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William Bournes. We lost three more helicopters in the LZ, including the lead ship. Major Bournes was
wounded by a round that entered his abdomen below his chicken plate. My ship received several hits, including
one that created a flesh wound in my crew chief's leg and went through a transmission line, draining the fluid.
Thankfully, the Huey is designed to fly for 30 minutes with a dry transmission before the transmission freezes,
so we were able to make it back to the assembly area. The line was patched and the aircraft was flown back to
Phu Loi for repair. The pucker factor during this sortie was the highest I ever experienced in my life!

On landing at the assembly area, | commandeered another helicopter and assumed lead of the flight. The
A/C whose ship I took immediately kicked his pilot (an FNG) out and informed me he had no intention of
leaving his ship. I turned over normal A/C duties to him so that [ could organize the flight over the radio, fly the
helicopter, and attend to other flight lead duties (which included catching my breath after holding it for more
than ten minutes while flying without any fluid in my transmission).

A platoon of 118" Assault Helicopter Company (call sign Blue Birds) were already waiting at the
assembly area. They accompanied us on another insertion and lost two of their helicopters. We also lost another
helicopter. The flight lead of the Blue Bird platoon was a flight school classmate of mine, Captain Stephen Etzel.
Steve later informed me if he had known I was involved, the Blue Birds would never have responded to the call.
Of course, he was just kidding me (I think). Apparently, I had acquired a reputation.

The surviving Hornet helicopters returned to the assembly area awaiting orders while our aircraft began
extracting wounded troops and crew members. It began to rain, with a solid cloud cover. Darkness came early
as a result, and it was the blackest I have ever experienced. I could not see anything. The command and control
helicopter, piloted by Major James Johnson, the Hornets’ operations officer, and two light fire teams of B model
gunships, commanded by the armed helicopter platoon leader Captain Earl Hyers, were circling the area. I was
able to find it by using their position and strobe lights for navigation. We had to turn off all the lights on our
helicopter (including instrumentation lights) to deny aiming information to the VC. The ground troops pointed a
hooded and filtered flashlight at the sound of our helicopter to indicate where we should land. I also used the
light from the VC tracers to see the ground. The VC were using green tracers, one tracer per seven rounds. The
tracer rounds (those that missed our ship) actually were a help!

Another comment on the tracers: our gunships had to be very careful where they placed supporting fires
in the area. Our tracers are all red, the VC mostly used green tracers. All of Charlie’s tracers were green this
battle. The gunships would fire at the sources of green tracers (tracers work both ways; they are used to show
where the bullets are going, but they also show where they are coming from). Often both red and green tracers
would come from the same area! Charlie was intermingled with our troops!

I was very proud of the crew chief for thinking of something [ should have. When we were on short final
to the area, he would remind the door gunner not to fire so the VC could not aim at their muzzle flashes. They
would both leave their guns to prepare to receive and place the wounded in the helicopter as the troops passed
them up. The troops would try to minimize their exposure by staying close to the ground while loading the
wounded as the crew chief and door gunner were standing up in the cargo compartment of the helicopter
moving them into position for transport!

There were so many wounded that we had to minimize our fuel in order to maximize the number of
casualties the helicopter could carry each load (30 gallons less fuel equals one more wounded evacuated).
Fortunately, the 25" Division area was only about six kilometers away, so very little fuel was required for each
trip and we could refuel after every drop-off. One of the wounded we extracted was our XO. I also begged
Major Patterson to come out, but he stubbornly refused and remained to take command of the troops on the
ground. He received the Distinguished Service Cross for his actions that night.

At some point during the evening, our Battalion Commander ordered all Hornets to return to the
Hornets” Nest (116" AHC base at Phu Loi), stating that the Little Bears (25th Division Aviation Company)
would assume responsibility for continued support. He did not mention how someone who was not familiar
with the area could provide the necessary support in the total darkness. My helicopter was having intermittent
communication problems and I did not receive the order, so we continued supporting the operation with only
minimal communications available. The gun team and the Command and Control helicopter remained and









When we returned to base, the RVN pilot was already gone. Nobody would tell me what happened after
he got back to base. I was later told (unofficially) that he had reported to his commander what happened, and
that there was a request through channels that I be disciplined for threatening an officer of the RVN Air Force.
That was the last I heard of the incident. Instead of discipline, I received the Distinguished Flying Cross. The
crew members all received Air Medals with V device, including the RVN pilot.

Distinguished Flying Cross, First OLC
2 May 1967

We were supporting units of the 25" Infantry Division with re-supply missions. We reported to the unit
Monday morning just before 0700 hours, and at approximately 1900 hours, the unit supply officer informed me
that we were released. He told me to contact Hornet operations when we left. The Hornet ops officer told me
that a unit of the 2™ Brigade, Ninth Infantry Division needed a couple of supply runs and a non-urgent medevac
of a sick soldier. He asked if we could handle this before we returned to base. No problem, and it would save
getting another helicopter and crew ready just for a mission that would only take about an hour.

We stopped at the unit in the field, picked up the soldier and took him back to the hospital at his base
camp. We then picked up some supplies at the support base and took them to the unit. During the second run to
the support base to pick up the next load, the unit in the field came under attack. They reported two wounded, so
we dropped the supplies at the unit’s location and picked up the wounded. We took them to the base camp and
dropped them off, then to the support base for another load of ammo for the unit. This became an established
pattern for the rest of the night and the following day: pick up ammo at the support base, take it to the unit and
pick up their wounded, take them to the base camp and on to the support base for more ammo.

The VC increased their attack and began to mortar the unit. Around midnight, during our run from the
support base to the unit, the crew chief spotted the location of one of the mortars. He requested that I fly over
the mortar location so he could shoot at it. We made three or four passes over the area and silenced the mortar.
The door gunner spotted another one on the next run. A few passes and it was silenced. After a third one was
spotted and silenced, there was no more mortar fire. The attack continued throughout the rest of the night into
the next day. Around mid-afternoon, we spotted more VC inbound and reported them to 2™ Brigade operations.
Ops asked if we could direct mortar fire on the reinforcements. I was trained as an artillery observer at OCS, so
I was able to comply. The fire mission succeeded in causing the VC to abort their reinforcement effort. We
continued the mission and were released around 1830 hours. We returned to base and logged thirty-six straight
hours of flying.

Silver Star
4 January 1969

I was the ops officer (Lighthorse 3) for D/3/5 Cav, 9" Infantry Division and was Mission Commander
on a reconnaissance mission on Saturday, the fourth of January. One of the supported units became heavily
engaged and was taking casualties. We heard the radio reports to the Brigade CO and flew to the area to provide
fire support and aerial observation. The unit commander was concerned about his wounded soldiers and
requested immediate medevac. While the Brigade CO was explaining to the unit commander that the area was
so hot that a helicopter couldn’t get in without being shot down, we were on short final and taking hits from
intense fire.

We made it out of the area and took the wounded to the Division hospital at Dong Tam, leaving the
Cobra fire team and scouts to continue to support to the unit. As we were returning to the area, the unit
commander reported three more casualties. I informed him that we were inbound. The Brigade CO again
expressed his concern about the safety of the aircraft if we attempted another landing. I respectfully replied that
I was busy and would continue the conversation in a few minutes. After the casualties were loaded and we
completed the take-off from the area, I contacted the CO, apologized for interrupting him and asked him to
continue. He stated he would like to meet me at the Brigade helipad. I thought “Oh well, another chewing out
from a senior officer for being a smart ass”. He was waiting for me at the helipad when I landed. The Colonel















