Excuse the lack of names and details for I find many of my thoughts are in the 3rd person, (like watching a movie). While in Nam I believe some of the experiences can cause emotional shutdowns to protect us. In some degree that effect has caused only certain strong memories to have stayed with me. I have endeavored to piece them together using some of the mail I sent home for reference of my 1967-68 Tour of Duty with the 114th Assault Helicopter Company. 

My 1st mortar attack:

We were in country about 3 days and it was a bit scary hearing the mortars hitting and running to the bunkers. After the attack we were to go to the flight line positions that we had been assigned. All around the perimeter of the base and  down at the flight Line. In preparation for a follow up ground attack.

My place was near the end of the knight ramp about 50 feet from a burning huey. All I could think of was how the flame was like a huge flashlight showing Charlie where I was. Needless to say I was lying as low as I could.

Later I learned that mortar attacks were a common and almost predictable event, that we would bet on by setting up a “money pot” and drawing a time slip, in hopes of getting a time, closest to when the 1st mortar was to drop in. <GRIN>

Vinh Long - Steaks?

When I was fairly new in country, I was invited to get off base and eat a “Steak Dinner” down town. What kind of steak? “Water Buffalo”, was the reply.  I guess it is tough? “No, they prepare it in a way to make it juicy and tender”, was the reply.

So after we are about ½ way through our dinners, a laugh breaks out at from the jokers who invited us, as they explain that we are really eating “Monkey Meat”.  Some people stopped eating and got promptly sick, while others and myself just finished our meals. <GRIN> I understood it was a joke played on many a newbies

UH-1 Test Flights:

I remember a young test pilot (I think), 1st Lt. Adams. He had a very cool customized flight helmet with a camouflage silk parachute glassed into it and was a real gentleman.

Many times we would fly test flights out and around the airbase, as on other occasions that same old Papa-son would now and then drop his farming tools and pick up a rifle and pop a shot at us as we flew over. 

I heard one day, Lt. Adams tested an armed gunship and took care of that problem.

He transferred out somewhere up north in July or August 1967 for some really special duty, (and had asked me if I would consider crewing for him, but I declined). I heard later he was killed on a mission.

Capt. Robin Miller

The 114th had been blessed with many fine, brave, Officers & Pilots, and I would fly and crew with any of them, but Capt. Miller was something else.

Some men flew as a Duty, others flew with a Vengeance, but Capt. Miller was in a way an intense Angle of Mercy.

I observed daily from Command Control (Gold Knight), and later as a Crew Chief with the Red Knights, his “Can Do”& “Leave no downed man behind attitude”, as Cobra Lead. Often braving into situations that seemed unbelievable to help a downed crew.

I have one (rather foggy memory), of a 50 cal gun that had downed one helicopter crew and I think 2 others helicopters one by one, as they tried to assist the 1st downed Helicopter. 

It just seemed like a bad situation getting worse and becoming a really long operation. 

I remember some time later in desperation, Cobra Lead making a ground level approach, then pulling up above the trees as he squared off right in front of the 50 and laid rockets into it till it fired no more.

I always had a secure feeling that Dead or Alive; I would be picked up if ever shot down in the boonies.

I know that the US military superiors did not always appreciate him, but to me and I am sure many others, he was our own unsung Vietnam version of “Audi Murphy”.

I remember Vinh Long Airbase coming to a standstill as Capt Miller was landing with his hand shot up and medical evacuation helicopters waiting to take Him to a hospital. It was the same feeling I experience when Pres. Kennedy was shot and it seemed everything just stood still, people stopped, and all of us just looked to the runway as he landed. Our whole world just stopped for a moment, out of respect to Him.

I am sure he does not remember me, but I sure do remember him, and I just wanted to say Thanks Capt Miller, for your outstanding actions of leadership and bravery. 

You helped make a disturbingly and badly controlled war, bearable for me and you have earned my highest respect.

Perimeter Muddy Rescue:

Excerpt from a letter home to my parents - 10/24/67

I was with the 544th Hangar prior to my “Gold Knight” and “Later Red Knight” Crew Chief Duties. Working on the night shift crew in the hanger, and we were released early 11:30pm because all the aircraft maintenance was caught up, …………….excerpt:

“I was still down at the hanger, figuring I would just wait until midnight for chow.

So who comes in but the Sargent of the Guard, asking if my buddy and me could pull the Officer of the Day, (OD), out of a mud hole about a half-mile away on the perimeter road with the hanger wrecker. The wrecker is a big truck,(duce & 1/2) with a boom crane on it, primarily used to mount rotor assemblies. 

We figured it would kill some time till midnight and we got into the wrecker and chug a-lug out the dark, sloppy and rutty road. We found the OD deep in the mud along side the jeep, which was stuck in the mud up to its seats. 

My buddy, (I wish I could remember who?), gets out and says, move the wrecker back to some higher dryer ground and we will try and pull him out with the crane. I start moving back, but only moved about 5 feet and the truck starts sliding to the right into what we thought was a puddle. I was in low gear range doing less than a ½ mph, but when I hit the air brakes it was to no avail as the back wheels started sliding in. Now this so called puddle had a 12-inch hidden ledge that quickly dropped to 4 + feet and once the wheels hit the hole there was no stopping the truck from sliding in.

So here we are in the dark, no weapons other than the OD’s 45 sidearm, no flash lights and we are starting to wonder if this was a good idea. The jeep and the OD up to His chest in mud about 50 feet in front of us. Me with a 10 ton, ten wheel truck up to the bed, (Which is about 4 ½ ft. high), in the mud.

Now I want you to picture this. It’s really dark, barbed wire fence around the road on the left, jungles on the other side of it and no real protection. With the thought of the hanger foreman’s last words lingering in my mind, “Whatever you do, don’t get the truck stuck, the Company Commander, (CO), wants to have it repaired in the morning.

Well I don’t have to tell you what went through our minds. We figured we would be Private-E2’s by morning. We were passed the point of crying and kicking, so we had a good laugh about the whole mess. 

Then we looked around to see if there was anything to hook the crane hoist to so we could pull the wrecker out. The only thing within sight was the flimsy, barbed wire fence. The OD told us we might as well try it, because the ground was so slippery that even if the fence post were slightly secured the truck should slide right out. 

Well, we extended the crane as far as it could go. Then it took us about a ½ an hour to work the hook and cable over to the fence. It weighs about 100 lbs. And try pulling that with cables attached across a swampy muddy road. What a mess. 

Well we finally hooked up to a 4x4 fence post. You know something you just don’t move a 10-ton wrecker with a 4x4 fence post! The fence started to give, but not the truck and so the OD called out to keep trying. Well we ended up pulling out 100’ of fence and tangling our cables in all that barbed wire. 

Let me say this now, that if Charlie, (VC), was watching us, he was laughing too hard at our antics to shoot as us. 

Well to make a really long story short, we finally untangled the cables and swung the boom over to the other direction. After going through the same operations of carrying the hook and falling and sliding in the mud, we finally hooked up to the jeep, and pulled it out like it was a toy. The OD and the Sgt. got a running start and plowed his way out and sent back another wrecker some time later.

From about 2:30 to 4:45 we fought wrecker to wrecker with the sound of screeching steel and over worked machinery howling through the darkness. By 4:15 we had worked back about 200 feet, even after our cables started letting go for the 2nd time on our wrecker. We were to get stuck one more time before finally backing out of the road to the hard, solid ground of the runway. 

So at 5:00 we emerged tired as heck, mud covered from head to toe, wet (it rained on and off all night), greasy and cut up from re-threading the cables. 

But our toil was not yet ending. 

Waiting for us at the end of the runway was the OD, the Forman, and none other then the First Sargent. I thought is was all over? 

The OD came up to us and shook our hands, patted us on the back and said job well done. 

The First Sgt. Said, to get us some coffee, which he had ready for us and thinking that we were off the hook, thanked Him. 

Then He said, go and get all that caked-up mud off the wrecker and get it down to the motor pool by 6:00, and if we did, he won’t say a word to the C. O.  Oh- Noooo!

By 6:15 we were at the motor pool, late, but with most of the big chunks of mud off (man what a job that was). But surprisingly, there were some guys from the day crew their to relieve us?

The Day Sargent pulled us to the side and said that the OD just happens have a lot of pull with the CO and was very impressed with your efforts.

He was so impressed that he could not do enough to get us some help. The OD said we made the company look good by our undying efforts and asked the C.O. to be merciful of our un-official actions, and to please help us in any way possible.” He was and He Did!  

Note: Undying efforts? <GRIN> what else could we have done?

In Memory of Ernest O’Reiley:

He was a great guy and easy to be-friend.

I only knew him a short time, when He invited me on my first gunship flight as a T.O. while I was still a hanger rat.

It was a real blow to me when he was killed on a mission a week later! 

I believe his death was a shift in my thinking from, just “surviving a year TOD” to  “anxious involvement”.  

As we always said, “they can kill me but they can’t eat me”.

Maj. Hathcock

A Gentile Dignified & Fair man that gave me the nickname “magnet ass”, after Gold Knight took a round under my butt through the fuel cell, and turned when it hit the floor, then tunneling about another foot. (Those Angles again). I quickly learned the value of keeping my chest protector under my seat. He is a fine pilot and respected by all who served with him.

Gold Knight - Capt. McDuffy & Me:

He rattled my cage when I first met him, as I just was newly assigned as the Crew Chief of Gold Knight. 

You see the evening before; 1st Sgt Brigante asked me, if I would leave the hanger maintenance crew and Crew Chief for the Gold Knight. I said yes, and he said, “OK, then Gold Knight is yours, so go check it out, your first flight is in the morning.”

That night I checked out 66902, all the mechanical tolerances, wiped her down, familiarized myself with the logbooks, checked fluids etc. 

In the morning I met Sgt. Smith, (my gunner) as I waited for my pilots Maj. Hathcock and Capt. McDuffy, (neither of whom had I met prior to this), and I was feeling kind of proud and excited, but, as Capt. McDuffy,(Capt. Mac, as I referred to Him), ran through his Pre flight inspection, he gave me a bit of chewing out for a messy aircraft? 

I was floored, set back on my heels because the ship was like a jewel in the desert, all shiny and clean? 

He pointed to the dust that had settled over night on the engine deck, pulled his finger through it and said, “this is a dirty aircraft”!

Well you can bet they were re-cleaned each & every morning on my pre flight there after.

Though it was a tense beginning with Capt. Mac, I quickly came to realize this is the “Old Mans Ship”, Command Control, that I was the Crew Chief of and Old Mac was just making sure I was up to par for it.

I guess He pushed me in His own military way to a higher standard as a Crew Chief. . Thanks Mac.

Early Morning Wake up Flight:

Late 1967 or early 1968, (foggy memory), a 03:00 wake up for a unclassified mission which I later realized was to drop off a Navy Seal team in Cambodia.

A quite uneventful drop at sunrise but on our tree top level return flight, about 6 clicks from the VN border, we were noticed and buzzed by a Mig jet and we did some fancy flying for about 4 minutes, till we crossed back over the V.N. Border. That was a scary moment in a lightly armed Huey Slick.

My Poem:

After months of confusing and disturbing news from home, I was inspired to write my 1st poem.

The approximate date of writing 10/01/1967

"MESSAGE TO THE FREE"   


  Sp/ 4 Anthony J. Anzalone

                                        (1)

         Here I sit in a land unknown,

         Thinking of a place far away, called home.

         A place I cherish and love so dear,

         A place now troubled with so much fear.

         For I hear of big marches and troubles of our times,

         And of hippies and weirdoes, and long sit-in lines.

         You people don't know, the impression you’re giving,

         Aren't you happy, within the country you're living?

                                        (2)

         You riot and rave, then run out of sight,

         And when everything's over, you still want to fight.

         You're tearing up my country, my friends, my morale,

         Then when I come home, you'll call me your pal.

         And what are you fighting for, do you really know?

         Is it just a new fad, and you feel you must go?

         And what I am going through, you don't really care,

         But lucky for me, it's only a year.

                                        (3)

         For I am still sitting, in this land so unknown,

         A land so different from my own.

         A land of war, and terrorist might,

         And if you want to live, you'll have to fight.

         Our boys are dying, but do you really care?

         It's not your son, so you'll just say a prayer.

         But to us its worth fighting for, freedom I mean,

         So now maybe your boy, will reach the age of eighteen.

                                        (4)

         And when he gets drafted, like many of us,

         You'll start to worry, but don't make a fuss.

         He will be in the army, and write you a letter,

         And lf he's like me, it's all for the better.

         He will look in awe of this horrible land,

         Then appreciate little things, like a warm tender hand.

                                           (5)

         For I have seen how these people exist,

         And when I return, the Free Earth I will kiss.

         So look at these people, and think what you're doing,

         It's Blood Splattered Freedom. THAT YOU ARE UNDOING.

TET 68 countdown:

I believe it was about 2 days prior to the TET offensive:

We were on a seemingly quite operation inserting ARVN troops; when I heard I think Cobra Lead, started some chatter about a whole battalion of Hard Core NVA, (North Vietnamese Army), tented out, just a couple of clicks from our operation. 

Immediately the Cobra gunship’s started rolling in strikes on this very surprised unit. 

The chatter was fast and furious when suddenly they were told to call off the strikes because it was outside our area of approved operations for the day. 

That same VC unit was involved in the attack of our airbase and the City of Vinh Long during the TET 68 Offensive, resulting in part of our airbase being overrun with the NVA and VC. 

There ought to be a Law against this kind of stupidly?

Tet 68 In Memory of Charles Poole:

He was my second gunner on Gold Knight, (He replaced Sgt. Smith who rotated back to the world). It is so strange how you can crew with a person for months and sometimes never know them at all. He was a keep to himself type of guy and was not real close with anyone that I was aware of, on base.

He also had a pet monkey. I remember one time when his monkey got loose and somehow got out of his hooch, once outside he was running along the concrete path and came across a group of GI’s returning from the mess hall. The monkey panicked upon seeing all the people and shot screaming up a utility poll. As we all looked up in horror, as he got closer to the high voltage wires, he suddenly leaped and grabbed the high voltage line. He shook violently for what seemed like minutes and then dropped to the ground. Charles and the rest of us gathered around the apparently dead monkey laying on the ground, when suddenly the monkey opened its eyes and went screaming down the path with Charles in hot pursuit. <GRIN>

Shortly after they had retired Gold Knight 66902, and we were just breaking in a new Gold Knight ship 66-16868. It was on February 18 1968, that we were asked to go into a hot LZ with out cover to retrieve a high-ranking RVN officer. 

As we approached we opened M-60’s into the tree line, my M-60 jammed up leaving us venerable on the CC side. We got the officer out safely, and I cannot forget how the RVN Officer, just kept thanking us over & over again. He later said he was going to put the crew in for some valor awards, which sadly were only given to the pilots, as I later learned, quite a unfair and yet a common scenario. 

Later that afternoon I had just finished my daily when Charles, (who disappeared soon as we landed) showed up and I unfairly blew off some steam on Him. I chewed out Charles for my M-60 jamming, (go figure a M-60 jamming), and for him leaving the aircraft before doing his clean up. I told Him to get the Guns, Floor and Skids cleaned now, and I then headed up to operations to see about a night mission. 

Operations said my flight was changed and that Mr Krom and I were to evacuate the Aircraft out to Vaun Tau for the evening. They were evacuating all un-scheduled aircraft, and I needed to get my gear, some cloths and get to my aircraft for I was just about already late for take off time. Also Charles Poole, my gunner was to stay in VL and report to the Sargent of the Guard with 1 M-60 for perimeter defense.

About 5 minutes later as I left my hooch for the flight line, mortars came in and Peppered the flight line.

I was running to my ship when Mike Biallas, (CC on Road Service), stopped me in disbelief as He told me that my ship was hit what had happened and in fact thought it was me that was killed. Killed? 

Charles Poole was killed when one 82mm mortar landed next to the tail boom mount on 66-16868. 

By the time I got there Charles was being evacuated out. I never had seen Charles again……………!

There are some words, that you can spend the rest of your life regretting, that you ever had spoken them!

TET 68 General Abrams:

As Tet 68 was winding down to day 4, we were ordered to pick up a VIP, I think in Saigon.

We had been Running Day and Night either flying or on the perimeter guard for 3 days with little sleep or time to get clean. So to say the least, we were over tired and I looked like a mess. My uniform was soaked in machine gun oil and flying a not so VIP ready, very dirty Helicopter.

I opened the AC door to let in the VIP, (as I was soon learn to be General Abrams who was replacing General Westmoreland) into the Huey. 

He stopped dead in his tracts and began to chew me out because of my appearance. 

I guess He had no idea of the fun time and lack of support we had endured for 3 days in the Delta. I wish I could remember the Pilot or Co-Pilot’s names that day, but I want to thank Him for the words that came to me in the head set, “Easy Chief, easy Chief, it’s O.K., just stay cool”. Somehow that just made it all bearable and even laughable.

Later as we surveyed the damaged on the outskirts of Vinh Long we somehow wound up in the middle of an Air Strike. I vaguely remember some chatter about not getting too close to the on-going operation, but the VIP who wanted a better view overruled them.

Suddenly a lot of garbled radio chatters as I was looking through my rotor blades in search of other traffic, just in time to see a jet bearing down on us fast.  He was in a bombing dive as we intersected his path. I screamed into the mic “Break Right, Break Right” as the Pilot thankfully quickly responded.  Then I tensely watched as a very wide-eyed jet jock, locked eyes with me, as he screamed past us. 

Followed by the screams of “get that @#$@  ##$@ chopper out of there” on the radio! (I thought to myself, Welcome to Vietnam General Abrams)

Maj. Boysen:

What can you say; he is not a easy man to get to know. He was a good pilot and I hope he did not mind the picture of him in those sunglasses I gave to Capt. Edwards for the 1967, 114th yearbook. <Gotcha –GRIN>

Another Monkey Story:

Someone else on base, I remember, also had a monkey, and got the bright idea of taking him up in the helicopter, and dropping him out with a flare parachute attached to him. All was going great, the chute fully opened and the monkey was floating on down back to Vinh Long AB. When suddenly he panicked and started climbing up the parachute ropes causing the parachute to collapse and having a very fast decent. This was not a happy ending.

W.O. Dennis Murphy: 

I only flew a short time with the Murph just prior to my rotation.

He always had a smiling face, quick wit, and loved to shoot my M-60!

Thanks for the Stick Time, Dennis!

My last flight:

The evening after our last official flight with the knights, my buddy Bill Rodgers, (CC White Knights), and I volunteered to crew the bug mission, (Short timing in the sky), the night before we left for the world. 

Between us we had less than 26 hours left in Country RVN.

We were so short in time that just the thought of standing around and waiting for a mortar attack made us crazy.

We would rather fly, even as the decoy and draw all the ground fire you can eat, or the flare drop bug mission, than do nothing and just wait or try to sleep. 

Luckily it was a rather peaceful night and we made it to the morning light. 

I guess we kept those Heavenly Angles working overtime <GRIN>.

Eugene (Bunkie) Schwanenbeck:

One time in Vinh Long, Eugene and I discussed Motor Cycles that we were going to purchase when we got back home. I had known Eugene in a general way in Nam, but we had little free time to get to be better friends, as he was a Cobra CC and Gunner. 

Upon Rotation, We had orders for Germany, but I only had a little more than 3 months left in the service prior to my 30-day leave. I was sent a change of orders while on leave to report to Fort Eustis, VA.

As fate would have it, as I drove into base on my New 1968, Metallic Blue, Triumph 650cc TR6C Motorcycle on to the Fort Eustis base, I saw parked in the parking area, a identical 1968, Metallic Blue, Triumph 650cc TR6C Motorcycle. 

I thought could this be Bunkie’s Bike? You know a lot of guys talk about the, “what I’m going to do when I get back” dreams, that never come to reality? 

But sure enough, we were both in the same living quarters, with the same bikes, and less than 2 months left in the service. 

In that short time we had become “tight short time” buddies, with 1 year in the 114th as the glue. We shared a lot of stories and did a little too much partying as I recall, till we got out. We lost touch until I received my first membership info book. I called Eugene (Bunkie), and a few others, after almost 30 years. It was great to hear His voice again!

Maj. Blubaugh:

I was assigned to teach at Fort Eustis with less that 2 months left in the service. I was sent to a review board because of my short time status. I remember how nervous I was to report to a ”Board of Officers stateside with all the military protocol long forgotten since basic training.

I open the door walked to the front of the table and held a salute looking straight ahead.

Then I heard a familiar voice say, “so how is everything in Vinh Long?”

I looked over to see Maj. Blubaugh’s friendly, smiling and familiar face. We had some small talk, which put me more at ease as I remembered he had rotated to the states shortly after I became Gold Knight CC. It was real great to speak with him again.

BTW:

I was assigned to, “a just show up and breathe“ assignment in the communications shop. 

Thanks Maj. Blubaugh.

Coming Home Frustration

The one thing that I thought I wanted when I came home was to stay in aviation.

I loved being around aircraft, I was militarily trained in fixed wing and rotor wing, worked on maintenance crews and finally kept my own helicopter flying for approximately 7 months as the crew chief.  

So naturally I applied for jobs at all the local aviation companies, which were numerous in Long Island. 

To my great shock and surprise, each and every one emphatically turned me down.  At first I thought it was due to the fact that there was a flood of aviation people rotating into civilian life.  But eventually one gentleman was honest enough to tell me that if I was Air Force or Navy trained, a job would be gladly given to me, but Army training was not recognized by the civilian aviation community.  I was told to get myself into a 4 year college aviation program and then I would be considered and put on the list.

I just wanted to get my life going at that time and felt that wasting 4 years in a college program to learn something I already knew and had done just to get on somebody’s job list was very frustrating to me. 

(In retrospect, I see were that would have been the smart thing to do, but hindsight is 20/20.)  

So in a last ditch effort, I tried to join the aviation department of the Suffolk County Police Dept.  But, due to my “5ft. 3 and 1/2-inch stature”, I was told that I was too short to be a Police Officer no less going into their aviation dept. That was prior to the Civil rights laws concerning height discrimination, were passed. 

Oh well, Life Goes On!

In Retrospect:

I want to especially Thank George Young for His efforts, putting the 114th together again.

Most of us buried our thoughts, feeling and emotions, when we got home, due to the extremely corrupt political climate, concerning Vietnam.

Thank you George Young, for giving us an opportunity to heal and for restoring our sense of pride, for what I believe for most men, was the most profound character defining moments of our lives.

For the first time in my life I was able to say, “ I am Proud to be Vietnam Veteran”.

I would like to thank Each and every man that served with the 114th and affiliates units.

The people that handled Mail, pumped Fuel, set up Communications, Armament, Ammunition, Maintenance Crews that Repaired all the shot up aircraft, Air-traffic Control, Medics, Bell Civilian tech reps., Pilots, Crew Chiefs, Gunners, USO Woman, PX workers, etc.

I believe each person if asked would say, “ They were just doing their jobs.”

But I know that the tears, blood, lives lost and hard work by all, have deeply touched our minds.

But the Greatness of the 114th and Support Units, has truly seared my soul! 

GOD BLESS YOY ALL!

Anthony J Anzalone 
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