
TEAM ONE ZULU 
From Pat Lyons 

May 7, 1968 Camp Evans, Vietnam 
Team Members 

Curtis (Randy) Kimes Patrick Lyons 
Gerald (Red) McConnel Bob Teagle 

Al Voelkel Robert (Bob) Whitten 
This part of the story of One Zulu is long overdue. I seem to have a hard time getting it down on paper. I have very little trouble 

telling the story. I finally decided to write this so that three people will not be forgotten or overlooked. Bob Whitten, Red McConnel, 
and Eddie Kent of the 196th. Remember that this happened over 50 years ago. 

Most of the LRRP company had just come back from a very long mission on Signal Hill. I was called to Command Center and 
told that I would be the Assistant Team Leader of Team One Zulu with Bob Whitten as Team Leader. Randy Kimes would be the 
RTO, Red McConnel would be the Medic, Al Voelkel was to be Front Scout, and Bob Teagle was named Rear Scout. I bad been on 
missions with Kimes and Teagle before, but I did not know Whitten, Voelkel, or McConnel. 

Whitten and I were briefed and told that there would be three teams sent out to find where the NV A was moving to and from. One 
team would go to the north, one to the south and One Zulu would be in the middle. 

Whitten and I went on the over-flight to look at the AO. We saw a saddle that we thought would be the main point to check out. 
We reported back and the LZ was approved. We went back to brief the rest of the team. Since we bad not worked together before, we 
checked and rechecked everything. 

We were inserted and moved about I 00 meters and waited to make sure there was no activity in the area. Then we moved into the 
jungle. A very, very thick jungle. We identified the direction we wanted to head and where the saddle was that we wanted to end up 
watching. Then we prepared to spend the night. 

The next morning, we headed out into that thick, humid jungle and walked and listened. Finally, we saw a clearing in the direction 
of the saddle. When we got to the clearing, we tried for a commo check and found that Randy' s radio was dead. We changed the 
battery, but still had no signal. I was carrying the back-up radio and called in the morning report. 

We were resting at the edge of an open area. Whitten and I looked at each other and knew immediately that we needed to move. 
It had gotten way too quiet. There was a line of short bushes and a bigger tree about 75 meters below the saddle we were headed for. 

We alJ walked toward the tree. As I walked up to the tree, I noticed an old, hand dug area at the base of the tree that could have 
been used for shooting up the hill or as a mortar position for shooting toward Camp Evans. It had not been used in quite a while. 

From this position, I could see Red and the other team members next to him. Red was in the most open area and about IO feet 
from me. The intense silence was broken by several shots coming from the saddle area we had planned to observe. Several shots hit 
Red. I emptied a clip toward the area where the shots were fired and then I threw a grenade out in front ofmy position. That area 
dipped down and I could not see the bottom from where I was lying. 

I got on the radio and called in the situation. "We need medevac, air cover and possible extraction!" I saw the rest of the team 
move Red down the ridge. Then I lost sight of them. Medevac came, but he started taking fire and was hit. Medevac saw the rest of 
the team and threw out a stretcher. I gave cover fire toward the saddle. There was a very loud explosion and I felt pain in my right 
arm and right thigh. I saw my shirt and pants turning red. But the pain went away. 

I fired 2 clips at the tree line and threw a grenade into the depression in front ofme. I got back on the radio and felt something 
warm on my hand. My blood was dripping on the hand set. 

Whitten came out of nowhere and asked if I had called in the situation and asked for medevac. I answered affirmative and told 
him that the medevac was hit as he threw out a stretcher. I told him that a gun ship was on the way and that I was popping smoke to 
guide him in . Whitten said he wanted to use the strobe light. I was talking to the gun ship to identify the strobe light when Bob went 
around me to get a better position. He turned on the strobe and with each flash of the light, Bob was shot by a sniper. I knocked the 
light from his hand and pulled him next to me. I tried to stop the bleeding ...... but it was too late. 

The gunship asked where the strobe light went. I looked up and saw movement by the saddle moving toward us. I told the 
gunship that l had popped smoke and to please identify. He did . Then an incredible noise from the mini guns and the rockets started 
all at once. The rocket on the left side of the gunship hit the tree above me and I bounced up into the air. I saw and felt warm blood 
all over me - on my foot and leg, and both upper and lower back. 

The pilot came back with great hesitation in his voice and asked ifl were alright. I told him I was alive and to make the run 
again. He told me that he now knew where I was and would make the adjustment. He came back around and fired again, but the VC 
were shooting back at him. Then everything went quiet. Whitten had passed away next to me. And I heard nothing from the rest of 
the team. 

r got back on the radio to try to give directions to several people who were trying to get to the team. The first people I want to 
acknowledge was a group of 15 men who came in about 200 meters to my right and tried to get to our team. I have no idea what unit 
they were with or who they were. But I do know that 6 of them got wounded and medivac could not come back to pick them up 
because of the intense fire he had taken on earlier. I learned this information from a recording of the transmissions from the 



helicopters after the records from the Vietnam War were unsealed. Three gunships came back after expending their loads to pick up 

the 15 brave men wbo tried to help us. 
The next group that deserves credit is the 2nd Platoon, B Company, I 96th lnfantry Bde Camp Evans. ( Twenty Days in May, John 

Mansfield, P. 54 ). They set up camp about 200 meters away looking for Team One Zulu. 
At this time, I thought I was the only one still alive there. A soldier crawled on his belly to me and said he was going to take me 

down the hill. There was a loud explosion and the man jumped up and ran back down the hill.* 
*I took a phone call from this man several years ago who said he was the one who left me and Whitten on that bill, and that he had 

been looking for me for over 35 years. He told me that he wanted to apologize for leaving us and he asked me to please forgive him . 

He told me that when he got to me, all he saw was blood everywhere and that I told him to take my team leader first. He said he 

looked at Whitten and saw that he was dead but that I insisted that he take him first. I told him that we were just doing what we were 

trained to do and that no apology was necessary. 
Some time after that loud explosion, another soldier crawled up the hill and told me he would help get me to the platoon area. He 

could not find a place on my body to pick me up that was not wounded. He finally grabbed my good arm and started to drag me down 

the hill. Somewhere along the way, I passed out and the soldier picked me up and carried me the rest of the way with gun fire all 

around us . He weighed 138 pounds and I weighed 225 pounds. That soldier is Eddie Kent of the 196th. He injured his leg carrying 

me and he has never received any acknowledgement for his heroism or for his injury. Without him, I do not think that I would be 

alive today. * 
* Eddie Kent called me a few years ago and said he had been trying to find me to see how I was doing. He gave me his address 

and I stopped at his house in Georgia on the way home from our LRRP reunion in West Virginia. He told me he thought ofme often 

and was glad to know I made it home. We visited for a couple of hours, and I thanked him personally for getting me off that hill. ft 

was a great meeting and we have stayed in touch in the years since then. 

Once Eddie got me to the platoon area, he put me down next to the Platoon's RTO and FO. Their medic asked me ifl wanted any 

morphine and I told him no, since I was not sure where all I was wounded . 
The RTO yelled over to me and asked ifl could help him call in the flares . He said that the pilot was dropping the flares on top of 

us and lighting up our position. He figured since I was a LRRP, I would know how to adjust the directions. 

I discovered that the RTO had been giving azimuth directions to the pilot and I told him since it was a fixed wing aircraft, he 

needed to give compass locations with the number of meters that would move him off the top ofus. I also told him that the support 

fire was dropping too far out which would allow the VC to get too close to us - especially since we were being lit up with flares! Then 

I passed out. 
When I woke up, there was sunlight and chopper noise all around me. Two soldiers lifted me onto a stretcher to take me to a 

chopper. One of the soldiers said a Lieutenant was on his way to thank me for the help I had given the RTO. Just as the Lieutenant 

walked up to me a sniper bullet hit him and he fell dead at my feet. 
I was quickly loaded onto the chopper and flown to Camp Evans. As I was being evaluated at the aid station there, I saw Teagle 

with his arm in a sling. He told me that Kimes and Voelkel had been extracted safely. 
Medics started to work on me and decided I was too badly wounded to get help there, so I was flown to Da Nang. They stabilized 

me there and I was sent to Tripler Army Medical Hospital in Hawaii. I eventually was sent to Walter Reed Hospital in Washington, 

D.C. covered only with a sheet. 
Somehow the staff thought that I was an officer and they put me on the floor for dignitaries. What would they do when they found 

out I wasn ' t an officer? Send me back to Vietnam? 


