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Memo for the Record: 1 October 1981

The attached are extracts from a typescript manuseript by
Charles H, Hubbs, a former member of the Ranch Hand organization in
1966-67 in Vietnam, These are Major Hubbs' rememberances, recorded
shortly after his return from Vietnam,...apparently 1967 or early 1968.
They are not footnoted or referenced, Hubbs, now LTC (Retired), has

authorized the use of this information for scholarly purposes.

The typescript was apparently prepared for possible publishing in
the popular press, and is entitled "Cowboy Zero One."
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During the first hectic days after my arrival, I was in and out of
airplanes so fast I wasn't catching the names of the crewmembers I flew with,
particularly the Flight Engineers. These hardy enlisted souls (God love 'em)
rode in the back of the airplane. The VC bullets passed through the aluminum
skin of the airplane back there as if it were paper, To keep our courageous
Sergeants alive there was a heavy steel box back there that they could duck
into when the bullets started- ventilating the airplane

I was flying on my second or third mission and, as usual, Ralph the
Gorilla was my instructor., I was in the right, or co-pilots, seat. I hadn't
heard the sound of for-real ground fire up to this time, so when Ralph
growled, "Get your head down,” Junior," I got my head down. In fact I got it
clear underneath the instrument panel. Now as one Major to another, I really
didn't appreciate Ralph calling me "Junior." However, no matter what he
called me if he felt it was prudent for me to get my head down, I was all

This immediately posed a problem, It is difficult enough for the two
Pilots working together as a team to fly the 123 at 100 feet in close
formation and it requires both pilots pay strict attention to all the
details, but when one of the pilots puts his head under the instrument
panel it significantly compounds the other pilots problems.

Ralph noticed this problem straightaway. His even-tempered reaction
went something like this: "What the hell are you doing with your head
under the instrument panel, you dumb $.0.B.7? I want Junior, our Flight
Engineer, to get his head down, not you stupid!" Ralph had a way of
expressing himself,

This encounter resolved two probleﬁs. One, I would not try to fly
the plane with my head under the instrument panel and two, my identity was
established. I had no further 1déntity problem after that. It was simple,
Junior was in his steel box and I was dumb-dumb, stupid or any other
descriptive term except Junior. I was a fast learner.

We wore two flak vests for protection from groundfire while flying,
Actually, it would be more correct to say we wore one flak vest and sat on
the other. The one we wore was for us. The one we sat on was for our
favo;ite female back home. Most of our hits were bullets coming through
the bottom of the aircraft. A great number of our female friends back in

the States were deeply concerned about vital portions of our pink bodies
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being unnecessarily damaged. _ f
We had five airplanes and eleven pilots when I arrived. Believe me,
one extra pilot ls considerably short of the recommended pilot-to-aircraft
ratio recommended back in the States and explains why I went to work so
quickly. By the seventh mission, I had progréssed from flying as the co-pilot é
in the last airplane to the pllot of the number‘two airplane, Ralph felt g f
every pilot should be able to be the lead pilot in the first plane. : ‘é'? ;
Unfortunately, he expected a new guy to pick up his year of experience in . Bl i
one lesson, ' | ;
We were in the number two aircraft and Ralph was in the right or | !
co-pilot's scat. He was demonstrating his instant combat indoctrination‘
course and explaining in his colorful way the dozen or so things I was |
doing wrong while puffing ferociously on his cigar. He always had a cigar :
going but none of us had the courage to tell him it was hazardous to j¢
gveryone's health to be smoking in an airplane while VC folks were shooting i
holes in our gas tanks. :
' There was a lot of ground [ire on this target and one uncommonly lucky |
VC gunner managed to put a .30 caliber rifle bullet right into our cockpit, i
It smelled the whole plane up with burning cordite. But the smell was
nothing compared to the sound that bullet made when it hit Rélph. There

was no doubt in my mind that the bullet had taken Ralph's head clean off,

Of course I didn't look to see., When the round hit us I had been flying

in very tight formation on the leader's wing. I was just hanging in there 1

while the leader was very busy telling the world about some moderate ground | i
fire we were taking, He was also damn near pulling our wings off with a
tight turn to go back over the target again! i§

I was recommended for a medal‘for‘hanging onto the leader's wing and |
making a couple more passes, but to be honest, T didn't dare pull off from
the leader's wing since I hadn't the faintest clue as to where in Vietnam
we were.

I knew the throttles were being moved by someone other than me, but

I just didn't think it wise to look over and see if Ralph still had a head.

e bk S i it s et i s ot

I already had a classic case of the scared-to-deaths and losing my breakfast . )
wouldn't help, I did ask over the intercom if he was alive. This got me 3

a week's ration of lusty, direct replies from an angry, bleeding gorilla. ?;_'
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The Flight Leader finally decided we had been shot at enough (I later
learned the hour and a half we had been over the target was really four
minutes) and he pulled off the target and climbed to 3500 fegt. I finally
got my courage up and looked over at Ralph. There he sat, cigar golng a
mile a minute and using an honest to GCod Texas-size Bowie knife to pick
shrapnel out of a messy looking arm. That really got my attention. He
flew one more mission with me that day before he went over to the medics
to get his arm fixed. That's Mr. Tough in my book.

With our crew ratio'of pilots to airéraft at such a low point, only
one pilot could be off at a time whether it be sick or getting his sanity
back away from Saigon for a few days. One day when we had a pilot off .
somewhere getting his head straight after two missions a day for 25 straight
days, my co-pilot came up with a terrible case of diarrhea and no one to
take his place,

Sick as he was he was strapped in and ready to go at take-off time.
The Ranch Hands seldom aborted or cancelled a flight once they got the
engines started. This is an outstanding tribute to the fine condition our
maintenance folks kept our planes in, bélieve me. However, today the
gods would smile favorably on my co-pilot who already had a pained look
on his face and his legs tightly crossed.

As T reversed the propellors on a routine check, they stuck in the
reverse position. This meant the airplane could only back up, I couldn't

get forward thrust on the propellors. Admittedly the Ranch Hands and their

. Pplanes were pretty tough, but even Ranch Hands can't fly backwards so 1

cancelled our flight. Overjoyed with the engine problem my co-pilot
promptly retired to the john for the rest of the day,

One of the more interesting aspects of being a Ranch Hand flyer was
the manner in which one equipped himself. For years I had dutifully stood
in long equipment lines with batches of issue slips in hand while grumpy
Air Force supply folks handed out my equipment. It was invariably too big
or too small or the wrong quantity, The resourceful Air Commandos
circumnavigated this problem,

The Air Force had a regulation that made it mandatory that crewmembers
wear flight suits or fatigues while flying. They also issued us long sleeved,
heavy duty, hot regulation fatigues. The temperature on the flight lines in
Vietnam often exceeded 120° and everyone hated the Air Force regulation fatipguc

The Army, on the other hand, had fought jungle wars before and they had a
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nifty set of-lightweight fatigues made just for this business and climate.

Like a lot of other good Army equipment though, they screwed the fatigues
up by putting slanted, baggy pockets on them, ' i
As soon as a Cowboy got settled he would, head straightforth to downtown

Saigon's World Wide Tailor Shop who had a mysteriously inexhaustible supply
of Army lightweight fatigues. After a swift, professional measuring session
with the newly acquired fatigues on, the waboy would be asked to 'Come by
next morning, please.'” Overnight the Army fatigues would be converted into
a short sleeved, form fitting snappy outfit., Of course they would have

extra pockets on each sleeve for cigarettes, a couple of pencil inserts,

a myriad of unit patches, an American flag, name tag and if room was left, !i'
t
3

"U.S. Air Force" over the left breast pocket. There was considerable latitude i i:.
j
\

attaching the patches of your choice on this uniform and since you drew up
your own patch on the spot, some rather racy patches blossomed forth on the
new fatigues. Tt was quite fashionable in the early days to immortalize

some Stateside anti-war personality with some obscene graffiti on a patch. i

I specificallyremember a great variety of "Jane Fonda" patches with some ;
interesting suggestions of a sexual nature. - ‘

Next, the Cowboy would have a custom ammunition and pistol belt made.

Since T had not had the foresight to think I would be allowed to arm myself

for combat as I saw fit, I only had the government issue .38 caliber pistols
available to me at the time. This changed later, but for the time being :
I settled for a .38 pistol holster with 50 bullet loops that really looked |
snazzy. In fact, I was shiny bullets from bellybutton all the way arcund
to bellybutton. Roy Rogers would have been green with envy,

To top off this sartorial scenario, a genuine "Made in Saigon"
Australian go-to-hell bush hat with a purple hat band attached and your
rank embroidered on the front was necessary. This assured you right off
that you would never have an identity problem in any gin mill in Southeast

Asia (or downtown Burbank or Timbuktu),

Ranch Hands also had to own a motorcycle of some sort. The few sane
Cowboys owned 50cc Hondas - sort of luw powered bicycles, The hardier types
would acquire Honda 90's, - Then there were the true suicidal types. They
rode Honda 750's. You could drive one of those hummers strdight up the
side of the Empire State Building accelerating all the way. Rumor had it

Ralph could flatten jeeps and small trucks with his 750,

BOL1S
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Whatt nest of L_h.v joeb cover folks didn't hear was the really nerna-
rattling sound of ground fire. I heard the gun go ol that Fired every bullet
that cover hit ny aiveraft., We flow with our w.i.nr.lo.::s open Lo reduce the glass
fraguoents which really spatiered around the cockpit when a window was hit,
O fighter quys usually cane in for their runs {roum dead behind us and as I
mentioned, they were smoking along at about 500 mph. We never knew when they'd
ocom> past and, of course, they usually started punping cut 20 mim cannon fife
just as they rcached us. )

Boy, talk about a heart stopper. Try being a bit tense to begin with and
knoving full well there's a VC belaw that has shooting you full of holes as
his whole day's offort. Without warmning, imagine four 20 M cannons
going off about 25 focel {ran your car as YOur friendly fighter goes by and
yvou'll wderstand what I nean by a heart stopper.

One mission we had a super eager fighter type who started dropping
his little goodies a bit too soon and managed to cffectively bonb my three
ship fomation., 1 wis much too youyg for the Polesti oil field raid, but
the stories of the anti~aircraft fire lead ne to believe you could walk on
it, it was so heavy. Well, if you don't believe an F-100 dropping |
his whole ordnanoe load right into your flight of three isn't a thrill,
then I'd recomnend Polesti. Out of three ships nunber twe lost a windscroen
and one engine, nunbaor three lost his windsercen and one cigine. I was the
lead aircraft camander and when the explosions ccased and the shrapnel quit
rattling around inside the plane, 1 lost ny interest in continuing that
particular mission. We had over 100 holes in our plances,  That kind of
destruction would cause Saigon to ask a bunch of dumh questions. We

winte of f tho engines and windsceroens to enony ground fire.  ‘The fighter

amt up with a whole groun of sheot matal spocialists and by 0500

folks ¢
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Lhe noxt noming, iU was business as wsual for the Ranch Hands. , i )
B |

|
]
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Ixeept for the minor exceplion just noled, our fighters woere

our salvation. llowever Gaigon decided one time that we could get along
' (1 J :

vory well withoul our Lop cover. _ i

o e

one of our nore suave higher rankers nude an cmotional appeal to L

MM and as a result it was decided a couple of full coloncls from Saigon

would go along on a Ranch mission to cvaluate if we rcally needed topt cover.

We had at that tine a cowple of arcas whore we could fly and without

excepltion wo could attract more ground fire in 30 seconds than a lot of 1
guys Cver sow 1N a year.

Naturally, we chose one o the hotteskt targets to get our "ovaluator” 1

colonels' attention. I was the pilot of the third ship that day and would

carry onc of the colonels so he could observe the operation from the rear. i

e was a nice fellow, crinkled face, grey haired, ctc. Just - i i

pefore cranking wp the engines, Ralph whispers in ny car “"be very gentle on

that colonel you are carrying, he has a heart condition.” .
. |

Great Scott!! Just what I necded. We press off and sure ecnough we

had just startcd ocur run when all hell broke loose!  Decause we have no

fighters as cover, the VC arc using tracers and we all know that between e E {
tracer you sce, there are five non-Lracers. 1o whole world in front of m2 i

i a bundh of tracers, all of which appear to bo going right through

Ralph, thoe leader's airplane.

All 1'm doing is taying to keep wy poor heart punping and wondering %
i

. . . . ‘ ) , . il
in the back of ny mind how do T explain a colonel from headguarters having : l i

a coronary in ny cockpit.
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great deal of activity aboul the place and ol there soenod Lo Lo a yroat
mnbor of ranking Amy officers in clean uni fonms polting about, but we had
vone for our jocp. A young Aoy spocial Foroes Lype danm near took his
head of £ on onwe of our projx:llors Lrying to got to the plane before anyone
else could. e scranbled up to the cockpit and handod me o very
cryptic note. All it soid was "here is an Army Inspector Goneral ‘loan
investigating us, get the hell out of here, we buried your joep two hours
ago, " .
All our trades weren't loscers. We did not carry parachultes sinoe a
bailout at 100 feet isn't even a remote possibili ty, but we did carry more
personal guns, amunition, bayonettes, knives, ele, than fmy-!\ir TForce
organization in Lhe history of aviation. Whon I first arrived at Saigon
the Ranch had o (ONEX container (a notal watertight container the size of
a small hone) that contained at least 300 weapons (for the 12 of us)., I
rersonally carricd the folluwing: one M-16 automitic rifle with 300 rounds
of anmo, a snub-nosed civilian .38 catiber revolver with 150 rounds of ammo,
an Alr Force issue .38 caliber rovolver with 50 rounds of anmo, and a .25
caliber hide out automatic with 300 rounds of amp. In our CONEX wo had
Swedish~K and American 'hanpson sub-machine gquns, shotguns, carbines,
M-1 rifles, mygnuns, Brosning o aut-mmtics, cte, ate. You name a weapon
and one of our guys was carrying it. One flight mrchanic had a 40mm granade
launcher in his bullet proof box in the back of the airerafl. Only one of

our dawnaed crows had to fight it out with the VO on the ground and they

held than of £ Tong enough to bo rescued = but that's Junior's story.
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Tve mentiencd several Ulmes that we Plhow two minsions aday overy 3
day Tor about threw weoks then you pot a litile combat kooky and it wasg i

time Lo go away for awhiic.

beak and Clyde {lew together a lot and both werc considercd "magnet
asses’ because of the amount of encmy ground fire they attracted into the
cockpit of their airplane, When everyoue else was taking hits in the tail
of their airplancs, good old Boak and Clyde would invariabiy a hit right

through the windsheild, Normally, that wasn't the end of the world, but

it sure ruined your whole 'day. A .30 caliber bullet smashidg thr ough the 'Mﬁ
windshicld caused scveral millidn shards of glass to inbed themselves in i
all unprotected parts of our bodies. | fy
In violation ol the regulations, we flew in T-shirves which left our iﬁ
arms bare, but we did have a [lak vest and a flight helmet with a clear %;
b

visor to protect our eyves. When a windshiold was shot out, your hands,

arms and the lower portion of your face tock a real Beating from the
Glass splinters. In a fow hours the arcas where the slass hit your body would

balloon Lremendously, Stiortly you had Ralph the Gorilla size arms and

yoeur face looked 1ike you had a waternelon in ecach cheeok,

The firse time Beak and Clyde got a lace [ulll of windsheld, the sly
and curning devils asked mo Tor five days off so Lthey could go to Tachi
and heal up, Five days Tater Clyde was back and six or sceven days alter

Leaving, Beoak ot back., Beak had a real problem keeping track of time,
oy is &)

Anyway, o few days later Beak and Clyde pulled up off a relatively casy
target and the longest, luckiest VC shot of the war hit Lhem right in the

windshiceld at 3,300 feet above the ground - impossible!

Alter we landed, started Up a party, scot Beak and Clyde off to the
medics and restarted Lhe party, I fully cxpected Lo et the "We need to go

o Tachi to heal up" stor - Wrong. ALl of a suddon they were both
i ¥ £ Y

supermen. They wanled Lo stay at Danang and kKeep on {iying. They were

ddamentl about staying on the flying schedulo. OK.  So they flew for five

days all baltlered ang uply but healing fast. On the sixLh day, at ‘ [ i
t
breakfast, Beak spit out his daily quola of glass bits that worked their g

~ay out through his check ang stated, "OK leader, now 1 want my five days

il to heal up,"
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He told me Tator o the war thal the reason he waited Lo heal up before
goluy Lo Tachl was because the most miserable Lime he ever spent at Tachi

was Lhe time hie went up there all shot up. He said he spent the whole time

E; explaining his wounds and missed about 50% of valuable drinking time,

; I think Beak's greatest contributién to the Ranch was made on another

:f occasion when he got shot in the head, Now that may sound a bit unkind but

as an objective {light commander, I found that Beak in his own way, really ‘

benefited the Ranch and me threefold with that waneuver.

First, for some reason or ancther (I believe it was to repair a case

} of bullet holes in an engine), we had been short one plane that day and

Beak had missed out on flying his customary two missions. With his typical

cunning, he corncred me in the bar ang poured a gallon or two of Seagrams
VO into me. He pointed out that I was now 30 missions ahead of him and that f

3 it was undemocratic of me to get that far ahead of him. I should point out :?
here that if we were short an airplanc for a days missions, you could bet :?
the old flight Jeader wasn't sitting 1t out Tor the day. The younger guys i

: could work out whe didn't [y, but my democratic philosophy was after 1 got |

% an airplane, thon the rest of the [light came next.

K

é Beak ultimately convinced me to give up my scal on a mission for the

é first time., He realiy wanted that wission,

§ The next morning, on the first pass over the tavget, a VO who must have

§ placated all the devils he worshipped, managed to put a .30 caliber slug

g through Beak's windsh'eld, through Beak's helmet visor, through his helmet

E and into Beak's head. The bullet lodyed just under the skin having

% fortunately naearly spent itself before stopping in Beak's head,

; Of course, Baaw was {lying with Clyde. Beak only pot shot when he

N

i was flying with Clyde.  Animal was the navigator on this misson. Clyde and

Animal pot the usual arms and face full of glass.  Clyde calmly asked Beak,
“"to kindly pull the poddan aiplane up"” since they were now clipping the
tree tops.  Beak told Clyde just as calmly that he, Beak, "had beon shoc. '
Clyde did not percieve this as the rreatest revelation of his life. With

Lhe planc taking wore decisive Wites out of the tree Ltops, Clyde replied

that, "he, Animal and the airplane had all becen shol, but that since nearly

everytime he [lew with Beak, this happened, would Beak please pull the

goddan airplance up!"

13
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Beal, Dbedng the forthright Tosan he was, Look umbrayee at this. He
reached up under his bloody helmel and pulled the rifle slup out [rom uner
his skin. Peevishly, Beak shoved the bullet under Clydes nose and said,
“"see, I told you ! was shol" and promplly collapsed over the control column
which pushed the plane even further into the tree tops.

Animal, the ravipator, pulled Beak off the control column and Clyde
pulled the airplane up (rom the trees.

That was the first nice thing that Beak did for ne and "C" fiight
that day. He got shol in the head instead of me - that's really protecting
your leader - a very fine trait in young Officers.

While Beak was laid out on the floor, the wounded navigator climbed into
the pilot's seat and Clyde was flying the plane from the copilot's seat,
Clyde no longer beliceved Leak was just clowning around to get another five
day pass to Tachi. Clyde was pretty busy f{lying the airplane and talking
quite vocilerously for him on scveral radieo channols trying to goet some
help:.

He really picred the right guys to help Beak. A Marine medical
cevacuation helicopter offered to meet the battered 123 on the end of the
jet runway and airlift Beak to some superb Marine medics (they claimed)
that were near Danang. Clyde and Animal managed to jointly squash the
planc down on the end of the runway and Beak was winged away to the
Marine medical statcion,

After a couple of false starts, Clyde and Animal slowly weaved the
battered 123 all the way down the runway to the Cowboy parking area. By
this vime, the wing commander had been called on his walkie-talkie and
told, "those damn kanch Hands had landed on his beautiful two mile long
runway, stopped in Lhe widdle of i, let ofl a passenger and then lazily
down the whole two miles'. At least six [lights of returning jet fighters
had to make low approaches and go around for another landing. That is a
good way to anper pilots returning {rom missions., 1Tt also raises the
ire of the wing commander who worries about details ol that nature.

The wing commander and I arrived simultascously at the Cowboy
parking ramp. UHe had just cmerged from his shiny blue staff car as I
fell off iy Honda which [lipped out -[rom under me when I hit the oil
pouring onto the ramp [rom the bulict holes in the right engine. While

I untangled myselt [rom the llonda the wing commander was mumbling some
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ol [ color remnnicn about making optitu use of punway tasi Lime and some
downright nasty consuents on Majors who vode llundas on Uhe flight line and
fell down,

Before 1 could really pet in pear (stand up) the wing commander ¢limbed
up to the cockpit. Belore he.got to the top of the steps he met Animal
emerging all bloody from the pilot's seat. "Are you the pitot", he asked.

"Nope. I'm the navigator" was Animal's reply as he shoved past the Colonel.
This caused a funny little tic to slart on the Coloncl's cheek, He then
tried Clyde in the copilot's seat. "Are you the Pilot," a little more
hopefully this time. Clyde gave him a long, cool New England look, wiped
some blood off his face and said, "Nope." The Colonel really had a glazed
look by this time, Just then, Beak's helmet volled out of the cockpit,
There was a bullet hole right through the visor, bLlood all over it, the
earpiece was shot out and Clyde, as lmpeccably cool as a New England
preacher, pointed to the helmet and said, "There's the piloc,™

Score two ior Beak. That Lird Colonel wing commander suddenly had
acquired an entively new insight in Ranch Hand operations. The next
morning the Cowboys were issued a brand new Juep, we rceeived unlimiced
support for the rest of the tour and I made a friend for the rost of my
carcer in the wing commamder. Top cover that was formerly hard to come
by was now available anytime, anywhere in overwhelming numbers.  How many
fighters would I like today, when, where and how mueh [ire power would 1
like loaded on them?  Good gricf! I could even schedule their bomb and
amno loads,  Support-wise it was the ultimate turn acound for the Cowboys.

Beak still had one more score to ring up for the Cowboys this day.

 He had beon airlifled to one of those places where thicy take care of front

line Marine injurics. We rushed to a telephone to sce if our wounded
warrior was going to live or go to wherever crafty Texans go when they
pack it in.  The Marine reply to. ouv phone call was a terse, “send some
wheels over heve for Lin - he's all yours." Grest. Beak was apparently
up and about acd probably fretting that he was late for his party,

Ike raced off to pick up Beak while our flight surgeon converted the
bar into a mini emorgency ward while he doclored up Clyde and Animal
between drinks. When Beak arrived we were introduced to front line
Marine medical suppert. lle triumphantly entercd the 0-Club with a bandage
wrapped haphasardly around his head - the spitting image of the Spirit of

'76, Ho was still bleeding profusely from the wound., We unanimously agreed
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the Marine front ]ine troatment bLook probably reads,

(R IT
"To treat a head wound,

pour on sulla, wrap Lhe head with 4 sioppy bandage and declare the patient i
'“rcady for duty!" i
This obviously called for a celebration dnparalleled in "o flight ﬁ

lore. We had gotien:a late start - it.was 1030 in the morning. The first &
thing I did was call off {lying for the next day in order that we could ' :

have a spectacular bash, Somehow, I forgot to tell Séigon, our fighter
cover, our Forward Air Controller and the VC that I had cancelled flying
and the next day the fighters and FAC's all flow around in big circles ?
sans Ceowboys. That ot me another call from THEM,

Lach morning we were plven an intelligonce briefing on the enemy in
cur target arca. This also included an estimate of Lhe ground firé we
could expect, The worning of Beak's infamous shot in the head we had been
briefed that icv would be, "a milk run, really easy since there were no
VC reported in Lhe #rea and no reports of ground fire,"

About 10 o'clock that night the party was really getting up a head

of steam and several coewboys were dancing a polka on the chanpagne socaked

dance floor. 1f you thought it strange that two hairy chested, six foot
4r plus, 225 pound Cowboys would dance together, 1 sugpest you reserve your

tomments, At this time our vaunted intelligence bricling Officer sauntered

into the bar. Mow this is how those inflated stories about the Cowboys ;

got startoed,

Every fighter Jockey, FAC, Cowboy and anyone I furgot that was in the ”f

bar knows that Beak broke the intelligence Ofticer's arm in two places as

a result of the clhatpagne itking the floor slippery.  The whole combat

world knew Beak was a peachy polka dancer dnd it had to be an accident

g that while dancing with the intelligence briefer, Beak wouldn't have

2

3 deliberacely thrown bhim 20 yards Into a cement wall.

; Score three for Heak, It was amazing how our intelligence briefings

suddenly disclosed whole hordes of anti-aircrafu guns and lots of bad

i folks in our target areas who would shoot at you., We had known this all
W

along but we couldn't cotivince the briefers. As of that night that problim

i was resolved feorever,
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Just so you don't think thal was the end of the evening for Beak,

he racked up one wmore conversatlion item before Lurning in. He was already

a mess.  The "revolulionary war" Marine moedical treatment had left the

lefe side of his head a mess, His arms_and the bottom hall of his face were

already swelling noticeably. In fact, the only pavt of him that showed that

was remotely normal was the upper vight side of his face. But not for long, -

Beak leaped on a Nonda to head for the tent and a  welle-carned rest,
Being Beak, he missed the turn at the corner, hit the Ajir Police guard shack
a mighty lick and naturally banged up the upper right side of his head. Five
days later he asked for a little leave up at Tachi and damned if I didn't

let him go.
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THEY told us we had a headlin e making mission cotdng up but v was
super scceret. It was 5o secret we considercd shooting the courier and
burning the messoepe before we read it. It was netting harder for THEM
to rattle us up anyiore, so we read the message.  When we found out what
our secret tarpel wias, we unanimously agreed to get ourselves mentally
prepared. In other words we went to the Club and had a secret party.

It really was o big deal since THEY ordered the rest of the Ranch
Hands in Saigon to put topether six extra planes and about sixty people
to support us on Lhe mission which was to be vun out of Danang.

Our extra Cowhoy support folks were told they would be leaving Saigon
at once. These folks sat necar their planes at Saigon for [ive hours in
the 100 plus ramp temperatures before they were told the mission was called
off. Belore they could uupack THEY told them to launch their people and
planes immediately for Danang. The extra Lowboys were Lo arrive at
Danang, perform a quick refueling and off to the target we all would go.

After the Saigen group arrived, we hurriedly refucled theiv aitcraflt
and all of us spent the next seven hours sitting on the hot ramp until
the mission was finally called off due to bad wcather. That was a Very
long.dny for a lolL of Cowboys.

The weather stayed rotten for the next clleven days because of a
monstrer typhoon in Lhe China Sca. By now our "sccret" mission had attracted
between forty aund fifty news media people [rom four countlrics. They knew
more aboul our mission than I did - so much for the scuvet portion, The
world ol the Ranch luuds for that cleven day period as we waited out the
typhoon consisted ol hordes of bored reporters, TV cameramen and radio
commentators c¢rawling all over us.

They were so hard up for news copy to send to the States that if a
Cowboy went to the john there was bound to be a puy with a microphone right
at his side.  They didn't [ilm us in the john, hul they did take enough
film of us cighteen hours a day to have recovded World War Two in ils
cntirety.

We had Canadian and French television people, ABRC, NBC, CBS, some
others I've forgotten and the BBC. Ch yes, even Lhe Christian Science
Monitor folks were there. Some of these folks were acting like they

were actually going te fly on the mission with us. I attributed this




absurd Pipedream Lo Uhe GVer dncressting amonnt ol booze that wag being
Consumed during the {oul weather poriod thas conue] leg flyin, day after day,

I was stunned wiren boreporter I had a lol of Laith in told me straight out

that THEY hag Informed the Press Lthat the Cowboys were in Lace soing to take

civilian newsmen on the mission,

The best Air Foreco Information Officer in the world was Lieutent Colonel
Jolm Whiteside, John was down in Saigon Tighting the war and the brass in
his special world of news media madness. I had been Stationed with John
befere and he had sotten me more national bovcrage than some movie stars
get. When John sel oqut to get somc publicity for soticone he could really
turn the tap on, Ay one point in my career he had me featured nationally
in so many Papers, TV and radio segments and magazines that I actuzlly
began receiving fan {and kooky) letters,

I really belicved {n John.  He and 1 hag shared a thousand or 50
drinks in variely ol gin mills, He was no shrinking violat, but a rather
fiesty bar partnur, nevoer letting size influcence his dccision to attack
a disagrecable provlem { or gin mil) patron),

John understoog ny problem and commiserated as best he could, however,
he couldn't help.  The decision had been made so far up Lhe line that only
God was left to appeal to, I dida't know God personally, but I syre knew
some of "THEM that were trying to play the part in Safgon s T reluctantly
called THEM,

I dramaLicaily caphasized the point that I did nou wWant, nor did I
aeed any civilians on our planes on an cbviously hot target,  THEY replied
fhat, "yes, the Cowboys would {1y civilians™, but Loy showed some smarts
by acyulescing to ny Plea to limit the number to one reporter and one
cameraman.

THEY concluded the phone call with one ol the bigper THEMS telling me
"Don't get any of the civilians hurt on this mission - (¢ would be bad for
publicity." My reply, one of the few I ever made te a4 Saigon pronouncement
was, "Great Scott, don't rel] e, tell the Vg, they're the ones who are

- - []
shooting at the aivplanes!
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"CUUFLight was selecled Lo make the firatl ron on the tarper and the
Yeporter would be John Hart of CBS television, | assume John drew the
short straw or whatever reporters do Lo gel a red-hot misslion., He was
as pleased as a speckled pup that he was noing - 1 figured the menscon

scason had addled his brain,

Weowere pleasanlly swipreised Lo Ul Lhial Jdohn Tt eadiy kinew his

business el 1L was a pleasuie workinge wilh a profvosional like bim.  We

cotdd ot very Jitule dote durings Lhe monsoon which in o coe iy adone poured
11 dinches ot idn upon s, (‘.-!In‘n Lobived o Adbuguiers e Ul ie wirole year '
rat ton of rado v cbonl i in(,:hn-:‘.) Jotwr nelooul Loogeel hin boel up
raberial cordy. Thenr all beowould preed viowld e U etugl gy wd e coul
prooon Lo orvporting Lhe real ol Lhe warre.,

For  [lve doys he bioed ug oo Lhrourh Lhe whole milssion ineludingg walie
upy bredakfast, beiefbor, wieerat’t proflipeht, start, Laxd, Lakeof! wnd
Landingn.  ALL o whideh wos dulliully pertopned Ly et J-".Li;fJ:L.

Trele were Lwo seriows drawbacks Lo all this wninvited Intemational
publicity.  Firut wd paramount Lo us Y v would not only kn.ow we were
coming, but also whoere wod whcn._ We neoded all Lhe swiprise we could
perls Wnee, canrlior in Lhe v, soeone had LhmuuLL that sending a
puaycholopical wiotav alverafl in ahead of ws Lo Lell the VO over their
Joudspeakers rot Lo ohool s would be a keen plon. ALL thal pot us was a
wide nwalte boeh off VO with Jots of exbra clips for Lhelr machine pus.

Thab peally pavpoeed Lhem Lo odo oug preal ban. wWe serubbed that idea in

Short order,




Toe obhor drawbacleo Lo Lhwe puniicelly wao Lhat L osaddenly nobiced
I no longer had o sliphtly out of centrol "CY flipnt wiy more, but 1 was leau

Joln Wayne, Gidncy Portlor, Riyk bDowslas, turl Lancasler, cle, With a

microphone  and a camera on Lhem Cor 11 days uy CLight biod becowe the biprest

houn actors in Lhe wordd,  The jro-Lo-hell habs were:at rodddsh agmles, swagrers

repluced norad waikdng arcd speech patlers were suddenly lrstant liollywood.

'

Thoy were even toellingg Lhe canera jays how to Cibn Lhom ol the bar.

The TV o crews fliued o Baneh Hoand Dindner~Ing bub that portion of the filr
vaus providently lost an Lhe culbing roon Clocr.  'Ihal peoly wis so full of
character debors Lhal Saipon wonld bove sent L of Lhe [iaieh back to Lhe

States in a straight jacket if they had scen it.

[P

The monsaon r'inally went somewhere else Lo rain alli over people and
the weather cleared beautifully for us. We got out three ship formation off
the ground with Jobin Hart and one cameraman, Jobne wias dnomy olreraly sond
Lhe 1V c;uu_‘l.';u:‘.'m Ay wobler — Sort ol Like having Lhe president and vice
presldent £y in difterent alreraft so that 10 one crashies you st111 can
salvapr sonetndng o Lhe othier alreralt 1100 1t wakes L,

We strongly suspecled thab wlith all the fanfare of the previous 11 days
the VO would have the world's largest concentratlon o anti-alreralt (ire

and thelr top puoncrs walting for us, I owas pleasantly surprlised twlce on

that sl ndsston.
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e were able Lo p el aboul Ui minutes nto Ui foure
mlrivtes we werw Foingn Lo be over Lhe Larget befoie the mpround fire bepan, I

must adedt 16 was a relicf ror onee Lo hear prowd fire, T Just knew wlth the wi.

world watching our super Wauch Hand e would be completely destroyed 1f we had

a no hlt mission.

Feanwhile, John was dodry; his cornentary Into hils tape

recorder as we {dow over the Larpet. e was in the back standdng up in the

steel box the {lifnt cnplneers worked out of.  '1he Lox only came up to your

walst 11 you stood up.  hie pround fire started and 1 innediatel heard two -
-y ] ] -y

quicl hits somewhore in the ddrera't Lehiind e and T strongly suspleloned they

were close Lo the conter of the aireraflt where Joln was dolng hls on-scene

carbat report.

L owas concemied for John's weli=being because 1 John pob
hurt, youu can be sure Saijgon would see that T was hurt too, 4 called the
Flight emygrlneer on Lsereom L‘o :;nA;o how .J'oh‘n was reactng to bullets and
other war related itens Like petlingy alrslcic, My CLIght enplncer had an

i : ; w0 e aken two 30 callber slwss
acdnjring tone to hls volee when he told e e hal taken two 30 cal 3IWs

.o e e, . - -

throwdy the fuseliie both of which hit aboul two inches from John's head and the:

richocheted on oftf to wierever richchets go, bul John kept right on talking

into hiv microphone and slowly crouched down = b by halbid i eya.

P
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wiis Finally chowo onoworlo=wide T and Locin VoLl donntn o ton LOVUT W Lvern
whon Lhooe o lurs tearly Look his head ol Theautitul! o s our kined of

war reporter,  Dome oo Lhom didnts ke Lo Jeave SalpFon ol el out whiere Lo

q aclion woas.,  One Lhiliyt, Lhowtd, John did overdo Lhe bulldup on me In his

i reporting wid L Kind of sowcked 1ike Dwas Lhe comumior of the whole

collon-pickin: war.  “hat cAplains Lthe chilly atmosphere in Lhe Salifon phone

calls 0ot for the vt of ny tour.  Thanks Jola,
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R Woe had a real zingoer of a morviar atlacx one nught, 1 had never

weon under fire in o mortar attack belore.  The Florida natives had ber

very friendly and nevoer {fired mortars at our Stateside Alr Base, so I

e T s T
e _MN_;"

was understandbly concerned when we heard ol mortar attacks on bascs

ncar us,

Being concerncd about mortar attacks is like being concerned abou i

crashing in an airplance, Lveryone Knows it will happen to somebody elsc |

but never, never to you, W: had a large concentration of friendly |

artillery that had been moved in close to our basce and when they began

firing out at the v the first night it was really tough on us flyer

‘types. W just weren't used to big guns constantly firing very necar L
us. It only took a few nights though and we were sleeping soundly onc:

again in spite of the cannon fire,

when the first encemy 122 millimeter mortar round hit, we were al

sound aslecp and cven though our own artillery was booming away, I kno

what that inbound round was., I Wit face down in the dirt cof the morta:

bunker before the debris thrown up in the air by that first explosion '

came Jdown on tha shoelter rool., What really amazed me considering I wa

never trained in ground war tactics, was that I had leaped out of bed
from a sound slecep, in a pitch black room and I had an M~16 machine gu ;

‘a pair of boots and a (lashlight when I dove into the bunker.. On a

normal morning I had trouble finding the alarm clock., I consider my

grabbing up of the bLare essentials as I did while moving at an eatimat

300 MPH in my race to the bunker to be one ol the most significant {ea i

of my adult 1ife,

I would suspect the Russians do so waell in the Olympics by havi:

their runners practice with mortar shells landing behind them, It

cortainly does qet one nmoving smartly out ol the starting block.
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Once we got in the Bunler there was a lot or hullfing ana puffing

? at first, then when that initial spasm abatoed cvoeryone started flashin
* their lights around o dispel that creepy Leeling that all Lhiose othor

;' people in the bunker wore Vo infiltratops. Once cveryone was identiric:

as friendly there was aboul Lwo aninutes of high squcally voices and much
nervous laughing and joking about mortar attachks, “When that show of
bravado was over we all hunkered down with our backs to the sandbag
walls and douscd all the lights.

The bunker had never been used Slnce

‘we had arrived at that base and it had that old musiky mine smell to it,

It was dead quiet in the bunker with ecach of us probably getting a

deeper appreciation for what the British folks went through during Wwr|

alr raids. Our hoarts WOre just getting down to a reasonable rythm
i

1
when a most frightening thing occurred,

It was a very low veice, no one ever admitted to whose it was, but the voice
from back in the bowels ¢l the dark bunker asked, "I wvonder if there are any snakes
in here?" Twenty five or so terrified Cowboys exived ' the bunker in a split
second. - ‘

I'm not real sure a snake can do you a lot of harin, but I'n positive a 122mm
rocket can. Yot here we were.  Twenty five guys had just vacated a perfectly good
bucker desipned to withstand 122mn mortars and headed out into the open. Cooler
heads prevailed and a guy I thought should be recommended for the Silver Star went
back into the bunker to make a snake search, About that time another mortar round
hit near us and we re-entered the bunker en massc.  Wo were believers that 12Z2mn
rockets and mortars were more deadly than snakes, noticed though that wiln all
the assurances aur hewly uppointed‘Snake Control Officer Bave us that the bunker
was free of Creepy crawly things, there was 5ure a lot of folks swatting fiercely
at imagined things crawling on our near naked bodies,

The mortar attack was over in about 15 minutes. Tt ot eerlly quiet outside.

8015
_%q




Bvorvone want e Lo qoet oul of the bunker,  1hore weroe

somc.fierné ilres burning on the base G0 we all climbed Up on top of
the bunkaor loer a Lovtor vicw, |

Some small armg flre bogan at thé other end of the base ang
suddenly one of tha bage SCCUrily serqeants raced up to
the bunker. ja was probably a VRIY nive poerson méxt ol his life, he
may have aven have had a mother, and he probablyiggverfgggﬁiy cussed

an ojificer out in hig viiole military carcer., I suspect he Just got all

“faught up in this war thing because he cussed ana threatened the hell

out ol 25 officers on the top of that bunker. e adig 1t in a super-

lative mannecr T might add,

He left ro auestion in our minds that he absolutely, positively and defin-

itely meant for us tq:qct ol that Goddam bunier rool, get inside that

1]
Goddamn bunker and sil down and shut up. ile ceven made some most

unflattering comments about our mental processes upeciiicallyuwhat kinc
of dumb bastard: would get up on a bunker roof when the VC were oOVQr -
running the place?u We hield a conference in the bunker and decidod tha“
Just as soon as the all clear sounded we'd just walk right out of that
bunker in spite of that sargeant,
Tet 1s the oriontal new year and 1t was a strange game for us,

There was a Lruce and everyone quit fighting, pag long as it was not a
combat mission we could Ly anywhere and no one would shoot at us, I

made sceveral flights during Tet and it scemed lile the war never

existed,
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Thiére s6ill was a great deal of harard involved

the VC had euit shooting ab us, Tt seems the onc thing the friendly
South Vietnewmese had in guantily was ammunition, They also had the
insatiable compulsion Lo shool heir

guns ol Into the air in huge
volleys to meloebrate thoe Tel New Year. The only bad part about this

scemingly lhiarmless play is old Newton's law, 17 you figure on a qood
night, the Vietnemoso shol 200,000 bullets up In the air YOu can

that 200,000 bullets had to

score at our basc alonoe

nearly bet even oddn come down, The
cor Telt was ono Amoerican woundad, [our
hmerican airplanas with Ibullet holes,

The only time we aver wore
stecl helmets and i lak

vasts on the base wasg during the Tet truce

from {alling iriendly bullets,

to

R
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# Our Fligh macelianien really had g Lougts o, Thaoy sbavaeu hun-

kered down jn ¢ Slecl box unti) Lher pround [1lro started, then thelr

Job was to stand up anc throw smoke aqronades out (he Cpon doors to

mark where the ve Qun o positions were., It doens soen rather funny that

wWe put them in bullet Prool Loxes to Protect them, then have them leap .

Up and throw smoke grenades when the shooting started,

Another Ranecn Hand told me that on a Pass one day, he got a

real wild yvell rrom his Flighe ongincer, The engincer said he had

just been shot in the heart by a ,50 caliber bullet, T7The aircraft

~ommander made g mazcimum power climb off the targoet ang kKept talking X

over the interphonc to his cngincer, offering him Cheouragement angd
. : . K
to hang on, Tﬁe light CRgIncer answored allhcalls. Wheon

the airerare was hiqgh ehough Lo be our ¢l Lhe majority of small arms
range, the Co=pilot ran Yo Lo sen what e “ould do for what he
assumed wan gz mortally wounded [light enginenr,

The concerned pilot kept calling over the interphone asking the copilot

: A}
how the flight mechanic was doing. e couldn't hear the Copilots! replies RS

because the flight mechanic Kept Jabberinp away,

L At this point thc‘aircraft commander made a s]jick
deduction - Chiefl, he fays, LI you'wve been shot through the hecart by
& .50 caliber how come you're still talking to me> After a few
secondsjgilencc the Chier says, vou know you're right, Pretty soon
he called back and sa1d, "That damn , 50 caliber shot my left nipple

clean ofr anpdg I thought it went right through ne, "1l put a banda:
. 3 p

On 1t and let'g gel back on the target !
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Wot all hits were funny, ard old Clyde had an experience that

ended up sending him home [rom the war for Loo many purple hearts,

He alrcady had taken soveral windsereens in hiag lace unintentionally

witlile Flying with Beak and Lo had cnough wounds and secars to last

a liffe time,

e and anothor cowboy had Just hulicd olf a relatively quiet
tarqget and were alimbing out for tha trip bacli home when an armor .
pliereing .50 caliber came up through the cockpit floor, wWe had a
picce of boiler plate on thoe Nloor, hut that armor piereing hummer
went through (¢ like L€ wasn't there, It did itwo things, 1t hurled
a picee of boiler plate the size of a silver dollar right into the
vo~p;lots flalk vest directly over his heart. The core ol the bullet
continued on into Clyde's ankle and followed his leg bone right up

g to his knee, The [lirst indication I had of trouble was Clyde callin

over the radio that he was hit and both he and the co-pilot were
wounded, I asked for their condition and Clyde said he was hurting
pretty had, and the co-pilot was slumped torward with a picce of
shrapnel sticking out his chest,

Pretty soon Clyde's voirze started getting weak and that ‘meant

] we'd soon have two unconsrious pilots and the [light engincer wasn't
i ouite ready to try the "learn to Cly while doing it" coursc,

The next volce we heard was that of the co-pilot. Jic was

conscious and said he was flying the plane. Clyde was unconscious.

=§ By now we were ncar the fiecld and I had avery kind of emergency

g? support-in the lower half of Vietnam standing by. The plane with its'

,e"';
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wounded crew made a reasonable approach o Lha Field and the last
voice we heard <alling on thae radio as it landed was Clyde's, we
laqded right behind them and there were enough cmergency vehicles
around to outfit a medium sired nation, I rusheq over and the medicsn
werc'puttinq the co-pilot on a stretcher and heading for an ambulane.

Clyde was standing there completely ignored,

I knew Clyde had been hit also and that he was in shock. I grabbed a flighe
surgeon told him Clyde was wounded also. The Doc says, "Clyde's hit too?’
Hell, the Copilot only had a piece of shrapnel stuck in his flak vest, never
went into his skin, I've been working on the wrong guy!" Tough Clyde walked
to the ambulance, but (hat was his last walk for many weeks, When he got well

enough to walk on crutches, we sent him home, e had been hit hard too many

times. The dumb smack didn't want to go.

‘e finally convanced him to Go by Lelling hin he would only

be allowed Lo Fly on Very quiet tarqgoets ir he staved., That's the

worst thing vou «ouyld do to a cowboy s0 he went back home as the
Doc had recommended,  When he starlts telling hig War stories to his

kids years rrom now Lhey'll think he's an (ull or “rap as a turkey,
Maybe this recounting will qgive him some credibility,
When South Vietnemese civilians,would be airlifted by an Air

Forece cargo plance they would rud what they ~alled "Buddha Juice"

“all over themselves which they claimed protected them (rom ground

Yire, crashing and other serious catastrophies while flying,
We were getlione hit so often one period bthat we Seriously conilidered

rubbing puddha Juice all over oursclves, ye actually qot some, but

after one whiff of Buddha Juice we smartly discarded that idea,

lad we rubbed that Stuff on us we'd have been banned in every bar in

Southeast Asia. Erase that thought immediately; we had an image to

keep up,
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During the period that We were taking an abnormal Lunch

of hits (rom qgroung Fire there wian a Lelevigion commercial being

shown in the States Lhat showed an aircrart windshield being shot at

with a machine dun and the bulletsg were bouncineg off the airplance

windshicld., The gist of the commercial was you should use Aerowax

bccause'thc_windshiclﬂ on the airplanc is made of the stuff that is

in aerowax,

You quessed it, we must have received 20 cans of aerowa:

from concerned I'riends in the States in the next couple of wecks,

We tried it on the wvinds«ereens, all over the airplane, on our helmets

I didn't cateh anyone drinking it but I'm not sure someone Aidn't try

that also. No luck, we decideq maybe we should write the Better

Business Durcau since it wasg business as usual with us, the bullets

kept coming in,

Our lirst enlisted hero was "dunitor", a qgood ould southern

sSergeant Plight Engincer who particularly scemoed to adttract bullets.

.Junior was on our {irnt plane'nhot cdown., With typical ccowhoy .

cunning the aireratft crash landed right in Lhe middle of the vC

folks who shot it down,
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Junior was a slow taller, but he sure made some fast moves that
A ’

day. ¢ untangled himself from the destruction in the back end of

the plane, grabbed bhis N-10 hutomic rifle and ran around to the front
of the crumpled plane. The pillot was 0.K., but the co-pilot was

trapped in his seat and the engine next to him was on fire. While

the pilot worked on extricqting the co=-pilot, Junior ran back in the
planc and grabbed a fire extinguisher,

About the time "Junior" began fighting the engine fire thaf warn
endangering the co-pilot, the VC opened up on the downed plane and
crew. Junior picked up his M-16 and playced ground soldier for a

spell shooting back at the VC. Then he picked up the fire extinguist

and played tireman. Next he grabbed the co-pilot's #-16 and traded

some more bullets with the ve, Ile went back to fighting Lhe fire
and pulling on the co-pilot. When the VC grounc fire got severe aga:

he grabbed the pilotta M-16 and went back to his ground soldier
routine,

Junior'a three role playing episode could have gone on for a
long time since the vC would'nt give up and Junior was really gettin
the hang of fighting a around battlé by that time,

IFortunately, a long range rQCOnnaissance tcam of Marines in a
flock of helicopters saw this welrd one man war gqoing on below them.
If you know Marines, they love a good skirmish so they simply sct
their choppers down all around the crashed planc, much in the fashic
of the coverad wagon and Indian days and really crunched the vC'a

in about thn time Lt talkes Lo say 20,000 rounds,

Cighting sptrit
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did those things evaeryday - mayba they did,  Junior Jobt the Silver
star, voluntecrved 1or a sceond tour and promplly got shot down aqgain.
When his second tour was over he deeidoed he'd 515 back to the States
[o} a breather, We weore all scared to death he'd volunteer [or a
thira tour and wr_"(j et another plan.e shot down,

When Junior, our magnet-assed Flight engincer got shot down th:

second time his aircraft went right into the jungle and totally

disappeared. No fire, no smoke, not even a hole in the thick jungle.
It was as if they had been swallowaed up without a trace, Very ngOkﬂ
We figured they were clobbered. Not so, for in just in a minute or
two, the crew camp up loud and clear on their survival radio and
although no one was hurt, could we please send a rescuce helocopter
as soon as possible asz they were mighty concerned about snakes. The
way the rest of us circling around above them felt was that if you
can rrash in a nearly impentrable jungle, come up with only scratche
you are 5o lucky that snakes would scem to be a non-problem,

We were naturally ecstatic that our crew was O.K. so we raced
over to the Rescue [olks place of business tb await their return by
rescuc chopper from the crash site. It was a joyous reunion., wWe
packed everybody in a Eastily borrerd GI truck and headed for the
O-Club for a super "shot down and rescued" party,

I was riding my motoreryele behind the truck, The weather was
clear, the road was bone dry, it was only 0930 in the moerning and
I was cold sober. 1411 never know how I managed it, but when I let
the clutch out to whizz away lrom a stop light at the main intoerp-— .
section of the Alr Base, the front end of the motorcycle went
straight up in the air and I went backwards on my butt, 7The motor-
cyele, not content with unceremoniously dumping me on my duff in

front of God andg everybody then Fell right on top of me doing great
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Lncluding my pride.  The most

harm to my ribs and olher Lhing:

cmbarrdssing part was when I JoL Lhe stars out of my eyeas while

lying on my back, I looked right up into a staflf car license plate
about six inches Crom my forchead.  Tho staff car had been right

behind me and sure enough with my excellent sense of timing I had

smashaed into the carth directly in (ront of a staff -car with enough

General's stars on it to start a new galaxy, I believe the broad

daylight pratt fall off my motorcycle in front of the super General

triggered the program to get all sefvicemcn in Vietnam off of
motorcycles. The General had a prétty good indication from the
safety and accident briefings his safely officer qgave him daily tha-
the U, S. had more casualtics (rom motorcyele aceidents than the wa

My lantastic arrobatic trick in (ull view of the world more than

likely was all the convinecing he needed to determine that liondas

could ke harmful to your hecalth,

There was another cowhboy who had a magnet in his ass that

attracted v¢ bullets, e wasn't in my [light, but when I was

checking out we flew in thao same formation for threce days straight

and three days in a row he got creamed by groundfire. I wasn't ten

feet from him and never took a hit. So for the next threc days, aft

we would have our mission briefing)and 45 we were walking to the

planeﬁ)he asiked me to change planes and flight positions with him,

For the next Chreco days I would follow his shot up airplane to some

auxilary f(ield where he would land his battle~damaged 123 and I WOu

[ly him and his crew back to our basec in my unmarked, unhjit airplan

e fiﬁally golL sent home alfter acquiring too many purple hearts

when an oversize ~hunk of shot out vindcgocreon couldA't be removed

from his eve.
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would shool at the Leading ailrplane, but by not leading him cnough
a5 you would whoen shoot ing flyind duecks., The hits usually wer:
in the tajl section of {3, the lasgt rplane in Lhe lormation., Since .
- had to get back and do cach Ltargeg ggain after 90 days, the vo got
te practice pretty much by the calendar. “The more times we went bac
the better the aim, ‘

Initially, if you hadn't had yYour share of hits for the week
(and cowbcys were really wierd about that) you would £ly #3 (lagé
ship) on the new targets for a couple of days and you could really
catch up your hit count in a hurry. As we continuecd to hit the same
targets those previously lnexperienced Ve Junners soon became real
pros. They not onlz could riddle the lead aircraft but they were
gétting the shots up into the engines and the cockpit - that got our
attention,

Fﬁr 8 sherl time when we were the bastard outfit and had no
bermanent bunks of our Own, we were billeted with some really hairy
chested tolks — the Jolly Green rescue guys, Now therce's a job that
took it all. Fantastic Pcople. OQne nighﬂ the jollys ali came ini
laughing and q1g9ling,  Not too much of their work was funny so we
“asked what had them all chuckling,

The told us they had come to a hover over a downed airman when
out of the woods raced a‘vc complete with hisg Russian AK-47 machine
Jgun. e pointed hig Lommy gun at the chopper, moved the muzzle about
30 vards in front of Lthe chopper and hosced off his whole clip well °
Out in front of the hovering chopper. “'he door gunner smartly chopp
down this clown with a fast burst from his mini-qun, - The pararescue-
Man on the ground made a fast search of the body, leaped on the hois!
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and away they went. “When they got elear ol the groundrlire, they
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read the rice paper drawing Lhe OxX=V qunnoer wag carcying., It showed
a jolly green belicopler and in ¢lear ve Lt said to shoot down
hellicopter, aim qgun 3 plance lengths ahead of it Somebody in llanoi.

torgot to adid the helicoptor must be moving for this strategy to work.
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Thern werae 3 valleys that ran out ol the Ashau Valley and sorl

W
oi formed a chicken's toot. He had qood old ¢ [Tight set up to do thei-

-war thing in onc ot the valleys carly one morning. We had a red hot

flight ol B=547's tor top cover. After rendevous and a short briefing
over the radio the cowboys went down onto thetir targeL.LﬂThc VC were
rcally laying in the bushes tor us that morning, 1 took a .50 caliber
right throuqgh the enqgine nacelie but the engine continued to run just -«
fine, Deing a superior combat flight coﬁmandergl analyzed the situatio
for one tenth of a sccond and made a battleiield decision that the
valley in guestion would be immediately removed (rom our list of
targets for that mornin«, lEVCﬂ though I showaed a high degree of
intelligance in gaetting ¢ flight smartly out of that valley, I wasn't
ready. to call the war off yet., Our [ighters were having their usual
qood time going alter the VO who had shot us up. I asked thcﬁ to savec
their ammunition gsince I had skillfully deduced that if all the VC
were in Valley number one, then Valley numboer two would become our
target for today, (We lumbered into Valley number two and discoverod
that all the vC who missed the turn into vValley number one were in
Valley number two. They were also a much superior group of gdnners

than the Valley onc group. Their first burst of ground fire hit two o:

sour three aircraft. One hbullet did the wierd things that bullets do

and neatly clipped a radio wire antenna right off 1 - at the
forward connection on the number two aircraft., This allowed the long
wire to trail belhind the alrrcraft sinne it was still connected to the
tail of the alrplanc, LFC vere flying in close formation and as I
looked bhack at the planes bhehind me it looked just as if the seccond
airplane was towing the third aircraft. I'll bet the V¢ are telling
that story to this day about how the Ranch Hands were so téuqh that
cven alter you shot Lhnif airpLanes up they woula throw a tow line to

Ihe ohot un adrniane and tow bim barl over the {argoelt, toﬁ
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qianﬁ trick again and scratched Valley number two [rom the tarqget

ofF the day list. At Lhis time I instantly computed the odds on all
three valleys being full of VC. We had an ecxcellent intelligence
briefing that morning and by my calculations we had already discovered

more V¢ in valleys one and two than there were in all of Vietnan.

Therefore, Valley number three had to he relatively safe. Wrong again.

[E? made one heart stopping pass through valley number three which

contained even better gunners and more of them. The VC in Valley
number three were wide awake since we had made quite a bit of noise
with our activities in valleys one and two. I headed the cowboys

for home, This was not our day. We had a uwinqin% ""this is not our
day" party at the club. Our top cover pilots added a great deal of
loral célor to the party when they joined us later. They had had a
superb morning with 3 Valleys full of VC to beat up on.

It always amazed mc how happy we made our Fighter pilot top
cover by trolling along low and slow attracting v¢ ground'fire.
After the VC would shoot at us and exposc thelr positions then the
fighter pilots'could shoot at the VC. That makes a fidhter pilots!
whole day. We sure made a lot of fighter pilots happy over there,

Mt one time, I went 68 missions in a row without taking a

"hit. I mentioncd ecarlier that cowboys were weird about keceping their

hit count up. I benan scheduling tougher and tougher targets, This
resulted in qrcater numbérs of volleys of qrouﬁd ire directed at my
flight, All that resulted in was tﬁe other two aircraft getting the
daylirghts shot out of them. L?oon I began to find it difficult to
get anyone to Fly with me., I tried swapping aircralft positions at
the lan£ minute, even soeats with other pilots, nothing worked,

No snlf respecting cowboy wanted to fly with a guy who didn't take

hits, \I,,a




L This was Lad, I was Jetting a reputation OF no~hita, rThig
1s not qood ror a Ranch ltand' g lmage, I even cronstdoerag shooting
fome holes in my airplane on the way back yrom a mission to get our
morale up., I discarded that idea Figuring I would probably hit the
only vital fpot in the plana,

.I could only I'ind one Flieht engincer to fly with me on a
reqular basis and he had 7 kids at home., The othcr_flight engineers
forced hih into it, they had seen plictures of his kids and said he
owed it o them. No one cver mentioned their families — it was very
Spooky in that regard.

Berause our crews had to think exactly the same when the two

TlEFT
ol them were flving one airplane simultancousl%}Fhe match up of the
crews . Lo the individuals, Thus, when MYy string of no-hits
jot to the ridiculous point, they began drawing straws to sce who

ad to pass up getting Wit today and fly with me.

Finally, in desperation we flew a mission into the Ashau Valley

‘'ow there was a tarqget, If we haad an engine shot out, whiech was an
11 too common expericnce, we could not get out. of the valley, The.

suntains were so hich around the valley that our airplanes could

AL ~limb over them with an enqginea out. Althouqgl there were 3 small
Llrstrips in thoe valley, they were all mined. The v totally
Mmtrolled the area, Our emorqenay plan was to fly around the valley
one engine until Resene Forcas could fly in. We would then crash
nd in the elephant graseg, Anvyway, that tarqet_solvcd my no-hift
oblems and aiteor gelbting thoroughly shot up, things qgot bank to

rmal for "o Flight.
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This was bad, T was qotting a repulation ol no-hits, 1Thig
. v
d7 not: vood for a Ranch Hand's imeao. T vy conabduked =ik b
some holes in my airplane on the way bhack lrom a mission to get our

morale up, I discardoed that idea figuring I would probably hit tho

only V}Lal spolt in the plane,

I could only find one fliqht cengincer to fl? with me on a
regular basis and he had 7 kids at home. The other flight engineers
forced him into it, they had seen pilctures of his kids and said he
owed it to them. No one cver mentioned their families - it was very
spooky in that regard,

Because our crews had to think exactly the same when the two

| TLEETY
of them were [(lying one airplane simultaneousl%’yhc match up of the
Crews ' to the individuals, Thus, when my string of no-hits
got to the ridiculous point, they began drawing straws to sce who
had to pass up getting hit today and fly with me.

Finally, in desperation we flew a mission into the Ashau Vallev
Now therc was a target, If we had an engine shot out, which was an
all too-common'expcrioncc, we could not get out of the valley. The
mountains were so hich around the valléy that our airplancs could

not ~limb over them with an endgine out. Although there were 3 small

‘ailrstrips in the valley, they were all mined. The VC totally

controlled the area. Our cmerqgeney plan was to (1ly around the valley
on one ongine until Rescue Foraces could Fly in. We would then crash
land in the elephant grass. Anyway, that targoet solved my no-~hit

problems and alter qetting thoroughly shot up, things got back to

normal foxr "C" frlight.




