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And Now is the End Near?
Ladics and gentlemen, 1 find that I no
longer have the time to write most of the
articles and stories for the newsletter,
neither do [ have the time to scrounge
around trving to find items of interest.

k]

And Now is the End Near? . ... ... .. 1
22" Intantry Reunion
Norman Appeals for Help

Table of Contents

Om the Links! . . .. . 2
I'he Groves Saga! .. .. ... .2
God's VietNam Veteran .. 3
Another New Find . . R
Criciano’s Story ... ... .4
Jeff Condit Remembers ... 4
From AwbNorrs . ... .. ... . ... 5
fhe Bible Saves ... ... 5
A Firefight. A Pilot _Allero! .. .. .. 6
Fish Tales T
Hanoi Jane to be Honored? .. . . 7
Battlcot Som Ire ... ... ... ....9
The VietNam Triple Deuce 1
From Bill Schwindt 11
Another from Cructano .. .. ... .. tl
IN MEMORY OF ... ... . 12
Ten Rules for Dating My Daughter .. 13
Naoah's Ark. I 1t happened in 2000 .. 14
AP Biso . . 14
Stan Top Winkler .~ .. ... ... .. IS
Soui Tre - The Painting ... ... .15
1Yo You Know Ier Dad? . 16

As vou will read further in the newsletter,
Norman Nishikubo also sends an appeal
out to all to write your stories and put
them into computer format and either c-
wail them or send a disk to me. For those
who do not have e-nail and must type

them or handwrite them, scnd them
dircctly to Norman and he will have his
lovely bride transcribe them into computer
format.

My life is just very demanding at this time
with mv little three vear old Rosie and

1 trying to spend time with Cindy and the

|

!

fact that 2 months ago my job became cven
more demanding. I do not have the free

I time | usc to have.

Therefore, if you do not heed this
warning, there will be a newsletter of
perhaps 3 or 4 pages in the future and |
sure don’t think it will have the impact
and enthusiasm that the other issues have
had.

In times past, most of the stories were
contributed by Charlie Company men from
2/22 because that’s who I first found when
[ started locating men in May 1996, Well,
we now have over 400 men on the mailing
list, and only about 100+ are Charlie
company men, Yo the rest of you have got
to start sending stories that the men in
your companies will appreciate.

If you send c-mail stories by attachinent,
you must send them to vietvetjjei@aol.com
and please save them to WordPerfect
format version 5.xx, 6.xx, 7.xx or 8.xx

Thank you - John Eberwine

22" Infantry Reunion

As you will soon hcar from Bob
Babcock, the recunion that I was attempting
to host in Atlantic City for October 2000
has not matcrialized duc to the Casino
filing Bankruptcy for rcorganization and
since they were entertaining offers from
new investors who were discussing major
changes to the hotel format, we could not
confirm prices for rooms and meals,
hospitality rooms and banquet rooms and
availability, cic. Pleasc keep an eye out for
Bob’s next 22nd Infantry newsletter for the
details. . . ... ... ... John Eberwine

Norman Appeals for Help

Folks, hope you have noticed by

i now just how small this edition of the

VietNam Triple Deuce Newsletter is.
(Editor’s Note: Would have been if 1
hadn’t dug up quite a few of old stories)
The reason for its brevity is quite simple,
lack_of material. In other words John
Eberwine can’t publish what is not there.
It just can’t be done. Now [ would be more
that happy to just mail two page issues.
This would sure make my job easier.
However, I don’t believe for a second that
you want to make my job easier nor do
you want two page publications that have
no substance. Only you can solve the
problem concerning a lack of material for
the Newsletter. Only you can make sure
thc Newsletter contains  substance.
Without your input there is no Newsletter.
I realize that the foregoing words don’t
apply to all of you. Some of you have done
an outstanding job supplying material for
the Newsletter. However, the vast majority
of our membership has not. Things have
not changed in thirty plus years. We still
need cach other to cover each other. In
other words we still need each other in
order for our Organization to survive.

After all of the hand written and
type written articles that have been sent to
John are converted to electronic format
they will be published. This task is
expected to be completed within the next
sixty days. Once these articles are
published and if no additional input for
the Newsletter is submitted the well is dry.
Simply put we arc onc Newsletter
Publication away from no _newsletter at
all. I can not over state how important the
Newsletter is to all of us. It is the glue that
keeps us a Cohesive Organization.
Without it we fracture and become lost. I
don’t believe that any of us want that to
happen.

Articles for the Newsletter don’t
have to be about VietNam. I for one would
like to read about the Pheasant Hunting in
Kansas last October., You know, about
missed shots because the birds were too
far out. Then we could detcrmine for
oursclves if the hunters are just as bad at
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shooting <kills as they were thirty plus
vears apo  smile. Significant Others, tell
us some stories abont life after VietNam.
We wonld love to know that we have not
chanped i thirty plus years and continie
to this dav to make ‘bone head moves’. 1
don’t what  yon the
Mewsletter. just write!!

enre write  for

Norman Nishikubo
€ 2/22 1" Pltn 9/67-9/68
(807 N Rackhold Avemie, San Gabriel, CA 91775
Tel 626-286-1674

FoMMal magneic222i@eanthlink. net

Fditnr's Note: Norman has been

responsible for mailing all the newsletters ]

now for the better part of a year This
newsletter would have been less filling,
however Norm’s wife type up stories and
I dug back through old stories. He
continally prods ne to try to get one out
cvery  three months, alihongh 1 slip
frequently,. What we really need is
reporters from each Company - Alpha,
Bravo, Charlie, Delta. HHC and Recon.
Vhese men wonld gather stories from
within their companies and send, m
computer format, to me for editing and
nrodueing in the newsletter.

Now that so many of us are on the
compnter e-mail circuit, this 18 not as
impaceible as it may have once sonmded.

Thanks mnch!

On the Links!

Moses, Jesns, and an older,
hearded man were ont playing golf one
dav. Moses pnlled up to the tec and drove
2 long one 1t landed in the fairway but
rolled directly toward a water hazard.
Omickly. Moses raised his club, the water
patted and it rolled to the other side, safc
and sonnd

Next, Jesus strolled up to the tee
and hit n nice long one. directly toward the
same water hazard 11 landed directly in
the center of the pond and kind of hovered
aver the water lesus casnally walked ont
on the pond and chipped it up onto the
preen

The third guy pot up and sort of
randamly whacked the ball 1t headed out
over the fence and into oncoming traffic
on 1 nearby street. 1t hounced off a truck
and hit a nearbv tree. From there it
bounced onto the roof of a nearby shack
and rolled down into the gutter. down the
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down spout, out onto the fairway, and right
toward the aforementioned pond. On the
way to the pond, it hit a littte stonc and
bounced out over the watcr and onto a hly
pad. where it rested quietly.

Suddenty, a very large bnlifrog
jumped up on the lily pad and snatched the
ball into his mouth. Just then, an eagle
swooped down and grabbed the frog and
flew away. As they passed over the green,
the frog squecaled with fright and dropped
the ball, which bounced right into the hole
for a beautiful hole-in-one.

Moses then turned to Jesus and
said, "I hate playing with your Dad.”

The Groves Saga!

The following excerpts have been
sent to me by Mike Groves - A 2/22 from
4/68-3/69. 1 have snippets from his entire
year in VieiNam, so I'll give you the
ongoing story month by month:

31 March 1968 - When we lefi
Oakland Saturday night at 12:30 T wasn’t
sure of where in Nam [ was going. Now I
know, at least for a while. We left on a
Bocing 707 jet. all 166 of us, for Hawaii.
We reached Honolulu at about 5:30 a.m,
Sunday momning. We had a layover of four
hours and we were loose ta roam the island
so long as we werc back in time for
departure. You can well imagince that there
was not much stirring at that hour, so we
walked up and down the beach of Waikiki
till we found a restaurant where [ had steak
and cggs for breakfast. In a few more
hours, 1 will be in bed at Bien Hoa,
VietNam. This is where 1 am going. Our
next stop will be Clark Field in the
Philippines. Should be in VietNam 7:30
p.m. Apnl Ist.

3 April 1968 - Well, I'm here in
the land of the sinking sun as we used to
say at Ft. Polk. I'm at a big camp called
Long Binh or LBJ (that’s ironic). I've
been here two days and I’'m awaiting my
transportation to Cam Rah Bay wherc I'l}
be in another Replacement Company
before being assigned. The camp is pretty
large and | don't have much fear of
Charlic as the basc and country
surrounding 1t is as secure as we can make
it. The weather is hot and very humid.
There’s no jungle here, just hot, dry, very
dusty plains. The dust is what [ hatc most.
I can put up with the heat becausc it's
similar to the leat we have in July and

August. The dust lies on the ground about
an inch and a half thick, with the constant
breezc blowing, it gets everywhere. The
food is good, even compared to that |
received at bases in the states. 1 was
surprised that we are still served milk and
it’s served cool. The water here tastes as
if it came from a swimming pool. Highly
chlorinated.

6 April 1968 - I'm now with the
25" Infantry Division. I haven’t been
assigned to a company or job yet, but I’ll
let you know as soon as 1 can. Good news,
I've made PFC and will probably make
SP4 or E4 in six months (you are
supposed (o be one to be an A.P.C.
driver). Now, I'm at Cu Chi, a few niles
from Saigon.

9 Apnl 1968 - 'm still in Cu
Chi, but have been assigned to a
mechanized Infantry unit which is located
in or near Dau Tieng, This area is around
the lron Triangle, Boi Loi woods and
other areas that were so active during the
Tet offensive. At the moment, I’m getting
five more days of training in the things I
was tanght at Fort Polk. It’s this division's
policy to give the training to all personnel
regardless of their previous training, It’s
stilt very hot and dusty. The temperature
is about 105 more or less and it’s 11 a.m.
We are in the spring, just at the end of
winter. The monsoon starts the latter part
of April, picks up in May and continues
until about November. That’s a lot of rain,
huh? Also, it rains on the average of
twenty hours a day so. These people look
about thirteen and fourteen years of age
and I’'m apprehensive of them. They
won’t quite accept you. (While in Cu Chi,
my friend John Caldwell and I were
{aying in our cots one evening when into
the tent walked two guys. 1 believe they
were with the Wolfhounds. They had on
dirty fatigues, M16 magazines stuck in
their helmet, grenades hung on their
webgcear. John and 1 looked at each other
and 1 know we thought to ourselves, Man,
these arc old pros. They looked at the two
of us and asked us to what units we were
being assigned. I replied Alpha 2/22, John
replied Charlie 2/22. The two old timers
looked at me and said, “Man you're going
to a tough outfit, they are always in the
thick of things.” Looking at john they
replied, you should do well, Charlie is not
always in the thick as much. When they
lcft, John looked at me and saluted. (This

" would have special meaning later on.)

Octoher 31, 1999
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12 April 1968 - 1'm writing to let
vou know my new address. A Company
2" Rattalion, 22" (Mech.) Infantry. APO
San Francisco 96268, 1 want you to know
that I'm in a company that is considered to
be the best in the battalion. I might as well
tell von now becanse you'll eventually find
out anyway. This isn’t a non-combat unit.
It has quite a few medal holders and is
considered to be quite an honor company.
I don’t have any fear, (not much) because
I believe with yon praving for me. I’ve got
an awlul ot pulling for me.

15 April 1968 - I told you in my
fast letter that I was in a combat outfit?
Well, I was at our basc camp (Dau Ticng)
for only one day when we were shipped
out to the field where the rest of the umnit is.
We got to the company in the evening
around five o’clock. Good thing for us.
Alpha Company had becn in a firefight all
day long. They had something like 38
casualties That’s quitc a few. My new job
1s gunner on the 50 niounted on the track.
'This is much better than the driver. I'll be
in the field for quite a while, how long, 1
don't know. The company has been out for
three weeks already. Howcever, I belicve
we'll be out for only another weck or so.
Don’t worry too much about me. Before
long, the rainy scason will start and we'll
be pulling road sccurity. Many people have

told me that this is one of the casicst jobs

over here (In this letter homne, I did not
tell the whole story.) We traveled in a
deuce and half from Cu Chi to Dau Tieng,.
On arrival. a first sergecant greeted us and
asked what companies we were assigned.
As we all shouted ont the coinpanies, the
sergeant said to forget all that. We were
now assigned to Alpha Co. We were to
head over to the supply sergeant, draw
weapons and ammo and be ready (o move
oul as replacements for Alpha. As |1
mentioned earlier about John Caldwell, 1
looked over at himn and now it was my
time to safute him. We loaded onto a
Chinook helicopter and flew to the
location of Alpha Co. As we got near the
location. I'4 Phantorns were still dropping
napalm and bombs. The Captain was
waiting, for us with his platoon leaders,
distributing us to individual platoon
leaders as we came out. They started
loading body bags as soon as we were out
of the Chinook. Placing his hand on my
shoulder, the Captain (nicknamed Big
Red) pointed mie toward the third platoon

leader. As I reached out to shake his hand,

|
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somcthing hit the lieutenant in the head
and he fell down. The Captain pointed in
the arca where the track I was being
assigned to was and said to keep my head
down and get over there as quickly as
possible. When got to the track, therc were
only thrce guys left. They hardly
acknowledged me as | introduced myself.
All three looked like in some kind of shock
and or cxhaustion. The inside of the track
was a shambles. Empty and opened .50 cal
cans cverywhere. The inside of the track
had blood and bits of brain splattered
cverywhere. [ remcmber thinking to
myself, My God, how am 1 ever going to
survive a year in this place. After setting
up a logger that night, they had me pull
first watch sitting in the .50 turret. | heard
some funny hollow sounding “thump”
“thump” sounds. Leaning my head down
in the track, I asked “Hey, what’s that
sound?” They hollcred out incoming, told
me to get my ass inside. Naturally, [
jumped out of the hatch, off the top of the
track, and ran around to the back where I
pounded on the door to let me in. They
naturally had a few comments about me
not dropping down through the hatch. My
first lesson, 1 had a long way to go. The
next mght, we clevated the track on a
mound of dirt. Emptied everything out of
the track, took out the floor plates and
washed cverything down with a couplec of
gallons of wintergreen disinfectant.)

20 April 1968 - So far, we haven't
had any cnemy contact. Yesterday wc
brokc through seven miles of torturing
jungle to reach a spot at the bottom of a
mountain (Nui Ba Din). When we broke
out of the jungle, we came upon a road we
werc supposcd to travel down. We sent
mcn out to sweep for mines, but
unfortunatcly, one mine was missed and a
track ran over it. The driver and machine
gunner were blown clear from the force of
the explosion. Luckily, they expericnced
small injuries. A split second later, the
track erupted into a roar of flame. This
episode has made the war more of a reality
to me. We're going into base camp to be
re-supplied so wc can go out on another
mission. 1t scems I'll be out in the field on
operations more than [ will be in camp.
The field isn’t too bad, we get onc hot
cooked meal a day and in the evening,
believe it or not, we get soda in cans, and
ice sometimes. The only bad thing I can
think of as far as being in the field is |
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don’t get to take a bath very ofien. Water
is kind of hard to get.

Mike Groves A 2/22 4/68-3/69
1056 Dcleon Court Fenton, MO 63026
Tel 314-225-6784
E-mail jaspaziiworldnet.att. net

Editor’s Note: Mike has been a man on a
mussion. He has located so many Alpha
Company men that he ficld his own
battalion. Many thanks to Mike for his
dedication to the causc and to his written
contributions

God’s VietNam Veteran

When the Lord was creating
VietNam Vcterans, he was into His 6th
day of overtime when an angel appeared.
"Your're certainly doing a log of fiddling
around on this one."

And God said, "Have you scen
the spec’s on this order? A Nam vet has
10 be able to run 5 miles through the bush
with a full pack on, endure with barely
any sleep for days, enter tunnels his
higher ups wouldn’t consider doing, and
kecp his weapons clean and operable. He
has to be able to sit in his hole all night
during an attack, hold his buddics as they
die, walk point i unfamiliar territory
known to be VC infested, and somehow
keep his senses alert for danger. He has to
be in top physical condition, existing on
c-rats and very little rest. And he has to
have 6 pairs of hands.”

The angel shook his head slowly
and said, "6 pair of hands .... no way."

"It's not thc hands that are
causing inc problems ... it's the 3 pair of
cycs a Nam vet has to have."

"That's on the standard model?”
asked the angel.

The Lord nodded. "One pair that
secs through clephant grass, another pair
here in the side of his head for his
buddies, another pair here in front that
can look reassursingly at his bleeding,
fellow soldier and say, "You'll make it....."
when he knows he won't.

"Lord, rest, and work on this
tomnorrow."”

“l can't." said thc Lord. "I
already bave a model that can carry a
wounded soldier 1,000 yards during a
firefight, cal the fcars of the latest New
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Gy and feed a family of 4 on a grunt's
paveheek

Yhe angel walked around the
mode! and anid, "Can it think”"

“Yon bet ¥ said the Lord. "1t can
quote mch of the LJCMI| recite alt his
penerml orders, and enpgage in a search and

destrov mission in less time than it takes |

for hig foHow Americans back home to
discuss the morality of the War, and still
keep his sense of humor

“This Nam vet also has a
phenomenal personal control  He can deal
with ambnshes from hell. comfort a fallen
soldier's family, and then read in his
hometown paper how Nam vets are baby
killers psvchos.  addicts. killers  of
innocent civilians.”

'he Lord gaved into the future
and said "He will also endure being
vilified and spit on when he returns home,
rejected and crncified by the very ones he
fonght for ¥

Finally, the angel slowly ran his
finger across the vet's cheek, and  said,
“There's 1 feak | told von that yon were
trying (o pit too much into this model. "

"That's not a leak " satd the Lord.
“That's o tear

"What's the tear for?" asked the
anpel

"t's for bottled up emotions, for
halding fallen coldiers as they die, for
commitment {o that funny piece of cloth
called the American flag, for the terror of
living with PTSD for decades after the
war, alone with it's demons, with no onc to
care o1 help "

"You're a genins, " said the angel,
casting a gaze at the tear

[he Lord looked very somber, as
ifsceing down eternity's distant shores..."1
didn't pmt it there." He said.

Fditor's Note: Contributed by Dave Gehr
1043 Florida Ave, Sheboygan, WI 53081
Tel 920-452-7112

f- mail ('122seci@excel.net

Another New Find

frrom:  dwcarey(@email.msn.com
(Dwight S Carey) A/2/22/25 8/70-12/70
Lovietveliemaol. com (Eberwine, J.

N 215)

CGlad to hear from yvon - sonnds like most
of yvou were earlier in 'Nam then Twas. We
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"Stood Down"” the 2/22 around Nov-Dec,
1970. 1 was scnt to 101st as a LRRP afier
that. Lots of guys got early-outs afier 25th
was seant home [ got the full 12 months.

Great guys in the 2/22 (Mechanized) -
Captain was a red-hair, had a bounty on
his head - don't remember his name. My
records are not handy, but I'm pretty sure it
was 'A' company.

Yes - send me any information on the unit
! - Thanks

Dwight Carey 227 Brookwood Loop
Richland, WA. 99352 (509) 627-5020
F=mail - dwcarcy@email. msn.com

Cruciano’s Story

From: "Pat Cruciano”
phcruciano@ren.comm

To: "John Eberwine”
<yietvet222(@juno.com>

Date: Sat, 2 Oct 1999 22:15:16 0700
Subject: A 2/22 story

John:

A short story for the next newsletter:

Onc night in July or August '67,
C/2/22 was laagered inthe Ben Cui rubber
plantation southwest of Dau Tieng. We
got the word to move out most ricky-tick
when Bravo Company (I think) came into
contact with an NVA Company 1o the
west of the plantation. Being relatively
new to 2nd Platoon (I had spent 3 months
with A/1/5 in the Ho Bo woods and Trang
Bang-Go Dau Ha corridor prior to being
infused into Chargin' Charlic, and didn't
appreciatc having to go through the ‘new
guy' experience all over again) I had the
privilege of riding down inside the track
and loading M-16 magazines as fast as my
shaky hands would allow. As was often
the case. our worthy adversaries were
waiting in ambush for us along route 236.
Fortunately, we busted through the aibush
without any track hits or casualties. 1'1l
never forget, however, looking up through
the hatch just as an RPG flamed over us.
I'm still checking my shorts over that
sight!

By the time we reached Bravo the
NVA had broken oflf comtact and had
headed for Nni Ba Den. We dismounted (1
never knew why) and pursued them on

3
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foot under the light of arty flares. We had
been humping hard most of the day and
were pretty worn out. As the flares waxed
and waned we stopped and started every
few minutes under the Monsoon drizzle.
During these frequent stops, some guys
were sitting down, and of course some
dozed off. I'm sure I fell aslecp while
standing up at least once. The sitting was
soon outlawed when we had to backtrack
to find a trooper who zzeed out and wasn't
missed for several minutes after the next
lare allowed us to move out. And even
then, he forgot his M-16 and we had to
hold up again while his team backtracked
to find it. Eventually we mounted up
again and laagered near the base of the
famed Black Virgin Mountain (who will
cver forget Nui Ba Den?). 2nd Platoon
spent the rest of the night hauling fuel in
55 gallon drums from the POL dump in
Tay Ninh to the laager site. I'm sure you
recall how one of our worst fears was
taking an RPG in the fuel tank of a track
and becoming a Crispy Critter. You can
imagine how high our pucker factor was
as we rode atop tracks loaded with
hundreds of gallons of fuel!

The next day we were positioned
around the southeast base of Nui Ba Den
as air strikes worked over the NVA who
had holed uwp in caves on the
mountainside. (By the way, there's a
picturc of this sitmation in the 1967
Tropic Lightning yearbook: I'll be sure to
bring my copy to Atlantic City next year.)
We watched in amazement as the jets
dropped napalm on the cave entrances, {0
be followed shortly by NVA cmerging
once again from the caves to fire upon us.

Now for the point of my story. 1
was lying behind a low berm, shoulder to
shoulder with Bill Rabbit (a great guy and
a hardcore trooper) on my lefl. Suddenty
we were startled by the sound of a bullet
whistling between our heads. As we
hunkered ever lower behind our scant
caver, Bill looked at me and said, “Toto,
I have a feeling we're not in Kansas
anymore." I'll never forget that noment.

Pasquale (Pat) Cruciano

C 2/22 2™ Plin 7/67-2/68
5408 Compton Circle Virginia Beach, VA
23464-6733 Tel 757-523-1363

Jeff Condit Remembers.....

Date: Wed, 24 Mar 1999
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Where to begin? | don't know how clse to
approach this but to start at the beginning
and try to remember as 1 go. [ know that
I'!l lcave out some significant actors and
cvents but 111 try to list what were to mc
memorable experiences. Some of you will
hopefully be able to relate to one point or
the other [ arrived in-country mid
November,1967. 1 rcmember arriving with
Loveless, Mock and Hildebran among
others. 1 was immediatcly assigned to C
company and tater, to the 2nd platoon and,
[ think, the 2nd squad. As best as [ can
recall, 1.t Kelly was the platoon leader,
David Ditch the platoon Scrgeant and
Captain Allison the Company Commander
(at least that was the triad in place during
my carly months). During my brief stay
back in Dau Ticng (before going to the
field) I remember meeting Staff Scrgeant
Fitzpatrick, he was an "old timer" and
someone | remembered as being

approachable and helpful (foward us new |

guys). It was somctime soon thereafier that
[ learned of his involvement in the ambush
that netted 7 enemy dead. (Being new in
country L, for a long time, thought that 7
KIA was kind of the norm to shoot for on
ambush patrol! I soon learned what a true
feat that was).

I'll never forget the helicopter ride
to the field. I remember peering out the
window and secing unending jungle cover
with atiny hole cut in it. 1 initially thought
the hole to be one of the bomb craters I'd
scen from the plane days before. But as the
Chincok descended I could sec a pattern
inside the hole (APC's on the edge, smoke
from small fires) and subtle movcment
within. It soon became cvident that the
movement was soldicrs, 1 remember
feeling frightened and having the thought
that this was "it", | had becn scnt to a
place that | couldn't--by myself—escape
from. 1 think that that was the only time in
my life that 1 had that awareness. I was
stuck. Once on the ground I remember the
cat calls of "short" from different
directions | didn't look toward any of the
callers.

1 do remember looking at other
soldiers and being struck with how old,
dirty and serious they looked. Next, we
were pointed in a direction by someone
and | remember a long trck from the
chopper to wherever we were sent. We
stood out with our pale complexions, new
green fatigues and, 1think, a tentativeness

Together Then...............
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to our movements. [ rcincmber being |

greeted by Lt Kelly (I think) who
welcomed us in a serious, no nonsense
way. He was another reminder of the
gravity of the situation,

My next memory was hours later
going out on my first ambush patrol. (I
think that 1 was on several ambush patrols
out of this laagcr. Details of each have
pretty much gotten mixed together). I do
know that on my very first ambush I was
tasked with putting out a claymore (mine)
which 1 think [ did right. (I was later
admonishcd by a soldier who had provided
me cover for not taking my weapon with
mec to the claymore site).

Right after putting my claymore
out | tooked up and saw the silhouctte of a
human against the night skyline. 1 was
petrificd. This wasn't covered in AIT. The
figurc moved slowly toward me and |
whispered, "Who's that?" Noresponsc. The
figure kept coming and I asked the same
question several morc times until our noscs
were 6 inches apart. It was then that |
realized it was a Hispanic soldier who was
as "green" as | was. He had put his
claymore out and wandered in my direction
(or 1 in his). I don't think that he
understood my English very well and
therefore, never answered me.(I am sure
that had this happened months or even
weeks later onc or the other of us would've
been shot). (I have to stop...hope to finish
later).

Jeff Condit C 2/22 2™ Plin 11/67-11/68
2402 Spaulding Circle Murfrecsboro, TN
37128 Tel 615-896-2755

E-mail: jecondit@homne.com

From Awb Norris

Ior those of you who may not know who
Awb Norris is, he was the Battalion
Commander of the 2°" 22 Infantry from
September 1967 1il the end of February
1968 He and Bill Allison bugged me to
death in March 1996 to go to my first
reunion, so without Awb, I'd probably not
he as involved.............. Thanks Awb!

1 received this short c-mail
message from Awb about July 4, 1999, just
after the Dallas Reunion.......... John
Eberwine

................ ‘The newsletter was the
samc....outstanding. Nicely done for sure.
Thanks for all the time and effort you put
into the newsletters. A very fine

i publication. You gentlemen are well
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organized now and 1 know the list of
members and new finds will "Triple" this
year. Good work.

1 fumbled for weeks coming up
with something to forward to you for the
newsletter. After much rambling, I came
up with only a few lincs....didn"t send,
but...You can't imagine the tremendous
pnde that I felt during the reunion to see
such fine gentlemen who proudly scrved
their country in VietNam. You'rc now
‘distinguished’ in cvery respect, both in
the military and in your lifc afier
VictNam. [ looked into those
faces... slightly older.. but saw the same
dedication and enthusiasm now that you
had in VietNam. Tremendous as always.
Thanks for being the best .

After looking at this, I
rcmembered a part of your newsletter
which said one way to honor thosc who
did not return to their familics and loved
oncs was to, "Be the Best you Could
Bc"...or to that effect. 1 felt that you
gentlemnen had definitely done just that.
The best....then and now.

My love to all on this great day
in history. Hope all is going great. Back
later. Awb

Also, my plaque from the Triple
Deuce is firmly planted on the wall by my
computer. Never fail to view that many
times a day. A treasure for me. My sincere
appreciation......... Kecp charging,

Awbrey G. Norris 2/22 9/67-2/68
965 Troon Trace, Winter Springs FL
32708 Tcl 407-366-5306

E-mail: awbn@msn.com
Please visit 22nd Infantry Regiinent Web
Sitc at htip://www.22ndinfantry.org

The Bible Saves

From: "Andrew Alday"

E-mail: alday@ulua. mhpcc.af mil
Date: Thu, 7 Oct 1999

Subject: The Biblc as a weapon !

An clderly woman had just
returned to her home from an evening of
religious service when she was startled by
an intruder. As she caught the man in the
act of robbing her home of its valuables,
she yelled, "Stop! Acts 2:38!" (_.turn from
your sin...)

The burglar stopped dead in his
tracks. Then the woman calmly called the




Pape i Vnl 4 No 3 Topether Then.
police and explained what she had done.
A< (he ofMicer cufled the man to take him
in_he nsked the burglar, "Why did you just
stand there'? All the old lady did was yell a
seriptnre at von "

“Scripture?” replied the burglar,
"She said she had an AXE and two 38's!"

A Firefight. A Pilot...A Hero!

I'bis next story was sent to me
over ? years ago, and has been published
inother prhlications This coming January
2000 marks 32 years from the Battle for
Yire Support Base Burt - Iinjoyt!

From' "Wayne R, \"Crashy" Coe"”
crashcoenpacbell. net
Sun, 11 Apr 1997 12 51 36 -0400
Received from blackhawk

o "lohn } Ebherwine"

vietvet 22 2(enjuno. com.
Date Sun, 13 Apr 1997 09:48:07 -0700
Subject New Storv Soui Unt {a k.a Fire
Support Race Bur)

lohn.

! have wanted to write this story
for <ome time. David Warden kept a
journal and this story is right out of the
jonrnal 1 nsnally like to make a very rough
ent al o story, and then add as much detail
as it I can find 1 need the ground
communders call sipn and [ need the radio
operstors number, and anv thing elsc you

. Together Again!.__._. ... Thanks for Being Therec & Welcome Home!

I loved the view from the top of

Nui Ba Dinh. You could sec the lights
from the far away cites. And 1 loved the
chalicnge of a perfect pinnacle landing. In
the early evening, just as the sun drops
below the horizon. It was my last stop, 1
could go back to Tay Ninh for the nights
festivitics at the club. It was amazing how
fast they could get the cases of Champaign
off my helicopter.
i Tonight would be great fun,
Captain David R. Warden our Flight
Surgeon, would be on the courier from Cu
Chi, and wounld be staying in the guest
quarters, 1 loved flytng with Doc and we
had flown a lot of missions together. Doc is
| the greatest story teller of all time, and
tonight 1 wonld get a doublc dosc, staying
np late for New Ycars stand down.

1 was the last bird in that night
and afler fucling and a quick stop at the
arming pits for some linked 7.62 for the
M-6('s, 1 put my D-model in the
revetments, and started the hike to the

' operations tent, walking right past the

monar watch ships, WO Bill Britt saying
something is cooking down at fire support

can remember. Umay also have a picture of |

the ¢hot down gunship
Y ou can put this story out and sec
if we can find the grant that was guiding

ns i that night, anything that wonld be |

helptnl (Editor®s Note: The grunt (hero)
was fonnd less than one vear ago -
Medic Steve Borchert)

I bave the aircraft nnmber,
hecanse we had to fix the buflet holes, and
I have the names of the Stinger crew to
add to the story. Doc is going to be here on
the 21th o | will pet his perspective
capiured as well

I think it is about time to go fo
Ching town for some dim sum, and of
ronrse vome Chinese Beer RS wish you
were here

*rach

Somni Cut

"The Rattle for Fire Support Base Burt
January 1-2, 1968

base Buri, and they were on alert. Bill
Britt, Frenchy Gibauit, what a team.

[ find Doc and we start cooking a
steak, out on the grill set up behind the
Officer's club. 1 liked it when the army
made an attempt during the holidays.
Almnost anything was better than C-rations.
The party had started before Doc and 1 got
there and seemed 1o be in full swing by the
time we sat down to cat our stcak. WO Jim
Conde could pet anything, these steaks
were proof. | looked np to Jim, a special
forces type that went to flight school, he
conld speak the local language and he
knew people in low places, if you know
what [ mean,

The party was a Success, we
watched a movie, heard and told some
great storics (all true of coursc) and 1
headed off for bed, hoping the tent had
cooled down enough to be able to sleep 1n.
1 walked over with Doc to find him a Cot
in the tent we kept for visiting crews, and
on my way back was stopped by the on
duty orderly.

Mr. Coe find your Doctor friend
and get to operations now. [ thonght, what
kind of silly bull {s..1!) isbecing pulled now
by one of my more than slightly inebriated
flying buddies. So rather than wake up the
Doc, | walked over to the Operations tent

i and a very serious Major Bauman looks up

|
1
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and says "where is your Flight Surgeon. "
Well, [ started to speak and he cut me off,
"get him now, and get back here as fast as
you can, your crew has been sent for,
hurry "

Doc was still awake, he jumped
in his boots and grabbed his gear and out
the tent flap in one move. For a huge
airborne ranger, Doc moves so well, the
word would be graceful, if not applying to
250 pounds of raw muscle and brains. My
(stuff) is in the tent and we both double
tumc over 1o it and double time to the
operations tent.

Major Bauman looked very
unhappy, he was gruff when he was
happy, he looked sinister tonight. "Men 1
have a bad job for you two tonight. Mr.
Coe yon are my only sober pilot, and
Captain Warden, 1 have to send you as the
Co-pilot, [ have no one else to send." |
looked at Doc and he smiled at me.

T knew he was up to it what ever
it was, 1 think the word is fearless. "the
medevac choppers from the 54th are
having problems getting in to Fire
Support Burt. Our boys need ammo and
medevac, 1 am sending a fire team to
cover you in and out, it looks bad down
there.”

We were taken to the revetment
by Jeep and my crew had the bird untied
and ready to rock and roll, we were
airborne in minutes. First stopping by the
ammo bunkers and taking a full load of
ordnance. As my heavy helicopter
staggered for some altitude, 1 noticed just
how black it could be in VietNam, and
started to fly on my instruments, tuning
my radios to the Ground FM, the FAC
(Forward Air Controller) on VHF and my
company UHF. "Blackhawk 54 inbound
with a load of ordnance, where do you
want it, over.” No response. We must be
too far out for them to hear us, and 1
pulled a little more pitch and grabbed
soine nore altitude to help with the radio.

1 was busy flying, 1 could hear
the gunships on Victor and 1 could hear
fast movers on Uniform, no grunts on
Fox-trot. Doc keys his mike "good night,
look at the fire fight going on out there.”
In the inky darkness was the fonntain of
horror, a full fledged fire fight, tracers
coming in, tracers going out, explosions,
fire, it looked like a real mess down there.

Bullets ricocheting at  cvery
angle, | knew our Mech men were

fighting for their lives down there, and
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they would be needing our ammo and
medevac now. 1 ask the FAC for the
gronnd frequency and he gave it to me.

"Ground control Blackhawk 54
over " [ could hear the din of battle behind
a voice on the radio. "Blackhawk 54 we
are under heavy attack and are requesting
you stand by, say again ordnance on
board." “"Roger Ground, I have 105
Bechive and a Doctor." After a moment of
silence ground cornes back on the radio "it
1s too hot to land now, but we urgently
need vour load.”

I don't hear the Rat Pack, so [ call
the Stinger gunships, "Stinger lead,
Blackhawk 54, over," "Stinger go ahead"
"I have 105 bechive and a Doctor on board
can you get us in?" "If you want to go in
there we will escort you in, what is you
location?" "Blackhawk 54 is North West 5
miles out." "Roger Blackhawk come to the
south end of Burt, we will pick you up and
escort
down there so make it a fast approach.”
We fly south of Burt and I can sec the
gunships coming out to get us. 1 start the
120 Knot approach, at first going past the
gun cover, but then as I start to flair they
arc by my side, mini guns roaring, low
level insanity. 1 can't see a (expletive
deleted) thing with all the smoke and
flares competing with the tracers. I sec a
lone trooper standing with his arms over
his head. guiding me in, cxposing himself.
(Fditor’s Note: the man guiding them in
was Combat Medic Steve Borchert)

The bravery of thc men on the
ground chokes me up. I am guided 1o a
spot with wounded men, Doc is out of his
seat on the ground, doing the much needed
triage, so we can take the worst hit out and
hope to save them. Men come from the
dark and take the Amino ofl, the voluine
of firc in the perimeter is intense, 1 am
taking hits, it will only be a matter of time
and this helicopter will never fly again,
Do has his load and is back in the right
seat, | call coming out, and look up to see
a pair of gunships covering my ass coming

vou in, but there is a lot of fire |
| like to be light going in, to help with the

Together Then...............

ont. We are low level in the dark with a |
| aflight surgcon and issue a cause of Death

load of men, all severcly wounded, Doc
says "I had better get busy,” and jumps

over the console and starts taking care of |

the men

I fly directly to the 12th evac pad
m Cn Chi. 1 call Bill inbound with
wounded. Nice to hear a familiar voice on
the radio [ wondered if he ever slept, he
was always there when | nceded him. He

Together Again!._...._..... Thanks for Being There & Welcome Home!

will expedite the unloading of our
wounded. Best Pad Man in VietNam.

Cu Chi tower clears mc direct to
the Medevac Pad and 1 come in hot flaring
sideways to clear the tail boom, and 1 am
almost down and on jumps Big Bilf and he
takes charge. Bill strips off the loaded
weapons and explosive devices, gently
lifting the men omn to stretchers waiting by
the open door. Bill does his work likc a
mad man, but every move is practiced.
Bain, Bill hits mc on top of my helmet to
tell me he is jumping off and 1 can pull
pitch. Total tiinc on the pad maybe two
minutcs, but probably less.

We lift to a high hover and ask
tower for permission to go to the amino
bunkers, and they clear us direct. The
ammo humpers know what is going on and
have our load waiting, we watch them put
it on in the aircrafl, then a quick call to the
tower and wc are staggering into the air
again. Wc have cnough fuel, and I would

control of the aircraft down low behind the
perinieter of Burt.

Doc and I start to hear the radios
first, things are bad.. looks like one of the
gunships 1s down, in the dark. (¥xpletive
deleted!) 1 see the fast movers (jets) laying
down Napalm, lights things up, kind of
pretty, and deadly at the same time. I can
not sce Burt yet, but the fire works werc
speclacular coming from a concentrated
spot on the horizon. As we gel nearer we
call the ground and ask for status, they
wave us off, too hot. (Expletive deleted)... ..
now fuel was a problem.

It took a few minutes to find a gun
team, they had one down, and were pissed
off big time. 1 think they would have
escorted me into hell if T had ask. They
called the firc and 1 made the approach, we
turmed this one around in seconds, not one
mistake, in and out. I called Big Bill and
Doc went to work in the back.

Doc and I flew all night, and in
the morning we landed by the shot down
stinger gunship so Captain David Royal
Warden Jr. MS could perform his duties as

for the crew. The men in the stinger
gunship had becn burmed very badly by the
fire, 1 know it was a shock to Doc, his
whole demeanor changed. Fight all night
and then in the moming perform autopsies
on the men who had been covering your
ass all night, is a tough one.
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Doc and I flew into Burt
numcrous times, but what we really
remernber is the aviators we lost, not the
men we saved.

Wayne R. "Crash" Coe

Blackhawk54 - 187"

Assault Helicopter Company 1967-68
13114 Keel Court Hudson, FL 34667
Tel 813-868-9075
E-mail: crashcoe@davidzimmer.com

Fish Tales

From: "Dick Nash"
Datc: Tue, 5 Oct 1999 14:41:09 -0500

An athcist went fishing by
himself in a small row boat. He was
hiaving no luck at all when the Loch Ness
Monster explodes out of the water and
inhales him, boat and all. Floating around
in the monstrous belly the atheist starts
calling out:

"Oh Lord God Almighty, save me from
this dreadful beast."
Suddcnly time and motion freezes, and a
booming voice comes down to him:

"l thought you didn’t believe in me?"
The atheist replies,

"No sir, [ didn't, but until about thirty
seconds ago I didn't believe in the Loch

Ness Monster either."

Dick Nash A/HQ 2/22 1/69-12/69
686 170" Avcnue Muscatine, L 52761
Tel 309-537-3536
E-mail: nash222(@netins.net

Hanoi Jane to be Honored?

(Editor’s Note: This was sent to Dick
Nash by a friend of his. Dick ¢-mailed
it to me. I can not vouch for the
accuracy and content of what’s
written...] am just passing it along.)

From: "Dick Nash"
<nash222@netins.net>
Datc: Tue, 12 Oct 1999 14:48:09 -0500
Subject: Hanoi Jane

Sorry, but important to 58000+ friends
of mine on a Wall in D.C. The info was

sent to me by another friend. Dick Nash

Hanoi Janc to be Honored?
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I don't nsually get cranked up
aver these things, but this is an exception.
Read the stories below and send this to as
many people as you can think of. Maybe if
1t gocs aronnd the world. 1t will have some
»Yect

l.ooks like Hanot Jane may be

honored a5 one of the " 100 Women of the !

Centnry” TANTD FONDA  remember?
infortunately many have forgotten and
still conntless others have never known
how Ms Fonda betmyed not only the idea
of onr "conntry” bt the men who served
and sacrificed during VietNam. There are
feyw things 1 have strong visceral reactions
to_ but Iane Fonda's participation in what
I helieve to be blatant treason, is one of
them

Part of my conviction comes from
exposnre o those who suffered her
atientions. The first part of this is from an
-4k pilet The pilot's name 15 Jerry
Driscoll a River Rat In 1978, the
Commandant ot the
School was a former POW in Ho Lo

Together Then.. ... Together Again!.

USAF  Survival |

Prison-the "Hanoi Hifton” Dragged from

a stinking cesspit of a cell, cleaned, fed,
and dreseed in clean PY's, he was ordered
to describe for a visiting American "Peace
Activist"  the “lenient and humane
freatment” he'd received. He spat at Ms.
Fonda. was clibbed, and dragged away.
Darine the snbsequent beating, he fell
forward npon the camp  Commandant’s
tect, necidentally pulling the man's shoc
ofl- which cent that officer berserk.

In '78, the AF Col still suffered
from double vision (which permanently
ended flving  davs) from the
Vietnamese Col's frenzied application of
wooden haton. From 1983-85, Col Larry
farripan was the 347FW/DO (F4Es). He
spent 6 vears in the "Hilton"- the first
threc of which he was "missing in action".
f1is wife lived on faith that he was still
alive  His  group.  too, pgot the
cleaned/fed/clothed rontine in preparation
for 1 "peace delegation” visit. They,
however had time and devised a plan to
pet word (o the world that they still
survived

Ench man secreted a tiny picce of
paper_ with his SSN on it, in the palm of
his hand When paraded before Ms. Fonda
and a cameraman, she walked the line,
shaking each man's hand and asking little
cnconraginge snippets like. "Aren’t yon
sorry voir hombed babies?” and "Are yon
pratefinl for the hmmane treatment from

hic

your benevolent captors?” Believing this
HAD to be an act, they each palmed her
their sliver of paper. She took them ail
without missing a beat. At the end of the
line and once the camera stopped rolling,
10 the shocked disbelief of the POWs, she
turned to the officer in charge...and handed
him the little pile.

Three men died from the
subsequent beatings. Col Carrigan was
almost number four. For years after their
release, a group of determined former
POWSs Inciluding Col Carrigan, tried to
bring Ms. Fonda and others up on charges
of treason. | don't know that they used i,
but the charge of "Negligent Homicide due
to Depraved Indifference” would also seein
appropriate. Her obvious "granting of aid
and comfort to thc cnemy”, alone,
should've been sufficient for the freason
count.

However, to date, Jane Fonda has
never been formally charged with anything,
and continucs to enjoy the privileged life
of the rich and famous. 1, personally, think
that this is shamc on us, the American
Citizenry. Part of our shortfall is
ignorance: most don't know such actions
ever took place. Thought you might
appreciate the knowledge. Most of you
have probably already seen this by now...
only addition I might add to these
sentiments is to remember the satisfaction
of relieving myself into the urinal at some
airbasc or another where "zaps" of Hanoi
Jane's face had been applied.

To whom it may concern: 1 was a
civilian cconomic development advisor in
Viet Nam, and was captured by the North
Vietnamese communists in South Viet
Nam in 1968, and held for over 5 ycars. 1
spent 27 months in solitary confinement,
one year in a cagc in Cambodia, and one
year in a "black box" in Hanoi. My North
Victnamese captors deliberately poisoned
and murdered a female missionary, a nurse
in a leprosarium in Ban me Thuot, South
VietNam, whom | buried in the jungle near
the Cambodian border. At one time, 1 was
weighing approximately 90 lbs. (My
normal weight is 170 Ibs.) We were Jane
Fonda's "war criminals.” When Jane Fonda
was in Hanoi, 1 was asked by the camp
communist political officer if T would be
willing 10 meet with Jane Fonda.

1 said yes, for 1 would like to tell
her about the rcal trcatment we POWs
were receiving. which was far different

from the treatment purported by the Norlh

.......Thanks for Being There & Welcome Home!
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Vietnamese, and parroted by Jane Fonda,
as "humane and lenient." Because of this,
1 spent three days on a rocky floor on my
knees with outstretched arns with a piece
of steel placed on my hands, and beaten
with a bamboo cane every time my arms
dipped. I had the opportunity to meet with
Jane Fonda for a couple of hours after 1
was released. 1 asked her if she would be
willing to debate me on TV. She did not
answer me, her former husband, Tom
Hayden, answered for her. She was mind
controlled by her husband.

This does notexemplify someone
who should be honored as "100 Years of
Great Women." After 1 was released, 1
was asked what 1 thought of Jane Fonda
and the anti-war movement. 1 said that |
held Joan Baez's husband in very high
regard, for he thought the war was wrong,
burned his draft card and went to prison
in protest. If the other anti-war protesters
took this same route, it would have
brought our judicial system to a halt and
ended the war much earlier, and there
wouldn't be as many on that somber black
granite wall called the VietNam
Memorial. This is democracy. This is the
American way.

Jane Fonda, on the other hand,
chose to be a traitor, and went to Hanoi,
wore their uniform, propagandized for the
communists, and urged American soldiers
to deseri. As we werc being tortured, and
some of the POWs murdered, she called
us lars. After her heroes-the North
Vietnamese communists-took over South
VietNam, they systematically murdered
80,000 South Vietnamese political
prisoners. May their souls rest on her head
forever. Shame! Shame! ( History is a
heavy sword in the hands of those who
refuse to forget it. Think of this the next
time you see Ms. Fonda-Tumer at a
Braves game).

Please take the time to read and
forward 10 as many people as you possibly
can. It will eventmally end up on her
computer and she needs to know that "we
will never forget”. Lest we forget..." 100
years of great women" Jane Fonda should
never be considered.

I'm of the personal opinion that
she should have been deported as
*Undesirable” for consorting with the
encmy. People who act like she did have
no business living in the "Land of the
Free!™ 1 was too young 1o have served in
Viet Nam, but I have the utmost respect
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tor those who did. Even though 1 fecl that
war was not a good decision, and one of
the most stupid decisions ever made by
our clected officials, [ still support the

' people we sent to that God-Forsaken

Country

In the words of Paul Harvey,
America. "now you know the rest of the
storv. "ABC and Babs Walters will
undoubtedly include "Hanoi" Janc in their
televised celebration because their black
souls arc too hardened and too imbued
with an anti-Aincrican scntiment to do
anvthing clse. And ultimately, they will all
answer for what they have done in their
lives In the meantime, | don't plan on
watching anything that has Janc Fonda's
face amywhere near it. 1 won't buy her
videos: I won't rent or go sec her movies.
As far as I'm concerned, she's already dcad
to me.

Whether or not vou agreed with
the war in VietNam, whether you're a
VietNam vet or a former inember of the
protest movement, or whether you're too
old or too young to havc been there, the
behavior of Jane Fonda towards our own
military . men is reprehensible bevond
behef All 1 ask is that you think about
these accounts the next time you see her.
lLet vour conscience guide your actions
from there.

Battle of Soui Tre

Editor’s Note: This was stored in my
computer and I do not remember who
sent it to me. It was definitely someone
in Charlie Company 2/22 !st Platoon
because their Platoon Sgt was Sammy
Kay. Please let me know who sent this!

March 21, 1967 started like
most. We went to 100% alert (Stand To)
before dawn, then got ready for another
dav of patrolling. We had been doing this
to the point, that the days seemed to mn
topether. As it got light 1 noticed there was
an overcast, so mavbe it wonldn’t be too
hot. Onr squad was nearly at full strength,
with 8 men and 2 Combat Engincers
attached. These 2 fellows were great, they
stood watches with ns and helped out
wherever they could. As we started to
move out. we conld hear a battle going on

in the opposite direction. As we took |

position near the end of the cohunn we
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couldn’t find out any information as to
what the battle was about. It didn’t settle
too well with the squad, to be driving away
from a fight. Shortly the order came
through to reverse direction and clear the
trail so the two M48s could take the lead.
While waiting we found out that the
3/22nd was engaged at Fire Support Base
Gold (Suoi Tre)and we were going to help
them. By now the battle had been raging
for a half hour, so we figured that it was
going to be over by the time we got there,
as we had donc so many times before. The

jungle was very heavy and the tanks were

very slow. We got a message that the
situation at FSB Gold was critical and we
were to bypass the tanks and make trail for
them. Since we started at the rear, we werce
now ncar the front of the column. Wc¢
moved around the tanks and formed a
staggered coluinn widening the track as we
pushed ahcad. We ran at full throttle,
clipping a few inches off the trees to widen
the path for the tanks. Our V8 Chryslers
were turning at redline in 2™ gear (20mph)
and we were falling belund. We tried 3-4
range but afler an initial burst of speed we
would slow and have to drop back mto 1-2
range. Wc had been told that slow or
disabled APC’s would be left behind. Our
transmission was weak, but the driver
(Willic) managed to keep us in the race.
The jungle was getting thinner and we
could see light ahead. We took soine small
arms fire as we ran through the VC at the
edge. We fired some to the flanks, but
basically ignored the incoming and just
swept on through. As wc cntcred the
clearing, 1 was struck by the sights before
me.

Antillery was pounding the flanks
to the East, while at the same tunc [ saw F-
100s strafing the North side. In the middle
of all of this, helicopter gunships were also
strafing! Normally the Air Force won'’t
come anywlcre near supporting artillery
and thc gunships stay clear of close air
support. Not today! A water trailer flew
by. streaming water like smoke. We pulled
to the far edge of the artillery positions and
stopped on line to dismount. 1 stopped the
2 Combat engincers and told them to stay
on board and kecep the .50 supplied. Wc
had about 3,000 rounds of .50 but 600+
werc in “spam cans”. Spam cans werc for
quad 50s. They held 105 rounds, 5 too
many to fit in 2 regular .50 ammo box. To
compound the problem, the wrong ¢nd of

the belt was on top! They had a key and
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opened like a can of spam, unless the tab
brokc, which it usually did. For a quad 50
the “wrong end” of the belt was started
into the magazinc and the belt cranked in
to load it. We used a P38 can opener to
open the bottom of them then topped off
our regular ammo cans. | hit the ground,
with my firc team on the lefi front of the
APC. When Crum (our gunner) would fire
the muzzle blast rattled me so hard that |
couldn’t see. I finally backed up till I was
slightly behind hini. T couldn’t get fow
cnough, and decided that my ammo
pouches were holding my posterior up too
high. T unbuckicd my web belt and pushed
them to the side. With that part of my
anatomy safe, I fired two 20 round
magazines of grazing fire into the wood
line. We were taking a lot of incoming,
but I couldn’t tell from where, nor did I
know if any friendly’s were in front of us.
It was a gamble. A squad member ran
over and flopped beside me. He wanted to
know if my M16 had jammed. It hadn’t
and [ had always claimed that a properly
cleaned M16 would not jam. Little did
they know how 1 despised that black piece
of junk! He looked disappointed and told
mc his had. We laughed like two fools,
while 1 got out my cleaning rod to clear
the stuck case. It took several trics but we
finally got it to fire a whole magazine
without a jain. While doing this 1 noticed
the two combat engineers popping up out
of the cargo hatch with their M14s and
firing. An artillcryman slid up beside me
asking for 7.62 amno. I apologized and
told him that all we had was linked (for
the M60 machine Gun). He didn’t care,
the choice was linked or none! The
engineers threw out a case and off he
went, He was back a minute later for
grenades. Another casc and off he went.
There was a large sandbagged position to
my left, and | could see what looked like
10 men frantically de-linking the 7.62
belts and loading M 14 magazines. As fast
as they would fill a magazine, two fellows
would pop up with M14 Autos and empty
them! They also went through that case of
grenades as fast as they could open them.
Two of them started forward but one
stopped and turned around when his
Sergeant demanded to know where he was
going. He was explaining that therc were
still VC 1n a hole they had been trying to
grenade. About then an RPD light
machine gun peeked out of the ground
and the soldier fell. I called for a medic
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who came with another man from the
sanad to onr right. No questions asked,
Poc and his “puardian’ 100k off. As they
ran to the fallen artilleryinan, Doc emptied
his 45 into o dead(?) VO His “guardian’
stopped amd looked, then shook his head
amd canglt up with Doc. While Doc
worked on the man the ‘pnardian’ crawled
over Ao the hole where two VO were
hiding aind in a reverse move, pointed his
M6 inta the hole like a pistol and empted
it He pulled the RPD ont and came bhack
with. Do He was excited with his
sonvenir that he wanted to take home and
acked me what it was. 1 told him it was an
RPD anel 1 donbted that they wonld let im
tnke it home 1 asked Doc about the fellow
he treated Tle said he thought he wonld he
QK bt the kid was recently married and
worried ahont his wonnd, the bullet exited
inst abave his family planning. As for the
15 shooting. Doc explained he was taking
no chances!

By now the rest of the APC’'s and
tanks had canght up and were on line. 1
w2 hlur come ont of the woods and fly
nt one of the tanks. It bonmce off the turret
and sailed ofl tnto the woods to explode.
T'he APC s started moving ahead on line.
We got up to move alongside bnt the
mcoming was too heavy. Our squad and
the one 1o the right of ns were lefl behind.
VO that were hiding in the many holes
and folds of the gronnd started to get up
and min | langhed as one APC chased a
VO The 50 was fining away, but conldn’t
hit him as the APC bounded along, Finally
the driver canght him.

As the tncoming fire dropped off,
ony twn orphaned squads got online and
moved forward. We camne across pieces of
a quad S0 1t had been overmn and as the
VO tried fo tnrn it aronnd, o 105 howitzer
took it omt! Doc’s “gnardian’ had stayed
with a friend in my fire team. and as we
pansed in 1 small ditch, 1 heard a shout to
my feft followed by the ‘thump’ of an
M79 [ checked and found that a2 VC and
come aronnd a corner in the ditch and
nearly bumped  into thesg two. The
“mnardian’ pntled his trigger, only to find
out he was empty and let out the shout. My
erenadier mmed and fired his M79. Too
close to arm_ the half pontnd 40mm took
off the V7= arm and most his right
shonlder

We passed through the overmn
nositions of the 3/22 then tarned left and
started checking bodics No onc knew how

!
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to do that but we weren’t taking blood

pressurc! We fixed bayonets and probed !

them. Finger on the inigger, safeties on
Auto. We didn’t run them through, just
probed at sensitive spots to see if they
flinched. At one poinl we came across a
squad+t of VC, spread out evenly and on
line. All werc dead. We didn’t look too
closely but 1 guessed from the lack of
apparent wounds, they had been cut down
by a 105 becluve. 1 took an RPD from one
and noticed that it was clean oiled and had
never been fired. The squad leader spotted
a 7.62 Tokarcv pistol on one VC. He
wanted it but was afraid of booby traps. |
can’t remember the Sergeants name, but he
was a huge fcllow with a Swedish name.
He got the pistol out of the VC’s hand,
then took ofl running. When he reached
the end of the lanyard the VC owner was
snapped into the air like a puppy on a
leash! We langhed till tears came.

The APC’s returned, Pltn Sgt Kay
was furious that we had stayed behind. We
were furious that he had left us. He had
called to mount up but we never got the
word. My heart sank when | saw one of the
combat engineers at the .50. Willie, the
driver, wouldn’t cven look at me when 1
told him to drop the ramp. The inside was
a shamble of casings, links, cmpty ammo
boxes, spam cans and personal gear that
had gotten in the way. In the front on the
bench scat was Crum, pale white and
withont a helinet. | called Doc over. He
checked him ont and filled omt a
cvacnation tag whilc [ got the story from
the combat engineers. As they were
clearing the area, Crum was reloading the
50 when he fcll inside. His helmet had a
bullet hole in the front, with an exit hole at
the rear! Crum felt his head but found only
a tiny scratch. He put on the helmet and
went back to work. The bullet had traveled
around between the helmet and the liner to
exit at the rear. After firing another box or
two through his .50, the full gravity of
what could have happened sank in and he
stumped inside in deep shock. Doc got him
cvacuated, while I started barking orders to
the squad to cleanup the mess. They used
cntrenching 1ools to rake out the brass and
links. A Chaplin from 3/22 came by,
probably attracted by my NCO language,
and thanked uns for coming,

I got an inventory of ammo, 300
rounds of .30 remained. That meant we
went through 2,700 in less than a half
hour!!t At that point we werc called to

reinforce recon platoon. They had gone
out to recover the bodies from an L19
forward observer aircrafl that was shot
down during the battle. On the way they
encountered the retreating VC who were
still full of fight and took them on! That
turned out (o be a non-cvent bust with only
300 rounds of .50 1eft, our pucker factor
was way up there.

When we got back to FSB Gold
we found that the M88 VTR from the
2/34th Armor had scooped out a mass
grave. We got to do police call. 1 don’t
know who did the body count or how they
counted some of the pieces I threw in but
650 seems to be about right. 1 saw the
weapons pile aside the grave and decided
that this was the time to get a few
pictures. I always sent my film to be
developed, then home. Since they went
home, 1 never took any “hamburger”
pictures. This day was significant, so |
would break my standing rule. I reached
for my camera but it was gone! Both shirt
pocket buttons were still buttoned but 1
managed to push the cainera out when
crawling around. [t was inexpensive, tbut
I hope someone found it and got some use
from it.

We formed a perimeter near the
edge of woods for the night. We were
winding down when we got a call to take
cover, they were going to detonate an
unexploded bomb. There was a boom and
something big landed to our front. We
reported it and a half hour later we got
another Firc in the Hole. This time
everything went black as the concussion
swept over us. Not good for onr rattled
nerves.

At dusk, I got tagged (o take out
the Listening Post (LP). | wasn’t too keen
on that, we had heard that 3/22 had lost
most of their LP’s. 1 ended up with a
reinforced squad, complete with an M60
and 800 rounds. We were all very edgy.
As 1 chose a location, a trip flare went off
behind us. One fellow started back toward
thc APC’s. 1 got him stopped, but we
gritted our teeth waiting for the .50s to
open up. No one fired, even edgy they
kept their wits. The VC didn’t come back
that night, but they sent their mosquitoes.
Somehow we didn’t have any insect
repellant, so T passed around a can of
weapons oil as a substitute,

i This is about all I can remember
i of that day. If anyone has any pictures |
| would gladly pay for reproductions.
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There is one other story about this
battle that 1 haven't heard anyone
mention. Many months later, I was talking
to a fellow from 3/22 He said that at one
poinf that morning a B52 made a low pass
over 'SB Gold. It didn't drop anything,
| just flew by and pulled up into the clouds.
| My guess is that it was a pathfinder. By
flving over the battlefield and marking his

position, the others could sct their radar

bombing controls. 1 suggest that this was
the firal option Had FSB Gold been
overrun thic B52s would have be cleared in
to bomb. If anyonc can confirm this, one
wav or the other, I would like to know.

The VietNam Triple Deuce

At the Gettysbirg Reunton (Oct 97) the
Triple Deuce officially organized, clected
officers and authorized those officers to
make minor corrections to the by-laws. At
the Dallas Reunion (May 1999) the
Officers clected (or re-elected) of The
VietNam Triple Deuce were:

Bill Allison, President 8201 Harrogate
Hill. Montgomery. AL.36117 Tel 334-244-
0467 E-mail - ¢c6_222/abcelisouth. net

Al Wetzel. A-VP 65-15 Chaparral Ln,
l.ithonia. GA 30038 Tel 770-482-1865
E-mail - a6 _222bigred@mindspring.com

Bob Price, B-VP 1811 Gardenia Ave N,
North Merrick, NY 11566 Tel 516-623-
9253 F-Mail - bob222bcociaol.com

Gordon Kelley, C-VP Route 182 Box 216,
Cherrvficld, ME 04622 Tcl 207-546-2892
F-mail - gfkelleyeznemaing.com

Ed Schultz. HHC-VP 8043 Chaucer Dr,
Weekiwachee, FL 34607 Tcl 352-597-
1939 F-matl - sgatewav(zatlantic.nct

Eric Opsahl., Reccon-VP 5303 Dcnnis
Drive. McFarland, WI S3558 Tel 608-838-
4228 F-mail - epopsahl{@aol.com

Jim Nelson, Secrctary 815 N 9% S,
Lincoln. KS 67455 Tel 785-524-4697

Note: New Treasurer - Mail $10 dues
and make check payable to: John Lewis
1692 30" Ave, Saint Charles, TA 50240
Tel S15-396-2701

F-mail - jpkemmeli@nctins. net
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Kenn Smith, Judge Advocate PO Box
22012, Lchigh Valley, PA 18002 Tel 610-
264-7682

E-mail archstrect@cmail msn.com

Joe Ski Kasparzk, Chaplain PO Box 39,
Browns Mills, NJ 08015 Tel 609-893-3970

Trustees:
Jim Frost, John Miedema, Norman
Nishikubo, Jerry Rudisill, Teddy Manley,
John Clemente, Peter Holt & Bob Rossow

TRIPLE DEUCE DUES, (310.00) will be on a
yearly basts. If you have to ask if you paid, send
the ten bucks, because you didn’t! Send your
Ten Dollars (310.00) now if you haven't
already. It will assure you that you continue to
receive the newsletter and hopefully you will
find that one “buddy” that you’ve been thiking
about all these years.

Let me say that membership in the 22™ [ntantry
Regiment Socicty does not automatically make
you a member of the FietNam Triple Deuce, nor
does membership in the FietNam Triple Deuce
make you a member of the 22™ Infantry
Regiment Society. The FietNam Triple Deuce
is an association of men who fought in your
War.

Fach organization 1s a scparate entity, with
separate dues, cte. although the VietNam Triple
Deuce will always look to the 22™ IRS as sort
of a parent orgamization, although unofficially.

NOW, we, the VietNam Tniple Deuce, are just
about out of funds afler sending out the last
newsletter. This onc will definitely break the
bank.. If the majonty of you do not feel it 1s
necessary to contribute, whom do you think
should pay for you to continue receiving the
newsletters, We are mailing i cxcess of 420
newsletters now, while less than 45 men have

paid therr  dues, and 3 of
them. ...........contnbuted $200+ cach.
Maybe you don’t want to receive the

newsletters; if so pleasc just drop me a line and
we'll stop sending them. We have attempted to
maintained a policy that we wanted everyone to
receive one, regardless if they could afford to
pay the $10 dues or not, but we just can’t keep
subsidizing 300+ people.

REMEMBIR, we cncourage everyone to join
both, THIE 22% INFANTRY REGIMENT
SOCIETY and TIN FIETNAM TRIPLE
DEUCE ASSOCIATION.

From Bill Schwindt
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Editor’s Note: Bill served with C3/22
and has located over 1000+ men who
served in VietNam. He has helped many
of us get started in the “locating”
business, and for that we shall be ever
grateful. Bill not only finds the 3/22
men, but probably is closing in on 100
2/22 men by now. He’s the best friend
the Triple Deuce could ever have.

Guys & Gals,

Not cverything that T send out to
you has to be about VietNam.

Patti (Bill’s wifc) sings in our
folk Choir at church and they sang one of
my favorite songs today, "Parable”. It was
madc popular quite a number of years
back but was in Christian church’s music
books way before that, and of coursc
coines from Holy Scripture. Just thought
I'd share some of the words with you
today....

“To everything there is a season, a time (o
be born and a time to die, a time to plant
and a time for harvest, a time to mee! and
a time to part, a time to speak and a time

Jor silence, a time to wound and a time to

heal, a time for joy and a time for
grieving, atime to seek and a time to lose.

To everything there is a season.”
Love Always,

Bill Schiwindt C3/22 12/65 - 9/67
7415 SE 32™ Street Portland, OR 97202
503-777-319 E-mail c322locate@aol .com

Another from Cruciano

From: "Pat Cruciano"
<phcruciano(@rcn.com>

To: <vietvet222@juno.com>

Date: Mon, 20 Scp 1999 12:51:45 -0700
Subject: Hello from Virginia Beach

Hello John:

I'm finatly on line and having a great time
getting in touch with long-lost buddics
from both of the companies I served with.
Yesterday 1 got a call from the C.O. of the
first outfit I was with, A/1/5, Captain Bill
Pelfrey, a great guy. 1 was fortunate to
have two (out of 3) great company
commanders. Of coursc, Captain Bill
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Allison was one of them What a thrill it
has heen for me (o have spoken with them
ter en many vears

Pinatly fonnd John Shon's e-mail address
md will be writing to him next. 1 found
himover i year apo on a friend's computer
md e-mailed him. Since I didn't have a
maodern svetem at that time, he wrote me
vin snatt mail, bt 1 tost his letter (much
to-my chagrim) beforc 1 conld reply. One
day in Iy of '67 he and [ were on an O.P
near Soni Da and were bored and hungry.
So T gathered a few ears of corn that were
prowing in 3 nearby field Afier boiling
them (repeatedly) in a steel pot over some
€1 thev were still too tough for human
consnmption because it was horse corn!
We ate them anvhow  because we were
HARD ORTA

Pat Creiaimn

IN MEMORY OF
A 2722 KIA’s

Fary Allen Riee 1 1/04/66

Altred Frederiek Alvarado 09/01/67
Foarl Rusael] (‘obh 09/04/67
Michael David De Camp a9/04/67
Clarence art Drakes 09/04/67
Donald onn Me Alister 09/04/67
William I'ugene Hargrove 09/05/67
I awrence Adam Woyceik 10/14/67
Clavton Arthim Martin 10/16/97
Catbert Thomas Reanpre 10/25/67
Ronnld Denan King 111967
Stephen lohn Whipple 12/15/67
Fedwaul | Clemmon 12/18/67
Hopson Covington 12/29/67
Freddie Andry 13lackbum O1/0K8/68
’heton Flerman Cole O1/08/68
Robhett Ristey Prver 01/26/68
Farry Bonelas King, (2/04/28
Brmes "Hhomas Daves 02/15/68
| eater Freeman ()2/15/68
Clyde Richard MeAfee 02/15/68
Marral MeDamel) 02/15/08
Richard 12 Rocworth 02/15/68
Robert S Hntehimeon 02/16/68
levome Richard Kelh 2/16/68
Roper Prde Pyne 02/16/68
Russell Tnbbard Comish 04/12/6%
Richard Allen Fstrada 04/13/68
Lichnrd Pepnero 04/13/68
Stanlev Spikes 04/13/68
ieoree Coleman 05/13/68

05/13/08
05/13/68
0%/11/68
0R/19/68
00/19/68

loseph Anpel Menn

M Midket

Yonakd lozeph Hertriek
Yenmts | e MeCormick
Mitham Richard Tarner ©
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James Allan Ascher
Dantel Inzarry-Acevedo
John Emery Bladek
Joseph Lawrence LLogan Ir
David Rockwel Crocker Ir
Jerry N Creasy

Roberto Cervantes Duenas
John David Duncan
William Michacl MacKay
George William Pearson Jr
Kenneth Edwnrd Heath
Roger John Flynn

Robert John Zonne Jr
David Frank Santa-Cruz

Passed Away at Home
Larry G Travis

IN MEMORY OF
B 2/22 KIA’s

Raymond Albert Bizzell
George ] lenry Haddox
Ienry Wayne Webster
Sidney Uel Goodin

Gordon William Stark
Fdward Eugene Fortenberry
Ronald Grant Doc Mottishaw
William Raymond Sanders
Kenneth Ray Anderson
David Paul Coveny
Anderson Turner

Robert 1.ewis Campbell
Thonas Michael Ross
Steven PPaul Linna

Terry Leo Tramor

Joseph Pat Strippoli Jr
Dan Page Vannoy

John Michael O Farrell
Thomas Alexander Becker
Dawvid Glenn [Lovitt
Kenneth Michael Yrain
Williain Howard Keeler
Alvin Grimes

Raymond Richard Schrifrin
Donald 1lenry McMains Jr
John Michael Davis
Raymond P Miller 11
Anthony Jack Carincer
I'razier Thomas Iixon

Passed Away at Home
Arthur A Top Wemer

IN MEMORY OF
C 2/22 -KIA’s

Joseph Consette

Johnny A Chambers
Douglas I Sullivan
Michael Raymond Ishman
James lissary

Fdward Ralph Glenn Ir

01/08/69
03/08/69
04/25/69
05/12/69
05/17/69
08/19/69
08/19/69
08/19/69
08/19/69
08/19/69
10/31/69
12/18/6%9
04/20/70
05/30770

04/16/99

01/13/67
01/13/67
01/13/67
02/06/67
02/06/67
02/16/67
02/16/67
02/23/67
07/07/67
09/30/67
11/11/67
01/01/68
02/02/68
02/04/68
03/13/68
03/17/68
05/13/68
01/14/69
03/06/69
03/06/69
03/11/69
03/24/69
05/13/69
06/11/6Y
08/09/69
08/16/69
00/21/69
11/7206/69
12/03/69

10/16/98

/19766
01/08/67
01/08/67
MN2/67
0111767
01/17/67

Gerry Wayne 1awson
Peter Barbera

Mark Delane Holte

Ois Lewrs

Merrill Andrew McKillip
Charles Paul Pohlman
Rex Wheller Highfill

RC Perry Jr

Danicl Paul Donnellan
Dennis Richard Morrelt
Thomas Duane 1tter
Gary Eugene Whipple
Joseph Manuel Aragon
lidward Roy [ukert

Larry Arthur Merrili
Jackie Lidward Trosper
Dennis Rex Estes

John A Gibson

Robert Lucian MIynarski
Robert Andrew Van Patten
William Carey Janes
Thomas (i Bernardy (Doc)
Jack Wayne Miller
Willie Petty Jr

Anderson Linwood Ruderson
Kenneth Joscph Grass]
Joel Kenton Brown

Lytell B Christian

David Kenneth Ditch
Todd Iiarl Swanson (1Doc)
John Fdward Nelson
Benjamin Allen Honeyeutt
Andrew 1, Verder

Emest Lee Elliott

Farry R Kennann (Doc)
Sidney Chester Squires
David Lynn Stockinan
August Ferrel Bolt
Robert Charles Dickinson
Fred V Jurado

Williain Rieves Cumry
Sam Joseph Favata
William Scott Watts
Gary Norman Whipple
l.eon Ray Brooks

David Vernon Adams
Dwane Lonnie Adams
Paul Arron Stone

Phillip Baily

Thomas Poldino

Robert Glenn Sekva
Duane Alan Clefisch
Iirnie [ee Wallen

Gary Patrick Hevshberger
John R Naughton Jr

Jack William Pomeroy
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02/08/67
02/10/67
02/10/67
02/10/67
02/10/67
02/10/67
02112/67
02/13/67
02/18/67
03/20/67
03/23/67
04/08/67
04/18/67
06/11/67
09/02/67
09/30/67
11/25/67
11/25/67
11/25/67
11725/67
12720167
01/02/68
01/02/68
01/02/68
01/13/68
01/29/68
02/18/68
03/13/68
03/13/68
03/13/68
04/13/68
05/02/68
05/13/68
06/20/68
06/20/68
06/20/68
06/20/68
07/01/68
07/01/68
07/01/68
07/06/68
07721/68
11/21/68
12/04/68
12/17/68
01/14/69
01/14/69
01/14/69
01/14/69
03/11/69
03/11/69
06/11/69
0R/30/69
OR/30/69
11/25/69
11/25/69

11725169

*M* - Awarded Medal of Honor

Pasced Away at Home

John W tilsmeirer 67-68
Steven B Tyler 66-67
Jun Wagner 66-67

12/04/77
01/01/88
07/29/96
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Robert I, Ked Dodd 67-08 04/01/96
James D Sammy Kay It 67-68 09/18/98
Donald Shackett 7?2 UNGT

IN HONOR OF

D 2/22 KIA’s

Walter Sturgeon 02/23/69

IN HONOR OF

HHC 2/22 KIA’s
James Brannon Doc Meek 11/28/67
Wavne T homas [oc Provencher 05/10/68

IN HONOR OF

RECON 2/22 KIA’s

Michael Gerald Peterson 10126166
Thomas Ralph Murphy 1 H/06/66
William David Doc T.ambert 12/07/66
Frank Monroe Murphy 12/07/66
Michact Francis Smith 03/18/G67
FHouston Clittord Box Ir 01/02/68
Marvin Dewavn Canterbury 02/23/68
fames Fredenck Uttermark 02/23/68

IN HONOR OF
TRIPLE DEUCE (2/22) KIA’s
WHOSE COMPANY IS
UNKNOWN at PRESENT

John Gavlealon Davis 11/24/67
Millard Wade Farbro 11/24/67
Richard Howard Parker 11/24/67
Raymond Peres 11724/67
William John Tschum 11/24/67
Carl Leonard Carlson 04/12/68
Rockford Grey Pverett 04/12/68
Toseph William Short 04/13/68

Perhaps someone who reads this
can shed more light on what Company
these men were with.

Please, if vou think there arc
more KIA’s than I have listed, please let
me know and also if you think | have
someone listed who does not belong, let
me know that. Also, if you are aware of
any men who passed away afler returning
from VietNam. plcase send me the
information

I"d like to thank cach and cvery
man who, for the past 2 years have
contributed to the addition of names to our
KIA list. Fven though thesc mcn have
their names etched on the Wall, by listing
them here in our newsletter: it reminds us
4 times a vear to stop and reflect on their
sacrifice and how truly fortunate the rest of
us are to be alive.

Thank vou - John Eberwine

Together Then..............
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Ten Rules for Dating My
Daughter

From Pat Cruciano C2/22

Rule Onc: If you pull into my driveway and
honk you'd better be delivering a package,
because you're sure not picking anything
up.

Rule Two: You do not touch my daughter
in front of me. You may glance at her, so
long as you do not peer at anything below
her neck. If you cannot keep your eyes or
hands off of my daughter's body, 1 will
rernove them.

Rulc Threc: 1 ain aware that 1t is
considercd fashionable for boys of your age
to wear their trousers so loosely that they
appear to be falling off their hups. Pleasc
don't take this as an insult, but you and all
of your friends are complete idiots. Still, |
want to be fair minded about this issue, so
1 proposc this compromise:

You may come o thc door with
vour undcrwear showing and your pants
ten sizes too big, and 1 will not object.
However, in order to cnsure that your
clothes do not, in fact, come off during the
course of vour date with my daughter, 1
will take my clectric nail gun and fastcn
vour trousers securely in place to your
waist.

Rule Four; I'm sure you've been told that in
today's world, scx without utilizing a
"barricr method" of some kind can kill you,
Let me elaboratc, when it comes to scx, 1
am the barrier, and 1 will kill you.

Rule Five: It 1s usually understood that in
order for us to get to know each other, we
should talk about spors, politics, and other
issues of the day. Please do not do this.
The only information | require from you is
an indication of when you expect to have
my daughter safcly back at my housc, and
the only word [ nced from you on this
subject 1s "carly."

! Rule Six: I have no doubt you are a popular

fcllow, with many opportunities to date
other girls. This is fine with mc as long as
it is okay with my daughtcr. Otherwise,
once you have onc out with my little girl.
vou will continue to date no onc but her

i announce in a clear voice that you have
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until she is finished with you. 1f you make
her cry, 1 will make you cry.

Rule Seven; As you stand in my front
hallway, waiting for my daughter to
appear, and morc than an hour goes by, do
not sigh and fidget. If you want to be on
time for the movie, you should not be
dating. My daughter is putting on her
makeup, a process that can take longer
than painting thc Golden Gate Bridge.
Instead of just standing there, why don't
you do something uscful, like changing
the oil in my car?

Rule Eight; The following places are not
appropriatc for a date with my daughter:
Placcs where there are beds, sofas. or
anything softer than a wooden stool.
Placcs wherc there arc no parents,
policcmen, or nuns within cyesight. Places
where therc is darkness. Places where
there is dancing, holding hands, or
happiness. Places wherc the ambient
lemperature is warin enough to induce my
daughter to wear shorts, tank tops, midnift
T-shirts, or anything other than overalls,
a sweater, and a goose down parka --
zipped up to her throat. Movies with a
strong romantic or sexual theme arc to be
avoided; movics which features chain
saws are okay. Hockey games are okay.
Old folks homes are better.

Rule Nine: Do not lie to me. | may appcar
1o be a potbellied, balding, middle-aged,
dim witted has-been. But on issues
rclating to my daughter, I am the
all-knowing, merciless God of your
universe. [f [ ask you where you are going
and with whom, you have one chance to
tcll e the truth, the whole truth and
nothing but the truth. [ have a shotgun, a
shovel, and five acres behind the house.
Do not triflc with me.

Rulc Ten: Be afraid. Be very afraid. It
takes very little for me to mistake the
sound of your car in the driveway for a
chopper coming inover a rice paddy near
Hanoi.

When my Agent Orange starts
acting up, the voices in my head
frequently tell me to clean the guns as 1
wait for you to bring my daughter home.
As soon as you pull into the driveway you
should exit your car with both hands in
plain sight. Speak the perimeter password,
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hronght mv daughter home safely and
carly then retirn to vonr car -- there 1s no
needd for von to come inside.  ‘The
camonflaeed face at the window is mine,

Noah's Ark...If it happened in
2000
From: anrdvarkiesithawaii net (1. ARRY
PECETTAM)
Fo vietvetjjerraol.com (John Eherwine)

And the Lord spoke to Noah and
<oid "In <ix months I'm going to make it
e until the whole earth is covered with
water nnd all the evil people are destroyed.
Rut Lwant 1o save a few pood people, and |
two of cvery kind of living thing on the |
planet I am commanding you to build an
Ark." And in a flash of lightning, He
delivered the specifications for an Ark.

"Okav." said Noah, trembling
with fear and fumbhing with the blueprints.
"Six months and it starts o min,"
thundered the Lord "You'd better have
the Ark completed. or learn to swim for a
very long fime " Six months passed, the
skies ctonded up and rain began to fall.
I'he Tored saow that Noah was sitting in his
front yard. weeping. And there was no
Atk "Noah!" shouted the Lord, "Where is
the Ark?"

“1ord. please forgive me!" beggod
Noal "1 did mv best But there were big
problems First, [ had to get a building
permit for the Ark constniction  project,
and vour plans didn't imeet code. 1 had to
hire an engineer 1o redraw the plans, Then
I got 1nto 1 big fight over whether or not
the Ark needed a fire sprinkler system.”
my neighbor objected,
clanning 1 was violating zoning by
building the Ark in my front yard, | had to
get a variance from the city planning |
comnission Then 1 had problems getting
enongh wood for the Ark. becanse there
was a ban on cutting trees to save the
spotted owl T had 1o convince the U.S. |
Fish and Wildlife that | needed the wood |
to save the pwls But they wonldn't let me
eateh any awds So, no owls "

“The carpenters formed a union
and went ont on strike | had to negotiate |
a seftiement with the National Labor
Relations Board before anyone wonld pick
1p A caw or hammer Now we have Sixteen
carpenters going on the boat, and still no
owls Then ! started gathering up animals,
and pot ened by an animal rights group.

|

"Then
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They objected to me taking only two of
cach kind.

“Just when 1 got the suit
dismissed, EPA notified me that I couldn't
completec the Ark without filing an
environmental impact statement on your
proposed flood.”

"They didn't take kindly to the

idea that they had no junsdiction over the
conduct of a Supreme Being. Then the
Army Corps of Engincers waated a map of
the proposed new flood plain. So J scnt
them a globe. Right now, I'm still trying to
resolve a complaint from the Equal
Employment Opportunity  Comumission
over how many Croatians I'm supposed to
hirc." "The IRS has scized all my assets,
claiming I'm trying to avoid paying taxes
by leaving the country. And I just got a
notice from the staic about owing them
some kind of use tax. 1 really don't think [
can finish the Ark for at least another five
years,” Noal wailed.
: The sky began to clear. The sun
began to shine. A rainbow arched across
the sky. Noah looked up and smiled, "You
mean von're not going to destroy the
carth?" Noah asked hopefully.

"No," said thc Lord sadly, "The
government already has!"

AP Bis 6
The Penalty of Being “NEW”
By John Clemente

One of the most important facts
that I can rememnber about my service in
VietNam was the Great Problem of being

| the “New Guy”. As the newly arrived

Platoon Leader of 2 Pltn. Co C 2/22 Inf
(Mech) this was immediatcly and
abundantly clear. The battle-tested platoon
which [ had inherited from Gordon Kelley

| who had superbly led them at FSB Bun

(Soni Cut) was I am sure weary of the new
LT

The problems of trying to learn
the ropes on the min were impossible for

. anyone whether he be a Private or a

General Officer. There was no state-side
training that could adequately prepare you
for this. other maybe cxtended service in
Central America. 1 fortunatcly had help
from Gordon and Bill Allison, onr
Company CO.

Somehow, it started to work out
because where 1 lacked the experience my
guys picked up the slack. This cven with
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|
|

fact that not one of my daily functioning
corp had more than two years military
experience. The Real Platoon Sergeant
was on extended Emergency Leave in the
States. 1 would never neet the man as |
was wounded before his return.

I was lucky with the help of my
RTO, Jeff Condit, my Acting Pltn Sgt
Dave Ditch, John Eberwine and Charlie
Loveless (1o name a few) we were getting,
through this. For others they weren’t so
lucky.

In the second or third week of
February 1968, the Company was ardered
10 makc a sweep of Michelin Rubber
Plantation 1o the East of Dau Tieng Base
Camp. Our move out will be the subject of
another story so I won'’t touch this now.

Having laagered in the Michelin
overnight, and had a couple of RPG’s
fired on us, we were moving back to Dau
Tieng the next morning where we were (o
set up a blocking position as John
Lashbrook Platoon (as my memory of 30
plus year serves me) was to sweep the
vicinity of AP Bis 6. This hamlet of
rubber workers was thought to be a base
for the VC/NVA who had fired on the
Company and becn mortaring the base
camp.

As onec of the Third platoon
squads was searching a wooded section
North of the village there was a
tremendous explosion. A recently arrived
NCO had triggered a concealed booby-
trapped 105MM round. He and another
man were badly injured. Another man,
also a recently arrived NCO, rushed
forward to assist the injured men and
tripped another booby-trap badly injuring
him.

John Lashbrook quickly cleared
lanes to the casualties and evacuated them
to the road and Medevac. These two
NCO’s probably had less than two weeks
in the company but probably more time in
the Army, with few exceptions, than most
of the people in the ficld that day. The
penalty of being “NEW™ was a terrible
penalty for some, and unfair for others.

These men had come to us
dircctly from units in Germany where they
performed with the required skills of
Conventional Soldiers as their rank and
time in service would indicate. But in
VietNam, their skills were as useless as
Snow Over Whites until they could orient
themsclves to the conditions and
requirements. Thrce or four days of
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Division Orientation School were far from
adequatce. casualtics.. the penalty of being
“NEW” I am sure with advice of their
fcllow soldiers. they would have gotten

their feet on the ground in a couple more |

days. Unfortunately therc were never
cnough people and never enough time.

As | observed this scene of
carmage. 1 realized a large group of
villagers were quite agitated and in fact
cheering that these men were casualtics.
My Platoon was outraged and as one of my
50 Cal Gunners swung his gun around and
pulled back the charging handle, I knew
that this was going to get ugly. | juinped
up on the track and restrained the gunner
but knew that this was going to be bricf
unless this taunting group of villagers was
shut up.

My RTQ, Jeff Condit, reminded
me we had about a dozen CS (Year Gas)
Grenades in my track. We retrieved them
and Jefl, Dave Ditch and 1 tossed a
Grenade at the crowd. In about a minute
the then angry and coughing, villagers
were fleeing the scene back into the
village This village that | would later find
out had voted Communist since the 19207
and probably had cvery right to dislike our
presence But to expect our men to listen

to their taunts as their comrades lay |
impossible to

severelv  wounded was
accept.

[ believe those CS Grenades saved
anumber of those villager’s lives given the
provocation of their actions. The sweep
continued with the only result being that
we found locations where 82MM base
plates had Ieft their impressions. We
returned 1o Dau Tieng that evening not
knowing the fate of the wounded men.

As we closed ou the Base Camp |
couldn’t help but think how lucky another
NEW GUY™, myselt, was that day. If
those men could have been just a little
morc aware and a little more cautious. ...
but in the panic of war, it's just the Penalty
of Being New:

P S - Ap Bis 6 was the location
of muncrous Mortar and Rocket Attacks
on Dan Tieng. 1 was told ycars later that it
was finally bombed and destroyed.

Tolin N. Clemente 194 County Road
Teuafly NJ 07670 Tel 201-541-4090
2™ Platoon Leader
Co C 2/22 1/68-3/68

Together Then. ... ..
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Stan Top Winkler

Editor’s Note: Bill and Martha John
Allison felt that it was time for a special
tributc to Stan 7op Winkler, Stan was the
First Sergeant for Charlie Company 2/22
from Sep *67 to mid ‘68. Marth John asked
Georgia to send some mformation about
Stan’s carcer, so Georgia scnt a letter, I
decided to just include the entire letter.

Dear Bill and Martha John,

Sorry we are so late in saying
thanks for the fresh pecans that we
received before Christmas.  We truly
cnjoyed thesn.

Wc arc both busier than ever -
still baby sitting 7 grandchildren 2 days a
week. Stan is helping build a bathroom for
an clderly couple in our church as they had
no bathroom on the first floor, and he can
no longer climb steps. The Pastor of our
church calls on Stan ofien; as he knows he
is retired and will tackle most anything!

Stan wrote the inforimation you
wanted and 1 will copy and send to you and
Bill; vou fcel free to use any part of it you
want for the newsletter.

[ was drafied at the end of WW2.
1 took Infantry Basic Training at Camp
Robinson, AK early 1945 and then I was
scnt 1o Japan. [ was therc until February
1949. Went to Ft. Lawton, WA. and was
discharged. 1 went back to my old job on
the New York Central Railroad. 1 kept
thinking about going back into the Ariny.
My family tried to talk me out of the idea.

In 1950, the Korean War broke
out. 1 went to Detroit and signed up. I lef
in three days and within 30 days I was in
Korea. Spent one vear there and then was
assigned to Ft. Leonardwood, MO
stockade. There, I met my wife, Georgia.
1 was there for one year then went back to
Korea with Co. L. 35" [nf. 25" Division. |
had a rough tour..... just before I left; 1 was
on a platoon size OP (observation post)
Myself, a platoon leader and the rest of the
platoon.

The next morning, 12 of us
walked off. During the night we took 250
mortar rounds in, plus small arms firc. 1
was recommended for the Silver Star, but
never heard the results.

In 1953, I went back to the Statcs

and was discharged. 1 stayed out for 30
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days, went back to MO and re-enlisted.
Georgia and | got married that year.

In 1954, | trausferred to Detroit.
1 was in charge of the Armed Forccs
Police Detachinent for one year. 1n 1955,
I had orders for Ft. Greely, Alaska and
was an instructor at the Cold Weather and
Mountain School. There, [ taught Arctic
Survival and Mountain climbing. In 1957,
I went to Ft. Benning, GA Infantry
School. 1 was with the Leadership
Committee and acting SGT Major. In
1960, went back to Korea with the 17rh
Infantry. In 1961, 1 went to Ft
Leonardwood, MO as a Drill Instructor
and from there, 1 went to St Paul,
Minncsota as an Instructor at ROTC. In
1967, | went to VietNam assigned to the
4™ Infantry, however, they wanted to
assign me to the G-2 Section. 1 told them
my orders werce for First Sergeant with a
linc Company and if they had no
openings, send me back home. 'The next
day, [ had orders for the 23" Infantry
Division and CHARLIE COMPANY
2/22. 1 retired in May, 1970 with “25”
YEARS, 6 MONTHS AND 7 DAYS of
SERVICE,

I received “3” bonuses from the
state of Michigan- WW2 - KOREA
~VIETNAM.

I reccived the Combat Infantry
Badge (CIB) KOREA. CIB VIETNAM,
and have the GLIDER WINGS.

Trust we will see you all really soon,
Lovingly - Stan and Georgia Winkler

Editor’s Note: Thanks to Bill and Martha
John Allison and Georgia Winkler for
sending this 1o s,

And, to Stan The Man . ... ... ... ...
T hanks for Being There in WWIL when

my Uncles were there.......... T hanks for
Being There in Korea, when my Cousins
were there......... and Most Definitely,
Tlmnks for Being There, in VictNam,
when | was Theret ... John Eberwine

Soui Tre - The Painting
From: James Jim D. Nelson C 27 221

I arnved in VietNam in August
1967, about 5 months after the battle of
Fire Support Basc Gold. at Soui Tre in
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Tay Ninh Provinee. A sense of urgency
and tension was still in the air as Captain
Bill Allison took over command of Charlic
Company 2""Rn 22™ Inf 25" Division.

Snpply seemed limnited. [ was
1ssued 1 dented helmet, a rifle that did not
fimction becanse it had been damaged ina
previons ambush. no cleaning rod, and a
flak acket obtained from a pile of used
and discarded equipment  In other words,
as we nsed to joke. an all-expense-paid
vacation to Sontheast Asia

It Frost. an eightecn-year-old
buck serpeant. was my squad leader. He
had already neged and looked older than |
At tweatv-three  Serpeant Kay, a Korean
War veteran was onr 3 platoon serpeant.
One thing that 1 noticed about Kay, Frost,
and o onmber of others in the company
wis their faces: they looked as though they
bad not <lept mnch and had a hannted and
elassy atares | had seen that look 1 a
pamting by Howard Pvle of 1 World War
I soldier ot the end of a trench | staring into
the night

C'harlie Company was equipped
with fracks armored personnel carners,
with S0-caliber machine guns in their
turrets  In the battle of Sout Tre it had
heen the leading rescue unit that saved its
sigter hattalion

In the jungle | saw endless
ambichee firefights, Iandmine explosions,
and nipht patrols: we dug twilight foxholes
that filled with water immediately in the
constant rain - As I worked with them, |
renlized that the men 1 was serving with
had witneceed hell itse!f Suoi Tre, March
)I 1067

I have painted a scenario that is a
memaorial to those I served with and to the
American soldiers of the 3 Brigade, 25"
Infantry Diviston, who. some dying, some
enrviving. took part in that engagement,
Alter the war, veterans sent me their
photographs  and  descriptions. 1
remembered what had been described to
me by members of my company. My
purpse was to create a chronicle of battle.

Fhe battle took place in an oval
vlearing Uransported to Fire Suppord
Nase Giold by helicopter the day before
were three batteries of 10Smm howitzers
and 1500 infantrymen of the 3
Bripade +hmost all - voung draflees The

the

assanlt Tacted fort honrs

In the painting waves of North
Vietnamese soldiers are overrunning the
perimeter of the American firehase. There

individual poriraits

. Together Again!.....__.... Thanks for Being There & Welcome Home!

was a fot of hand-to-hand fighting. M-16
rifles jammned; at the right of the pamnting
a soldier was swinging one of thesc.
Company B 3" 22™ is in the forcground.
A quad-fifly machine gun is being turned
around by the enemy to be fired on the
1J.S. batteries. Licutenant Colonel John
Vessey's howitzers were being leveled to
fire on the oncoming enemy.

At least 2 500 scasoned North
Vietnamese troops of the 271* NVA
Rcgiment carried out the attack. Some of
these are shown in the lower foregronud,
unicasling an unrelenting bayonet,

grenade, and hand-to-hand assault,
flooding cven into the howitzer
cmplaccment.  Toward the cnd of the

' battle, American units were down to their

very last rounds of ammunition.

I tried 1o capture the fantastically
fierce defense by the inexperienced
Amcrican troops, and have included at
least fourtecn portraits of actual members
of Company B 3™ 22™. The last minute
appearance of a come-to-the-rescue column
of tracks from C 2™ 22™ and tanks is
shown at left.

If the battle had been lost, the
North Victnamese and Viet Cong could
have claimed a latter-day battle of the
magnitude of the Litle Big Horn. A
Communist victory, so desperately needed,
would certainly have further dispirited an
already divided and embattled American
populace. It might have demanded that its
army be withdrawn from South VictNam,
leaving North VietNam and its Cormmunist
allies in control of the South without
shedding any more blood. But the opposite
took place. 1 have painted it in an alla
prima style.

The numerically  weak,
inexperienced 3™ Brigade defeated a inuch
larger, morc seasoned force. 1 try to honor
and show what they had not taken into
acconnt: thc stitl-surviving  spirit,
inventiveness, and valor of an American
youth that - somctimes foolishly, but
élwavs bravely - took up the call to arms.
Four hundred and fifty U.S. soldiers beat

© back twenty-five hundred Viet Cong and

North Victnamese, with thirty-one
Americans killed in action and eight
hundred enemies killed.

Editor’s Note: Jim Nclson has painted
well over thirty (30) oil paintings
representative of battles scenes as well as
of men, all as they

Qctober 31, 1999

were in the 1967 to 1970 era. What you
have just read is Jim's description as to
how he came about painting The Battle of
Soui [re. Jim has done paintings of The
Battle of Vire Base Burt (ak.a. Soui Cut
Jan 1-2, 1968), Good Friday (Apr 12,
1968), The Battle of Ap Cho (Feb R-18,
1968) and many more. He has painted
Medal of Honor winners and the grunis
who fought the war. Jim has had
numerous showings of his works of art
through out the country. If you ever have
an opportunity to attend one of his
showings, you will come away feeling as
though you had been transported back in
time.

If you are interested in obtaining an
original Jim Nelson painting or a print or
prints of his extraordinary work, you can
receive a brochure by contacting Jim at:
James D Nelson - Combat Artist
C 2™ 22 25" Diy 8/67-11/68
815 N 9™ Street Lincoln, KS 67455-
1505 Tel 785-524-4697

Do You Know Her Dad?

Date: Fri, 22 Oct 1999 01:41:33 0700
To Gary Krek: (Webrmnaster),

[ stumbled onto the website while
researching for information on my father's
VietNam experience. | ran across the story
by James Hardin, and 1 believe that he
scrved with my dad.

My dad is . PFC Donald Brady. He was
in Charlic 2™ 22™ in 1967. Is there any
way to forward this message to Mr.
Hardin? 1 would really like to see if he
knew my dad, and if there is anything else
[ can learn from him. My name is
Suzanne Brady-Bullock My email address
18; realcheesecake{@wa. freei.net

[ would be very grateful for any assistance
you can provide. Thanks, I really enjoyed
the web site.  Suzanne Brady-Bullock
e e 30 S ORS00 e e e
And so cnds another VietNam Triple
Deuce Newsletter. Folks, please help me
make this mnewsletter....... the Never
Inding Story......... send those articles and
stories, and Ladies ... .yonur feelings about
what the gathering together of men has
meant to you and your family! - Thanks!!
John Eberwine, Editor




