THE FIRST FIREFIGHIT

I had been in country about five months and was crewing on o
slick (transport helicopter usinally 4 Heuy that did pnot mount

guns). Intelligence had learned that several high ranking v had
dinner each evening in a small village near the U Mhin forest. The

plan was for us to insert a Navy SEAL team to capture the VO while
helicopter gunships provided suppressing fire.

The mission went az planned. We landed amongst a hail of
amall arms fire kicked the SEALS out and gnt out of the way. Onee
aivborn again we climbed to about 3000 feet and watchoed the
gunships work out. We saw some VO escaping thirough a field. o
pilot a full Navy Captain rolled in on the running figures. 3Since
the SLICK did not have any mounted guns the shooting was left to me
with a hand held M14. 1t was over very aquickly. 1 had just killed
a man . .

When the shooting was over we returned Lo pick up the
inzertion team only to recieve instead, 7 VO prisoners.  Some were
wounded and all were tervrified at the prospect of flyving with us.
Orn2 prisoner who was sitting next to me was a teenage girl who had
been shot through the vright breast, she was permanatly disfigured
by an Mlé& round. 1’11 always remember the hate in her eves as T
wrapped a battle dressing over. her wound. She was a good looking
girl, the type vou would look at twice.

The other prisoner that 1 remombor was a VC officer who was
badly <hot up. He had been shot in the leg, the arm, and had a

sticking chest wound.. Despite his wounds he was full of fight. We
carried as survival weapons two Ml4’s that were kept slung over tho
pilot’s and copilots seat . This mortally wounded man tried to ar ab

an Ml4 and fire 1ttt -1 bkicked him real hard and pulled his arms
away from the Mla’=. He continued to struggle. Threatening him
with a 45 was foolish because -if T shot the bullet would pass
thyrough his head and into the control tubes beneath the {floor.
Besides vou can’t threaten a dying man! Thinking of this T put the
A5 away . Hohe continued struggling 1 would have to hold biim oo
throw him out the door, the chopper was at 5000 feet by this time.
However it didn’t matter because with a sudden twitch and violent
hemmorhage from his mouth he died. He died hard.

I remember the incident well. By the time it happened | wans
already hardened to the war and the deaths held no special
inportance .  Thoe man running on the ground might as well have boeen
a running deer . It wasn’t untill afterwards that I experienced
foar . Since [ was sitting on the dour seat and nint astrappsd in it
would have been relatively easy for a prisoners to push me out the
door.  Not to mention the fact that 1 was alone with 7 Vi Oty
their terror =aved me as thelir was little the pilot nor copilot
could do to help 1 f trouble occured. 1 do remember the smell of
blood and that it took davs for me to get the blood smell removed
from the chopper . But most of all 1 remember the girl.  The hate
inn her eves and her mangled breoasd . 1 had mentally prepared myself

to see shot up bodies but not a woman, s=specially a pretty one.
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THE ATLANTIC MONTHLY April 1995 by William Broyvles, Jr. "The
Nixon years of the war are much harder to accept, both in the
larger arena of strategy and in the dirty corners whore the war was
fought .  After the spring of 1963 the war had lost its idealistic
goals. We could no longer realistically believe that we were
fighting and dying to save South Vietnam or to preserve democracy
ar even to stop the spread of communicsm, as we had in Korea. We
were fighting as, Henry Kissinger put it, for “negotiating
objectives’ and to protect our credibility as an ally. And we were
there because 1t was easier to continue than to admit failure and
deal with the consequences.

"The veterans who fought in 1965 and in 1971 might as well
have been in two different wars. The veterans of Nixon's war are

much more bitter; they know that they were sent to die for
diplomacy, nothing more."

WEL COME HOME

When 1 was getting short and my date with the freedom birvd
became real close I was happy as hell to be getting out of Vietnam
in one piece. 1 was going home and was going to be married and
returning to a life I had known. 1T truely thought that I could
rezume the life 1 had left behind a vear before. A phrase that was
commonly heard while. in Vietnam was, "Happyness iz seeing Vietnam
ir. the rearview mirror . " Well, we all know what happens if a dr ivoer
spends the majority of his or her time looking in the rear view
mirvor .  Perhaps because of this we wera not prepared for the road
ahead.

Soon after I arrvived home it became apparent that no one
wanted to tallk about Vietnam. In fact, the family and friends went
to great lengths to avoid any mention of Vietnam. A very traumatic
vear of my life had occured and the family treated me as if I had
Just returned from a weekend vacation. 1 had so much to cay, abwiat
events and feelings that I had to live with, friends whose survival
1 was concet nod over . - . _Nobody was intercosted. That =set the wtage
taor the vears that followed, Vietnam was a =subject not to be
diccussed, indeed az 1 was to learn in college Vietnam was a
subject to be avolided.

About a month after 1 returned my Father took me to the local
ViEW hall. As he explained it, I now belonged thers. Those were
happy moments as we went in. 1 felt a sence of belonging, 1 had
earned a place in the VFW; besides, I had looked forward to this
moment ever <ince [ watched that Memorial Day parade many yeat:
bofore. Although he never said it, I knew that my father was glad
I choose to enter the service and not avoid the draft, or worse for
him-—-evade the Jdraft. That was a good time, but it was short
lived!? [ vividly recall the <wcene. That was the night of the
monthly meeting and the VFW hall was crowded. My Father introduced
me and and we sharoed 4 fow beers untill one of the patrons =zaid in
a loud vioce, " What the hell, he didn’t fight in o a war.” A chill
went through me and 1 started to correct. him bist the words never
came. A few minutes pascsed than another man old snough to be my




tather asked me how many babiecs I killedrt I dust stood there and
shook, the words wouldn’t come, I tried to tell them that they were
wrong and that evervyvone was the enemy. For a moment my confusion
reigned, than my rage surged.

MyFather saw what was about to happen and managed to get me ot
that VFW hall. TI’ve never gone back, nor can T shake that horrvible

memory . You may think that this was just an isolated incident,
aomething that happened just to me. Not =0, regrettably this was a
common occurance for alot of returning vets. The very poople wue thewww

would welcome us home: men who were our jole models when we were
childern: men who should have understood what we went through REJECTEY
ol Without any veterans support group we were alone. We were alowne
with our nightmares, flashbacks and Post Traumatic Strews: only back
then nobody knew what Post Traumatic Stress was.  For me this was the
most difficult part of the Vietnam experience. 1 experted the hardshgps
of war but I never expected the anger, spit and stigma that followed
once 1 returned home. The Servive prepared me for war but not for wwa
fonl lowed. "
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