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Interviewer: Today is July 16, 2005.  I am interviewing Mr. Don Kaiser, a veteran of the 

Vietnam War. 

 

 Mr. Kaiser, are you aware that this interview is being done for Lee College’s oral 

history project? 

Veteran: Yes. 

 

Interviewer: Do we have your permission to have the tape and transcription of this interview 

kept in the Lee College library for future use? 

Veteran: Sure. 

 

Interviewer: Give me your full name and date of birth, please. 

Veteran: Donald Davis Kaiser, August 12, 1946. 

 

Interviewer: Did you grow up in Baytown? 

Veteran: No. 

 

Interviewer: Where did you grow up? 

Veteran: Yoakum, Texas. 

 

Interviewer: How did you wind up in Baytown? 

Veteran: I met my wife, who was from Baytown, when I was on a weekend pass from Fort 

Hood.  She was at my home in Yoakum with my sister.  They were going to 

college together in Houston, and I met her there in Yoakum, and here we are. 
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Interviewer: So you graduated from high school in Yoakum? 

Veteran: I completed high school and got a GED when I came back from Vietnam. 

 

Interviewer: Were you drafted or did you join the military? 

Veteran: Yes, I was drafted. 

 

Interviewer: What age were you when you were drafted? 

Veteran: 20. 

 

Interviewer: Do you remember what year that was? 

Veteran: 1966. 

 

Interviewer: What was the draft process like in 1966? 

Veteran: You got a letter from the government saying, “Greetings, you are hereby inducted 

into the Armed Services of the United States.  You will report at San Antonio, 

Texas, at a certain date,” and that was pretty well it. 

 

Interviewer: And you didn’t have any choice. 

Veteran: No.  I was on the job driving a truck for my dad and my uncle’s business, and I 

called home from a trip when my truck broke down.  I called home to have them 

send someone out to fix it, and my uncle told me, “Well, you don’t need to worry 

about it.  You’re in the Army now.”  {Laughter}  So, they knew about it before I 

did. 

 

Interviewer: Where was your induction station? 

Veteran: Gonzales, Texas—well, San Antonio, Texas, actually.  We met at Gonzales and 

went to the induction station in San Antonio.  From San Antonio, we went to Fort 

Polk, Louisiana, for one week, and from Fort Polk, which was our reception 

station where we got our equipment and got divided up into some sort of groups, 

we went to Fort Hood, Texas, for basic training. 

 

Interviewer: And it lasted how long? 
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Veteran: Basic was a full eight weeks.  Actually I was in the service for ten weeks from the 

day I went in until the end of graduation for basic. 

 

Interviewer: What was basic like?  What did you do? 

Veteran: It was pretty miserable.  I was in pretty good physical shape going in, and it 

kicked my butt.  It was tough.  They knew we were going to Vietnam.  I was used 

to rough work but a different type of work.  I was used to long hours on the job, 

but it was a different kind of stress.  I thought I was mature.  I found out I was 

really a cry-baby and wanted to go home. 

 

Interviewer: So it wasn’t just physical; it was mental. 

Veteran: It was mental.  I was a person that liked to be away from home, but I liked to be 

away from home at my choice, I guess as all young men do.  The first day in the 

Army I knew I wanted to go home, and I didn’t want to come back.  {Laughter}  

It didn’t take long.  When we got to Fort Polk, Louisiana, we stood at parade rest, 

which is a relaxed form of standing at attention with your hands folded behind 

you and your feet spread at shoulder width, and you pretty well stand still.  We 

were at parade rest for eight hours. 

 

Interviewer: Never left that entire eight hours. 

Veteran: Never left.  It was bad, and I was so hung over, because we had partied for three 

days without sleeping before we got there, so it was horrible. 

 

Interviewer: What kind of training did you receive in basic? 

Veteran: All of your basic stuff—marching, dismounted drill, rifle exercises like how to 

shoot an M-14, pistol, heavy weapons.  Most of it was physical and mental 

training.  We learned our general orders, and we learned rank, and we learned all 

of the little things that seemed little at the time but are really very important to 

your well-being in the service.  You have to know what you’re doing.  We would 

exercise six hours a day and have two hours of class a day—I think, if I’m not 

mistaken. 

 

Interviewer: And those classes taught you what? 
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Veteran: Military procedure, general orders.  Everything that you did in the service usually 

was accompanied by a block of instruction.  Sometimes you would go into an 

auditorium—a theater of some type—for an hour class on something, maybe how 

to utilize camouflage, how to work on and repair an M-16, how to clean it.  Just 

everything imaginable that had to do with the military.  Some of the classes I 

thought I’d never forget.  Some of them I’ve forgotten.  I remember one 

particular class, it was kind of cool then, and they’d run us to wherever we went.  

As soon as they got us to where the class was, then they would stop us, and we 

would be outside fifteen or twenty minutes waiting to go inside.  You’d get cold 

again, then you’d go in the classroom and it would be hot, so naturally you’re 

exhausted and you’d go to sleep.  I remember one particular class I went to sleep, 

and this corporal slapped me in the face with his leather gloves.  It was the first 

time since I had been drafted that I wanted to kill someone. 

 

Interviewer: But not the last. 

Veteran: But not the last, and I’ll never forget that class.  That burned in my memory, but I 

did wake up.  He got his point across. 

 

Interviewer: Did you enter the service with anyone that you knew? 

Veteran: Yeah.  There was a guy named Robert Rehak (spelled by veteran) from Yoakum.  

We went in not on the buddy program, but we were drafted on the same day and 

at the same time, and from the same town.  We ran around quite a bit before we 

went in.  He was on the three day drunk with me before basic training, but we got 

split up at Fort Polk, so I was totally alone after that with no one. 

 

Interviewer: That had to be a lonely feeling at that age. 

Veteran: It was a lonely feeling. 

 

Interviewer: Other than your weapons, what kind of specialized training did you receive to 

prepare you for Vietnam? 

Veteran: We went through basic, and then we had AIT—Advanced Infantry Training—and 

then after that we had BUT—Basic Unit Training.  That pretty well carried us 
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through the full year in getting us ready for Vietnam, because we went over as a 

unit. 

 

Interviewer: And what was your unit? 

Veteran: I was in the 1st Battalion, 6th Infantry, which was one of three battalions that made 

up the 198th Light Infantry Brigade.  We had the 1st of the 6th, the 1st of the 46th, 

and the 1st of 52nd, plus all of our supporting units, like the artillery units.  I don’t 

remember the names, but I think it was the 14th Artillery, also medical units, and 

such as that. 

 

Interviewer: After basic, did you go to Vietnam? 

Veteran: No, I took basic at Fort Hood.  After basic, we took AIT, and I think that was in 

the 1st or the 46th.  That was another six to eight weeks, I believe.  Then they split 

us up and they formed the 1st of the 6th, and I went there for Basic Unit Training, 

and that was probably sometime during the spring of 1967.  We operated as 1st of 

the 6th until October of ’67, and then we went to Vietnam.  So that was a full year 

from the day I was inducted until we left for Vietnam. 

 

Interviewer: And you were not married at the time? 

Veteran: I got married in August of ’67—two months before Vietnam.  Silly move. 

 

Interviewer: What were your feelings when you finally got your orders? 

Veteran: We expected it.  It wasn’t that we wanted to go, but we were resolved to the fact 

that we were going.  I was more ready to go than I thought that I would be at that 

time, because we did have pretty good training, and I was raised to believe that 

you were to serve your country, and if your country needed you then you went.  If 

there was a war, you went, and that there was some sort of honor in going to war. 

 

Interviewer: So there was a history of military service in your family. 

Veteran: Yeah, my real father had been inducted into World War II, but he died at age 22 

of myoceniogravits (sic).  I was three then.  My mother remarried when I was 

five, and my stepfather was inducted into the Korean War, but he never left the 

states.  He stayed in the reserves until he was a master sergeant, so we grew up 
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getting orders loud and clear.  All of my uncles on every side of my family had 

served in World War II, Korea, or World War I. 

 

Interviewer: In 1967, before you went to Vietnam, what was the general feeling in our country 

towards the war in Vietnam? 

Veteran: In ’67 it wasn’t too bad.  It was pretty well supported.  I remember a lot of the 

kids I went to school with were saying things like, “Give ‘em hell, Don,” and 

things like that when we left.  I was fortunate enough to be stationed close to 

home where I could go home on weekends, and so as I visited with a lot of 

friends that weren’t in the service they were pretty well in support.  The older 

generation definitely supported it.  Very little resistance to Vietnam or the 

Vietnam War at that time—or to the military in general. 

 

Interviewer: When you left Fort Hood, where did you go from there before you got to 

Vietnam?  Did you go through San Francisco? 

Veteran: Yes, we flew to San Francisco and boarded a ship—the USS Upshur—we called 

it the USS Upchuck, because all but maybe a dozen of us stayed seasick the 

whole voyage. 

 

Interviewer: How long did it take you to get from San Francisco to Vietnam? 

Veteran: I thought it was 29 days, but I was told the other day it was 21 days.  Now I’m 

not real sure. 

 

Interviewer: When my brother went, he actually flew from San Francisco.  He went in ’66, 

and flew to Vietnam, but you went by ship. 

Veteran: The reason we went by ship was that we went as a whole brigade.  There was 

5,800 of us that left Fort Hood one day—emptied Fort Hood. 

 

Interviewer: So there was like a major push starting in Vietnam. 

Veteran: Yeah.  They formed the Americal Division at that time.  The 196th was in 

Vietnam at that time, and had been there probably six months to a year.  They 

were just an independent brigade.  Then when we got there in October of ’67 they 

formed the Americal Division, which is the old 23rd Division that participated in 
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World War II in the South Pacific.  They reactivated the Americal Division, and 

it involved the 196th, the 198th, the 11th Brigade, and all the supporting air, 

military, and artillery support.  We went on two ships—the USS Upshur and the 

USS Gordon. 

 

Interviewer: And it was nonstop once you left San Francisco? 

Veteran: We landed in the Philippines for twelve hours.  They let most of us off the ship to 

get good and drunk and to really make us seasick after that.  {Laughter} 

 

Interviewer: When you got to Vietnam, where was your first landing? 

Veteran: Da Nang.  We landed in the Da Nang harbor, and it was really a sickening 

feeling.  We had no idea what we were gonna do.  We didn’t know if we were 

gonna go storming onto the beaches, which in Vietnam is ridiculous, because it 

doesn’t work that way.  We had no idea.  They had us pack all our gear in duffle 

bags.  They issued some live ammo, but not much, and we sat around on the deck 

of the ship forever.  It seemed like two days, but it was probably six or eight 

hours that we sat on the deck just looking at Vietnam.  It was a beautiful, 

beautiful, dangerous-looking country. 

 

Interviewer: Could you hear fighting? 

Veteran: Not a whole lot.  We could hear some artillery in the background while we were 

there.  It must have been a pretty calm day.  We saw a lot of jets going back and 

forth and a lot of helicopters inland flying along the coast there.  We stayed there 

about six or eight hours and then we got off the ship.  Then they had a big parade, 

and General Westmoreland was there.  We went from Da Nang where they 

boarded us on LSTs.  They’re like a flat boat, but you go down inside of ‘em, and 

they’re troop carriers and equipment carriers.  That took us from the shore down 

to Chu Lai.  It’s a shallow water vessel.  They disembarked us there. 

 

Interviewer: When was this? 

Veteran: The latter part of October of ’67.  We unloaded in Chu Lai, and that’s actually 

where we had the parade after we got off the LSTs.  I’m sorry, it wasn’t Da Nang.  

We unloaded at Da Nang, got on the LSTs, went to Chu Lai and had the parade.  
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We thought we would get ambushed when we got off the ship—another 

ridiculous theory.  Somebody fired a shot probably half a mile from us, and of 

course it just horrified us, and it was just some jerk showin’ off or something.  

Anyway, they finally got us settled down.  We stayed in Chu Lai for a week, and 

we had some minor training in booby traps and so forth.  They had a base camp 

set up there, and they taught us about booby traps, and trip wires, and flares, and 

all the little nitty-gritty things that you need every day in the jungle.  Then we 

loaded on trucks and moved down to Duc Pho, which is where we started our first 

operations.   

 

Interviewer: You actually stayed in Duc Pho?  

Veteran: We were in Duc Pho about two to three weeks. 

 

Interviewer: And did you engage the enemy at all while you were there? 

Veteran: Yes.  They divided us up and had each platoon doing different assignments.  My 

3rd Platoon of A Company were on bridge security.  My particular group—my 

squad and most of my platoon—was on one side of the bridge.  The bridge 

contained six bunkers. 

 

Interviewer: Tell me what a bunker is. 

Veteran: OK, a bunker is a sandbag little square house-like thing.  It’s made out of timbers, 

and it’s sandbagged on the outside, and it has windows in it that you can stand in 

and fire your weapon out of, so it’s for security, and they supposedly will 

withstand rocket and mortar attacks. 

 

Interviewer: And did they work fairly well? 

Veteran: Yeah.  Now, they wouldn’t have held up under sustained fire, but if you got an 

inadvertent round that hit it, you had a good chance of surviving.  But nothing 

would withstand a direct hit or two or three in a row.  I mean, it just wasn’t meant 

to be.  They called that, “It wasn’t your day,” you know.  Anyway there were six 

bunkers, and our job was to check IDs coming across the bridge, and looking 

back on it now it was familiarizing us with the Vietnamese people and getting us 

settled down to get ready for bigger and tougher operations.  We were there on 
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the bridges just kind of climatizing ourself to the country.  We checked a lot of 

IDs.  We’d stop a lot of poor little old ladies that were carrying all their stuff to 

the market and harass ‘em.  We weren’t mean to ‘em, but to them they probably 

thought we were when we’d say, “Hey, gal, set that down here.”  Of course, they 

didn’t know what we were saying.  They understood, but they didn’t speak the 

language.  They would carry bundles of sticks, big baskets full of shrimp and 

things, a lot of rice and garments that they would sell at the market. 

 

Interviewer: But the reason you had to check them was because you just never knew if they 

were working for the enemy. 

Veteran: Yeah, if they had weapons hidden in the stuff, and we, at that time, never found 

any. 

 

Interviewer: What was drug use like over there?  Did you encounter much of that? 

Veteran: Not a lot.  There was a lot of guys that smoked marijuana, but that’s as far as it 

went, and most of that was only done in the rear areas.  Now, as the year 

progressed, it got more and more heavy. 

 

Interviewer: I’ve kind of gotten you off track from when you were engaging the enemy at Duc 

Pho. 

Veteran: Yeah, we had been there seven days.  I gave you some misinformation.  We did 

not stay in Chu Lai one week.  We stayed there a couple of days and went to Duc 

Pho.  Our seventh day in Vietnam we made contact with the enemy at Duc Pho.  

We got hit on the bridges, and my squad leader was killed the night of our 

seventh day.  He was the first man in 198th Light Infantry to die.  It had to be my 

squad leader, and it was a bad night. 

 

Interviewer: Nobody else lost their life that night? 

Veteran: Nobody.  And that’s a different story.   

 

Interviewer: When he lost his life, who became your commander at that point? 

Veteran: I became the squad leader. 
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Interviewer: What was your rank then? 

Veteran: I was a Specialist E-4, and I had been his “A” Team leader.  Each squad has an A 

and a “B” Team, and I was his “A” Team leader, so that moved me to squad 

leader. 

 

Interviewer: How many served in your squad?  How many were you leading? 

Veteran: Normally you had 12 per squad.  In Vietnam you were never up to strength, and I 

think I had 8 guys in my squad after he got killed. 

 

Interviewer: And you remained the leader of that squad how long? 

Veteran: Seems like about two months. 

 

Interviewer: Did your rank change after that? 

Veteran: Yeah.  I became an E-5, a buck sergeant, right after I became squad leader, 

because really and truly a team leader, if everything works by the books, is E-5, 

squad leader is E-6, staff sergeant.  When I became squad leader they made me an 

E-5.  Then this E-6 who had been with us in Fort Hood for a short time went over 

in advance party and was doing some kind of who knows what, and he came back 

to our unit in Vietnam a month or two after I became squad leader and because he 

outranked me, he took over as squad leader and I moved back to “A” Team 

leader, thank God. 

 

Interviewer: So you didn’t like having the responsibility of leading the men? 

Veteran: That was OK.  I just didn’t feel qualified.  You know, one year of training is a lot, 

but it’s nothing if it’s stateside. 

 

Interviewer: It doesn’t really prepare you for the combat situation. 

Veteran: Right.  But it’s an awesome responsibility.  You know, squad leader doesn’t 

sound like a big deal, but it really is if you’re the squad leader.  You don’t realize 

how much responsibility they have until you become one. 

 

Interviewer: After Duc Pho you went back to Chu Lai. 
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Veteran: Chu Lai was where our main base camp was, and we pretty much remained that 

for the rest of the year.   

 

Interviewer: So that was your home base. 

Veteran: Yeah. 

 

Interviewer: After the experience of losing your squad leader, what happened after that? 

Veteran: We went to a place called LZ Gator, which was our 1st of the 6th—our battalion’s 

base camp. 

 

Interviewer: LZ Gator? 

Veteran: Yeah, Landing Zone Gator.  That was just south of Chu Lai about maybe five 

miles.  We ran operations patrols from LZ Gator all out in the jungles around the 

area. 

 

Interviewer: From Chu Lai to LZ Gator…are you going by truck? 

Veteran: By truck.  Then we ran patrols all around LZ Gator and Chu Lai for the next 

month or so.  A lot of times we did what you call combat assaults.  They would 

pick us up on choppers and we would go out where they had a landing zone 

somewhere out in the jungle, and we would come in on the helicopters.  

Everybody was shootin’ and carryin’ on.  If you were on the first group to go in, 

you were scared to death because you didn’t know what was down there.  If you 

were on the second lift, you were scared to death because when you were comin’ 

in you could hear everybody that was on the first lift firing, and you didn’t know 

if they were just reconnin’ by fire or if they were gettin’ hit, so you were scared 

to death.  I didn’t like CA’s—they were scary.  I don’t know if you saw 

Apocalypse Now and We Were Soldiers, but they came in on helicopters. 

 

Interviewer: Did We Were Soldiers more closely depict your Vietnam experience than 

Apocalypse Now? 

Veteran: Parts of Apocalypse Now—and a lot of people laugh at that movie now—but you 

have to understand how it was made and what it’s actually trying to say.  It’s all 

Hollywood, however, there are a lot of things that are very realistic, and a lot it’s 
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just pure garbage, but there are a lot of things that are very realistic in that movie.  

I think you had to have been there to understand some of the things.  I’m looking 

for the right word.  I don’t want to say mental, but it was a psychological-type 

thing.  The combat assault that they did in Apocalypse Now into that village 

where they were surfing, 75% of that is balonie, 25% of it is very real.  We didn’t 

play music.  We didn’t play Ride of the Valcories going into a combat assault, 

however looking back at it that would have been pretty neat.  We went in by 

choppers like the way they did in We Were Soldiers and Platoon.  They made a 

couple of CAs in Platoon.  It’s very scary.  I didn’t like ‘em.  I’d rather walk into 

an area. 

 

Interviewer: How many men would a Huey hold?  Was it a Huey that took you in? 

Veteran: Yeah—a Huey or a Slick. 

 

Interviewer: A Slick?  I haven’t heard of that one before. 

Veteran: A Slick is non-gunship.  The two door gunners have their M-60s, but they don’t 

have their mini-guns and all that, so they just called them Slick.  They’re smooth.  

They would hold, if I’m not mistaken, six guys. 

 

Interviewer: So there had to be a lot of them when you went in. 

Veteran: Oh, yeah.  They usually used what was available.  {END OF TAPE 1, SIDE A}  

{SIDE B BEGINS}  The first group was on the ground by themselves a lot of 

time for thirty minutes to an hour, depending on how far from your base camp 

you went, or from your pickup zone, so it was pretty scary, especially if it was a 

hot LZ.  We didn’t encounter that many real hot ones. 

 

Interviewer: A hot LZ means that activity is going on? 

Veteran: Yeah, enemy activity.  They’re shootin’ at you as you land.  We went in on a 

couple of ‘em.  I don’t remember exactly how many.  If you were in one, it seems 

like you were in a million hot LZs.  I remember one time they were firing green 

tracers at us.  The North Vietnamese had green tracers; we had orange or red.  I 

remember the tracer looked to be about the size of a basketball, and it wasn’t, but 
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when it’s coming toward you and you’re up there in a slow moving helicopter, 

it’s big, and you’re thinking, “Please miss, please miss.” 

 

Interviewer: I know there’s a difference between Charlie, which is the Viet Cong, and the 

North Vietnamese.  Did you encounter more combat activity with Charlie or with 

the NVA? 

Veteran: At first with Charlie, or the Viet Cong.  See the Viet Cong were the local farmers 

that sympathized with the North Vietnamese army. 

 

Interviewer: Was it hard to distinguish them from the local population? 

Veteran: Yes, you couldn’t tell the difference.  I mean, they wore their black pajamas and 

their little straw hats just like they did in the daytime when they were working out 

in their rice field.  Our base camp in Chu Lai got hit one night real bad, and the 

squad leader for the Viet Cong unit that hit us got trapped under our mess hall, or 

our cafeteria, and he was our head KP during the daytime.  He worked in our base 

camp during the daytime, and I’ll never forget that. 

 

Interviewer: Could he communicate in English? 

Veteran: A little.  Probably more than anybody knew. 

 

Interviewer: So you probably never fully trusted him. 

Veteran: Oh, no.  I didn’t trust any of ‘em, but I like most of ‘em.  I respected ‘em and 

never treated ‘em bad, because I was raised different than a lot of the guys. 

 

Interviewer: So it wasn’t always the case that they were treated well? 

Veteran: Oh, no!  I think that most of them treated ‘em pretty good.  As a group you’re 

always cussin’ ‘em, and it’s a macho thing, and you get disgusted with them.  

When you’re in somebody else’s country and you’re fighting for them and 

they’re gonna be there when you leave, why should they do above and beyond 

whenever they have someone else to do it for ‘em, and I think it’s normal. 

 

Interviewer: Did you have a lot of combat engagements? 
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Veteran: No.  In my time in the field, I was engaged in maybe a dozen small things, and 

I’ve always felt like it wasn’t so much the size of the battle.  Now don’t get me 

wrong—a big battle is a whole lot worse than a small skirmish.  You get to where 

you can tell that, hey, this is nothing but a few snipers.  The first time or two you 

think the whole world is shootin’ at you, but most of our stuff was small 

skirmishes at first.  One, two, or three snipers can put out a lot of fire and scare 

you pretty good.  After a little while, it got to where a lot of that was just kind of 

a joke, and that’s stupid because it can get you killed, and it did get people killed, 

but a few people shootin’ made you think, “Are they nuts,” because we could 

destroy them.  What is their purpose? 

 

Interviewer: What was the worst combat activity that you were involved in, and if you don’t 

want to tell me everything, just tell me what you want to. 

Veteran: My biggest problem with telling you things is, you know, I’ve changed a lot since 

I was in Vietnam, and I respect the fact that you were not a soldier.  Sometimes 

it’s hard to say things, because you don’t want to offend anyone, so sometimes I 

don’t get into the gory details. 

 

Interviewer: I want to put your mind at ease right now that you will not offend me, and I want 

you to feel very comfortable saying whatever you feel comfortable with. 

Veteran: The worst experience that I had was February 8, 1968.  We were pretty well 

overrun just south of Da Nang.  We had gone up, as I know now, as a blocking 

force.  There was a part of the 2nd North Vietnamese division that had moved in 

around the big, huge military complex at Da Nang, where a lot of Air Force, 

Marines, sailors, and so forth were stationed, and the NVA’s mission was to take 

Da Nang.  This was during the Tet Offensive of 1968.  They moved us in to be 

OpCom. 

 

Interviewer: Which means… 

Veteran: Under the operational command of the U.S. Marines.  We were under their 

orders.  Well, the people that we were supposedly working with didn’t know we 

were coming.  Now you figure that.  We landed that evening just before dark in 

an old Marine base camp that they didn’t use any more, and so the Marine 
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commander came out and he had no idea who we were, why we were there, or 

where we were going.  We had been sent by someone way up the line, and 

probably their two top guys did communicate, but somewhere it started breaking 

down.  Our company, Company A, got there, and Companies B, C, and D were at 

a different location on the other side, but for some reason or other they didn’t 

know we were coming.  All of this is still very, very vague.  I have an audio tape 

that our company commander made (he was wounded), but he made it later and 

the confusion was phenomenal.  So they moved us from that base camp at night, 

which is real unusual for a large company-sized unit to move at night.  It was 

supposed to have been coordinated with the Marines and the ARVNs, which is 

the Army of the Republic of Vietnam, which is South Vietnamese soldiers—not 

NVA.  ARVNs were South Vietnamese soldiers that were on our side.  Well, they 

protected a certain perimeter area of Da Nang on the bunker line, and they were 

stationed in some of the smaller villages around the area.  They moved us that 

night from that base camp just outside of Da Nang to a little placed called Lo 

Giang.  I have a copy of this battle transcribed that I can get for you.  That night, 

all of these people were supposed to know we were coming but they didn’t, so 

every time we would pass certain areas they would open up on us, and no one 

ever got the word on down the line that we were coming, and luckily no one got 

killed.  They were shooting at us at one time with 50 caliber machine guns, which 

is large, and luckily we were going down this road that was like a big trail, but it 

would hold motorcycles and lambrettas (sic) and stuff, and it was high enough 

that we could get down behind the road bank and be protected. 

 

Interviewer: You said no one was killed.  Was anyone hit by friendly fire? 

Veteran: No, which no one to this day can figure out because they were really cuttin’ us 

up, but they never did hit anybody.  It’s amazing.  Anyway, we finally got to Lo 

Giang about four or five o’clock in the morning, and we all just kind of laid out 

on the ground there.  A few of us went to sleep.  Normally when you’re in the 

field you dig a hole—every night, in case you get mortared. 

 

Interviewer: And is each hole for one person? 
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Veteran: Well, normally no—sometimes yes, but normally from two to six guys in a hole.  

Very, very rarely ever six, but it depends on where you’re at and what kind of 

enemy activity’s around, but always two to four.  Usually they try to put a team in 

one—or WE did.  I don’t know how other units operated.  If we were in a 

company perimeter, we would put a team in each foxhole.  If we were in a 

platoon perimeter, it would be only two guys because you had to cover a bigger 

area with fewer people.  Anyway, we moved in Lo Giang, and just stretched out 

on the ground.  There was Lo Giang One and Lo Giang Two.  There was six 

hundred meters of rice paddy between the two buildings.  The Marines knew that 

there was a regiment of North Vietnamese soliders in Lo Giang Two—we were in 

Lo Giang One—and they didn’t tell us.  They didn’t say a word.  That morning 

just after daylight they would snipe at us from that village, just a shot every five 

to ten minutes.  They’d go real high over our head.  You get to where you can tell 

whether it’s close.  When a bullet passes over you, it pops the air as it goes by 

you.  You never, ever forget it.  Sometimes you wonder, “Was that a round?”, but 

when it’s really a round, there’s no mistaking it, and if you’ve ever heard it once 

you never forget it.  Anyway, so these rounds were going pretty high, and Capt. 

Brennan said, “Oh, man, we’ve got a villager over there shootin’ at us.” 

 

Interviewer: Not knowing that it’s a regiment of NVA. 

Veteran: No, and after about an hour it got to where we were gettin’ two or three rounds 

every two or three minutes, which is not a lot, but it’s enough to start irritating 

you.  Then it got more frequent, and Capt. Brennan said, “I’m gonna give ‘em 

about ten more minutes, and if they don’t go back we’re gonna go online and go 

over there and sweep the village and take care of the snipers.”  So they kept on, 

and we went online across this rice paddy—two platoons; the 3rd Platoon on the 

right side and the 2nd Platoon on the left, with Capt. Brennan and the artillery FO 

[forward observer], Capt. Brennan’s radio people, and my platoon sergeant.  They 

were in the middle of the line, and we swept across the rice paddy, and when we 

got four hundred meters into the rice paddy, there was an L-shaped ambush in the 

middle of the rice paddy.  The NVA was dug in, and they were what we’d call a 

suicide squad.  There was no way they could survive it.  They had palm leaves on 

their backs with rice straw stuck in it, and you couldn’t see ‘em.  The rice was 
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about knee high and in some places waist high.  Our 2nd Platoon walked right into 

the kill zone of that ambush, and they were shot at point blank range. 

 

Interviewer: That entire platoon? 

Veteran: 1st Platoon stayed back in the rear in the trees on the edge of the rice paddy for 

rear security, so out of out two platoons we had 19 killed and I believe 55 

wounded that day out in that rice paddy.  I remember that they had machine guns 

set up on the corners of the rice paddies just at the top of the rice, and it was bad.  

And I remember whenever they opened on us and we all got back behind a rice 

dike, Capt. Brennan threw a green smoke grenade to mark our position, so that 

whenever the helicopters came they could tell where we were at.  When he 

popped this smoke grenade, one of the NVA mortars hit the smoke grenade.  

That’s how well they had us zeroed in.  It splattered it, and that was about from 

here to your front door from me.  I was that close to Capt. Brennan.  So about that 

time, my squad leader went down.  This guy that had come and taken over, he 

went down and it looked like he had been shot.  I told some of the guys, 

“Somebody go get him,” and everybody just looked at me, which I don’t blame 

‘em.  {Laughter}  So me and the medic went out and took care of him, and by 

that time the firing was so bad it was just horrendous.  There was 800 NVA out in 

front of us, and they were in a trench just on our side of the village in the treeline.  

We went out and couldn’t find a wound on the sergeant, so we picked him up and 

took him back behind this little rice dike, which holds water from one field to the 

other like a dam or a barrier, and we took him on the other side of this rice dike.  

We never could find a wound, but he was out.  Me and three other guys started 

pulling him back, and you’ve gotta understand that we were in mud that you’d 

sink almost up to your knees in, and then you had the rice growing up on top of 

that, and we were pullin’ him and all of our equipment on.  We didn’t have our 

ruck sacks, but we had flack vests, we had gas masks, we had all of our ammo, 

our grenades, our canteens—full battle gear—so we’re pulling this guy and trying 

to get him back four hundred meters, which is a LONG way.  In the meantime, 

guys were getting hit everywhere.  The part that is just worse that anything is you 

start hearing the guys that get hit scream, and there’s no way to describe it.  

You’ve heard tales about people hollerin’ for their mom and everything, and 



-18- 

there’s no way you can duplicate it.  I couldn’t because I’m too inhibited, but you 

hear men cryin’ and beggin’ that they don’t want to die.  That’s when you 

discover that there’s no atheists in foxholes.  There are none, because they all talk 

to God when they’re hit, and they talk to their mom.  I don’t care how old they 

are as a soldier, most people talk to their mom.  It’s amazing.  Anyway, it was a 

rough day.  At one point I could tell that this sergeant wasn’t really out, because 

his eyes were closed real tight like a kid trying to fake that they’re asleep.  I’d see 

that every once in awhile he’d push with his feet through the mud, and I go, 

“There’s somethin’ wrong here.”  I told him, “Sarge, you’re gonna have to help 

us.  We can’t get you back that far by yourself, and you’re gonna get us killed.”  

He jumped up and took off runnin, and went to a graveyard that was on the side 

where the 1st Platoon had stayed.  He ran that way and we all split up, and right 

after that is when I got hit.  The first round I took was through my helmet, and it 

must have been either a ricochet round or it must have been like an M-2 carbine, 

which is a smaller caliber bullet.  It went right in where the little beak on your 

helmet kind of makes a little turn.  I got a sliver of bullet right here, and it 

knocked me goofy.  It pretty well knocked me out for a few seconds or a minute 

or so, and knocked my helmet off, and I was bleedin’ like a pig.  A few 

seconds—I don’t know, minutes, seconds, who knows—maybe an hour—a 

mortar landed about from here to your stove from me, and I got thirteen pieces of 

that shrapnel through this part of my head.  I remember it flipped me over, and 

thank God we were in mud, because the mortars would sink a few inches before 

they would explode, and that was absorbing a lot of the shrapnel.  We were 

gettin’ a lot of the lighter pieces in. 

 

Interviewer: So did the shrapnel just penetrate your skin, or did it actually go into your skull? 

Veteran: Yeah, it hit my skull but didn’t penetrate my skull.  It gave me a real nasty 

concussion, and I was bleeding horribly.  I remember it burned so bad, and I 

opened my eyes and couldn’t see.  I put my hand up here and I could feel all this 

slime, and I thought my brains were hangin’ out.  They had made up this stupid 

code before we went into battle that said if anybody gets hit during this operation, 

don’t holler ‘medic,’ because the medic will get up and run where you’re at and 

they’ll shoot him.  Well, that’s World War II stuff and in a different situation.  I 
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don’t know who came up with that.  The code word was “Rum and Coke.”  Now 

how stupid?  Anyway, I didn’t want a rum and coke when I got hit; I wanted a 

medic, so I let the whole world know. 

 

Interviewer: Could you feel pain? 

Veteran: It hurt so bad, but it hurt like it was down in the middle of my head.  It’s weird 

and hard to describe.  I couldn’t see, and it was because my eyes were full of 

mud, and I had mud all over my head.  This blood was mixing was that mud, and 

it felt like my brains hanging out.  I kept thinking, “I’m alive, but my brain’s 

dripping out.”  Of course I was goofy. 

 

Interviewer: You weren’t injured anywhere other than your head? 

Veteran: Had a little piece in the back of my neck. 

 

Interviewer: I’ve heard that shrapnel is very hot. 

Veteran: It’s hot, yeah.  Anyway, it knocked me weird.  After that it’s just bits and pieces 

of things that I remember.  I don’t know how long I was out there—a good while.  

I remember I would come to and function pretty good for a little while, and then I 

would lose it.  Guys were telling me things later that I don’t remember 

happening. 

 

Interviewer: Were you evac-ed out by a helicopter? 

Veteran: Later that afternoon 55 of us went out.  That seems like the right number—too 

many.  I remember at one time these three black guys had crawled out there, and 

they were puttin’ a field dressing on my head telling me, “You’re goin’ the wrong 

way.  You’ve gotta go back that way.”  I was crawlin’ the wrong way, so they got 

me turned around.  I must have been crawling all around out there, and I didn’t 

have any idea where I was going or what I was doing, and there was all kind of 

guys screamin’ and hollerin’.  I remember one time I regained consciousness long 

enough to see Richard Sheridan get hit in the helmet with a ricochet, and his 

helmet went straight up in the air—it looked like a hundred yards.  He was 

hollerin’ and his helmet came back down.  It didn’t do anything to him; it just hit 

his helmet and gave him a headache.  {END OF TAPE 1, SIDE B} 
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{TAPE 2, SIDE A BEGINS} 

Veteran: I don’t remember anything for awhile, and then I remember rolling over this rice 

dike, and there was a guy named Polino there, and he had been in my squad, and 

he had his shirt off and all of his equipment was off.  He was laying there behind 

this rice dike, and he had a 45 pistol in his hand.  He was a grenadier—he used a 

grenade launcher.  I remember he looked and me and said, “Should I try to shoot 

this thing?”  It just looked like a big ball of mud, and I said, “Don’t shoot it when 

I’m close to you, because it’s gonna blow up.”  Anyway, he said, “Man, I got hit 

in the back.  How bad is it?”  So I checked his back, and there was a little scratch 

about two inches long, and I said, “Man, you just got a ricochet or a piece of trash 

hit you or something, and just scratched you.”  He said, “Aw, man, it feels like I 

thought I’d been shot.  It feels like I’ve been shot.”  I said, “No, it’s just a 

scratch.”  As it turned out, he had an AK-47 round lodged against his spine.  It 

went in and it closed the wound, and it seared, and it just looked like a scratch.  

Anyway, he went home after that.  He and I were there for awhile.  When I got 

out of the hospital and got back to my unit… 

 

Interviewer: And how long were you in the hospital? 

Veteran: Thirty days.  My first sergeant gave me a package of stuff that I had had on me in 

that rice paddy that they found in a cave two days later, and I thought maybe that 

I had just lost it out of my pockets, but none of it was muddy.  I didn’t think about 

it then.  Well, when I talked to Polino about two years ago he was telling me that 

they searched his body and he played dead.  Well, I was with him, and I think I 

had passed out, and they took all of my stuff, because I was there with him and 

they searched his body.  That’s where my dog tags, letters home that I’d written 

that I hadn’t mailed, my little New Testament that I had kept with me, my 

cigarette lighter, and things like that were all in this cave. 

 

Interviewer: So they thought you were dead. 

Veteran: Yeah, because I had a head wound, and I guess I was passed out.  I don’t 

remember them doing that, but Polino tells me that they did and he played dead.  

We were real lucky, because they were killing our wounded as they found ‘em.  

Like I said, I would pass out and then I would come back to.  I remember one 
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time I kind of came to and we were crawling, and then we got separated at one 

point and got back together sometime.  I remember while we were separated, and 

this part of the story you may really think is hokey, and I really haven’t told but a 

few people.  I’ve told my wife and my son about it.  I don’t believe in ghosts, 

however, I think when things happen to you, your survival instincts take over.  I 

remember right before I left to go to Vietnam, Judy and I had gotten married just 

a few months before, and we were in the front yard of my dad’s home, and I was 

leaving to go back to Fort Hood to leave for Vietnam.  We were saying our 

goodbyes, and I remember Judy saying, “I’m not gonna cry,” and I said, “Well, 

you don’t need to, because I’ll be home.  I’m gonna make it.  I’ll be fine.”  And I 

remember when I was crawling through all that mud, and I was sick, and I’d lost 

so much blood, and I remembered talking to her, and I was telling her, “I can’t 

make it.  I’m sorry.  I just can’t go on.”  I had gone just as far as I could 

physically go.  I’d been in all that mud all that time with all that equipment and 

bleeding.  I remember I just laid my head down in the mud, and all of a sudden 

Judy was there.  She had on this black gown, and she was pregnant with Donny at 

that time.  Well he was there in front of her, and he was like three years old—this 

is what I was seeing.  She pushed him out in front of her, and he took about three 

steps toward me, and he said “Daddy” three times.  He looked more like his son 

does now than what he does now because he had blonde hair and blue eyes, but it 

looked like him.  Of course, he wasn’t born yet.  But you know what?  When he 

said “Daddy” three times, all of a sudden it was just like I’d gotten eight hours 

sleep.  This deal with Judy and Donny being out there has haunted me forever.  It 

was the most realistic thing I’ve ever seen.  I mean, it wasn’t like I was seeing a 

form of somebody I could see through.  Mentally, in my mind, she was there.  

You know, I was more religious than I cared to admit, I guess, but I always 

avoided going to church when I could growing up.  Anything to get me out of 

church or Sunday School.  I just didn’t want to go.  I had better things to do.  But 

that day I prayed probably for the first time in my life, and then that happened, 

and you wonder is there anything in prayer.  I think there is.  If nothing else, it 

makes your mind do things, so how would you say that’s not from God, so I just 

choose to believe what is.  That incident saved my life.  The fact that maybe I 

wanted to live bad enough to where I conjured up the vision—who knows?  But it 
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was so real.  I think a lot of that that happened that day has to do with the fact that 

we were able to stay together even when we shouldn’t have after I got back.  

There were a lot of times that there’s no reason for us to be together right now, 

except something made both of us want to keep trying.  Anyway, at one point I 

was crawling along in this rice paddy, and there was a guy named Jim Brewer—

he meets with us every year, and he’s the greatest guy on earth and is from 

Missouri—and he was with the mortar platoon and was out there with us that day 

as the forward observer calling in the mortars, and he had a radio on his back.  He 

got shot through the top of his shoulder, and the bullet split and went on both 

sides of his heart, and it’s still in there today.  He also got shot in the leg and was 

in bad shape.  But he was crawling along, and he had the antenna of his radio 

sticking straight up, so the gook soldiers could see it.  I hate to use that word, 

because I’ve gotten so sensitive—so politically correct—but anyway, the gooks 

could see us.  I was crawling along parallel to him about maybe ten meters from 

him, and I remember Lt. Wendover, who was the 1st Platoon leader, called on the 

radio, and I heard him say, “Jim, who was that behind you.  You have somebody 

following you.”  I remember Brewer was crying, and he said, “I don’t know.  I 

can’t tell.  I’m hit bad and can’t turn around.”  I remember Wendover saying, 

“You’ve got to turn around, Brewer.  There’s somebody behind you.  I don’t 

know who it is, but we might need to take ‘em out [or shoot ‘em].”  I remember 

Brewer must have turned around, and I heard him say, “Oh, my God, it’s the 

gooks!”  Then I turned around, and they were about five meters from us—again 

about from here to your stove or less from us—and there was five of ‘em.  They 

were like duck-walking through the rice paddies.  Those guys could get down real 

low and duck walk, and they were trying to catch us.  Lt. Wendover said the 

dumbest thing I ever heard anybody say.  He said, “Ya’ll get down!”  We were 

already down as far as we could get.  My nose was in the mud. 

 

Interviewer: So this was the NVA. 

Veteran: Yeah, North Vietnamese, with uniforms and helmets, AK-47s, and all that stuff.  

They skimmed right over the top of us, and they killed ‘em.  They had stayed 

back behind us in the graveyard, and the guy that called us on the radio had shot 

‘em. 
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Interviewer: That’s why he wanted ya’ll down as low as you could go so they could shoot over 

you. 

Veteran: Yeah.  Brewer don’t remember that, but he was in bad shape.  I remember it so 

vividly.  I guess when I heard him say, “Oh, my God, it’s the gooks!” that was the 

scaredest I’d ever been in my life, because the one thing I feared more than 

anything was being taken captive, and we had three or four people that got 

captured that day.  They tied ‘em up, took their boots off, and took all their 

equipment, but they weren’t able to get ‘em out of the rice paddies, so they just 

shot ‘em in the head point blank. 

 

Interviewer: Getting back to your rescue.  You were taken by helicopter to where? 

Veteran: OK.  We were picked up in this Marine medivac—it really wasn’t a medivac.  It 

was just one of those Marine banana-looking helicopters.  They’re ugly and 

shaped funny, but it was beautiful that day.  They loaded it up, and there was a 

bunch of us in there.  I remember we took off and got about twenty foot up in the 

air, and the Vietnamese just shot that thing full of holes.  It set back down, and I 

thought, “Well, it just ain’t our day.”  And then all of a sudden you heard that 

thing revving up, and boy that pilot took off and we were gone. 

 

Interviewer: About how many was he able to take out of there? 

Veteran: I think he probably had fifteen or twenty of us.  We were loaded.  Now this was 

larger than a Huey.  Anyway that thing was full of holes, and it didn’t hit 

anybody.  We don’t know how that happened, because there were guys laying 

everywhere.  From where we were fighting we could see the Da Nang airstrip in 

broad open daylight, and planes were coming in and taking off, and it blew your 

mind.  We were having this major battle, and one mile away life was going on 

like nothing—it was weird.  So anyway, we landed there at Da Nang, and we 

were in this field hospital.  I remember they took everybody off the chopper, and 

they had everybody laying on these cots.  At that time, Khe Sanh was being under 

siege, and they were getting wounded from up there constantly, so that hospital 

was full.  Our B, C, and D company were on the other side of Lo Giang, and they 

were taking a few casualties, so there were some of them in there.  All the cots 
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were full, and I remember I was standing and leaning against this post that holds 

the tent up, and the emotion finally got to me.  My friend had just gotten killed 

out there.  I had crawled across a guy named Troyer (sic), and his head was cut 

off it looked like with a machete.  It took off most of his head anyway.  I’m pretty 

sure it was him anyway.  The emotion just kind of overwhelmed me and I 

remember just started sobbing laying against that post, and I remember one medic 

or doctor looked up and he started hollering, “Somebody get that man and get 

him on a stretcher right now!”  And I remember somebody came running with 

one of these little field stretchers that had fold down legs on it.  They laid me on it 

and stuck an IV in me, and I went out, and the next thing I knew I was waking up 

on a hospital ship.  I was laying in this hallway in what they called triage.  I don’t 

know what was in the IV but it kind of brought me back a little bit.  While I was 

laying in this hall a helicopter load of Marines came in from Khe Sanh.  We were 

filthy, filthy dirty, but I have never seen American boys look like that group that 

came in from Khe Sanh.  Every time I meet someone from Khe Sanh I want to 

hug ‘em, ‘cause those young guys—we went through hell that day—but they 

went through it every day for 76 days.  I mean it was horrible.  Their clothes were 

literally rotting off of their bodies.  They were skinny, and they were so tore up 

with shrapnel, when they came in on those choppers they had legs and arms 

missing.  I remember one guy, there wasn’t a square inch of him that didn’t have 

some kind of hole, and I thought, “This boy ain’t gonna make it past this 

afternoon,” and two weeks later, he’s up running around on the ship telling 

jokes—tough guy.  He had two or three fingers missing.  But anyway, pretty soon 

I was sittin’ up in triage, and pretty soon I was smokin’ a cigarette and thinking 

life was pretty good.  I was on the USS Sanctuary hospital ship.  Wonderful, 

wonderful hospital ship.  Along with a bunch of our other guys—Don Hammett 

was there and he got shot on the left cheek of his hiney, and it left a perfect “H” 

scar for Hammett.  Graves was there, and he’d got split from is knee to his waist 

on his thigh with shrapnel.  Those two were running, and a mortar hit in between 

‘em.  Madison was there.  Brewer was there for a few days.  Kettlehut was there.  

I watched Kettlehut get shot up here, and it took his eye out, and then it got him 

through the hand.  I saw that happen.  He was on there with us.  I can’t remember 

who all was on the hospital ship.   
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Interviewer: Where did the hospital ship take you? 

Veteran: We went up and down the coast of Vietnam.  We got on it at Dong Ha, which is 

north of Da Nang, and then we sailed back down toward Chu Lai, and they were 

picking up people.  I didn’t know it, but they were filling up and sailing for 

Manila because they were running out of supplies.  They didn’t have a lot of 

anesthesia and stuff left, and they did a little minor surgery up here [pointing to 

forehead], and they gave me one shot of Novocain.  It washed out within just a 

few minutes, and finally I was just tearing up the bed sheets, and he told me, “I’m 

gonna have to sew you back up, because this ain’t workin’.”  I said, “That’ll 

never happen to me again.”  That’s horrible.  I think about those Civil War guys 

when they had nothing but whiskey.  We’re not as tough as we think we are. 

 

Interviewer: You were on the hospital ship how long? 

Veteran: I was there thirty days.  They were sailing for Manila one day and I said, “Man, 

I’m going to Manila.  I don’t have to go back to Vietnam,” but orders came down 

for me to report back to my unit. 

 

Interviewer: Were you fully recovered from your injuries at that point? 

Veteran: No, but in a war zone “recovered” and “being fit for battle” is two different 

things.  The next day, here comes this little motor boat out from Da Nang, and 

they’ve got these stairs that go down the side of the outside of the ship, and there 

I am with my orders.  I am the only soldier getting off of that ship into that motor 

boat.  I got in the motor boat and looked up, and all of my buddies are standing 

on the rail waving at me, and I thought, “God, you just don’t love me, do you?”  I 

felt like a little bitty termite when I looked up at that big ship and of my guys way 

up on that rail, and I thought maybe it was just meant for me to go over here and 

get killed.  Here I thought I had a chance, but I finally just swallowed it and said, 

“Well, I came over here to fight a war, so let’s go.” 

 

Interviewer: You had been in Vietnam since October, and you had one year on your orders. 

Veteran: Yeah.  With my squad leader gettin’ killed there the first week there and this 

battle, it was enough.  It was enough to make a difference in my life.  There’s a 



-26- 

whole lot to the story of my squad leader getting killed.  I think it probably needs 

to be put on tape, but we’ll get back to that in a minute.  It caused some major, 

major problems in my life. 

 

Interviewer: You were actually near him when he was killed? 

Veteran: Yeah.  Not near him as far as friendship. 

 

Interviewer: No, I mean in proximity that day. 

Veteran: Yeah.  Like I’m the one that did it.  I know that so many people had that same 

story, but I didn’t do it on purpose.  Anyway, so I went back to Da Nang and had 

about $30 on me.  I went up to the R&R holding station in Da Nang where people 

come and they stay there until their flight to go to Hawaii, Sydney, Australia, 

Hong Kong, or wherever for R&R, and I found this set of orders on the ground.  

See, they give you these orders and there’s about ten pages of them, and they all 

say the same thing, and one page of one order was on the ground, and I picked it 

up and it said, “Spec 4 Ellis” and his serial number.  It was underlined, and I said, 

“I know what I can do.  I’m gonna stay here at this R&R center until I run out of 

money.”  So, I memorized his name and service number, and when you go 

through the gate at the R&R center you hand them your orders and they say, 

“name, rank, and serial number.”  You give them your name, rank, and serial 

number, they check it, and you go in. 

 

Interviewer: And no other ID was necessary? 

Veteran: No.  So I went in there and stayed about a week eatin’ ice cream and hamburgers 

and listenin’ to the juke box and things like that up there, and then I ran out of 

money and said, “I’ve gotta go back to my unit.”  It’s so strange.  I was in Da 

Nang with my orders, and I had a little bitty airplane that took me from there to 

somewhere just south of Da Nang.  They let me off, and I spent the night there, 

and I ate in the Marine-Navy mess hall and slept on the concrete at the little old 

makeshift airport.  A helicopter picked me up and took me to LZ Baldy, which 

was a little further south.  I stayed there a day, and another aircraft was going 

down.  It’s so strange that this little boy from Yoakum was on the other side of 
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the world going from town to town trying to get back to my unit, and if I had 

known then what I know now. 

 

Interviewer: How did you account for that week?  Were they expecting you to come in? 

Veteran: No.  The Marines picked me up out of the field, and they never told our company 

who I was, where I was, or anything.  All my company knew was I evacuated 

with a head wound.  They had no idea where I was at.  For all they knew I was 

dead.  They hadn’t been notified that I was dead, but they didn’t know.  I finally 

made it back down to Chu Lai, and I walked into our orderly room, and our first 

sergeant was rough.  Good guy, but rough, tough—no emotion, only anger.  He 

got up when he saw me—he was Puerto Rican—and he turned whiter than me.  

He came over and hugged me, and everything I’d ever done in my life was worth 

going through to get that hug from 1st Sgt. Rodriguez.  He was TOUGH, and I 

thought he hated me.  Everybody thought he hated them, and he came up and 

hugged me and said, “Where in the hell have you been?  We thought you were 

dead.  We didn’t know what happened to you.”  I said, “I’ve been out on the 

hospital ship.”  He said, “They never sent me anything.”  I said, “Well, here I 

am.”  But anyway, I had all this shrapnel in my head, and I just couldn’t wear a 

steel pot.  Everywhere a steel pot sits on the front of your head I had a piece of 

shrapnel.  They only took a couple of real small pieces out, and I still have 13 

pieces of shrapnel in front of my head just sitting on my scalp.  It’s irritating from 

time to time.  My granddaughter is always tapping me, and it’s just like a needle.  

So he sent me back to Chu Lai to have me reevaluated, because I’d wear a steel 

pot and it would just drive me crazy.  They gave me a profile not to wear a steel 

pot, which means that I couldn’t go out into the field, because in our unit standard 

operating procedure is steel pots.  Now in LERPs, in special units, they could 

wear soft caps. 

 

Interviewer: Tell me what LERP is. 

Veteran: Long Range Reconnaissance Patrol—tough guys.  They operate six guys at a time 

and go way out by themselves.  They’re a real mild form of Navy Seals, but 

nowhere near the training, but they’re tough. 
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Interviewer: But it’s a special operations unit. 

Veteran: Yeah, and they could wear baseball caps where we couldn’t.  I hung around the 

base camp there for about a month and stayed drunk every day.  I was a sergeant, 

so I didn’t have too many details.  

 

Interviewer: So at this time it’s about April of ‘68? 

Veteran: Yeah, the latter part of March.  So he got me a job at brigade headquarters—198th 

brigade headquarters as the Duty NCO, non-commissioned officer, for S-2 

Intelligence, and that was a joke, because I didn’t know how to type or anything.  

I’d never worked in an office.  I didn’t know anything. 

 

Interviewer: So what did you do? 

Veteran: I went to my dictionary to find out how you spelled ‘intelligence.’  {Laughter}  

No, I didn’t.  So I went to work in intelligence, and we had three radios that were 

secured nets.  In other words, you didn’t have to follow proper radio procedure 

and all of that on ‘em.  I had a couple of telephones that were tied into division 

and battalion, and what I would do as incidents would happen in the jungle they 

would call in and I would record it, and I would put it on a briefing card.  I would 

go to the map and pinpoint the coordinates for the location and put like “Number 

1,” and on the card “Number 1, 1st of the 6th B Company made contact with Viet 

Cong element.  Approximately 12 Viet Cong.  This type of weapons.  12 Viet 

Cong killed, 2 U.S. soldiers wounded in action.”  Then I had to enter that on a 

daily journal, but each day our major, Major Wellington, would come in and roll 

up the map and take all the cards and go to the division and give the generals a 

briefing.  Several times I got my hiney tore up, because it wasn’t legible or I 

made a mistake in coordinates—serious business.  I found out how serious 

logistics and administration in the military.  Everything is paper, and I also found 

out how easy it is to get things screwed up where people don’t get information.  

It’s terrible.  So, that was my job from then on.  I worked in the daytime, so I was 

off at night.  We worked twelve hours a day and was off twelve, and at nighttime 

my nerves were so bad that I never slept.  I was gettin’ maybe one hours sleep a 

night, which was kind of what I was accustomed to, because out in the field we 
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never slept.  This was the result of trauma and nerves.  I remember I’d be asleep 

in the hooch, and someone would come in and slam the door, and I’d go wild. 

 

Interviewer: Did they recognize or understand what post-traumatic stress was at that point? 

Veteran: No—had no idea.  They just knew that I was a weird guy that had been in the 

field.  None of those guys had ever been in combat.  I was the quote/unquote 

bastard child up there—the one with problems.  I was a “crainy.” 

 

Interviewer: A crainy? 

Veteran: You know, I had head problems.  So they sent me to the doctor, and he put me on 

codeine.  Codeine drove me wild at that time.  Now it doesn’t bother me for some 

reason.  It keeps me awake now, but it doesn’t make me wild, but it did then. 

 

Interviewer: Did they allow you to continue to drink while you were on codeine? 

Veteran: Yeah, sure.  {END OF TAPE 2, SIDE A}  {SIDE B BEGINS}  I slept maybe an 

hour a night, so they finally put me on the night shift working from six in the 

evening until six in the morning, and I had no trouble sleeping in the daytime 

other than it was 115 degrees and dust and sand everywhere.  That’s how I 

became S-2 Duty NCO.  It was driving me crazy, and it was really worse on me 

there than it was out in the field because we would get these INTEL reports like 

“A Company 1st to the 6th (which was my company) made contact with so many 

NVA, 3 U.S. soldiers killed, and so many enemy killed,” and I wouldn’t know 

who they were.  I just knew that it was guys from my company getting killed out 

there, and I was takin’ the report, and it was driving me nuts.  I felt so much guilt 

about not bein’ with ‘em.  I was goin’ crazy, so I stayed drunk.  The minute I got 

off, I commenced. 

 

Interviewer: Where did you get your alcohol?  Did they have a club there? 

Veteran: Yeah, they had clubs, and I would go to the PX and get my whiskey.  You’ve got 

a beer ration of two cans a day.  The guys that didn’t drink, which were only a 

few, would trade them for either cigarettes or whatever. 
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Interviewer: During that time, did you ever have an R&R of your own, when you didn’t use 

somebody else’s orders? 

Veteran: Yeah, I went to Hawaii. 

 

Interviewer: And did Judy join you there? 

Veteran: No.  I thought maybe she could but she was pregnant with Donny, and so she 

didn’t come. 

 

Interviewer: How long were you in-country before you actually got your R&R? 

Veteran: I took an early R&R, so if there was a chance she could come she would be able 

to.  I went on R&R, I think, the latter part of December.  I knew by the time I 

went that she wasn’t gonna be there, but I still thought there might be a last 

minute chance.  She wasn’t there, so I went and bought me a big bottle of 

whiskey.  Me and a guy named John McCormick got real drunk and stayed that 

way for six days.   

 

Interviewer: So while you were in Vietnam, the balance of your time there you were working 

in the intelligence area, and you never sustained additional injuries from combat.  

You had said something to be about exposure to Agent Orange.  When did this 

happen? 

Veteran: While I was in the field mostly. 

 

Interviewer: Was this after your squad commander was killed?  Before that incident and the 

February incident. 

Veteran: Yeah, because we would be out in the jungle, and they would be spraying, and 

we’d go drink out of the river and never thought anything about it.  We’d go 

wading through the rice paddies. 

 

Interviewer: And what are the effects that you are experiencing from that now? 

Veteran: Well, you know one of the side effects from Agent Orange—and this is so hard 

for me to believe, but I have to believe it—is depression and anxiety.  I have little 

things that come up and grow.  None of them have been malignant so far.  We 

had one child that didn’t live, and I don’t know if that had anything to do with it.  
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His lungs were underdeveloped.  He lived one day and died.  This was in ’73.  

Just things like that.  I’m borderline Type-2 diabetic, and that is one of the signs.  

They tell me I probably will become diabetic over a period of time. 

 

Interviewer: As a result of the injuries you sustained and your exposure to Agent Orange, has 

the government compensated you in any way for that? 

Veteran: Yes.  They haven’t said anything about the Agent Orange being a factor in it, but 

I believe that it is, because I’ve got 100% unemployability, meaning that I have 

trouble getting and maintaining a job.  I have all this problem with rheumatoid 

arthritis, and they haven’t actually directly said it, but I believe a lot of these 

muscle and tissue problems are the result of Agent Orange.  There are so many 

guys in my unit that have the same symptoms. 

 

Interviewer: So you have stayed in contact with several people from your unit.  You 

mentioned reunions and that sort of thing. 

Veteran: Oh, yeah.  We went to Kansas this year, but it’s in a different state every year.  

We went to Reno, Nevada, last year, St. Louis one year, Cleveland, Ohio, one 

year, San Antonio one year.  But my son started me on that eight years ago.  Up 

until eight years ago I hadn’t contacted anyone. 

 

Interviewer: After you started going to the reunions, did you start experiencing flashbacks 

more often, or was it more of a catharsis for you to be able to share that common 

experience that you had gone through together? 

Veteran: It’s the greatest thing that ever happened.  I didn’t want to go and just almost 

refused to go to the first one.  I had flashbacks from Day 1 until today, so that 

never increased or decreased.  I have nightmares probably two to three times a 

week until today.  A lot of times I put off goin’ to bed because I just don’t want to 

deal with it.  They’ve tried giving me medication for that, but some of the 

medication that they have which makes you not remember your nightmares 

makes my arthritis flare up.  It’s crazy.  I just pray that they don’t think that I’m 

just not wanting to take my medication, because it would be such a relief not to 

have nightmares. 
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Interviewer: Has the military provided you with any type of post-traumatic stress counseling 

since they have become aware that that is a very real condition? 

Veteran: Yes.  They have excellent programs.  Most of the time I don’t go, because since 

I’m in such close contact now with my friends that I was with, I can’t really stand 

to be around veterans that were not in my unit.  If it’s one-on-one, I love ‘em, but 

if it’s in a group, I sit there and I don’t say anything.  They weren’t with me and 

my buddies, but when I’m with my friends we’re OK.  We all have experienced 

the same things.  Even though some of the guys have done well financially and 

career-wise, the other problems are still there.  Some of us that haven’t done well 

financially and career-wise do OK in other areas, like I’m still married to the 

same woman where most of the guys have had three or four wives.  We sit around 

and tell a story, and everyone says, “You do that, too?  I thought I was the only 

one.”   

 

Interviewer: We discussed what the climate was like in the country before you went to 

Vietnam.  You came back from Vietnam after the Tet Offensive.  How did it 

change? 

Veteran: Horrible—horrible. 

 

Interviewer: How were you received when you came home?  Did you come back through San 

Francisco? 

Veteran: We came back by plane ones and twos at a time.  It was so weird, because even 

though I was back in the rear, I did some things with intelligence.  We flew down 

to Pleiku and dropped these anti-intrusion devices out of helicopters out over the 

jungle, and that was pretty hairy.  Surprisingly we never got shot at doing that.  I 

was still having some contact with the field units, but not a lot.  After I went to 

work at the brigade headquarters, that particular base camp had never been hit 

before until I got there, and then it started gettin’ rocketed and mortared on a 

regular basis, so I was still in all of this mess.  We went from being in that to one 

day leaving Vietnam.  We hit Fort Lewis, Washington, and on the way home I 

was the only soldier on the plane that got off in Houston, and when I left there 

was a lot of guys.  Of course, they weren’t all dead, but I needed some company.  

I brought a captured rifle home, and there was just paperwork this thick to get it 
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home.  Every time I would change planes, the military police would meet me at 

the plane and escort me for security because I had this rifle on my soldier.  Of 

course, I had my Class A uniform on.  The head stewardess would meet me at the 

door of the plane, take my rifle, put it in the closet on the plane.  We were at San 

Antonio when I saw the coldness of the people for the first time.  Before 

Vietnam, the people would speak to you; after Vietnam, if you had a uniform on, 

nobody would speak to you, they wouldn’t look at you.  If they did, it was hostile.  

I never got spit on directly, but I’ve seen people spit at other people, and to me 

when they did that they were spittin’ on me.  I got cussed at a few times.  Even 

my wife’s family, we didn’t talk about it when I got home.  I couldn’t talk about 

it, and they didn’t want to hear it, because they didn’t know how to deal with it. 

 

Interviewer: I think that was pretty common, because when my brother returned we didn’t 

know how to talk to him.  We hadn’t shared that experience with him, and didn’t 

know what kind of questions he wanted to answer, so it was hard. 

Veteran: Nobody knew what you were supposed to do with a veteran, especially one from 

over there who had just come home from a war that a lot of people didn’t 

understand.  Even if they supported it, they really didn’t understand it.  They 

didn’t understand how it was fought.  They didn’t understand that it was a 

personal war more than anything else.  You and a few other guys went tripping 

through the jungle, kind of like you’re goin’ huntin.  Sometimes you win; 

sometimes they win? 

 

Interviewer: Getting back to when you were in the field, were ya’ll limited in how much you 

could engage the enemy? 

Veteran: At first, if it was the enemy, you’d shoot ‘em.  After we’d been over there just a 

month or two it got to where if you were shot at you were supposed to call in to 

get clearance.  Luckily, I was with some guys who had been to Vietnam before—

Sgt. Bartley and Sgt. Burkes and our company commander, so when we got shot 

at, we killed ‘em and then we called in for clearance.  {Laughter}  “Request 

permission to return fire,”  “Permission granted.” 
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Interviewer: Did you ever encounter civilian soldiers from over there—Charlie?  Not 

necessarily only men, but did you have occasion that you had to make a decision 

about whether to engage women or children? 

Veteran: Personally, no.  I hear a lot of stories about it.  A lot of it I have some doubts 

about how authentic it is.  When you hear one story told by 16,000 people the 

same way, you start wondering if this really happened to you.  It’s OK when I 

hear the story, because it could have happened, so I would never call anybody a 

liar.  The story I’m referring to is, “The first person I shot over there was a 

twelve-year-old girl.”  First place, I don’t know how they knew she was twelve.  

Second place, there wouldn’t have been no twelve-year-old girls left if everybody 

had shot one, but I think it’s representative of the situation.  There were certainly 

kids that got involved.  When you were walking along with your ruck sack and 

your radio… 

 

Interviewer: You referred to ruck sack earlier.  What is a ruck sack? 

Veteran: It’s an aluminum frame with a big pack on the back, and you carry everything 

you own in it that has to do with fighting a war.  It’s big and bulky, and whenever 

you get to your position that you’re gonna operate from—whether it’s your night 

position or whatever—you leave it there in a perimeter, and then you operate 

squad size or platoon size operations away from that, and then you go back home, 

which is your foxhole out there in the jungle where your ruck sack and all your 

writing paper, toilet paper, C-rations and all that are.  You’ve got a small group 

that stays there—usually the mortar group—that protects it while you’re out each 

day making patrol.  It’s like your dresser drawer that you carry with you, and 

they’re heavy. 

 

Interviewer: You were going to tell me something about when your squad leader died. 

Veteran: There’s a lot of this story that’s sketchy, and there’s a lot of it that I don’t know 

the facts on, but it’s a tragic story that affected my life in a big, big, big way.  

Filled me full of guilt, filled me full of fear, so forth, and so on.  {END OF TAPE 

2, SIDE B} 
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 {TAPE 3, SIDE A BEGINS} Even before we got to Vietnam, and this is hard to 

say because I don’t like to belittle somebody that’s limited in their abilities, but 

my squad leader had been in the Army for several years, and he was only an E-5.  

He was hard to get along with, and he was not the sharpest guy that I ever knew.  

I don’t want to say anything about him personally, because I didn’t know him 

outside of the military.  I mean he might have been a jam-up guy on some job—I 

don’t know.  He was a big, strong, tough guy, but when we got to Vietnam he 

didn’t know things that he should have known as a squad leader.  He didn’t know 

how to call in orders, he couldn’t read a map, and that in itself is not such a sin, 

but when you’re in charge of people, you’ve gotta know something.  I was used 

to doing everything for the squad.  Even though he was the squad leader, I was 

the team leader.  Came time to divide up the C-rations, I was usually the one who 

went and got the C-rations and made sure that all the guys got what they wanted, 

and then I’d take what was left, and that gets old.  You’ve gotta keep your troops 

happy, and he didn’t do a very good job of that.  My friend Lopp, who used to go 

home on weekends with me and got killed on February 8th, got shot through the 

threads of where his flack vest laces up and came out where they lace up over 

here.  Went right through his heart—took him about three seconds to die.  He just 

leaned back and said, “I’ll be alright,” and died.  His sister, who was twelve at the 

time came to the reunion in Little Rock, Arkansas, to represent his family.  She 

had never known any of the stuff we went through over there.  But anyway, this 

sergeant was rough.  He drank a lot and picked on Lopp because he stuttered.  I 

remember he was always saying to Lopp, “I’ll kick your ass!”  One day on bridge 

security, the sergeant was BAD drunk.  He was drinking Silver Fox Vietnamese 

whiskey, and I remember he was messing with Lopp, and I went over to the 

platoon sergeant and another sergeant, and they were like E-6s and E-7s, and told 

them, “If he touches him, I’m gonna kill him.”  Well, I wasn’t gonna kill him.  I 

was just popping off.  He was drunk that evening, and he was playing like Ring 

Around the Rosies with these Vietnamese kids there in the middle of the road, 

and that was about four o’clock in the afternoon.  Right after that he was in the 

bunker laying on the floor, drunk out of his mind, and he was kind of half sick.  I 

was used to doing everything anyway, so I didn’t pay a lot of attention to him.  

That night we got hit.  In the evening you pull the concertina wire across the road 
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and through the ditches, and anything outside the concertina wire after dark is 

enemy unless they identify themselves otherwise, but you would know if they 

were supposed to be friendly troops coming in.  That night I was in an 

observation bunker, which was just a little square thing with sandbag walls about 

this high and the rest of it was open, and I was there with Turner, who was our 

machine gunner, and we were shootin’ out across the rice paddy, and somebody 

raised up in front of us.  They didn’t have a shirt, they didn’t have a helmet, so to 

me they were Vietnamese.  I put a grenade out there on ‘em, and it killed him.  

About an hour later when things kind of died down, Sgt. Burke sent this guy 

Chris out there to get the gook’s body so we could check it out.  I’ll never forget I 

was standing there, and poor Chris was hair-lipped and a tough little guy from 

Oklahoma, and he said, “Sgt. Burke, this is not a gook, this is (and I don’t want to 

say his name, because he’s got family), and I’ll never forget Burke saying, 

“Cease freakin’ fire!” but he didn’t say ‘freakin.’  And whenever Chris said that 

name, it was just like somebody hit me in the head with a two by four, because 

I’m reasonably sure that I’m the one that killed him, and I didn’t want to do that.  

What had happened, we surmised, is out in front down one of the rice paddies we 

had a box with a hole knocked in the top for a toilet, and we think he had gone 

out there just before dark and was throwing up, using the bathroom, and was sick, 

and whenever the shooting started he cut across the rice paddy trying to get back 

in to where we were at.  It was dark, he didn’t have a shirt, he didn’t have a 

helmet, and he raised up in front of us.  Nevertheless, twenty years old and you 

feel like you did something wrong.  The day in Da Nang when we got overrun I’ll 

never forget the feeling I had, “Am I gonna pay for what I did?”  It was driving 

me crazy, and every time we got into a bad situation after that I kept thinking I 

was gonna die because of what I did.  The guilt was overwhelming.  After I got 

back, it got worse, and worse, and worse, and I couldn’t make the pain go away, 

and I couldn’t do nothing.  I had never gone to the V.A. with any of my problems, 

because I didn’t really know what the problem was.  It developed into an anger 

problem and frustration.  There was a talk show on KBUK, or whatever that radio 

station on Decker Drive was called back then, and they were talking about when 

Lt. Calley got in trouble at Mi Lai, and this lady called in and said that her son 

would have never done anything like that.  I called in and said, “You don’t know 
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what your son would have done had he just lost all of his friends around him.”  

So this commentator invited me to come on the air and talk, but I wouldn’t go 

because I was afraid that I might be charged with something then. 

 

Interviewer: At the time that it happened, no charges were brought against you? 

Veteran: No, no, no.  He was awarded a medal posthumously.  Anyway, it was a mess, and 

even though I was not guilty of anything but doin’ my job, here [pointing to head] 

I was guilty, and in my heart I was guilty.  I should have been a better team leader 

and said, “Where’s  _______?  We’re under fire!  Where’s _______?”  Anyway, I 

didn’t do that, because I was used to him being a dud.  I pay for that every day of 

my life.  Judy and I were trying to understand, and she didn’t know how to 

understand.  Her parents had not equipped her to deal with anything.  Even me—

when you come back and you’re twenty years old, you think you’re a soldier, so 

you’re supposed to be tough, and the Army never told us how you could have 

problems when you came back.  All of these nights, I would dread going to bed.  

I’m going to say some things here that you’ve probably heard other soldiers say 

that your frustration when you’re twenty-one years old turns into one thing that 

you can find that makes the pain go away for a few minutes and that’s the 

bedroom—your sex life.  {Much of the rest of Veteran’s statements regarding this 

delicate issue not included in transcription.}  I went out and had affairs, and Judy 

knows about it.  She don’t know to the full extent, but she don’t need to.  She 

knows that it existed, and she’s chosen to forgive me for that—thank God—and 

we overcame it.  It was nothing more than just looking for something to make the 

pain go away, and if you can’t find it at home—and every one of our guys have 

been through the same thing.  Nothing excuses that, but there is a reason for it.  

Before Vietnam, I thought anybody that messed around on their wife was pure 

trash. 

 

Interviewer: After you got back from Vietnam, where did they send you? 

Veteran: I ETS’d right out of the Army to Houston, Texas, and that’s where I was 

discharged. 

 

Interviewer: When were you discharged? 
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Veteran: September 23, 1968.  I was a few days early.  Was supposed to get out October 

2nd, but I got out September 23rd. 

 

Interviewer: What medals or commendations did you receive? 

Veteran: I received a Purple Heart, an Army commendation medal—which is no big deal.  

Our unit got several campaign ribbons and citations.  I received a Bronze Star 

with a V-device, which is an OK medal. 

 

Interviewer: Is that for valor? 

Veteran: The V is for valor.  See, you can get a Bronze Star with no V or with a V-device 

for valor, and then you go to the Silver Star.  After that it’s the Distinguished 

Service Cross, and then the Medal of Honor. 

 

Interviewer: Well, that pretty much takes care of my questions.  Is there anything that you 

want to add? 

Veteran: Oh, I’ll think of six million things later.  I really have no trouble talking about it.  

The one thing I was gonna say while ago, there is not one of us out of my 

company that’s not having to take something for anger or depression—not ONE 

of us.  It’s so funny, because every time a new guy comes in that we haven’t 

found until this year and then he makes his first reunion, he’s wondering the same 

thing but is afraid to ask, so we make sure he knows that we’re all takin’ 

something, and he’ll say, “Oh, man, me, too.”  I take 200 milligrams of Zoloft a 

day, which is a BUNCH.  It makes me pretty normal, and like I feel like I act the 

way I did before Vietnam.  I’ll never act the way I did before Vietnam, but it gets 

me closer to that.  But if I don’t take it, I kick holes in walls, I chase people down 

on the road that’s cuttin’ me off.  I have been kicked out of every bar in Houston, 

Texas, for fighting and tearing up the bar—a lot of anger.  But whenever you 

come back from a war—and this gets to me a lot—you go out on the job, and 

there’s another guy that was in the war, and people go, “Hey, I don’t want to hear 

any of that war hero bullshit.  Go outside if you want to talk,” and yet they can 

talk about deer huntin’ and fishin’, and the affairs that they’re having with their 

neighbor. 
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Interviewer: Have you been to the Wall? 

Veteran: Yes. 

 

Interviewer: What was that experience like? 

Veteran: The first time, it was a wonderful, horrible experience.  The first time was in 

1987, I believe, and I went with Judy, my son, and daughter, and my brother-in-

law, and a friend and his wife.  I didn’t think it would affect me, because it had 

been twenty-something years, and I thought I was over it.  I went up there and 

went to the little computer thing and found the names and the panel they were on.  

When I went to the panel and found the first one, I lost it.  I could not believe that 

I lost it big-time.  I spent an hour crying and looking.  My family just backed 

away and let me have my time there, and that was pretty neat, but I felt so 

awkward.  I was by myself.  I remember there was a guy standing behind and to 

the side of me, and he was videotaping me, and it didn’t bother me, it just kind of 

embarrassed me.  The Vietnam Wall is like you can hear the guys calling you.  

It’s like they’re really in there.  I’ve heard that before, but it’s a unique 

experience.  There were four guys from my squad that were killed. 

 

Interviewer: Are they listed together since they died at the same time? 

Veteran: No.  None of them are on the same panel, because they all died at different times.  

One of them was a little kid from Albuquerque who came in as a replacement, 

and he was only there a few weeks when he got a letter saying his girlfriend was 

pregnant.  He went home for thirty days and married her, came back, and got shot 

in the head.  Just a young kid with rosey cheeks.  We all kind of took care of him 

because he was scared to death, which we all were.  Some of us were 20 and 21 

and gave him a lot of lee-way.  He wasn’t an FNG—a freakin’ new guy.  He was 

part of our squad, and we did for him whatever he wasn’t able to do because he 

was scared.  It was sad when he got killed. 

 

Interviewer: Well, Don, thank you for taking the time to re-live all of this.  It’s taught me a lot, 

and I think I understand a little better what my brother and others that served in 

Vietnam must have gone through. 
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Veteran: And I would do it again.  I don’t want to, but I would.  You’re welcome, and I 

appreciate you saying that, because for so many years we didn’t hear that. 

 

{TAPE STOPPED—END OF INTERVIEW} 


