The Second Tour
by Mike Sloniker

My first tour in Vietnam was from Dec 67-Nov 68 as an
artillery Lieutenant in Battery C 2d Battalion 319th Field
Artillery (2/319 FA), 10lst Airborne Division. Towards the end
of the tour, I was around a couple of CH-47 company areas (242d
ASHC at Cu Chi and B/159 ASHC at Camp Eagle) and noticed how well
the aviators lived. 1In the last month, I flew some artillery air
observer missions in OH-6's from Battery A 377th FA at Phu Bai.

I was profoundly impressed with the ease the pilots displayed in
flying, and with what they taught me to do in the cockpit. The
potential of knowing I could fly straight and level, anticipate
the pilots needs, and work as a member of a well trained team
would influence my next four years.

Upon returning, in November 1968, to the states, I found out
quickly that I was having adjustment problems, particularly
around Thanksgiving and Christmas. The one year tour placed me
into many friendships that were nonexistant in the states. I
kept wondering what everybody in my old unit was doing. In Jan
69, I asked to go back and was told there was no way. I then
asked if I could go back as an advisor, and was told no again.
Since I was really getting desperate, I almost asked about
Special Forces, when the assignment officer asked if I thought I
could pass a flight physical and some aviator test called the
FAST test. I passed everything and thought I would be gone in a
flash. However, it took a while, but I got to flight school in
Mar 70 in ORWAC 70-38, with orders that said "Duty in Vietnam,"
at the completion of flight school.

The minute I got orders for flight school while a gunnery
instructor in the Field Artillery School, I was immediately given
an administrative job. I was told by my boss that my decision to
go to flight school would reflect on my officer efficiency
report. Because his face was red, and he was hollering, I did
not ask how it would reflect. When I got the OER in late
February 1970, it was neutral, not one that reflected the hard
work of teaching gunnery, but one that said I was present, not
tardy, and had no absences. That was a seminal moment in my
education that non-rated career field artillery officers
definitely didn't like field artillerymen who were aviators.

Flight school was not easy, as I quickly learned I was not a
natural helicopter pilot and this was going to be hard work. I
never thought I would not graduate, but I was always surprised
when the instructor pilot would be highly critical of something I
thought I had done pretty well. As a consequence, I never took
anything for granted.

In October 1970, we anxiously awaited our orders when the
decision was made to send only those Field Artillery officers who
got an AH-1G or CH-47 transition directly to Vietnam. The rest
were scattered to Ft Hood, Ft Bragg, Ft Riley and Ft Carson. I
went to Hood, walked in with AR 95-1 and said "I am here to fly."
The personnel pukes sent me to 2d Armored Division Artillery,
where the DivArty Commander said "Welcome to 2 AD, your change of
command date for taking command of one of my artillery batteries










































