








‘MEN, STRESS, AND VIETNAM’

Doctor Peter G. Bourne, of the
Stanford University medical Center
Department of Psychiatry, conducted
a detailed scientific evaluation of a
number of helicopter ambulance
crewmen in early 1966. The study,

published in 1970, made some
noteworthy points about men
chronically exposed to ‘acutely

stressful combat’. Extracts of Doctor
Bourne’s work follow. Also of some in-
terest is that the author identifies the
units as the 57th and ‘28%th’ Medical
Detachments. Best we can tell, the 57th
was certainly lurking about Tan Son
Nhut during that period as was the
283d, thus we’ve taken the liberty of
revising that part of his text.

‘At one edge of the sprawling
military complex on the grounds of
Saigon’s Tan Son Nhut Airport is an
inconspicuous Quonset hut. Out of this
unpretentious little building operates
an organization to which  many
thousands of American and Viet-
namese soldiers owe their lives. A small
red-on-blue sign nailed over the door
proclaims it as the headquarters of the
57th and 283d Medical detachments
(Helicopter Ambulance), but it is bet-
ter known to the fighting men in the
field as the home of the ‘‘DUSTOFF
Crews’’, These two units provide the
spectacularly rapid evacuation of bat-
tle casualties which more than anything
else has been responsible for keeping
the survival rate of our injured so high
in the war. This rate has remained
around 98 percent.

Inside the building the desks, filing
cabinets, and two pretty Vietnamese
secretaries give it the outward ap-
pearance of any one of a hundred other
offices dealing with the more mundane
day-to-day operations of this, the
busiest airport in the world. However,
in one corner is a maze of radio equip-
ment which is monitored twenty-four
hours a day, keeping this office and the
forty officers and enlisted men who
work there in constant contact with the
operational command for the 11 Corps
area around Saigon. On the walls are
intricate maps of the combat zones,
and large charts on which a tally of all
medical evacuations made by the units
is kept, as well as a list of their own

casualties suffered in the process. The
most arresting item on the wall is an
enlargement of a color photograph
taken by a Life magazine photo-
grapher. It shows a helicopter with big
red crosses on it sliding down through
the trees into a clearing where the
ground is littered with the shattered
remnants of an ambushed American
unit. The air is still cloudy with the
smoke of battle and the bullets are still
flying. The picture, taken from the
ground, shows the hope mixed with an-
quish on the faces of the wounded
men, for whom the helicopter means
the difference between death and sur-
vival. This photograph portrays the
climactic moment - medical evacuation
under fire - which has earned for the
men who fly in the helicopters the
respect and admiration of soldiers
throughout Vietnam. Every man in
these units knows what it feels like to
fly into that clearing, and there have
been times when this has been a daily
occurrence for them. Sometimes
several days elapse without significant
contact being made with the enemy in
the area, and there are no casualties to
evacuate. At these times the only
flights are made to resupply isolated
medical units or to evacuate back to a
hospital soldiers who have become ill
from malaria or other diseases.
Generally speaking, these are routine
flights, with littie stress attached to
them. Sooner or later, however, the
fighting resumes, and a call comes in
for a ‘medevac’.

Many writers have characterized the
Vietnam War as the war of the
helicopter. Without it the nature of the
combat would be strikingly different,
and we might well no longer be in
Southeast Asia. The rapid mobility
which the helicopter affords means
that men can be iransported from
highly secure areas into the most in-
tense combat and back to security
again in a matter of minutes. In look-
ing for suitable subjects in whom to
study the effects of combat stress, I felt
these helicopter ambulance crews ex-
emplified better than any other group
this unique type of acutely stressful
combat exposure interspersed with
longer periods of security and relaxa-

tion. They were, in addition, readily
available for study, not only because of
their willingness to cooperate, but also
because they were based in Saigon, so
that urine and blood samples for the
measurement of adrenal cortical activi-

ty could be easily and rapidly
transported to our laboratory for pro-
cessing.

When initial contact was made with
the 57th and 283d Medical Detach-
ments in October of 1965, we found
that although nominally two separate
units, they operate with such close
coordination - even to the extent of
mixing crews - that they function essen-
tially as one organization. This meant
that with a single administrative con-
tact we had access to a relarively large
number of men.

At this stage, when we were not fully
familiar with what was involved in
medical evacuation and while we were
still unsure that these crews would be
appropriate for investigation, my
technican and [ accompanied them on
several flights for our own edification.
Subsequently, once the study was in
progress, we flew on at least one mis-
sion with each of our subjects. The
following is a description of one such
flight in October of 1965, on which 1

was present as an observer. )
It is 1830 hours when a call comes in on

the radio from a platoon of the 173d
Airborne Brigade. They are in a fire
fight on the edge of the “Iron Tri-
angle” and have two dead and two
wounded. They have cleared an LZ
(landing zone), but it is not entirely
secure, and they are still receiving occa-
sional bursts of small-arms fire from
the jungle around their perimeter.
However, the two wounded men, one
shot in the legs and the other with
shrapnel wounds of the face and
shoulders - are in critical condition and
the medic in the unit feels they will not
survive the night unless they can be
rapidiy evacuated to a hospital for
surgery.

As soon as the call is received, two
pilots - a tall, lanky Lieutenant and a
Graying warrant officer - are immediate-
ly up from their desks where they have
been filling out reports. The tranistion

Continued on next page
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‘Men, Stress, and Vietnam’ conined

from desk soldier to combat pilot is
amazingly fast and complete. Flak
vests, which had been slung in-
conspicuously over the backs of their
chairs, are put on and steel breastplates
are strapped over their -chests. With
M16 rifles in one hand and flight
helmets in the other, these men bear lit-
tie resemblance to the relaxed office
workers they had appeared to be a few
moments earlier.

Two enlisted men - the medic, a
balding father of two, and the crew
chief, a quiet young Negro - make up
the rest of the four man crew. I accom-
pany them as an observer. We drive
out to the flight line in a Jeep. The
helmets we wear come with implanted
earphones so that, despite the deafen-
ing roar of the turbojet engine of the
helicopter, we can communicate at all
times with the pilot and copilot. After
we climb in and take our places on the
red canvas seats, we plug in our cables
from our helmets into an overhead
line.

Minutes later we are skimming over
the treetops at the edge of the airport
and then past the neatly lined market
gardens of Saigon’s northern suburbs
and across the wide, twisting Saigon
River. As we fly higher the air becomes
cooler and is a welcome change from
the heat and humidity on the ground.
Further away from the city the vegeta-
tion beneath us becomes a purplish
brown, attesting to the success of the
defoliation planes which fly daily over
the area. Around us in every direction
is a swarm of helicopters and planes on
a myriad of other missions.

I am sitting in the back of the
helicopter between the medic and the
crew chief, both of who are gripping
their weapons and staring wordlessly
out of the open doors beside them.
This is the hardest part of the flight for
these men. The pilots are busy with the
multiple demands of flying the
helicopter and have little time to think
of anything else, but there is no
anxiety-relieving task on which those in
the back can concentrate. Minutes ago
they were drinking coffee in the com-
fort and security of the office; now
they are flying into a jungle battle
about which they know little except

that two men have already lost their
lives, and all they can do is sit and wait
and think about the impending danger.
Not until they get there will they know
how bad it is.

The ride is brief, and in twenty
minutes we are approaching the grid
coordinates which the beleaguered unit
had called in as their position.
Sometimes it takes many minutes to
locate a small unit in this dense jungle,
but today it is not a problem. The air
strike which had been called in on the
enemy is there ahead of us; after each
pass by two low-flying jets, puffs of
orange-yellow flame billow from the
jungle carpet and immediately turn in-
to little mushrooms of dense white
smoke, marking the area of combat.
Our pilot is in radio contact with the
people on the ground, who advise him
to approach the clearing from the
north, where the trees are not so tall
and the Viet Cong are in smaller
numbers. The medic puts out his
cigarette and unlocks the litters from-
their racks as we wind down toward the
ground. We can see the men in the
clearing crouching behind hastily con-
structed defenses of earth and felled
rees. At first it seems peaceful enough,
but as we come in on our final ap-
proach a hail of fire comes up at us
from the trees. Because of the noise of
the engine, enemy fire can often go un-
noticed in the daytime unless rounds
actually hit the craft. Now, in the
darkening twilight of the evening, the
readily visible tracer bullets, enlarging
like fiery orange grapefruits as they
come toward us, leave little doubt
about their presence or the accuracy of
the fire. The helicopter is jarred
momentarily as two machine-gun
rounds punch holes in the tail section.

As we touch down, raising a cloud of
dust, the medic and the crew chief
jump out with the litters. The distance
they can move from the helicopter is
limited by the cords of their earphones,
which attaches them to the mother
craft like long umbilicuses. As it is too
noisy to talk, they converse with the in-
fantrymen in sign language. The dead,
wrapped in green plastic ponchos, are
put into the helicopter first. Then the
litters bearing the two wounded are

passed in and placed in the three-tier
rack. Bottles of intravenous plasma
running into the arms of both men are
hooked to the vertical poles of the litter
rack. One patient is a crewcut blond
18-year-man, a sergeant, with blood-
stained field dressings covering half of
his face and his right shouder. He does
not try to talk, but lies dragging on the
end of a cigarette.

The firing from the tree line continues,
but there is tco much to do too quickly
for us to return the fire. For the pilots
every second on the ground is an age.
There is nothing they can do during
this time except to call on the intercom
for greater haste. In the meantime they
just sit and wait, vulnerable targets
strapped into their seats, surrounded
by plexiglass. Although they always
complain that the time on the ground is
too long, in this instance it is only a lit-
tle over a minute. Then we are flying
up through the trees again and are
rapidly out of range of the pursuing
bullets. We are cramped because of our
four new passengers, but except for
tending to the needs of the two wound-
ed men, we are relaxed on the return
flight. Flying back over the Saigon
River we can see two small figures
water-skiing only moments away by air
from where men are dying. An am-
bulance from the 3rd Field Hospital
meets us at the airport, and the patients
and the two bodies are unloaded. A lit-
ter exchange is effected to replace in
the helicopter the four litters that go in-
to the ambulance. This is an important
ritual for our medic, who must ensure
that he is never left without adequate
litters in the field.

Fifteen minutes later we are back in
the office discussing the flight over a
cup of coffee while the two pilots sit at
their desks writing their. report. In two
hours we will have all gone our
separate ways to the relative security of
the bars and restaurants of Saigon.

There was little doubt that the
“DUSTOFF”’ crews were ideally suited
for a study of combat stress. Not only
were they exposed to the dangers which
exist in all wars, but their type of ex-
posure exemplified the sort of combat
which is characteristic of the war in
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Vietnam. Ideally we would have
studied all the members of the crews.
However, due to logistics and ad-
ministrative considerations; we were
forced to limit our selection. We finally
decided to restrict our investigation to
the medical aidmen, rather than the
pilots or the crew chiefs. The medics
were well accustomed to being subjects
of medical research and being enlisted
men, could more easilty be controlled
and imposed upon for the purpose of
obtaining the necessary twenty-four
hour urine specimens we required.

The study was conducted from
January 10 through February 7, 1966.
During the first week the majority of
evacuations were made in support of
the 173d Airborne Brigade and the st
Infantry Division near a town called
Trung Lap, approximately 30 miles
northwest of Saigon. These units were
engaged at the time in a sweep-and-
clear operation to secure the area for
the arrival of the 25th Infantry Divi-
sion. Most of the subjects regarded this
period as being more hazardous than
usual, and most of them were flying
more missions than usual. January 21,
a Friday, was the beginning of the
lunar new year, ‘“Tet’’, in Vietnam.
There was an unofficial ceasefire on
both sides, and hostilities fell to a
minimum. Throughout that weekend
the units maintained only skeleton
crews, with the majority of the men
having a three-day vacation. During
the next two weeks the level of hostile
activity remained initiaily below
average, but gradually picked up to its
former level. However, even when not
flying in support of combat opera-
tions, the men still flew a considerable
number of relatively routine missions.

(Note: ‘Methods’ and “‘Results’ sec-
tions omitted - Basically descriptions
of unrinalyses, steroid and biochemical
findings - Data available on request.
Selected portions of the ‘Comment’’
section are of some worth.)

The hormonal data obtained in this
study indicate two major findings.
First, and perhaps most important in
terms of what might have been an-
ticipated, the level of 24-hour urinary
I7-OHCS excretion in these subjects
bears no direct relationship to whether
they were flying combat missions or
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not. Secondly, the chronic mean level
of steroid excretion of each man for
the entire period of the study was
significantly lower than that predicted
by weight alone. These two fea-
tures...suggest that combat flying ver-
sus nonflying cannot be interpreted
alone as stress versus nonstress, notr
can the threat of death and mutilation,
a relatively absolute measure, be
equated with stress without considera-
tion of the manner in which each in-
dividual perceives the threat.

Intimate association with the sub-
Jects in this study as well as the formal-
ly collected behavioral data led to the
conclusion that these men utilized very
extensive and effective psychological
defenses to enable them to minimize
the affective response to the dangers of
their job as well as to the suffering of
others to which they were exposed. It
appeared that in order to do this they
perceived their environment in a man-
ner which was quite distinct frosm the
way in which less intimately involved
observers viewed it. By so doing, they
were able to cope with the frequently
life-threatening events to which they
were exposed without suffering a per-
sisting increase in adrenal secretion.
This adaptation allowed them 1o fulfill
the military demands placed on them
with at least a tolerable degree of com-
fort.

Interviews with the subjects revealed
their general reluctance to discuss the
inevitable dangers of combat. Most of
the men denied that their job involved
any real danger and readily named
other units which they claimed had in-
finitely more hazardous duty. On the
other hand, throughout Vietnam it is
generally accepted that the members of
“DUSTOFF”’ crews are exposed more
consistently to more high risk situa-
tions than almost any other outfit. The
apparent need to deny even the realistic
danger of the job was emphasized to
me by the statement of one helicopter
pilot who said in all sincerity, “‘I just
do not see what stress we are under
which makes us worth studying.”’

When torced to face tangible
evidence of the danger, such as the
casuaities in their own units, the men
emphasized what they felt were ungiue
circumstances under which. their col-

leagues had ben killed or wounded.
One medic had recently lost his life on
a pickup when the pilot had taken off
without him, leaving him on the
ground; when they had returned for
him moments later he was dead.
Although such an inadvertent mistake
could easily happen again, the story
was told as if to discount the danger
when errors did not occur, with the
assumption that the subjects
themselves would never be victims of
such an event.

While minimizing the danger they
also tended to emphasize the rewards
of the job in terms of the prestige they
had among other troops because they
were helicopter ambulance medics, as
well as the frequent expressions of
gratitude from the casualties they
evacuated. The opportunities to win
medals and the added pay for flying
were also mentioned, particularly by
the two younger non-career medics, as
reasons for accepting what are in the
final analysis volunteer jobs. Three of
the subjects expressed strong desire to
leave their units. One man stated there
was little chance of a promotion in his
present position; a second wanted to go
to helicopter pilot school; and a third
merely wanted to leave the Army and
return to his father’s business. All of
them denied that the danger of the job
played any part in their decision, and it
was difficult 1o know to what extent
this was true.

Defensive maneuvers, which seem to
be a crucial factor in allowing these
men to continue functioning satisfac-
torily day after day, take a variety of
forms, all of which seem to be equally
effective. The following are examples
of some of the ways in which the men
handled the situation.

One subject was a sincerly religious
Catholic who belived that God would
protect him no matter how great the
danger. This belief was considerably
reinforced by his successful survival
throughout the Korean War, during
which he claims to have been exposed
to even more hazardous conditions.
Despite his faith in his ultimate survival
he described himself as a nervous per-
son, and had a slight tremor, which he
dated back to his Korean War days.

Continued on page 10







14TH ANNUAL REUNION OF THE DUSTOFF ASSOCIATION
26 February — 28 February 1993
REGISTRATION FORM

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

1. Dues:

Annuwal 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 - $10. each

Non-member/guest costs - $12.50 each

NOTE: Registration costs after 20 February will be $20. each for members and spouses and $12.50 each for non-members and guests.

3. Friday Night Mission Briefing Number Attending Price

(Mexican Buffet - $16.)
Number Attending

Number Attending Price
4. Spouse’s Luncheon $11. At Zuni Grill
On The River (Menu on page 3)

Number Attending Price
5. Chuck Mateer Memorial Golf
Classic — $21. Non-Club members
$12. Club Members
Golf Handicap
NOTE: Refunds in event of inclement weather. Number Attending Price

6. Saturday Night Reunion Dinner

Cocktail Party - Cash Bar

Dinner - $20. Number Attending

Roast Prime Rib of Beef
or Chicken Dijon Beef #

Chicken # Toial:

Please make check payable to DUSTOFF ASSOCIATION.
Refunds cannot be guaranteed for cancellations made after
20 February. Please mail this form with payment to:
The DUSTOFF Association
P.O. Box 8091 - Wainwright Station
San Antonio, Texas 78208

Reunion will be held at the Holiday Inn - Airport ® 77 NE Loop 410 ® San Antonio, Texas 78216  (210) 349-9900 * Hotel reserva-
tions should be made directly with the Holiday Inn - Airport - Ensure that you tell them you’re with the DUSTOFF Association to
obtain our contracted room rate. The toll-free number is (800} 275-2847.
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The DUSTOFF Association
P.O. Box 8091 — Wainwright Station
San Antonio, Texas 78202

The 14th annual reunion will be held at the Holiday Inn — Airport, 77 NE Loop 410, San Antonio,
Texas 78216, (210) 349-9900. Hotel reservations should be made directly with the Holiday Inn - Airport.
Ensure you tell them you're with the DUSTOFF Association to obtain the contracted room rate of
$61.00. The toll-free number is (R00) 272-2847.

14th ANNUAL REUNION OF THE DUSTOFF ASSOCIATION

Holiday Inn — Airport, San Antonio, Texas
26 February — 28 February 1993

SCHEDULE OF EVENTS

Friday - 26 February

12-1800 Registration........ Main Lobby
13-1800 10th Annual Chuck Mateer Golf Classic...Fort Sam Houston Golf Course
15-1800 Hospitality Suite QOpen....... 2nd Floor
19-2200 Cocktail Buffet...Main Ball Room

*(Cash Bar

*Buffet - Mexican

Marinated Vegetable Salad, Guacamole w/Tortilla Chips, Pico de Gallo,
Chicken Fajitas w/Grilled Onions and Flour Tortillas, Cheese Enchiladas w/Ran-
chero Sauce, Fresh Tamales, Borracho Beans, Mexican Rice, Flour Tortillas and
Butter, Coffee, Tea and Bunuelos.

200  Hospitality Suite Open....... 2nd Floor
Saturday - 27 February 1993
0900 PROFESSIONAL MEETING.....Main Ball Room

0900 Opening Remarks...Roger Opio, President, DUSTOFF Association
0905-1145 Professional Meeting

1145 Closing Remarks.. Ed Bradshaw
1215-1430 SPOUSE’S LUNCHEON
1330 BUSINESS MEETING.....Main Ball Room

1330-1340 Opening Remarks.....President

1340-1350 Minutes, 13th Annual Business Meeting...
1350-1400 Financial Report....Treasurer

1400-1415 Old Business and report of Activities
1415-1500 New Business

1500 Adjournment....... President

1500-1800 Hospitality Suite Open

.Secretary

1830-2000 DUSTOFF Sociability Exercise.....2nd Floor
2000-2200 DUSTOFF Dinner..... Main Ball Room
*MENU*

Roast Prime Rib of Beef
or Chicken Dijon

2100 Remarks...President

2115 Lucas Life-Saving Award...... TBA
2130 Guest Speaker....... TBA

2145 Introduction of New Officers

2158 Closing Remarks

2200 Hospitality Suite Open
Sunday - 28 February 1993
(900

Memoral Service....... Main Ball Room

NEWSLETTER FEEDBACK

For your viewing pleasure the UH-60Q and the CASA 212 Medlcal Evacuation
Aircraft will be on display throughout the convention.

‘33 DUSTOFF’

Bill Booth, motion picture writer ex-
traordinaire, reports on his writing of
the motion picture proposal tentatively
titled ‘33 DUSTOFF’:

‘In the article, ‘DUSTOQFF - The
Movie’, you reported on the movie
script I'm writing, which endeavors to
capture and depict the DUSTOFF ex-
perience in Vietnam. To offer an up-
date to your membership, I have com-
pleted the first draft of ‘33
DUSTOFF’, Although there are many,
many mountains to conquer between a
first rough draft script and, ultimately,
a feature length motion picture, 1 re-
main increasingly enthusiastic and op-
timistic about this undertaking.

While this project is far from com-
pletion, [ want to express my thanks to
those of you who have helped me thus
far. For sharing with me your Vietnam
DUSTOFF memories and experiences,
1 am very appreciative. 1 would
especially like to thank the DUSTOFF
Association historian, Joe ‘Doc’
Kralich, and General Pat Brady for
their invaluable assistance.

I am also deeply indebted to Colonel
Jim Truscott for never failing to find
the time to answer my never-ending
supply of technical and historical ques-
tions. His graphic portrayals and col-
orful recollections, along with his ex-
pert technical advice, have provided
me with a unique insight into Vietnam
DUSTOFF.

On a more personal note, I would
like to acknowledge the recent passing
of the man who presented me with my
first set of Nomex, then allowed me to
fly as a medic on his helicopter. Col-
onel Michael G. Casey was a highly-
decorated Army Aviator in Vietnam,
who later became a member of the
DUSTOFF community as commander
of the Maine National Guard’s 112th
Medical Company (Air Ambulance).
The inspiration for ‘33 DUSTOFF'
was born during the months [ flew with

.Mike, and I will forever be grateful for

this experience. It saddens me that he
will not be around to see this project
come to fruitation. He was loved by
all, and I am a better person for having
known him.

Again, thank you all for your kind-
ness, your generosity, and your sup-
port. I hope to have the opportunity to
speak with many more of you as |
begin the script revision process.’






WHAT HAPPENS WHEN WAR
SEPARATES A YOUNG FAMILY

Ladies’ Home Journal carried the
following article written by W.C.
Heinz about a famous DUSTOFF
family during their first Vietnam tour
in1964-1965. The story has much to say
about the spouses who keep things
alive at home while the warriors are
thousands of miles off in wartorn lands -

‘At 8 o’clock on the morning of last
October 8, Army Captain Douglas
Moore, 28, a medical helicopter pilot
on his way to Vietnam, backed his
black Thunderbird out of the short
concrete driveway at the side of the
small ranch-type house in Jonesboro,
Arkansas. He and his family had just
moved into the house the week before.
In the seat next to him his wife Bar-
bara, 26, held their seven month old
son, Keith, and in the back seat was
their daughter, Lizabeth Ann, about to
be four.

The sun was shining and it was cool.
At the airport, Doug Meore got out of
the car, but his family did not get out
with him. The last they saw of him, he
stood there in his summer dress uni-
form with his bag in one hand and
waving with the other.

*Doug was trying to smile,”” Bar-
bara Moore recalls, ‘but Lizzie was
crying and [ was crying. When we got
back home, Lizzie went out to play,
and I heard a plane go over the house. |
didn’t go out to look at it, but I knew
he was on it, and for those first five
months 1 was sort of in a daze. It’s not
easy to explain now, but I almost
didn’t want to go on with my own
life.”

Barbara Moore’s reaction is not easy
to explain because she had been an Ar-
my wife for almost six years, and for
months she had known that one day
her husband would be leaving for Viet-
nam. She is a resourceful woman who,
growing up in St. Louis, knew much
loneliness after her parents were
divorced and, at the age of nine, she
went 1o live with her father. In those
days, the telephone was a link to
friendships. Now it became an object
of fear.

I used to dread even the thought of
that phone ringing,”” she says, “‘and to

some extent ! still do. There was so
much on television and in the news-
papers about hclicopters being shot
down, and when the phone rang my
stomach would just tighten. 1 was
afraid to hear that word ‘‘telegram’’.
One day the phone rang and I heard
the operator say “‘telegram’’ and I just
froze. 1 was shaking all over and 1
didn’t hear another word. Then I asked
her to repeat it, and it was from the
moving company. They had lost our
king-sized mattress, and they had just
found it.”’

““Then there was the time, just after
Doug arrived in Vietnam, when the
Bien Hoa Air Base was bombed. I
didn’t know then that he was stationed
at Tan Son Nhut, and 1 was really
frightened. For two days [ kept trying
to phone a Major here in Jonesboro,
and when I finally got him, he said:
‘Look, Mrs. Moore, if your husband
were dead or wounded, you’d have
been notified by now.” To me, that
seemed so callous, like the telegram
they send when your husband is killed.
It’s your whole family, your whole life
that’s involved, and there should be
some better way for them to tell you.”

Barbara Moore is five feet four and
slim, has reddish-brown hair and pale
blue eves, and she is pretty enough
that, at Arkansas State College near
Jonesboro, where she took one year to
study music and met her husband, she
was voted ROTC Queen. In those first
five months her husband was gone,
and she faced up to Christmas without
him and then the terrible fear of losing
her son to pneumcnia, her weight
dropped from 114 to £04 pounds.

“Those were the two times,”” she
says, ‘“when 1 guess I was actually
resentful. 1 really didn’t want to go
through with Christmas, but you do it
for the children.”

She had sent her husband a manicure
set, a military comb and brush set, and
slippers. The week before Christmas,
because on Christmas Day she would
be taking the children to Doug’s folks
in Trumann, Arkansas, and then to her
relatives in St. Louis, she bought the
tree and set it up in the small living

room of the three bedroom, pale green
stuccoed house she rents for $80 a
month.

“On the morning of Christmas
Eve,”’ she says, ‘I heard on the radio
that the Rex Hotel in Saigon had been
bombed. It wasn’t until the evening
news that they explained the hotel is in
downtown Saigon and [ could reason
that Doug wouldn’t be there.””

Right after she put the children to
bed, she took down the tree. **Then I
felt very lonely,”’ she said, ‘‘and even
bitter, because in one of his letters
Doug had been so enthusiastic about a
Christmas party they were arranging
for an orphanage in Saigon. It was just
self-pity, but sometimes you can’t con-
trol it.”

The worst month for Barbara Moore
was February when she and the
children were sick with the flu and then
Keith came down with pneumonia.
Several nights it was long after mid-
night before he stopped crying and
went on off into sleep, and one night
she was up with him until six o’clock in
the morning. Then. after they X-rayed
him, she heard the doctor say:
““There’s an awful lot of pneumonia
there, more than | thought. We've got
to get him to the hospital right away.”’

“They got him the last bed in the
pediatrics ward at St. Bernard’s,’” she
says, ‘‘and there were three beds in
each room and a sick child in each bed
and the relatives slept in the room on
the chairs. I found a pillow in a closet
in the hall and slept on the floor.”

““One woman was able to sleep in the
bed with her daughter, but for two
days they had Keith in an oxygen tent.
That first day he cried from one
o’clock in the afternoon until five
because he was so dehydrated from the
intestinal flu that they had to inject
fluids into him.”’

*“I remember I resented the other
women in the room, because they had
their husbands there and they were still
bickering and complaining about how
much they had to do. I also resented
the Vietnamese, who were demon-

Continued on next page
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YOUNG FAMILY continued

strating over the Buddhist problem
against whatever government was in
power at the time. I just lost sight of
why we Americans are over there and
what Doug is doing there every day.’

On a typical day in Vietnam, Dough
Moore is awakened by the ringing of
the leather-covered travel clock bought
at the post exchange at Fort Sam
Houston and given him for his 28th
birthday. He is in an air-conditioned
but sparsely furnished room, its win-
dows taped to prevent flying glass. He
shares it with a first lieutenant in the
one-story whitewashed, U-shaped off-
ficers’ quarters inside the walled and
barbed-wire compound nor far from
Saigon’s Tan Son Nhut airfield. He has
breakfasr in the officers’ mess, its Viet-
namese waitresses in their bright-
pantalooned ao dais. Ar 7:30 he is ar
the white-painted, tin-roofed opera-
tions shack of the 57th Air Medical
Evacuation Detachment (Editor’s
Note: Technical inaccuracies are rhose
of the author and not corrected as
outlined in the edirorial policy of the
DUSTOFFer), compiling results of the
previous day’s missions and serving as
assistant operations officer. The 57th
has four helicopters and crews and they
are available around the clock. They
Sy into the forward, often isolated,
areas, bring out the wounded and the
sick, and at least one aircraft accom-
panies every combat assaulr.

“We’re like a doctor or the fire
depariment in the States,”’ Doug
Moore says, “We sit until somebody
wanis us, and at night we usuaily keep
our uniforms on because that’s when
the Viet Cong like ro hit. About
rweniy-five percent of our flights are ar
night, so we’ve got a hot line right into
our rocoms and a jeep with a red light
and siren on it, and we can move in a
hurry.”’

With two months of his year in Vier-
nam to go, Doug Moore has flown
more than 350 missions, logged more
than 300 hours in the air, ferried more
than 400 patients and picked up 11 Air
Medals. He is just over six feet rall,
about 190 pounds, with close-cur
brown-blond hair and greenish-gray
eyes.

“Roger,”” Doug Moore is saying
now, answering a call to pick up two
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sick American paratroopers with a
brigade bivouacked near Bien Hoa Air
Base, 16 miles north. *°A big fat Roger,
and I'll take it.”’

On the flight line, as they get into
their Huey - the Bell UH-IB - the .45’s
on their belts, wearing their flak
Jackets and flyving helmets, Moore has
with him the pilot, First Lieutenant
Mike Trader, 23, of Elm Grove,
Wisconsin, the crew chief, Specialist
Four Ronald Lewis, 19, of Palatka,
Florida; and medic, Specialist Five
Donald Chambers, 21 of Matewan,
West Virginia. Inside the helicopter
they check their AR-15 Armalite rifles,
the litrers and the plastic-coated maps.

“All clear,’’ Moore says now on
the intercom.

‘“Ready, sir.'’ Lewis says.

“Dustoff Control,”” Moore says on
the radio, '‘this is Dustoff seven-one.
We’re proceeding to Bien Hoa....
Saigon rower, request permission for
takeoff.”’

When Barbara Moore - then Barbara
Helms - was growing up living with her
father, a maintenance man for a St.
Louis brewery, attending Hancock
High, cooking dinners and cleaning
house, she had hoped that her singing
voice might be strong enough to carry
her onto the professional stage. Her
one year at Arkansas State convinced
her that this was no more than a hope,
but by then she had met the man she
thought she wanted to marry.

“‘Possibly because my parents had
been divorced,”’ she says, ‘I had never
had the same attitude toward marriage
as so many of my girl friends. They
had hope chests and would show me
their table linen and their embroidered
pillow cases, and I thought that was
wrong. 1 didn’t just want to plan on
marriage itself. I wouldn’t think of
marriage until I met the man.”’

She first saw Doug Moore late in
August of 1957, It was during the
orientation program for freshman girls
at Arkansas State. They were gathered
in the lounge of the girl’s dormitory,
and Doug Moore, going into his senior
year and vice president of the student
body, stood in front of them, good-
looking, composed, with a sense of
humor and - she laughed about this
with some of the girls later - he talked
about the dangers of coed relationships
without quite mentioning pregnancy.

At the end of the 1957-58 year, Bar-
bara Helms went to work, and, in the
fall, Doug Moore went back to college
to pick up some extra credits. Her first
vear out of high school she had worked
first at the counter of a steak and shake
restaurant from 5 p.m. until 2 a.m. and
then in the pharmacy at Lutheran
Hospital doing typing and filing. Then
she got a job working with a payroll
machine at a company manufacturing
mesh and burlap bags for vegetables
and fruit. She was still there when, on
February 4, 1959, she and Doug stood
before a Methodist minister in the liv-
ing room of the minister’s house in
Hillsboro, Missouri, she in a light blue
wool jersey sheath dress with gold
cummberbund and he in a dark brown
suit, with just the minister’s wife as a
witness.

In the next six and a half years they
were to move eight times - Fort Hood,
Fort Sam Houston, Wertheim (Ger-
many), Fort Rucker, Camp Wolters,
Fort Bragg, Fort Sam again and Jones-
boro. She flew to Germany three mon-
ths after Doug - 22 hours on a cold
prop plane with GI's, Navy, and Air
Force personnel; the woman who limp-
ed because one leg was shorter than the
other and had two teenage daughters;
the woman with seven children, all
under 12, who had lost her luggage
-but the three years there were the best.
They had a Volkswagen and, on leaves,
toured every country in Europe, in-
cluding Andorra, and Lizzie was born
there in an American post hospital.

*Last March,” she says, ‘‘Doug
wrote about the birth of a baby in his
helicopter. They'd gone down to a
village in some mangrove swamps
southeast of Saigon where there was a
pregnant woman with complications,
and about halfway back the medical
sergeant had to deliver the baby. After
I read rhat, I though that, well, maybe
now he’ll have some idea of what it’s
like to have a baby.”

“It’s especially bad in the Army
because your husband just takes you to
the hospital and then they close those
big doors after you and they won't
even let your husband wait. Going into
that delivery room I didn’t even know
enough to be afraid, but 1 was five
hours in there. They had a saddle block
on me and I know I screamed plenty

Continued on next page



YOUNG FAMILY continued

because Lizzie was two weeks overdue
and weighed nine pounds, eleven
ounces.”

And yet the lives of Barbara and
Douglas Moore are committed to the
US Army. Originally growing up on his
parent’s farm in Marked Tree, Arkan-
sas, and then at Arkansas State, Doug
had wanted to become a teacher of
agricultural science. But he had always
been interested in flying, though, and
when, in Germany, he got the chance
to come back to Fort Rucker for flight
school, he decided to re-eniist.

**At Rucker,” Barbara Moore says,
“Doug had to be out on the flight line
at five-thirty, so we’d get up at four-
thirty. | never eat breakfast, but the
flight surgeon had gathered all of us
wives together and lectured us about
giving our husbands good breakfasts
and avoiding all friction. He said
they’d checked into flight accidents
and they believed that poor breakfasts
and domestic difficulties were factors,
so I’d fix Doug his bacon and eggs and
sit there too tired to smile while he
wanted to have a second cup of coffee
and talk.”

Moore and his crew have delivered
the two American pararoopers - the
one needing X-rays and the other
laborarory rtests - at Tan Son Nhut,
With Doug ar the control, they are
back ar 5,000 feet, passing over the
rugged, triple-canopied jungle country
and then rhe bomb-scarred Iron Tri-
angle and War Zone D, two Vier Cong
strongholds, on their way to pick up
iwo Americans wounded in action at
Song Be, 65 miles north of Saigon.

“This is Six Six Hickory Smoke,”
the voice on the radio is saving. **Arm-
ed helicopters report fifty-caliber
Jire.”’

“This sounds like ¢ Number Ten
area.”’ Doug Moore says.

In Vietnamese pidgin English
“Nummber One”’ means ‘‘very good”
and ““Number Ten” means ‘‘very
bad”’, and Doug Moore is aware now
of the nervousness he always feels just
before going in. His first mission was
the worst, going in with an air strike
near Duc Hoa, with the armed Hueys
Jiring their .30-caliber machine guns
and rockers, the ground fire coming
back, the flares and the tracers stream-

ing by. It was all strange ro him then,
and he was very scared and remembers
thinking: “‘Gee whiz, what have I got-
tent into?”’

“Move the artillery right five zero
zero,”” a crisp northern voice is saying
on the radio now.

“Has that air arrived yet?”’, a deep
southern voice is saying,

After a while, you begin to unders-
tand and 0 know what you can ignore.
You can’t ignore it, though, when it is
coming right at you, like the time they
were picking up Vietnamese wounded
and the Viet Cong opened up from a
tree line with automatic weapons and
one bullet wenr under Doug Moore’s
seat and hit the fire extinguisher and
bounced off and wounded the crew
chief.

“Viper Three to Dustoff Seven
One,”’ the voice from the Army L-19
hovering over the Song Be area is say-
ing, “‘vour pickup coordinates are one-
Six-nine-zero-three-nine. It’s a chur-
chyard along the road south of the
Riountain,’’

“This is Dustoff Seven One,”
Moore is saving, ““I can see you, Viper,
bur I don’t see the churchyard.””

“You're directly over i1.”

“OK, I've gort it here, Mike,”” Moore
is saving to Trader and then, on the in-
tercom: *‘Open the doors. We've got
bad guys around here, but don’r shoot
unless you get shot at.”

They come in over the thatched huis,
all of them in flames, and into the
churchyard past the crude wooden
belfry with the white cross. They can
spot the US and Vietnamese personnel
i dappled camouflage down in a ditch
along the road waving them in, and
they are down and Chambers and
Lewis are out with the litter, A ranger
advisor - First Lieutenant Llovd T.
Asbury, 24, of Utica, Michigan has
been hit in the hip, and he doesn’t want
to lie down on the litter.

“Tell him he’s got to lie down,”’
Moore is shouting now over the roar of
the rotor. “‘We’ve got another WIA
pickup, so he’s got to go on the top
tier.”’

Moore has the helicopter climbing
again, and two minutes later, next to a
bombed-out church, Lewis and Cham-
bers are out of the helicopter helping a
21-vear-old Specialist Four named

Charfes M. Davis, of Leesville, Loui-
siana, who has been hit in the shoulder,
onto the second litter.

Dustoff, this is Wishing Well. Did
you get the US WiIA’s out?”’

““This is Dustoff and that’s a big, fat
affirmative,”” Moore says, taking the
copter up, and then on the intercont.
“How are those men?”’

“They look OK, sir,”” Chambers
SaYs.

Doug Moore had thought of getting
out to make sure the wounded lieute-
nant did lie down, but the pilot does
not leave his aircraft except in an
emergency. Sometimes, if there are a
lot of wounded, everybody will try to
get on and you have to enforce order,
and two weeks before he had golten
out at the bad ambush near Dalat.
They had heard there were (wo
Americans with the Vietnamese unit
and so, with the Firebirds from Bien
Hoa flyving cover, they had walked
around among the burning vehicles
and turned over more than 40 Viet-
namese. Out of the whole company,
they found just four wounded and
took them out, and later another
Dustoff found the two Americans,
both dead.

Barbara and Doug Moore write each
other about four times a week, and
they exchange a voice tape once or
twice a month. They used to exchange
a tape a week, but now she notices that
the length of her letters had dropped
from four or five pages to two or three,

and that Doug is often repeating
himself.
‘““At first he told me about the

scenery and about the Vietnamene peo-
ple,”” Barbara Moore says, ‘‘that they
are trustworthy and that they really
like Americans. He told about the
starch the laundry uses - a rice-type
starch that smells - and last week I
noticed that he told me that again. [
want Doug to be frank about what's
happening to him, but he’s the type of
person who won't tell his wife
something if the Army tells him it’s
best not to. You can’t hide the fact that
it’s bad over there, though, and when
he does write me about something, I
get so upset I wish he hadn’t told me.

“‘On the tapes I start out by saying
what day it is, what the weather is like

Continued on next page
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YOUNG FAMILY Continued

and what we’ve been doing and we try
to get Keith to make some sounds. Last
month, while we were recording, all of
a sudden Lizzie said: ‘We're glad
nobody was killed on the news
tonight.” I erased that from the tape,
but it showed me that I affect her even
more than I thought.”

Lizzie is a bright, active child who is
destructive with her toys but gets along
well with other children. Barbara
Moore feels she is too permissive with
her daughter, to make up for Doug’s
absence, but then, at the recital of Liz-
zie’s dancing class, when the child saw
that all of the other fathers were there
and she began to cry, Barbara’s resolu-
tion to be more stern dissolved.

Doug Moore’s pay, with base pay,
flight pay, combat, separation and
housing allowances, as best Barbara
can figure, comes to between $900 and
$1,000 a month. Each month, after the
money that goes to Doug, into taxes,
government bonds and the savings ac-
count at Fort Sam Houston, she gets
between $565 and $600, and she has
had to learn how to handle the finances
and to balance a checkbook.

While living on Army bases with
others their age who had similar in-
terests and similar problems, Barbara
and Doug made many friends. In

Jonesboro (pop. 24,000) Barbara join-. -

ed a small group of Army wives whose
husbands are overseas. Members drop
out as their husbands return and others
join as their husband leave, and they
meet on Friday evenings at one
another’s homes.

“We drink coffee and talk,”” Bar-
bara says. ‘““We exchange recipes and
compare child problems and tell our
experiences at different bases and talk
about our husbands. I remember once
I said I’d written a rather angry letter
to Doug because he’s been annoyed
that I hadn’t shifted an account we had
and that he’s just written back and said
he was sorry. One of the other wives
said she’s written a bitter letter. Then
we agreed that we shouldn’t be writing
letters like that anyway, adding to their
worries.’’

Barbara Moore lives with her wor-
ries around the clock. She is awakened
each morning at about 7:30 by Keith
talking in his crib, and she knows that
it is already 9:30 in the evening of that
day in Saigon. She listens to the eight
o'clock news on the radio, and at
about 12:30 the squeaking of the brake
on the mailman’s truck lets her know
that the mail has arrived. At about 3:30
the boy on his bicycle brings the

Jonesboro Evening Sun, which, al--

though it may have no more than 12
pages, does a better job with the Viet-
nam news, Barbara feels, than some of

" LET ME SEE NOW..
WHICH HAT TO WEAR
TODAY ?.. HMMM.,

20,

A cartoon some of
you may have missed
is certainly
appropriate to a
number of
DUSTOFFers who
hail from the
President-elect’s
home state. This kind
of dilemma brings to
mind such notables
as Doug Moore,
Freddy Jim Mills,
and, even more on
the money, Bill
Thresher, whose life-
long love affair with
razorback
paraphernalia is well
known and
documented.
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the bigger papers. At 5:30 she watches
the news on TV, and when she goes to
bed at 10 o’clock she knows it is noon
of the next day where her husband is,
and she wonders once again what he is
doing now.

It is 12:45 PM by the time they have
transferred the two wounded Ameri-
cans to the ambulance at Saigon, and
now they are headed for Hau Nghia

"Province, 20 miles to the northwest, to

pick up a wounded Vietnamese soldier.
Below they can see the patchwork of
rice fields, the paddy water shimmering
between the wood lines the Viet Cong
use for cover. Ahead they can see
heavy rain clouds, and then Doug
Moore spots the yellow smoke grenade
marking the landing zone.

“OK, I've got it right below us,”’ he
says on the intercom. ““The bad guys
are supposed to be to the north, the
good guys to the south. We're going 1o
put our tail ro the bad guys, so watch
our that way.”

He brings the helicopter low over a
tree line and lands it close to the bright
yellow smoke. Two Vietnamese sol-
diers are carrying a stretcher toward
the copter, the wounded man lying on
his stomach, a white bandage big on
his back. Lewis and Chambers place
him aboard, and Doug Moore takes
the Huey back up.

“Dustoff Control, this is Dustoff
Seven One,'’ Moore is saying. “‘We
have an Arvin pickup and we’ll be
there in eight or nine minufes.

They come in over the Vietnamese
Military Cemetery, a sprawling plot of
new graves, and sometimes when they
bring in a load of Vietnamese dead the
graves are already dug and they are
buried immediately. They touch down
now on the red cross in the the middle
of the Cong Hoa Hospital compound
and, as the stretcher bearers remove
the wounded man, the patients in the
open rooms waich.

Ar 1:30 Doug Moore is back at the
operations shack, having a hamburger
and a cola for lunch, on duty until 315
as assistant operations officer. At 6:15
he eats dinner at the officers’ mess with
Mike Trader, at seven he aitends the
briefing on the next day’s combat
assault mission, at nine he is in his
room, writing to his wife, listening to
the news on Armed Forces Radio,

Continued on next page
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reading the literature from the Career
Officers’ Advanced Course he hopes to
attend at Fort Sam Houston for nine
months when his yvear in Vietnam is
over. At 11 o’clock he turns out the
reading light attached to the headboard
of his bed.

“I like what I'm doing here,”’ he
says, “‘because I think we are saving
lives, and it’s satisfying to be doing ex-
actly what you are trained to do. It’s a
big boost for Americans to know what,
if they ger hit, we'll go in after them
and get them out, and we’re helping
others - the wounded, the hurt and the
sick.”

“I miss my wife and the children, I'd
like to be home warching baseball and
Jootball on television, but some of us
have chosen the military as a profes-
sion, and it's our job to be here.
There’s no rah-rah or [flag-waving
about it, but I think the American way
of life is the best I've seen around the
world, and I want my kids to enjoy life
as much as I have.”’

*l miss Doug most at night,”” Bar-
bara Moore says, “‘and the first thing
in the morning. Many times during the
day [ miss him, too, but I try to keep

busy so the time will pass. He used to
wear suntans around the house a lot,
and often when I see him in my mind
he’s playing with Lizzie, riding her on
his back.”

Barbara first heard of Vietnam, she
says, in Germany, where it was men-
tioned occasionally, but did not seem
important. At Fort Rucker, when
Doug graduated from flight class, she
was aware that some of the bachelors
were being sent over there, and by then
she knew it was in Asia, near Thailand.
At Fort Bragg, where Doug was as-
signed to the air ambulance company,
they both knew for weeks that he
would be going at any moment, but she
will never forget that evening when she
and Lizzie went to the door and Doug
got out of the car with that sorry grin

on his face and said: ““It's happened.”*

“‘One woman I met there,’’ she says,
“‘was talking about it, and she said:
‘It’s just like our Civil War was, and 1
don’t see what we're doing getting mix-
ed up in it.” I don’t know everything
about it, but I don’t see it that way at
all. If we don’t stop the Communists
from taking over by force in Vietnam,
we’'ll eventually have to stop them
somewhere else and it could be worse.
That's the way Doug feels, and he’s
over there.

She has saved all of his letters. I read
one that she has read several times. He
wrote:

““We went out and picked up some
people at a Vietnamese village the
other day and 1 saw a little fat baby like
Keith, and 1 wanted to get out of the
helicopter and squeeze him. These little
babies are really cute, but they don’t
have much of a chance in life or
anything to look forward to unless we’
can handle this situation over here.
...We Americans are fortunate to never
have seen war at home, and all those
fat, dumb Americans who complain
about little discomforts should see
what could happen unless they get off
their duffs and realize what is going on
here and that we must stop it now
before we have the same thing.”’
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MEN, STRESS,
Continued

plan to make a career of the military
and demonstrated slightly different at-
titude in the handling of the combat
issue. After a mission both of these
men would consistently describe how
near the bullets had come, how close
the Viet Cong had approached, and
how miraculously they had been able
to drive them off. These stories were
accepted without question by the
group, even though everyone present
knew them to be considerably exag-
gerated. Discussions with these men
made it apparent that they were
capable of tolerating a higher con-
scious awareness of the possibility of
death than the other subjects. By
overemphasizing the dangers in those
situations which they had successfully
survived, they were able to enhance their
own feelings of invincibility and om-
nipotence greatly. Their awareness of
death was predicated on the belief that
it was something that happened to
someone else, and from which certain
superior capabilities which they
possessed kept them immune. It is of
particular interest that the mean level
of 17-OCHS excretion of these two
subjects more nearly approached their
weight predicted levels than did the

levels of the other five men. Also, these
two medics were rated by the pilots as
the best performers in the group.

From the standpoint of military ef-
fectiveness, these findings suggest that
the individuat who can more easily
tolerate the realistic presence of death,
allowing proportionately higher levels
of 17-OCHS excretion, is likely to be a
superior performer. The man who
structures his perception of the en-
vironment to make it more acceptable
may achieve greater comfort in his
denial but may not perform as well.
Those who tolerate the discomfort,
emphasizing their own capabilities in
dealing with it by action, as well as be-
ing motivated by positive rewards such
as medals, higher pay, and prestige, are
likely to perform best.

Perhaps the most important con-
sideration is that these subjects are
highly self-selected and their responses,
both psychological and physiological,
may not be representative either of the
population as a whole or even of com-
bat troops. It is certainly true that
nobody acquires the job of helicopter
ambulance medic entirely against his
will, and in fact many of the men made
three or four positive decisions to end
up in this position. The suggestion has
been made, perhaps with some validi-
ty, that certain individuals seek out oc¢-

cupations of this sort in order to
associate with a peer group having per-
sonality characteristics similar to their
own and with whom they feel par-
ticularly socially comfortable. One
might expect then that such a group of
men would handle stress in a similar
manner, and perhaps demonstrate very
similar and unique types of physio-
logical responses. This argument is
hard to refute, but the wide range of
personality types, the variety of past
histories, and the varying degree of en-
thusiasm for the job among the sub-
jects in this study does not lend much
support to it.

In summary, it can be said from the
findings of this study that in an objec-
tively stressful and life-endangering
situation, physiological changes which
might have been anticipated failed to
occur. This could be explained in many
ways, but the concepts which I have of-
fered here seem to provide the most
valid historical continuity with the
many behavioral observations which
have come out of the studies of men
under stress in previous wars. The data
reflect man’s ability to adapt and sug-
gest that with adequate time no en-
vironment or threat short of actual
death or injury is so great that a
psychological and physiological adjust-
ment cannot be made to it.
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