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July 14, 1965

i the truckloads full of United States soldiers
amv;o;]:f £t’rhi:tBien Hoa airbase yesterday afternoon,CI;t. Col.
Lloyd “Scooter” Burke of Stuttgalrt, winner of the Congres-
sional Medal of Honor in Korea, said, “We’re here tq kill VG,
we are going to patrol, search them out, and when we find them,
we're going to kill them.”

Most of the soldiers in Burke’s 2nd Battalion 16th Infantry
have never seen combat. Forty to sixty percent of them are
draftees. Their organization, though a part of the highly spir-
ited, Big Red First Division, is not a volunteer outfit. The
young men who are settling into their defensive positions at

the Bien Hoa airbase are typical American “‘citizen soldiers.”
They have a two year tour of duty in the Army, and then return
to their civilian status . . . the era when Vietnam was a pro-

fessional soldier’s war is now over. American casualties will
shortly be announced not on

. ‘ e or two at a time . . . but qui
likely in the same numbers that Vietnamese c¢a b
been announced for so long.

sualties have
The question arises as to the rea

ction of the Ameri
denly do realize that Vietnam is g plza::g
¥y Americans are likely to die. I.t. Col. Burke
orrectly, that the men arriving here from the
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are that they are indeed go.:
states :; ebiulg‘ﬂe?},lere' But, what will happenoalglfﬁ:’ ang t
theg]?watch the casualty figures among American tr(‘:)meﬁcs,t
to build? . iti has not bee "t
The American citizenry : I Drepaye
rts of heavy American casualties. Ag g Mmattep fact
repo till tremendously upset when they hear of only » th
Americans being killed in a battle, Most Americang o O fy,
ently blithely unaware of the fact that “those little broyy, s
way over in Vietnam can act.ually inflict any Serioyg damag:n'
the mighty American monolith. In short, most Americansj t
haven’t realized there is a rgal war here, Ust

America’s dangerous 1gnorance of the trye Situation :

Vietnam is due to several causes. First, the Am.ericans do,:f,:
like to think about war . . . they listen only lightly ¢, the
news from here, and forget quickly. Second, DIess repoy,
have seldom emphasized the massive death toll suff(_ared by the
Vietnamese in this war, and as a result most Amerjcang thin
the death toll here is pretty low. They fail to translate gopy,
Vietnamese deaths to potential American deaths.

The American soldier is one of the world’s best fighting
men. But he is certainly not invulnerable. The newly arriveq
Americans will soon realize what this name “Vietcong” really
means. He may have been told that the VC are tough, resource.

ful, ruthless fighters. But he has been told that he is bettey
There is no doubt in my mind that American soldiers can defegt
the Vietcong. But the fact remains, that no matter how fierce
the fighter, when an American heliborne battalion is dropped
= into a clea;nng surrounded by Vietcong machineguns and mop.

slaughtered just as quickly as a Vietnamese

~ It is a chance that soldiers know they must take. I'm not
_American citizenry knows, or wants to admit, that

€ now taking that chance,
before the Fipst Division started landing at Bien
W the VC mortared 5 village only 2,000 meters
Anpi D Zone. Small armg fire continued for
€Iy was firing in the distance as the
Was unfortunately quiet when the

S and professional as they
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The DMZ, July 4, 1967

This is the story of three Arkansas boys and how they
passed the time on July 4, 1967, this third year of our war.
They spent this Fourth of July hiding from sniper fire and wait-
ing to move a hundred yards forward to recover the bodies of
seventy Marine friends who had been killed two days before.

The DMZ dividing North and South Vietnam is a flat, bar-
ren area, filled only with scrub brush, hedgerows, shell craters,
and bodies. On July 2, a company of the Third Battalion, Ninth
Marines ran into, or were ambushed by, a strong North Viet-
namese force that had crossed the Ben Hai River and was roam-
ing south towards the Marine outpost of Con Thien. Before the
battle was over, at least seventy Marines were dead and 170
wounded. The fighting continued sporadically for three days
as the Marines pushed slowly forward to recover their dead.

James Larry Howard, 21, son of Mr. and Mrs. Homer How-
ard of Bright (Miller County), Floyd E. Bradley, 19, son of Mrs.
Edith Bradley and the late Mr. Bradley of Shirley (Van Buren
County), and Billy E. Davis, 18, son of Mr. and Mrs. Elmer C.
Shepard of Pine Bluff, were at the forefront of this action. A
walk to their position was an education in the desolation of war.

In the helicopter landing zone, half-naked Marine stretcher

bearers moved like wraiths through a dreamlike haze of choking
3



ining almost as visibly as thas
Nerves :otr;:ncl:g"ades onto the "escueh 2§itend°“a
£l back to the wounded vaith OB Chairy oy the,
tumbled dizzily shed metal. A'so waiting, qugt COVereqPlin
s and cru ains of what had once been frlends, hust:l ing
ﬂ.“’.remboys a few hours before. One deag Mariy s,
bmthm"'hwnger a poncho to keep the flies aAWay anq £ by
B taoed t from the sight of his former COmpan;q, ey
, eyes uite young and his wounds hy, Y Vigjy
. He was q in the occasional breeze that blOWS al()]e‘
i T . st T i it
that barren streon his last day. Most were tools of War; g ¢ 18
carried with him t; broken rifle. Also there wag g Photg .1
helmet, flak Jadcxlf:ss’ blurred by his sweat. .
a letter, the ad ines with haunted eyes admonished
Further fo up ‘there. Snipers!” The brail narroy, ang
B A utiad tanic shell casings, a torn oty €MDty boye,
, . 'A gu of the litter of war—lay Scattereq a.lmlg
ndmcl “mmim the rear came the walking oyt
e pandaged and lips compresseq yyy
some with hy had no visible wounds. These WEere concuggiy,
pain. Others or shaking their heads to clear some Invisihle
m M’ th Ives thmugh the dust abSOIutely Silen
; A4¥ adiiver fire. No one else was seen gxcept the
it f‘;f:nd,y dead, stretched by the side of ;.

ome torn strands of barbed wire, in 5 twenty £oot
nome t?k;od Larry Howard. Another Marine wgg
h ten canteens full of water he had jygt

L the five gallon water cans op the tanks
me to the ‘line’ at dawn this morning
of 3.5 millimeter rockets. Each roung
Larry carrieq three, plus his pack,

= bound flak jacket, stee] helmet—
. Shell craters were large and small,
ack strench of gunpowder, or the
D and smooth, thejy rawness
lding and blowing into the
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;:::hﬂ;‘taoif it is thhei worst.” For Larry, it's hard to think of
ving an ng but th
e ahar Ything but the deep bass roar of an exploding
His helmet has his wife’s name, Brenda, printed in indel-
Across the camouflage covering. His wife is the former

ible ink
Brenda Dishaw daughter of Mr. and Mrs. C. W. Griffin of

Texarkana, Ark., and Atlanta, Tex.
When I get home I just want to find some place quiet
ve seen more in the last month than in my

and peaceful. I’
whole life. Some of these guys here really don’t mind dying
try. They do things I never believed anyone could

for their coun
do.I'

Larry looked over the edge of his hole to where the planes
were bombing. “Oh yeah, say ‘hi’ to Clive Griffin, for me. He’s
a good buddy.” He pointed forward to a line of six tanks.

Bradley is up there.”

Before Floyd Bradley moved to Van Buren County, and
before he came to Vietnam, he used to live in Little Rock. He
went to school at Fuller and likes to fish. “If I was back home
today I'd be eating watermelon and fishing on the White River.
A river! Boy one of those would look good right now. T'm so

thirsty! We can’t get enough water up here!”
Floyd’s helmet is also decorated. Across the front is em-

blazoned the word ‘Hillbilly’. On the right side is written, “The

South Shall Rise Again.”

He kept ducking his head as the jets screamed down and
then upward overhead, spitting out their seedlike bombs that
blossomed into any one of a half dozen “deadly flowers,”

spreading their petals of fiery savage death.
Death came in six colors three hundreds yards out where
the bombs were landing. The napalm has a black lace mantle
with deep orange center; as it struck the ground it sent a long
white pistel soaring upward before its blossom opened. The
five-hundred pounders raised a cloud of red brown; the thous-
and pounders mushroomed in a graceful, spreading web of black

speckled with darker fragments of earth and shrapnel.
“We came out to pick up the bodies,” said Bradley. “So

far we’ve only been able to get three. But when the wind is
right you can tell there’s a lot more out there.”

Bk there’s another guy from Arkansas in Kilo Company
 bombs, Davis is his name ; he’s from Pine




» he said. “By the time those plape,

ition, : x th
d condition they’'re really going to be torp ind Toug,
with that area 1d Marine Lance Corporal ang mae%in?“ I8 4

: _year-o0
?}g}’ teilils z(seascared now as he was before, he says, « S%unneh
e’'s I

” Ou get
4 I ueSS- R .
used“tIOvlvgs really jumpy the first night I was on the line,

eep in his poncho on some sandbags negy 1. -
?gghdﬁfaz;ﬂt fwo in the morning, when it wag rea] dai(l)(,oﬁz
rolled over in his sleep and fell on me. Gee! T thoyght it
the Vietcong that had Jum,l,aed on me and I started hitting iy
and yelling. It was funny,” he said with a nervous chuckle,

A jet seemed to brush the trges as it pulled out of itg dive:
shrapnel pelted down around Bill. His company commangy,
threw out a green smoke grenade to mark his men’s positioy
for the pilots.

Across from Bill lay a stack of folded blue green ‘body
bags’. One rubber container lay sprawled, its zippered mouty

open waiting for its cargo, waiting for the Friendly Dead.



Cu Chi, June 18, 1967

pfe. Birnes Penix of Wilmot wiped the sweat from his
dark face. He chambered a round in his AR 156 rifle anc.l shook
his head to clear the roar of the l}ehcopters from his ears.
He then jumped from the chopper into the swirl of the dpst
that was supposed to be Charlie Company’s landing

and bullets
zone. But it wasn’t.
and with eyes straining to
nced the confusion

Face down in1
trate the jungle a :
ene le around him. He
as or what

I -
of battle. He recognize
here he was,

a rice paddy
head, Penix experie
d none of the peop
didn’t know W where his company w
he should do. He did know there were snipers hiding in the
trees ahead. He had been trained to react to that stimulus.
Penix was found five hours after the landing. His chopper
place, but all the other helicopters
eir troops in

had dropped him in the right
1 any had dropped th
Three miles is a long, long

in the assault from his comp
the wrong place, three miles away.
Penix spent the rest of the day

way in enemy territory, so
with Bravo Company.
Of course, Penix doesn

it’s the night patrolling that really bugs him. “Boy,
“T hate those things.”

: On Penix’s second day in Vietnam he was sent out on a
night qmbush patrol. While changing positions in the black-
nels(sis., his pIatrol ((:irossed the lines of a group of South Vietnamese
goldiers. Immediately the South Vietnamese sent up a flare
thinking the Vietcong were attacking. % ’

“The flare went up right over my head,” said Penix. “I

was stretched out in the middle of the road—a
tretc —a perfect target—
and right in front of me, maybe twenty feet away was a gouth
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't like any of it, but he says that
” he says,






ing anything but Num.

in Arkansas, I said, we don’t believe in be
mber One then I jus

ber One, so if you people can’t be Ny

won't smV{’"’lfh
The Wolfhounds are definitely Number One S CYht
and Penix likes his job and his companions, buut.r(::t;g (h‘cls (whi'\'l

be glad to leave them both.
Before he joined the Army, Penix worked for Georgia

Pacific in Crossett making plywood. He wants to go back th

to work, wants to stay in Arkansas, but he says he is fllrtfr‘;z
with the idea of going out to California. “I have to take care
of my family, and the pay is higher there.” Then he adds again,

“But I sure do like Arkansas.”
Penix’s nickname is “Rabbit”, so named in highschool “be-

cause I was jumping all the time.” He wants to thank hi

Boy Scout leaders fo rthe things they taught him, and }?ir:; hihg;g
school coach, Willie Parker, for the good physical conditioning
he, Penix, received. And, finally, the Rabbit says “hi” to his
good buddy, Will Clark, Jr.
June 20, 1967 (delayed)

Bob Higgins sat on the edge of his bunker south of the
Bo Loi woods and looked over the barbed wire towards the

fertile rice land of the Saigon River delta.
“I’m just looking forward to getting back to Atkins and

working on the farm again. Pfc. Higgins’ parents, Mr. and
Mrs. R. H. Higgins of Atkins, have some good soybean land
in the Atkins bottoms. The Vietnamese are mostly farmers,
too, but watching them wade in their fields behind their wooden-

yoked water buffaloes makes Bob say simply, “I'm not used to
that kind of farming.”

Higgins graduated from Atkins High School in 1963. He
played right guard on the Red Devil’s football team, and was
president of the Beta Club and of his senior class. After farm-

ing with his dad for awhile he was called to the Army.
Bob took his basic training at Fort Polk, La., deep in the

southern swamp land. “T’ll say one thing for Fort Polk,” grins
Bob, “it’s a great place to train before coming over here. It’s

sort of a little Vietnam.”
Higgins has been on the line since he arrived in Vietnam

in April. That means a twenty-four hour a day routine of
patrols, ambushes, and filling sandbags to build bunkers. His

company, Alpha Company of the 4th Battalion, 9th Infantry,
25th Division, has spent most of its time searching for the

Vietcong in the Bo Loi woods thirty-five miles northwest of

Saigon.
Not only must Higgins fight the VC in the woods, but
15




South of the Bo Loi Woods, June 20, 1967

On television they do it once a week, blasting across the
desert sands, harassing the Germans. .. that’s the “Rat Patrol”.
Here in Vietnam, just south of the infamous Bo Loi woods, Sgt.
Clarence James Gray of Little Rock, leads six men and two
gun Jeeps into this daily exercise in organized insanity.

Sgt. Gray, with the Fourth Battalion, Ninth Infantry, has
been blasting along the jungle trails of Vietnam at 70 miles
an hour for most of his eleven months here. His life depends
on how well he keeps his men, their jeeps, and their two M-60

any other unit in Vietnam Sgt.

Perhaps more so than : .
Gray’s team is completely, totally interdependent. The jeep
t jam; the gunner must return

must not stall ; the gun must no
fire directly at the enemy; the driver must not falter. And
Sgt. Gray must be able to give the right orders, and at the

machine guns operating.

right time under heavy fire.
Outwardly, Gray’s jeep is a standard, dust-covered, mili-

tarily drab, unexciting hulk. The only distinguishing feature
on the vehicle is the long, sleek snout of Gray’s “Baby”, “Best
Friend”, Mother”, “Father”, “Lover” and “Protector”: the M-60

machine gun.
The gun sits godlike on its dust-covered altar, and seems

to glow under the admiring smile and caresses of “its people.”
Under the hood of the “altar” sits an engine as clean and well-
tuned as any that ever took the track at Indianapolis. The

driver of this deformed racer is racing for his life when he

gets behind the wheel.
The “Recondo” teams, as they are often called, seek out

the enemy, they precede and follow all convoys to prevent sneak
attacks. They continually patrol roads that are dangerous even

17
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he gets angry when he speaks of the guys who never get any
mail from home. “This is the time you need to hear from
someone,” says Gray. “All you can do when you get over here
is count the days until you can g0 home, and you’ve got to feel
that someone back home cares about you. The married guys
have it real tough. Omne guy in my squad hasn’t had a letter
from his wife in over a month. He’s sending her all that dough
home; the very least she could do is mail him a letter once a
r and think they are real

week.
“Of course some guys come ove
rugged, and don’t give a damn, don’t care. But they get over
that pretty quick. A guy here just has to have someone who
cares for him and he needs to care for someone.”
Clarence’s mother, Mrs. Louise Gray of Little Rock, has
three sons in the service right now. One of Clarence’s brothers,
d in Da Nang for a year and Clarence

Lawrence, was statione
went up to visit with him a few months ago.
, is in the Air Force. But

Another brother, Richmond
S youngest brother, Willie, a

Clarence is especially proud of hi
School.

student at J. C. Cook Junior High
Gray speaks of Willie with obvious affection: “He’s real
He's going

smart. He works hard an dhe wants to be a doctor.

to do fine in life. He’s real smart.”
As soon as he gets home, Gray wants two things which
“A good home-

are the eternal dreams of any soldier at war:
cooked meal and a good, hot bath in a bath tub.” And, Mrs.
Gray, Clarence says he wants that meal to include “collard
greens, ham hock, butter milk, black-eyed peas, and corn bread.”
The nineteen-year-old Gray graduated from Biscoe High
School in 1963, where he played on the basketball team. He
worked part time at the University of Arkansas Medical Center
in Little Rock and at the John R. Jernigan Deep Rock Service
Station while he was in school. After he leaves the service
Clarence hopes to attend college on the GI bill and get a degree
Then he would like to stay in

in Business Administration.
Arkansas if he can find a good job there.



Da Nang, South Viety,
)

ited States Marj ,
1965, the Uni arineg | g,
In Ma::;‘at Danang, Vletn}%m(.J In May, 1962“‘31? 4
sandy W‘:ls son of Mr. e}nd Mrs. 1. . Thomps()n of ’L' y“"-
on, = om Hall High School. Not long aftq, iy Ittlq RQJ

ool sweetheart, Barbar; Hann:t’ T°’nr:

; 011 !

Q

gradud’€ . "yigh sch : i
ed his hlfbara gave birth to their daughte, Dopy.'?
,l ’ na.

m
gfg}elgg%e%” Fommy recelved his second pyy,. hegy
' t
v:etg?zé he gets shot at almost every day, Tormy k
receive his third P grpic h’eal.'t, gnd.an automatic frey Wi
y time. “And I'd like to have it,” he gy, o tite
if it’s just a little scratch that gives it to me . | . n,ot ut ™
I don’t want that to happen again » like

first time; 3 ; :
The first time was in Operation Union last Apyj. Droy,
addy on g ilunf

through the clouds and swinging across a rice p
sion to evacuate a wounded Marine, Tommy’s helicoptey -
the target for every enemy machine gun surviving the flfrwa‘
poundings of jet fighters that had supposedly “softeneg uplctnhue

area” before Calvin’s chopper went in.
Many enemy guns had survived. One of those sent a Ji
;

calibre bullet slashing through the side of the helicopter; th
amorphous mass tore through Tommy’s fibreglass flak jacke!
down low on this side, carved a ragged path up his rib cag
ﬁgg lodged ’itself under his arm. He was on the hospital shi
ngzuary for three weeks with that wound.

ot 0 June 29, he was lifting a group of Marines out of 8
ahd bﬁn zgtlze. when the second wound came. The air was i
the ehopper' glz‘le Manng was hit in the leg as he crawled. mt:
bulet slagheg om got it in the neck. As he returned i
shrapne] Ho at the back of his neck, splattering hi ‘Qﬂ
Neck covereq oot tWO hours at the infirmary with that ™

Vered with jodine, he was back at his job the sa%
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Tommy's work day runs from twelve to fifteen hours. His
work week is all \\'eek: His office.is at the windpw ofaUHS84 D
aMarine Helicopter. His tools consist of a 7.6 cahl_)re machine gun

-;nd a set of iron-hu_rd nerves. Sometimes he is able to relax.
“At night we just circle around mostly and all I have to do is

watch for mortar flashes below.” But .durmg the day: “I'm

always watching for someone who'’s trying to ‘ding’ me.”

The UD 34 helicopter is about fifteen paces long with a
great bulbous nose and floppy dragonfly like wings. The green

machine does indeed resemble a dragonfly or a grasshopper.
) It’s skin is patched here and there: small and large, usually
g '?6

square, the patches are a litle more yellow than the rest of the
2 aircraft; but there are so many patches in Helicopter Number
| tbe 20 that it will soon be hard to tell which color was the original.
N4 0 Inside, two thick masses of wire wrapped in white, oil-
'001{ smudged plastic slip snake-like out of the tail over the heads
Uy, of the two gunners, through the stomach of the machine and
ay into its coc}{plt. From the stomach, only the legs of the pilots
)ay‘ are v151b19 in the cockpit. Two pairs of legs with boots dangle,
i disembodied, as would the legs of a man on the gallows. They
jerk irregularly, manuvering the foot controls.
i

Tommy sits on what is, essentially, a kitchen chair. Bolted
to the floor, the chair is draped with flak jackets. Two over
the back to ward off bullets from that direction ; one under the

chair and one Tom sits on for protection from fire entering the
sofe underbelly of the machine. Two jackets are wadded, cram-

med and wrapped, stuffed into a small crevice by his left arm.

Facing the pilot, Tom sits on the left side of Number 20 and
must protect against all attacks from that direction. He carries

a wooden handled thirty-eight revolver on his hip. His flight
uniform is all zippers, pockets, and dirt.

Tommy’s grey-back plastic flight helmet has his initials
emblazoned in yellow on the visor protector. In rain or dust, or
when looking into the sun he pulls the green-tinted visor down
out of the helmet. So positioned, only the base of his chin, and
his mouth are visible. The rest of his face is green, opaque

plastic. On his hands he wears soft leather kid gloves. They
fit tightly, absorbing some of the vibration of the machine gun

and preventing his sweat-soaked hands from slipping as he
reloads.

On the afternoon of June 30, Tommy made four trips in
his chopper. They were run of the mill, except for the fact they
weren’t fired on that day. On the first two trips Number 20

carried a load of food and supplies for Marines in the field.

Tommy and his co-gunner loaded the boxes on board: case

after case of ‘c’ rations stored in cardboard brown boxes and
stenciled in military fashion “Meal—Combat—Indivi
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at the air with its floppy rotor blades and dodging inty ;'
de, Tommy looked at the crushe;

clouds. Having regained altitude, Tommy
orange on the floor of the chopper; its juice had splashed acryg,
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floor and rippling from the vibrations of the flight. Perhgy

it reminded young Tommy of the blood of the youn
rine he had hauled out of a rice paddy last week. Both hj
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(,:::h ,Z'* rotor biades alashing at the dust-laden wir, the wind soeking to

i} r*r,," find & way under his heavy flak jacket to cool him, the nervous

b re t crackle of his headset: these are the “sounds of sllence” In n

° b” » helicopter.
t Another trip out ; this time the chopper settled In an Open

' Wa rice paddy while a patrol of Marines kept their rifles pointed

'(\)“:'! the surrounding fields. Three blindfolded Vietnamese weore led
"”19 ® to the helicopter. Tommy pulled them inside and then fell baek

Ly to his seat as the chopper lifted off.

1f(.t The three men were qaked but for white pajama bottoms
15 tied with string. Their blindfolds had once been their shirts.
r i Their feet were mud-caked and calloused.

(_01’ One man freed his hands. Tommy jumped on him ; then
'hn\ another passenger helped. The prisoner trembled violently,
i q unable to see, only able to feel the wind rushing past him and

ts recall the stories he had heard of prisoners being thrown from

such helicopters.
y\
to

The prisoners sat very still on that battered, screw-
studded, paint peeling, aluminum helicopter floor. Kach man

was tagged as would be a package in parcel post. The tags had

each man’s name, age, and circumstances of capture. One was
thirty-five years of age. He had been found hiding in a hedge

row and had tried to run away from the Marines that caught
him. Another was twenty-seven; he and the third, who was

thirty-five, were reported by a Vietnamese civilian to have been
“carrying a pack”.

A hard rain forced Number 20 back to base for an hour,
and Tommy had a cold soft drink at “Snoopy’s Hangout”, the

squadron snackbar. He lit a cigarette with an engraved lighter
picturing Snoopy, scarf blowing in the breeze, mounted on

his bullet-riddled “sopwith camel.” The squadron mascot,
“Snoopy”, who looks as much like the cartoon character as
any dog in the world possibly could, walked from handpat
to handpat, to ear scratching.
Having been asked what kind of dog he was, Tommy re-
plied, “I don’t know. Vietnamese is all I could sa

y. He rides
a ot of the choppers; he’ll sleep right through a fire fight out
there.”

Ask Tommy what he misses the most other than his wife

and family and he’ll say immediately, “Clean sheets . . = OF,
for that matter, sheets period.”

He watches television for re-
laxation.

Tommy loves flying, even with the danger he faces in

Vietnam. “The Medevacs are the best part of the job,” he says.
l;;l:’hen we can go bring o

) ut someone that’s been hit, then I feel
ke I've accomplished something, helped someone.”
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. Tommy went out ¢ .
The rain stopped az}d : 10T hig

of the day: lifting 2 Vletnam.isel Sohdler with g leglast b
out of a battle and into ahlé?;l: buddy» - Porary Safoqy
feels so good to be able 10 ) .

Thegnineteen—yﬁ'«‘dr‘Old Calvin has a brother, John
who is in the Air Force and %tathneg I Texarkans, Hig 8
ried sister, Florine Barnett lives dntl:h 1 Ii.;ouls. His Wife g o
daughter of Mrs. W. D. Hanns %n et eLaf e Mr. Hanyg. To,
s the son of Mr. and Mrs. E. C. Galvin, Little Rock, Tommmn‘ﬁ‘
his wife have a daughter, Donna, born this past January Y ang
Da Nane 1. .



Phu Bai, Vietnam

-eds of combat Marines wh st

For the h;f:’ilheedﬁrs't thing they see whey, flfey"ser
Phu Bai axll)'f:a th of air is a large Arkal}sas state flate
side for a‘home' of Lance Corporal Dav1d' MCLaughliE f)
over th% w flying at the end of a long stick of balnbo
Smith. ; roof of his sandbagged mortay shelter, the %_atu(
throug:’n 2 :o David within ten days after he W
flag ca

’ Jlﬂy

Rockefeller that he would like to have one, Goy
oc

emﬁi
in, 19, the son of Mr. and Mrs. D), V.

lin Pl“gf'?sl;ﬁg}ll?,is_ one of the thousands of “Sup rl\gﬁlg‘;@
that back up the “line” companies and help them g, thejy j:l?s
David does his part by“f?edmg the,doctors and COrpSmey ', h
care for the wounded. “I'm happy I've been lucky enough ¢,
stationed in ‘the rear’”, says David. .
In Vietnam, of course, thgre 18 no real “reap”, Very,
in the country is threatened with the danger of attaq), at g
time. David’s area was mortared on the 28th of April, «,
none of them came close”, he says. How far away is “not cloge”
“Oh, way over on the airfield,” says David. “Way over o fe
airfield,” is all of fifty yards from his bunk. For the lagt Week
while bitter fighting raged twenty miles north of his positiy

David has been under orders to carry his combat gear with hiy

he movies and the bathroon"
co Academy in 1965 to join the Marine,
him off to Baking School. And tods
David can make and cook “sweet” doughs, “sour” doughs, o
“In between” doughs. “We learned to operate about forty d
ferent kinds of ovens fo

ruse in the field and at base. They eveﬁ
giught 4 Course in ‘basic cake decorations’ » laughs McLaug

On his time off, David goes with the “Medical Civic At
32
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cation” teams (MEDCAPs). He's been able to get into
many of the lma!l villages and towns in the area as a result
and is slowly picking up some of the Vietnamese language. As
for the people: “I like them. They're not bad people at all. I'm

even starting to eat some of their food.”
The food he cooks is received in the standard time ap-

proved military fashion: *With a lot of grumbling”. But the
little complaints don’t bother him. “As long as we get the
usual kidding about the food we feel fine. We’d be worried
only if everyone clammed up all of a sudden. Then we would

know something was wrong for sure.”
Despite the quick return of the flag he asked for, David

says the mail service has been “all screwed up lately.” “That’s
all the guys have to look forward to; and so when it gets fouled

up they get all depressed.”
In addition to the letters David receives from home, his

family sends him the Southwest American and Ft. Smith Times

Record. “It’s great to be able to keep up with what’s happening
” he says. David plans to stay in Arkansas and

in the sta

looks forward to getting out of the service in February of 69
80 he can start college at the University of Arkansas and work
on his degree in education. “Then I’d like to come back to Ft.

Smith and teach.”

Living in a wooden hut with a corrugated tin roof, David
has boxed off his bed with old ammo crates . . . sort of his
“office”. On the shelf over his bed is a long line of books. Out-
gide is a sea of two-inch-deep dust that is blown through his
hut constantly by the rotors of the aircraft across the way.
A huge power generator almost drowns out all attempts to
listen to the radio or even talk. “I miss the comforts of home”,
he admits. Most of all he misses his folks and his sister, Yvonne

and also his girl, Shirley Smith of Russellville.
“Yeah,” says the nineteen-year-old Marine, “I really miss

Shirley”.
Phu Bai, Vietnam, July 6, 1967

Lance Corporal Lloyd E. Parker, Jr., 19, of Melbourne has
been in Vietnam for seven months. He feels like he has per-
sonally walked across every inch of land between Da Nang and
the Demilitarized Zone; and he spends about eight hours a
night now walking back and forth over a three square mile
area outside Phu Bai, where his job is radioman with the Third
Marine Division.

Parker’s platoon is presently providing security for the
Phu Bai area, accomplished by constant night patrols and am-



3 junior”s £F h'?'ri:e;al}:?é ?::181' 0&3- Patr,

b (:?,e{iulz;f t'een Vietconi-d so fast I didn’t really l::e l.)te}xi}gi!
am u “ i hap l. L
said Parker, bUt:at'tua"Y ' Whegson?s(t)gl(?utrhgen SAW thep, Moy
of us were asleep ! wlth his - P ’ 5 we Woke > %&.‘
ing. He opened 10, oq5 we 'E’“Stylffwe B Gl Py

g i es' Wa - 3 L

l'ltt;.lwith the .45 ?ha ame on Operati thy

s 8 rst exPe rlencel\cdz “We wer e Hick,
PM}M.H’{HW 1017 along the Iztari.;ed receiviz Set up op ¢
it 25 a 1l (;ug in; when wf was asleep outssicilgenm)rta‘r fi Dy
tllw)g 1;’?6:;- in the morn‘,’,’g'way off in the dismncz:¥ hole )
abou u . 2 : co E?{
I first heard ;gzeltwas pushed and really didn’t wap; ‘:lold hey
them fi;m(ﬁ'i & hed out ang.gull,ed me into the hojq Wit}r,n(" e,
Then 3 tll:e shells started landl 8' e Lt hiy

just as age-old story of war: ate, lonely Nigh
Itisan 887 3 aching, mind weary from war ang- ooy
muscles tion leaves the soldier sometimes indiffere, taltlng'
the exhaeu;’ms a far-away fantasy; the body doeg not -, e
t;e mind cannot force it to. The conscious instii %
move, - al is pushed away by a semi-conscioyg, ¢ .
self—sul';’ln d perhaps, in such submissive moments, 5 selfpi
hat perhaps unheard, unfelt exMOsiényml
Wil

subconsaou:he dragging, deadly days, the long, lonely leth;.
? g

a buddy was there to save hip Son
* Domg

nights.

many, are not so lucky.
«T¢ was dark and we couldn’t see a thing except the i
about, thiy,

out an hgy

when the shells hit,” said Parker. “There were

rounds fired at us. Things quieted down for ab
was retumiy

then Charlie ambushed our ambush patrol as it

to the camp area. The commander sent down the thirq platoy
to relieve them; but they got hit too. So, finally, it was o

turn.

.“We started out just as the sun was coming up. We wer
moving down a pretty steep hill and skirting an overgrom
rice paddy. Just as we reached the tree line they opened up
us with autom?tic weapons fire — thirty calibre stuff. T
lieutenant got it right away. He took about eight rounds ¢
machinegun fire right across his chest. Then the sergeant i
over and pulled us a little ways back up the hill. Our plat

alone had taken three dead and four wounded.”

_ The sergeant hel
esupplied with ammunition and food. The artillery

Way at Charlie while we were resting.

“« ;
About two in the afternoon we decided to try g%
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thick dust on his face a "
tion to this place,” he sggsag:f;] IEWas a beaul::-rr Wy o He
would only average about one fir}e'.f' Someone tolzlf“l illtrtl the
had three during my first fourteerllggt €Very giy J€ thydie.
That gave me a whole new perspecti aYS with 4 ’?‘Onths\:‘
thing, especially on home ang educat‘ize On Just aboys Day
him with absolute disgust, “Wel] at 1: o, He okeq Very.
here, now. We need it.” ' ast we
The men in Bravo company, 2
Charles Grano. They call him ‘f&rki?’l fftt};rh}llfi Ist Ajr Cay ik
he enjoys the nickname. Arkie’s tour of duty ii}{;{me state an:i
“after I got too smart for everybody.” A 195919tnam began
Crossett High School, Grano was in the Nationa] 1o - late
and played a clarinet in the band before he went té) Ia)lr Soc?ety,
sity of Arkansas to study business and marketing H:Ifmve"
University in 1962, the first time he got “too smart” weniflz >
to Crossett and worked for a year at Homer Pierce ’Ess() ?ﬁl‘e
next year he went back to college, this time at Arkansas Aanﬁ
M. Two years there, and he did it again. “I got too smart fo
everybody one more time . . . and that time I got drafteq”
He went from Ft. Polk to Ft. Rucker, to Ft. Benning, and then

in February of this year his unit was alerted for duty in Viet-

nam.
He joined Bravo company on June 15th. “We'd been

camped up on a mountain when word came in. that .anothgr
company had been pinned down by heavy sniper fire. We

] hev dropped us into the fight. It
jumped on our choppers and they dropp o

: ¢ 39 hts
was funny in a way. Ididn’t have any thoug b moak ol

: . The LZ was ‘hot’, Wi
I jumped off the chopper e et hootches

fire coming from some dirt bunkers bui t up to chet
on the other side of a rice paddy. Three of us Wel ?e)tty 00l
one of the bunkers after the tanks had hit then’lt Il)nin 1 admit-

I was scared to death walking up to it; and I don
66



it. Ivey, a good buddy of mine, walked around in front of

ting It Ninside. He got hit in the thigh the moment he got

ifotﬂz- I tried to fire and my gun jammed so I hit the dirt.
ot that we just tossed some grenades in and that was that.

ter
Af «As we started walking away, a VC jumped up out of
another hole jugt z}boqt twenty yards away and opened up on
us again. He didn’t hit anyone and our fire pushed him back
into a hedgerow. We used grenades, and machine guns and the
tanks. I guess we finally got him. But they’re tough. Those
people don’t come out of their bushes and holes until you carry

i
A few days later there was another rice paddy an

sniper bullets.‘ “We hit the dirt the instant the;) star}f';ed fdirlirtllzl,.s
gays Arkie. ‘But both me and another guy had picked the
wrong side of the d.lke.. We were in a real bind.” With bullets
smacking around him like mad hornets, Arkie tried to spot the
enemy so he could return fire, but the bright sun hid their muz-
zle flashes. “I knew I had to move before they got the range
on me. I could hegr the rounds all around me and it was getting
pretty nerve racking.” Finally, knowing a further delay would
mean death, Grano vaulted up and tried to get over the dike.
“T felt a real hard slap down around my hip. It knocked me off
balance, but I got over behind a tree.” Not feeling any pain,
Grano checked his body and finding no wound or blood replied
to his anxious lieutenant that he was ok.

Grano laughed. “That night when I was eating chow I
reached back to get a drink of water, my canteen had a big huge
hole in it.” His lieutenant took one look at it and said, “are you
serious ? Someone up there likes you pretty well !”’

After those three fights, things quieted down a bit. “We
spent a lot of time chasing Charlie but don’t have much con-

tact.”

Currently Arkie’s company is guarding a much used
bridge across a river near the town of Bong Son. This as-
signment appears to be specially reserved for companies that
have had a rough time and need a little rest before they get
back into the thick of things. “It’s good to get out of those hills
and rice paddies” says Grano. “I spent so much time in those
rice paddies and all that water I was beginning to think I was

blood kin to a water buffalo.”
Although food, and mail service is good, and medical aid

is trustworthy (“our Medic is as capable as any doctor I've
seen.”) Charles feels the biggest morale booster is the fact
that all the men know they have only twelve months to put in
here. When a soldier leaves Vietnam, if he has less than three
months of active duty left to go, the Army usually discharges
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..... P .
about threlelva] back in the state
after we're gp, eour hours one s dey
anymore »° UPTOUZh here e areg:'i b:lck to ug it
u

nice, that witp our pri > 4
could stop g whole operaxgg;ytoe;n])?hasm on klsfeﬁx;m; &
Grano Says he used to e moreoc;;;'t One sicy balyy »
to Vietnam. But now that he’s seen 8ihhawk’ oyre -
being fought just about the Way it hag tf, War, he t,
thing is teaching the people that we want tobe f°“8ht.
tell them that we will eat their babjeg Relgelp the
dlng,:’I the Smiles, ironically., i lly! p
] “It’s slow, tedious, nasty, brutish fightin. «
S he only way. If we hit Hanoi harder, 1.1 it wayy
§azgon. And, like I say, we have to show w:a wz:ui’t;%ul aily
Ing them won’t do any good. Scared people don’t i
%I_h:]sl. I guess the thing we have to remember most' :
letnamese people as a whole are between % the
place.” . PG
years old, walkeq u and

A Vietnamese boy, about ten
His red-checkered shirt wag fadeq by

watched Charles talk.
rs were torn, and his golden brown faee

the war sun, his trouse
carried a slight smile as he stood there. “ really like the kids”
—and it may getme

said Grano. “I've got a weakness for them
shot before I leave here. For example, normally I spend ve y
ve a lot. But the other

little money over here. I get to sa ;
when I was standing guard duty up on the bridge a bunch

kids gathered round. That’s always the case. When these peo |
ple see a GI out comes the cokes and beer. That day I.had oS
cokes than I ever wanted to drink; I had my boots shined abou :
six times ; and I gave away all my cigarett.es. and candy. o
“The kids like the c-rations too. Giving them e:m |
c-rations is like giving an American child an ice crto o
But the only time I give out ¢'s is when I have tmnit;e hes|
open it for them and watch the kids eat it. ()'thewé0 > sl
will take it home to mamasan who will pass it on
e 68







things for me,” he gaiq. ,
lot of things that 1 used Itﬂis}ill(ve adjusteq
meaningless now, It’s the little thinWere eSSentia) gogy
In the evening, hot meals three tim§§S:§° 0
to take for granted are now vitally impapt> o the
i ng_flilean a better life for me.” poreis e g
er six months in Vietnam, Bj "

Joe Wells formerly of Harrison, n]ﬁ’l ’l;};ieilsm'1
souri, has just returned to Cu Chi, Vietnagn le
vagatlon with his wife, Kay, in Honoluly, The worst thin,
being here, says Bill, is “being away from my fam
to Hawaii to see Kay was one of the best things I've
His wife will meet him again in January when Lt. e
Yietnam, and starts making plans to use his degree in aceoy
ing :

Y

1" ¥
5

Bill presently is the supply officer for the 2nd Batta
27th Infantry, 25th Division, but his first four mont!
nam were spent on the line as platoon leader for the
of Charlie Company . . . part of the Wolfhounds. On May
Lt. Wells and his platoon went on a helicopter assault, cal
Eagle flight, into the center of the 269th Vlejcong_
The landing zone for Bill’s helicopters was “hot”, (that1s,
enemy fire) that afternoon and his men had to
across a canal into a field, and then take cover from S
fire coming from a hedgerow and bunker com}:ilex lon
them. Suddenly, a machine gun and BAR opene h}cur)n o, brave
from the flank. Immediately Lt. Wells took elgin e platoo
v ﬁm, and knocked out the weapons threaten g :
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Silver Star and Vietnamese Cross of

im a
yvs, “1t's easy for an officer

tll«;'::’ edal H
> : > als, He says,
g Bill dmcou;n:::r:\xhing like that. Men are doing the same
e Vietnam every day, but most of them don't
doubt proud of his

Bill is no
d. the 1966 University of

tly of an officer's concern for the
. “I guess my greatest fear when
killed because of a stupid
rst thing for the men, is the continuous
f terrain—being wet and tired for a

mismke. o ind
sons in all kinds ©
oper:hﬁor two at a time.
lls says the morale of the men is excellent.
to the field . . . laughing, jok-

mon

yet, Lt. We \ ¢
watch the men heading out in ¢ .

X .o on, they have really high spirits. The men have

gfwmde that this war is just something that has to be done.
You come and do your share and go home—someone else comes
and does their share.” The twenty-three year old Arkansan
i ugyecess” is the greatest morale booster for the men
contact then the morale

«If we go for a long time with no
t and kill a lot of VC, take only a few

gets low. But if we go ou
ourselves, get some weapons, et cetera, then the

morale goes up.”
Do the anti-war demonstrations back home bother the men,
ch aware of them? “The main

or are the soldiers even very mu
thing the men are concerned with”, says Wells, “is hot chow

that night . . . immediate things. They're interested in what
concerns them, not the world.”

Bill does have his own feelings about the war protestors
however, “I wish the people back home who think the war is
wrong would realize there are people dying here so they can

have the right to protest.”
On the other hand, Lt. Wells thinks there is a misconcep-

tion abogt the intensity of the war here. ‘“Probably 80% of
the men in Vietnam won’t hear a shot fired in anger. Of course

the war varies a_round the country. For example, we don’t have
as many casualties from small arms and mortars as we do from

booby traps. But, the important point is, that a lot of families
Me are needlessly worried just because their sons or
= ofg: 3:;1' ;m:-e. Allli::;l;etgress reports is the violent
ects r, but in reality, the vast majori
mﬁmﬂ;ﬁ: el jority of the men
for Vietnamese, Bill, says the average man “doesn’t

”@ ﬁ) mte nmch about what's going on around him.”

‘They are a fairly simple people,” he says, “basically hon-
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’ Danang, The Hospital Ship, ‘Repose’ August 26

“It was an M-26 or i
young Arkinsas Marine from L S04 18 both” 1id the pale
Squad size patrol on Hill No. 270; the guy about twenty feet in
front of me must have been the one who tripped it. Just all of
a sudde:n there was this awful noise. It knocked me down. 1
was lying there . . . I never was unconscious . . . and I
yelled for the corpsman right away. It’s funny, I screamed for
that corpsman immediately, maybe before 1 even hit the
ground, but it seemed like I didn’t yell for him until a long time
later. I knew I was hit in the legs, but I could still move ‘poth
my legs so I figured I was o.k. I didn’t even know I was hit in
the back until I got back to our base camp.”

Lance Corporal Orus C. Pucket, Jr., 19, son of Mr. and Mvs.
0. C. Puckett, Sr., of West Memphis, has been wounded four
times in Vietnam. But, as is so often the case, most of the
wounds were fairly small, so he wasn’t evacua.ted., he received
no purple hearts, and he was kept on duty. This time Orus got

a purple heart. . | g
of the small consolations for 1}Iar1ne§ wounded in
namoilgethe availability of the Hospital Ships, REPOSE and

' i i ite with large
IANCTUARY. Both hospital ships, pamtgd whi |
f:iN crossﬁsR on their sides and fully illuminated at all times,

: ietnamese coast from the delta .to
g‘;lls)ﬁ;i: :::g ngll'(;:l;lge: 1v;zfl(;eu‘n]ded. With a hflico%ier (%:;t:é;og ;tse
- i eceive wounded minutes after ;

xhlttl.le&!llég :?):)laf'd, the wounded man has the bezxef’ig'st 0:112:1
‘completely air-conditioned ship, with full medlcalfs Zen blood
surgery facilities that provide everything from % 'roliste St
bank to an artificial heart machine. The REPOS ls:c B
non combatant ship according to the Geneva Convention
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letely unarmed-—even in enemy
ggﬁf question in the minds of the NOrt}fllt%,i:t There k.
ships non-combatant status, however, since t}?eame.se af&t be
allows the wounded to return to battle go Panc). r:hlps =, the

When Puckett was on board the REPOgR . Ore Quicksﬁrnce
to a large room with beds for about sixty pa.tie:!xtw ) dssigy
was used primarily for less serious injuries, Puck:t; The "Ooe(l
on a bottom bunk ; the man above him called oyey s tth\v s y"“:
“Hey, Doc! How about"gettmg this window Cleanede Docg 8
can see lovely Vietnam ?” The boy leaned back oy Ve COoffs’h o1

and gloated over being here in this air conditioneq
of ozﬁ: there. All the patients were dressed in light igz?ﬁ;‘:;g::
1ta)

wns. A tape recorder on one bed blasted out g ta 4
g;ow someone had mailed from the states. The ragijq Sﬁ‘i; tl;:

complete with month old newscasts.
“0.K., Puckett,” said two young navy corpsmen. “Oft 1

_ray for you.” Puckett looked as though he were yge
fosg;le an{lomanaged to get onto the movable table Withdatgr}:f
mum of distress. His heavﬂy'bandaged legs were clumsy an;l
he looked a bit like he was taking a walk out of a space capsule
as he swung onto the table. “Be right back,” he saiq matter

of factly. !
As he moved down the hall, a conversation began between

two of the other patients. “Hey, I saw that little blonde Req
Cross girl today,” said a skinny private from Missouri who had
been wounded by a mortar. “She’s not half as pretty as every.

body said she was.” He was obviously disappointed.
“Yeh, but she’s got round eyes,” his buddy retorted coolly,

“She’s American.”

Most of the patients in the room had been wounded by
shrapnel. One man, who was part of the ship’s crew, had a rup-
tured appendix. Two other Marines had burns. “The burn
cases increase during the rainy season,” a nurse explained. The
men start trying to figure a way to keep warm and dry and they
usually pick the wrong way.”

The room was less than half full of patients, and the nurse
explained that was due to the fact that all the casualties that
had been on board from the fire aboard the aircraft carrier, had
been sent on back to the States.

..., Orus returned fully X-rayed. “I guess they’ll be finding
little pieces of steel in me for a long time,” he mused. He nodded
over to a cheerful young man limping through the door. “That

The 1966 graduate of West Memphis High School settled
B . 8
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1« onto the sheets. “I went straight from the high school to
ined. “A couple of puddies, Robert Wayne

pack

» he expla :

Thompson, and Garry Neal, and I decided to join up. We got
out of high school in J une—and I was here on December 29th,

and on MY way out on patrol as a machine gun team leader.”
«“You never know what’s going to happen out there,” Puck-
ett said softly. We get most of our casualties from booby traps,
snipers. Snipers shot two of the guys in my platoon through
the head on one operation. But, then, on Operation Union Two,
[ had a mortar round land about five feet in front of me . . .
it was a dud. So, that’s how it goes. Being away from home,
in a strange country, knowing you might be killed . . . you
can’t think about all that. Ireally don’t have time to think about

it ; they've always got me doing something.”
ther Marines from Arkansas since

Puckett has seen two o
owler of Ft. Smith and Johnny McCoy

he got here: Jim F

Thomas of DeValls Bluff. “Thomas got his orders to go home,”
smiled Puckett. “He’s a heck of a guy.” Thinking of home,
Orus says he really misses American women—‘‘the ones over

here look like hell,” he Jaughs.
While he was on R & R in the Philippines, he called his
ts back in West Memphis. “T called them about two o’clock
in the morning to make sure they’d be home. I just wanted to
hear their voices. That really made me feel good. That, and
getting mail from home. Mail is the best morale booster for
ev . If you didn’t get mail, you'd go crazy.”
Puckett was glad to be in the hospital. The rains had begun
to fall and it was nice to be in an air conditioned room, with

clean sheets, regular meals, and a roof over his head to keep
heat and cold I can take,” he says. “But not

out the rain. “The
the rain. When the rain starts I really get depressed.” He
looked around him. “Nobody bitches about being out here on
the REPOSE.”

Orus, isn’t sure what he will do when he gets out of the
Corps. “Could be one of a million things.” A nurse brought the
“Boy that food is

noon meal into the room. Orus brightened.
minute steak, corn, rice, bread

great!” His tray was piled with a
and butter, and apple pie. “T weighed 200 pounds when I came
over here, and now I'm down to 185.” He dug into the food—
then slowed. ”’S’ funny. I'm always hungry, but I can’t seem to
eat when the chow gets here . . ., it’s great chow, the best
I've had since I got in this country. Guess I'm just not used to
having so much good food.”
~ “Thope I get to sail with the ship to the Philippines before
[ go back ashore to duty,” Puckett said and turned to look out
‘he window. “It’s been quite an experience to be here. Why am
"here? Well, I'm just here . . . mainly because I got orders.”
d 117
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