





graduation in four years (TTU was not yet on the semester system). Tt was the middle of
my sophomore year at TTU (Winter Quarter?), and I went to talk to Major Rothrock. He
took me to see Colonel Patterson, the Professor of Military Science (PMC) at TTU, and |
was provided with the paperwork to make application.

Prior to the time I made my application for the Advanced ROTC program, TTU had been
able to accept everyone who applied and met the requirements. Unfortunately, the
program had so many applicants in early 1967 that it was necessary to cut back severely.
There were some 250 young men applying, and TTU could only accept 90! We were
given batteries of tests and had to await the results. I recall receiving a packet in the mail
that summer at my home (my parents’ home), in Hendersonville. It was from ROTC, and
it notified me that I had been accepted in the Advanced ROTC program! 1 was happy for
a moment, then I thought, “Why am I so happy?!?” Rationally, [ knew why I was happy.
It would remove the threat of being drafted from school, and I would have the
opportunity to go into the military as an officer. (This was before I found out that the
lowest rank in the military is 2" Lieutenant! Ha) However, I did have a definite two-
year active duty commitment in the U.S. Army upon graduation from TTU. One other
benefit of the program was that I received $50 per month while in the advanced program,
This isn’t a lot, especially in today’s dollars, but it made my car payment at the time!

Part of our acceptance requirements was passing a physical examination, so we were sent
to Fort Campbell for this experience. We stayed overnight in one of the barracks, and the
next morning we had our first taste of mess hall food! The breakfast seemed pretty good,
actually, until after several bites I realized that pancakes are not supposed to be
crunchy.... Ilooked, and they were full of egg shells. Just to get another mess hall story
in, while eating at a mess hali during one of my travels in Viet-Nam, I noticed a lot of
brown specs in the bread, whole grain bread, right? No! The specs had tiny little legs. 1
got used to this, and specks were ignored the remainder of my time there.

ROTC Involvement:

1 was not a “gung-ho” cadet. 1did what I needed to do and did not participate in
activities that were not required. Since I did not play the games required to make rank in
the campus ROTC program, I was a cadet Lieutenant (I don’t recall whether [ was 2™ or
1*, but it doesn’t matter.) and was in charge of a platoon of freshmen and sophomore
cadets. (Remember, all healthy male students were required to take basic ROTC their
first two years at TTU.) My platoon sergeant was Cadet First Sergeant Larry McNabb.

Larry McNabb was one year behind me in school and was, also, in the advanced

program. He was near my age, since I graduated from high school at 17. Larry was from
Jackson County, TN and was a good friend of mine while at TTU. He was my brother’s
brother-in-law, too! I think he was the groomsman at my wedding to Vicky Ann Jared on
1 June 1968. My brother, Don, was my “Best Man”. Brenda Dyer was Vicky’s “Maid of
Honor”, since Vicky and Brenda were best friends in high school. Brenda and Larry
were married sometime later, while we were still in school (1969, I think). I was “Best



Man” at Brenda and Larry’s wedding, and Vicky was “Matron of Honor”. Larry went on
to become Executive VP of Operations for Bank America, at their headquarters in
California. 1 am not sure what else Larry achieved in his career.

lleft for “ROTC Summer Camp”, at Fort Bragg, NC, within a couple of weeks after
Vicky and I were married, in June 1968. It was the summer between my junior and
senior years at TTU. I think the camp was six weeks (it could have been eight?), but it
seemed much longer! Attitude means a lot and is very important in how you achieve, in
most anything you do in life. Since my attitude about the camp and interest in the Army
were not at a high point in my life, especially just after being married, I did not expend a
lot of effort to perform at my best in the camp. I think I came out ranked in the middle of
the cadets at camp, maybe slightly better than average. I believe I received a “B” letter
grade for the experience. This, also, had a direct effect upon my cadet rank at TTU.

At “Summer Camp”, I lost some 20 pounds! I started at about 175 and ended around

155. I did not think I had that much to lose, but part of the issue was the food. Of course,
[ am a very “picky” eater, and I am practically a vegetarian. This did not help me, but I
happened to be in a company that frequently did not have enough chow in the mess hall
or the field. I understand the officer in charge of that duty was reprimanded, but it was
not corrected the entire time [ was there. Very often, the last platoon of my company to
eat did not get very much. In the field, I recall hot chow being brought out to us and
having a “baked potato” (and not much else) that I ate like an apple. Yes, it was crunchy
like an apple, but [ was hungry!

Fort Bragg being the home of the 82™ Airborne, I had the opportunity to get a small taste
of the airborne training, including jumping from the “34 foot tower”, During this phase
of the training, we did lots of pushups!

During “Summer Camp”, we experienced gas mask training, using tear gas. I learned to
get my mask on within seconds of a threat. We had real tear gas attacks during the
training, when you least expected it! I recall the entire group being sprayed with tear gas
during an outdoor training session while we were sitting in bleachers. Talk about a
miserable bunch of guys! The tear gas gave a burning sensation on your skin, nasal
passages, and eyes. You could not see for the burning and tears, and your nose would run
freely. It was miserable!

Also, during the summer training session, we assaulted a hill, using our M-14 rifles.
During the assault, [ was firing my weapon quite freely and rapidly. While changing out
the empty clip for a full one, I had gone to one knee and rested the rifle barrel on my
shoulder. The rifle slid over so that the barrel rested against my neck, and I immediately
felt a burning sensation. When I pulled the rifle barrel off my neck, I noticed a Iayer of
skin on the barrel! 1 completed the assault and dug in on the top of the hill, with the
sweat, dirt, and my fatigue shirt collar irritating the burn on my neck. In addition, we
were hit with tear gas, and that caused my neck to burn even more. Later, one of our
trainers came by and noticed my neck and had me report to the medics who dressed it. |
had to make some follow-up trips to the medical station over the next week or so for
fresh dressing. This was very minor but is another experience.



Our senior year, the cadets had the opportunity to apply for branch assignments. We
selected our top three choices, in hopes of getting one of them. One of the three had to be
a “combat arms”, as I recall. Often, however, cadets did not get either branch they had
requested. I think my original submission was 1) Armor, 2) Inteiligence, and 3) ? (I don’t
remember the other, but it could have been Signal or Transportation.); however, an
ROTC Instructor came to me and asked whether I was really interested in Intelligence. I
told him that I was, and he said that if I was, T would not have a chance unless I put it as
my number one choice, so he allowed me to change my list. I received my first choice,
Intelligence. Most (I think) did not receive their first choice, and many did not receive
anything on their top three list. Those of us who applied for Intelligence were put
through a battery of tests, psychological and otherwise. Not being the model “gung-ho”
cadet, I am very surprised that I received my first choice in branch assignments,
especially since the choice was Intelligence.

I completed my degree requirements in December 1969 and was commissioned into the
United States Army as a 2" Lieutenant during a ceremony in the Derryberry Hall
auditorium on Saturday, 13 December 1969. It seems to me that there were a half-dozen
or so of us who received our commissions during that ceremony. The main event of the
day was yet to come! That night, Ann Marie McCoin was born!

Active Duty Military Training — Fort Gordon, GA:

My active duty started 4 February 1970. I remember the drive to Fort Gordon, GA, near
Augusta, the day before reporting for active duty. It was my first time to drive that far
from home, and driving through Atlanta was something like I had never seen before, even
in those days. Irecall driving into Atlanta, with up to six or eight lanes going into the
city, and watching road signs to determine which way to go. I wasn’t sure which lane I
needed to be in, and I don’t think I had ever driven on more than a two or, possibly, a
three lane highway (Nashville?). That was very unpleasant for me! No, even more so, 1
despised it! I think that helped me to decide that I would never live in a large city, if I
had a choice in the matter.

I found a small boarding house in Thompson, GA, near Augusta. It was an old building
or house, and my bedroom was very large. I was lonely and a bit depressed, but I was
doing my duty. The following moming, I arose, cleaned up, and put on my dress green
uniform, for real, for the first time. I drove the remaining few miles to Fort Gordon,
checked through the gate upon arrival, and received my first active duty salute from the
MP at the entrance gate. I did not know what to expect, and I did not know anyone.
Being a shy, young (22 years old) country boy from Tennessee who had not spent any
significant time away from home, excluding college, I felt terribly lost and out of place.
Fort Gordon was the home of the Army’s Signal Officers’ Basic Course. I was sent to
this school as a back-up to my primary MOS (Military Occupation Series), for some
reason — maybe the possibility of working with Crypto. Anyway, it was a fairly intense
program that included some additional training besides signal. The signal training



covered encryption techniques for secure communications, basic electronics, types of
radios, how to properly converse on the radio, likely some leadership, and other things.
It, also, included an excellent map reading course and a very tough examination that had
to be passed in order to successfully complete the training. Less than half (about 25 %?)
of the class passed the exam the first attempt. Since I enjoyed the course, it kept my
attention, and I scored very high on my first attempt. It was a relief to have that
requirement completed while most of the 2™ Lieutenants in my class were still struggling
to figure it out! I don’t remember for sure, but I believe there were something over 100
(all males at this time in the military} in my class at Ft. Gordon. The vast majority of the
class was made up of Signal branch Lieutenants. I am not sure how many Intelligence
people were in the class, but there were not many. Thinking back, [ believe there were
three of us.

Other training experienced at Ft. Gordon was the Escape and Evasion course or POW
(prisoner of war) training. This was the worst and best training that I received while in
the Army! It was the worst because of what I went through. It was the best because of
what I learned, physically and psychologically, about being a prisoner of war and what I
discovered about myself. Unfortunately, I heard the best portion of this course (non-
Geneva Convention) was stopped within a year after my experience, due to injuries.

The “Escape and Evasion” (POW) course was divided into two sections. The first was a
prison camp set up and run by Geneva Convention guidelines. The second portion of the
course was an example of non-Geneva Convention. The Geneva Convention run camp
was uncomfortable in that we had to stand on our knees with our hands on our heads for
long periods of time while being read to or *“preached” propaganda. This became very
uncomfortable on the knees and your arms would become numb and ache. We, actually,
had one guy to “crack™ under this treatment! The captors would harass the captives in
other ways, too. In addition, we spent time at mundane activities, like pulling weeds
from the compound’s grass, without being able to talk, etc. It was uncomfortable and
aggravating, but for our one-day experience, it was nothing. Even for much longer
periods of time, the conditions were such that one could survive. The non-Geneva
Convention run camp was another story!

During this cool night in February 1970, I was taken, along with a group of other POWs,
to a quite different camp. We had been captured, while lost in the woods and swamp, and
brought to this place. 1 was alone in the night and wandering through the woods and
swamp in an attempt to avoid capture. After stumbling into the middle of a group of
“enemy” soldiers in the darkened woods, I put up my hands in surrender. I thought this
had to be better than being lost in the dark, anyway! Afterwards, except for the lessons
learned, 1 found out it would have been more comfortable to have just hidden in the dark,
in spite of the time limit placed on our escape, since the training would end the next day.

Upon arrival at the non-Geneva Convention camp, we were harassed and removed from
the “duce-and-a-half” truck (2 ' ton troop vehicle) and placed into metal lockers lying on
the ground. These were normal, full-size metal school or dressing room lockers. Even
though they were “full-size”, they are very tight for a grown man! The captors would



kick the lockers, pick them up and drop them, etc. A few guys would freak a little at this
expetience. I suppose it was being locked up in such cramped confines that got to them.
I, however, “enjoyed” the break and a chance to lie down, so I relaxed as much as
possible. Since I did not get excited about this situation, they did not keep me there for
long. Looking back, I wish I had yelled, “Let me out!” or something to have, possibly,
gained a little more time in the locker. However, that could have led to something else
more unpleasant. You never know. I just kept quiet. I only wish I had maintained that
mute condition! I thought some of the antics were a little silly, and knowing that it was a
training exercise, I did not take everything seriously.

Sometime after arrival, they took me to a table set up for signing in and handed me a
sheet with signatures on it to sign in. Thinking this was the Army’s way of keeping track
of us during the training exercise, I signed the paper. At this, the officer behind the table
thanked me for signing some document to be used for propaganda, and I realized that it
was part of the training, so I said, “In that case, I will erase my name!” I grabbed the
sheet before he did and erased my name. This ticked him off, and I was pulled away.

One “activity” was a line up of the newly captured group and a lot of yelling in our faces
and accusing us of all kinds of things. They, also, would try to extract basic background
information from us, other than name rank and serial number. We all gave the basic
name, rank, and serial number, however. I was selected by the harassing member of the
opposing force captors to “take charge” of the group and give them orders to move, etc.
for the captors. I refused to obey, so they had me lie face down on the ground within this
lighted compound area and began to yell at me and kick me in the sides, etc. They would
ask meaningless questions in an attempt to get any response from me. This is where I
should have remained mute! I thought, “What are they going to do to me? It is only
training.” A captain had been repeatedly yelling into my ear asking me what T was
looking at. Since I was face down on the ground, [ finally smirked a little thinking how
stupid it was to be asked that question. He ran up to me, kicked me and asked, “What are
you smiling at?” This is where I should have remained mute. [ wondered to myself what
in the world I could be smiling at, so I looked up and said, “A p--- ant!” [ was a little
perturbed at being repeatedly kicked and having this moron yell ridiculous questions into
my ear. Well, that comment set him off! He and the guards led/dragged me into the
compound where more interesting things began to happen!

The captors were dressed in berets and uniforms a little different as part of the effect. 1
must say that they did an excellent job of making the training realistic. I was taken, next,
into the compound where they, again, tried to make me take charge of a group of POWs,
I refused, so they knocked and pushed me down time after time. I would get up, and they
would do it, again. [ was getting very tired and weak at this point in the night. A little
later, a group of captors came for me. They pushed me toward another area of the camp
while asking meaningless questions, etc. The major directly behind me would grab my
collar, pull me back and knee me in the back while throwing me to the ground. He would
then jump on top of me and yell questions and/or insults into my face. This happened
multiple times on the way to the next “activity”. I remained quiet. Ihad already learned
something!



The congenial (ha) and very talkative major was in charge of this portion of the training.
The first thing they did was hang me upside down by my knees being bent over a
horizontal metal pole. They pulled my shirt down, and 1 barely noticed the cool February
night. 1soon forgot, completely, about the temperature. As they swung me back and
forth from the pole, two (?) guards held my feet to ensure 1 stayed on the pole. This was
uncomfortable, but they would, from time to time, raise my feet so that my calf muscles
would roll up onto the pole, then they would pull my feet down and “pop” my calf
muscles over the pole. While this was going on, a guard in front of me was hitting my
stomach with a rubber hose or hitting me in my solar plexus with his fist (I think with his
middle finger second joint protruding). During these activities, the major was yelling in
my face and ears and asking me whether I would talk. 1remained quiet. They, finally,
let me down from there. A guard warned me that he was going to let me go, but | was so
weak that I still fell straight down on my head to the ground. This caused my ears to ring
even more, as | recall, but I struggled to my feet a bit dizzy.

I was, next, taken to a horizontal section of %” or 1 pipe about two feet long, supported
by two vertical wooden posts some two feet off the ground. The pipe had a crank handle
on one end. I was made to stand on the pipe with my bare shins while leaning on a
balance pole. This made it where my body weight was on my shins on the small area of
the pipe. This was uncomfortable enough, but a guard began turning the crank handle so
that the pipe would rotate. Of course, this began to take some leg hair and hide from my
shins. After a little of this, they had me stand on my head and lean against a barbed wire
fence.

At the completion of this section of training, I was returned to the area with the other
“prisoners”. Again, the captors attempted to have me take charge of the group, but I
refused. [ was shoved and knocked down multiple times and very weakly got up. I was
threatened with going back to the “fun” area, too, but I refused to take charge. I was
returned to the torture area for more “fun and games”. This time, they kept me only a
short period of time and returned me to the group. After further attempts to have me take
charge and knocking me down over and over, I grabbed the captain doing the shoving
and knocking and dragged him down with me. I was no longer shoved or knocked down.
I was told to join the group of other prisoners and sat there for some time. By this time, I
was shaking for some reason. It may have been a combination of fatigue and cold, but I
don’t recall feeling cold. A few of us were, finally, taken to another area of the camp, put
on our knees while leaning over with our hands behind our backs and “shot” in the back
of the head with a pistol. This was a great relief! It was over.

Thinking back on the experience of the POW training, it was excellent! The guys did a
great job of making it as realistic as possible, and regardless of the discomfort I went
through, | realized that it was nothing compared to what would likely happen shouid you
be captured by a real enemy. I decided that I did not want to be captured, and I would be
very careful should any future decision about surrender be necessary.



I was very sore and could hardly get out of bed the next few days. My abdominal area
was $o sore that the water stream in the shower was uncomfortable for a week or two.
The other guys in the training who were fellow POWs told me, later, that they had no
idea what was going on with me when [ was taken away. They said they thought the
captors had powdered my face with flour or something because 1 was so pale when
brought back to the group. 1 was in the PX a couple of weeks or so later, and an enlisted
man recognized me and came up to me and apologized for being involved in the torture
activities. Of course, I did not recognize him or have any idea that he was involved.
Frankly, I never saw anyone I recognized from that portion of the training.

I had to make a decision, while at Ft. Gordon, on signing up for another 18 months in the
Army. Ihad been assigned Combat Intelligence and I wanted Counter Intelligence. 1
was offered this, but I decided not to extend my commitment. [ had another opportunity,
later, during my active duty.

While at Ft. Gordon, I met my best Army friend, Bill Russell. Bill was a graduate of the
University of Arkansas, and a very handsome young man at 6’-5 tall and weighing about
215-220. I was 5°-117 tall, so you can see the height difference in the pictures, below.
Bill was an avid country music fan and brought his guitar along with him to Ft. Gordon.
He would take any opportunity to “pick and sing” and hooked up with some other
musicians during his military assignments. Bill was, also, an Intelligence officer, and we
ended up with the same training assignments and flew to Viet-Nam together.

I had to take another examination while at Ft. Gordon. It was a measure of aptitude for
languages. Anyway, 1 did pretty well on the examination and was told that I had been
accepted to attend the Defense Language Institute. I was, also, told that it was an honor
to be selected for this training. I didn’t think much of it at the time (recall my comment
on attitude, above). I joked that being a Tennessee hillbilly, the Army would, probably,
send me to study the English language. Then I would be bilingual, knowing “hillbilly”
and English! They, however, sent me to study the Vietnamese language.

Active Duty Military Training — Defense Language Institute

At the time, there were two locations for the Defense Language Institute (DL1). One was
the very nice area of Monterey, CA, and the other was El Paso, TX. For whatever reason,
I was sent to El Paso, Biggs Field Air Force Base, at Fort Bliss, TX. This suited me just
fine, since I was a fan of Mexican food. [ enjoyed the southwest and the desert. I could
take my guns to the desert and shoot anytime I had the opportunity. I bought two pistols
while in El Paso. The Model 19, 6 barrel, Smith & Wesson was given to Ann Marie in
2000, but I still have the Ruger Super Single Six, .22 caliber, pistol.

The Vietnamese language course was set up to be seven months. The classes were
divided up into small groups of eight or so. We attended classes Monday through Friday,
from 8:00 a.m, until 3:30 p.m., with a break for lunch. I lived off base and never had to
meet a formation or wear my uniform except for attending class. There was a



Vietnamese person who facilitated the class, using DLI books. The Vietnamese national
facilitator was rotated periodically.

I'was told that my group was the top class of the groups at Biggs Field DLI at the time. 1
found the Vietnamese language not too terribly difficult to learn, except for the tonal or
voice inflections required. The vocabulary and grammar were not very difficult, but
changing the inflection of your voice could change the entire meaning of a word. This
was very difficult to master. In fact, I never mastered this. It would have taken a lot of
practice and much more work than I was willing to put into it (Recall my comment on
attitude!). I could not have mastered this in the seven month period, anyway. I could,
however, converse if the Vietnamese person was patient and kept my comments in
context with our conversation. It was possible to say some pretty funny (or dangerous)
things without meaning to do so!

It was while at DLI that I received my orders for Viet-Nam. Big surprise, huh?!? I was
studying the Vietnamese language. ..

Vicky and Ann Marie were able to go to Fort Bliss with me. 1t was great to be able to
watch Ann Marie grow and learn while I was on this assignment. The trip to El Paso was
made in our 1970 Chevrolet Chevelle Supersport, 396, four speed, gunmetal gray, with a
black vinyl top. (I had bought this vehicle, with my maternal grandfather along with me
(Dada), during my final quarter of college. Auntie Clay (Mattie Clay Smith Johnson —
sister of my maternal grandmother) loaned me the money to make the purchase. The car
was purchased at the Chevrolet dealership in downtown Carthage, TN. Vicky was not
too happy, since she did not know how to drive a straight shift. | must admit, it was not a
very mature decision on my part, and she should have been included in selecting the
vehicle. I was not thinking. Anyway, it did not have air conditioning, which was not
unusual at the time. I, actually, did not want a/c! I had not had it before, and I did not
think it was necessary. WOW! Have things changed or what?!? 1 think the new car cost
slightiy less than $3,000.) We pulled a U-Haul trailer with some basic furniture and
clothes, Ann Marie rode in her car seat in the back seat, with baby blankets or whatever
placed that would keep the sun off her. This was a little tricky, since the windows had to
be down for ventilation. I suppose this was April 1970, so Ann Marie would have been
around four months old. I don’t think the trip was very pleasant.... In addition,
somewhere in Texas there was road construction taking place and a dump truck dropped
a gravel that ended up hitting our windshield and causing a small crack. The crack grew
and spread after we arrived in El Paso, so I had to call my insurance agent (Dad’s first
cousin from Gainesboro, TN, Therold Richardson) and set up having the windshield
replaced.

We stayed in a hotel (Holiday Inn?) the first night we arrived in El Paso. There was
discussion on TV about the time changing from Central time zone to Mountain. So this
occurred just after we moved there. For dinner, we had room service and Vicky ordered
some sort of fish. It came all in tact, including the head (with eyes), scales, and tail. She
ate away, but it grossed me out, and I had to look the other way to eat my meal. (I said
that I was a “picky” eater!)






Active Duty Military Training — Fort Holabird, MD

My next stop was the Combat Intelligence Officer’s Basic Course. This was based at
Fort Holabird, MD, located in the beautiful (ha) industrial section of downtown
Baltimore. Vicky and Ann Marie could not go with me for this assignment, so Bill
Russell and I located an apartment at an old motel. In addition, Dennis Coit, another
Military Intelligence (MI) guy from Rhode Island shared the one-bedroom apartment
with us. There were two double beds in the single bedroom. Bill took one, and I took the
other. Dennis slept on the couch.

1 had bought a pop-up barrel Beretta .25 caliber automatic for Vicky, but she did not like
guns, so I took it with me to Baltimore. I ended up selling it to Dennis Coit. At that
time, it was not unusual for people to take back-up weapons, from home, to Viet-Nam._,
and I think Dennis was planning to do that with this small handgun, I, later, purchased a
Mauser .380 to take as a concealed back-up weapon; however, while I was on leave prior
to going to Viet-Nam, there was a crackdown on this activity and soldiers were getting
into trouble if caught with a weapon. I decided it wasn’t worth the risk and left the pistol
at home (Vicky’s parents’ home, in Buffalo Valley, TN). Unfortunately, upon my return
home, I traded the pistol for a 12 gauge pump Winchester shotgun. I still have the
shotgun, but the pistol would be more valuable. 1 did not have a shotgun and wanted one.

Prior to going to Viet Nam, we were lined up to run the gauntlet of needles! Each step,
we would stop and get a shot in each arm, simultaneously. 1don’t recall how many shots
we received, but it was a significant number (8-12). Some medics were using pneumatic
(air-gun) syringes. They were quick but if not seated properly onto your arm or if you
move, the needle would tear your flesh. Many left with bleeding arms. I was very
careful to be still, but one guy had the gun cocked a little, in his hurrying, and made a
minor tear in one arm.

I grew my first of many mustaches while at Ft. Holabird. Having received my orders for
Viet-Nam, my attitude had not improved. I did what I was supposed to do but without
the zeal of someone excited about an opportunity. I was not interested in leaving my
family to go to Viet-Nam and do who knows what, knowing that I may not return. I
didn’t balk at my duty, however, I just wasn’t “gung-ho” about it. Those of us with
orders to “Nam” had a few sayings. One of them related to attitude was, “What are they
going to do, send us to Nam?” We would say this if guilty of some minor infraction or
threatening not to finish an assignment (threaten only to each other!). Another comment,
related to an assignment someone may have received, was, “Better you than me!” We
used these, and others, a lot. Sometimes they were used as a defense against the
nervousness we actually felt.

While at Ft. Holabird, it was recommended that each of us go to JAG (Judge Advocate
General Corps) and have a Last Will and Testament made out. Bill and 1, along with
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Arrival in Viet Nam (January — October 1971):

We, finally, had some daylight during the last couple of hours of our flight. We were
flying at high altitude, but I could see the countryside, below. When we arrived at our
destination, Bien Hoa Air Force Base, we circled at high altitude for a short while. I was
looking below and seeing puffs of smoke scattered around. I watched these for a few
moments and then realized they were explosions! [ pointed them out to Bill, and we
looked at each other and said, “We are going down there?!?” The plane made a steep
descent in a quick approach to the landing strip. It landed; a soldier boarded the plane
and gave us some very quick instructions about debarking the plane quickly, where to go
once off the plane, and what to do in case of mortar attack. We listened in somewhat of a
daze of disbelief that it was real.

We spent that day (possibly two) at Bien Hoa awaiting instructions on what to do next.
We slept in barracks bunks with mosquito netting. Unfortunately, some of the
mosquitoes would find their way in or would be trapped inside with you when you closed
the netting. I spent the night(s) trying to keep the little blood suckers away from me. 1
can still hear their little high pitched buzzing in my ears. I pulled my sheet over my head,
but it was a lost cause. Qur first morning, everyone had swollen faces from the bites.
Some of the guys’ eyes were swollen shut. [ have another mosquito story from a mission
in the Delta that [ will mention later. We all took quinine tablets regularly to avoid
malaria.

The new guys just arriving in “the Nam” were mixed in with the old guys waiting there
for their flights out. This was a very unpleasant experience for the new arrivals because
the guys leaving cut them no slack whatsoever! Some pretty terrible things were said to
the new guys. It certainly did not help morale! One of the many things was that the guys
who had been in country for a while (referred to as “short”, since they had a short amount
of time remaining) liked to ask obviously new guys (they could tell by the fresh jungle
fatigues) how much time they had remaining. Then they would say sarcastic things and
relate that they only had so many weeks, days, or hours before leaving. Rather than prey
on the downtrodden, I devised a plan for my days of being “short” to enable me to get
back at some of those who enjoyed this cruel game. I saved one of the five sets of jungle
fatigues that I was issued for this purpose. More on this later...

Being an old country boy, I was used to “outhouses”. In fact, one house in which we
lived on our old farm in Jackson County, TN only had an outhouse for a restroom.
Anyway, Bien Hoa had the largest outhouse I had ever seen or imagined. It must have
been a fifteen-holer, at least! They were all lined up, without any partitions, in one large
open-room outhouse.

We were moved to another barracks on some base for a day or two and then to a BOQ

(Bachelor Officer Quarters — this is what any quarters for officers without their wives
were called) in Saigon for our next location. We stayed there a couple of days or so
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awaiting assignments. While there, we were taken to the Combined Intelligence Center —
Vietnam (CICV) to be assigned. | was assigned to the Ground Order of Battle (GOB)
branch of CICV as “Chief, Guerrilla/Recruitment Team”, and Bill Russell was assigned
to MACV Headquarters as a “Talking Dog” or Briefer. He read some of the daily briefs
to General Abrams and other top generals and dignitaries in “The Tank” (a highly secure
conference room in the MACV HQ building. Bill took me in there to show me the area
during one of my visits with him. Over a period of three or four years, Bill wrote a book
on his experiences as a “Talking Dog”; however, he has not investigated publication, yet,
even though it has been ready for a couple of years, now.) We were, both, assigned to the
525 Military Intelligence Group, 519 Military Intelligence Battalion, and 45" MI
Company.

Combined Intelligence Center — Vietnam (CICV):

My job, at CICV, was to keep track of Viet Cong (VC) guerrilla activities and strength all
over the country of South Vietnam (tracked activity, strength, and recruitment). Quite a
daunting task, wouldn’t you agree?!? There was a program, called Operation “Big
MACK?”, we used in an attempt to get regular reports from the MACV and Phung Hoang
(Phoenix) Advisors in the field on VC activities and numbers from all the different areas
if the country. I would review these reports and check further into areas where a lot of
activity was reported or where the numbers seemed to be building. This would require
me to go out to collect more detailed information to assist in determining what may be
going on with the VC. My job was to collect information and return with it. I was not to
make contact with or engage the enemy. I was not set up for this type of an operation. |
was told that my position was actually a Major’s slot, but there was a shortage of
personnel with my MOS. I thought that was, most likely, just bull, but it was verified by
the GOB Operations Officer, Major Dwight T. DeVoss, in 2007 during one of many
conversations I had with him after we got back in touch in November 2006.

I will relate several brief stories as I tell about this phase of my military life in order to
give a flavor of my Viet-Nam experience. I want to point out that I was very fortunate
and the good Lord watched after me for whatever reason, as he had done with my father
(WWII) and his father (WWI) before him. Compared to many, I had it very easy and was
truly blessed. I was never caught in a situation where I had to attempt to shoot my way
out. Had I been, I would, most likely, not be here to write this document. As I stated,
above, attacking the enemy, directly, was not my job, and I did not have the firepower to
do so, since I only carried a .45 pistol and, on occasion, an M-16.

CICV had a computer and computer operators. Of course, in those days, the machine
took up a room at CICV, and it did not have the power of the desktop PC I am using to
write this document (original writing is April — June 2003). As I mentioned, above, one
of my responsibilities was collecting information on Viet Cong strength and recruitment
activities. These were very detailed data estimated by province, district, village, hamlet,
all over South Vietnam. I had to provide that information, via a large computer printout
each month (footnotc #3), to five locations (MACV HQ, Army HQ in Hawaii, the
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know, first hand, that life is really short on this earth. We, also, understand that there is
something better awaiting us!

An interesting and surprising fact discovered in 2005 is that Bill Russell and I have a
common set of GGGG grandparents (Ingrams)!

1 must end this documentation of the military phase of my life. I keep thinking of little
stories, but there are enough included to give an idea of what went on. Ididn’t really
mean to write a book!

Ed McCoin

References noted:
1. Griffin, W.E.B., Special Ops, G.P. Putnam’s Sons, NY, 2001, page 19

la. Possibly interesting reference to me in one of Dr. Joe F. Leeker’s on-line books, “The
History of Air America”, “Air America in South Vietnam IT — from Vietnamization to
the end, 1969 — 1975, pp. 19 — 24, The web site is:
htip://www.utdallas.edu/library/collections/speccoll/Lecker/history/index.htm]

2. Griffin, W.E.B., Special Ops, page 212

3. Herrington, Stuart A., Stalking the Viet Cong, Presidio Press, pp 16 & 255, talks
about related data collection with the Hamlet Evaluation System

ADDENDUM

This update is being added to discuss the Joint Service Commendation Medal that was
mentioned, above. I decided that, if this issue was to ever be cotrected, it would be up to
me to work on it. Unfortunately, I had not been able to remember but one person’s first
and last name in my unit’s command, and I had no idea how to locate him. Prior internet
searches had been fruitless. I remembered him as Major Dwight DeVoss, and I recall
him stating that he was from Kansas. He was the Operations Officer, Order of Battle
Branch, CICV, and you know about him, if you have read this document.

My friend, Bill Russell, has been encouraging me to pursue avenues to correct the JSCM

situation, and he asked me for Major DeVoss’ name. In mid-November 2006, Bill found
a “Dwight T. DeVoss, Sr.” who was buried in a Pratt County, Kansas cemetery in 1965.
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It was interesting enough that I searched and found the Pratt County, KS web site on the
internet. From there, I decided to e-mail the Sheriff and ask him to look in the local
telephone directory for a “Dwight DeVoss”. I explained that we were in Viet Nam
together and wanted to contact him. The following day, I had an e-mail from Sheriff
Vernon Chen providing a telephone number! It turned out that the Sheriff was, also, a
Viet Nam vet, and he took a personal interest in the situation.

I called the number, and I recognized the Major’s voice! We talked for some time, and [
found out that his health was poor, and he was on oxygen 24 hours per day. We had a
great conversation, and it was a blessing and pleasure to speak with him once again!
Toward the end of the conversation, I related my story about seeing the paperwork but
never receiving the JSCM for my service in Viet Nam. He took a special interest in the
situation, and we starting making contacts to discover what to do, after some 35+ years!

I contacted the local office of my U.S. Representative in Congress, Bart Gordon. I sent in
a package of information and a request for a thorough records search in St. Louis and
anywhere else there may be appropriate unit files stored. St. Louis, again, had no luck
finding a record of the JSCM of any sort in my file there. In the mean time, it was also
determined what would be necessary to begin a retroactive action recommending that I
receive the JSCM award at the Major’s suggestion. The key to this was Major Dwight
DeVoss, who witnessed my service in Viet Nam. A DA Form 638, Recommendation for
Award, and Letter of Recommendation would be necessary from Dwight, Dwight
worked on this as he felt like doing so. In addition, he called me one evening in late
January 2007 and told me that he had discussed the situation with Marine LTC Robert
Darron, CICV OB Branch Chief for most of my tour, and the LTC said he would sign off
on the action, too! This was, also, an important key in getting the Pentagon’s attention,
especially since you must be assigned to a Joint Command to be eligible to receive the
award.

As of 12 March 2007, I am awaiting the completed and signed DA 638 (a WORD
document has been okayed, since the form requires use of a typewriter), with Letter of
Recommendation, from Dwight DeVoss. The Major called me, today, and said that he is
near completion of the paperwork and wants to add a cover letter. When that is
completed, he will print off the documents, sign them and send them to L.TC Robert
Darron for his input.

I was greatly flattered and humbled when Major DeVoss told me, after me stating that I
was a little surprised that he remembers me after all these years, that “I remember the
exceptional ones!” I laughed and said that could go either direction, depending upon to
which end of the spectrum you refer! He laughed and said that he meant it in a positive
manner and as a compliment. In another conversation at a later date, he stated that he
was not in my rating chain of command, but if he had been rating me, I would have been
in the top ten percent! He said that he plans to make that statement in his cover letter.

On 20 March 2007, Dwight DeVoss called me to let me know that he is ready to send the
packet, with cover letter, to Marine LTC Robert R. Darron for his input and signature.
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When it is returned to him, Major DeVoss will send the packet to me and/or Pete
McGuire, of the Pentagon Joint Awards Section.

As of 3 April 2007, Pete McGuire, of the Pentagon, received a fax of the completed
package and the original was mailed via Express Mail. I talked to Pete on 4 April, and he
was very favorable with his comments about the possibilities of the award being
approved in a couple of weeks. 1t must go through a number of people, including the
Joint Chiefs of Staff.

Pete McGuire called me on Friday afternoon, 20 April 2007, to notify me that the award
of the JSCM to me had been approved! He said the Certificate signature would be
secured early next week, and I should receive the medal by the end of the week!

I contacted Congressman Bart Gordon’s office on Monday, 23 April 2007, and was told
that he, personally, wants to make the presentation of the award! I contacted the TN
Tech University ROTC Department, and the Professor of Military Science wants to have
the ceremony at TTU. In order to ensure that Bill Russell can be here, since he told me
that he wants to come for the presentation, I have asked all parties to plan for Friday, 11
May 2007. I am awaiting word that Rep. Gordon can make that date work for him.

The presentation of the award was made by the Professor of Military Science of TTU, in
a classroom of that Department, on Friday, 11 May 2007! Unfortunately, the
Representative had a conflict on that date and could not make the ceremony. It was more
important that Bill Russell and Lauren, Jon, and Jon William be present, so I stayed with
that day.

As of this update, 13 January 2008, I am staying in close touch with Dwight DeVoss. We
have become close, but we have not been able to have a face-to-face visit. His health has
not allowed it. He had a very bad night this past Thursday, 10 January 2008, and was
carted to the hospital. He is, already, in a Hospice facility in Pratt, Kansas. [ talked with
him, today, and he seems fine and accepting of his situation. He says we will all meet
later (in eternity). I am working on a way to get out there to see him within the next
couple of weeks.

Unfortunately, Dwight “Ted” DeVoss passed away on 17 January 2008, before I could
arrange a trip to Pratt.

LTC Robert R. Darron is staying in touch with me regularly, via e-mail. Also, Dwight’s
sister, Vickie, is staying in close touch. Their mother is still living and in her mid-90s.

Some photos taken after the JSCM award ceremony at TTU are shown below.
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