a small word for such a
heavy emotional release as I look at the
DUSTOFF logo...**Dedicated
Unhesitating Service to our Fighting
Forces’’. The heavy emotional relaxant
that the logo implants as I think (and
hear) the sound of that frightened
“RTO’’ on 43.0 ““DUSTOFF,
DUSTOFF—I have four whiskies in
need of medevac.”” The times I sat in
that chopper and cried because the LZ
was too hot and I felt as if I let those
men down,

More than anything in this world, 1

miss being needed. I have a sense of mis-

sion unfinished. . .unfinished because
I’ve been afraid of meeting some veteran
who suffered because I couldn’t get into
the LZ due to heavy fire. . .the doubts [
have to this day. Couid I have made it if
I had tried a little harder?

The Association is a homecoming for
me. A comradeship of fellow care-
providers and one of fellow combat
veterans of the 1st Team.

For some, Vietnam was a 12 month
nightmare. For me, well, I grew up in
Vietnam,

As a child, my father would tell me:
John, when you do a job, regardless of
what that job is, do it in a way that you
would be proud to sign your name to it
and let the world know it was you that
did the job.

I have always believed that when one
joins an Association, he is always proud
to be a part of that family, DUSTOFF
has always been a family unit, one of
caring, love of a stranger, dedicated ser-
vice, and, in my opinion, never rejec-
tion, just acceptance.

In my life of crime, I'm proud to say
that I never hurt anyone. I never made
one dime.

My crimes are a result of my being ad-
dicted to adrenalin. Some would say that
I use Vietnam as an excuse for the crimes
I have committed. Not so. 1 take full
responsibility for my actions as a man,
Upon my return from Vietnam, Life was
bland. I missed being needed and missed
putting my life on the line for those that
needed me,

I did a burglary once in front of a cop
just so I could get him to chase me.
What a thrill that was! 1st time...two
years, second time. . .three years, third
time, . .six vears...and now, life. ..

Some would say...*What a
waste’’...not so! I don’t serve
time...time serves me. I am working
with younger cancer patients at a local
hospital, that’s not a waste. I worked
with young children at a local church
located in Spokane, Washington,
That’s not a waste,

I want to thank the Association for
their acceptance of me and I hope to
make all of you proud of me as a
member of this family.”







TRACKING DOWN VIETNAM DUSTOFF PILOTS

John Konek has carefully researched the rolls of the Vietnam Helicopter Pilot’s Association for DUSTOFFERs who may not
have been availed of the opportunity to join the DUSTOFF Association. The names of those pilots are below with their Vietnam
unit and years served. We’re asking John if he can obtain current addresses for the purpose of sending them membership infor-
mation. Any information anyone may have on these gentlemen, especially as pertains to their whereabouts, would be valuable in
this effort. We’ve tried to research for names of previous members, but some of the past data is a tad cloudy, so some bearing-
with may be called for. Spelling may not be exact as the information is second-source,

NAME VIETNAM UNIT(S) YEAR(S) NAME VIETNAM UNIT(S) YEAR(S)
Adams, Martin Francis, John 283d 70-71
Andrew, William 498th 70 Frank, Paul 498th, 159 67-68
Arval, John 571st 69-70 Fulton, Robert 498th 70-71
Avina, Alfonso 326th 70-71 Garza, David 68-69
Baenziger, Wayne 254th Gebryel, James 68th 67-68
Baker, Michael 247th 68 Gilbert, Thomas 498th 68
Bash, Robert 498th 70-71 Gilpin, Richard 498th 68-69
Beam, Rick 69-70 Gipson, T 283d 65-67
Becker, Frederick 498th, 54th 68-70 Goldenzweig, Bernie 82d 73!
Bell, Louie 45th, 54th 67-68 Gomez, David 237th, 57th 69-70, 72-73
Beson, James 159th 69-70 Grady, Taylor 159th 69
Bonner, Edward 54th 69-70 Graff, Conrad 159th 70
Boyd, Daniel 15th 68-69 Grant, Charles 498th 65-66
Brady, Robert 236th 70-71 Grass, Jack 57th, 82d 70-7T1
Bannon, Jay 57th, 247th 65-66, 69-70 Gray, Otis B 15th

Brooks, Larry 571st 71-72 Greene, William 67-68
Brown, Barry 15th 70-71 Grove, Tom 15th 68-69
Brown, Charlie 254th 68-69 Grubb, Thomas 159th 70
Bruce, Michael 326th 69-70 Hailes, Sherman 247th 69-70
Caldwald, Don 15th 67-68 Hansen, Christopher 236th 70
Campbell, Edward 498th 69-70 Hanson, Donald 254th 65-66
Carson, Keith 498th 65-66 Harris, Jim 571st, 237th 68-69
Chaney, Steven 15th 67-68 Hefter, Gene 57th 65-66
Colgrove, Tyrone 254th, 247th 70-71 Hill, John 57th 67-68
Culveyhouse, James 71 Hilliard, Michael 82d 68-69
Daily, James 159th 68-69 Hogan, Charles 45th, 254th, 283d 70-71
DeGeest, Gordon 254th 65-66 Holmes, Tom 283d 69-70
DeLoach, Frederick 326th 71 Horrell, Tim 159th 10-71
Derber, Dennis 69-70 Horvath, John 237th 73
Desveaux, Angus 254th 66 House, Phillip 498th 70
Dick, Chartles 498th 68-69 Jacobs, Art 15th 67-68
Dingley, Robert 498th, 254th 69 Jahn, William 498th 70-71
Dipboye, Richard 326th 70-71 Johnson, David 159th 71-72
Douglas, Jackie 54th, 326th 70-71 Johnson, Raymond 65
Dozhier, Joel 237th 70-71 Johnson, Wayne 283d 69-70
Dunn, Joseph 15th 70-71 Killker, Gary 50th, 57th 67-68, 70-71
Dvorak, William 498th 68-69 Kinsey, Jerry 45th 69-70
Ellsworth, James 45th, 159th 67, 69 Kirkland, Joseph S71st 69-70
Fairchild, Charles 498th 66-67 Kraby, David A 45th 68-69
Farrance, John 283d 70-71 Kuranz, Joseph 50th, 498th 67-68
Fitzgerald, Ed 498th Laird, Richard 82d 70-71
Found, Richard 68th 68-69 Land, Henry 15th 67-68
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