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Dear Fellow Lancers, 

This is our third issue for this year and our seventh issue 
total. I have enjoyed putting together every issue. 

I had indicated in the first issue that the newsletter 
would be a reflection of the readers. Indeed most of the 
content comes from reader contributions. A large percent-
age of the submissions come from the online group. I 
would very much like to see more stories from our offline 
compatriots. I encourage everyone to send your stories 
and will be happy to transcribe any material sent to me. 
These do not need to be “War” stories in the bang bang 
shoot’em up and crash sense. I would be interested in 
submissions from the support personnel. Let us know 
what your tour experiences were.  

Some feedback from both the online and offline group 
would be appreciated. Do you like the newsletter content? 
Is there anything you would like to see added or removed? 
How many family members read the newsletter? Should I 
edit the stories to provide a “G” rating? What parts do you 
like the best or least?  

My postal and e-mail addresses are on the back cover. 

PTSD. Most of us carry a certain amount of emotional 
baggage from our tour in Viet Nam. Finding the Lancer 
group or another compatriot seems to be the catalyst for 
an unexpected emotional rollercoaster ride. This is an out 
of the blue, kick in the seat of the pants, knock your hat 
in the creek experience. A sweet and sour kind of thing, 
the elation of finding the group and the outpouring of bot-
tled up emotions from thirty years ago. Certainly the per-
centages of sweet and sour varies with the individual. 
However, it is not uncommon to spend some time on the 
emotional rollercoaster. 

David and I will be devoting a portion of a future newslet-
ter to PTSD issues. We are interested in your thoughts 
and experiences. Please send your comments to David. 
You can remain anonymous if you wish. His postal and e-
mail addresses are on the back cover. 

Gary Whitty 

Lancer 28 

Editorial  
by David Mussey and Gary Whitty 
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Hello again everyone. Going to try and make this a short 
message this time as I still have much to do to prepare for 
the upcoming reunion. So far, two reunions have passed 
and it sounds like everyone is enjoying themselves. There 
is a report on the VHPA reunion by Lanny Ruck on the 
Lancer Homepage, with plenty of pictures (would you ex-
pect any less from Lanny), and I’m guessing that at least 
the text portion will appear in this edition of the newslet-
ter. I haven’t heard from anyone who has attended the 
VHCMA reunion. So if you did, please write a little report 
and send it to Gary W  and me for publishing. 
 
I’m very much looking forward to seeing many of you 
again at the Lake party and/or the SA reunion of the 
101st Abn Association. Our annual Lancer Association 
meeting will be held at the reunion in SA as well. I will 
try and get someone to take good notes on the meeting 
and have a report for the next newsletter. For those that 
can’t make it this year, you will be missed and I hope you 
can attend a reunion next year. One of the issues for our 
meeting will be about a 158th reunion for next year. I 
thank all for their survey input about that reunion.   
 
Those that are electronically connected can check for up-
dates on the homepage each week. And thanks to all who 
are downloading the newsletter. It is a big help. 
 
Our fund is currently sitting at $812.19 thanks to the 
many of you who have made contributions and/or bought 
items that have been donated and support the fund. 
 
God bless you all and hope to see you soon. 
 
 Dave Mussey 
Lancer 653 CE 

David Gary 



Mail Call 

Comments from the readers. 
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From: "james morikawa" <j.morikawa@gte.net> 

To: "lancer653ce" <lancer653ce@earthlink.net> 

Sent: Monday, May 07, 2001 4:55 AM 

Hi, 

Good to see my friend Charles Kalani on your Lancer site.  
I went to basic training with him in 69.  Later we went to 
Ft. Rucker, but different classes.  In 1970 I flew with 
Charlie Company 158th Avn (phoenix) as a doorgunner 
and crewchief.  Funny how I met Charles at a USO show. 
. . Camp Evans.  Small world!     I was later transfered to 
Phu Bai, and flew with 101 Avn, Company C,  Black 
widows.  I did only one tour, 11 months.  Never saw my 
friend after that. 

There is a Vietnam Meriomal near the State Capital.  
Charles' name is pretty easy to find . . . I believe he was 
about the last to give his life . . . from Hawaii. . . . or was 
the last. 

I know he grew up in Paia Town,  a really nice place on 
the island of Maui. 

Friends and Vietnam,  memories . . . hard to hold back 
tears, ain't it. Thanks for remembering a good friend. 

Remember the training area called, Serts, or something 
like that?  At Camp Evans.  I recall once the doorgunner 
requesting our pilot to low level over the building (where 
FNGs were eating). . . drops a CS grenade on the roof. . . 
that was pretty cruel . . . but in ways funny. That was a 
crazy war! 

Yeah, the white dot on the tail boom . . . I remember that!   
Yeah lancers. 

James Morikawa 

Mr. Mussey, 
 
My father, George Small, flew with your unit in the early 
70s. 
 
I'm currently the Art Director at the Dothan Eagle in 
Dothan, AL. I received my bachelors in journalism in 
1996 from Auburn University. 
 
Over the past few months (actually, most of my life), I 
have become fascinated with the stories and adventures 
(if you will) of the helicopter pilots during the Vietnam 
conflict ... especially those who flew in I Corps. 

 
This fascination has led me to begin research into sto-
ries and units from I Corps with the main objective of 
completing a screenplay. There have been several mov-
ies about grunts and infantry during the conflict, but 
none about those who I hold dearly to heart, the pilots. 
After visiting the Lancer website and over 100 other 
sites and reading every book I could get my hands on 
(including "The Price of Exit" and "Lest We Forget"), I 
decided to write a screenplay about those I Corps pilots. 
Whereas I would love to pinpoint a particular unit, bat-
tle or even certain pilots ... I feel that this is best left to 
the History Channel (their 2-hour documentary that 
aired June 9 was rather interesting but left a lot out, I 
thought). 
 
The screenplay will probably take about 6 months to a 
year to interview,  write, edit and format. I'm writing 
you because I would love for your help on proofing. My 
goal is to write a screenplay that is accurate and to the 
letter of how a pilot's life was over there. None of this 
Hollywood B.S. that seems to be seeping out every week-
end. I'm not looking for recognition or to "break 
through" into screen writing, I simply want to tell a 
story that's accurate. With your help (and others) in 
proofing ... you can tell me where I'm wrong, or things 
like "that could never happen." I was never there ... I've 
only grown up listening to stories and can only go by 
first-hand accounts and modify them into my charac-
ters. 
 
Let me know how you feel about this. 
 
Sincerely, 
Andrew Small 
 
BTW: Dad is doing fine and lives in Ozark, AL with my 
mother, Christine. He's a contract Flight Commander 
out at Cairns and spends his free time playing golf and 
fixing the house. We moved to this area in 1989 when he 
retired. My sister, Rebecca, married an Apache pilot  
who now is working at West Point, NY. Mom is a ele-
mentary school teacher and still loves to bug me. 
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 Operation Bristol Boots began on April 25th with the 
2/327th, 3/5th Armored Cav Regiment (placed OPCON to 
the 101st Airborne Division on May 2nd), Charlie Company 
2/34th Armor, and the 1/54th ARVN Regiment conducting 
airmobile operations south of Leech Island and armored 
cavalry assaults into the Ruong-Ruong Valley where in-
telligence had reported the massing of NVA heavy weap-
ons, the stockpiling of war materials, and increased move-
ment of enemy forces. The operation terminated on May 
8, 1969, with 22 NVA/VC killed, a single enemy captured, 
and 27 weapons liberated. 
 
Operation Apache Snow, a XXIV Corps project, started on 
May 10th 1969 when the 3rd Brigade of the 101st Airborne 
Division (Airmobile), in conjunction with the 1st and 3rd 
ARVN Regiments, and in coordination with the 9th Ma-
rine Regiment 3rd Marine Division, air assaulted into the 
northern A Shau Valley. Under 2nd Brigade operational 
control were the 1/506th, the 2/501st, the 3/187th, Task 
Force 3/5th Armored Cav with Delta Company 2/506th OP-
CON to it. The 1st ARVN Regiment deployed its 2nd, 3rd 
and 4th Battalions, while the 3rd ARVN Regiment de-
ployed its 1st Battalion. On D-Day the 1/506th, the 3/187th, 
the 2/501st, the 4/1st ARVN and a single company from 
the 2/1st ARVN conducted multiple battalion combat as-
saults along the Laotian border on the western side of the 
A Shau Valley. 
 
The infantry assaults were well supported by ten full bat-
teries of artillery sitting on multiple fire support bases on 
the eastern side of the valley. Arc-lights, tac air, aerial 
rocket artillery, tube artillery, and preparatory LZ recon-
naissance by the 2/17 Air Cav Squadron prior to the com-
bat assaults, saw to it all the maneuver battalions got on 
the ground without incident. Two battalions, the 3/287th 
and the 1/506th, and drawn initial objectives right up 
against the Laotian border, a side of the A Shau that had 
always been avoided in prior operations. The 1/506th had 
been tasked with interdicting Highway 923 from where it 
crossed the Laotian border to where it intersected Route 
548 running up the middle of the A Shau Valley. The 
3/187th had drawn the job of securing a huge mountain 
mass dominated by a peak known as Hill 937, or Dong Ap 

History of the 101st during the 
Lancer period Part III 
 

 Reprinted with permission from:  
101st Airborne Division Screaming Eagles 
Turner Publishing Company 
 

Bia. Division Intelligence believed it was being used as 
a way station for supplies being brought in from Laos. 
The 1/506th, patrolling out in two different directions 
from their landing zones soon made contact with the 
enemy, but quickly eliminated its opposition, killing 12 
NVA in the process. The 3/187th’s Delta Company 
landed first along the spine of a secondary ridge just to 
the north of the imposing mountain mass known as Hill 
937. Lieutenant Colonel Weldon Honeycutt, the battal-
ion commander, was surprised that the landing had 
been unopposed and quickly ordered his Alpha and 
Charlie companies in on the same LZ. Keeping Charlie 
Company to secure the LZ along with the battalion 
headquarters, Colonel Honeycutt sent Delta Company 
to the south on a reconnaissance in force toward the top 
of 937, while dispatching Alpha to the north toward the 
Laotian border. Two hours after the initial combat as-
sault, Lieutenant Colonel Honeycutt joined the battal-
ion on the ground. Anxious to find the enemy before 
they could once again escape across the border, he re-
leased Charlie Company from its job of LZ security and 
sent them patrolling off in a different direction toward 
the border. Then, accompanied by his Headquarters 
Company and his heavy weapons platoon, Honeycutt 
moved off following in the tracks of Delta Company. 
Linking up with Delta about 1,000 meters below Dong 
Ap Bia at midday on the 10th, Honeycutt established a 
battalion CP and had his troops cut another LZ. He 
planned to establish a new CP on the top of Dong Ap 
Bia the next day. Little did he know that it would be ten 
more long and bloody days before his troopers would es-
tablish anything on the peak of Hill 937. By mid-
afternoon, bunkers, fighting positions, and live NVA 
were sighted in the immediate vicinity of Dong Ap Bia. 
This served as a warning to Lieutenant Colonel 
Honeycutt that contact with the enemy was only a mat-
ter of time. But to take advantage of the lull, he decided 
to bring in Bravo Company, his battalion reserve, before 
the action started. With all four of his maneuver compa-
nies, plus his headquarters company on the ground by 
mid-afternoon, Honeycutt decided it was no longer time 
to cut bait. It was time to catch “fish.” Anxious to secure 
the “high ground,” he sent Bravo Company to accom-
plish just that. It was after 1600 hours when the com-
pany moved out. Three hundred meters away, the point 
platoon reached a deep saddle, and sent a squad to re-
con the opposite side. The NVA were waiting. Hit by 
RPGs and small arms fire, the squad moved back across 
the saddle to where the rest of the platoon waited, and 
called in an air strike. But by the time the skyraiders 
had done their thing, it was almost dark. Bravo Com-

(Continued on page 5) 

On The Ground 

Stories, history and tactics of the ground troops. 
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(Continued from page 4) 

pany decided to go into a night defensive perimeter and 
wait until the morning to continue the advance. 
 
An hour and a half after daylight, Bravo Company was 
once more on the move, inching its way up the mountain 
sensing that the enemy were waiting just ahead. Around 
1500 hours the waiting came to an end. The point squad 
walked onto an ambush and was decimated, suffering 
three killed and seven wounded. Contact grew more in-
tense by the minute, and it soon became apparent the 
Rakassans had run into an NVA unit that had made the 
decision to stand and fight. The enemy (by now discov-
ered to be the 7th and 8th Battalions of the 29th NVA 
Regiment- the Pride of Ho Chi Minh) were dug in deep 
along the face of Don Ap Bia mountain, and were put-
ting up a rather determined resistance to these initial 
probes by the 3/187th troopers. This action on the second 
day of the Operation Apache Snow would escalate into 
ten days of some of the most ferocious fighting of the 
Vietnam War. Over 16,000 artillery rounds and hun-
dreds of helicopter gunship and tac air strikes would be 
used to “soften” the enemy positions. On May 18th, para-
troopers  actually approached within 25 meters of the 
crest of the mountain when the heavens opened and tor-
rential rains turned the pulverized earth into cascading, 
slippery mud that offered zero purchase to the assault-
ing forces. 
 
Before the battle for Dong Ap Bia finally came to an end 
on May 20, the 1/506th, the 2/501st and the 2/3rd ARVN, 
along with the 3/187th, were fed into the meat grinder. 
The final day of action- May 20th-saw all four battalions 
thrown into the attack simultaneously. 
  
Hampered by the weather, well-placed enemy bunkers, 
trenches, and spider holes interconnected by a complex 
tunnel system, and by the sheer physical difficulty of at-
tacking uphill, the American paratroopers and ARVN 
soldiers charged again and again into the face of incredi-
ble fire to finally eject the enemy from the mountain 
soon to earn the name “Hamburger Hill.” The cost on 
both sides had been high. The official count listed the 
NVA suffering 691 killed in action, five captured, along 
with 241 individual and 40 crew-served weapons and 
vast amounts of equipment and supplies captured. A 
Special Forces reconnaissance patrol set up in position 
across the border in Laos where it could monitor the en-
emy withdrawal, counted approximately 1,100 dead and 
wounded NVA being carried off Dong Ap Bia. Allowing 
the continuous pounding from artillery and air strikes 

undoubtedly vaporized a large number of enemy sol-
diers along with their weapons and equipment, and it is 
very likely the NVA suffered somewhere in excess of 
1,800 dead and wounded during the allied assault on 
Hamburger Hill. American forces lost 55 killed in action 
and over 400 wounded in action. By all accounts, it was 
a great Allied victory, but the media soon turned it into 
a senseless and inane battle, without a strategic objec-
tive. Some rightly questioned why our troops were not 
pulled back while B-52s finished the job. That’s a ques-
tion for military historians, second guessers, and those 
who display incredible powers of hindsight. But Ham-
burger Hill was taken by ground-pounders, and to sug-
gest alternative solutions after the fact is to discredit 
their courage and sacrifice. Although real estate was 
captured with the victory, it was abandoned again sev-
eral days later. But then, this was the nature of the 
Vietnam war-a war of attrition, and body counts. At 
Dong Ap Bia, a reinforced, well-trained, and well-
equipped NVA regiment was effectively destroyed be-
fore it could turn itself loose on the coastal plains 
around Hue. The price in American lives and dollars, 
though high, fell well within the “acceptable loss” ratios 
established by our military statisticians who decided 
such things. The most important result of the battle was 
perhaps the message it gave to the enemy-that there 
were no sanctuaries for them in South Vietnam. Opera-
tion Apache Snow officially ended on June 7, 1969. 
Shortly after the operation was over, General Melvin 
Zais, the Screaming Eagles’ Division commander, was 
promoted to Lieutenant General and appointed XXIV 
Corps commander. Major General John M. Wright, Jr. 
took over command of the 101st Airborne Division 
(Airmobile). 

 



In the Air 

Stories, history and tactics of the aviation units. 
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I recall being on a bird that went down. I have no idea the 
tail number, who was up front, or who was the CE.  Seems 
it was in December 70, but may have been later. 
 
We had a load of grunts on board, heading back to ???  I 
don't know what scared me more, us going down or the 
look in that grunts eyes when I told him we were going 
down. 
 
About all I remember was being scared.  We landed in tall 
grass and set up a perimeter.  The area was secure enough 
aand maintenance was able to come in and get the bird.  
Once it was clear, two maybe three, birds came in and got 
us all. 
Walter White 
 
Walt, I think that was probably me.We got pulled off of 
ash and trash to be tail end charlie for "Phoenix" 
(although it could have been the Ghost Riders. The 
mission was a simple extraction somewhere around 
Ripcord. After picking up our load of packs, we were 
headed back to Evans pretty much low level through the 
valleys as there was a solid overcast. A few minutes out of 
the PZ we got an engine oil warning light and almost 
immediately a chip detector light. Pucker factor went way 
up because there was no where to land. The valley walls 
were pretty shear and the the bottom chocked with 
foliage. My faith in Bell Helicopters went up substantially 
that day because we flew for around ten minutes with 
both original warning lights, and wound up getting an 
engine oil temp light also. Once clear of the mountains I 
told everyone we were going down and picked what looked 
like a soft spot....split the needles and away we went. I 
believe we set down in the flats west of O'Reilly, but I 
could be wrong. No further damage to the AC or any 
bodies, just an increased laundry bill. I believe that we 
were all on the ground for about 20 to 30 minutes until 
one of the other lift birds could drop his packs and come 
back for us. I really felt bad that the grunts on our ship 
got left to secure the area until maintenance recovery 
showed up. 
 
After the engine was torn down it was discovered that the 
oil pump shaft had sheared. 
Might not be the same deal, but it sounds like it. 
Brian “Beetle” Bailey (33) 
 
I think we have a match. 

Another thing I remember is asking the CE what do we 
do and he said grab the 60 and all the ammo I could 
carry and get clear asap.  I think I could have carried 2-3 
cans of ammo if we had them.  We bailed out, I took off 
running and I fell in a crater or maybe an old foxhole. All 
my mind knew was I had found a dreaded "punji pit".  
But it was only an empty hole.  And yes the pucker factor 
was a definate red line! 
Walter White 
 
Walt and Brian, 
    I don't know if this is the same time or not.  One of our 
birds had made a cold extraction of Americans who were 
just rotating back in from the field.  Our bird made a 
forced landing in the rolling plains  some where South 
and East of Seargent (I think).  I thought that it was 
Mike Kain as AC, but I could be mistaken.  I remember 
that we could not find a clear area to set down to retrieve 
our crew, and that more frightening, we didn't know 
what our fellow Lancers were going to face while on the 
ground.  There were about three or four Lancer birds 
who came to help.  We set up a racetrack holding pattern 
while Strassman first went down to try to pick up the 
crew.  He could not get close enough to expedite the 
extraction.  I found a spot a little closer to them, where I 
could get closer to the ground, and between the two 
birds, we got everyone out without further incident.      
We had some of our aircraft remain on station while the 
grunts  set up a perimeter and attempted to prepare an 
LZ with limited equipment.  The bird was eventually 
recovered and there were no injuries. 
    Bill Walker 
 
I remember they took the downed bird out before they 
came in and picked us up.  I laid in the hole I found just 
hoping and praying it stayed quiet while the recovery 
team was exposed rigging the bird for extraction. 
Walter White 
 
Walt, with that recollection...it may not have been the 
same incident as I recall. When we went down, we were 
picked up well before the bird......thus my comment about 
the grunts being left to secure the aircraft. Again I 
remember stuff that no one else does. 
 
Brian Bailey 

Forced Landings 
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The following narrative is based on personal recollections 
of events that took place while serving as a door- gunner 
for B Co. (Lancers) 158th Avn (AH) 101st Abn Div. in 
Vietnam 1969. 
 
The mission required two “Lancer” aircraft (UH-1H 
hueys)  to report to the Marine base at Quang Tri on the 
eve prior to a joint-forces operation.  It was my first 
opportunity to socially mix with Marines during my two 
tours in country.  I was comfortable with the company of 
young men facing death daily in the toughest way, these 
Force-Recon grunts, having spent a previous tour in the 
bush chasing an elusive enemy, living an unimaginable, 
animal like existence, trying to be the hunter instead of 
the hunted.  As a paratrooper I also had the feeling of 
belonging to something special, as was obvious with the 
rough group of young Leathernecks at my table.  
 
 Memory does not provide the flow of conversation, but I 
do recall it to center around the contempt we all shared 
for the many injustices of military life and the amazement 
of how little the politicians really knew about our war 
(always a favorite past time of the enlisted man).  The 
possible risks and dangers of tomorrow’s mission was 
never brought up, as if an unwritten code of behavior.  
The instant camaraderie was not surprising.  The night 
together at the EM club bonded our crew to the lives that 
we would take under wing on tomorrow’s operation.  The 
bond was personally consummated by the exchange of 
Nomax flight suits between this Army gunner and a 
Marine crewmember....my two piece outfit for his single 
piece “jumpsuit”.... I was originally trying to secure a 
Marine K-bar, but no Marine worth his salt would part 
with the famous blade.  While the Marine jumpsuit was a 
tad short for my 6’1” frame, I wore it proudly. 
 
It was the usual pre-dawn checkout; the M-60’s having 
been left at the aircraft overnight, left just a little tidying  
up on my part, and Griff, our crew chief, went about his 
routine, but very personal preflight checks.  Shortly, we 
were filled in  by our AC, Gerald, in regards to the 
mission.  Our two Lancer aircraft would be inserting 
teams at selected LZ’s along the DMZ and then return to 
a staging area close to the operation and await the call 
from the first team to be extracted.  We were advised that 
the extractions were almost always hot....the Marines 
running fast as hell to the PZ with a contingent of NVA 
regulars hot on their tails. 

 
This information turned out to be very accurate. The 
standby was just a few hours before we got the first call 
for extraction.  The first team we extracted had a 
wounded team member.  He had apparently fallen down 
a hillside while on the run.  We were advised by radio 
that he was being carried on a stretcher and the enemy 
was gaining ground fast.  We needed to get in quick to 
get the team.  We landed and boarded the wounded 
marine and two others on my side.  The team leader and 
one or two others remained to hold off the NVA so we 
could get away safely. 
 
It was a short flight back to the staging area to off-load 
the wounded Marine, then back into the air to return to 
the operation...over the radio I heard a transmission of 
our other Lancer huey taking fire in an PZ trying to 
extract another team.  A RPG hit a tree on its way to the 
aircraft, and .51cal. machine gun fire was received on 
the way out of the PZ.  A lone Marine had fallen back 
into the PZ during the hasty extraction.  His weapon was 
onboard the huey.   
 
We immediately acknowledged the situation and our AC 
informed command that we were on our way to the area 
and would make and attempt at extracting the Marine.  
Seconds later, communication came from the FAC.  The 
team we had left earlier, now extracted by our other 
bird, was calling in an air strike....I looked out the 
opposite side of the chopper and saw the explosions 
hitting right where we had made the extraction of the 
wounded Marine just minutes earlier.  I felt a slight bit 
of sympathy for the enemy in the midst of those bombs.  
But the feeling was slight and fleeting....my thoughts 
returned to the task at hand, a lone, unarmed Marine in 
a hot PZ.   
 
The PZ was a clearing amidst tall pines, created by a 500 
lb. bomb, creating a deep and wide crater. Our AC had to 
gently drop down through the trees, as the Crew-chief  
and I kept our fingers on the trigger of the M-60’s and 
our eyes peeled for the Marine.  I remember saying a 
quick prayer, my usual practice when things looked 
really bad.....and this was definitely one of those times.   
 
After what seemed to be an eternity, the Marine came 
running out from his cover, arms upstretched, with the 
look of desperation on his face.  As he neared the 
chopper, it became apparent he was going to have a 
difficult time reaching us, the large, muddy, bomb crater 
prevented easy access to our bird.  The marine made a 

(Continued on page 8) 

Recollections  
from Richard Bergquist  
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jump, reaching up to the skids and missed....at this 
point I was forced to leave my seat, and the M-60, our 
only defense on this entire side, and do what I could 
to get a hold of this guy.  Somehow we got hooked up.  
I was outside the chopper on the skids, my com line 
had disconnected so I gave a thumbs up to my pilot 
and he began lifting us out.  I soon heard and felt 
machine-gun fire.  As we cleared the treetops I 
glanced skyward and observed two bombs sailing just 
yards away from us toward the PZ.  I then heard the 
roar of the afterburners on the Phantom as he 
disappeared from sight.  
 
It was a short flight to the staging area and the 
reunion of the Marine with the rest of his team....I got 
a big hug and a lot of hand shakes....man, I felt great, 
best feeling in the world without a doubt...I was really 
proud and happy.  None of us received a medal for 
this mission, as it was actually pretty much the 
normal valor displayed on a daily basis by all the 
crews of assault aircraft, and Lancers always lived up 
to their “We Can Handle It” and “We Try Harder” 
motto’s.  Oh yea, the machine-gun fire I heard and felt 
from outside the chopper turned out to be my crew 
chief opening up on two NVA he spotted on his side of 
the PZ, we took no return fire during the extraction.  I 
always figured they cut us some slack because all men 
appreciate selfless dedication to a comrade when they 
see it, and I believe God liked the show quite a bit too. 
Berk... 
 
Great story. Boy do those stories stick out in each of 
our minds. No medals cause we would have all over 
weighted the planes home if we got a medal for each 
one of those kinds of missions. They were experienced 
by many. Those are some of the proudest days of my 
life. Sometimes they are a hazy blur and other times 
they are clear as if they were happening present day, 
all over again. Guess that's why I saved my one 
remaining original Lancer Patch and one Nomex 
Flight Shirt for the past 31 years. Holds more 
memories and represents more brotherhood to me 
than any ton of medals ever could.  
 
Time, disappointment, and shitty politics have 
clouded my mind, my recall on some things, and my 
judgment in some areas over the years, but in my 
heart I am still one, with all my Lancer Brothers. 
 
Walt Fuller  
 

Berk, 
My memories from those times are "really screwed-up" 
for lack of any other way of saying it.  I have better 
recollections of the inconsequential shit; doing laundry 
in a wheel borrow; taking the quarter mile hike 
(trudging through that dust or mud) to the showers 
cause we didn't have any in our area for the first couple 
of months; my first time in the bunker on perimeter 
guard and all the shit that I was going on in my 
imagination (we all had to pull guard duty just after we 
got in country, before getting the acft); the fun we had 
trying to build rockets (we were obviously operating in 
the "dumb ass mode"  cause one of you may remember 
the day one of them blew-up... Scared the shit out of 
EVERYONE!  But we continued to make those little 
rockets); and filling all them damn sand bags (We did 
buy some already filled from some local entrepreneur, 
but we decided they wanted too much, especially for the 
number of bags we needed, ya know how far 100 
sandbags go? Anybody recall how much we paid for 
them?  I do.  I think the RLOs and WOs bought most of 
theirs.  The E's were too frugal (cheap) to buy too many, 
and lifers always found some other shit detail to put us 
on if we weren't filling bags.)  That first month or so 
sucked!  We were sure glad when we finally got the acft; 
ya know, that was damn near dumb-ass thinking... Fill 
sandbags or go out and get shot at!?!? 
 
Which reminds me of another story about my cousin 
Jimmy, he was at Camp Eagle while I was at Evans.  
Jimmy was an 11B that ended up on detail for 6 months 
of his tour cause he was such a screw-up.  As he told me 
one afternoon when I made it down to see him, "They 
really are punishing me... They pulled me out of the 
bush and make me burn shit five days a week." 
 
  But when it comes to the shit hits the fan part of my 
tour...  I have a few snap-shot memories of instances... I 
can't recall much if anything prior to or after an 
incident.  I guess you could say, "Spaghetti and 
meatball memories."  What I recall as being "A" mission 
is actually entangled with another (the spaghetti), with 
that vivid memory (the meatball) from yet another 
mission.   I have NO memories of a mission, beginning 
to end.   
 
Examples... 
We had just cleared an LZ, I had time for a cigarette.  
When I went to light it, that's when I noticed how bad 
my hands were shaking.  I REMEMBER THAT!  But for 
the life of me, I don't recall what unnerved me so.  



(Continued from page 8) 

Another time... We were going into a single ship LZ that I 
can only describe as like hovering down into an ass hole, 
tight with trees.  All hell broke loose, at least on the left 
side, just as we were about at the bottom.  At the same 
time the AC started calling for me to "CLEAR THE TAIL!  
CLEAR THE TAIL!"  He evidently thought I was just 
putting out suppressive fire.  But I knew our shit was in a 
major mess, he didn't realize it, yet.  I remember seeing 
the muzzle flashes, from about the 8 o-clock and level.  
And I'm thinking "I'm going to run out of fucking 
elevation!" as we kept the descent into the LZ.  I must 
have let go of whatever long enough to yell something over 
the ICS to the AC. Letting off the trigger was NOT an 
option at the time, I must have been some kind of Big 
Eyed and White Knuckled.  And then the muzzle 
flashes...stopped!  I never did see anybody behind that 
weapon fire, but I always thought, afterwards, that he 
could see me, he had to.  In retrospect I've put this as 
mano a mano.  I'll never know if I took that guy out, but I 
do know... he stopped shooting before I did.   (Jerry, if you 
were my AC that day, and if I sounded pissed when I 
yelled at you, I apologize.  I was just a little busy, I had 
other priorities.)   
 
There  was an MWO later on that put floor mike switches 
in the gunner wells. 
  
Bill Griffith 655CE      
  
Hey Bill G. 
    Great story.  Thanks.  I do remember you telling me 
though about how you  guys used to take sling loads of 
NVA bodies across the border from Hamburger  Hill to 
drop them through the tree tops.  Had to be a hell of a tree  
decoration.  I'll bet your wife never asks you to dress the 
Christmas Tree. 
 
 Bill Walker 17 
 
Hell, 
The way my memory is, we were probably just doing a 
sling load of ice. The reason I mentioned that, I recall 
having to punch off a load of ice one afternoon.  The way it 
was rigged with the canvas in the net, every time we got 
any kind of airspeed up the load would start spinning and 
oscillating, WAAAYYY BAD... This is NOT GOOD for a 
safe flight!  I often wondered if anyone in the jungle came 
across all that ice before it melted. 
 
Bill Griffith 655CE 
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You know, we all find it very easy to tell war stories, to 
bask in the glory of our exploits. But we seldom give 
credit where it is due....... 
 
As aviators in Vietnam we flew 8 to 14 hours a day. 
Rough duty, long hours, lots of stress. But how many of 
you have ever stopped to consider that when you set it 
down on the Round Table and headed to the club, your 
CE and DG had many hours left? 
 
Yeah, you went out and you were a hero....cut an LZ 
with the blades and pulled a team out. Hell of a story to 
tell while sipping suds at the bar. But while we were 
basking in the glory of our own prowess, the other 
members of our team were sweating their ass off trying 
to get the damaged bird ready for the next day’s follies. 
We all took it for granted. Never gave a thought to the 
aircraft after we signed off the log. The next morning 
the aircraft fairies had come and the bird was good as 
new.. 
 
We as pilots constantly bitched about being assigned to 
ash and trash, or, how the F876king remf C&C ran that 
exfil, or how we had to fly 14 hours. But I never heard 
anyone ask...where is my CE. If we had, we would have 
found that he was on the flight line....working in the 
dark to try and insure that in the morning we had the 
best bird possible to do the day’s mission. 
 
When we, as AC's made a decision to go into a hot LZ, 
or go in downwind, or cut the excess brush out of a 
hover hole, did any of us ask the CE and DG what they 
thought? My guess is no. They were along for the ride 
and we constantly put them in positions that put their 
lives at risk, and they never once said...."Sir, I think 
you’re fu*&ed here, lets not do this". No they sat in 
their holes, put down suppressive fire, cleared our 
asses, and made all of us look like heroes. 
 
Folks, I for one am here to tell you that without this 
exemplary group of individuals, we would not have 
made it past the perimeter. 
 
I have asked many times if anyone knew Charlie 
Fisher. I have finally found out that this person really 
did exist, though I don't know yet how to contact him. 

(Continued on page 10) 

Thanks to the CEs & DGs 
from Brian Bailey 
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The only other CE that I know that I flew with was ? 
Johnson. I may not remember the names, but I do remem-
ber the dedication and expertise that kept me alive. 
 
Guys......I mean all of the CE's and DG's, Thanks for put-
ting up with me, thanks for helping me, thanks for keep-
ing me alive so that I could (Way too late) thank you for 
your contribution. You guys are the heroes....the rest of us 
were participants. 
 
 
from John Donaldson 
This is my concept of the first step to becoming a gunner: 
 
ARMY: "So you want to be a helicopter gunner? 
GUNNER: "Yes, I don't want to get my ass shot off on the 
ground!" 
 
ARMY: "We always need more Gunners!" 
GUNNER: "I bet you do." 
 
ARMY: "Here is where you sit. Go get um!" 
GUNNER: "I already knew that. It isn't like I never rode 
in a Huey in combat." 
 
ARMY: "You aren't shooting a moving target, You will be 
the moving target!" 
GUNNER: "No shit Sherlock" 
 
ARMY: "Oh I'm sorry, didn't we tell you that you fly all 
day then clean the guns and help the Crew Chief for half 
the night." 
GUNNER: "I'd rather do that than clean leaches off my 
ass." 
 
ARMY: "Don't expect to live more than two weeks." 
GUNNER: "Same to you buddy!" 
 
Ted, is that basically it? Maybe someone should make a 
documentary at length on how it really was for Gunners. 
 
As an AC I traded seats with the gunner several times. I 
was a pretty good shot but I never knew if I would do well 
in combat back there. 
 
Lancer gunners were the Best!! Thanks for covering our 
collective asses! 
 
John 14 
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Greetings, and salutations, fellow Lancers. It's been 
some time since I have been with the flight, but I have 
always been with you in my mind. I was really sur-
prised when I got the Letter from Gary telling me about 
the web page. I never expected anyone to find me up 
here in northern Minnesota. I read that you were inter-
ested in stories about our tours across the pond and I 
remembered an amusing story that I decided I'd try and 
share with you. You will have to forgive me, since I am 
an ex-helicopter pilot, and not a renowned writer. So, 
on the lighter side of my time over there, I shall pro-
ceed.  

I am sure you all recall the mission, which was called 
"Battalion Courier". It was a mission that was gener-
ally boring and considered a waste of time. But it did 
have its good points. If you got to fly to Da Nang with 
some pax, and got to spend some time there waiting, 
you could grab a good meal at the Navy Base. Which 
actually gave you a choice of food, instead of roast buf-
falo, rice and gravy. You had the package store, which 
had a wide assortment of booze other than warm beer 
on a pallet. And with a larger exchange service you 
could actually find something that you really needed. 
Well really wanted anyway. Enough of this rambling, 
let's get on with my story.  

After a month or two in country flying CA's or resupply 
missions, you are ready for a simple courier mission. 
You've been flying most of the day on various shuttle 
missions and enjoying how easily the day is actually 
going. Hey, this courier stuff isn't half bad after all. 
What's all the griping about? You get back to HQ with 
your last drop-off and are told you have one more pick-
up to make. As you sit on the pad someone comes out to 
the aircraft and hands you a slip of paper with freq.'s 
and some basic directions to take. Then the radio opera-
tor tells you that the pick-up is on the hospital ship. By 
this time you have probably made at least a half dozen 
or more landings on Eagle's Nest, so what could possi-
bly be a problem with landing on a large ship in the 
middle of large spans of water?  

Now as I recall there was the U.S.S. Repose and the 
U.S.S. Sanctuary that shared duties of the coast. For 
the purpose of this story we'll say it was the Sanctuary. 

(Continued on page 11) 

Landing on the  
USS Sanctuary 
from Ken Fort 
 



(Continued from page 10) 

Those of you who have had the experience of this mission 
know where this story is going, but read on, you might 
still enjoy a laugh or two.  

For those of you who never had the pleasure of flying to, 
and landing on, the Sanctuary or Repose, then this story 
will definitely be a hoot. Once off the ground and obtain-
ing altitude, you proceed to pick up a good heading to the 
ship’s location. On your way, as the A-#1 Aircraft Com-
mander that you are, you remember to inform your crew 
about the emergency procedures for ditching over water. 
You even remember to tell your CE and DG to shed their 
"chicken plates" once you cross the coastline, and to re-
move the ammo and clear their weapons. Remember, I 
said you were an A-#1 A/C.  

As you cross the coast and head out over the water you 
look around you and get a feeling of complete peace. This 
is the way flying is supposed to be. Peaceful. Blue sky 
above, no one shooting at you, can't beat it. You notice the 
white caps on the blue water below, and you might even 
see a whale or dolphins playing along in the water as you 
cruise to your destination. You feel safe in the knowledge 
that it is highly unlikely that "Charlie" will pop out of the 
waves and put a round in your backside. In the distance 
you see the Sanctuary, so you prepare to put your best 
foot forward and show the Navy, how the Army with the 
best helicopter pilots in the world, take care of simple mis-
sions. Remember, you are the A-#1 A/C. You tune in the 
proper freq. and start the conversation. "U.S.S. Sanctu-
ary, this is Lancer 17, over'. Crisp and clearer than you've 
heard in a long time comes the reply: "Lancer 17, this is 
Sanctuary, go ahead." So far so good. "Sanctuary, this is 
Lancer 17, a US Army helicopter en route for passenger 
pick-up, requesting landing instructions, over". WOW! 
What a professional! You really are A- #1!  

Now, for those experienced, you know what happens next. 
For those of you who did not have the pleasure, this is 
where it starts to go from #1 to #10. The reply comes 
quick and clear, and goes something like this. "Lancer 17, 
this is Sanctuary, you are cleared for a quartering, star-
board approach, to the aft poop deck. The winds are 030 
degrees relative at 10 with gusts to 15. Call final ap-
proach." Now the first thing that you think is that you are 
on the wrong freq. Because, nobody talks like this. But he 
called you by your call sign, so he was talking to you. 
Maybe some VC got on the radio just to mess with you. No 
such luck. You look over at your right seat, who is looking 
back at you with the same look of total bewilderment that 
you are trying not to show. Again, remember, that you are 
A- #1.  
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So as not to appear ignorant by your right seat, and 
especially to the Navy, you immediately answer. 
"Sanctuary, this is Lancer 17, Roger, will call final." 
Now, maybe that approach to Eagle's Nest wasn't so 
bad after all. At least they spoke English. Well, with 
no hope of an answer to these landing instructions 
from your crew, you try to reason them out. Now what 
was it that he said, oh yea, a quartering, starboard 
approach. Well, the first and the last we figure out, 
but that starboard thing, that's something else. It's 
the middle of the day; just what stars does he figure 
he is seeing. Must be a Navy thing. Closed up in that 
room all the time, he has begun to see things. Anyway, 
we are getting closer, we better get on with the rest of 
the instructions. Lets see, what was that? The aft poop 
deck. Well, again we have the first and last somewhat 
figured out, as long as aft and deck are the same for 
the Navy as they are for the Army, but that poop 
stuff? Where's he coming from? The last time you 
heard that you were in diapers and you didn't really 
want to discuss that now. You have always thought 
that sailors were strange, but to have a special deck to 
take care of this business just has to be out of the 
question.  

Anyway, we're still getting closer so we better get on 
with our solution. The rest of the instructions were, 
winds at 030 degrees relative. Now, I've never seen 
this dude before, why does he want to talk about his 
relatives? He really must have spent too much time in 
that little room!  

Well, we are coming up on the ship and the only thing 
that we have firmed out is that we are to make a quar-
tering approach to the aft deck, and the winds are 10 
with gusts to 15. From this we have determined that 
we should land to the back of the ship but from exactly 
which direction is still unclear. We could call him back 
and ask him to clarify his instructions in English, or 
at least in some form of language that the Army can 
understand, but we decide that this is what he would 
like us to do, so that is out. We could ask him to pop 
smoke, like we do in PZ's but that again would show 
our ignorance, and besides, it's a ship moving through 
the water. What good would that do???? Then we come 
across the only logical solution. We will shoot an ab-
breviated, high attitude approach. Just high enough to 
make it look good, but low enough to be able to see the 
ground guide that they will undoubtedly put out there. 
My gosh! We really are A-#1!!!!  

So, over the ship we fly, and low and behold, there is 

(Continued on page 12) 
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the ground guide, waiting. So now we go into our best 
overhead approach, and as we are turning base to final we 
remember to call; "Sanctuary, this is Lancer 17, turning 
base to final for the aft deck." Again the clear answer, " 
Roger, Lancer 17, Cleared to land, the winds are still 030 
degrees relative, at 10 gusting to 15". Boy, we got that 
right, but on our over flight we did notice that there 
seemed to be a lot of the crew on deck watching, and I 
could swear that some of them were passing money be-
tween them. This Navy is strange. Don't they know that 
they don't have to pay for these flights?? Oh well, on to 
final.  

As we get to short final everything is looking great, but a 
couple of things soon appear. The first of these is that this 
idiot boat is moving. Something that we seem to have for-
gotten in all the other excitement. From our approach an-
gle, this boat is moving sideways at about 10 to 15 knots. 
Slightly different than Eagle's Nest, but we still have a 
much bigger landing area. Hell, we're A-#1, we can handle 
this. No sooner have we started to make this adjustment, 
but the second fact of this landing jumps up at us, and I 
do mean JUMP!!!! This deck is not only moving sideways 
but it's moving up and down. Nothing at all like any LZ on 
good old terra firma has ever done. As we get ourselves 
stabilized in our sideward drift, we start to try and put 
our aircraft down on this yo-yo of a deck. As you can well 
remember, this was a real trip. After many ups and downs 
with the collective, we suddenly got close enough to make 
contact. Only we feel that this was a little rough, HELL, 
we thought this was very rough, and we immediately grab 
an armload of pitch and suddenly find ourselves hanging 
out over the back of the boat at about a 10 ft hover. Seems 
we forgot about the drift in our excitement!  

Well as we get ourselves back in position again, we decide 
that the next time we make contact with the deck we will 
plant the aircraft as fast as we can, which, as it turns out, 
is what we should have done in the first place. With this 
firmly accomplished, with some bouncing around, we feel 
satisfied with a job somewhat well done. Now we hear 
over the radio, "congratulations Lancer 17". We start to 
think that we really performed an outstanding landing, by 
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Navy standards anyway, when the rest of the message 
comes through. "That was the hardest landing that 
anyone has survived". With our ego totally deflated we 
can only click the mike twice to acknowledge his 
transmission and go about our business. As we look up 
at the deck we see the crew that was standing around 
slowly depart, but this time we are sure that we see 
money passing between them. Well, we are sure they 
weren't really getting ready to pay for their rides, but 
actually betting on how many bounces we would 
make, or on if we would actually survive!!!  

After we are loaded and get our clearance for depar-
ture, we leave this floating ship of mercy, and head 
back to good old terra firma, the place where we seem 
to belong. We leave with a sense of embarrassment in 
that we did not perform up to our expectations. But 
we also leave with a sense of pride, in that we learned 
a valuable lesson. We teamed not to get too "into" our-
selves, and our own ego. That we should always keep 
our minds open and clear for something new. We also 
learned a new respect for our fellow servicemen, and 
the jobs that they perform. And we learned the reason 
for collapsible, shock absorbing landing gear. No won-
der the Navy can make this easy! We vow to learn the 
difference between starboard and port, and to never 
forget.  

We understand that the radio operator was not talk-
ing about his relatives, but rather, the heading of the 
ship. We never did figure out that "poop" stuff, but 
thought that this was just the Navy's way of telling 
you what you would probably do when you tried to 
land your aircraft. Oh well; all is well. We're crossing 
the coastline so we should reload our weapons, put on 
our "chicken plates” and get on with what we do best. 
Fly helicopters, of course!!!!!!! Sorry the story took so 
long. I guess I got a little windy. Hope to hear from 
you all soon.  

Ken "friar" Fort Lancer 17 

Photo of the USS Repose in Da Nang Bay. 
Visit the Repose web site at: 
members.aol.com/chuckd3871/repose1.htm 
Photo of USS Sanctuary and stats on back 
cover. Visit the Sanctuary site at: 
http://hometown.aol.com/Faessler98/jafah17.
html 



Colonel: Successful crossing, well planned and carried out 
in  accordance with my directives. 
 
Chief: About time that thing worked; hope the Colonel's 
finally happy. 
 
NCO: Changed two wings, a beak, and removed a bad 
egg, and the silly  thing still can't fly! 
 
2nd Lt.: Look at the pretty bird! 
 
Tower: The chicken was instructed to hold short of the 
road. This  road-incursion incident was reported in a 
Hazardous Chicken Road-Crossing Report (HCRCR). 
Please reemphasize that chickens are required to read 
back all 'hold short' instructions. 
 
Command Post: What chicken? 
 
Air Education and Training Command (AETC): The 
purpose is to familiarize the chicken with road-crossing 
procedures. Road crossing should be performed only 
between the hours of sunset and sunrise. Solo chickens 
must have at least 3 miles of visibility and a safety 
observer. 
 
Air Force Special Operations Command (AFSOC): The 
chicken crossed at a 90-degree angle to avoid prolonged 
exposure to a line of communication. To achieve 
maximum surprise, the chicken should perform this 
maneuver at night using NVGs, preferably near a road 
bend in a valley. 
 
Air Force Personnel Center (AFPC): Due to the needs of 
the Air Force,  the chicken was involuntarily reassigned 
to the other side of the road. This will be a 3-year 
controlled tour and we promise to give the chicken a good-
deal assignment afterwards. Every chicken will be 
required to do one road crossing during its career, and 
this will not affect its opportunities for promotion. 
 
Defense Intelligence Agency (DIA): Despite what you see 

VARIOUS 
INTERPRETATIONS ON 
WHY THE CHICKEN 
CROSSED THE ROAD. 
provided by Bill Griffith  
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on CNN, I can neither confirm nor deny any fowl 
performing acts of transit. Questions? Please see the 
SSO. 
 
Air Force Reserve Command (AFRC): If it didn't happen 
on a Saturday or Sunday, we missed it. 
 
Air Force National Guard (ANG): Ditto. 
 
Air Force Foreign Technology Center (AFFTC): This 
event will need confirmation; we need to repeat it using 
varied chicken breeds, road types, and weather 
conditions to confirm whether it can actually happen 
within the parameters specified for chickens and the 
remote possibility that they might cross thruways 
designated by some as 'roads.' 
 
Air Combat Command (ACC): The chicken should log 
this as a GCC sortie only if road-crossing qualified. The 
crossing updates the chicken's 60-day road-crossing 
currency only if performed on a Monday or Thursday or 
during a full moon. Instructor chickens may update 
currency any time they observe another chicken cross 
the road. 
 
Pacific Air Force (PACAF): We don't have chickens yet, 
as they haven't been funded. The latest projection is for 
chickens in FY2002, at which time they will be WRM 
assets assigned to ACC. 
 
Air Mobility Command (AMC): The purpose is not 
important. What is important is that the chicken 
remained under the OPCON of CINCTRANS and did 
not CHOP to the theater on the other side of the road. 
Without CHOPing, the chicken was able to achieve a 
seamless road crossing with near perfect, real-time in-
transit visibility. 
 
Tanker Airlift Control Center (TACC): We need the 
road-crossing time and the time the chicken becomes 
available for another crossing. 
 
Air Force Materiel Command (AFMC): Recent changes 
in technology, coupled with today's multi-polar strategic 
environment, have created new challenges in the 
chicken's ability to cross the road. The chicken was also 
faced with significant challenges to create and develop 
core competencies required for this new environment. 
AFMC's Chicken Systems Program Office (CSPO), in a 
partnering relationship with the client, helped the 
chicken by rethinking its physical distribution strategy 

(Continued on page 14) 
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and implementation processes. Using the Poultry 
Integration Model (PIM) CSPO helped the chicken use 
its skills, methodologies, knowledge, capital and 
experiences to align the chicken's people, processes, and 
technology in support of its overall strategy within a 
Program management framework. The CSPO convened 
a diverse cross-spectrum of road analysts and retired 
chickens along with MITRE consultants with deep skills 
in the transportation industry to engage in a two-day 
itinerary of meetings in order to leverage their personal 
knowledge and capital, both tacit and explicit, and to 
enable them synergism with each other in order to 
achieve the implicit goals of delivering and successfully 
architecting and implementing an enterprise-wide value 
framework across the continuum of poultry cross-
median processes. The meeting was held in a park-like 
setting enabling and creating an impact full 
environment which was strategically based, mission-
focused, and built upon a consistent, clear, and unified 
Mission Need Statement and aligned with the chicken's 
mission, vision, and core values. This was conducive 
towards the creation of a total business integration 
solution. The Chicken Systems Program Office helped 
the chicken change to continue meeting its mission 
requirements. 
 
C-130 Pilot: I don't care what it is, just put the damn 
bird in the back and let's get outta here. 
 
C-5 Pilot: Chicken?! I ordered a #4 with turkey and ham, 
NOT chicken! Besides, where the heck are my 
condiments?! We ain't taking off till I get my *&#!%^ 
condiments!!! 
 
AWACS Crew: Due to our being in a turn at that precise 
moment, we have no confirmation of any chickens in the 
area at that time. Our ACE advises that such an event 
is extremely unlikely, in any case. 
 
Fighter Jock: Look, dude, that was what the frag said, 
OK? I've flown my 1.0 for the day and I ain't got time for 
any more questions! 
 
F-117 Pilot: Wasn't that great! I snuck up on it at 2 feet 
AGL at 480 knots, illuminated its tail feathers with the 
laser designator, and 'goosed' it before it even knew I 
was there! 
 
B-1 Crew: Missed the whole show: We had an IFE so we 
couldn't get out to see it; you'll have to ask the SOF. 
CHECKMATE: The chicken used its unique ability to 
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operate in 2 dimensions to bypass the less important 
strategic rings on this side of the road and strike directly 
into the heart of the enemy, destroying the will of the 
enemy to fight and ending the conflict on terms 
favorable to the chicken. 
 
Congress: The chicken appears to be an efficient 
substitute for F-22s! 
 
Former President: I did not have sexual relations with 
that chicken. 



The Huey 

All things technical about the UH-1. 
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The Web 

Interesting links and web page reviews. 

PAGE 16 LANCERS  VOLUME 2 ISSUE 3 

www.yahoo.com 
Webmaster: Staff 
 
 I decided to do the web review on Yahoo this time because 
of the integration between Yahoo and the Lancer web func-
tions. Two of the popular functions from our website are 
the Lancer Email group, with 60 members, and the Lancer 
Chat Room, with 46 members. 
 
 While Yahoo is a commercial site it has much to offer that 
is free if you don’t mind seeing banner ads on your pages. 
Membership is free and includes an email account. The 
mail account is limited to 6MB which is better than many 
local Internet Service Providers give. The Yahoo mail has 
many features that you can use if you’ve a mind to. An ad-
dress book is included to store your addresses. The bulk 
mail filter works very well and I get very little junk mail in 
my Yahoo account. The filter works so well that it even fil-
ters out Yahoo’s own bulk mailings. About the only im-
provement I can think of for the bulk mail is to have an 
auto delete of messages beyond a predetermined amount of 
days. As the bulk mail counts toward your total 6MB us-
age, the auto function would save you having to manually 
delete the unwanted messages. Although deleting them is 
very easy, a couple clicks of the mouse. 
 
 The My Yahoo part of the service allows you to personal-
ize the Yahoo page appearance on your computer. You can 
select from a variety of preset layouts and colors or modify 
your layout in a way that suits you best. Your personalized 
pages can be set up to include news headlines, weather, 
white and yellow page look ups, shopping, entertainment 
and many other categories. Set up of your own pages is 
simple to do with the walk through instructions that Ya-
hoo provides. My own personalized pages include a top 
page that displays a calendar, headline news, weather, 
email, phone and yellow page search engines, a notepad 
and my Texas Lotto results. I’ve two other dedicated 
pages, one for entertainment info and another for my Per-
sonal Information Manager (PIM) tools. Among all the 
tools that Yahoo provides free I was able to set up a useful 
PIM that has even helped me to locate a few of you out 
there. 
 
 Other Yahoo functions that are useful are the Briefcase 
and Photo album. Combined they allow 30MB of data stor-
age and or photos which can be kept private or made avail-
able to the public. There is also Yahoo’s own version of the 

 Yahoo 

By David Mussey  

popular Instant Messenger. I find that to be more an-
noying than it is worth and don’t use it. Many people 
like that sort of service though. Yahoo also has a great 
mapping service to look up places and print out point to 
point driving instructions. And Yahoo provides free web 
presence space through it’s GeoCities subsidy. There is 
much more at Yahoo than I have space to write about so 
take a look for yourself. 
 
 Once a member of Yahoo your account can easily be in-
tegrated with the chat and Lancer mail functions of our 
website. And a one time log on will be all you need to use 
any of the functions. 



Reunions and Events 

The what, where, when and who. 
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Flight:  I have returned from my first VHPA meeting and 
it was one of the most enjoyable trips my family has ever 
had. I want to personally thank those of you who were 
able to attend and a special thanks to the Archers, Bo-
mans, and Milbergers for a wonderful time.  A super spe-
cial thanks to Janet Archer for taking my girls shopping 
during the business meeting and on a horse and buggy 
ride during the banquet (Melissa had to leave early 
Thursday to return to work).    
 
While it was disappointing that only 5 Lancer pilots (and 
one Crew Chief) were present, it was one of the best 
times I have ever had at a meeting this size and I will 
attend the VHPA from now on, finances and health per-
mitting.  Since so many were not able to come, I thought 
I would just recreate the trip for you in pictures. 
 
As a brief history, I drove to Denver with my wife Melissa 
and daughters Lela (age 12) and Lana (11 on 7/18).  We 
left on Saturday and went through Santa Fe and then the 
back route. We stayed in Espanola and drove through 
Taos and then highway 64 East to Raton.  Between Angel 
Fire and Eagles Nest is the Vietnam Veterans War Me-
morial.  Out in the middle of nowhere on a big hill over-
looking a valley and Angel Fire Ski Resort.  
 
We arrived in Denver on Sunday evening and checked 
into the Adams Mark Hotel.  Great Hotel and I would 
recommend it to anyone. I had a suite for the price of a 
regular room and it was the first time that has ever hap-
pened to me.  Consequently, it became a little lancer HQ 
for several get togethers.  
 
My family went to Six Flags all day Monday until we 
went to Magianno's for the dinner.  Thanks to Gary Bow-
man. for his immediate photos of that event.  
 
Tuesday was the golf tournament and our ringer was 
named Dan Grigsby. We shot 4 under and were only 9 
shots off first place (sandbaggers!). We went to the social 
affair that night and hooked up with Mike Jacobi.  Don 
Foster had visited us at Margianno's but couldn't join us 
for dinner.  
 
Wednesday I did the family thing and we went to Estes 
Park, a beautiful little city in a valley and the entrance to 
Rocky Mountain National Park. We went back through 

(Continued on page 18) 

VHPA 2001 Report 

from Lance Ruck  

 
Top row L to R: Lanny, Janet, Andy, Ginger, Gary, Lela, 
Melissa. Bottom row L to R: Donna, Lana, and Allan.  

Andy and Janet Archer in the Capitol Bar before dinner 
at Margianno's 

Allan and Donna Milberger. While both Allan and Donna are 
confined to a wheel chair, both get around exceptionally well 
and have a remarkable attitude that exudes confidence and 
happiness.  Was really great being with them and they are 
going to make the Lake and San Antonio. 



 

PAGE 18 LANCERS  VOLUME 2 ISSUE 3 

(Continued from page 17) 

highway 72 and saw firworks over Golden and Denver.  
 
Mike Jacobi left a message he was heading back. It was 
great to finally get some photos of Mike and have a 
chance to talk and drink a few with him.  Melissa flew 
back early Thursday and the girls accompanied Andy 
and Janet for 18 holes at Willis Case Municipal Course 
(Lela got to drive the cart - Lana too for one hole).  That 
night the Archers and Milberger's came to the room and 
we had room service while we looked at pictures and 
talked. Also found a room to view Alan’s video from 
Nam which had a lot of young men I recognized and are 
on the group. 
 
Had a business meeting from about 9 am to after noon 
on Friday (Janet Archer took Lela and Lana shopping - 
thanks again) and the banquet on Friday Night. I took 
the girls shopping on Saturday morning and we also 
spent 4 hours at the Denver Museum of Natural Sci-
ence.  Went to the Denver Rockies game that evening 
with Gary, Ginger, Eric, Marcy, & Celia (Anaheim 9 
Rockies 3).  An 11 hour drive to El Paso on Sunday.  So 
enjoy the pictures.  

Lance, Coors, and Mike Jacobi at the Social Party 

Don Foster next to one of the AO maps in my room after 
the Margianno's dinner. Don had to leave early also and 
left Thursday morning I think 

Eric, girlfriend Celia, Ginger, and Gary Bowman.  Gary's got a 
great sense of humor - ah . . . , almost too good - he gave me a 
pocket protector with pens so I guess I'm a WKN - you will 
note I left out the Computer part! (hehe) 

Melissa, Lana, and Lela in front of the Huey at the Vietnam 
Veteral War Memorial 



Organizations 

To join or contact 
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VHPA National Headquarters 
5530 Birdcage St., Suite 200 
Citrus Heights, CA 95610-7621 
800 505-VHPA  voice 
916 966-8743 fax 
HQ@vhpa.org e-mail 

Ohio River LZ Chapter 
Bob Hamilton 
7407 Sunset Lane 
Crestwood, KY 40014 
502 241-9096 
captbob757@aol.com 

Great Lakes Chapter 
John Becker, President 
1337 N. Wilke Road 
Arlington Heights, IL 60004 

North Carolina Chapter 
Alan Hoffman, President 
210 Harrell St. 
Greenville, NC 27858 
albarb@greenvillenc.com 

VHCMA 

Vietnam Helicopters  

Crewmembers Association 

VHPA 

Vietnam Helicopter Pilots 
Association 

VHCMA 
P.O. box 752592 
Memphis, TN 38175-2592 
800 842-6201  

Fort Wolters Chapter 
Charles Bogle, President 
P.O.Box 461 
Mineral Wells, TX 76068-0461 
817 735-4713 
csbogle@flash.net 
newsletter@fwcvhpa.org 

VHPA of Florida 
Martin Heuer, President 
825 Seven Ave. 
Peter O. Night Airport 
Tampa, FL 33606 
813 251-6976 
www.vhpaf.org 

California Chapter North 
Ken Kinne, President 
101 S. Brewer Road 
Lincoln, CA 95648 
916 645-1553 
kkinne2427@aol.com 

Mid America Chapter 
Gary Wineteer, President 
2800 W. North Shore Lane 
Columbia, MO 65202 
573 875-2682 
warlord@aol.com 

Mid-South Chapter 
Charles Bell, President 
c/o FCC, Inc. 
5123 Virginia Way, Suite C-13 
Brentwood, TN 37027 
615 371-0600 
r-rainwater@juno.com 
www.angelfire.com/tn/msvhpa 

Rocky Mountain Chapter 
Walter Winters, President 
1383 Paris Circle 
Parker, CO 80314 

Southern Nevada Chapter 
Lad Vaughan, President  
702 661-0387 
cavlad31@aol.com 

♦ Georgia Chapter 
Woody McFarlin Jr., President 
515 Mars Hill Road 
Powder Springs, GA 30127-4310 
770 218-1704 
the.woody@mindspring.com 

101st Abn DivAssn. 

♦ Headquarters 
P.O. Box 101 
State route 41 
Bentonville, OH 45105 
937 549-4326 voice 
937 549-2018 fax 

VHFCN-FCC 

Family Contacts Committe 

Heli-Vets 

VHFCN 

Vietnam Helicopter Flight Crew 

Network 
♦ Web based group of helicopter 

crewmembers. Apply online to be 
added to the list serve. 
www.vhfcn.org  

♦ Web based group of helicopter 
crewmembers. Apply online to be 
added to the list serve. 
http://rattlers.org/heli-vets/  

♦ Helps make connections between 
family members of MIA KIA and 
helicopter veterans. 

♦ Gary Thewlis  
5755 San Juan Way 
Pleasanton, CA 94566-7736 
925 484-3578 
vhfcncontactrep@home.com 

♦ Rolling Thunder®, Inc.  
National Office 
Chapter 1, New Jersey 
Artie Muller, President 
(908) 369-5439 after 6:00 p.m. 
P.O. Box 216 
Neshanic Station, NJ 08853 

♦ Ripcord Report 
Quarterly newsletter 
Chuck Hawkins  
1407 Love Point Rd. 
Stevensville, MD 21666 
410 643-8807 
HERO_Library@msn.com 

♦ Reunion Info. 
Fred Spaulding 
7702 White Dove Dr. 
Indianapolis, IN 46256 
317 849-3969 

Ripcord Association 

Rolling Thunder 

MIA-POW issues 
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Deceased 
Died during tour 

Smith, Arthur W. 22 Apr 1969 

Dorsey, James R. Jr. 26 Apr 1969 

Cox, Micheal M. 03 Sep 1969 

Hughes, Carl P. 03 Sep 1969 

Screen, Marvin E. 03 Sep 1969 

Sutton, Ben F. 03 Sep 1969 

Lyon, James M. 06 Feb 1970 

Burton, James E. 03 Mar 1970 

Hernandez, Frank S. 06 May 1970 

Kirk, Robert L. 06 May 1970 

Weiss, William C. 06 May 1970 

Worthington, Richard C. 06 May 1970 

Barry, George F. 23 May 1970 

Miller, Eugene S. 23 May 1970 

Perkins, Stephen J. 23 May 1970 

Vaught, William H. 23 May 1970 

Evanoff, Alvin L. 06 Dec 1970 

Taylor, Walter J. Jr. 06 Dec 1970 

Anderson, Charles R. 03 Mar 1971 

Sgambati, Paul A. 03 Mar 1971 

Kalani, Charles Jan 1972 

Williamson, James 17-Mar-1972 

 EUGENE STUART MILLER 
CAPT - O3 - Army - Reserve 

101st Airborne Division 
25 year old Single, Caucasian, Male 

Born on Aug 15, 1944 
From WARREN, MICHIGAN 

His tour of duty began on Aug 11, 1969 
Casualty was on May 23, 1970 

in QUANG TRI, SOUTH VIETNAM 
HOSTILE, HELICOPTER - CREW 

AIR LOSS, CRASH ON LAND 
Panel 10W - - Line 86 

 

 STEPHEN JOHN PERKINS 
SP4 - E4 - Army - Selective Service 

101st Airborne Division 
22 year old Single, Caucasian, Male 

Born on Mar 22, 1948 
From OVERTON, NEVADA 

His tour of duty began on Sep 12, 1969 
Casualty was on May 23, 1970 

in QUANG TRI, SOUTH VIETNAM 
HOSTILE, HELICOPTER - CREW 

AIR LOSS, CRASH ON LAND 
Panel 10W - - Line 87 

 

WILLIAM H VAUGHT III 
SGT - E4 - Army - Regular 

101st Airborne Division 
21 year old Married, Caucasian, Male 

Born on Feb 01, 1949 
From INDIANAPOLIS, INDIANA 

His tour of duty began on Feb 02, 1970 
Casualty was on May 23, 1970 

in QUANG TRI, SOUTH VIETNAM 
HOSTILE, HELICOPTER - CREW 

AIR LOSS, CRASH ON LAND 
Panel 10W - - Line 88 

GEORGE FRANCIS BARRY JR 
WO - W1 - Army - Reserve 

101st Airborne Division 
23 year old Single, Caucasian, Male 

Born on Sep 26, 1946 
From DORCHESTER, MASSACHUSETTS 

His tour of duty began on May 05, 1970 
Casualty was on May 23, 1970 

in QUANG TRI, SOUTH VIETNAM 
HOSTILE, HELICOPTER - PILOT 

AIR LOSS, CRASH ON LAND 
Panel 10W - - Line 83 
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Deceased 
Died after tour  

Flight,  
Attached is a photo of Jackie Dowling (sent in by his high 
school friend, Pat Hardin) shortly after a mission into Laos 
1971. The info is that Jackie had taken a round through his 
helmet and the bullet had grazed his head. Could have been 
during LS 719. Anyone have any memory of Jackie or the 
mission?  
Dave 

Jackie Dowling Name Born Died 

Boykin, Chester Sep 48 Jul 82 

Bruschi, Arthur T. Feb 48 Jun 82 

Bullerdick, Gary A. Dec 47 Feb 70 

Combs, Glenn G. Oct 46 Mar 73 

Curry, Neil L. Mar 49 Sep 72 

Dail, Emmitt L. May 49 Feb 75 

Dowling, Jackie L. Oct 51 Nov 97 

Dubbs, Willis E. Jan 46 Apr 71 

Edwards, Jerry O. Oct 51 May 82 

Estep, Corbett D. Mar 33 Nov 85 

Guadalupe, Esteban Sep 24 Jul 91 

Kruger, Arthur Jun 50 Jun 77 

McInis, George W. Mar 49 Oct 82 

Paisley, James H. Sep 51 Nov 82 

Ritchie, Kenneth May 51 May 95 

Schnedler, Robert L. Nov 45 Nov 86 

Sprecker, Eugene R Nov 48 Sep 84 

Trejo, John B. Mar 35 Aug 90 

Turney, Don  Jul 00 

Webb, Kenneth  Jun 00 

Whitford, Danny C. Nov 49 Jun 83 

Yancey, Doyle Nov 47 Sep 97 

Zacherl, Renwick Sep 48 Mar 80 

God and the soldier we adore 
In time of danger, not before: 
The danger past, and all things righted, 
God is forgotten and the soldier slighted. 
  
 author unknown 
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ph 915 585-0816 
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Visit the Lancer home page at  
http://members.tripod.com/dmussey/  

Flight--  helicopter 68 16274 ,crashed 10/23/69. I believe the 
incident occured norh west of Evans toward Quangtri.  I and two 
others were sent to recover the downed helicopter (crash & 
recovery mission). We rigged the helicopter to be an external 
sling load with a Chinook. The hook lifted out of the LZ, about a 
klick out of the LZ, the transmission broke loose,  the chopper 
fell from about a 1000 or so feet to the ground. the hook 
continued with the transmission. That was my part in that 
mission, I took the photo when we first landed.    Listed in the 
incident report with the Army, Defence Intelligence Agency  
helicopter loss database and Army Aviation Safety Center data 
base,  helicopter 16274 was the lead aircraft in a flight of 6,  It 
had landed a few times in the LZ, this time the right skid made 
contact with a tree stump on lift off, flipping the helicopter onto 
its right side.   Pilot- D W Martin,  Copilot-W2 J W White ,  CE- 
E4 P F Murphy, DG- E4 R A Paris...  E4 Paris, recieved a leg 
laceration. 6 on the ground were killed, 5 on the ground were 
injured. 

I have the complete incident report , names of crew, and those 
who died.  If any one would like more info on it , let me know. 

Don Foster 

68 16274 crashed 23 Oct 69 
from Don Foster 
see front cover. 

AH-17 USS Sanctuary  
• Haven class Hospital Ship: 

• Displacement: 15,226 tons (full load) 

• Length: 522'10" 

• Beam: 71'8" 

• Draft: 30' 

• Speed: 17 knots 

• Armament: None (Hague and Geneva Conventions) 

• Complement: 568 

• Beds/Patients: 796 

• Geared turbine engine (combination H.P./L.P.), single screw, 
9,000 hp 

• Maritime Commission C4-S-B2 type 

• Built at Sun Shipbuilding, Chester, Penn., and commissioned 
20 June 1945 


