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CHAPTER FIVE

The sounds of the hydraulics and gearg agalh woke me up. T could feel the foss of
speed and by the feelings In my ears T could tell we were descending fest. T immediately
rurned and jooked out of the window to see the land coming below. Tt looked like the
surface of the moon abandoned and full of craters, As the Starlifter moved forward and
lower | began to see villages and some movement of what appeared {o be peopie.

“What are those funny looking round things down there?” T asked.

“[ think those ara Viemamese squatting in the rice field with those round straw
hats.” Ton Wahi said.

“Look over there!™ Frank said excitedly.

“Wow those are artiliéry rounds or mortar rounds exploding right below us.” Pearce
said

“I wonder if they are shooting at us?” Willie Jones asked,

_“1 don’t think s0. T don’t think the rounds would be falling down there that's to
straight down.” T said.

My gut was beginning {0 move around a little seeing this. 1 turned 10 logk at the
other guys and could see that they were beginning to fecl it too. The uneasiness and fear
wis in everyone’s eyes although no one would readily admit it. Pearce was even be
beginning to look a little wortied now.

The hiydraulics began to squeal louder as the gears started to wake that Toud whine,
Al of 2 sudden there was 2 startling jerk as the landing gear of the big jet locked in
position. T think evervone was startled from the looks on their faces. Funny, the other
times we had landed T had not noticed such a hard jerk, and the squeal of the hydrautics
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weren't as audible. I guesy it was because of where they would be touching the ground.
The anxiety was building and my butterflies were flying in my stomach like they wanted
to migrate east

The giant wheels hit the runway with a lond squeak, then another as the Swmrlifter sat
firmly down on the ground, Then the massive jets began to reverse their thrust and the
plane began to deceferate at a fast pace. Soon we were faxiing down the runway to ward
the huge hangers. Fear and anxiety was at ifs apex as the jarge rear ramp began ® lower.
There wad a sudden rush of hot air as it nearly took our hreath away. The smell was so
bad it almost gagged me. The air felt heavy, hot and very wet, | immediately started to
sweat I"m not sure if it was from the heat or the anxiety thet had buiit up inside of me, It
must have been the heat, because as we were able to see other military personnel walking
around, they also seemed to be sweating, But that god awful smell was unreal 1 had a
probletn keéping my stomach contents on the inside, they sure wanted to come up. The
mammoth jet began to circie and position itself in her position on the hot conerete
ranway. The ramp slowly lowered to the ground. This was it, Viemam, Republic of This
would be our home for the next vear, and maybe forever.

“All right men vou can step off the plane and as soon as [ find out what is going on
we will start unloading our equipment * Lieutenant Stockdale said. He then headed
toward one of the massive hangers,

We slowly exited the resr of the plane not knowing what to expect. Standing
outside one of the first things | noticed was the sun. Back in the states the sun always felt
warm and  enjoyed being in i, But the sun here hurt. it just didn't feef right and seemed
t0 cause pain as it touched my skin. It seemed so rouch more intense than the good old

Americen sun.
1 became stertled as 1 looked up and saw all those gooks in black pajamas (the
dress we were told that the encmy wore and for us to wateh ot for) over toward what
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appeared to be an airport terminal. I covld enly think that we had been over-run and not
know it.

“Look!” I shouted as I pointed toward the gooks.

“I3 that the enemy?” Pearce asked worriadly.
“Those are Vietnamese civilians waiting on their flight We shave the atrport with

them. The crew chief said as he was removing the straps and chains thet had secured our

equipment.
“What is that fucking smell?” | asked holding my nose tightly with my thumb and

forefinger.
“Ah ves that’s the smell of burning shit. See all those plumes of black sinoke, the U

§ Military didn’t know what io do with all of the GI's shit. Since there was no phambing
at these fire bases. They seem to think that if they pour diesel on the shit, which is caught
in half of a fifty-five galion drum, they can reduce the amount of shit they have to bury. It
also has something to do with sanitation” The erew chief said.

It was my understanding that they flew in here frequently,

1 also noticed that between all the noise of plancs taking off and landing that | could
hear gunshots and explosions that seemed to go on all of the time. It seemed that there
never was a moment of silence, that something or someone was always making some
kind of noise.

After an howr or 50 had passed we saw a C141 taxing toward us.

“That must be the other guys.” Bert Hubble said pointing toward it.

“I think it is.” Reptied Daryl Hubble who was Bert's twin brother.

1 don’t know how they did it but both brothers were in Vietnarg and in the same
unit. The repulations generally stated that two brothers could not be in a combat zonc at

the same time. But they wore,
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The plain nosily taxied up to the next position on the mnway and troops began to

powt out the rear of the big Starlifter

“How was your frip?” I asked Corselio,

“OK, after ] doed out right after you guys left it camie g turd foater. It raied so
fucking hard I didn’t think we were going to get out of there.” Corsello replied

“What the fuck is that smell?” He asked.

“Welcome to Vietnam_ That is the gmell of burning shit.” { said.

“8hit?” He asked.

“Real human shit. 1’11 explain it later.™ { said.

“Damn that sun is hot You can almaost feel the rays slapping you in the face.™ He
said. |

Sergeant Sprowl was heading toward the buildings that Lientenant Stockdale had
disappesared it an hour carlier, in just a few minutes We saw 2 string of four trucks
approeching along with our platoon leader and first sergeant
| isten up. We will start unloading our gear from the planes, then load the dogs

and their crates onto these trucks. From here we will report to the $36 Veterinarian
Detachment here at Tan Son Nhut air base. Where the dogs will be quarantined for
cleven davs. We will need volunteers to stay with the dogs those days fo take care of their
peeds.” Sergeant Sprowl said.

“I*11 stay."” | said almost before he had finished his last word. There was no way [
was going to leave Sig slone anymeore, | wanted to be with him.

“Me t00.” Frank said.

“Me too.” Bert Hubble said.

“I°1l siay.” Pearce said.

“Me too.” Jimmy Powrzanas said.

“John Carter will be in charge since he is onr vet tech.” Sergeant Sprowl said
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The guys that bad driven the trucks out to the planes looked rough. They gave the

appearance of combat veterans that had seen plenty of action, They all had weapons, one
had 2 sawed off twelve-gauge shot gun, another had an M16, and the Fixst Lieutenant had
a .45 caliber pistol. 1 conld see that 101st patch and right above it was a ribbon like patch
that read 42nd SCOUT DOG PLT. | was impressed with these rough looking gays 1
started feeling & littie safer with these guys around.

Is this what we will look like in few months. I thought to my self

The 42nd Scout Dog Platoon had sent this group op handlers along with theit CO
down here to escort us back to Bien Hoa, the 101st rear area. From there we would go
through six days of training at SERTS (Screaming Eagle Replacement Training Center.)
From there we would deploy in the northern L CORPS. Bien Hoa was in the 11l CORPS.

It didu’t take long for us to unload the giant C-141’s then we were headed to 936

Vet . Det. on the other side of Tan Son Nhut. I noticed that everyone had weapons of
some sort or the other. Where 15 mine? T thought. What was worse on the other side of the
airstrip we were driving along the perimeter on this very dusty road I noticed tanks and
personnel carriers all along what appeared 10 some sort of defensive positiﬁni There was
nething but what appearcd to be a couple rows cancertina wire then nothing. Now 15 the
time i start worrying. I thought to myself trying to lovk confident to the veteran soldiers
that wers sscorting us.

It took what seemed like & long time to arrive as the 936th which was in the middle of
nowhere, What a dumb place for the Veterinarians {6 be, I thought.

Ontside of the rather large building and kennel arza there were two captains waiting

for us. Liewienant Stockdale and Sergeant Sprowd approached them and were nodding
back and forth with the captains and soon were on their way to tell us what to do nexi.
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“Listen up people. Put vour dogs in those runs to the right of the offices. Then form

up back at the trucks.” Sergeant Sprowl] said.

1 took only a few minutes to have all of the handlers hack in formation. We were
really a tired crew 1 guess it wag the jet lag. BEveryone was exhausted but to psyched up to
sleep, and I geess a Hitle unsure exactly what was going on in this hot, stinky, and hostile
country,

“All personnel assighed to the kennel detai] can fall out and start feeding and
watering the dogs, the rest can load vp in the trucks.” Sergeant Sprowl ordered.

“Sergeant Sprowl! Are you gofng to issue our weapoms before you go?” I asked.

“We don’t think you will need them just yet,” He replied.

“Look arpund evervone bas some kind of weaporn, even the vet’s here wear 457s, 1
said |

“Look Allen | don’t think it will be safe for you men to be waiking around with a
pistol strapped to your hip!” Sergeant Sprowl sajd in a strong commanding voice.

This ain’t right I thought to myseif.

We watched as the trocks drove off down the dusty perimeter road. it was about
noon Vietnam {ime and [ was getting a littfle bungry. A fow minutes later one of the
specialist fives came around the corner apd said,

“Huxrry with feeding and watering the dogs and we will take you to & mess hall.”

“I sure am hungry.” | grusabled.

“You know I didn’t even think about being hungry with all this confusion, But now
that it was brought up i could use some food.” Bert Hubble said.

We all agreed, and began to hustle with the feeding and watering. Then went
around to the hospital aree and said in upisosn “weee ready:”

The jeep we were in rounded the first curve and headed toward the main pan of the

aftport i must have ten miles to the mess hall. Once there | was expecting one of the Aix
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Foree's great meals, boy was | ever disappointed, it was pisne old Aty chow As hunpry
as I was it tasted pretty good.

Back at the 336th Vet Det we finished cleaning the runs for the evening and were
standing around when the staff started ronning avound and getting an operating room
ready.

The dust off (another term for medi-vac helicopter} came in guickly, and a sergeant
Jumped off then grabbed his dog and came running in to the Vet Det, his dog was limp
and he had blood all over his jungle fatigues.

“You gotta save him doo vou just gotta.” The sergeant said almost in tears, and very
upset.

“It doesn’t look good but we will do what we can.” The captain replied.

“Put him over there.” The vet tech ordered as he pointed to an operating table in one
of the rooms.

1 had noticed that the serpeent was from the big red one (First Infantry Division). He
was upsef to the point he was almost hysterical. The veterinanans closed the door, and
the handler paced back and forth awaiting some kind of reply.

“Excuse me serpeant we are new bandlers ity country and this may not be a good
tivae but can [ ask what happened.” | asked.

“Yes well we wers on a trail in the jungles west of bere and had made contact
eattier in the day. We found a biood trail snd began fo follow it. My dog was alerting all
the way, but We couldn’t find anything sl of a sudden we walked down a small incline
and hit a dead space{an arca where the air is stale and not moving, It is very difficult fora
scout dog to detect any thing in these areas). Suddenly, just about twenty meters i front
of us, & gook with as AK jumped up and aimed it at me. My dog seeing the gook jumped
just as the gook fired and took the round that would probably have hit me in the heart. He
actually took a round for me. I think he knew what he was doing, because it looked like
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he saw the round coming. If it wasn’t for hitn 1 would be dead now.” The sergeant said

with a quivering voice.

“I"m sotry. What happened to the gook?” I asked in a low tone.

“The impact of the round kuocked the dog into me. The slack man (walks behingd
paint shot that mother fucker about twenty times. [ was to busy with my dog that | didn’t
have a chance to shoot, but jf | could I would ke to skin the bastards alive.

The vets emerged about thirty mi_ﬁutes after they had closed the door.

“I'm sorry Sarge but he was hit right through the heart and was dead instantly.” The
vet gaid,

“] upderstand, | knew that when he took the round but | had to hope there was
something you could do.” The serpeant replied in an even more qoivering voice, and
almost in tears.

“We have to perform an autopsy the regulations say. We have pulled his heart out if
you want to see Tor yourself where he was hit.” The vet said,

“1"d like that.” The sexgeant said in his sad tone.

The vet went back into the room and reappeated with this gigantic heart with a hole
abmost right in the nuddle. 1 had never realized just how big 2 dog’s heart was,

“Thatks,” The sergeant said as he took a quick look and tarned and started walking
down that dusty perimeter road.

This brought even more anxicty and fear into me, and | could see that the other guys
were getting the thousand yard starc that is common among Vietnam troops.

I guess for the first time in my life I conldn’t think of a word (o say.

“This don’t look good for us.” Frank said.

“That was something else.” Bert said

“You realize that there is a lot more action up north where we are going don't you.”

Jithmy said.
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“It’s getting late and you guys have got to stay in a transient barracks just outside of

the gats about four or five blocks.” The vet capiain said

* Just how are we going to get there?” ! asked.

“We can take you as far as the gate, but you will heve to walk the rest of the way.”
The vet captain said

i wng now petting real worried about not having any weapon, and now we wers
going to spend the night outside the safety of the perimeter. I looked at the other guys and
could see that they were all beginning to look a little worried.

The jeep roared up to the gate and we walked out into Siagon and the enemy world,
This place was filthy and stank of rotting meat and bumning shit. Other than that it looked
like & very erowded slut area. All the streets were paved and there were rows of shops, it
seemed like every other little room was 2 saloon of some type or some kind of place to
eat. About three blocks down we saw a big piece of rotting meat hanging outside this
place where a bunch of ARVN’S (Army of the Republic of Vietnam} wete getting drunk
as hell. I also noticed that there were airplanes, I mean WWIL type prop jobs making
bombing runs not far from us. Vietnam was a noisy place and it was hard to hear the
bombs explode.

We approached this large building, and according to our directions we had received
fiom the vets, this was it. 1t was a dirty building with bullet holes every where,

“Look at all of those bullet holes, And we don’t even have weapons.” I said in an
ANgTY VOIce.

Inside the building there were a many other GI's that Jooked as if they had been in
conntry for a while. A sergeant approached us and said.

“Where the hell are you guys from "
“We were 1old we could spend the night here.” I said.

“The 936th Vet Detachment sent us here” Bert said
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“There are sotne emply bunks up stairs. Just roll the mattress back up when you

leave.” The sexgeant replied

“We might be here for eleven or so days and will need some linen,” Jiminy
Powrzanas seid,

“Look troop you are in the Nam and we don’t have any thing lke sheets here.” The
serpeant replied and walked off laughing mumbling “fucking new guys ™

Some of the nicer guys began to tcll us where we could get chow, and filled us in
on the current situation at the barracks, Later that night we stood leaning out the big
windows of the second fleor and could see tracers of all colors that were coming from
fire fights, and after dark we could hear all the firing all around us as we walched the
dive bomhers from another war bomb no more than three miles away. We were the only
persons on the second floor, which was good.

! soom settled down to write home and | had to mention to my dad that | was really
worried about not having a weapon. 1 explained that we could see fighting going on not
more than three miles away.

As 1 lay there in bed exbausted from the long flight, unloading and moving our
cquipment, and taking care of the dogs. | was resily stressed out about the way things
were looking. This is only the first day and it was already bad, I thought es | exhaustediy
fell asjeep.
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