
   

 

 

                          

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ñItôs not the action that matters; itôs the reason for the action.ò 
   
 ñ I received the Medal of Honor for my actions in Viet Nam on 28 March 1966.  My 

actions were seen and written up by numerous people.  I have received appropriate 

recognition for my actions, with the Purple Heart, the Silver Star, and the Medal of 

Honor.  There were many, many cases that were not seen, not noted or written up for 

citation, or as in many cases, the witnesses to the actions themselves died in or near the 

same battle.  These are the stories, actions, and experiences that are now to be heard.  

In my case, it was the team that deserves the recognition.  I was just a small part.ò   

 

                                        Semper Fi,   Robert  R.  Ingram   ñDocò 

                                                       Jacksonville, Florida  
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FVPPI is a Not for Profit Florida Corporation  
President/Treasurer Michael Rothfeld  

Vice President Steve Voguit  
Secretary Harry Manford  
Webmaster  Ralph Geiger 

Board of Directors  
Jack Ernissee, Michael Isam, Earl Kidwell, Renie Lyniuk, Ben Meggitt, Jim Murray  

Ray Quinn, Jim Vanairsdale  
Booklet Conception: Tom Waskovich, Editor: Michael Rothfeld, Composition: Jim Murray  

Mission Statement for Viet Nam: Service, Sacrifice, and Courage  
 The Florida Veteranõs Programs  and Projects, Inc. (FVPPI) is sponsoring the creation of a documentary 
describing the Viet Nam War aimed at middle and high school students. Simultaneously, it will honor 
those who fought. The central means for accomplishing these ends is to show through interviews how a 
number of  Vietnam veterans went to war. It is essential that these vets are seen as  ordinary. They could 
be the studentsõ parents, grandparents, aunts, uncles or their next door neighbor. Only vets from the 
enlisted ranks or from an enlisted background will be selected for the film. Sponsoring this type of docu-
mentary will result in a feeling of familiarity and intimacy taking the Viet Nam War out of the mists of his-
tory and bringing it home to the studentsõ hearts and minds.  

                                                      
 

                                               The Veteranõs Council Of  St. Johns County, Inc.   

 
 Officers:  

Chairman -    Bill Dudley, President Florida Region, Navy League of the  United States 
Deputy Chairman -   SGM Daniel Blackman, FL-ARNG, (Retired)  

Treasurer -   George McCrae, CWO4 US Army (Retired)  
Secretary -   George April  MSgt. USAF (Retired),   Elks Representative 

St. Johnõs County Veteran Service Officer -   Joe McDermott, SGM. US Army (Retired) 
Chairman Emeritus: Ray Quinn, SGM FL-ARNG (Retired)  

 Ben Meggitt MSgt. US Army (Retired), Ed Taylor, Col. US Army  (Retired) 

http://AnyVeteran.org  

 

ñIt has been my great honor to walk among our Vietnam veterans for 
more than forty years. They surround us every day as great citizens, 
community leaders and some who continued in uniform. For their 
service I will be eternally grateful. I am honored to extend my hand 
and say,   òWelcome Home, Job Well Doneó. 
 
                                            RAY A. QUINN 
                                       Sgt Maj. FLARNG (Retired) 
                                    St. Johns County Commissioner 



 3 

VIET  NAM: SERVICE  , SACRIFICE AND  COURAGE 

 
 

 

 

 

                                                                                                         

 

Leo Chase was 21 years old when he died in Viet Nam; he had 5 days 

left in his tour. Leo was the first resident of St. Johns County killed in 

the Viet Nam War. He died courageously at the famous Ia Drang Val-

ley Battle on November 15, 1965 fighting off repeated attacks of the North Vietnamese Army who outnumbered his unit 

10 to 1.  The 1st Battalion of the 7th Cavalry suffered 305 KIAôs while the enemy lost 3,561soldiers and the battle was 

documented by a book and a movie called ñWe were Soldiers Onceé and Youngò. 

 

His courageous actions, his dedication to service and his sacrifice epitomizes Leoôs entire life that from a young age 

showed a maturity beyond his years. Leo may have learned that while helping at his familyôs business in St. Augustine. 

The Leo C. Chase and Son Funeral Home , a second generation family business , still operates today in St. Augustine. It 

was because of his sacrifice to join the Army that allowed his brother to stay home when their father became sick. 

 

Leoôs courage was demonstrated not only during the battle but the fact that he could have opted out of even going on the 

mission, since his tour would be up in five days and he would go home.  He chose to go into battle with his unit.  He 

sacrificed by leaving his 4 children and his family to go off to war.  He was a peaceful man who would never have 

wanted to leave home or go fight, but this was his decision when faced with whether he or his brother would go. 

 

Leo was honored by Sheriff David Shoar while as the Chief of Police for the City of St. Augustine. He named the new 

City pursuit boat ñThe Chaseò and through efforts of American Legion Post 194, Septimus Connor and Greg White 

keeping Leoôs memory alive with dedication of a City Park to his memory.  

 

After 9/11 Dan Hill,  a St. Augustine resident,  made a presentation to the local Rotary Club about a hero of the attack 

on the World Trade Center, his best friend Rick Rescorla, who served as a Lieutenant in the Viet Nam conflict.   Res-

corla was the Vice President of security for Morgan-Stanley/Dean Witter, who was a major tenant of the tower.  He 

saved 3,000 people from the South Tower by evacuating them despite the Port Authority encouraging everyone to stay 

telling them they were safe. Rick perished when he went back up the Tower to save  stragglers.  Rick also was a hero at 

Ia Drang when he arrived with reinforcements on the second day and helped rout the NVA attacks and saving the rest of 

the unit.  The events of that day and the effects of seeing the aftermath of the battle affected Rick deeply and his going 

back in the Tower despite the fear of collapse was based on his concern that no man be left behind. 

 

Rick was married at the Fort in St. Augustine and had ties to the community that he loved.  As a result Michael Pullium 

(a Viet Nam veteran who heard Dan Hills presentation) met with the Sheriff to see what could be done to honor Rick 

Rescorla.  That began the efforts of several Viet Nam veterans to honor both of these heroes and  forming the Chase-

Rescorla Scholarship Fund.  In memory of Leo and Rick,  12 - $1,000 scholarships have been given in the past three 

years to  financially challenged students to  help  to further their education in memory of Leo and Rick. Leo and Rick 

demonstrated Service, Sacrifice and Courage throughout their lives and will be remembered forever by their family, 

friends and strangers they never met through the Scholarship, the ñChaseò boat and the National Infantry Museum at Ft. 

Benning.  Efforts are being made to never forget these  heroes who gave their lives for others so that we might live free. 

In Dedication to Leo C. Chase , Jr.  

And Rick Rescorla  

       Contributed by Michael D. Pullium  

PFC  Leo Chase   Lt. Rick Rescorla 
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My experiences were like a goodly num-

ber of folks in that they were in a mix of 

REMF activities and moments where I 

wished the buttons on the jungle fatigues 

were much thinner so I could press a little 

closer to Mother Earth. No big battles, no 

marks in history books, just a young kid 

doing the best he could. My claim to fame 

is to have seen the evolution of not only 

the war but the Army itself over a four 

year period. Interesting is a good way to 

describe that experience! I was hit three 

times by shrapnel from our own activities. 

No Purple Heart for that. 

 

I was treated reasonably well in the early 

returns, but by 1969 when I came back it 

wasn't very pretty. The worst experience I 

ever had on return was in November of 

1966 when I arrived at Fort Dix New Jer-

sey for processing before going on leave, 

courtesy of the United States Army! 

 

There were  and continues to be many 

falsehoods written about Vietnam without 

any attempt to verify the realities. I am 

very much a fan of Burkett's book, Stolen 

Valor. 

 

United States Army, Served his Country 

1964 to 1987. 169th Engineer Battalion 

CONST, March to November 1966, 86th 

Engineer Detachment June 1967 to Febru-

ary 1968, 34th S & S Bn. February 1968 

to June 1968, 26th Engineer Battalion 

CBT., October 1968 to June 1970 

Honors:  12 Campaign Stars, Four Army 

Commendation Medals and a Meritorious  

Unit Citation 

 

Five tours to Vietnam on cargo ships carrying supplies to Viet-

nam (including Agent Orange), One tour TSF 116- River Divi-

sion 593, Brown Water Navy operation "Game Wardens". 

River Patrol Boats looking for Vietcong along the canals in the 

Delta, ferrying Navy Seals to their destinations, extractions of 

Army soldiers caught in crossfire, etc.  Upon return to the states 

I was treated very badly. I was spit upon, and called all kinds of 

names. I was not afforded any dignity or respect, so different 

than veterans are treated now. 

 

US Navy, served from 1964 to 1976, E-5, Jacksonville, 2 

Bronze Stars with Combat V, 2 Presidential Citations for the 

Unit.  I was in battles: operation "Giant Slingshot", operation 

"Tet Offensive", I was an Engineman/Gunner on PBR's- Mark 

II's 

      Conley R. Tipton  
         Jacksonville, Florida 

 As a FAC pilot we were in battles every day. One of the biggest 

battles was operation Attleboro where I was awarded the Distin-

guished Flying Cross. I was stationed at Phu Loi as a combat pi-

lot. As a Forward Air Pilot we called in all artillery and airstrikes 

in support of ground troops. 

 

When we returned from the war we were flown into Ft. Dix at 

3:00 AM to avoid demonstrations.  

 

Captain, US Army, served 1964 to 1967, 184th Aviation Co., Phu 

Loi Vietnam Distinguished Flying Cross, Bronze Star, ARCOM, 

Army Aviator Badge, NDSM, VSM, Air Medal w/15 Oak Leaf 

Clusters 

John (Jay) H. Morris Jr.  
Ponte Vedra Beach, Florida   Terry Allan  

St. Augustine, Florida  
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                                            Delta Troop's "Army Scout Dogs"   

 

Sometimes things just "happen". Later you can't really remember the "how" or "why". You just remember the 

"what". For me, that pertains to the two Delta Troop Dogs.  They joined us over at the Troop area in late 

1969, and moved with us to our new and nicer home perhaps around April of 1970. Where they came from is 

a bit more clouded. My recollection is that two or more puppies were found one day around the main road that 

passed the Troop area. I've seen pictures of two puppies; they vaguely resembled a shaggy German Shepherd, 

medium size, black and brown, but with floppy ears. Whatever happened to puppy #2 will have to be told by someone who reads 

this story. 

 

I was the 3rd Platoon Leader when I first learned of the one we later called Matt/Matthew. Someone said a puppy had been res-

cued from a puddle of "Peneprime", a dense petroleum product that the Army Engineers sprayed on roads and helipads to control 

the dust and aid in water runoff. The men in the Motor Pool said they had used kerosene and soapy water to clean the puppy of 

the dense and odiferous oil compound. Somehow the dog survived. I think Sp5 Kenneth Rosenberry was his "savior" and first 

parent. Be that as it may, that was a happy and friendly dog. Matthew Peneprime was his name. 

 

Not long after Matthew became everyone's Top Dog.... along came another dog. This one was smaller; light brown to fawn in 

color, pointed ears, and smart. This peppy and very intelligent dog somehow initially got the name "Sue". I on the other hand saw 

a great resemblance to a mountain lion in her head, stance and commanding presence, so I called her "Puma". Funny, those dogs 

never did seem to mind what you called them, as long as they could be where the Troops were. Everyone seemed to think the 

dogs belonged exclusively to their hooch! Damndest thing I've ever seen! The entire Cav Troop bamboozled by those non-

pedigreed, lovable mutts! 

 

Now we did make them work for a living. In addition to bringing lots of "home" to men who for the first time in their lives were 

away from family and friends, they often went on sweeps of Bravo Sector. Didn't matter which platoon went out, the dogs were 

"equal opportunity workers". 

 

In Vietnam, the military used dogs for a great many skilled jobs. There were dogs that could smell the explosive in mines, others 

were booby trap detectors in the bush and could hear and alert to the sound of the wind passing over trip-wire, tracker dogs to 

locate wounded soldiers after enemy contact, dogs to accompany the "Tunnel Rats" in exploring the enemy's vast underground 

complexes, drug sniffing dogs, and the K-9 dogs patrolling with the Military Police. 

 

I think it was about the time I had taken command of the Troop and we were moving into our new Troop area. First Sergeant 

Larry D. Buchanan said that some medical person came by the Troop and said there was a disease spreading around Camp Eagle 

which affected dogs (probably also those king sized rats on the bunker line as well!). Everyone had to get rid of their "mascots". 

Bad news, those two dogs had already adopted the entire Troop. What to do? 

 

"Top" decided to send someone to the Veterinarian at Phu Bai. There really was one there. Veterinarians inspect all meats 

brought to be fed to the soldiers, along with preventing diseases spread by animal vectors which could make the soldiers sick. So 

"Top" dispatched someone to ask the Vet's office if our two dogs could be given a vaccination and let them stay with the Troop. 

The Vet never knew they were there because the enlisted clinic assistant said, "Nope". It seems only Army working dogs were 

allowed to be vaccinated, and they all had medical records, just like a soldier. 

 

When word came back with a definite "No", someone (probably the Supply Sergeant,  SGT Grady Wilson, a skilled Black Mar-

keteer!) suggested that we "barter" and see what it would take to give our dogs "medical records". Good idea! Another "emissary" 

went back to Phu Bai, skilled in negotiations, trained in bribery. Wonderful qualifications! And he worked a deal. For a case of 

prime steaks, and I think some beer, "Matthew Peneprime" and "Sue" raised their paws and were signed up as genuine United 

States Army Scout Dogs!  Another great example of GI ingenuity and resourcefulness. Kind of makes you feel that some of those 

stories on the old "MASH" series weren't that far off! 

 

US Army, Years of Service 1968 to 1988, Infantry Vietnam, Delta Troop, 2nd Squadron, 17th Cavalry, 101st Airborne 

Medals: Silver Star, Bronze Star (2), DMSM, MSM, Air Medal (3), ARCOM (2), NSM, Vietnam Service Medal w/ 1 Silver and 

1 Bronze Star, Vietnam Cross of Gallantry w Palm (unit), Airborne/ Ranger/ CIB 

 

 

 

Blair Craig  St. Augustine, Florida 
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        I was a career Air Force officer. I received my ROTC commission in June 1957 and served 

for twenty two years. I retired as a Lieutenant Colonel in June 1979.  Most of my career was in 

The Office of Special Investigations (AFOSI).  While AFOSI conducts criminal as well as coun-

terintelligence investigation and I performed some criminal investigation work, my main focus 

was in counterintelligence.  It was in that role that I served in Viet Nam.  AFOSI Special Agents 

early in their career perform essentially the same as enlisted Special Agents and, as they in-

crease in rank they naturally transition to supervisory positions.  Also, since AFOSI is not a 

combat unit, my experiences lack the perspective of the combat soldier. They  mainly convey 

my observations about attitude and politics of the era. I therefore totally understand if my stories 

are not used in the project. I feel the men and women who were boots on the ground more de-

serve to have their stories told as well as deserve our respect for the job they did under those 

miserable conditions.  

                                                           

     In 1962 I was a First Lieutenant and was sent on a Temporary Duty (TDY) assignment to 

Vietnam to assist in setting up a new OSI office.  On Friday 9 March 1962, while at the routine 

breakfast meeting in the Caravelle Hotel coffee shop, Saigon was rocked by explosions followed 

by automatic gunfire.  My Commander sent me to the Presidential Palace to observe and report. 

(It sounded like the firing was in that area.)  I ran the few blocks to the Palace and arrived, out 

of breath, in time to see two Vietnamese single engine aircraft strafing and bombing the Palace.  

Part of the second and third floors was already missing.  The Palace was surrounded by tanks 

and some were firing at the aircraft. However, others, though not firing, were pointed at the Pal-

ace.  It appeared to me that they were trying to decide which side to help. 

 

     One of the tanks started coming my way so several civilians and I took cover behind a very 

large tree. Then a lady on a bicycle came from a side street and, when she saw the tank, she pan-

icked and fell over. We called to her and she started to come to shelter but lost one of her flip 

flops and went back to get it.  The very young machine gunner on the tank swung his weapon 

around towards her.  

 

     What happened next was one of the stupid moves of my life.  I ran out, holding my hand up 

in a stop- gesture, grabbed the lady by the arm and escorted her to our tree.  The gunner didnôt 

fire.  Behind the tree, I was in near melt-down when another bomb went off and something hit 

me in the thigh.  I looked down and it was a hot bomb fragment, but it had only bounced off.  

Probably ricocheted several time before reaching me. 

 

     The aircraft continued strafing, but contrary to established ñclover leafò technique, ap-

proached the Palace from the same direction in each pass, flying right down the open mall.  This 

probably contributed to one being damaged by ground fire and crash landing.  That pilot was 

captured.  The second took refuge in Cambodia.  

 

     I have heard, but cannot confirm, that both returned to duty after Diemôs later assassination 

and were promoted. 

 

      While that might be an interesting episode, it does not convey the essence of what I ob-

served and that is that almost no one in Saigon seemed to know what was going on or what our 

mission was.  Also, most of the people I met were ñnot really there.ò  Like me, they were on 

classified orders so that they would not be counted in the limited total troop strength in country.  

The standard story was that we were only training the Vietnamese. Still, our people were getting 

killed and wounded in the air and on the ground. 

                Robert S. Wadmanð St. Augustine, Florida 

Continued on next page 



 7 

VIET  NAM:  SERVICE , SACRIFICE  AND  COURAGE  

    In 1968, after the infamous Tet offensive, I was sent from AFOSI Headquarters in Washington 

DC to Viet Nam as a member of a team to train the Vietnamese AFOSI.  The contrast to 1962 Viet 

Nam was as if I were in a different country.  This was now a nation at war: fresh from the signifi-

cant defeat of the Viet Congôs monumental failed effort to topple the government.  The troops 

were proud of our victory and could not understand the portrayal of the offensive in the US press 

as an enormous success by the Viet Cong.  It was the beginning of the end; the loss of public sup-

port of our troops.                                          

 

     In 1972 I was the chief of the Counterintelligence Division of OSI in Vietnam.  After hanging 

around the office after work drinking beer, one of my officers and I decided to walk the few blocks 

to the Officers Club.  About half way there we were surrounded by a series of explosions.  Tan 

Son Nhut was under rocket attack!  We decided it might be wise to sit down on the curb to finish 

our beers.   Running will only expose you more. We barely sat down when the explosions stopped 

or maybe they had stopped before we sat. We decided to continue to the O Club.  When we ar-

rived, we were surprised to find that no one in the club was even aware that an attack had oc-

curred.  There was a loud Philippine band playing.   

 

     One interesting side note:  You may recall Eddy Adams the Pulitzer Prize photo of  Saigon 

Police Chief, General Loan, on 1 February 1968, executing Viet Cong Captain Nguyen.   It made 

the cover of Time and had a great impact on the public attitude about the war.   The weapon Loan 

used was a chrome plated .38 Cal. Bodyguard Special given to Loan by OSI.  

 

     While OSI continued to perform its counterintelligence mission, it had gained another roll 

which consumed enormous manpower.  As a result of the October 1964 surprise attack on Bien 

Hoa Air Base, which wiped out an entire squadron of B-57 aircraft in about five minutes, it was 

discovered that no organization had the mission of surrounding our bases with informant nets to 

detect sappers and rocket/mortar attackers.  Though this would normally be a positive intelligence 

collection effort i.e., collection of information on enemy forces, the Commander of OSI, a coun-

terintelligence organization, volunteered to take on the job and from then until our eventual with-

drawal it was the OSI major effort.   

      

     I should not omit the OSI criminal investigation role.   On occasion, criminal investigative 

manpower was stretched thin and counterintelligence people were asked to lend a hand.  I once 

posed as a departing Major who needed to replace a jeep in his inventory before leaving the coun-

try.  The sting operation resulted in the arrest of a ñtheft to orderò criminal.  On other occasions 

counterintelligence personnel assisted in surveillance and photography in black-market investiga-

tions.                                                                  

 

     It is totally redundant because almost everyone knows of  the attitude in the US towards our 

troops, but I must say it anyway.   I was not welcomed home from Viet Nam; not by the American 

public, not by many of my coworkers and, significantly, not by my then wife 

 

Years of Service 1957 to 1979, US Air Force, Lt. Col. Office of Special Investigations (OSI)  

District 50, Bronze Star Medal w one Oak Leaf Cluster, awarded twice, 1969, 1972; Republic of 

Vietnam Honor Medal 1st Class (1972) awarded for training & assisting Vietnamese Air Force; 

Khymer Republic (Cambodia) National Defense Medal 1st Class 1972, awarded for training Prime 

Minister Lon Nol's personal protection force; Air Force Commendation Medal, 1967, awarded for 

counter intelligence operation, not Vietnam connected, Meritorious Service Medal, 1979, awarded 

on my retirement for my 20 years of service. 

 

 

 
       Robert S. Wadman St. Augustine, Florida   
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What happens to a young man who goes from the High School football field to find him-

self suddenly in a strange land, with the life and death responsibilities of keeping a 

wounded Marine alive? He is  trying to stop the bleeding of fallen comrades, trying some-

how to keep them alive amid tracer rounds, mortars and rockets flying at him. How can a 

young man come home from this and then resume a normal life? How do you deal with 

nightmares? How do you forget? 

 

The Names Not On The Wall, (based on John "Doc" Hutchings' tour with the Fighting 

Fifth Marines October 1968-1969) is a story of those Marines who lived because their 

"Doc" (a young Navy Corpsman) was there with them in the fight.  Based on actual experi-

ences as a combat Corpsman, it describes Doc Bear's metamorphosis from an unwilling 

Navy "squid" opposed to the war to becoming a "Doc", face to face with war at its worst. 

He finds he deeply loves his Marines and would lay down his life for them as they would 

for him. He finds surprising courage as he runs to the wounded under fire or across mine 

fields trying to reach these 18-19 year old men in time to save their lives. Then, as quickly 

as he is submerged in war, he must learn to defuse when his tour is over.  

 

After I returned home I was treated as an outcast. For 12 years,  I never spoke of my war experiences.  It was a taboo sub-

ject even to family. I wasn't spat upon but was treated like the enemy at airports. Heard "baby killer" more than once. 

 

I wrote memoirs of my time as a "Bush Doc" with the 5th Marines. My first patrol we lost 10 out of 15 men. I saved the 

life of our skipper on Nov. 9th 1968 (USMC birthday). I ran through a mine field and ambush to get to him. His heart was 

nicked but he made it. 

 

I treated many Marines under fire from 1968-1969 in the "Arizona Territory", Go Noi Island, Charlie Ridge, & Anlemae 

Valley. I had contact with the enemy almost every day. 70% of my wounded were from booby traps. My job was to keep 

my wounded alive for 2 hours so that he could be choppered to the 1st Medical Battalion. 

 

I wrote the book, "The Names Not on the Wall" and it features 3 men, myself, Platoon Sgt Vince Rios ( a triple amputee), 

and our Point Man Lauren Alvin Stuckenschmidt. I still have a tight bond with my Marines. My book has helped thou-

sands. 

 

U.S. Navy/Marines, HM3, Years of Service: 1965 to 1969. Alpha Co., 1st Battalion, 5th Marine Regiment, 1st Marine Di-

vision Medals: 5th Marine Augulet, National Defense, Combat Action Ribbon, Vietnam Service Medal w Bronze Star, 

FMF Combat Action Operations Insignia 4 Stars, Purple Heart wounded Feb. 25, 1969 during Tet, Vietnamese Cross of 

Gallantry with Palm & 2 Stars, Vietnam Campaign Medal w 4 Stars. You can email Doc at: Doc Hutch@theNamesNOT 

on the Wall.com or DocBear68@aol.com. 

                                           

 

 

 

 

John "Doc" Hutchings,  
Lake Como, Florida  
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On the 6th of March 1966 I was flying in our H23G command and control helicopter when it was hit in the transmission 

and crashed. We were flying at about 60 feet over the jungle at about 60 knots when I heard the bullets hit the transmis-

sion and suddenly we had lost any chance of flying. I started to tell the pilot that we had better land and figure out why the 

transmission was making noise like a washing machine full of marbles, I didn't realize that he was already transmitting a 

"Mayday" message to tell his aviation unit that we were in the process of crashing. Suddenly a small clearing appeared in 

the jungle in front of us and we crashed into the center of the clearing. The main rotor of the helicopter flexed down so 

hard that it hit the tail boom and cut it in half, thereby stopping the rotor. The Plexiglas bubble in front was destroyed and 

an AN/PRC 25 radio, which had been on the floor between my feet, went smashing through the bubble and landed about 

50 feet in front of us. As soon as everything came to rest, it was suddenly quiet, I could smell electrical smoke and I 

yelled at the pilot "Let's get out of here before it burns." We unsnapped our seat and shoulder belts and I grabbed my M-

16 and ran like hell about 100 feet to the left of the wreckage. The pilot was right behind me. We turned to look at the 

helicopter and I couldn't believe my eyes. The helicopter was nothing but a stack of junk. Gil Procter was on the ground 

nearby and saw us crash into the jungle about one quarter of a mile away. He ordered a squad from B Company to "go 

bring back the bodies." Meanwhile the pilot and I jumped into a nearby ditch and prepared to "fight to the death" if any 

NVA followed up and tried to locate us. We heard a group of soldiers crashing through the woods and prepared for the 

worst when the squad came roaring up to the crash site and were amazed, after seeing us in the stack of junk that had been 

a helicopter, to find us alive and full of fight. 

 

US Army, served 1951 to 1978, Colonel, Vietnam: 1st Battalion, 14th Infantry, 3rd Brigade, 25th Infantry Div. I was a 

Major then for 6 months I was the Operations Officer and then the Battalion Executive Officer. 

Legion of Merit (w/OLC), Bronze Star Medal (w/V device) (W/OLC), Air Medal (2 OLC), Meritorious Service Medal 

(w/OLC), Army Commendation Medal, Vietnamese Cross of Gallantry, Armed Forces Expeditionary Medal, Service 

Medal (w/OLC) 

James A. Evrard  
St. Augustine, Florida  

 

I was stationed in Chu Lai and Danang. I flew a radar surveillance plane with a crew of 20 to 30 men along the coast of North 

Vietnam. We directed air strikes from the carrier to their targets and helicopters to try to rescue downed pilots. We could see 

when missile sites were active (their radar was on) and we would guide our planes around them. Downed pilots had a hand held 

radio we could receive and track. 

 

The most memorable and bizarre incident occurred when I was assigned to look for Russian ships entering the Gulf of Tonkin. I 

was to fly alongside any that I might find at 25 feet off the ground and photograph the ship and cargo. I found one just south of 

Hainan Island which was Chinese territory. I flew down, shot some pictures and left. Within a minute or two the radar operators 

on board picked up a Chinese Interceptor closing on us at over 500 miles per hour. I had no fighter escort which I normally did so 

in order to elude Chinese radar and the Interceptor I again descended to 25 feet and headed straight for China, which was less 

than 100 miles away. When I got to the Chinese beach I continued along the beach for about 30 minutes at 25 ft. I could see peo-

ple running off the beach at the sight of us coming down it. Our radar could see the Interceptor flying in circles looking for us 

about where we left it. After 30 minutes I went back out to sea staying low for a long time and headed to Taiwan which was 

friendly to us. When I landed I was taken to a U.S. Air Force office to explain what had happened as I had sent a Mayday call 

when it looked like we were going to get hit. I got criticized for "invading" China and was told later the Admiral in charge of the 

6th Fleet had been notified and that the White House and of course my commanding officer had been informed as well. When I 

got back to my squadron my commanding officer said he thought I'd been pretty clever and was glad we made it back. 

 

When I returned from the war I was treated alright by most people and insulted by some including some in-laws. That you never 

forget. 

 

US Navy 1966 to 1971, Lieutenant, Airborne Early Warning Squadron One, Two Air Medals, Vietnam Campaign Medal, Viet-

nam Service Medal, Meritorious Unit Commendation Medal 

Arthur N. Moxon,  
St. Augustine, Florida  


