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Abstract

This MA paper provides a comprehensive overview of Pop a Smoke: Memoir of a
Marine Helicopter Pilot in Vietnam, a memoir that delves into the personal experiences of Rick
Gehweiler, a U.S. Marine helicopter pilot during the Vietnam War. The work not only recounts
the author's military service but also serves as a poignant reflection on the emotional and
psychological impact of war, highlighting the bonds formed in combat and the lasting legacy of
service.

The study examines key characteristics of the memoir genre, focusing on how personal
narratives offer unique insights into historical events and human experiences. It also explores the
specific challenges involved in translating military terminology, as well as the strategies used to
make these terms accessible to both military personnel and the general public. The importance
of localization in this context is emphasized, particularly how cultural and military references
are adapted to ensure clarity and understanding.

Additionally, the analysis identifies distinct stylistic markers in Gehweiler’s writing,
such as his use of vivid imagery, direct language, and emotional depth, which capture the raw
realities of war. Through these stylistic choices, the author successfully conveys both the
complexity of combat and the enduring impact it has on those who experience it. This study
underscores the value of personal narratives in shaping our understanding of history, especially
through the lens of military service.

Keywords: Rick Gehweiler, military terminology, translation strategies, linguistic
elements.

AHoTalis

V wmiii MaricTepchKiit poOOTI peacTaBiIeHo Bcebiunuii orisin MmemyapiB «Pop a Smoke:
Memoir of a Marine Helicopter Pilot in Vietnamy, siki 3armu0aror0Thes B 0coOuCcTHiA 10CBif Pika
I'eBaiinepa, niora remikontepa Mopcebkoi mixotu CIIA mij yac BifiHu y B'etnami. TBip He snie
pO3MOBiAa€ MPO BiICHKOBY ciyk0y aBTOpa, ajie i CIyrye roCTpUM PO3AyMOM MPO eMOLiHUH
Ta MCHUXOJOTTYHUM BILIMB BIMHM, BUCBITIIIOIOYM 3B'sI3KH, CPOpMOBaHi B 0010, Ta JTOBFOTPUBAILY
CHaJIINHY CITyXO0u.

Y mocnmipkeHHI pO3TISAaloThCS KIIFOYOBI XapaKTEPUCTUKA MEMYapHOTO JKaHDpY,
30CepeKYIOUN yBary Ha TOMY, SIK OCOOHMCTI pO3MOBiJi HNPOMOHYIOTh YHIKaJIbHE PO3YyMIHHS
ICTOPUYHMX TOJINA Ta JIOACHKOro N0cBiAy. BoHO Takox amocnimkye crenudiydi npodiemu,
NOB'sI3aH1 3 MEPEeKIIaJoM BiiCbKOBOI TEPMIHOJIOTI, a TAKOX CTpaTerii, sKi BUKOPHUCTOBYIOTHCS
JUIsL TOTO, 100 3pOOMTH 11 TEPMIHU AOCTYNHHUMHU SK JJIs BICHKOBOCITYKOOBIIIB, TaK 1 JUIs
HIUPOKOT TpoMaachKkocTi. [ligKpecmioeThcss BaKIMBICTH JOKamizalii B IbOMY KOHTEKCTI,
30KpeMa, SIK aIalTyIThCS KYJIbTYpHI Ta BIMCHKOBI MOCHUJIAHHS /I 3a0€3MeUeHHs SICHOCTI Ta
PO3YMiHHS.

KpiM Toro, anaii3 BU3HAYAE YiTKi CTHIICTUYHI MapKepH y TBopdocTi [eBaiinepa, Taxi
SIK BUKOPUCTAHHS SICKpaBUX 00pa3iB, MPsIMOi MOBU Ta €MOILIHHOT IMTMOUHY, K1 BiIOOpaXaroTh
rpy06i peanii BiliHU. 3a JOMOMOIOI0 IMX CTHJIICTUYHUX MPHUIOMIB aBTOp YCHIIIHO Mepeae K
CKJIQ/IHICTh BIWHU, Tak 1 TpUBAIWil BIUIUB, SKH BOHA Ma€ Ha THX, XTo ii mepexuBae. Lle
JOCTIPKEHHS T1JIKPECIIOE IHHICTh 0COOUCTUX HAapaTHBIB y (hOpMyBaHHI HAIIOTO PO3yMIHHS
icTOpii, 0COOIMBO Yepe3 MPU3My BIHCHKOBOI CITY>KOH.

Knrouosi cnosa: Pik I'esaiinep, 6ilicbkoéa mepminono2isa, cmpamezii nepekiady, MOGHI
efleMeHmu.
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Introduction

The Vietnam War, which lasted from the middle of the 20th century, was very important
not only for the United States but for the entire world. War and its consequences always leave a
deep mark on society, many soldiers came back home from Vietnam wanting to share their
experiences, fears, and lessons from the battlefield. That's why military memoirs have become
an important source of information about the realities of warfare. Memoirs become a kind of
bridge between the past and the present. They help new generations understand the complexities
of war and its long-lasting effects. They serve as an important tool not only for documenting
history, but also for healing the emotional wounds that remain with veterans for life. The author
of this book is a military helicopter pilot who took part in the Vietnam War. In his book he tells
us about his personal experience being on missions as a combat pilot. His main idea is to present
to reader a wide range of emotions that feel soldiers during combat actions and what challenges
they face.

In this project, we will translate and analyse excerpt of this book, our aim is providing
a clear and precise translation of this text to the target audience. Main challenges in this text are:
military and technical terms, colloquialisms and stylistically marked words which help author to
take the reader to the events that take place in the book. Also, the difference between Ukrainian
and American culture and traditions especially measures of weight, distance, and area, play a
crucial role, and our task will be to translate this text adapted to our target audience. In the end,
our goal is not just to translate words but to show the deep emotions and lessons in them. We
want to honor veterans' voices and help others understand the complexities of war and the
journeys of those who lived through it. By doing this, we hope to support discussions about the
effects of conflict on people and society.

The aim of the project is to translate abstract from the book Pop A Smoke: Memoir of
A Marine Helicopter Pilot in Vietnam By Rick Gehweiler and provide analysis of translation
challenges and translation techniques applied in the process of translation.

To achieve the above-mentioned aim of the project, the following objectives of this
project were defined:

1. To characterize the source text style and define common features of memoires;

2. To specify military terminology and professional slang as major lexicon of the source text
and outline strategies of translation;

3. To analyse the performed Ukrainian translation and identify particular challenges of
translation posed by military terms, stylistic markers, military professional slang and
measurements;

4. To provide a comprehensive overview of techniques applied in the process of translation
with corresponding examples.

The project material is abstract from the book Pop A Smoke: Memoir of A Marine
Helicopter Pilot in Vietnam By Rick Gehweiler.

The translation project includes an introduction, abstract of the source book (in English),
Ukrainian translation of the abstract from the book, translation commentary, conclusions,
references, and appendices.

The translation project consists of - 36 pages of actual translation and — 11 pages of
translation analysis.

The translation project is verified in the Second Ukrainian Scientific and Practical
Conference 2024 “New Trends in Translation Studies, Philology and Linguodidactics in the
Context of Globalization Processes”.



Chapter 1. Translation of Pop A Smoke: Memoir of A Marine Helicopter Pilot in Vietnam by Rick Gehweiler

Source text

1 Pop Smoke

By the end of January 1969, I’d been in Vietnam three months.
I was a Marine Corps helicopter pilot attached to HMM-362, a
helicopter squadron known as the “Ugly Angels.” Some days were
routine, and others were anything but. I’d been assigned, along with
three other pilots and copilots, to resupply and medevac operations in
support of 3/2, a battalion of Marines operating just south of the
demilitarized zone, or DMZ, which separated North and South
Vietnam. The 3/2 signified the 3rd Battalion of the 2nd Regiment in
the 1st Marine Division. The division was assigned to combat
operations in I Corps, which covered the area from the DMZ south to
Da Nang. We flew the Sikorsky H-34, the first model of helicopter to
see duty in Vietnam.

In 1962, HMM-362 became the first helicopter squadron to
serve in Vietnam. It provided support to the South Vietnamese army
in its fight against the Viet Cong and the North Vietnamese regulars.
The squadron was called “Archie’s Angels” after its commanding
officer, Lieutenant Colonel Archie Clapp. A veteran of World War 11
and Korea, Colonel Clapp was a fearless and innovative leader. He
developed tactics and support procedures that would set the standard
for helicopter operations throughout the Vietnam War. After Colonel
Clapp retired, the squadron was renamed the “Ugly Angels” due to the
H-34’s ungainly appearance and its role as an angel of mercy for
saving hundreds of lives over years of harrowing medevac missions.
It became the primary support aircraft for the Marines when they

TL Translation

1 Cuenanvnuii oum

Jo kiang ciuas 1969 poky, s npoOyB B B'ernami Tpu micsui. S OyB
HUIOTOM TEeJIIKONTepa MOPCHKOI MIXOTH, NPHUKPIIJICHOIO A0 €CKaJpHIIbi
HMM-362, Bigomoi sik “bpunki Auremn”. [lesxi i Oynu pyTHHHI, iHII
SKMMHU 3aBrOJIHO, ajle He TaKUMH. Pa3oM 3 TpboMa rOJIOBHUMHU MUIOTaMH Ta
OPYTUMHU TMJIOTaMHM, MEHE MPH3HAYWIA Ha oOmepamii 3 MOoCTayaHHS Ta
MezeBaKyarii, A7 MiATPUMKH 3/2, 6aTanbioHy MOPCHKOI MIXOTH, SKUI AisIB
Ha TiBIHI AeMiTiTapu3oBaHoi 300U a6o JIM3, mo posninsuta [liBHIYHUN Ta
[Tisnennuit B’etnam. [lo3nauenns 3/2 o3navae 3-it GaTanbiioH 2-ro MoKy, 1-
i nquBi3ii MOpchKOi mixoTH. L{f0 AMBI3it0 MPU3HAYMIN IS BeIeHHS O0HOBHX
I, Ha TepUTOpIi BiJ AEMiTiTapU30BaHOI 30HMU Ha MiBAECHb M0 JlaHaHra, 110
HIAIOPSAAKOBYBaJIaCh MEpPUIOMY apMIHCBKOMY Koprmycy. MM JneTuin Ha
BepronboTi Sikorsky H-34, me Oyna mepria Mojenb TremiKonTepa, sKa
cinyxuia y B’etnami.

VY 1962 poui, HMM-362 ctana nepiioro BEpTOIbOTHOIO €CKAIPUIBELO,
sKa ciykuna y B’ernami. Bona HajaBana miaATpUMKY HiBJEHHOB'€THAMCBKIN
apMmii B 11 OOpoTbOi 3 B'€TKOHTIBISIMM Ta MiBHIYHOB'€THAMCHKUMU
perynspHuMu Bilicbkkamu. Eckanpuinbs orpumana Ha3By “AHrenu Apui” Ha
4ecTh KOMaHAMpa, mianonkoBHuka Apui Knenma. Berepan [pyroi cBiToBoi
BillHM Ta BiHM y Kopei, nonkoBHuk Kiennm OyB Oe3cTpamHuMm Ta
IIPOrPECUBHUM JiIepoM. BiH po3poOuB TaKTUKH 1 TPOLEAYPH MIATPUMKH, K1
CTalll CTAHJApTOM JUI BEPTOJITHUX OIEpaliil MmpoTsIroM Bciei BiMHH y
B'ernawmi. [licnsa Toro sk monkoBHUK Kierm mimoB Ha MEHCII0, €CKaIPUIIbIO
nepeiiMenyBasin Ha “bpuaki Axrenn” uepe3 He3rpaOHUIl 30BHIIIHIN BUTIISAA
H-34 ta ¥ioro ponb aHrena Musiocep/is, SKUii BpATyBaB COTHI XKHUTTIB 32 POKU
BHUCHAXIIMBUX MEJEBaKyalliiHUX Miciii. BiH cTaB OCHOBHHM IiTaKOM
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entered the war as a fully operational combat force in 1965. The bad
news was that by 1969, the H-34 was an older and underpowered
aircraft. It had some serious limitations, especially in the high
humidity and altitude of the mountainous areas in western Vietnam
and the DMZ.

The good news was that it could take some significant damage
and keep flying. The pilot and copilot sat side by side in the cockpit,
situated above a big Wright radial 1820 reciprocating engine, which
was encased by clamshell doors at the front of the aircraft. Since most
ground fire came from below, the engine frequently acted as a huge
bullet bouncer. Most other helicopters in the war by then had overhead
jet engines and nothing more than plexiglass between the pilots and
whatever fire came from below. On rare occasions we’d land at Quang
Tri for lunch. Walking to the mess hall from the flight line, we always
passed a long line of combat-damaged H-46s. The plexiglass on many
was damaged so badly, we knew the pilots would have been lucky to
survive. I remember thinking, Thank God I’'m flying the 34, and not
one of those 46s. It was eight-thirty on a Monday morning in February,
and the operations shack was crammed with pilots and copilots
awaiting their orders. The building, like all buildings at Phu Bai, was
a simple rectangle with wooden walls rising three feet from a concrete
pad and screening covering the rest of the expanse to the low metal
roof overhead. The screening allowed for some air circulation to
combat the insufferable heat of Vietnam, but that day there wasn’t a
whisper of a breeze. The room smelled like a gym full of old sneakers.

My copilot that day was Dave Evans, a big blond farm boy from
Nebraska who had a slow and easy way about him. He’d played
linebacker at the University of Nebraska and was named All-American

HIATPUMKH MOPCBKOI MIXOTH, KOJIM BOHA BCTYNWIA y BilHY SIK IIOBHOLIIHHA
6oitoBa oguaML B 1965 pori. [lorana HoBHHA mossiraia B TOMY, 110 10 1969
poky H-34 craB 3actapiiuM 1 MajomoTy:XKHUM JiTakoM. BiH MaB aeski
cepiio3Hi OOMEXeHHs, 0COOJIMBO B yYMOBaX BHCOKOi BOJIOTOCTI i BHCOTH
ripChbKUX paiioHiB Ha 3axo/1 B'ernamy 1 IM3.

Xopolia HOBHHA IOJIsATajla B TOMY, IO BiH MIl BUTPUMAaTH 3HA4YHI
MOIIKO/DKEHHS 1 MPOJIOBXKUTH JiTaTu. [1imoT 1 Apyruii minoT cUaiay miiv-o-
Wiy y KaOiHi, pO3TamIOBaHIA HaJX BEIMKHM palialbHAM MOPIIHEBUM
nsuryHoM Wright 1820, skuit OyB 3akpUTHl pPO3CYBHMMHU JBepuMa B
nepenHiid yactuHi Jitaka. OCKITbKM Ha3eMHUH BOTOHB BIBCSI IEPEBAKHO
3HH3Y, JBUTYH 4YacTO BHUKOHYBaB pOJIb BEJIMYE3HOIO KyJieBigOnBaya.
BinpIIicTh IHIIMX TeNIKONTEPiB HAa TOM Yac Majly PEaKTHBHI JBUTYHU Hal
rOJIOBOIO, TOMY MIX IIJIOTaMH Ta BOTHEM, IO BiBCS 3HU3Y HE OyJ0 HIYOrO,
OKpIM IUIEKCHTIIACy . Y PIAKICHUX BUMAAKax MU npu3emisiincs B Kyanr Tpi
Ha 06in. Vayun 10 inanbHi 3 THOTHOI CMYTH, MH 3aBX/IM TIPOXOJMIH IOB3
JIOBXKEJIE3HY Yepry MomKoKeHuX y 6ot H-46. Oprckio Ha 6aratb0X 3 HUX
OyB MOMIKO/PKEHUH HACTUIBKM CHJIBHO, 10 MH PO3YMUIM, IO MiJOTam
nomacTuiio 0, ikOu Bouu BrkuiIH. [lam'sararo, st mogymas: "Cnasa bory, 1m0
1 1e4dy Ha 34-My, a HE Ha OAHOMY 3 THX 46-X". byna BocbMa TpUALATE PaHKY
JIOTHEBOTO TMOHEAlUIKa, 1 OolloBa pyOka Oyia nepenoBHEHAa T'OJOBHUMU
OUIOTaMU 1 APYTMMHM MUIOTaMH, sIKI YeKajdu Ha Hakasu. byaiBis, sk 1 Bci
OymiBni Ha 6a3t @y bail, sBissia cobor0 MNpPOCTHM MPSAMOKYTHUK 3
JIepeB'THUMHM CTiHaAMHM, 110 3/iiiManucs Ha MeTp BiJl OETOHHOTO MaiilaH4MKa,
1 CITKO¥0, IO 3aKpUBAJIa PEHITY TPOCTOPY aX IO HU3HKOTO METAJIEBOTO JaxXy
Hajx ronoBor. CiTka 3abe3mneuyBajia IMEBHY UUPKYJSALIIO MOBITPS A
O0pOTHOM 3 HECTEPIHOI B'€THAMCBHKOIO CIIEKOIO, ajie B TOH JIeHb He OyIio
HaBiTh WIEMOTY BiTepus. Y KiMHATI CMEpALI0, SK y CIOPT3aji, HOBHOMY
CTapuXx KPOCIBOK.

Moim apyrum minorom toro nHs O0yB JleliB EBanc, Benukuii GinsgBuit
xyonens 3 ¢epmu B HelOpacui, skuii MaB CHOKIMHMI 1 HEBUMYIICHUN
TemrepamMeHT. Bin rpaB naiinOekepom B YHiBepcuteTi HeOpacku 1 OyB
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his senior year. Square-jawed, with a generous smile and a gentle
disposition, he was as nice a guy as [ ever met. Dave had been in the
squadron five months, and while he’d been in-country longer than I
had been, it was my turn as pilot. At that point in the war, there were
no more H-34 pilots being assigned to the squadron; the H-34 was
being replaced by the newer H-46s. With no new copilots to train, we
just rotated back and forth between pilot and copilot duties. Dave’s
experience was a plus and having him as my copilot was reassuring.
Having a calm and steady presence in the cockpit is a must in combat.
The second aircraft on our flight of two was piloted by Skeeter Dubois.
Skeeter always wore a mischievous smile, had a heavy Cajun accent,
and was never at a loss for words no matter what the topic, especially
if that topic was his hometown of New Orleans.

“Y’all think I’'m jokin” when I tell ya that N’awlins is tha best
city in tha country, but I can garrontee that we got tha finest-lookin’
women in tha world dare. And ain’t no better food than down-home
Cajun cookin’. Tha’s fo’ shore.” He was thin-framed and had a gait
not unlike a chicken, his head bobbing along atop a long, skinny neck
as he regaled anyone who’d listen with his impressive collection of
jokes. I never saw a man who could drink as much as Skeeter. I always
felt Skeeter had joined the Marines to get away from trouble at home.
Men joined the Marines for a lot of reasons. Some were running to
something, while others were running away from something. His
copilot that day was lan Kelly, a stocky, freckled-faced, red-haired
Irishman who had distinguished himself as captain of the boxing team
before graduating from Notre Dame, and had the nose to prove it. By
contrast, Ian had a wonderful tenor voice and would from time to time
grace us with a beautiful rendition of “Danny Boy.” An Irishman
myself, I always felt moved by it. lan was expected to join his father’s
law firm upon his graduation, but to his father’s dismay, he’d joined

BU3HAHUN HaMKpamMM TpaBIlleM AMEpPUKH Y CBifl BHIYCKHUH pik. 3
KBAJIPATHOIO MIEJICTIOI0, MIMPOI0 IMOCMIIIKOK 1 JIETKOK Bladero, BiH OyB
HaMNPpUEMHILIOKO JIFOAUHOO, SKY 1 KOJIM-HeOyab 3ycTpivaB. [leiB nmpocayxus
B €CKaJpUJIbi II'ITh MICSIIIB, 1 X04a BiH OyB y B'eTHami 1oBIIe, HIX 51, HACTala
MOsl yepra OyTH TOJJOBHUM TijoToM. Ha Tomy erari BiifHH B €CKaJIpHIIbIO
Oinpine He npusHavanu ninotis H-34; H-34 3aminwmm Ha HoBimni H-46. He
MalO4Yl HOBUX JIPYTHIX MUIOTIB, SIKHX MO)KHa OyJ0 6 HaBYUTH, MU MPOCTO
yepryBajiucs MiX 00OB'sI3KaMu MIOTa 1 apyroro ninora. J{ocin [leiiBa OyB
IUTEOCOM, 1 T€, 1110 BiH OyB MOIM JAPYTUM MJIOTOM, 3acriokoroBaio. CriokiiHa i
BIIEBHEHA aTMocdepa B KaliHI mijloTa € 0OOB'SI3KOBOIO YMOBOIO B 0010.
Hpyruit nitak y Hawmii asiiui nitotyBaB Ckitep [roOya. Ckitep 3aBxIu
MYCTOTIMBO TOCMIXaBCsl, TOBOPUB 3 CHJIBHUM KaJDKYHCHKUM AaKIICHTOM 1
3aBXK/IM MaB 1110 CKa3aTH, Ipo 110 O He MIuIoCs, 0COOIUBO AKILO L PO3MOBA
cTocyBajacs ioro pinmHoro micta Hoswuii Opreas.

"Bu Bci mymaere, Mo 5 KapTyro, Komu Kaxy, mo Hosuit Oprean -
Hallkpalie MICTO B KpaiHl, aje s MOXy 3alleBHUTH Bac, 10 Yy Hac
HalKpacuBimI XKiHKH y cBITI. | Hemae Kpaioi 1ki, HK JOMalIH KaJUKyHChKa
kyxHs. Lle cronynoso." Bin OyB XyA0opJisBHii 1 MaB X0y, CX0XKY Ha Kypsdy,
Horo rosoBa XuTajacs Ha JOBTiM XyAOpJsBid LIMi, KOJU BiH 3a4apOBYBaB
KOXKHOTO, XTO CIIyXaB HMOTO, CBOEI BPa)Xalouol KOJEKIIEI aHeKIOTiB. S
HIKOJIM He 0ayuB YOJIOBiKa, KU Ou muB Tak Oarato, sik Ckitep. S 3aBxau
BBaXkaB, 10 CKiTep MIIIOB Y MOPCHKY MIXOTYy, 1100 BTEKTH Bi MpodiemM
BJoMa. YoJOBIKM MIUIM B MOPCHKY MIXOTy 3 0araTbOX NpPUYMH. XTOCh
TIParHyB JI0 YOrock, a XTOCh TiKaB Bijf 4orock. loro apyrumM mizoToM TOro
s 6yB len Kemi, kpemesHui, 3 JactaTUM OOJIMYYSAM, PYyAUN ipiaHAelb,
SIKU B1I3HAYMBCS SIK KaIiTaH 0OKCEePChKOi KOMaHH 111€ 10 3aKiHueHHs Hotp-
Hamy, i moka3om amst poro OyB ioro Hic. Ha BiqmiHy Bij HOro HamapHUKa,
SIH MaB 4yZ0BMI TEHOPHUH roJioC 1 Yac BiJ yacy paJyBaB HAC IMPEKPACHUM
BukoHaHHsM "Danny Boy". Sl cam iprmanzgens, s 3aBXAM BiguyBaB ceOe
3BopymieHUM 4yepe3 1ue. Ilicnst 3akiHueHHs yHiBepcuTeTy SIH — MaB
NPUETHATUCS 10 IOPUINYHOI (ipMH CBOTrO 0OaTbka, aje, Ha MPEeBETUKUI Kax
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the Marines to fly. His father was furious, but most people could never
understand what it was that made us want to fly so much, especially
combat missions. I’m not sure we really knew why either, but it was a
passionate force within each of us. By nine o’clock, we were bathed
in sweat and wishing we were flying and not sitting in a sauna. At least
there would be a breeze through the cockpit. Be careful what you wish
for. The orders came at nine-fifteen. Both A and C companies in the
battalion were in serious contact and needed fresh troops, ammo, and
medical evacuations. Dave grabbed the paperwork from the operations
officer, and we headed out to our aircraft, followed by Skeeter and Ian.
I looked at Dave as we walked to our aircraft and smiled. “At least we
aren’t frying in that miserable sweatbox.” “Amen to that,” Dave
replied, as he strode along beside me in his usual farm-boy manner.
He ran a hand through his damp blond hair. The H-34s were parked in
a revetment area atop what was called Marston Matting. The
perforated metal plates could be linked together to form parking areas
for aircraft and in some cases runways. By 9:20, you could fry an egg
on them. The 34s had been sitting there all morning, and by the time
we climbed into the cockpit, it was like an oven.

Dave looked over from the copilot’s seat and grinned. “What
was that about not frying in a miserable sweatbox?”” Adrenaline began
coursing through my veins as we went through our preflight checklist.
I turned on the ignition. The first cough of that big radial engine is a
sound unlike any other. The only comparison I can think of is four or
five Harley-Davidsons starting up together. A big plume of smoke
belched from the exhaust pipe just below the cockpit. The cabin filled
with smoke and the unmistakable smell of fuel and oil. The
combination of sounds and smells as the 34 rocked a bit side to side is
a moment when a pilot becomes one with the aircraft. The engine
roared, and the old 34 shuttered and vibrated as it came to life. Once

GaThka, BiH BCTYIIMB 1O MOPCHKOI MiXOTH, mo6 JitaTh. Moro GaThko GyB
PO3IIOYEHUH, aje OUIBIIICTD JI0/AeH HIKOIM HE MOTIIM 3pO3YyMITH, IO caMe
3MyIIIy€ Hac TaK CHJIBHO XOTITH JITaTH, OCOOJMBO BUKOHYBaTH OOHOBI
3aplaHHs. Sl He BIEBHEHUWH, 110 MU 3HAIM, YOMY, aJie I1e Oyia MpucTpacHa
CHJIa BCepelnH1 KOXKHOro 3 Hac. Jlo 1eB'AToi roAuHU MU OyJId BKPUTI TIOTOM 1
XOTiau O JiTaTH, a He CHIITH B cayHi. B kabiHi JiTaka npuHaiiMHiI OyB 0N
BiTepelb. byabpre o0epekHi y cBoix OaxanHsx. Haka3 Hanidmos o AeB'sTii
n'stHagaTe. Potm "A" 1 "C" OaranpiioHy mnepeOyBalii B aKTHBHOMY
OolOoBOMY 3ITKHEHHI 1 MOTpeOyBajdM CBLKHMX COJJAATIB, OO€mpHMaciB i
MeIWYHOI eBakyarllii. JleliB B3sB JOKYMEHTH Yy ONEpaTHBHOTO odimepa, i MU
HOIPSIMYBAJIX /10 HAIIOTO JiTaka, pa3oM 3 CkitepoM 1 SIHoM. S mouBuUBCS Ha
JeiiBa, Koy MU TigifnuIM A0 Jitaka, i mocMmixHyBes. "[lpuHaliMHi, MH HE
CMaXHMOCS B MLii xamorigHiil myxoBumi". "Aminp", - BignmoBiB JleiB,
KPOKYIOUH TOpYyY 31 MHOIO Yy CBOii 3BMUaiiHiil (epmepchkiii manepi. Bin
IPOBIB PYKOIO IO CBOEMY BOJIOroMy CBITJIIOMY Bojoccto. H-34 Oyim
IpPUMApKOBaHI Ha MailaHuuKy, SKUA Ha3uBaBcs MapctoH MaTTiHT.
[TepdopoBani MeraneBi MJIACTUHU MOXKHa Oyno 3'€elHYBaTH MiX CO0OIO,
YTBOPIOIOYUM CTOSIHKH JIJIS JIITAKiB, a B ICSIKUX BUMAAKAX 1 37ITHO-TIOCAIKOBI
cmyru. O 9:20 Ha HUX MOKHA OyJI0O TOCMAXXUTH SI€YHIO. 34-T1 IPOCTOSIIN TaM
BECh PAHOK, 1 KOJIU MU 3aii3ajiu B KabiHy, BOHa Oyia cxoxa Ha Iiy.

JleiiB moauMBUBCS 3 Miclg ApyToro mijiora i mocMixHyBcs. "Ll{o Tam Gyio
PO T€, 100 HE CMAXUTHCS B KAIIOT1IHIN TyXoBL1?" ApeHalliH no4aB TeKTH
[0 MOIX BEHaX, KOJIM MU MPOXOAWIM Hall MepelrnoJbOTHUM uek-nucT. S
YBIMKHYB 3anaitoBaHHs. [lepmmii kamienb HbOro BEIMKOTO pPaiaibHOIO
JIBUTYHA - 3BYK, HE CXOXKUU HI Ha KU 1HIIWH. €IMHE MTOPIBHAHHS, K€ MEH1
CIaja€e Ha TyMKY, - 11€ YOTUPHU UM I'sITh XapJi-JleBiICOHIB, IO 3aBOIATHCS
pa3oM. 3 BHUXJIOIHOI TpyOHM miJ KaOiHOI BUpPBABCA BEIUKUH 1UIeid numy.
KaGina HanmoBHHIIACS JUMOM 1 XapaKTEpHUM 3aIllaxoM MajibHOr0 Ta MacTHUIIA.
[Tin yac moegHAHHS 3BYKIB 1 3amaxiB, Koy 34-if TPOXU MOTOHTyBaBCs 3 OOKY
B OIK, - II¢ MOMEHT, KOJM TJIOT CTAa€ €IUHUM LUIAM 3 JiTakoM. JIBUTYH
3apeBiB, 1 crapuii 34-if 31pUrHYyBCs 1 33/IpHIKaB, HIOU OXKHUBarOUu. SIK TUTBKU
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the RPMs (engine revolutions per minute) were up to speed, I engaged
the rotor head, and the air filled with the high whine of the four rotor
blades as they sliced through the hot morning haze. The rotor blades
picked up speed, and the H-34 continued shuddering, straining to lift
itself into the sky. I raised the collective lever with my left hand and
stabilized us into a three-foot hover, checking our RPMs. I pressed
forward slightly with my right hand on the cyclic stick between my
legs, and we moved slowly forward to begin our ascent. Helicopter
pilots always like to explain that helicopters don’t really fly—they just
keep from crashing. Whatever the case, there’s nothing more
exhilarating than flying one, especially when you’re headed into
combat.

The adrenaline continued pulsing through me, and every sensory
fiber in my body was on full alert. This was where the rubber met the
road. Every bit of training and experience came into play, and I
focused on what lay ahead. In addition to the pilot and copilot, the H-
34 carried a crew chief and a door gunner. Both sat in the belly of the
aircraft, with its single-entry door on the right side, where the M60
machine gun was mounted. All loading and unloading happened
through that right-side door, unlike the well-known Huey helicopter,
which was open on both the right and left sides. The one-door
configuration of the H-34 made for some significant restrictions when
loading, unloading, and returning fire with the M60. I had an
experienced crew in the belly of the H-34 that day. My crew chief,
already on his second tour, was Stacy Brinkman. Solid and fearless,
he oversaw the mechanical integrity of the aircraft as well as all the
loading and unloading on each mission. “Keg” Johnson—I never did
know his real first name—was the door gunner, and I’m fairly sure his
nickname came from his beer-drinking prowess. Keg was a “short-
timer,” near the end of his first tour. Our two aircraft headed to the
north end of the base, where the reinforcements and supplies were

00epTy ABUTYHA HAOpay MOTPiOHY MIBUAKICTH, 1 YBIMKHYB TOJIOBKY TBHHTA,
1 TIOBITPsI HAIIOBHUJIOCS BUCOKHM BHUTTSM YOTHPBHOX JIOMATEH T'BHHTA, KOJH
BOHM Mpopi3anu rapsuuii paHkoBuid Tymad. JlonmaTti rBuHTa HaOpaau
mBHJIKICTh, a H-34 mponoBxyBaB 31pHUraTucs, HaMaratouuchb MiTHITHUCS B
He0o. JIiBoro pyKOIO 51 MITHSB BaXUIb 3arajlbHOTO KPOKY 1 cTaOuIi3yBaB
BEPTOJIIT y TPUMETPOBOMY 3aBHCaHHI, NepeBipsioun obopoTtu. S 31erka
HATHCHYB IPaBOI0 PYKOK Ha PYYKY YHPABIIHHA LUKIIUHUM KPOKOM MIX
HOTaMH, i MU TIOBUIBHO DPYIIWJIM Brepen, o0 mouatu migiom. Ilimorm
TSIIIKONTEPIB 3aBXKIAH JHOOIATH PO3IOBIIATH, 10 TSIIKONTEPH HACIIPaBIl HE
JITAIOTh - BOHU MPOCTO HAMararThCs HE po3ourthcs. Sk Ou Tam He OyIo,
HEMa€ HIiYoTo OiIbIN 3aXOILTIOIYOro, HiXK MOJIT Ha TeKONTEPi, 0COOIUBO
KOJIA BU MPSIMY€ETE B Oiif.

AnpeHaniH nIpoJoBXKyBaB MyJIbCyBaTH B MeHi, 1 KoxkeH (pidp moro Tina
OyB B MOBHii 00#0Biif roTOBHOCTI. I{e OyB MOMeHT icTuHu. Bei TpeHyBaHHS i
JIOCBIJl BCTYNIUJIM y TPY, 1 5 30CEPEAUBCS Ha TOMY, IO YEKaJlo HOIEpeLy.
OxkpiM minoTa i Ipyroro mijgora, Ha 6opty H-34 Oynu koMaHaup eximaxy 1
KynemeTHUK. OOuBa CUALTK B KaOiH1 AJs MAacaXHpiB, 3 OJTHOCTBOPUYACTUMHU
JIBEepUMa 3 MpaBoro OoKy, e OyB BcraHoBieHUH Kyiaemer M60. Bcee
3aBaHTa)XEHHS 1 PO3BaHTaKEHHsS BiZOyBajlocs uepe3 Il Mpasi JBepi, Ha
BIIMIHY BiJ 100pe Bigomoro BeprosiboTa Huey, sxuii OyB BIAKpUTHI 5K 3
IpaBoro, Tak i 3 JgiBoro 6oky. OnHoaBepHa KoH(pirypauis H-34 nHakmanana
MeBHI OOMEKEHHS NPU 3aBaHTa)KEHHI, PO3BAaHTAKEHHI Ta BEJECHHI BOTHIO Y
BianoBiAbr 3 M60. Toro nHs y MeHe OyB JOCBINYEHHH eKiMmax, SKUN
3HaxoJuBcA y KaOiHi A nacaxkupiB H-34. Moim koMaHIMpOM eKinaxy, Bke
nig 4vac gapyroi portauii, 0yB Creiici bpinkman. Byayum TBepaum i
Oe3cTpallHiM, BiH CTEXHUB 32 MEXAHIYHOIO HUTIICHICTIO JIiTaka, a TaKOX 3a
3aBaHTAKEHHSM 1 PO3BaHTAXXEHHAM M1 yac KoxkHoi Micii. "Ker" J[>koHCoH, s
HIKOJIM HE 3HaB Oro CrpaBkHbOTO IMEH1, OyB KYyJIEMETHUKOM, 1 51 BIEBHEHUI,
0 HOro Mpi3BUCHKO MOXOAWUTH BiJ Horo BMiHHSA nuTH muBo. Ker Oys
"M’sicoM", mix KiHeup Horo nepiioro Typy. Hamni qBa sitaku nmonpsiMyBaiu
JI0 TIBHIYHOT YacTUHU 0a3u, Jie pO3MIITYBaIUCh MIAKPIIUIEHHS 1 IPUIIACH IS
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staged for our mission to the embattled elements of Alpha and Charlie
companies. Due to the heat and the limitations of the H-34, we could
only carry four combat-ready Marines. They loaded into each of our
aircraft along with medical supplies and ammo boxes. Two other 34s
had already loaded and were waiting for us. We’d form two flights of
two aircraft each in the support mission.

Once loaded, our two aircraft took off into the haze and heat,
headed west toward the rice paddies and jungles of Vietnam. Every
man has his own thoughts in these moments. I just tried to focus on
the flying and what I’d need to do when we reached the LZ. A cockpit
is no place for bad thoughts or uncertainty. The whump-whump-
whump of the helicopter rotor blades was so familiar to us by now that
it was almost soothing. That sound would define the Vietnam War
forever. It was as much a part of our being as our heartbeats and would
remain a part of our souls forever.

As we headed west, the checkerboard of rice paddies and
bordering dikes reflected the morning sun like a thousand mirrors
flashing back at us. Just to the left, a lone farmer was plowing his rice
field behind a big water buffalo, while several large white herons
circled overhead. Next to a grove of palm trees, a small village
appeared. Children played in the square as men wheeled bags of rice
on bicycles to market. Minutes away was a world of chaos and death.
I never was good at processing these surreal moments of contradiction.
The quick change was like something out of The Twilight Zone. And
we were about to enter that zone. As we got within a few miles, we
switched our radios over to the ground frequency to contact the
company radioman and get some information on the situation. I was
quickly in contact with Alpha Company 2/5, call sign Hammer. I
punched the comm key to the ground unit. “Hammer, this is Yankee
Lima 13,” I said, using my own call sign—military alphabet for the
letters and numbers on the side of my aircraft. “We are inbound with

HaIoi Micii JoctaBku 10 potu "Anbsda" 1 "Yapmai", ski Benu 60i. Uepes crieky
Ta TeXHI4YHI oOMexxeHHs H-34 MU MOTJIM B3SITH JIMIIE YOTUPHOX OO€3ATHHX
MOPCBKHMX MIXOTHHIIIB. BOHM 3aBaHTaXwiucs B Halll JITAakKd pa3oM 3
MeANKAaMEHTaMH Ta sUKamMu 3 O6oenpumnacamu. J[Ba iHmmx 34-x Bxke Oynu
3aBaHTaKEH1 1 YeKayim Ha Hac. Mu cpopMyBaiu 1Ba peiicu 1o JaBa JITaKu IS
MicCii TATPUMKH.

[Ticns 3aBaHTa)KEHHS HalIl JBa JITaKd 3JIETUIM B TyMaH 1 CIEKY,
MOTIPSIMYBABIIH Ha 3aXiJ, 10 PUCOBHUX IOJIB 1 JUKYHTIIB B'eTHamy. YV KOXHOT
JIFOZAMHU B TaKi MOMEHTH € Pi3HI TyMKH. Sl IpocTo HaMarascs 30CepeqUTUCS
Ha IOJILOTI 1 Ha TOMY, 1110 MEHi MMOTPiOHO Oy1e 3poOUTH, KOJIH MU JOCATHEMO
30HU mocanku. Kabina - He micie A MOTaHuX AYMOK YM HEBIIEBHEHOCTI.
3BYK TYK-TyK-TyK TBHHTA I'eJIIKONTEpa CTaB JUIsl HAC HACTUIBKH 3BHYHHM, IO
Maiike 3acrokoroBaB. Lleil 3Byk HazaBkau BU3HAUMB BiliHy y B'erHami. Bin
OyB TaKOI  4YacCTHHOI Hamoro OyTTs, SIK OWTTS HAMMX CepAelb, i
3JIMIIUTHCSA YaCTUHOIO HAIUX AYII HAa3aBXK/IH.

Konu mu mpsimyBanin Ha 3axij, IaxoBa JOIIKAa PHUCOBHX TIOJIB 1
MEXYIOUHX KaHaTIB BIII3€pKaJIlOBaa paHKOBE COHIIE, HaYe THCsUa JI3epKall,
B1IOIMCKYIOUM Ha Hac. Tpoxu JjiBile caMOTHIN (epMep opaB CBOE PHUCOBE
1oJie M03aly BEJIMKOTO BOJASHOrO OyiBoJa, a KiJIbKa BEIMKUX OLIMX yaresb
KpYXJisimi HaJ HUM. [Topyd i3 majsbMOBUM Ta€EM BHIHIIOCS HEBEIMUYKE CEJO.
Ha rutomti rpanmcs 1iTH, a YOJOBIKM BE3JIM Ha BEJIOCUIIEAAX MIIIKH 3 PHCOM
Ha PUHOK. 3a KUIbKa XBUJIMH 3BIJCH OyB CBIT Xaocy 1 cMepTi. S HiKoJIu He
BMIB CIIpHIMaTH 1 croppeanicTuyHi npotupivys. [lIBuaka 3mina Oyia cxoxa
Ha 110ch 13 mporpamu "CyTiHKoBO1 30HK". | Mu 30upanucs B'iXaTH B 11O 30HY.
Komn My Habnusunmces 10 Hel Ha KiTbKa MWIb, MU TEPEKIIOUMINA HaIl
paaiocTaHIli HAa HAa3eMHY YacTOTy, MO0 3B'S3aTHUCS 3 POTHUM PAJANCTOM 1
OoTpUMaTH iH(popMalliro Mpo cuTyairo. S mBUAKO 3B's13aBcs 3 poToro "Asbda”
2/5, nosuBHui "Momot". S HaTHCHYB KIaBilly 3B'SI3Ky 3 Ha3eMHUM
niapo3ainoM. "Xammep, e Suki Jlima 13", - ckazaB s, BAKOPHCTOBYIOUYH CBiit
BJIACHUM MO3UBHUH - BICHKOBUH anasit i jitep 1 qudp Ha OOpTy MOro
mitaka. "Mu 3aXxoiMMO Ha TIOCAaaKy 3 4YOTHpMa MNTaxamu. Slke Baie
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four birds. What’s your sitrep?” The radioman’s voice answered my
call for a situation report. “We are in contact from the tree lines west
and northwest.” His voice crackled. “We have ten wounded, four
severe.” “Roger that.” I felt sweat running down my spine. Here we
go, baby! I thought to myself. Pucker factor ten! Both companies were
pinned behind a rice paddy dike with fire coming from the trees that
lined both sides. It was a deadly crossfire. The enemy had prepared the
trap with precision. The situation wasn’t good. I decided the best
approach would be to autorotate (drop in) from 2,500 feet rather than
come in low and fast. Fast wasn’t really very fast due to our limitations
of weight and power. Coming in low and fast would have made us
more vulnerable to the ground fire ahead.

Dropping in is always an attention-getter, even for the most
experienced pilot. Basically, the pilot uses a technique that
mechanically disengages the engine from the rotor head. Next, he
pushes the nose of the aircraft straight down, and it drops like a rock
until about three hundred feet above the ground. He then reengages the
engine and makes what’s hopefully a smooth power-on transition to a
normal landing. Making the transition too soon or too late can mean
disaster, but if it works, it’s an effective way to get into a hot zone
quickly and minimize your exposure to ground fire. [ keyed the comm
mic to the other aircraft. “This is Yankee Lima 13. We’re gonna auto-
in from 2,500, and Yankee Lima 23 will follow. Yankee Lima 23, wait
fifteen seconds before you initiate your descent behind me. Second
flight, wait until we’re out before you make your descent. I’ll relay the
sitrep once we’re out.” “Roger that, 13,” replied Skeeter in Yankee
Lima 23. “Yankee Lima 18, roger,” said the second flight leader, big
Lou Stephens from the Bronx. Lou was about six-foot-four with a
quiet demeanor and a big smile hidden behind a huge handlebar
mustache. Getting into the H-34 cockpit wasn’t easy, given it was ten
feet off the ground. How Lou ever climbed up and squeezed that big

omnepatuBHe 3BefeHHA?" PaaucT BiAMOBIB Ha Miil 3aKJIUK JOIMOBICTH PO
cuTyauio. "Mu Ha 3B'A3Ky 3 JIiCOCMYT Ha 3axozi i miBHiuHOMY 3axo0xi". Moro
rojloc MOTpiCKyBaB. "Y Hac necaTh MOpaHEHUX, yeTBepo Baxkux'. "Bac
3po3yMiB." Sl BimuyB, SIK MIT CTiKae 1Mo Moemy xpedty. Och Tak, KpUXITKO!
nogymas 5. Crae rapstue! O6uaB1 poTH OyJIM 3aTUCHYTI 32 PUCOBUM KaHAJIOM
1 MO SKUM BIBCS BOTOHb 3 JIepeB, IO pociau mo obuasa Ooku. lle Oys
CMepTeNbHUI NlepexpecHuit BOroHb. Bopor miirotyBaB nacTky 3 TOYHICTIO /10
npi6Hune. Curyarist Oyna morana. S BUpPINIMB, IO HAHKPALIMM ITiIX0J0M
Oyzae aBToporauis (3HMKeHH:) 3 BUcoTH 2 500 ¢yTiB, a HE HU3bKE 1 MIBUKE
3axopKeHHs Ha nocaaky. LIBuakuit crioci6 He OyB OM JOCTaTHBO IIBUIKUM
yepes Hailli OOMEeXeHHsI M0 Basi 1 MOTYXHOCTI. Hu3bke 1 MIBHIKE 3HIKEHHS
3po6usio 6 Hac OLTBIT BPA3IMBUMH JI0 HA3€MHOTO BOTHIO, 1110 BIBCS ITOTIEPETY.

[TpuzemnenHs  3aBkad  OpuUBepTae  yBary,  HaBiTb A
HalI0OCBITYEHINIOTO MiJI0Ta. B 0CHOBHOMY, MiJIOT BUKOPUCTOBYE TEXHIKY, ITiJ]
yac sIKO1 BIH MEXaHIUHO BiJ'€/IHy€ JIBUTYH BijJ roioBKu poropa. [loTim BiH
IITOBXAE HIC JIITaKa MPSIMO BHU3, 1 BiH MaJa€, K KaMiHb, O BACOTH OJU3BKO
JIeB’ssHOCTa MeTpiB Haj 3emiero. IloTiM BiH 3HOBY Hif€AHYE ABUTYH 1
3MIMCHIOE, SIK MU CIOJIIBAEMOCH, TUTABHUW TIEPEXiJl JO0 IITaTHOI MOCAJKHU 3
YBIMKHEHHMM JBUTYHOM. 3aHaJITO paHHiM ab0 3aHaTO Mi3HIA mepexiJ Moxe
IIPU3BECTH J0 KaTacTpo(H, ajie SKILO BiH CIPALIOE, TO 11€ €PEeKTUBHUH CIIOC10
HIBUJIKO MOTPANMTU B rapsdy 30HY 1 MIHIMI3yBaTHU PU3MK MOTPAIUISHHS Mij
Ha3eMHUI BOTOHb. S HajamTyBaB 3B 30K 3 1HIINM JiTakoM. "Lle fAnku Jlima
13. Mu 3axonumo Ha ocaaky 3 Bucotu 2500, Auku Jlima 23 Oyzae ciigyBatu
3a Hamu. SHku Jlima 23, 3adekaiiTe n'ITHaALSTH CEKYH/I, IEPI HI’K MOYHMHATH
3HIWKEHHs 3a MHOI0. [lpyruii 60pT, 3auekaiite, MOKM MU HE 3aBEPIIUMO, MEPIIT
HDK MMOYMHATHU 3HIKEHHS. S mepenamM J01oBi/Ib, SIK TUITBKU MH 3aBEpIITUMO".
"Bac 3posywmiB, 13", - BignosiB Ckitep 3 fAuki Jlima 23. "Suku Jlima 18,
npuifoM", - ckazaB Apyruil KomaHaup Jjitaka, 3aopoBaHb Jly CriBeHC 3
Bponkca. Jly maB 3picT 61M3bKO IBOX METPIB, CIIOKIHHY MMOBEIIHKY 1 HIUPOKY
MOCMIIIIKY, CXOBaHy 3a BEJIMYE3HUMH BYCAMH, CXOXMMH Ha IITypBall.
[Torpanutu B kabiny H-34 Oyno Hemerko, BpaxoBYIOYM, IO BOHA
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frame of his into that cockpit, I’'ll never know. But he’d been in-
country for eight months and was a well-seasoned pilot with
exceptional skills. He’d need them today. Finally, the last reply came
from the second pilot in the second flight. “Yankee Lima 27, roger,”
John Reynolds said. John was from Las Vegas, and this was his first
mission as a pilot rather than a copilot. He always taped a picture of
his wife and baby daughter to the inside of the cockpit when he flew.
He’d been a copilot for four months, and this was his check ride to
become a certified HAC, or Helicopter Aircraft Commander. Nice first
day. I punched the comm key to Alpha Company. “Hammer, this is
Yankee Lima 13. We’re going to auto-in from 2,500. Pop smoke on
my command. Pop the smoke behind your men. We’re gonna land
with the smoke between us and your men to protect the off- and on-
loading. I need room to get in there. Have the most severely wounded
ready for the first aircraft.” “Roger that, Yankee Lima 13!” he
screamed. Heavy gunfire filled the background. Popping smoke means
setting off a smoke grenade, which gives the pilot the location of the
LZ as well as a clue on wind direction. This is important for an
approach into the wind. Unfortunately, it tends to alert the enemy that
you’re coming, and where you’re going to land. We were above the
LZ. Ikeyed the intercom mic. “Keg, clear the M60.” Two short bursts
from the door gun shook the aircraft. “Here we go, boys,” I said to my
crew. “Once we’re in the LZ, get those men out, and get the wounded
in as quickly as possible. Stay focused.” I knew I didn’t need to tell
them any of that, but it’s critical for an aircraft commander to appear
calm and in control in any situation. “Keg, when we exit the LZ, I’ll
be turning the aircraft to the right, which will give you a good angle to
the tree lines. You hose those bastards down as we get out of there.”
“Roger that, sir!” I could tell his adrenaline was racing for a chance to
fire that M60. Having the chance to return fire when you’re a sitting

3HAXOJWJIACh HA BUCOTI 3 METPiB HaJZl 3eMJIet0. Sl HIKOJIM HE NI3HAIOCh, K Jly
3aJ1i3 Ty 1 BTUCHYB ce0e B kaOiHy. Aue BiH mpoOyB y B’eTHami Bicim MicsiB
1 OyB moOpe 3arapTOBaHMM IIIJIOTOM 3 BHHSATKOBHMMH HaBHYKamMu. BoHu
3Hago0uHCs 6 oMy chorofHi. Haperri, ocTaHHs BiAMOBIIs HATINIILIA BiJ
TOJIOBHOTO TijIoTa Jpyroro peicy. "Snki Jlima 27, Bac 3po3ymiB", - cka3aB
Jlxon Peifinonsac. [xon Oy pomom 3 Jlac-Beraca, i e Oyna #oro mepiia
MicCii B SKOCTI TOJOBHOTO MiJOTa, a HE Apyroro mijgora. BiH 3aBxau
npukieoBaB (Qortorpadito CBO€ IPYKMHH 1 MaJEHBKOI JOHBKH JIO
BHYTPIIIHLOI CTOPOHU KabiHM, Konmu JeTiB. Bin OyB apyrum mninotom
IPOTSITOM YOTUPHOX MICSALIB, 1 I1e OyB HOr0 KOHTPOJIBHUH MOJMIT, 00 CTaTH
cepTudiKOBaHUM KOMAaHJAMPOM BEpTONbOTA. ['apHuid mepmuii neHb. Sl
HaJIAIITYBAaB 3B’ 30K 3 poToio Anbda. "Xammep, e Anki Jlima 13. 3axoaumo
Ha nocazky 3 Bucotu 2500. ITyckaiite num 3a Moero komanaow. [lyckait num
3a CBOIMH JIIOJBMH. MU TpU3EMIMMOCS 33 JTUMOM MK HaMH 1 BaIlUMH
JIOJIBMHM, 11100 3aXHUCTUTHU 3aBAaHTAXEHHS 1 pO3BaHTa)XCHHSA. MeH1 MoTpiOoeH
pocTip, o6 cictu Tyau. [IpurotyiiTe HaliBaXX4UUX MOPaHEHUX A0 MEPIIOTro
mitaka." "Bac 3po3ymiB, Suki Jlima 13!" - kpukHyB BiH. llinbHa cTpiinsiHUHA
3anoBHmwiIa QoH. [losgBa nuMy O3HauYae MIAPUB JUMOBOI TpaHATH, SKa Ja€
OiI0Ty iHGOpMali0 MPO MICIE3HAXO/PKEHHS TOYKM TOCAJKHM, a TaKOXK
1H(dopMaliio po HANpsAMOK BiTpy. Lle BaxMBO npu 3axoAi Ha MOCAAKY MiJ
qac cCIIbHOTO BiTpY. Ha »kainb, BiH, sIK MpaBuIlo, omepekae BOpora npo Te,
10 BU HAOJIMHKA€ETECH 1 e BU 30MpaeTech npu3eMiIMTiCs. Mu OyJin HaJl 30HOIO
nocaaku. S yBIMKHYB MikpoQoH BHYTpimHbOro 3B'si3ky. "Ker, po3psau
M60." JIB1 KOPOTKI 4epru 3 KyJieMera CKoxXHyu JiTak. "[loixamm, xmomii",
- CKa3aB s CBOEMY eKinaxy. "SIK TIIbKM MU ONMHUMOCS B 30HI BHIUMOCTI,
BUBOJIbTE LIMX JIIOJIEH 1 3a0upaiiTe nopaHeHux sikHaimBuaie. 36epitbea”. A
3HaB, 1110 HE MOBUHEH OYB iM IIbOT0O Ka3aTH, aje /Uil KOMaHupa JIiTaka JTyKe
BKJIMBO 30€piraTv CIOKiil 1 KOHTPOJb HAJ CUTYAII€l0 B OY/Ib-AKii CUTYyaIlii.
"Ker, Koa1 MU BUHZEMO 3 TOCAJAKOBOI 30HH, 51 TOBEPHY JITaK MPaBopyd, 110
JacTh TOOI TapHMiA OTJIsA Ha JiHii AepeB. [lonwBai cBUHIIEM ITUX BUPOJIKIB,
KOJIM MU BIJIITaTUMeMO 3BiaATH". "3po3yMiB, cep!" S mir 6u ckazaTH, 110 ioro
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duck offered at least some degree of retribution. Marines refer to that
as “gettin’ some.”

We were in position. A quick flip of my wrist, and the throttle
was off. I jammed the collective down, punched the nose over, and put
in a bit of right rudder. Then we were free-falling toward the ground.
While the crew had experienced this and was ready for it, the troops
in the belly hadn’t, and I could hear their shouts over the roar of the
engine and the howl of the wind as we plummeted downward. I’'m sure
they thought we were all going to die. In training, it had been amusing.
In combat, not so much. These guys were going into the shit. We were
too, but we, God willing, would be flying out. They were going in for
a while before they would have a chance to get out, and some wouldn’t
... except in black bags. The dial on the altimeter was spinning as we
hurtled downward: 2,500, 2,000, 1,500 ... “Pop smoke!” I yelled into
my headset, hoping the radioman on the ground could hear me.
“Popping smoke!” he yelled. We were at one thousand feet and still
dropping like a rock. I could see the yellow smoke ahead and to the
right. As we passed three hundred feet, I snapped the throttle back to
full power and lifted the nose of the aircraft while I raised the
collective so the full pitch of the rotor blades could chew huge hunks
of air and slow our descent. It must happen in a coordinated effort, and
we’d trained for it over and over. But every load has a different weight,
and even the different heat and humidity of each day could affect the
speed of a descent. The roar of the big 1820 radial engine straining
with all its might to weather its load was deafening. I transitioned to a
hover about ten feet off the ground and moved right to get behind the
smoke. I set the 34 down, and Stacy pushed the troops out. I could see
the wounded about thirty yards away, awaiting their chance to board.
Some were sitting, and some were on stretchers with two Navy
corpsmen tending to them. Yankee Lima 17 landed behind and to the

aJpCHAJIIH 3aIlIKAIIOBaB BiJI MOXJIMBOCTI BHCTPUIUTH 3 M60. MOXIUBICTD
BIJIKPUTH BOTOHB Y BITOBiIb, KOJU TH € JIETKOIO 37J00MYYI0, A€ X0U SKUHCH
maHc BiamiaTi. Mopmnixu Ha3uBarOTh 1€ "'OTpUMaTH 110 MTOBHIN".

Mu Oymu na nosunii. IIBuakuii pyx moro 3am'scts, i ra3 Oy
BUMKHEHMH. 1 HajaBUB Baxilb, MEPEKUHYB HOCOBY YacTUHY 1 TPOXHU
MOBEPHYB KepMo BrpaBo. [1oTiM My moyanu BiJIbHO MaJaTH A0 3eMii. SIKIno
eKiMa)< BXe BiAUyBaB 1€ 1 0yB rOTOBUM JI0 LILOTO, TO COJJATH B XBOCTOBOMY
BIJICIKY - Hi, 1 51 9yB IXHI KPHKH, 5IKi IEPEKPUBAIN PEB ABUTYHA 1 3aBUBAHHS
BITPY, KOJIM MU CTPIMKO MaJiaiy JOHU3Y. Sl BIIEBHEHUH, 1110 BOHH JyMaJH, 10
MU Bci 3aruHemo. Ha TpenyBanHsx 1ie Oyno Beceno. B Goto, e myxe. Lli
XJIOMII MOTPAIUISIA B JaiiHO. Mu Tex, ane mu, nai boxe, Buiitanu. Born
NOTPAIUISUIM TyOU Ha JEIKWH dYac, Mepll HDK y HHX 3'SBISBCS IIAHC
BHOpaTHUCS, IEXTO HE BUXOMB... Xi0a 110 B 4opHUX Mimkax. [{udepobnat Ha
BUCOTOMIpi KpPYTHBCS, TIOKM MU Hecnucs BHH3: 2 500, 2 000, 1 500...
"Kunaiite mum!" KpukHYB 51 B MiKpO(OH, CIIO/IIBaIOUUCH, 110 PATUCT HA 3eMIIi
MeHe nouye. "€ qum!" - kpukHyB BiH. Mu Oynu Ha BucoTi 300 MeTpiB 1 Bce
11e Ta/1aly, K KaMiHb. $| 6a4uB KOBTHH JUM moniepeay i mpaBopyd. Koxu mu
JIOCSITJIM BUCOTHU JIEB’THOCTA METPIB, 5 MOTSATHYB I'a3 HA MOBHY MOTYKHICTB 1
MiJHSAB HIC JIiTaka, OJHOYACHO MiAHSBIIM BaXijb, 1100 JOMaTi poTopa Ha
MOBHOMY KpOILll MOIJIM MEPEKOBYBaTH BEIMYE3HI IIMATKU THOBITPSA 1
CHOBUILHUTH Hamie mnafiHHsa. lle Mae BimOyBaTHcs CKOOPAMHOBAaHUMU
pyxaMmu, 1 MU TPEHYBQJIU 1€ 3HOBY 1 3HOBY. AJle KOKE€H BaHTa)X Mae pPi3Hy
Bary, i HaBiTh pi3Ha TeMIepaTypa i BOJIOTiCTh KOKHOTO JHS MOTJIM BIUIMHYTH
Ha MIBUJKICTH CIycKy. PeB Bemmkoro pamianbHoro asuryHa 1820, skuit
[IOCHJIM HaMaraBCsi BUTPHUMATH HaBaHTaXXEHHs, OyB orTynuinBuM. S 3aBUC
Ha BUCOTI OJIM3BKO TPHOX METPIB HAJl 3eMJICIO 1 MOBEPHYB MPaBOPYyY, 1100
cxoBatucs 3a aumoM. S mocamuB 34-if, a Creiici BUIITOBXaB COJJIATIB
Ha30BHI. Sl mo6aunB NopaHeHUX MPUOJIU3HO 32 TPUALSATD 33 TPUILSATH METPIB
BiJl MEHE, K1 4eKaJu, 00 cicTi Ha O0pPT. JlesKi 3 HUX CUALIH, a JesKi JIexwau
Ha Homax 3 ABoma canitapamu BMC, siki nornsananu 3a uumu. Suku Jlima 17
MPU3EMIIMBCS TT03ay 1 MPaBOPYY BiJl MEHE, SIKpa3 B TOM MOMEHT, KOJIH TepIIi
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right of me just as the first rounds slammed into our bird. It’s a
sickening sound, and a sickening feeling. I could tell the rounds had
entered below and behind me into the belly of the aircraft. “Stacy! You
okay?” “Yessir. Those bastards missed me!” The last Marine had
debarked, and Stacy was signaling the corpsmen to bring the four
critically wounded Marines to the bird. I stared ahead and spotted the
last Marine who had exited the aircraft running toward the cover of the
dike. He stopped all of a sudden and pitched forward into the rice
paddy. Son of a bitch! I radioed the second flight. “Yankee Lima 18
and 27, begin your descent. Be aware we are in heavy contact from the
tree lines north and northwest. Good luck.” They’d need it.

The enemy fire intensified as they poured everything into taking
out our helicopters. The Marines behind the dike poured it back in a
deafening and surreal exchange. The corpsmen loaded four stretchers
carrying the most severely wounded. The aircraft had no more room
or power. Stacy and Keg stacked the stretchers in as best they could.
The whole process of discharging the replacements and taking on the
wounded took five minutes. It seemed like five hours. Rounds
continued to chew through the air above us and the ground around us.
The next salvo rocked the 34 again. “Stacy?” “Okay, sir.” But one of
the wounded took a round. He’s gone.” Shit! “You secure down
there?” I tried to sound calm. “Ready.” I checked to make sure the
corpsmen were clear. I could see them loading the next four wounded
into Skeeter’s bird behind me. “This is 13, exiting stage right,” I
barked into the headset to let Skeeter know what I was doing.

I picked the 34 up into a hover and pushed forward twenty feet
to clear him behind me. Then I kicked in right rudder, spun the bird
around, and headed to the river behind the paddies and out of the LZ
(Landing Zone). As we got parallel to the tree line, Keg opened with

CHapsAM BIy4YWJIH B Hauly nramky. le Oy oruaHuii 3ByK 1 OruHe BIAUYTTS.
CHapsiiu BIy4YMJIM HUKYE 1 1033y MeHe B uepeBo jitaka. "Creiici! Tu B
nopsiaky?" "Tak, cep. Lli Buponku B MmeHe He Byuniin!" OcTaHHIN MOPChKHIA
MiXOTUHEIb BUCAAUBCA 3 JiTaka, i CTeiici mojjaBaB CUTHAIIM CaHiTapaM, o0
T1 BIIHECJIM YOTUPHOX BAXKKOIOPAHEHUX MOPCHKUX MIXOTHHLIB /10 MTAILIKH.
S monmBUBCS Bepes i Mo6aynB OCTAaHHBOTO MOPITiXa, SKUH BUMIIOB 3 JTiTaka
1 0ir 10 1amMOu. Bid panToBO 3ynmUHUBCS 1 TOJABCS BIEPE] JO PUCOBOTO MOJIA.
Cyunii cun! S BuknMkaB mo pamii apyruit Oopt. "fAuki Jlima 18 1 27,
NOYMHANWTE 3HWXKEHHsA. Maiite Ha yBasi, 110 MM IepeOyBaEMO B TICHOMY
KOHTAKTI 3 JIIHISIMU IepEB Ha MiBHOYI 1 miBHIYHOMY 3axo/i. [l{actu Bam." Bona
iM 3HaOOUTHCH.

Bopoxuii BOroHb MOCHJIMBCS, OCKIJIBKM BOHM KHWHYJIM BCI CHJIHM Ha
3HMIICHHS HaAIIMX TeaikonTepiB. MoOpChKi MiXOTHHIN 3a  J1aM000
BIJICTPUTIOBAJINCH y BIANOBIAh OTJIYIUIMBOIO 1 HEPEaJbHOI KaHOHAIOIO.
CaniTapu 3aBaHTaKWJIM YOTUPH HOILI 3 HAUTSXKYMMHU opaHeHuMU. B mitaky
He Oyio Ounble Hi Micug, Hi noTyHocTi. Cteiici 1 Ker ckianu Houl Tak, sk
3Moriu. Beck npotiec BUcaaky 3aMiHM 1 TPUHHATTS NOPAHEHUX 3aiHAB I'STh
XBWJIMH, XO4Ya 3JaBajiocs, 1o WAtk ToauH. CHapsay TpoIOBXKYBaIU
NPOHU3YBAaTH MOBITPSA HaJ HaMM 1 3eMJII0 HaBKoso. HacTymHe BiydaHHsS
3HOBY cTpyconyno 34-ty. "Creiici?" "Bce mobpe, cep. Ane ogHoro 3
NopaHeHux 3adenuio Kynero. Bin momep." [iapko! "Tu tam B 6e3nemi?" S
HamaraBcs roBoputu crokiiiHo. "Tak." S mepeBipuB, uu Bce a00pe y
caHitapiB. I 0auMB, SK BOHM 3aBAaHTAXYBaJM HACTYIHUX YOTHPHOX
nopaneHux y "nramky" Ckitepa no3any mene. "Lle 13-, Buxomxy i3 30HU
npaBopyu", - MPOKpPUYAB 5 B FapHITYpY, 11100 CKiTep 3HaB, 110 s poOIIIO.

S nmigHsaB 34-i y moBITps 1 MPOCYHYBCS BIIEpe]l HA MIICTh METPIB, HI00
3aJMIIUTH Horo mo3aay cede. [1oTiM st po3BepHYBCSl HalPaBo 1 MONPSIMYBaB
JI0 PIYKH 3a TOJIAMH, 100 BUHTH 13 30HM Mocaakd. Koaum Mu onmuHHMINACS
napanesbHo JiHii gepeB, Ker BiikpuB Borous 3 M60, noyiimBaioyy CBUHIIEM 3
HAIIOro npaBoro OOKy. Sl BBIMKHYB IMOBHY MOTY)XHICTb, ONYCTHUB HIC 1
3HHU3MBCA TaK HU3bKO, SK TIIBKK MIT, MOKM MM HE HaOpalu JIOCTaTHIO
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the M60, spraying our right side. I gave it full power, nose down, and
took it as low as we could go until we got enough speed to pop up over
the tree line to our left and follow the riverbed until we could gain
altitude. I called to Skeeter over the radio. “Yankee Lima 23, check
in.” “Right behind you, 13. Got some holes and four wounded.” I
checked with the second flight. “Yankee Lima 18 and 27, check in.”
From Yankee Lima 18 came big Lou Stevens’ voice. “Yankee Lima
18. We are still in the zone. I can see 27 is down and on fire. They’re
trying to get the crew out.” Son of a bitch. “We’re proceeding to the
field hospital, 18, and will be back. Hang in there, Lou.” “Roger, 13,”
he answered. The flight back to the field hospital took twenty minutes
but seemed like forever. The crew chiefs and gunners tended to the
wounded as we flew. I radioed the hospital to alert them of our
wounded. Out of radio range of the LZ, I had no idea how the other
crews were doing.

We landed on the medical hospital pad at Phu Bai and unloaded
the wounded. We had enough gas for one more trip out to the LZ
before we’d have to take time to refuel. Stacy doused the floor of the
aircraft with a bucket of water to wash away some of the blood. We
took off, made a quick stop at the supply pad for more ammo, and
headed back to the LZ. Once in range, [ was back on the radio to Alpha
Company. “Hammer, this is Yankee Lima 13. What’s the sitrep?” “We
got the crew from your bird out,” he replied. “They’re alive and being
treated. Your other aircraft is airborne.” “Roger that,” I replied. “Wait
one.” I wanted to check in with Lou. “Yankee Lima 18, this is 13.
Come in.” I waited but didn’t hear an answer. “Yankee Lima 18, this
is 13,” I repeated, my heart pounding. I heard his faint reply. “This is
18, 13. Headed to the hospital with wounded. Yankee Lima 27’s crew
is with the grunts but alive. Will return for more medevacs once we
get these boys home.” “Roger, 18. Well done. We are inbound to the

MIBUIKICTh, OO IMEpeseTITH 4epe3 JICOCMYTy 3JliBa BiJl HAC 1 MPOJIETITH
B3JIOBXK pyCila piuku, MoK He Habepemo BUcOTy. S BukimkaB Ckitepa 1o
partii. "Suku Jlima 23, npuitom". "IIpsimo 3a To60r0, 13-i. Y Hac npoboinm i
yerBepo nopaneHux". S 3p'sa3aBcs 3 apyrum jgitakom. "Sukum Jlima 18 1 27,
npuiiom". 3 6opry "Anku Jlima 18" mpomynaB romnoc Jly Crisenca. "Suku
Jlima 18. Mu Bce me B 30Hi. bauy, mo 27-if 30utuii i roputs. Bonu
HaMararoTbcs BUTATHYTH ekinax". Cyunit cut. "Mu npsiMyeMo 10 I0JIbOBOTO
rocritano, 18, i ckopo moBepHemocs. Tpumaiics, JIy." "Bac 3po3ymis, 13", -
BiamoBiB BiH. ITomiT 40 MOJBLOBOIO IIMHUTAIIO 3aHHAB ABAALATL XBUJINH, ajle
3maBaBcs BiYHICTIO. KoMaHAMpW eKimaxy 1 HaBiIHUKH JOTIISAJAINA 34
MOpaHEHUMH IMiJl 4ac NoipoTy. S 3B's3aBcs mo pauii 3 mmuTaneMm, oo
MOMEPEeUTH iX Mpo Hamumx mnopaHeHuX. I[lepeOyBarounm mo3a 30HOIO
JIOCSKHOCTI Pajlio3B's3Ky, S HE MaB KOJHOTO YSBIIEHHS PO T€, K CIPaBU Y
IHIIMX eKIMaxiB.

Mu npuzemIniIncs Ha Maiiianduky MeanyHoro rocmitainto B Oy baii i
BUBAHTAXWIA TOpPAaHEHUX. Y Hac OyJ0 JOCTaTHHO OCH3MHY Ha IE OJHY
NO13/IKy 10 TIOCA/IKOBOT 30HM, MEPIL HIXK HaM JI0BeJIOoCs O BUTpayaTH yac Ha
no3arpaBky. Cteiici 00JIMB MIIOTY TEMIKONTEPA BIAPOM BOIH, 00 3MHUTH
KpOB. Mu 371€Tinn, 3p0OUIu KOPOTKY 3YMMHKY HAa MalJaHUYMKY MMOCTayaHHS,
o0 oTpumaru Ouibllle OOenpUIacie, 1 MONPAMYBAIN Ha3aJl J0 MOCAIKOBOT
30HH. ONUHUBIIKCH B 30H1 JOCSHKHOCTI, S 3HOBY 3B'i3aBCs 10 pallii 3 pOTOO
"Ansda". "Xammep, e Aunki Jlima 13. fka cutyanis?" "Mu BUTATIH eKinax
3 BaIllOTO JIiTaka'", - BiAMOBIB BiH. "BoHM *uBi 1 M HaalOTh AonoMory. [Himmi
Balll JIiTaK migHsABcs B noBiTps". "Bac 3po3ymiB", - BianosiB 1. "3auekaiite."
S xotiB 3B's13atuca 3 Jly. "SAuxu Jlima 18, ne 13. Ipuitom." S uekas, aie
BiamoBiai He mouyB. "Sukum Jlima 18, me 13", - moBTOpUB 5, MOE cepiie
kanarano. S mouyB Horo cnabky Binmosine. "Lle 18, 13. ITompsimyBaB n0
mnuTamo 3 nopanenuMu. Exinax SAuku Jlima 27 nopaHenuii, ane KUBUU.
[ToBepHeMocCsl 3a IHIIUMH TIOPAaHEHHMH, SK TIIBKHA JOCTABUMO XJIOMIIB
nonaomy". "Bac 3po3ymiB, 18-ii. Monoari. Mu 3axonuMo B 30HY MOCaaKu."
Habnmuxaetbes apyruit payan. [IpuOnu3Ho 3a m'aTh XBUJIMH S 3B'SI3aBCSI 110
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LZ.” Round two, coming up, I thought. About five minutes out, I
radioed Skeeter in Yankee Lima 17. “Skeeter, everything okay?”
“Yeah, Rick, we’re good.” I noted Skeeter’s serious attitude. No more
joking around. We were all wired on adrenaline, getting ready for the
next drop into the zone. “Skeeter, we’re going to take the same
approach as before. I’ll load the crew from Yankee Lima 27, and you
grab some wounded.” “Roger that, 13.” I keyed the mic for Hammer.
“Hammer, this is Yankee Lima 13. We are inbound to the LZ with
ammo and will be on the ground shortly. Have the crew from Yankee
Lima 27 ready to load onto my aircraft. Yankee Lima 17 will take on
wounded. Copy?” “Copy that, 13,” came the reply, the staccato of
gunfire in the background. Just as we were positioning over the LZ,
we heard fixed-wing aircraft in communication with Hammer. “This
is Iron Fist with two F-4s about three minutes out,” they reported.
“Where do you want the ordnance?” While we’d been gone, the
battalion apparently had called for air support from Chu Lai, which
was only a short hop to the south. “Iron Fist,” Hammer replied, “the
tree line to our west is the first target. The tree line to our northwest is
the second.” “Roger, Hammer. Tell your boys to keep their heads
down for a minute.” I radioed Skeeter. “Yankee Lima 17, we’re going
to hold our position at 2,500 until those F-4s do their thing. We’ll
insert after the last pass.” “Roger, 13,” Skeeter replied. “Hope they fry
those bastards.” A fully loaded F-4 is an awesome weapon.

Just the sound of one streaking overhead at five hundred feet is
enough to drop you to your knees. It’s like a cannon going off. On
more than one occasion, I’d been on the ground when one of these
aircraft was on a run. If you knew what direction they were coming
from, you could, if you looked really hard, see a black dot approaching
at a tremendous speed. Before you could focus, the dot became a
baseball, and then boom, it was overhead and gone. And that was

partii 31 Cxitepom 3 "Snki Jlima 17". "Ckirepe, Bce rapa3n?" "Tak, Piky, Bce
no6pe". S Bim3HaumB cepito3Huid HacTpiii Ckitepa. binblue HiSKHUX JKapTiB.
Mu Bci Oynu Ha ajapeHasiHl, TOTYIOYMCh JI0 HACTYITHOTO CTPUOKa B 30HY.
"CkiTepe, MH AIATUMEMO TaK CaMo, 5K 1 paHimie. S 3aBanTaxy ekinax 3 "SHki
Jlima 27", a Tu Bi3pMem nopanenux". "Bac 3posymis, 13-i". S 3’eqHaBcs 3
Xammepom. "Xammep, e "Anki Jlima 13". Mu migmitaemo 10 30HU TTOCAIKA
3 boenpurnacamu 1 Hezabapom Oyaemo cinatu. [Ipurotyiite exinax 3 "SHku
Jlima 27" no 3aBaHTaXeHHs B Miil Beprouit. SIHku Jlima 17 Bi3bMe Ha cebe
nopaHeHux. 3po3ymino?" "Bac 3po3ymis, 13-ii", - npostyHasno y BiAnoBiap, a
Ha 33JHHOMY IUIaHI MPOJYHAJIO CTAKKaTo MmocTpiniB. I[oitHO My 3aifHsITH
MO3UII0 HaJ 30HOK IOCAJAKH, MH TOYYJIH, IO JITaKh 3B'A3yBajucs 3
Xammepowm. "Lle 3amizuuit Kynak 3 nBoma F-4 npubnu3Ho 3a Tpu XBUIMHHA",
- moBigomunu BoHH. "Kynu nocraButu 6oenpumnacu?" Iloku Hac He Oyio,
OaTasbiiOH, BOYEBH/b, BUKIHMKAB MOBITpsAHY minrtpumky 3 Yy Jlaid, ska
3HaXO0JIMJacsl BChOTO B IGKUIBKOX XBHJIMHAX MOJBOTY Ha MiBAEHb. "3aTi3Hui
Kynak'", - BiAmoBiB Xammep, - "1MicocMyra Ha 3axiJ BiJ Hac - mepiia Iiib.
Jlicocmyra Ha miBHIYHOMY 3axoai - apyra". "3po3ymiB, Xammep. Ckaxu
CBOIM XJIOMIISIM, 11100 XBWJIMHY He BucoByBanucs". S BuximkaB CkiTepa.
"Suxu Jlima 17, mu Gynemo TpuMaTu mo3uiito Ha Bucoti 2500, moku mi F-4
He 3pOo0JISITh CBOIO CIIPaBy. MM cs/1eMO Micisl OCTAaHHBOTO MPOJILOTY JiTaka."
"Bac 3posymis, 13-it", - BinnmosiB Ckitep. "CroaiBarocsi, BOHH MiJCMaxaTh
TuX BUpoAaKiB". [loBHicTIO 3apsmxenuit F-4 - nmpuronomuuinea 30pos.
OpHoro 3BYKYy, KOIM BIH TIPOJITaE HaJ TOJOBOI Ha BHUCOTI
CTOTI SITUACCSITH METPIB, JOCTAaTHHO, 100 3BAIUTH Bac Ha KomiHa. e sk
nocTpin rapmaru. HeomHOpa3oBO MEHI OBOIWIOCA OyTH HA 3€MIli, KOJHU
OJIVH 3 IUX JIITAKiB MPOJIITaB MOB3. SIKIO BY 3HAJIM, 3BIIKU BOHU JIETATh, BH
MOTJIH, SIKIIO JyXe 100pe MPUIWBUTHUCS, MOOAYUTH YOPHY KpamKy, IO
HaOmumxkanacs 3 Benu4e3Horo IBHIKIcTIO. [lepm HDKX BH  BCTUTanu
coKycyBaTucs, I TOYKa cTaBaja po3MipoM 3 OecOONBHUN M'SY, a TIOTIM -
OyM - BOHa 3'ABIIsIACs HAJ TOJOBOKO 1 3HWKana. | e Oynmo 6e3 CKumaHHs
6oenpunacis. Komu Mu 005eTUIM 30HY MOCAJKH, S 3MIT JIMILIE PO3IIIEIITH
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without dropping ordnance. As we circled the LZ, I could just make
out the silhouettes of the F-4s approaching from the south. The first F-
4 dropped what appeared to be two five-hundred-pound bombs on the
first tree line, obliterating everything in an avalanche of fire and
smoke. Secondary explosions from the enemy ordnance added to the
surreal destruction. As he pulled up sharply, the second F-4 pilot
straddled the second tree line, dropping two large tanks of napalm. The
fireball extended perhaps a quarter of a mile long and five hundred feet
upward. Nothing could survive it. Both tree lines were engulfed in fire
and smoke. As the second F-4 pulled up, I radioed Skeeter. “Yankee
Lima 17, we’re dropping in.” “Roger, 13.” Even Skeeter was at a loss
for words at what we’d witnessed. No need for popping smoke on this
approach. The inferno below gave us all the wind direction we needed.
Once again, I chopped the power, disengaged the rotor head, pushed
the nose over, kicked in a little right rudder, and began the freefall. At
about three hundred feet, I rapped back the power, raised the nose, and
brought the big old beast into a hover. We set down almost exactly
where we’d landed earlier.

This time, there was virtually no enemy fire. The heat from the
burning tree lines was intense and sent heavy smoke over us. The rotor
blades caused the smoke to swirl around in a blinding cloud so thick it
was difficult to make out where the wounded were being staged. An
intense orange glow from the fires pulsated through the swirling white
cloud, carrying what I realized was the smell of burning flesh. The
sights and smells of that moment are indelibly locked in my memory.
Skeeter’s voice jogged me back to reality. “Yankee Lima 17 is behind
and to your right,” he called through the radio, knowing I might not be
able to see him. “Roger that, 17.” I keyed the intercom mic again.
“Stacy, kick those ammo boxes out and look out for the crew from
Yankee Lima 27.” Then I called the ground crew. “Hammer, this is
Yankee Lima 13. Can’t see much, so get that flight crew onto my bird

cunyeru F-4, mo HaGmmwkanucs 3 miBaHs. [lepumuii 1iTak CKHHYB Ha MEpITY
b JBI OOMOM Barorw MO ABICTI JBagIATh KiIOTpaM, 3HUIIMBIIA BCE
JABUHOIO BOTHIO 1 nuMy. BTopuHHI BHOyXHM BiJ BOPOXHUX OO€ENpHIIaciB
JOJJAJI CIOPPEATICTUYHOCT] pyHHYBaHHIO. Pi3k0 mpuranbMyBaBIu, IpyTruit
ninor F-4 mepeTHyB Apyry JiHiIO JIepeB, CKUHYBIIM JBa BEIWKI Oaku 3
HarmaaMoM. BorHsHa Xmapa mpocTsriacs, MOXIWBO, Ha IIICTCOT METPIB B
noBxuHy 1 Ha 150 MeTpiB Bropy. Himo He Morso BuinitTi. O6uBi iHii fepeB
Oymu oxoruteHi BorHeM 1 numoM. Komm apyruit F-4 mposneris, s 3B's3aBcs 3
Ckitepom mo pamii. "fAuku Jlima 17, mu 3axonmumo Ha mocaaky". "Bac
3po3ymiB, 13-i". HaBiTe CkiTep He MaB CJiB Bij TOro, mo mMu nobdadywim. B
Takiil cutyarii He moTpiOHO Oyino myckaTu auM. [lekno BHH3Y NaBajio Ham
noTpiOHUI HampsMOK BiTpy. S mie pa3 3MEHIIMB MOTYKHICTb, BiJ'€HAB
TOJIOBKY TBHHTA, IITOBXHYB HIC, TPOXH BiJIXHIIUB IMPaBe KEPMO 1 M0YaB BUIbHE
najinHsa. Ha Bucoti 6:1M36K0 TPHOXCOT (DYTIB 51 SMEHIIMB TOTYKHICTb, ITiTHSIB
HIC 1 TIepEeBIB BEJIMKOTO CTaporo 3Bipa B PEKHUM 3aBUCaHHA. Mu
MPU3EMIIMITUCS Mail’ke Ha TOMY CaMOMY MICII1, /1€ TPU3EMIIMIIUCS paHILIe.
L{poro pa3y Bopokuii BOrOHb NPAaKTUYHO HE BiBcs. JKap Bija nanaroymnx
JicocMyr OyB JyKe€ CWJIBHHMM 1 3/iiiMaB Haj Hamu ryctud aum. Jlomari
IBUHTIB 3JIHMalu JAUM Yy CIINNydy XMmapy, Taky TYyCTy, IIO BaXXKO OyIo
PO3TJIEAITH, /1€ 3HAXOAAThCS MopaHeHl. SIckpaBe momapaHueBe CSHBO Bij
MOXEX NMPOHU3YBAJIO 3aKpyUyeHY OlLTy XMapy, HECYuH, SIK s 3p03yMiB, 3amax
ropuioi mioTi. BugoBwuiie 1 3amaxu Toro MOMEHTY Ha3aBKIK 3aKapOyBaucs
B Moilt mam'sti. ['onoc Ckitepa nmoBepHyB MeHe A0 peanbHOCTI. "SHKi Jlima
17 mo3amy 1 mpaBopyd BiJ Bac", - CKa3aB BiH IO pailii, 3HAIOYH, IO I MOXY
fioro He Oaumtu. "Bac 3posymiB, 17". S 3HOBY yBIMKHYB MiKpodoH
BHYTPIIIHBOrO 3B's13Ky. "CTeiici, BUKMHD SIIMKU 3 OOempuracaMu 1 Irykan
exinax 3 "Suki Jlima 27". TToTiM 51 BUKJIMKaB Ha3eMHHUI eKinax. "XaMmmep, e
"Saxu Jlima 13". Hidoro nHe Oauy, TOX ca/pkail Ied eKimaxk J0 MOTro
rejikonTepa, a BCiX mopaHeHuXx no iHmoro". "Cmyxatocs", - Hafiinuia
BiNOBiAb. YoTHpu GIrypu B JHOTHHX KOCTIOMAax 1 MUIOTaXKHUX IIOJIOMax
BUOIIIM 3 BUPYIOUOi MOMapaH4YeBOi XMapH 1 3a1i3/u B uepeBo 34-ro. ['onoc
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and any additional wounded onto the second aircraft.” “Yessir,” came
the reply. Four figures in flight suits and flight helmets jogged out of
the swirling orange cloud and clambered into the belly of the 34.
Stacy’s voice came over the intercom. “Loaded and ready, sir.”
“Hammer, we’re departing, and two more birds are inbound to receive
wounded.” “Yes, sir. And thank you, sir.” I radioed the 34s still
holding overhead to begin their descent. The wind shifted just enough
to give me some bearings, and I radioed Skeeter. “Yankee Lima 13 is
exiting stage right.” “Right behind you, 13.” I picked the 34 up into a
hover, made sure we had enough power for a safe departure, pushed
forward again to clear Skeeter, and turned the aircraft to the right to
gain a few more RPMs. I pushed the heavily loaded bird forward,
gaining a little speed and lift, and once again we headed for the cover
of the riverbed to the east and back to the field hospital at Phu Bai. We
set down twenty minutes later. The crew from Yankee Lima 27
clambered out, turned, and gave me a thumbs-up and a salute.

I’d learn later that evening they were battered and bruised, but
otherwise not too bad. Good enough to fly the next day. We took off
again, headed for the fuel dump, where we took on a half tank. We
never topped off the gas tanks in Vietnam because we couldn’t afford
the extra weight. A helicopter’s performance is depleted by heat,
humidity, and altitude. While we were at low altitude in the current
situation, the heat and humidity were significant. The supply loads we
carried were maxing out the old 34s. Each approach and departure
meant basically flying on the edge of the flight envelope. Any small
mistake could mean disaster. Thankfully, our pilots were terrific, and
could handle whatever was required. We loaded up with food, water,
and medical supplies, and headed back to the LZ. Our earlier trips had
evacuated all the wounded. Our next mission was to deliver supplies
and then what was always a tough chore mentally—to return the
bodies of the Marines who’d lost their lives in battle. There are three

Creiici nmpoJiyHaB 10 BHYTPIIIHBOMY 3B'sI3KY. "3aBaHTa)keH1 1 TOTOBI, maHe".
"XamMmep, MU BHIIITaeMO, 1 me MBI "mTamku" MmiUITarTh, MO0 3abpaTtu
nopanenux". "Tak TouyHo, mane. | nsgkyro, nane. " S moBigomuB 10 partii 34-
M, SKi BCE e TPUMAaIMCS Bropi, o0 BOHU MOYaIM 3HMXKYyBaTucs. Birep
3MIHUBCS HACTUIBKH, 100 s 3MIT 30pi€HTYBATHUCH, 1 5 3B'A3aBCs MO parlii 31
Ckitepom. "Suku Jlima 13 B3mitae 3 mocaakoBoi 30HU npaBopy4". "IIpsmo 3a
To6010, 13-i1". S migHsaB 34-if y MOBITps, IEPEKOHABCS, 1110 Y HAC JOCTAaTHBHO
MOTYKHOCTI JUIs 0€3ME€YHOTO 3JIbOTY, 3HOBY IPOJIETIB BIIEPEI, 100 3BITbHUTH
micue st CkiTepa, 1 MOBEpHYB JITaK MpaBopyd, 100 HAOpaTu Ie KiibKa
o0epriB. Sl crnpsiMyBaB Ba)XKKO HABaHTA)XCHOTO ITaxa BHepexa, HaOpaBIIu
TPOXH LIBUIKOCTI 1 MiAHOMHOI CHJIM, 1 MU 3HOBY HOMPSAMYBAJIXA Ha CXiA s
HNPUKPUTTS PYCIOM PIYKHM 1 Ha3aja JI0 MOJIbOBOTrO rocmitamo B @y bai. Mu
MIPU3EMIIMIIUCS Yepe3 IBaalATh XBUauH. Exinax 3 Yankee Lima 27 Bumi3 3
0opTy, po3BEpHYBCS, ITOKA3aB MEHI BEJIMKUI TaJICI[hb BEPX 1 BiJ/IaB YECTh.
[TizHime BBeuepi s Ai3HABCSA, 110 BOHU OyJU MOOUTI 1 B CHHIIIX, alie B
1HIIOMY Bce OyJio He Tak Bxe ¥ moraHo. JloctaTHbo n00Ope, 100 JeTiTH
HACTYIHOTI'0 JHS. MU 3HOBY 31I€T1JIH, ONIPSIMYBAJIX /10 MAJIMBHOTO CKIATy, /1€
3anpaBuiIKcs Ha miBOaky. ¥ B'eTHaMi MU HIKOIM HE 3anpaBisuin OeH300aKu
0 HOpMH, 00 HE MOTIJM JI03BOJUTH c0O1 3aiiBy Bary. IIponyKTHBHICTBH
reJTIKONTEPa 3HUKYETHCS Yepe3 CIEKY, BOJIOTICTh 1 BUCOTY. [1i1 yac BIIIbOTIB
MU nepeOyBaiy Ha HU3bKiil BUCOTI, TOMY CII€Ka 1 BOJIOTICTh JJaBAJIUCh B3HAKH.
Banrtaxi, fiki MM NEepeBO3WIM, BUYEPIYBAJIU MOKIMBOCTI cTapux 34-x
renikonTepiB. KokeH 3axifl Ha mocajaky 1 BWJIIT O3HauyaB IOJIT Ha MexXi
Jiarma3oHy peXkHMiB IMOTBOTY. By b-s1ka MaJleHbKa MOMHJIIKA MOTJIA TPU3BECTH
no karactpodu. Ha macts, Hamn miiotu Oynu HEHMOBIPHHUMH 1 MOTJIH
BIIOPATUCS 3 yCIM, IO BUMarajocsi. Mu 3aBaHTaXWIHCS 1KE0, BOJIOIO Ta
MeIMKaMEHTaMH 1 TONpsAMYBalM HazaJg 10 30HM mocaiku. [lig wyac
NorepeHiX Moi3/10K MU €BaKyIOBaJIM BCIX MopaHeHux. Hamra HacTynHa micis
nojsraiga B TOMY, 100 JOCTaBUTH NpHUMAcH, a TOTIM, IIO0 3aBXIu Oyio
BR)XKOIO TICUXOJIOTIYHMM HABAaHTAKCHHSM, IOBEPHYTH TiJla MOPCHKHX
HiXOTHHLIB, SIKi 3aTUHYJH B 0010. IcCHYe TpH Kiacu MeAeBaKyaliiiHUX MicCiii:
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classes of medevac missions: emergency, routine, and permanent
routine. The last refers to the removal of those killed in action (KIA).
We came into the LZ on a normal approach pattern. The fighting was
over. No need for subterfuge. As we approached, I radioed Hammer
to pop a smoke grenade to verify the wind direction. Even though there
was still smoke coming from the tree lines, I wanted to make sure the
wind direction at the LZ was the same. All approaches must be made
into the wind to achieve maximum lift. A downwind approach with
weight is a recipe for disaster. “Hammer, this is Yankee Lima 13.
We’re approaching the LZ from the east. We’re carrying supplies and
will onload the KIAs. Pop smoke.” Yellow smoke curled up from the
LZ. The wind direction hadn’t changed, and we made a smooth
landing in the same spot as earlier. While the ground crew helped
Stacy off-load the supplies, I looked around. To my right, through the
dust and swirling yellow smoke, I could see Marines carrying
stretchers loaded with black body bags. The moment they were loaded
aboard was always tough. There wasn’t much time to think about it
then, but later that night and for years afterward, the sight and the odor
of those bodies still came to my mind. I’ll never, ever forget it. Yankee
Lima 27 had been replaced by another bird and crew. Our four aircraft
performed the same mission. Altogether, we’d evacuated 18 dead and
45 wounded. It was a brutal day for the battalion. The enemy had
suffered somewhere between 250 and 300 KIAs, and an unknown
number of wounded. The numbers might look good on the
spreadsheets at headquarters, but they were little solace to the Marines
who had lost their friends, and the families who had lost their sons and
brothers. Casualties are, of course, an inevitable cost of war. Those
words, no matter how true, are always difficult to connect with the up-
close-and-personal experience of the carnage of war, and the emotion
of the losses endured. Once back at Phu Bai, we parked our birds and
climbed onto the blistering hot steel tarmac. We were bathed in sweat

EKCTpEHI, TJIaHOBI Ta PETYJISIPHI MIaHOBI. /[0 OCTaHHIX HAJICKUTh BUBE3CHHS
youtux y 6010 (Yb). Mu 3aiiliin B mocajikoBy 30HY 32 3BHUAIHOIO CXEMOIO
3axoay Ha mocanky. boiosi nii Bxke 3akinumimmcs. He Oymo morpebu B
xutpomiax. Komu mu HaGnmxanucs, s 3B's13aBcs 3 XaMMepoM, 1100 BiH KHUHYB
JMMOBY INIANIKY, 1100 NepeBIpUTH HapsMOK BiTpy. He3Baxarouu Ha Te, 1110
3-3a JIepeB BCE II€ WIIOB UM, 51 XOTiB MEPEKOHATHUCS, 1110 HAMPSIMOK BITPY Y
30H1 NOCAJIKH 3aJUIIAETHCSA HE3MIHHUM. Bel mocaiky OBUHHI BUKOHYBATHUCS
3a BITpOM, 100 JOCSTTH MakCMMallbHOro mnpuckopeHHs. [locaaka mpoTu
BITpY 3 Barom - 1e peuent karacrpodu. "Xammep", ne "Aunki Jlima 13". Mu
3aX0JMMO Ha MOCAAKY 31 cxoay. Bezemo npunacu i 6yaemo 3abupatu BOUTHX.
Kunait qum". XKoBTHii 1uM 3aKpyTuBcs B 30H1 ocaaku. HanpsiMok BiTpy He
3MIHUBCS, 1 MM 3IIHCHIIM TUIAaBHY MOCAJKy B TOMY K MIiCIi, IIIO 1 paHiIe.
[Tokn HazemHuil exinmaxx pomomaraB Creiici BUBaHTaXyBaTH HIpUIAcH, 5
03UpHYBCs HaBKOJIO. [IpaBopyd Bij cede, Kpi3b MU 1 KIIyOH KOBTOTO JAMMY,
st 100aYUB MOPCHKHUX MIXOTHHIIIB, SKI HECIM HOII 3 YOPHUMH MIIIKAMH JIS
Ti71. MOMEHT, KOJM iX 3aBaHTaXXyBaJld Ha OOpT, 3aBKau OyB BaxkuM. Toni
Oyno HebaraTo 4acy, o0 AymMaTH Mpo e, aje Mi3Hille Tiel Hodl 1 MPOTATroM
0araTbOX POKIB MICJS IBOTO BUJ 1 3amaxX IUX TL1 BCE 1€ MPUXOAUB MEHI B
royioBy. Sl HIKOJM, HIKOJM LbOTO He 3a0yny. SHku Jlima 27 OyB 3aMiHeHU
IHIITUM JIITaKOM 1 eKinaskeM. Haii 9oTupu JiTaku BUKOHYBAJIU Ty caMy MICIIO.
3aranoM MU eBakytoBanu 18 3aru6nux i 45 nopanenux. Lle OyB Bakkuii 1eHb
st 6atanbitony. Bopor BTpatuB geck Bim 250 g0 300 4oi0BiK yOUTHMU 1
HEBiloMa KUIbKicTh opaHeHuX. Lli nudpu, MOXKINBO, 1 BUTJISIAIOTh TAPHO B
€JIEKTPOHHUX TaONMUsX [mTady, ajge BOHM Oyld Majlo BTIIIHUMHU JUIS
MOPMIXiB, sIKI BTPATHJIU CBOIX APY3iB, 1 Al pOJIUH, SIKI BTPATHIIU CBOiX CUHIB
1 OpariB. XKepTBu, 11, 3BUYaitHO, HEMUHYYa 1TiHA BiiHH. L{i cioBa, sskumu 0
NpaBIUBUMH BOHM He OYJIM, 3aBXK/M Ba)KKO IOB'SI3aTH 3 BJIACHUM JIOCBIIOM
KpuBaBoi OilfHI Ta eMoLiIMHU BiJ nepexxutux Brpat. [loBepHyBmuch y Oy
baii, My mpunapkyBaiy HalllMX NTAIIOK 1 CTYMWINA Ha PO3MEUYEHY /10 MMyXUPiB
3aJ11300€TOHHY MOBEpXHI0. MU 00MBanucs MOTOM BiJ CIIEKH 1 BUIPOOYyBaHb
BOTO JHA. S 3HAB IIOJIOM, MTOTHCHYB PYKY CBOEMY Apyromy mijoty JleiBy
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from the heat and the ordeals of the day. I took off my helmet, shook
hands with my copilot, Dave Evans, and slapped his back. Dave had
handled the flying to and from the LZ to give me a break from the
intense moments of the mission. “Great work today, pal,” I told him.
“No, the great work came from you, Rick. You’re one hell of a pilot.
I’ll fly with you anytime.” I walked around the aircraft and gave Stacy
and Keg a snap salute and shook their hands. “Damn well done, boys,”
I said. “Get some rest.” I knew full well they’d head to the NCO tent,
slam a few beers, and return to the aircraft. They’d spend most of the
night going over every inch, performing whatever maintenance
necessary to make that 34 ready for the next day. After debriefing in
the operations shack, I made my way to my hooch. I stripped off my
soaked flight suit and collapsed onto my cot. I was physically and
emotionally exhausted.

After a long moment, I wrapped myself in a towel and grabbed
my toiletry kit. The shower building was just down the path from my
hooch. The building was the standard-size rectangle, fifty feet by
twenty-two feet, with a concrete floor and walls, then the foot of
screening at the top. Metal-encased lights dangled from the exposed
wooden trusses that supported the tin roof. A line of simple
showerheads protruded from the concrete wall on each side. A small
wooden bench and towel hook separated each shower space. I turned
on the cold-water valve, and the water rushed down from the large,
raised water tank next to the building. Due to the heat, the water was
never really cold. I placed my hands on the wall, leaned in, and let the
water wash over me. Standing under the tepid water for the better part
of a half hour, I reflected on how tough the day had been for everyone,
and how so many of us had cheated death once again. It had been only
three months since I’d arrived in Vietnam, and I was coming to grips
with the reality that [ probably wouldn’t survive my full tour. Knowing
the future might be short, my thoughts drifted to how I’d gotten there.

EBancy 1 momieckaB ioro mo cnuHi. J[eliB KepyBaB IOJbOTAaMHU JI0 30HH
BUCAJIKM 1 Ha3a/1, 00 JaTH MEH1 BiIMTOYUTH BiJl HAIIPYKEHUX MOMEHTIB Micii.
"UynoBa poOoTa ChOro/HI, mpuaTeno", - ckazas s Womy. "Hi, e T mobpe
nomnpamtoBas, Piky. Tu no Oica knmacHuii minoT. S 3aBxau Oydy JiTaTH 3
T00010". S 006iiI0B HaBKOJIO JTiTaKa, BianaB Crelici Ta Kery uecTs i MOTUCHYB
iM pyku. "Monommi, xionmi", - ckaszas . "BignouunBaiite. S noGpe 3HaB, 110
BOHU MiAYTh 10 HAMETY CEP>KaHTCHKOTO CKJIJTy, BUIT'IOTh TUBA 1 TOBEPHYTHCS
70 JriTaka. BoHM mpoBexyTh GBIy YacTUHY HOYI, OTJISAAI0UN KOXKEH JFOIM,
BUKOHYIOYH Oy/Ib-sIK€ TEXHIUHE 00CIyroByBaHHs, HEOOXiIHE ISl TOTO, 100
3pobutn 1ed 34-ii roroBUH 10 HacTymHOro mHsA. Ilicias gomoBidl B
OTepaTUBHIN XallyTi 5 OMPSAMYBaB 10 CBOTo O6apaxy. Sl 3HsB CBil MPOMOKIIUH
JHOTHHUH KOCTIOM 1 BIIaB Ha KOKKY. 51 OyB (hi3MYHO Ta eMOIIIHO BUCHAKESHHIA.

[Ticnst noBroi mays3u s 3arOpHYBCS B PYILIHUK 1 B3SIB CBiMl TyaJeTHHIA
HaOip. JymoBa Oyiia mpocTo BHU3 MO CTEXIN Bijg mMoro Oapaky. Bymisis
ABIIsTIa COOOI0 CTAaHAAPTHUI MPSMOKYTHHK, M'ATHAAISATH HAa CIM METpIB, 3
OETOHHOIO MIJUIOrOK0 1 CTIHAMH, 1 MIBMETpa CITKU 3Bepxy. Ha oromenmx
JIepeB'THUX XKMyTax, 110 MIATPUMYBAJIN OJIAIIAHUHN Aax, 3BUCAIM JIIXTapi B
MeTaJIeBUX OlpaBax. 3 OETOHHOI CTIHU 3 000X OOKIB cTHpYaia JiHisA IPOCTUX
oymoBux Jifiok. HeBenmuuka nepeB'ssHa JlaBKa Ta TauoK MM PYIIHHKIB
BIJIOKPEMJTIOBAJIM KOXKHY IYIIOBY KaOiHy. Sl yBIMKHYB BEHTWJIb XOJIOJHOT
BOJIY, 1 BO/Ia pUHYJIa BHU3 3 BEJIMKOTO M1 THATOrO BrOPY pe3epByapy /s BOJH,
mo cTosiB mopyd 3 OymiBiero. Yepe3 cmeky Boja Hikonu He Oyna Tio-
CHPaBXKHbOMY XOJIOIHOO. S TIOKJIaB PyKH Ha CTiHY, HAXWJIMBCSA 1 JO3BOJIMB
BOoZl oMuTH MeHe. CTOsYM MMiJT MPOXOJIOHOI0 BOJOI0 MalKe IMiBrOJWHH, S
PO3MIPKOBYBAB IPO Te€, SKUM Ba)XKUM OYB 1€ JeHb /Ui BCIX HAC, 1 IK Oarato
3 HAC 3HOBY OOMypwiId cMepTh. MUHYJO JIMINE TPH MICALl BIATOMI, SK 5
npubyB 10 B'eTHamy, 1 s MoYMHAB YyCBiAOMIIIOBATH PEAIBHICTh TOTO, LIO,
HMOBIPHO, HE MEPEKUBY CBOTO TMOBHOIO TEPMIHY CIIyKOW. 3HAI0ud, IO
Maif0yTHe Mo)ke OyTH KOpPOTKHMM, s IOYaB JyMaTH HpO Te, K S TYyIH
MOTPAIUB.
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4 Pensacola

The drive to Pensacola was fantastic. After all those weeks of
pressure and confinement at Quantico, driving that Corvette with the
top down all by myself, I felt on top of the world. I thought that when
I got there, I’d have to beat the girls off with a stick. A good-looking
brand-new Marine lieutenant in a brand-new Corvette. How could
they resist? Driving into Pensacola was a blast of reality. Christ, every
freaking Navy ensign, and Marine lieutenant was driving a Corvette,
a Jaguar, or a Mustang. Mr. Cool was just one more cow in the herd. I
still loved my Corvette. The convertible top had two release handles
on the top of the windshield that were easily reachable from the
driver's seat. I could unfasten the latches and flip back the whole top
into the rear storage deck in one quick movement, without ever leaving
my seat. It was especially impressive when a couple of gals pulled up
next to you at a stop light. One, two, three, and a big smile as [ began
the maneuver. It did pay off from time to time. There was a big backup
of officers waiting to enter the flight program in those days.

The program graduated a group of about forty every week, but
the influx of officers was greater than that. As a result, we were on
hold. Well, not exactly on hold. Each morning, the pool of officers
would report for PT (physical training). We'd just finished twelve
weeks of PT at Quantico and were in pretty damn good shape. Or so
we thought. The PT was run by Marine drill instructors who loved
mak- ing it as difficult as they could now that we were officers. After
several hours of drills, we ended the morning festivities with a run
through the obstacle course. Hell, we'd run the obstacle course at
Quantico more times than we could count. The difference was that this
obstacle course was at the beach... in the sand. I don't know how many

4 Ilencaxona

[Toiznka no Ilencakonum Oymna danrtactTuunoro. Ilicis BCiX TUX THIXKHIB
TUCKY Ta yB's3HeHHs y KBaHTiko, komu s ixaB Ha KopBeTi 3 BiAKHIHUM
BEPXOM, 5 BiT4yBaB ceOc Ha BEPIINHI CBITY. S qymaB, 10 KOJIA NIPHiAY TYIH,
MEHi JOBEIEThCA BiJOMBATUCS Bil AiBUAT Majunero. 'apHUN HOBEHBKHIA
JeWTeHaHT MOPCHKOI IMIXOTH Ha HoBeHbkoMy Kopgeri. Sk BoHM Moriu
Bcrositu? [Ipuizn B [lencakoiry OyB cripaBkKHBOIO HECIO1iBaHKOK0. ["ocriou,
KOXKEH KIIATHH NMpanoplyK 1 JeTeHaHT MOpChKOoi IixoTH i3auB Ha Kopseri,
Sryapi abo Mycranry. [1an kpyTiit OyB IPOCTO 1€ O/HIE€I0 KOPOBOIO B CTAI.
S Bce mie mo6uB cBiit Kopser. ¥V BigkugHoMmy Bepxy OyiH JIBI py4YKd Ha
J000BOMY CKIi, O SIKHX MOKHA OyJIO JIETKO JOTSTHYTHCS 3 BOJIIHCBHKOTO
cuAiHHA. S MIr BiIcTeOHYTH 3aCyBKH 1 BIIKMHYTH BECh JlaX Ha 3aJHIH BiACIK
OJTHUM HIBHJKAM PYXOM, HaBiTh He BcTarouu 3 Micis. Lle Oymno ocobmmBo
Bpakaroue, KOJIM Iapa JAiBuaT 3yNnuHsuI1acs nopyd Ha cBitiodopi. OnuH, /Ba,
TPH, 1 S IIMPOKO IMOCMIXaBcs, KOJM IMOYMHAB MaHeBp. Yac BiJ yacy Le
IPUHOCKJIO CBOI TUIOM. Y Ti JHI Oyia Benuka yepra oinepis, SKi YeKaJIu Ha
JHOTHY TIPOTpaMmy.

[oTrxHs mporpama BHITycKalla TpyIy 3 OJM3bKO copoka ocif, ane
npumuB odinepiB OyB OutbmmM. SK HacmiIoK, MU Oyld B PEXKUMI
ouikyBaHHs. Hy, He 30BciM B pexxumi odikyBaHHs. [l{opanky rpyna odiuepis
'sBismacss Ha DIl (¢i3MuHy mIArOoTOBKY). MM IIOWHO —3aKiHYMIU
nBaHaauaTUTHARHEB] Kypcu PI1 'y KBanTiko 1 Oynu B 10 Gica xoporiit popmi.
[TpunaiimMui, My Tak gymanu. O13UUHy MIATOTOBKY MPOBOJUIHN IHCTPYKTOPU
3 MOPCBHKOT MIXOTH, SK1 JIIOOMIIN YCKJIaJHIOBAaTH 3aBIAaHHS, OCKUIBKA MU BXKe
Oynu odinepamu. Ilicns KUIBKOX TOJWH TPEHYBaHb MU 3aBEPILMIN PAHKOBE
CBATO MpoOIrom uepes3 cmyry nepemkoj. HYopt 3abupaii, Mu Oiranu cMyry
nepemkoa y KBaHTIKO CTUIBKY pa3iB, M0 W HE 3M4nTH. Pi3HULIA nossraia B
TOMY, IO 1[5l CMyTa EPenIko1 Oyia Ha IJISKi... Ha MICKy. Sl He 3Hat0, CKITbKU
pasiB s mpoOiras ii B [leHcakoiti, ane 3Har0, M0 KOXKHOTO pa3y MEHEe HYAHIIO.
Pemty nHsa mu Oynu cami mo cobi. Y Hac Oyla MOXIHBICTH KHTH B

21



times I ran it at Pensacola, but I know I puked every time. The rest of
the day, we were on our own. We had the option to live at the BOQ
(Bachelor Officers' Quarters) for free if we wanted. But almost all of
us elected to rent houses in town or at the beach. The pool time lasted
almost two months. It was like a spring break fraternity party every
day and night. In those days, gals from all over the country found their
way to Pensacola in search of a hand- some Marine or Navy officer.
The officers' club in Pensacola on a Friday night was something to
behold. The parties at our beach houses seemed to never end. I shared
a house with two Marines-Rick Graham and Butch Korosec. (Yup,
that's his real name.) We had a ball. One afternoon sitting around the
dining room table, Butch mentioned there was going to be a swim meet
at the base pool and he was going to enter.

"What are you talking about?" Graham asked.

"There's a competition swim meet next week at the base pool.
There's going to be a lot of college swim teams, but it's an open
competition and I'm going to enter."

"Are you nuts?" Graham replied. "Those will be some of the best
swimmers in the country."

"Yeah, I know," Butch said with a shrug. "But I'm going to give
it a try anyway."

"You're going to get your ass smoked," I said. "What event are
you going to enter?" "I don't know." Butch shrugged again. "Why don't
you guys pick?"

Graham and I looked at one another, shook our heads, and
smiled. Knowing it was the most diffi- cult event offered, Graham
suggested, "How about the butterfly?"

"Okay. Sure. I guess," Butch responded.

The following week, Rick and I headed to the base pool house
to watch the competition. The pool house contained an eight-lane
Olympic-size pool. We walked toward the stadium seats on the right

odiepchKuX KazapMmax 0€3KOIITOBHO, SKIIO MU XOTLIU. AJle Maike BC1 MU
BUPILIWIN OpEeHAYyBaTH OyAMHKH B MicTi 00 Ha TUisDKi. Mu BiamounBamu 611
OaceitHy Maibke nBa Micsi. Lle Oyno cxoke Ha CTYJAEHTCHKY BEUIpKy Ha
BECHSHUX KaHIKyJax, SKa MPOXOJIUiIa BICHb 1 BHOYI. Y Ti JIHI JiBYara 3 yciei
KpaiHu 3'Dkmxanucs 1o IleHcakonu B MOIIyKax 4OJIOBIKA - MOPCHKOIO
nixotuHs ab6o odinepa BMC. Odiuepcrkuii kiy6 B [leHcakosi B M'STHHIIIO
BBeuepi OyB BpaxkarouMM. 37aBajocs, IO BEUIPKU B HAMMX IUISHKHHUX
OyAMHOUYKAxX HIKOJM HE 3aKiH4aThCs. S KUB B OJHOMY OYIMHKY 3 JBOMA
MOPCHKMMH TiXOTUHIIMU - Pikom I'pemom i bytuem Kopocekowm (Tak, 1e
fioro crpapxkHe iM'a.) Mu BigpuBanucs Ha oBHY. OJHOTO JHS, CHASYH 32
o0igHiM cromoMm, byTtu 3ragaB, mo B ©OaceliHi BIHCHKOBOI 4YacTUHU
BiIOyyThCS 3MaraHHs 3 TUIAaBaHHS, 1 BiH 30MPAETHCS B3ATH B HUX Y4aCTh.

"IIpo 1o v ropopui?" 3anutaB ['pem.

"HactymHoro TuxHS B OaceifHi BIHCHKOBOI YaCTHHHU BiIOYIyThCS
3MaraHHs 3 miaBaHHs. Tam Oyzae 6arato KOMaH] 3 YHIBEPCHTETIB, aje I
BIJIKpUTI 3MaraHHs, 1 s 30Mparocs B3sATH B HUX y4acTb'.

"Tu 3xypis?" Bignosis I'pem. "Tam OyayTh OHI 3 HAMKpALIKMX IUIABI{B
kpainn". "Tak, st 3Ha10, - 3HU3aB Meynma byTd. "Aue s Bce 01HO cripoOyro".

"Tu oTpumaem mo MOBHIH", - cka3aB s. "B skoMy 3MmaraHHi TH
30upaenics Opatu yuacts?" "5 He 3Har0." byd 3HOBY 3HM3aB Iieunma. "Homy
6 Bam, xJtomnii, He BUOpaTu?"

Mmu 3 ['peMOM NOIMBHIIUCS OJMH HA OJHOTO, KUBHYIJIU OJIUH-OJHOMY
roJIOBaMHM 1 OCMIiXHYJIUCS. 3HAK04H, 110 e Oyia HallCKIaHilIe 3MaraHHs 3
yciXx MOXKIUBUX, ['peM 3anpononysas: "k moao metenuka?".

"T"apazn. 3BicHo. HameBHo", - BigmoBiB byTu.

Hactynuoro TuxHs mu 3 Pikom nonpsimyBainu 1o Oyaisii Oi1s 6aceliny,
100 MoAWBUTHCS Ha 3MaraHHs. Tam OyB GaceilH omiMITIHCBKOTO po3Mipy 3
BiCbMOMa JIOpi’KKaMHu. MU IpONIIIN 10 CUJIIHb y MpaBiii 4YacTHHI KIMHATH.
[TpuMmimenHss Oyno HamoOBHEHE SICKPaBUM CBITJIIOM B YHCICHHHUX
MIPOKEKTOPIB, 0 BUCLITU HAJl TOI0BOK0. [T0BiTpst Oy10 BaXKKUM B1/1 BOJIOTOCTI
Ta 3amaxy xJjopy. HopHi miHil IOpiKOK Ha JHI OaceiiHy MepexTui B
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side of the room. The interior was bathed in brilliant light from the
numerous overhead banks of lights. The air hung heavy with humidity
and the smell of chlorine. The black lane lines on the bottom of the
pool shimmered through the aquamarine water as competitors began
taking warmup laps, cutting sharp wakes through the smooth surface
of the water. After half an hour, the different events began. Soon it was
time for the butterfly. There was Butch in his Speedos with a Marine
emblem on the side, perched on the stand in the middle lane. Rick and
I looked at one another. "Man, this could be really embarrassing," I
whispered. "I'm almost afraid to watch. Almost." A voice over the
loudspeaker rang out. "Swimmers, take your positions." Butch stepped
forward and bent over, his toes curled around the edge of the starting
platform. He actually looked like he knew what he was doing.

The loudspeaker crackled again. "Swimmers, on your marks, get
set..." The gun went off. Eight swimmers rocketed off their platforms
in unison and knifed into the water.

Four lengths of the pool. Butch was in third place, about one
length behind, at the second turn. He began to close the gap halfway
down the third lap. Then Butch was tied for the lead at the last turn.
We were standing and screaming as he pulled away in the home
stretch. He beat the guy in second by a full length. We were stunned.

"What the fuck was that?" I yelled at Rick as we punched one
another in the shoulder and slapped high fives. We looked down at
Butch, who was still in the water, draped over the line rope. He looked
up at us with a huge grin, then shot us the bird. We bent over with
laughter.

Turns out Butch had been All-American in the butterfly at Penn
State. What a sneaky bastard. What a great "fuck you!" We got a lot
of mileage out of that story over the years.

aKBaMapHHOBIN BOJIi, KOJIM CIIOPTCMEHHU MOYaJId POOUTH PO3MHUHOYHI KOJIa,
PO3CiKalouM I1aJIeHbKY MOBEPXHIO BOJIU PI3KUMHU XBUJISIMU. Uepe3 MiBrouHA
po3mnoyvanucs pizHi 3MaranHsa. Hezabapom Hacta yac 6atepduisiro. Ha crenmi
B cepemHiil cMmy3i ctosB byTtd y miaBkax Speedo 3 emMOIeMOI0 MOPCBHKOT
nixoT 300Kky. Mu 3 Pikom nmoguBuiucs onuH Ha ogHoro. "UyBak, 11e MOXe
OyTH ayXe COpoMHO", - mpouIenoTis . "SI Maibke Oorocst auBuTHCS. Maiixke".
[IponynaB romoc mo ryunomosio. "[lnaBii, 3aiimiTe cBoi mo3uiii". Bytu
CTYIIMB KPOK yTIepe/] i HAXMIIUBCS, HOTO IMAJIbIll HIr 00XOIHIIN Kpail cTapTOBOT
miaTdopmu. Bin BUrIsAaB Tak, HIOM 3HAB, IO POOHTH.

I'yanomoBens 3HOBY 3arpimas. "[lnaBii, Ha cTapT, MPUTrOTyBaTUCA..."
[Ticroner BuctpinuB. BiciM 1uIaBIiB B yHICOH 3iCKOYMWIIM 3 TUIATGOPM i
KHUHYJIUCS Yy BOJY.

Yortupu Binpizku oxHoro 3arumBy. Ha apyromy komi Byrd Oy Ha
TPETbOMY MIiCIIi, BiJICTal0OYu NPUOIM3HO HA OJIWH BiAPi30K. BiH mouas
CKOpOYYBAaTH BiJICTaBaHHs Ha ITOJIOBHHI TPETHOTO Kosia. Ha ocTaHHbOMY KOJTi
BbyTu BupBaBcs B difepu. MM CTOSIM 1 KpUYaliy, KOJM BiH BiJlipBaBCs Ha
¢iHimHIA npsmii. Bin BunmepenuB Xjomis, 1o WIIOB APYrHM, Ha BCIH
TUCTaHIii. Mu Oyiu MPUTOJIOMIIIEHI.

"lllo me B Oica Oymno?" 3akpuyaB s Piky, KoJM MU IITOBXajau OJUH
OJIHOTO B IUIeYE 1 JaBaJld OJUH OAHOMY M'sATb. MM NOAMBUIMCA BHU3 Ha
ByTtua, sxuii Bce 1ie OyB y BOJi, IEPEKUHYTUH Yepe3 MOTy3Ky. Bin noauBuBcs
Ha Hac 3 BEJIMUYE3HOIO MOCMIIIKOI0, a MOTIM MOKa3aB HaM CepeHii maers.
Mu 3irHyJuCS BiJ CMIXY.

BusiBnserbcs, byru OyB aOCOMIOTHMM YEMITIOHOM 3 IIJIaBaHHS
Oarepdusiem y IleHcunbBaHchbKOMY JepxaBHOMY YHiBepcuTeri. Illo 3a
HiACTYNHUN BUPOJOK. SIke kpyTe "Ta mimoB Tu!" Mu 6arato pokiB Mocmijib
3raIyBajId II0 iCTOPIIO.

[Ticns nBOX MICAIIB TpeHYBaHb 1 BEYIPOK MU BCTYNWJIM Ha JIbOTHY
nporpaMmy. Mu modanu 3 3aHSTh 3 aepOAMHAMIKH, KOHCTPYKII ABUTYHIB,
MIOTO/TH, 3B'I3KY Ta 3arajbHOTO aBiamiifHoro nporokoiy. Hezabapom mu Bxke
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After two months of PT and parties, we entered the flight
program. We began with classes in aerodynamics, engine design,
weather, commu- nications, and general aviation protocol. Soon we
were flying with instructors, initially in the T-34, learning the basics
of how to fly. We practiced takeoffs and landings until our solo day,
when the instructor took us out to one of the surrounding airstrips and
climbed out of the aircraft.

"Okay, you're ready, Lieutenant. Take off, make a couple of
loops around the field, then come back for a landing and pick me up."

I'd done it dozens of times before, but the thrill of your first solo
is special, as any pilot will tell you. I took off, and then I was up there
all by myself. Blue sky. Big, puffy clouds. What a sense of freedom. I
was grinning so widely my face hurt. My smile was still there when I
landed and picked up the instructor.

He climbed in and looked over at me. "How does it feel?" he
asked through his own grin. "Unbelievable. Just unbelievable."

Soon afterward, we graduated to the more powerful T-28, which
was a great aircraft. It looks kind of like a World War II fighter, with
a sliding cock- pit cover, front and rear seats, and dual controls.

After another ten months of classes in operating systems,
aerodynamics, navigation, communications, and daily flight training,
we were all pretty good pilots. We were proficient at aerobatics, flying
in close formation, tail-chase engagement, navigation, flying on
instruments only, and landing on a dime. We were good-or at least we
thought we were. After a year of intense training in the T-34 and T-
28, the Marine pilots were transitioned into whatever aircraft we were
going to be assigned to in the real world. In 1968, Vietnam was at full
throttle, and maybe one out of every thirty Marine pilots continued
into fixed-wing aircraft. The rest of us were destined to become
helicopter pilots. Whatever happened to that image I had of sitting in

JITaI 3 IHCTPYKTOpaMHU, CIlovaTKky Ha T-34, BUBYarOYM OCHOBH IOJIHOTIB. MU
NPAaKTUKYBJIM 3JIETH 1 MOCAAKU JO HAIIOr0 CaMOCTIHHOTO JHS, KOJHU
IHCTPYKTOp BHBI3 HAC Ha OJHY 3 HAaBKOJIMIIHIX 3JITHO-MIOCAIKOBUX CMYT 1
BUJTI3 3 JIiTaKa.

"T"apa3n, mounHaiite, JielTeHaHTe. 3iiTaliTe, 3po0iTh Mapy MeTelb Hal
0JIEM, TIOTIM TIOBEPHITHCS Ha MOCAJIKY 1 3a0epiTh MeHe".

51 poOuB 11€ IeCATKH pa3iB A0 TOro, ajle XBUIIOBaHHS I1]] 4yac MepLIoro
BIWJIBOTY OCOOJIMBE, II€ CKaXXe BaM OyAb-sKWid MijgoT. S 37eTiB 1 moTim
onuHMBCS Bropi cam. brnakutne ne6o. Benuki, myxki xmapu. fke BiT4yTTs
cBoOOH. S Tak MUPOKO MOCMiXaBcCs, O B MeHe Oouio obmuyayst. S Bce mie
MOCMiXaBCsl, KOJIU 51 MPU3EMIIUBCS 1 Mi10paB IHCTPYKTOPA.

Bin 3aii3 Bcepenuny i moguBuBCs Ha MeHe. "SIk BimuyTTsa?" - 3anuTaB
BiH Kpi3b BiacHy nocmimiky. "HeiimoBipHo. [IpocTo HelimoBipHO".

Heszabapom micnst 1ibOro MM mepenu a0 Oinbin motykHoro T-28,
akuii OyB 4yZoBHM JiTakoM. BiH cxokuii Ha BuHHUIIyBau 4aciB J[pyroi
CBITOBO{ BiM{HH, 31 3CYBHOIO KPUILIKOIO KaOIHU MUJIOTIB, MEPEAHIMHU 1 3aJHIMHU
CUAIHHSIMH Ta MOJIBIMHUM yTIPaBIiHHSM.

[licns 1me pgecsITH  MICALIB 3aHATH 3 OMNEPAIIMHUX CHUCTEM,
aepoAMHAMIKH, HaBiraiii, 3B'a3Ky 1 IIOJEHHUX JTHOTHUX TPEHYBaHb, MU BCI
OyJM 1OCUTh XOPOIIMMH MioTaMu. Mu Oyiin BIpaBHi B MIJIOTaX1, MOJIbOTAX
y TICHOMY CTpOIO, IIepeciilyBaHHi, HaBiraiii, MoJiboTax JUILE 3a MPUIIaTaMu
Ta MOCaAIl B MEXax HEBEIUKoi Teputopii. Mu Oynu xoporr mijgotu - ado,
npUHaiiMHi, JyMany, mo Oynu xopouui. [Ticins poKy iIHTEHCUBHUX TpPEeHYBaHb
Ha T-34 1 T-28, niyoTiB MOPCHKOI MIXOTH NEpecaiiii Ha TOU JIITaK, SIKUH HaM
NPU3HAYMIN B aKTyallbHiN O0#oBil cutyanii. ¥ 1968 poui B'ernam OyB y
caMoMy po3Iaji, 1, MOXKJIMBO, OJUH 3 KOXXHUX TPUIIATH MIJI0TIB MOPCHKOi
MiXOTH MPOJIOBKUB YO0y B JiTakax. Pemiri 3 Hac cyaunocs cTaTi MiJIoTaMu
reikonTepis. [1{o cTanocs 3 Mo€ro ysIBOIO PO T€, 5K 51 CHKY B KaOiH1 JliTaka
A-4 1 BUKOHYI0 00110BI 3aBJIaHHS 3 OJIMXKHBOT MIITPUMKH MIXOTH HA MO3UIIISX ?
3anuras 1 cebe.
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the cockpit of an A-4, flying close-support combat missions for the
grunts in the bush? I wondered.

Our first training helicopter was the Bell H-13, just like the one
in the TV series M*A*S*H. It had a bubble cockpit for two pilots who
sat side by side with dual controls. There were no wheels, just skids.
It was kind of a sports car, really.

The first flight day, my instructor took me out to a field maybe
five acres in size-a cow pasture for all intents and purposes. He landed
and began reviewing the controls systems. He'd already done one tour
in Vietnam. He looked at me. "Okay, Lieutenant, I want you to take
the stick when I tell you."

The stick is called a cyclic, and it protrudes up from the floor
between the pilot's legs. It's how you steer the aircraft. Just like a fixed
wing. Kind of.

"The helicopter," he said, "will go anywhere you point the stick.
Push forward, it goes forward. Push to the right, it goes to the right.
Left is left, and back is back. Got it?"

"Yes, sir." What's not to get? I thought.

He put the helicopter into a hover and gave me a quick
demonstration. Twenty-foot hover, forward, right, left, and back. Then
back to the ground. Smooth as silk.

"You need to use very light pressure on the stick. This isn't a
freaking fixed wing that you can jerk around. Got it?"

"Got it."

"Okay, hotshot, I'm going to put us in a hover, and when I tell
you, take the stick and repeat what I did." "Yes, sir."

I. Up we went. "Okay, take the stick."

I did and tried to gently push on the cyclic. We lurched forward.
Shit! I thought. Gentle wasn't the word for what I did. Just thinking
about moving the stick is enough.

HamuMm nepmmm HaB4yanpbHUM BepToiiboToM OyB Bell H-13, Takuit
camuii, sik y cepiami IlompoBmii mmuTans. BiH MaB kabiHy CXO0Xy Ha
Oynp0ammKy i JBOX TMUIOTIB, SAKI CHIUIM IUTY-O-TUTIY 3 TOABIHHUM
yHOpaBIiHHAM. Y HBOro He Oyno Kodjic, jume mosno3u. Lle Oyno mock Ha
KIITAJIT CHOPTUBHOTO aBTOMOOLIS.

VY nepiumii 1eHb MOIBOTY Mil IHCTPYKTOP B35IB MEHE Ha IOJIe pO3MipoM,
MOJKJIMBO, JIBa TE€KTapu - MacOBMIIE AJs KOpiB, 3a BciMa O3HaKamu. BiH
NPU3EMJIMBCS 1 TOYaB PO3IIIAJATH CUCTEMH yTpaBliHHA. BiH ye mpoBiB
onHe BiapsykeHHd y B'etnami. Bin noaguBuBcs Ha Mene. "lapasp,
JeUTEeHaHTe, 51 X0uy, 1100 BU B3sUIM PYUKY KEpYBaHHS, KOJIU 51 BAM CKaxy'.

L5 pyuka Ha3UBAEThCS PYyUKOIO YIPABIIHHS LIUKITYHUM KPOKOM, 1 BOHA
CTUPYUTH 3 TAJIOTH MDK HOramH miioTa. Tak BH Kepyere jiTakom. Sk
HEpyXOMUM KpuiioM. Turry Toro.

"T"enikomnrep, - Kayke BiH, - OJETUTH TYJH, Ky TH BKaKEII PyUYKOIO.
IToBxHew Brepen - mojaeTuth Brepen. LIToBxHem npaBopyd - HOJETUTh
npasopyu. JliBopyu - miBopyd, a Hazax - Ha3zad. 3po3ymiB?" "Tak, mane". A
110 TYT TAaKOT0? MOJyMaB Sl

Bin nigHsB renikonrtep y NoBITPs 1 LIBUIKO MPOJEMOHCTPYBAB MEHI, K
e pobutses. lllecTumerpoBe 3aBUCAHHSA, BIEpea, BIPABO, BIIBO 1 Ha3al.
IToTtim Ha3axn Ha 3emitro. I'1agKo, SIK IIIOBK.

"Tu Mmaem gyxe JIETKO HaTUCKaTH Ha pydky. Lle ToGi He noBOaHe
HEpyXoMe KpPHJIO, IKUM MOXHa CMUKAaTH, sIK rnonaino. 3po3ymis?"

"3po3ymiB."

"T"apazn, po3yMHUKY, 3apa3 s MiJHIMY Hac y MOBITPS, 1 KOJIH 5 CKaxy,
TH Bi3bMEIIl KEPMO 1 MOBTOPHUII Te, 1110 5 3pobuB". "Tak, mane."

I. Mu 3nerinmu. "I"apasn, 6epu kepmo."

S B34B 1 cnpoOyBaB 00Epe)XKHO HATUCHYTH Ha IUKI. MM moixamu
Briepen. Oxpinitu! nogymas si. OO6epexHO - 11e HE T CIOBO, SIKE OMHCYBaJ0
Te, MO0 g 3po6uB. Lo pyuKy MOXHA MOBOPYIIUTH, HaBITh MPOCTO AyMArOuu
po 1Ie.

"Yopt 3abupaii!" - BunasBcs iHCTpyKTOp. "5 5k ckazaB "M'ako".
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"Goddamn it!" the instructor barked. "I said GENTLY."

No shit, I thought. I got a little better as I went through the other
motions, but our movement remained jerky.

After I made a few more rotations, the instruc- tor cleared his
throat. "I have the stick," he said. I let go immediately and he put the
Bell H-13 back on the ground. "On your left is the collective." He
pointed. The collective is a lever anchored to the floor at one end and
can be raised or lowered like a pump handle. "Raise the collective and
the helicopter goes up. Lower the collective and the helicopter goes
down. Got it?" Yup, got it, I thought. "Yes, sir!" I replied.

"Raising the collective increases the pitch on the rotor blades,
grabbing more air, which gives us the lift we need to go up. However,
as the pitch increases, the RPMs drop off due to the increased load on
the engine. Not enough RPMs means you crash. To compensate, you'll
need to add power. You do that by turning the rotating throttle handle
[Just like a motorcycle throttle] at the end of the collective. Keeping
the RPMs constant is critical. Not enough RPMs and you crash."

I wish he'd stop saying that. "When you raise the collective, you
need to add power by turning the throttle to the left. Got it?"

I wish he'd stop saying that as well. I nodded.

"Conversely, when we push the collective down, the pitch on the
rotor blades decreases, thereby decreasing lift, and we go down. But
the RPMs will increase as the load on the engine decreases, so we need
to reduce power by rotating the throttle to the right to maintain
constant RPMs." I waited for the "Got it?" part, but he just looked at
me. [ nodded.

Hi ¢ira cobi, mogymaB s. B MeHe ctayio kparie BUXOAWTH, KOJH s
BUKOHAB 1HII PyXH, aJIe Halll pyX 3aJIUIIaBCS CMUKAHUM.

[Ticns Toro, sk s 3poOUB 1€ KiJIbKa 00€pTiB, IHCTPYKTOP MPOYHUCTUB
ropio. "5 Tpumaro kepmo', - ckazaB BiH. S HEeraifHO BiAITyCTHB, i BiH TOCAIUB
Bell H-13 na3an na 3emmto. "JliBopyu Bin TeOe - Baxinb Kpok-ras". Bin
noka3aB. BiH NpUKpiIUIGHWH OJHMM KIHIIEM IO IMiJJIOTH, SKAW MOXKHA
migHiMaT abo omyckaTu, SK pydky Hacoca. "lligHimaem Baxinb - 1
rejikonTep migHIMEeTbcs Bropy. Omyckaem — BaXinb -  TeIIKONTep
omnyckaeTbcs. 3po3yMiB?" Ara, 3po3yMmiB, noaymas 4. "Tak, mane!" Binosis
AL

"[TigHATTS Baxiig 30UTbIIyE KPOK JIOMAaTe TBUHTA, 3aXOIUTIOIOYH
OlIbIIIe TOBITPS, IO J]A€ HaM MiTHOMHY CHITY, HEOOXIIHY JUIA IMiTHOMY Bropy.
[Ipore, koMM KpOK 301MBIIYyETHCA, O0OOPOTH MAaJar0Th 4epe3 30iNbIICHHS
HABAaHTA)XCHHS Ha ABUTYH. HemocTaTHS KUTbKICTH OOEpTIB TpHU3BEAC JO
naginag. [1lo6 xommencyBatu 1€, BaM MOTPiOHO AOAATH MOTYXKHOCTi. Bu
poburte 11e, MOBEpTAIOUYN 00EPTOBY PYUKY IPOCEITBHOI 3aCIIHKHU[MOIIOHO 10
JPOCENbHOI 3acIiHKM MOTOLMKIA] B KiHII Baxens. Jlyke BakIMBO
HIATPUMYBaTH NOCTIHHI 000poTH. HenoctaTtHbo 00epTiB - 1 TH po30uBaemics".

S xotiB 6M, 00 BiH NMpUNUHUB 1€ ToBOpHUTH. "Konu TH migHiMaem
000poTH, TOO1 MOTPIOHO 101aTH MOTY>KHOCTI, IOBEPHYBILIHU PYUKY I'a3y BIIBO.
3po3ymiB?"

S xoTiB Ou, 00 BiH MEepecTaB TOBOPUTH 1 11€. S KUBHYB.

"l HaBmakW, KOJIM MH OITyCKa€MO BaXKib, KPOK Ha JIOMATSIX pOTOpa
3MEHIIYETHCS, THM CAaMUM 3MEHIIYEThCS TTiIHOMHA CHJIa, 1 MU ITaJJa€EMO BHU3.
Ane 060poTH OyIyTh 301IbIITYBATUCS, OCKUIBKM HAaBAaHTAXXEHHS Ha JBUTYH
3MEHIIY€EThCA, TOMY HaM MOTPIOHO 3MEHIIUTH MOTYKHICTh, OOEpTaloyu
Jpocenb BOpPaBO, LI00 MiATPUMYBAaTH MOCTiHHI obopoTu". S uyekaB Ha
3anuTaHHsA "3po3yMiB?", aje BiH NPOCTO NOJUBUBCA Ha MeHE. Sl KUBHYB.

"T'apa3n, 3aBoaHHA Take, JOAalTe TOTYXHOCTi, MOBEPHYBLIH
JIpOCeNbHY 3aciiHKy BimiBo. [logmBiThCcs HaA 1HAMKATOp OO0EPTIB, MO0
CKOOPJIMHYBATH MOTYXKHICTh 3 00epTamMu. OMyCTITh BaXKiIb BHU3 1 3MEHILITH
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"Okay, so the drill is lift up the collective and add power by
turning the throttle to the left. Look at the RPM gauge to coordinate
the power with the RPMs. Push the collective down and decrease
power by turning the throttle to the right and again coordinating the
power with the RPMS to keep them constant. Lift up, power on, push
down, power off. Got it?"

Seemed simple enough. Up on, down off. "Got it," I repeated.

He put us into another hover, but this time around fifty feet up.
"Okay, I have the rest of the aircraft," he said. "Just work with the
collective, and again.... GENTLY! Go ahead."

[ pulled slowly up on the collective, keeping my eye on the RPM
gauge. As the RPMs began to de- crease, I turned the throttle a little.
The RPMs shot up. Shit! Too much throttle. I backed off a bit. What
seemed like it should be simple was anything but. Pushing the
collective up and down and trying to keep the RPMs constant was
challenging, to say the least. After a while, it became a little easier, but
still not exactly smooth.

The instructor took control of the aircraft and set it back down.
"Next we're going to work with the rudder pedals," he said. "Push on
the right one and the aircraft will rotate to the right. Hold it down and
you'll make a three-hundred-and-sixty- degree circle. Push the left one
and you'll rotate to the left in the same manner. You can make any part
of any turn by coordinating the pressure on the pedals."

I felt the next words coming.

"Got it?"

I could have made a lot of money betting on that response. "Yes,
sir," I replied, thinking I might have said "got it" enough. I didn't want
to be too much of a smartass, plus he was a captain with a combat tour

HOTYKHICTb, ITOBEPHYBIIM JpOCENb BIPABO 1 3HOBY CKOOPAMHYBABILU
HOTYXKHICTh 3 TIOKa3HUKaMHU 00epTiB, 00 MiATPUMYBATH iX HA MOCTIHHOMY
piBHi. IligHMaemicsi, MOTYXHICTh YBIMKHEHA, OITYCKA€IICS, IOTY>KHICTh
BUMKHEHA. 3p03ymisio?"

3naBasiocst 0, 1O0CUTh IPOCTO. Bropy - BBIMKHYTH, BHU3 - BUMKHYTH.
"3po3ymiB", - TOBTOPHB 1.

Bin nepeBiB HaC B iHIIIE 3aBHCAHHS, aJI€ IbOTO pa3y Ha BUCOTI OJIU3BHKO
n'ITHaaUATH MeTpiB. "['apasn, s KOHTPOIO PemTy rejikonTepa', - cKka3aB
BiH. "[IpocTo momparitoii 3 Baxkuiiem, i 3HoBY .... OBEPEXXHO! Bnepen'".

51 NOBUTBPHO TMOTSTHYB BaXiNb, HE BIIPUBAIOYM OYEH BiJ JaT4MKa
o0eprtiB. Konu 060poTH movanu 3MEHIIYBATUCS, 51 TPOXU MOBEPHYB PYUKY
razy. O6eptu minckoummm. Yopt! 3ananro 6araro razy. SI TpOXw 3MCHIIUB.
3naBasiocs, 1110 Bce Mae OyTH MpocTo, ane 1e Oyno He Tak. PyxaTu Baxiib
BrOpY-BHHM3 1 HamaraTHCs YTPUMYBAaTH IOCTiiHI 00opoTu Oyno, M'AKO
KaXy4H, CKJIagHo. Yepe3 AesKHil yac CTajlo TPOXH JIeruie, ajie Bce ILie He
30BCIM TJIAJKO.

[HCTpYKTOp B34B JiTaK Mij CBili KOHTPOJIb 1 TOCcaauB oro Hazaz. "Jlami
MU TOIPAIIOEMO 3 NeAANIMU KepMa HampsiMy, - cka3aB BiH. "HaTHCHITH Ha
npaBy, 1 JITaK HOBEPHEThCS NpaBopyd. Tpumaiite ii HATHCHYTOIO, 1 BH
3poOuTe KOJIO HAa TpHUCTa WICTAECAT rpanyciB. HaTucHiTh Ha niBy, 1 BU
MOBEpPHETE HAJIBO Tak caMo. Bu Moxere 3poOuUTH Oylib-sSKy YacTUHY Oyab-
SKOTO TIOBOPOTY, KOOPAMHYIOUM THUCK Ha nefam". S BiI4yB, 110 HACTYIIHI
cyioBa OyyTh HACTYITHUMH.

"3pozymi?"

S mir 6m 3apoOuTH Oarato rpoiuei, MOCTaBUBIIM Ha IO BiIMOBiIb.
"Tak, mane", - BIAMOBIB s, TyMalO4H, 110, MOXJIHBO, S CKa3aB "3po3ymiB"
JIOCTaTHBO. S| HE XOTIB BUIJISIATH 3aHAATO PO3YMHHUM, JI0 TOTO X BiH OyB
KaIiTaHOM, SIKUW MpOHIIOB GoioBUH BinpskeHHs y B'etHami. Bin aiiicno
3aCJIyrOBYBaB Ha MOIO MOBary. Mu NOBEpHYJIUCS Y BUCIHHSL.
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in Vietnam. He did indeed deserve my respect. Back into a hover we
went.

"Okay, Lieutenant, [ have the aircraft. Put your feet on the rudder
pedals. Now remember, push gently! First, press down on the right
rudder pedal."

I complied, and we rotated to the right, a bit more rapidly than
either of us would have liked. He glared at me. I tried to smooth it out.
We worked both left and right pedals, cutting donuts through the air
until I got slightly better.

He put us back on terra firma. "Okay, hotshot," he said. "I want
you to take all three controls, put us in a hover, and try to keep the
helicopter somewhere within this five-acre field."

I was determined to make this go well. Focus. Focus. You got
this, I told myself. Confidence. Focus. I placed my right hand on the
cyclic, my left hand on the collective and throttle, and my feet on the
rudder pedals. Up collective, increase the throttle, keep the cyclic and
rudder pedals neutral. We rose slowly and somewhat jerkily into a
thirty-foot hover, swaying a bit, then a bit more as I tried to center us
with light pressure on the stick. I got it. I got it, I told myself. Then we
veered upward and sideways. Shit! I ain't got it!

The instructor grabbed the controls. "I have the aircraft!" he
barked.

I released the controls, and he set us back down. So there I was.
I felt humbled. I'd earned my Navy wings. I was a naval aviator, an
accomplish- ment few people can claim. I could land a fixed- wing T-
28 in your backyard. I thought I was pretty good. But flying a
helicopter was obviously a whole different ball game. I was going to
have to learn to fly all over again.

I looked over at the instructor. To my surprise, he wore a huge
grin.

"T'apa3n, nedTeHante, s Kepyro remikonTepoM. IloknamiTe HOTM Ha
neaani kepma. Tenep nmam'sraiite, mrosxaiite m'sko! CrioyaTky HaTUCHIThH Ha
MpaBy neaajib kepma'.

Sl mocmyxaBcsi, 1 MH TOBEpHYJHM IpPaBOPydY, TPOXH IMIBUAIIE, HIXK
KO)KHOMY 3 Hac XoTijocs 6. Bin monuBuBcs Ha MeHe. S cripoOyBaB 3ri1aiuTu
cuTyariro. Mu KpyTHIIH 1 JiBy, 1 paBy Meali, po3CiKa4u Koja B MOBITPI,
IIOKHM B MEHE He CTaJI0 BUXOJIUTH TPOXHU Kpallle.

Bin nocanuB Hac Ha3ax Ha 3eMutro. "['apasi, po3yMHHKY, - CKa3aB BiH.
"SI xouy, 00 TH B3SB YCl1 TpU WITYpBaJIU, MAHIB HAC Y TOBITPs 1 CIpoOyBaB
YTPUMATH TEIIKONTEP AECh Y MEXaX LOTO MOJISl pO3MipOM J[Ba reKTapu’.

Sl OyB crnoBHeHM pimrydocTi 3poOutH 1€ 10o0pe. 3ocepeabcs.
3ocepenbcs. Y Tebe Buiizie, kazas s codi. BiieBueHicTs. 3ocepenncs. S mokias
[paBy PYKY Ha py4Ky YNpaBJIiHHS LUKIIYHUM KPOKOM, JIBY - Ha BaX1JIb KPOK
1 ras, a HOTM - Ha nejgam kepma. [ligHIMaeMo BaXKijb KpPOK-Tra3, 301IbIIyeMO
HIBUJIKICTh, TPUMAEMO TIeJ1ali ra3y 1 KepMa B HEUTpalbHOMY MOJI0XKEeHH1. Mu
MOBUIBHO 1 TPOXU PUBKAMH HIAHSUIMCA B JI€B’ITUMETPOBE 3aBUCAHHS, TPOXU
HOTOW/YIOUHCh, MOTIM 1€ TPOXH, KOJM s HaMaraBCsl BiJLIEHTPYBAaTH Hac
JIETKUM HATHUCKaHHSIM Ha MaIUI0. Y MEHE BUMIINIO. Y MeHe BHHUIIIO, CKa3aB
g co0i. [TotiM Mu Bimxumuiucs Bropy i BOik. [linpko! ¥V MeHe He BUXOIUTH!
[ncTpykTOp cxonuBces 3a mwtypsai. " Tpumaro!" - 3aKkpuyaB BiH.

S BiAmyCTHUB WITYpBaJ, i BiH mocaauB Hac Ha3ad. OCh Tak s 1 ONMMHUBCA.
S mouyBaBcsi IpUHMKEHUM. S| yCHiIIHO 3aKIHYMB JIbOTHI HaBYaHHS. S OyB
MOPCBHKUM JIbOTYMKOM, JOCATHEHHS, SKMM Majlo XTO MOXKE€ MOXBaJIUTHCA. S
MIr nocaautu Jitak T-28 y Bac Ha 3amHboMy aBopi. S nymas, mo OyB
HEMOTraHUM MUIOTOM. AJle KepyBaTH I'eJIIKONTEPOM - 1€, OYEBHIHO, 30BCIM
iHIIa rpa. MeHi 1oBeAeTbCs BUMTHUCS JIITATH 3aHOBO.

S moauBHBCS Ha 1IHCTpYKTOpa. Ha Miif moiuB, BiH MIKUPOKO MOCMIXaBCA.

28



"Yeah, I know. I felt the same way on my first day. Trust me,
you'll get this, and you'll get good at it. You'll find this more fun and
challenging than any fixed-wing."

He was right. I would get good. We all would.

We'd be able to do things with a helicopter that are difficult to
imagine. But we still had a lot to learn.

Case in point: what to do in the event of an engine failure.

When a fixed-wing aircraft loses an engine, it can still make an
emergency landing using its inherent glide slope. Glide slope is the
angle and dis- tance a plane can glide before it hits the ground. An
aircraft's glide slope is determined by the area of its wings in relation
to its overall weight. The larger and longer the wings and the lighter
the aircraft, the longer it can stay aloft. That's why gliders can stay in
the air for especially long periods of time. Conversely, a short, heavy
aircraft with short, stubby wings such as the A-4 jet has a short glide
slope, and little ability to make an emergency landing. Ejection is
usually the only option when an engine is lost.

None of this pertains to helicopters. They have no wings. Their
glide slope is straight down. Without an engine, a helicopter has all the
flight characteristics of a safe. There are no ejection options. Pilots
don't wear parachutes because egressing from the cockpit as the
helicopter falls downward is impossible-there's also the matter of the
rotor blades overhead.

There is a maneuver to survive an engine failure, however. It's
called autorotation. We practiced it over and over again. Our
instructors frequently, and without warning, reached over and turned
off the engine. The student then had to immediately drop the collective
to the floor to reduce the rotor blades to a flat pitch, minimizing the
drag and the loss of RPMs of the rotor head. Then, with firm forward
pressure on the cyclic and some rudder coordination to keep the
aircraft aligned straight ahead, we'd push the nose of the aircraft over,

"Tak, s 3Har0. S BimuyBaB ceOe Tak camo B CBii nepmuii AeHb. [ToBip
MeHi, y Tebe Bce BHiine, i TH Oyxaemn maiictpom. Lle Oyne OGinbn 1ikaBo, HIX
OyIb-sIKuii JliTaK".

Bin maB pariito. Y MeHe Bce BHiife. Y HacC y BCIX BHIATE.

Mu 3MO0KeMO pPOOUTH 3 TEIIKONTEPOM Takl pedi, sSKi BaXKKO coO0i
ysBUTHU. AJle HaMm 11e Tpeda Oyio 0arato YoMy HaBUUTHCS.

Hanpuxnan, mo poOuTty y BUNaIKy BiIMOBU JBUTYHA.

Konu nitak BTpadae ABUTYH, BiH BCE I MOXKE 3MIHCHUTH aBapiiiHy
MOCaIKy, BUKOPUCTOBYIOUH BJIIACTUBUN HOMY HaxwI riricanu. ['micaaa - e Kyt
1 BiJICTaHb, HA SIKIH JIITAK MOKE IIE MPOJICTITH NIepe]] 3ITKHSHHSIM 13 3eMJICIO.
['micaga miTaka BU3HAYAETHCS IJIOLICIO MOTO KPUJI MO BiIHOIIEHHIO 10 HOTO
3arayibHO1 Barv. UuM OUIbIII 1 JJOBIII KPWJIA 1 YUM JISTTIHA JITaK, THM JIOBIIIC
BiH MOXe€ 3aJHIaTucs B NoBiTpi. Ock YoMy IJIaHEPU MOXKYTh JJOCUTH JIOBI'O
3aJMIIATHCSA B MOBITPi. | HaBmakw, KOPOTKUH, BAKKHH JIITaK 3 KOPOTKUMH
KpUJlaMy, Takud sSK Jitak A-4, Mae Majauii HaxXWia TiIicaad 1 Majo
MOXJIMBOCTEM [JI1 €KCTpeHoi mnocaaku. KaramyiabTyBaHHA 3a3BUYail €
€IMHUM BapiaHTOM, KOJIU BTPAYa€THCSI IBUTYH.

Hilo 3 1bOro He CTOCYEThCA rellikonTepiB. Y HUX HeMae KpWil. IXHs
riicazia cripsiMOBaHa MpsMO BHM3. be3 ABUryHa remikonTep cTae najgarouum
ceiidom. Hemae MoxnuBocTi KaTamyibTyBatucs. IliloTM He HOCATH
naparnryTiB, TOMY III0 BUMTHU 3 KaO1HU, KOJIM BEPTOJIT Majja€ BHU3, HEMOKIIMBO
- JI0 TOTO K, HaJl TOJIOBOIO 3HAXOSTHCS JIONATi TBHHTA.

OpHak iCHy€e MaHEBp, SIKUI JTO3BOJISIE BUXKUTH B Pa3l BIJIMOBH JIBUTYHA.
Bin Ha3uBaeThcs aBTOpOTAaliss. MU pakTUKyBaIu HOro 3HOBY 1 3HOBY. Harri
IHCTPYKTOpH 4YacTo, Oe3 MOIepe/PKEHHS, MPOCTITaId PYKy 1 BUMHKAIN
nBUryH. Toni cTyIeHT MOBUHEH OyB HEraifHO CKMHYTH BaXKUIb KPOK-Ta3y 10
MiJUIOrd, 100 3MEHUIMTH KYT Haxwiy Jionmared poTopa, MIHIMI3YIOUU
7000BUi omip 1 BTpary o0epTiB TrojoBku poTtopa. lloTim, cuibHUM
HATUCKaHHSAM BIIEpE/l PYUKH YIPaBIIHHS 1 KOOPAMHALIIEI0 KEpMa HAIpsMY,
noTpiOHO yTpuUMaTH JITaK NPSIMO, MU IITOBXaIM HIC JiTaka BHH3, Ta
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increasing our airspeed downward in order to increase the airflow over
the rotor blades and keep the RPMs up as much as possible.

The move is almost like a child's pinwheel toy. The more you
blow on it, the faster it spins. Without the necessary RPMs to keep the
rotor blades acting like wings, the helicopter will simply plummet
downward. The procedure in that event, as we were fond of saying, is
to unstrap, lean over, and kiss your balls goodbye.

Under autorotation, as the aircraft approached around fifty feet
off the ground, we'd raise its nose to slow the descent. In smooth
coordination, we'd fully pull the collective upward, increasing the
pitch of the rotor blades to create just the right amount of lift to land
the aircraft safely. The key element is that without the engine to add
power, there's only one chance to use the collective to make the
transition. Transitioning too high means a rough landing or a crash.
Transitioning too late means a rough landing or a crash. If it was all
done properly, the H-13 would come to a smooth, sliding landing on
its skids in one of the multiple grass training fields surrounding
Pensacola. After the Bell H-13, we transitioned to the bigger and
much-heavier Sikorsky H-34, which I'd end up flying in Vietnam.
Ungainly in appearance, it was beautiful to the pilots who flew it. It
was a workhorse for the Marine helicopter effort throughout the war.
It was durable and dependable, if not the strongest of helicopters,
especially in the heat and altitude of the northern sectors of the
war.After another month of H-34 training, | completed my time in
Pensacola. My next stop was Marine Corps Air Station Santa Ana, in
California, for six weeks of training in advanced combat tac- tics. Then
I'd be deployed to South Vietnam.

At Pensacola, we'd been so immersed in classes and flying
lessons, we never paid much attention to what waited beyond that. As
we headed west for combat training, the reality of where we were

30UTBITYBaIM MIBUAKICTh TMaAIHHS JJIS TOTO, 100 30UIBIIMTH MOTIK MOBITPS
HaJ1 JIONATSAMHU TBUHTA 1 yTPUMATH OOOPOTH SIKOMOTA BHIIIE.

Lle maitxe sk quTA4a BepTyIika. Yum Ouiblie BU AMyXa€eTe Ha HEl, TUM
MIBUJIIIE BOHA 00epTaeThcs. be3 HeoOXiMHMX 00epTiB, Jomari poTopa He
OyAyTb MpaLIOBATH SIK KpWJa, 1 TeJiKONTep HPOCTO BMAJAE JOHU3Y.
[Tponienypa B TakOMy BUIAJIKY, IK MU JIFOOWJIN Ka3aTH, OJSATAE B TOMY, 1100
BiJICTEOHYTH peMeH1, HAXWJIUTHUCS 1 IOLLTYBaTH CBOI U HA MPOIAHHS.

[Tin yac aBTOpOTAIii, KOJH JITaK HAOJMKABCSA 10 3€MJII HA BUCOTI
Onu3bKo m'staecsaTH GyTiB, MU MiTHIMAIH HiC, I[00 CHOBUIBHUTH 3HU>KEHHSI.
31aroHKeH0 KOOPIWMHYIOYH [lii, MH TIOBHICTIO TATHYJIHM BaXiJlb KpPOK-Ta3
Bropy, 30UIBIIYyIOYM KPOK JiomaTeil poTopa, MO0 CTBOPUTH HEOOXiAHY
HiAHOMHY CHITY [Tl O€31I€YHO1 TOCaAKH JiTaka. KIrouoBUM eJIeMEHTOM € Te,
110 6€3 ABUI'YHA, SIKUH 101aCTh IOTYXHOCTI, € JIMILE OJJMH [IaHC BUKOPUCTATH
BaXUTb KpPOK-Ta3 JUIs 3iMCHEHHS MEepexoay. 3aHaATO BHCOKHH mepexis
03HAYa€ JKOPCTKY MOCaIKy a00 aBapito. 3ami3HUINK epexi] 03Ha4ae )KOPCTKE
npu3eMJIeHHs a0o aBapito. SIkio Bce 0yio 3po0ieHo mpaBuiabHo, H-13 M'sxo
npu3eMiuBcss O Ha T0J03aX Ha OJHOMY 3 UHCIEHHUX TpaB'sSHUX
TpeHyBaJbHUX N0J1B HaBKoJIO [1encakonu. ITicns Bell H-13 mu nepelinuin Ha
OinmbIni 1 Habararo Baxkunit Sikorsky H-34, Ha sskoMy MeH1 10Benocs JiTaTH
y B'ernami. HezrpaGuuii Ha Buriisaz, Bid OyB NpeKpacHUM JUIsl MIJIOTIB, K1 Ha
HboMYy JiTaiu. Lle Oyna po6oya KOHAYKA Ul BEPTOIBOTIB MOPCHKOI MIXOTH
npotsrom yciei BiiHU. Lle OyB MilHUN 1 HaAIWHUN, SKIIO HE HAWMIITHIIIHIA
reJikonTep, 0Co0JIMBO B yMOBaX CIIEKHU 1 BUCOTH B MIBHIYHUX CEKTOpaX BiltHH.
[Ticnst me onHoro micsis HaBuaHHs Ha H-34, s 3aBepiuB cBoe nepedyBaHHs
B [lencaxomni. HactynHoto Mo€ro 3ynuHKor0 Oyia aBiaba3a MOPCHKOI MiXOTH
Canra-Ana B KanidopHii, Ae 1 NpPOXOIWUB HIECTUTHKHEBY MIJITOTOBKY 3
nepenoBoi OoitoBoi TakTtuku. [loTiM Mene BimmpaBwiu 1o IliBgeHHOTO
B'eTnamy.

V Ilencakoni Mu OyJi HACTUIBKM 3aHYPEHI B HABYAHHS 1 IbOTHI YPOKH,
IO HIKOJH HE 3BepTalld OCOOJIMBOI yBard Ha Te, IO YeKaJI0 HAC MOIMEpemy.
Konu mu Bupymmiam Ha 3axig s 60M0BOI MIArOTOBKH, pealibHICTh TOTO,
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going and what we'd be doing began to creep into our collective
consciousness.

The Edge of the Envelope

We reported to MCAS Santa Ana one week after our Pensacola
graduation. We were excited about our new training, and also to be in
California. Most of us rented oceanfront apartments in Newport
Beach. The college fraternity atmosphere we’d enjoyed in Pensacola
continued at full throttle. In Santa Ana, we flew with instructors who’d
all flown the H-34 for at least one tour in Vietnam. We practiced
advanced combat tactics mostly designed for getting into and out of
hot landing zones. This was critical for the type of flying that would
be required of us. We trained hard. We got good. We all hoped it would
be good enough. For only some of us, it would. During our last week
of advanced combat tactics, we were practicing what’s referred to as
max gross weight takeoffs and landings. The aircraft was loaded with
iron-filled ammo boxes to simulate a heavy, full load. Then, with our
instructors, we’d head out to the mountains around Santa Ana and
practice approaches into and out of landing zones that had been carved
out of the hillsides at various locations. The elevations and terrain were
similar to what we’d find in Vietnam.

The LZs were maybe an acre square, cut into the trees on sloped
hillsides. On our last training day, we’d made several approaches and
egresses. All had gone well. My instructor, Captain Dave Stewart,
keyed the mic. “Okay, Lieutenant, you’re doing well. Let’s do one
more and head home.” The winds in the Santa Ana Mountains can
make for some challenging conditions, especially during approaches
and exits from the LZs. They’re frequently strong, gusty, and

KYJ1 MU 11eMO 1 1110 OyZ1eMOo pOOHTH, IMoYajia MPOHUKATH B HALITYy KOJICKTHBHY
CBIOMICTb.

Kpaiinin noxasnux dianazomy eKcniyamayitiHo2o pesrcumy noaibomy

Mu npuixanu 1o asiaiiiinoi 6a3u BMC B CanTa-AHi uepe3 THKICHb iCIIs
3aKkiH4eHHs HaBuaHHs B [leHcakomni. Mu Oynu B 3aXBati BiJ HAIIOrO HOBOTO
HaBYaHHS, a TakoX Big mnepeOyBanus B Kamidopnii. Bimpmricts 3 Hac
OpeHyBalu amapTaMeHTH Ha Oepesi okeany B Hpromopt-biu. ATmMocdepa
CTYACHTCHKOTO OparcTBa, SKOI MH HacoJoKyBaiucs B IleHcakoui,
MPOJIOBKYyBanaca Ha nmoBHiN. Y CaHTa-AHI MM JITalyu 3 IHCTPYKTOPaMH, SIKi
mitamu Ha H-34 mnpunaiiMHi onmHe BiApsmkeHHs y B'ernami. Mu
BiJIIIPallbOBYBAIH BJOCKOHAIEHY 00OBY TAKTHUKY, B OCHOBHOMY IIPU3HAYCHY
JUTS TIOCAJIKM B Tapsidi 30HU 1 371eTH 3 HuX. L{e OyJ0 KpUTHYHO BaXKIMBO VIS
TOTO TUITY MOJBOTIB, SKi BiJl HAC BUMaraiucs. Mu HaroierIuBo TPEHYBaJUCS.
V¥ Hac Bce 100pe Buxoausno. Mu Bci criojiiBajucs, 1o Hporo 0yJie 10CTaTHbO.
Are e Juis JesIKUX 3 Hac IbOro 0yso JocTaTHbO. [IpoTaroM ocTaHHBOrO
TH)KHS BUBYCHHS BJJOCKOHAJICHOT 00M0BOT TAKTUKY MU BiIITPalbOBYBAIH TaK
3BaHi 3JIETH Ta MOCAAKU 3 MAKCUMAJIBHO JI0MyCTUMOIO 3TITHOO Baroro. Jlitak
OyB 3aBaHTa)XEHUH SMUKaMH 3 OOETPHUITacCaMK, HATOBHEHUMH 3aJ1i30M, 1100
IMITYBaTH TOBHE HaBaHTaXeHHS. [loTiM pa3oM 3 I1HCTPYKTOpaMu MU
BUpYWIAIX B Topu HaBkojo CaHTa-AHU 1 BIANPAIbOBYBAJIM 3aXOAM Ha
MOCaaKy 1 BUXOAM 3 IOCAJKOBHX 30HAaX, sIKi OyJlW BHpi3aHi Ha CXWJax
narop0iB y pi3HUX Micisix. Pensed miciieBocTi OyB CXOXKHI HA TOH, IO MU
Oaunnu y B'eTHami.

[TocaakoBa 30Ha OyJia MIIOMICIO, MOXKIIMBO, B ITiB T€KTapa, 1110 3HAXO0IMIIACh
nocepe] iepeB Ha cxuiiax narop6is. B Hair octaHHIHM TpeHyBalbHUMA 1€Hb MU
3poOuiM KijbKa MiAXoAiB 1 BigxoAiB. Bee mpoiinuio n1o6pe. Miit iHCTpyKTOp,
karitan JleiiB Crioapt, yBIMKHYB MikpodoH. «['apa3n, neiiteHante, y Bac
nobpe BuxoauTh. JaBaiiTe 3poOMMO 1€ OJWH pa3 1 BUPYIIAEMO TOIAOMY.
Bitpu B ropax CaHTa-AHa MOXYTh CTBOPIOBATH CKJIaJIHI YMOBH, OCOOJIMBO
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unpredictable. As we approached the last LZ, I struggled with the wind
coming from the left. Using a lot of left rudder, additional power, and
strong left cyclic, I was able to side slip the 34 into the zone. We settled
on what was probably a fifteen- to twenty-degree slope, pointing
uphill. It felt like it was about forty-five degrees. “Okay,” Captain
Stewart said. “Good job. Let’s pick her up and get out of here.”

The wind was really picking up, and it buffeted the aircraft as
we sat in the zone. I pulled on full power, raised the collective, and
sustained a three-foot hover. At that moment, a strong gust of wind hit
us from the left, pushing the large nose of the 34 to the right. I was at
full power and pushing in the left rudder to realign the nose back to
the upslope position, but that caused the RPMs to drop slightly. The
rotor head spins to the right. Trying to turn the aircraft to the left
against that rotation required more power, and we simply didn’t have
any more. I couldn’t put the aircraft back on the ground either—we
were pointing across the slope, which would have risked the 34 rolling
over on its side. As the wind continued to push us toward the trees on
the side of the LZ, the captain and I both knew we were in trouble. We
still didn’t have enough power to realign the aircraft back upslope
against the wind, and we were pointing downwind, which caused loss
of lift. We began to settle as the tree line approached. “I have the
aircraft!” Captain Stewart yelled. It all happened in a few seconds. As
we continued to spin to the right in an attempt to gain some RPMs, the
tail of the 34 touched the trees on the edge of the clearing. The tail
rotor of a helicopter is designed to keep the aircraft flying straight. The
vertical rotation of the tail blades counterbalances the impulse of the
aircraft itself to rotate counter to the main rotor blades. Without the
tail rotor, the helicopter will just spin uncontrollably to the right and
crash. That’s exactly what we did. We cut a path one hundred yards
down the side of the mountain, taking out trees like a giant lawn

miJ 4Jac migxoAiB 1 BiAXOMIB 0 HOCAaAKOBOI 30HHM. BOHM 4acTo CHIIBHI,
nmopuBYacTi Ta HemepenadauyBani. Komn My HaOMMKamwcs J0 OCTaHHBOI
MOCaIKOBOT 30HH, 51 OOPOBCS 3 BITPOM, ITO TyB 371iBa. BUKOoprcTOBYIOUH, JT1iBE
KEpPMO HampsMy, J0JaTKOBY MOTYXHICTh 1 KpaiiHe JiBe MOJOXKEHHS PYYKU
KepyBaHHS IUKJIIYHUM KPOKOM, S 3MIr mocaautu 34-i B 30HY. Mmu
3YNUHWINCA HA CXWJI, KWW, KMOBIPHO, MaB HaXWJ I'SITHAISATh-1BAIISTh
rpagyciB, crpsMOBaHHi B ropy. MeHi 31aBajnocs, 1o TaM Oyso OIU3bKO
copoka m'site rpanyciB. «lapa3my, - ckaszas kamitan CtioaptT. «I'apHa poborTa.
3abupaiiMocs 3BiICH».

Bitep cipaBzi mocuiroBaBcs, 1 KOJIM MU CiJJalI B 30H1, TEIIIKONTEP MPOCTO
3HOCHJIO BITPOM. Sl YBIMKHYB MTOBHY MOTY KHICTb, IiABUIINUB 3aralbHUIA KPOK
HECHOTO TBUHTA 1 3aBHUC Ha TPUMETPOBil BHCOTI. Y 1€l MOMEHT 3I1iBa Ha HAC
HAJIETIB CHUJIbHUN MOPUB BITPY, IITOBXHYBIIU BeNUKHiA HiC 34-T0 BripaBo. S
OyB Ha MOBHIN MOTY>KHOCTI 1 HATUCHYB Ha JIiBE KepMO, 100 BUPIBHITH HiC
Ha3aJ y BEPTHUKAJIbHE TOJIOXKEHHS, alle 4yepe3 Iie, 00OpOTH TPOXU BHIAJIH.
['onoBka HecHOro reuHTa oOepraeThecsi BrpaBo. Crpoba MOBEPHYTH JITaK
BJIIBO MPOTH IIbOTO OOEpTaHHS BUMarajia OuIbIIOi MOTYKHOCTI, a y Hac il
npocto He OyJo. I TakoX He MIT TIOBEPHYTHU JIITAK HA 3€MJIIO - MU JIETUIN
BIIOTIEPEK CXUITY, a 11€ 03HaYaI0 O pu3MK nepekuiaHHs Ha Oik. OCKIIbKY BiTep
NPOJIOBKYBaB INTOBXAaTH HAC JI0 JAEPEB MOOIHM3Y IMOCAIKOBOI 30HH, MH 3
KaIiTaHOM PO3YMLITH, III0 MU B 0i/11. Y Hac Bce IIIe HE BHCTAYallo MOTY>KHOCTI,
1100 MOBEPHYTH JIITAK Ha3aj] MPOTHU BITPY, TOMYy MU JIETUIM 3a BITPOM, IO
IPU3BENIO /10 BTPATH MiAKOMHOT criii. MU oYaiy ciiatu, KOy HaOJIu3niIncs
1o Jmicocmyru. «S Tpumaro smitak!» 3akpudaB kamitad CtrioapT. Bee cramocs
3a Kinbka cekyHA. Koam MH NpoJoBXKyBadu KpPYTUTHCS MpPaBOpyY,
Hamararouuch HaOpaTu o00epTiB, XBicT 34-ro 3ayenuB JiepeBa Ha Kparo
rajgsiBUHU. XBOCTOBUH TBHMHT TeJliKONTepa NpHU3HAUYEHUH A TOro, Imood
JMTaJbHUN amapaTr JieTiB HOpsMo. BeprukanbHe oO0epTaHHS XBOCTOBHX
jonaTeil BpPIBHOBAXY€E IMITYyJIBC CaMOTO JIITAIBHOTO amapary oOepTaTHcs
MPOTUJIEKHO JO JIONATed HEeCydyoro TBHHTA. be3 XBOCTOBOro TIBUHTA
reJliKONTep MPOCTO HEKOHTPOJIBOBAHO 3aKPYTUTH BIIPaBoO 1 BiH BHajae. Came
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mower. Limbs, branches, and debris flew everywhere. Still falling
sideways and downward, we slammed into the bottom of the ravine.
The rotor blades were thrashing into the ground, throwing dirt, rocks,
and splintered wood up into a huge dark cloud. As the blades broke
apart, they took out the top of the cockpit, covering the captain and me
in more dirt and debris. Captain Stewart engaged the emergency rotor
brake handle above our heads to stop the rotor blades from continuing
to break the aircraft apart.

As they finally stopped, there was nothing but silence. The
captain and I looked at one another, both soaked in fuel and hydraulic
fluid and covered in dirt. The H-34’s skin was made of magnesium
alloy. If it caught fire, it burned with incredible intensity and rapidity.
Any little spark could set it off. We were lying on our left side. Captain
Stewart was strapped into the left seat, which was below me. “Get out
now!” he yelled. In a fog, I unstrapped and climbed up through the
cockpit door. He was pushing me from behind, yelling, “Out! Out!”
Once out of the cockpit, I slid down the side of the helicopter and fell
in a heap on the ground below. Captain Stewart did the same. We
clambered up the slope to get away from the helicopter in the event it
caught fire or exploded.Also aboard our flight were a crew chief and
another Marine who’d come along for the ride, just to log some
airtime. It had been an unlucky choice, but a lucky outcome. I bet he’s
still telling that story over a beer now and then. The crew chief had
been wearing his required safety harness and tether. When the 34 lost
its tail rotor in the initial contact with the trees, the helicopter made
one violent jerk to the left, causing the crew chief to be ejected through
the open door. His safety harness had a long tether to it, which saved
his life as it jerked him right back into the aircraft through the same
door. He busted a couple of ribs, but it was the only injury sustained

11e MU 1 3poomii. Mu popoOuIn NUIAX Ha MaiKe cTa METPiB BHU3 11O CXUITY
ropH, 3pi3aruu JepeBa, SK TiraHTChbKa ra3oHOKocapka. ['iUTkM Ta yJmamKu
po3mitanucs nocioau. [Ipogopxyroun nmajgaTu BOOKH 1 BHU3, MH BPi3aJIKCs B
nHO spy. Jlonati poropa Bpi3anucs B 3eMITIO, MiAHIMAOUN Opy/, KaMiHHS Ta
yllaMKU JiepeBa, CTBOPIOIOYM BeJIMYe3Hy TeMHy xmapy. Komum somarti
po3majiucs, BOHM BHPBAIM BEPXHIO YAaCTUHY KaOiHM, 3acCHUIABIIM Hac 3
KalliTaHOM 11e OuIbIIoK KUIbKicTIO Opyay Ta ynamkiB. Kamitan Ctroapt
HATHCHYB Ha Py4YKy aBapiifHOTO rajibMa poTopa HaJl HalllUMHU TOJIOBaMH, 1100
3YINHMHUTH JIONIATI pOTOPA, K1 MPOJOBKYBAJIN po30MBATH JITaK Ha YACTHHH.
Komu BoHM HapemTi 3ynmuHWIMCS, HacTana Tuma. MM 3 KamiTaHOM
HOJUBWINCS OJIMH Ha OAHOT0, OOM/Ba MPOCOYEHI MaIUBOM, T'iJIPABIIYHOIO
pinuHorO Ta BKpHTI Opymom. ObmmBka H-34 Oyna 3po0ieHa 3 MarHi€Boro
cruiaBy. SIKIIO BOHA 3aropsuiacs, TO Topijia 3 HeMOBIPHOIO 1HTEHCUBHICTIO 1
MIBUJIKICTIO. By/b-sika MasieHpKa ickpa Moria mignanuTe ii. Mu exanu Ha
niBomy Oomi. Kamitan Ctioapt OyB mpuCTeOHYTUH 110 JIIBOTO CHUIIHHS, SKE
Oyno miai MHOKO. «Bunasp HeraiiHo!» - 3akpuuaB BiH. Y TyMmaHi s BiICTEOHYB
peMeHi 1 BUJI3 yepe3 JBepi kalOiHU. BiH 1mTOBXaB MeHe 33ady, KpHyauu:
«Bunass! Bunasp!» BuOpaBmuce 3 kaOlHH, S CKOTMBCS BHU3 IO OOpTYy
rejikonrepa i BnaB Ha 3eminto BHU3Y. Kamitan CtioapT 3po6uB Te x came. Mu
MOJII3JIM BrOpy MO CXMly, 00 OyTH mojaii BiJl FeliKoNTepa Ha BUMANOK,
SKILO BiH 3aroputbcs abo BuOyxHe. Ha Oopty Hamioro jitaka Oyiu Takox
CTapIIMil MEXaHIK JiTaka 1 1€ OAMH MOPCHKHUM MIXOTHUHELb, KUl MPUIIETIB
IPOCTO JUIst TOTO, 11100 BiAnpaioBatu edipHuit yac. Lle Oy HeBnanuii BuGip,
ajie macauBuid pe3ynbTaT. b'tocs 00 3aknaz, BiH 10CI PO3MOBIIAE IO ICTOPIIO
3a KyxJleM nHBa 4ac BiJ vacy. Komanaup exinmaxy OyB mpucteOHyTHI
000B'I3KOBUMH peMeHsIMU Oe3neku Ta npus's3koro. Komu 34-if BTpatus
XBOCTOBUH I'BUHT MPH NEPIIOMY KOHTAKTI 3 IepeBaMHU, BEPTOJIIT 3pOOUB ONH
CWJIbHUM PUBOK BJIIBO, B pe3y/ibTaTi YOro KOMaHIUpa €KINaxXy BUKHHYJIO
uepe3 BigumHeHi nBepi. Moro peminb Ge3leku MaB JOBTY MPHUB'A3KY, fAKa
BpTYBaJIa MOMY JKUTTS, 1 3aTATHYJIa HOTO Ha3aja y JITaK depe3 Ti kK cami
nBepi. Bin 3mamaB napy pebep, aine 1e Oyjia €1uHa TpaBMa, sIKy BiH OTpUMaB
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in the crash—an absolute miracle. By all rights, we all should have
been killed in such a violent crash.

Once we were all out of the aircraft, we sat down and tried to
process what had happened. We didn’t say much. We were all in
shock. I remember feeling a sense of failure and guilt for what
happened. To this day, I relive the sequence of events. [ accepted long
ago that the situation and the conditions dictated the outcome. Still, I
felt terrible. It took several hours before anyone at the base realized
we were missing. They eventually sent another helicopter, which
transported four shaken Marines back to base. The noise in the belly
was so loud we had no way of talking on our way back, so each of us
was left with his own thoughts. The purpose of that training flight had
been to test the limits of the aircraft at maximum weight and high
altitude—the edge of the flight envelope. Well, we found it for sure.
The bad news was, of course, that we’d crashed. The good news was
that we’d all survived, and that experience with the edge of the flight
envelope would save my life several times in the coming year. There
was a short debrief and not much else, which surprised me. I never
even knew what the accident report said. The next day, a big H-53
hoisted what was left of the H-34 from the ravine and returned it to the
base. The whole squadron walked out to take a look. Everyone stared.
The rotor head was still intact, but only about a foot of each rotor blade
remained. The front wheel struts had been torn off, the top of the
cockpit was obliterated, and of course, the tail rotor was gone. Not
much else but the bulk of the body remained. How in the hell did we
survive? I thought. How lucky were we that it didn’t catch fire? No
one would have escaped. Several of my pilot buddies patted me on the
back and shook their heads, including my good friend Dan DeBlanc
from New Orleans. Dan would go on to earn a silver star flying Cobra
gunships. “Rick, you are one lucky son of a bitch,” Dan said. “You
probably got your one crash out of the way and won’t have another

Mg 9ac aBapii, mo O0yJsi0 abCOMIOTHUM TUBOM. 3a BCiMa MpaBHJIaMH, MU BCi
MaJi O 3arMHyTH B Takiil >KOPCTKiil kaTacTpodi.

Komu mu Bci BUHNUIM 3 JliTaka, MU CUTH 1 CIPOOYBAIM OCMHUCIIMTH T€, 110
cTtanocs. Mu maiio roBopuiii. Mu Bei Oyiu B mioni. Sl mam'staro, 1110 Biq4yBaB
HOYYTTS IPOBUHMU 3a T€, 0 cTajocs. /1o CbOroAHIIIHBOIO AHS 5 IEPEKUBAI0
MOCIIJIOBHICTh TUX MOAIN. 1 BXXe MaBHO 3MHUpPHUBCS 3 THM, IO CUTYyaIlis 1
YMOBHU JlaBajIM IependadyBaHUil pe3ynbTaT. Alle Bce OJHO s IOYYBaBCA
XKaxIMBo. MUHYJO KiTbKa TOJMH, MEpIl HDK Ha 0a3l 3po3yMmMinM, IO MU
3HUKJIM. Bpemri-pemr BoHU HaJiciaauy I1e OJWH BEpTOJIT, KU 1OCTaBUB
YOTHPHOX NPHUTOJIOMIICHUX MOPCHKUX MIXOTHHIIB Ha3ax Ha 0azy. lllym y
KUBOTI OyB TaKUM CHUJIbHUM, 1110 MU HE MOTJIM PO3MOBIISITU IO JIOPO31 Ha3aJ,
TOMY KOKEH 3 HaC 3aJIMIIMBCS CaM Ha caM 31 CBOIMHU TyMKaMH. MeTOr0 1IbOT0
TPEHYBAJIBHOTO TOJILOTY OYyJIO HEPeBIPUTU MEXI MOXKIUBOCTEH JliTaka Mpu
MaKCHUMaJIbHIH Ba3i Ta BENMKIii BUCOTI, TOOTO KpaifHili TIOKAa3HUK Jiara3oHy
eKCIUTyaTaliiiHoro pexumy noiasoty. o x, Mu #Horo To4HO 3HaAHUILIM.
[Toranorwo HOBHHOO OyJ0, 3BUUANHO, T€, III0 MU PO30OMIIKCA. XOpoIia HOBHHA
nojsraiga B TOMY, IO MM BCl BIHXKHWIM, 1 IIO0 JOCBiA mHepeOyBaHHS Ha
KpaifHbOMY TOKa3HHKY IIIe He pa3 BPATYE MEHi JKUTTS B HACTYITHOMY POIIi.
BbyB kopoTkuii po36ip MoybOTIB 1 OibIlIe HIYOrO, 110 MEHE 31UBYyBaso. S
HaBITh HE 3HaB, 10 OYJI0 B 3BITI Ipo aBapito. Hactynuoro nus Benukuit H-53
HiAHAB 3 sApYy Te, 1o 3aimummiocs Bix H-34, 1 moBepHyB Horo Ha 0a3y. Bes
€CKaJIpWIbsl BUHIIUIA TOAMBUTHUCS. Bel Butpinmumcs. ['onoBka poropa Oyina
1I€ L1700, ajle BiJ KOKHOI JIONATI pOTOpa 3aJUILMIOCS JIUIIE OJIM3bKO MiB
Mmetpa. Ilepeani ctiiiku xosic Oyiu BifipBaHi, BEpXHS YyacTHHA KaOiHU Oyna
3HUIIEHA, 1, 3BUYafHO, XBOCTOBOTO IBUHTa HEe OyJsi0. 3aquIIMIOCT HE TaK
6araTo, KpIM OCHOBHOI YaCTMHH Kopmycy. Sk, B 6ica, MU BIKUJIN? TIOyMaB
4. SIk HaM moIacTUIIO, 110 BiH He 3aropiBcs? Hixto 6 He BpsaTyBaBcs. Kinbka
MOIX MPHUATEIIB-TJIOTIB MOTUIECKAIN MEHE 110 CITUHI 1 TOXUTAJU TOJI0BaMH, B
ToMy umcii Miit toOpuii npyr en [lebnank 3 HoBoro Opneana. Jlen 3apoous
CpiOHY 3ipKYy, JIiTal0OuH Ha yaapHUX BepToiboTax Kobpa. «Piky, T macimuBuit
CyuMii cuH», - cka3aB [leH. « Ty, HarleBHO, BXKe NMEPEeKUB OJIHY aBapiro 1 IHIINX
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one.” That would not be the case. That flight had been our last
scheduled training. We were scheduled to ship out in two days.

I needed to get back in the saddle and get some confidence back.
I knew I was a pretty good pilot and that the accident had been caused
in large part by the limitations of the aircraft and, more importantly,
the wind. The gust that had pushed the big nose of the 34 ninety
degrees to the right had pushed us past the point of no return.
Nonetheless, [ needed to fly again right away to clear the cobwebs and
regain my confidence. It wasn’t to be. We were ordered to ship out
two days later as planned. I reported to the naval facility at Treasure
Island in San Francisco and was escorted to the barracks. I’d spend the
night there and fly out the next day to Guam, and then to Da Nang,
South Vietnam. Surprisingly, I was the only one in the barracks. I sat
on a cot in the cavernous room, contemplating what was behind, and
what lay ahead. I felt as alone as I ever had. The next day, I boarded a
troop carrier for the long flight to Guam. It was a big C-130. I
remember the seats were webbed and faced one another across the
interior cargo hold. Thankfully, it was full. It was a long,
uncomfortable flight, and we had to yell to be heard over the roar of
the engines but talking to one another gave us some relief from our
boredom and loneliness. We spent the night in Guam and left the next
morning for Vietnam on another troop carrier. Everyone I’ve ever
talked to had the same first impression as they deplaned in Vietnam.
As I grabbed my bag and climbed into the jeep that was to take me to
the Marble Mountain airstrip next to Da Nang, I asked the driver,
“What the hell is that smell?” “Welcome to Vietnam, sir,” the corporal
said as he smiled. “That’s the wonderful odor of burning shit. For the
most part, there’s no sewage system here. All the refuse from the
latrines has to be burned in order to dispose of it. Nice, huh?”

Bke He Oynme». lle Oyno nHe Tak. lleit momit OyB HamMM OCTaHHIM
3alUTAaHOBAaHUM TPEHYBaHHSAM. MU MOBUHHI OyJIM BUJIETITH Yepes3 JBa JHi.
MeHi oTpiOHO OyJ10 OTOBTATHCH 1 BITHOBUTH BIIEBHEHICTH Yy c001. S 3HaB,
mo OyB JOCUTH XOPOIIMM IIJIOTOM 1 1[0 aBapis Oyina BUKJIMKaHA 3HAYHOIO
MIpO0 OOMEXEHHSMHM JIiTaKa 1, 0 OUIbII BakJIMBO, BiTpoM. Ilopus, sikwmii
IITOBXHYB BEIUKHUH Hic 34-r0 Ha JAEB'THOCTO TPaayCiB BIIPABO, BiANIPABUB HAC
JI0 TOYKH HEMOBEepHEHHs. TUM He MeHIII, MeH1 TOTPiOHO OyJI0 HeraitHO 3HOBY
JiTaTy, mo0 MPOSICHUTH TOJIOBY 1 BITHOBUTH BIEBHEHICTh y c00i. AJe IIbOr0o
He ctanocsd. HaMm Haka3zaiu BiANIMCTH yepes ABa AHI, SK 1 0yJ10 3a1aHOBaHo.
S nmpubOyB Ha BIHCHPKOBO-MOPCBbKY ©0a3y Ha octpoBi Ckap6iB y Can-
®paHuucko, 1 MEHe MpoBeNM 10 Ka3zapMu. Sl MaB mpoBecTH TaM Hid 1
HACTYIHOTO JAHA BUJeTiTH Ha ['yam, a motim y Jlananr, [liBnennuii B'eTaam.
Ha nuBo, s 6yB onuH y ka3zapmi. S cuziB Ha po3Kiiafadlli B eYEpHii KIMHATI,
PO3AYyMYIOUHM TpO Te, 10 OyJio mo3amay, 1 mpo Te, IO YeKalo Ha MeHe
nonepexy. S BiquyBaB ceOe TaKUM CAaMOTHIM, SIK HiKoJM paHimie. HactymHoro
JHS s MiAHABCS Ha OOPT TPAaHCHOPTHO-JECAHTHOTO JiTaka Ui JIOBIOrO
nepenboTy Ha ['yam. Lle 6yB Benukuii mitak C-130. S mam'stato, mo tam 6ynu
NePEeTJIeTeH] CUIIHHS, K1 CTOSUIM OJIHE HABIPOTU OJHOTO y BHYTPIIIHBOMY
BaHTa)KHOMY Bijaciky. Ha macts, BiH OyB mnoBHuil. lle OyB moBrui,
HEeKOM(OpPTHUIN TeperiT, 1 HaM JOBOJWJIOCA KpUYaTH, 100 MOYyTH OJHE-
OJIHOTO Yepe3 PeB JIBUTYHIB, aJle PO3MOBH JJaBaJld HaM JIesKe MOJIETIIEHHS BiJl
HyJIbI'd 1 caMOTHOCTI. Mu mpoBenu Hiu Ha ['yami, a HacTymHOro paHky
BUPYIIWIK 10 B'eTHamy Ha 1HIIOMY TpaHCHOPTHO-AECAHTHOMY JIiTaKy. Y
BCIX, 3 KUM 5 KOJIU-HEOYAb PO3MOBIISB, OYJIO OJJHAKOBE IepIlie BPaXKEHHS BiJl
Bucanku y B'erHami. Konu s B3sSB CBOIO CyMKy 1 CiB y JUKMII, SIKHH MaB
BIJIBE3TH MEHE Ha 3JITHO-MOCAIAKOBY CMyry MapmypoBoi ropu mopyd 3
Hananrowm, s 3anutaB Boais: «1Llo ue, B Gica, 3a 3anmax?». «JlackaBo npocumo
1o B'ernamy, cep», - BIAMOBIB Kampai, mocMmixaroduck. «lle aymoBuii 3amax
najayoro JaiHa. 3ae0utblIoro TyT HeMmae KaHamizamii. Bei Bigxomum 3
BOMpaJICHb TJOBOJUTHCS CIATIOBATH, OO0 iX yTUIII3yBaTh. 310pOBO, ITpaBaa?»
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I’d soon learn that the toilet facilities were the same as most U.S.
campgrounds, with open pit toilets. Except in Vietnam, they usually
had two seats that shared the same bench, with half of a fifty-gallon
drum down below. The “outhouse” was a simple wooden box with
screening on the top half. Every so often some poor Marine who’d
made the mistake of breaking a rule or getting on the bad side of his
company sergeant would find himself assigned to the “honey bucket
brigade.” That meant he and another transgressor got to drag out the
two drums of shit, pour fuel on it, light it on fire, and stir the shit until
all or most of it was consumed by the flames. It was an ongoing
process, and as a result, every base always smelled like ... well, shit.
It was always an extra treat when the wind blew toward the mess tent.
We arrived at the operations shack at the Marine airbase at Marble
Mountain, just north of Da Nang. I entered the office and was greeted
by the duty staff sergeant. “Welcome to Vietnam, Lieutenant,” he said
with a wry smile. “What do you think so far?” “Smells delightful.”
“Yeah, that was my first impression too. Your orders are to report to
HMM-362 up at Phu Bai. Be here at 0800 for your flight. The corporal
will show you to your quarters.” He looked up from his paperwork and
stared directly into my eyes. “Good luck.” I presumed he knew I’d
need it. He was right.

6 Phu Bai

The combat base at Phu Bai was situated along Highway 1,
which ran the length of Vietnam. It was strategically located seventy
miles south of the DMZ and ten miles south of the provincial city of
Hue, which had been the site of one of the fiercest battles of the
Vietnam War. On January 31, 1968, at the onset of the Tet Offensive,
the Viet Cong and a division-size force of North Vietnamese regulars
invaded and captured the city of Hue. A variety of elements of the
South Vietnamese army, the 1st Cavalry Division of the U.S. Army,

Hezabapom s mi3HaBcs, 1m0 TyajeTH OyJM TaKMMH XK, SK 1 B OUIBIIOCTI
AMEpPUKAHCHKUX KEMITIHT1B, 3 BIAKPUTHMH BUTPIOHUMHU SIMAMH. 32 BHHATKOM
B'eTHamy, BoHM 3a3BHuail MaiM JiBa CUIHHA Ha OJIHIN JIaBLl, @ BHU3Y CTOsUIA
MOJIOBUHA JBOXCOTIITpOBOI Oouku. @Dmirenem Oyma mpocra JaepeB'sHa
KopoOKa 3 MacKyBaJIbHOIO CITKOIO Ha BEPXHIH MOJIOBKHI. Yac Bij 4acy SKHIAChH
O110TaIIHUI MOPCHKHM MIXOTUHEIb, IKHI ITOMIJIUBCS, TIOPYIIHBIIHN IPABUIIO
ab0 MOTpanuBUIM B HEMUJICTh 1O CBOTO POTHOIO CEp)KaHTa, ONUHABCA B
«Opuraji MeIoBHX TOpIIUKiB». Lle 03Hauano, Mo BiH i e OJUH MOPYITHUK
NOBUHHI OyNMu BUTATHYTH JABI OOYKM 3 JIalHOM, 3aJUTH iX MAJIbHUM,
IIAJIATY 1 MIIIATH JIAWHO, TTIOKK BCe 200 OUThITY HOro YaCTHHY HE MOTJINHE
nonym's. Lle OyB OesmepepBHUll mporiec, 1 B pe3yibTaTi Ha KOXHii 0asi
3aBXK/IM MaxJIO0... Hy, NaitHoM. Lle 3aBxxam Oyiio J0JaTKOBUM 3a/I0BOJICHHSIM,
KOJH BiTep AyB y Oik imanbHi. Mu mpuOynu 10 OnepaTuBHOrO Itady Ha
aBiaba3i MOpChKOi mixoTn Ha MapMypoBiii Topi, 0 Ha miBHIY Bix JlaHaHTa.
S yBilimoB A0 kabiHEeTy, 1 MEHe MpPHUBITaB YEProBHM IITAOHUN CEpKaHT.
«JlackaBo mpocumo 10 B'eTHamy, nelTeHaHTe», - CKa3aB BiH 3 KPHBOIO
nocMimkorw. «Sk Bam noku mo?» «Ilaxne uynoBo». «Tak, e Oyno 1 Moe
nepie BpaxkeHHs. Bam Hakazano npuOytu Ha 6a3y HMM-362 B ®y-baii.
Bbytu Tyt 0 8:00 mis Bamoro BuiiboTy. Kanpain nokake BaMm Bally KiMHaTy».
Bin migHsB o4l BiJl CBOIX MarnepiB 1 MOAUBUBCS MEHI MPSMO B oul. «Y nadi.» S
HPUITYCTHUB, 1110 BiH 3HAB, 1110 BOHA MEHI 3HaJ00UThcA. BiH MaB paitiro.

6 Dybaii

boitoBa 6a3za B dybai Oyna posramoBaHa B3goBxk “Illoce 17, ske
MPOJIATAIO B3I0BXK ychoro B'ernamy. Bona Oyna cTpareriuno po3ranioBaHa
3a MpUOJIM3HO CTO JIeCcATh KIIOMETPIB Ha MiBJICHb BiJ IeMUIITApU30BaHOT 30HU
132 MIICTHAIIATH KIJIOMETPIB HA MIBACHB BiJl MPOBIHIIIHHOTO MicTa XIO€, SIKE
Oyno MicuieM ojHi€el 3 Haifzanekmimux OUTB B'erHamchkoi BiifHH. 31 ciuHs
1968 poky, Ha moyaTky TeTchkoi HacTymaiabHOI omepairii, B'€TKOHTIBCBHKI
BiliCbKa Ta JUBi3iA MIBHIYHOB'€THAMCHKUX PETYJSIPHUX BIMCHK BTOPIIIUCS B
MicTo X10€ 1 3aXOmuiIn oro. Y KOHTpartari Opaiu y4acTh pi3HI MiAPO3IUTH
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and the 1st Battalion 1st Marine Regiment were involved in the
counterattack.

It took a month for the Marines to retake the city. Vastly
outnumbered, the Ist Battalion Ist Marine Regiment, led by
Lieutenant Colonel Ernie Cheatem, entered the city, and engaged the
enemy in what proved to be one of the bloodiest battles of the war,
involving ferocious house-to-house urban warfare. Uncommon valor
was a common occurrence during the bitter fighting. Five Medals of
Honor eventually would be awarded to men who risked their lives to
save the lives of their comrades, and in many cases, continued to lead
and take the fight to the enemy. What possesses a man like USMC
Gunnery Sergeant John L. Canley, who, although wounded himself,
ran through heavy enemy fire time and again to pull his wounded men
to safety, and then continued to lead them, assaulting heavily fortified
enemy positions? What possesses men like USMC Staff Sergeant
Alfredo Gonzales and U.S. Army Sergeant Joe Hooper, who although
both severely wounded, still led their men toward the enemy under
heavy fire and in many cases single-handedly overran their positions
to engage and destroy them? What possesses a man like Chief Warrant
Officer Frederick Ferguson to ignore calls to stay out of a confined
area and instead fly his helicopter through heavy antiaircraft fire and
intense ground fire and rescue five members of another downed
helicopter? What possesses a man like U.S. Army Staff Sergeant
Clifford Simms to throw himself on an exploding booby trap to save
the lives of the men around him? What possesses them is the heart of
a lion, and the utter determination, no matter what the danger, to do
what must be done. Each man in the battle of Hue gave no less, and it
speaks to the true nature of the American soldier. I pray that the people
of this country never forget this again—for decades, they did. By the
end of the battle, the city had been nearly destroyed. Marine and Army
casualties were reported as 216 killed and 1,584 wounded.

MiBJICHHOB'€THAMCBKOI apMmii, 1-1 kaBasiepiricbkoi nuBizii apmii CIIIA Ta 1-ro
OataypiioHy 1-T0 MOJIKY MOPCHKOT MiXOTH.

MopChbKUM MIXOTHHISM 3HAJIOOMBCS MicsIb, 100 BiJBOIOBATH MICTO.
3HaYHO MEpEeBAXKAIOYM B YHCEIBHOCTI, 1-i OaTanbiioH 1-ro MOJKy MOPCHKOi
MIXOTH Ha 4Yoji 3 mignmoigkoBHUKOM EpnHi Yitemom yBiHImOB a0 Micta 1
BCTYIIMB 3 BOPOTOM B OJIHY 3 HallKpHMBaBIIIMX OWUTB BifiHH, IO BKJIIOYAJa
JKOPCTOKI MichKi 001 Ae Oiii WIoB 3a KoxkeH OyanHok. Hag3zpuuaiina BijgBara
OyIla 9acTUM sIBULIEM i 4ac 3anekiaux 0oiB. I[I'ate menaneit 3a Bigsary 3
gacoM OyayTh BpPY4Y€HI YOJOBiKaM, IKi PU3UKYBaJH CBOIM JKUTTSAM, 1100
BPSATYBATH XHUTTS CBOiX TOBApHINIB, i B 0araTb0X BHIIAAKAX IMPOIOBXKYBAIN
Bectu Oiii 3 Boporom. Lo kepye Takumu JIOAbMH, K CEpKaHT apTUiepii
BMC CIHA Ixown JI. Kenuni, sikuii, Xo4a caM OyB IIOPaHEHUM, 3HOBY 1 3HOBY
Oir miJ IIKBaJbHUM BOTHEM BOpOra, 100 BUTSITHYTH CBOIX MOpPAaHEHUX Y
Oe3reyHe Micie, a MOTIM IPOJOBXKYBaB BECTH iX 3a CO0O0I0, IITYPMYIOUH
no0pe ykpimineHi Bopoxi no3unii? Lo kepye Takumu nroabMu, sK mTad
cepxkant Kopmycy mopebkoi mixotu CIIA Anbdpeno ['oncanec 1 cepkant
cyxonyTtHux Bificbk CHIA Jxo Xymep, ki, Xxoya o0usBa OylIM Ba)KKO
MOPaHEH]1, BCE OJJHO BEJIM CBOIX JIOJICH Ha BOpOra i MKBAaJILHUM BOTHEM 1 B
0araThbOX BUMAAKAX IOOJUHII 3aXOIUIIOBAIM MO3UIlli MPOTUBHUKA, MI00
BCTYNUTHU B 011 1 3HUIIKTH Horo? Illo 3Mycuso Taky JII0AWHY, K CTapIIAl
yopenTt-opinep Ppenepik PepriocoH, MpoirHOPyBaTH 3aKJIUKUA TpUMATHCA
noJjiajii BijJ 3aKPUTOI 30HU 1 3aMICTh L[LOTO MPOJIETITH HA CBOEMY I'eIIKONTEP]
Kpi3b INUTBHUN 3€HITHUH BOTOHb Ta IHTEHCUBHHUN Ha3eMHHI BOTOHB 1
BpATYBAaTH M'ATHOX UIEHIB eKimaxy iHmoro 36utoro remikontepy? Illo
3MyIye TakuX JoJei, sk ImTad cepxaHT cyxomyTHux Bikcek CIHA
Knipdopn Cimme, kupatucs Ha po3ipBaHy MiHY-NACTKy, 11100 BpsTyBaTu
KUTTA JIOAEH, SKi HOoro orouytoTh? BoOHHM MaloTh JeBOBe ceple i MOBHY
pilTydicTh, HE3BAXKAIOYH HA HEOE3MEeKy, poOUTH Te, 0 Mae OyTH 3pOOJICHO.
Koxxen vonoBik y OuTBi miag Xioe BiJiJaB HE MEHINE, 1 IIe TOBOPUTH PO
CITPaBXHIO MPUPOJTy aMEPUKAHCHKOTO conyarta. Sl Morocs, mo0 Hapos miel
KpaiHM HiKoJM Oiible He 3a0yBaB MpO 1€ - MPOTArOM JAECATHIIITh, 1 BOHU
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The South Vietnamese army, whose units were the first to
respond to the attack, reported 457 killed and 2,123 wounded. The Viet
Cong and North Vietnamese regulars estimated 5,000 killed and an
unknown number of wounded. Thousands of civilians died, most at
the hands of the North Vietnamese. Mass graves around the city
yielded more than 3,000 men, women, and children. They’d been
executed or buried alive. The true toll will never be known. None of
those facts were broadcast to the American public, as the mood of our
involvement in the war took a turn for the worse. While it was a
military victory for the U.S.-led forces, it would prove to be a turning
point in the attitude of the American public and the media. People
began to say the war couldn’t be won, a fact that many years later
would prove wholly inaccurate. Stay tuned. The base at Phu Bai
housed both the Marines and the Army’s 82nd Airborne Division. The
Marines occupied the east side of the single airstrip, and the Army had
the west.

Our side was a conglomeration of tents and flimsy wooden
structures situated on a flat, featureless expanse of dirt and the finest
sand you can imagine. When it rained, the sand was so fine the water
just beaded up and ran off to the east. During the monsoon, we often
couldn’t fly and spent a lot of time cooped up in our hooches, reading
or sleeping. The rain would create a fast-moving creek down the
middle of the hooch, carrying away whatever was lying around. “Hey,
Marine, your flip-flop is departing the area via the front door,” often
came the cry. When the wind would blow, which was most days, the
sand got into every conceivable nook and cranny. We simply couldn’t
keep it out of our eyes, ears, nose, throat ... or anywhere else. Keeping
weapons and aircraft engines clean and operational was a constant
battle in itself. We lived in wooden huts with tin roofs. The walls were
planks about three feet high, and the rest was screening up to the

3a0yBaroTh. Jlo KiHIS OWTBM MicTo OyJio Maibke 3pyiHOBaHe. BrpaTtm
MOPCBKOT MIXOTH 1 apMii ckinanu 216 3aru6mnux i 1584 nmopaHeHux.

[liBaeHHOB'€ETHAMCBKA apMisl, YHi MIAPO3AUIM TEPIIAMU BIAMOBLIM Ha
ataky, moBimommiaa mpo 457 BOwtHx 1 2123 mopaneHux. B'eTkoHriBIN 1
MIBHIYHOB'€ETHAMCBHKI PEryJisipHI Bikicbka migpaxyBamu S 000 3arubnumx i
HEBIZIOMY KUJIBKICTh MOpaHEHUX. TUCSYl IUBUIBHUX 3aTMHYJIN, OUTBIIICTD BiJ
PYK MiBHIYHMX B'€THaMIIB. Y MacOBMX IIOXOBAaHHSAX HABKOJIO MicTa OyJio
3HalaeHo monan 3 000 JosoBikiB, XKIHOK 1 niTel. BoHn Oynm crpadeHi abo
noxoBaHi xkuBLeM. CripaBxHi BTpaTH HIKOJIH HEe Oy 1y Th Bimomi. 2KoaeH 3 1ux
¢daxTiB He OyB OHECEHHH 10 aMEPUKAHCHKOI I'POMAaJICBKOCTi, OCKUIBKH
HACTPOI LIOJ0 HAIIOi yd4acTi y BiifHI pi3ko moripmwuiucs. Xoua e Oyna
BiliCbKOBa TepeMora aMEepUKAaHCBKHUX BIMCHK, BOHA CTajla IOBOPOTHUM
MOMEHTOM Yy CTaBlieHHI aMepuKaHChbKOi TpomajncekocTi Ta 3MI. Jloau
MOYaJii TOBOPHUTH, IO BiifHY HEMOXKJIMBO BHUTPATH, IO 4epe3 0arato pokis
BUSIBUTHCS IIIIKOBUTOIO HEMpaBaow0. 3anuiiaiitecs 3 Hamu. Ha 6a3i @y bait
po3MillyBajuCcs K MOPCHKI MIXOTHHII, Tak 1 82-a MOBITPSHO-IECaHTHA
JIUBI3ig CYXOMyTHHMX BiChbK. MOpPCBKI MIXOTHHI 3aiiMaiy CXiAHY YaCTUHY
€IMHOI 3TITHO-IIOCAIKOBOI CMYTH, a CyXOITyTHI BiiiCbKa - 3aXiJHY.

Haia cropona siBisisia co6010 KOHIJIOMepaT HaMeTiB 1 XUTKUX JIepeB'THUX
KOHCTPYKIIii, PO3TAIlIOBAHUX Ha TUTACKOMY, 0€3popMHOMY MPOCTOPI 3 OpyIy
1 HalAP1OHIIOTO MICKY, SKUH TITbKK MOXHa co01 ysBuTu. Komu #mos gor,
micoKk OyB HACTUIbKM JApIOHMM, 110 BOJa MpocTo 30upanacs B OyCHHKH 1
ctikana Ha cxia. Ilig yac MyCOHIB MM 4acTO HE MOTJIH JITaTH 1 MPOBOIUIN
OaraTo 4acy, 3aMKHYBILIUCH Y CBOiX OyIMHOYKaX, YNTal04YH abo cruistuu. Jlomr
CTBOPIOBAaB IIBUAKHI CTPyMOK HOCepeluHi Oapaky, sSKUi 3HOCUB yce, IO
Bajsuiocss HaBKosio. «E#, Mopmix, TBifl HUIbOMaHENh MOKHIAE TEPUTOPIIO
yepe3 BXiJIHI JBepi», - 4acTo JyHaB Kpuk. Komu 1yB BiTep, a e Tparusiocs
Maike IMIOAHS, MICOK MOTPAIIB Y BCl MOXJIMBI KyTOYKM Ta HIUIMHU. Mu
IIPOCTO HE MOTJIM HifIK 3aXMCTUTH Hallll 04i, ByXa, HOC, TOPJIO 1 1HIII peci Bif
Hporo. [linTpumyBaTH 30poto Ta aBialliiiHi IBUTYHU B YUCTOTI Ta B poOOUOMY
cTaHl OyJ0 MOCTiHOI 60POTHOOI camo Mo cobi. Mu XuiH B JepeB'sSHHX
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roofline to allow for some airflow in the stifling heat. Of course, that
just let the sand blow in at will. We were lucky enough to have actual
cots to sleep on with a sheet and blanket—not like those poor grunt
bastards who lived in the jungle in the most horrendous conditions for
weeks and months at a time.

Every time I got fed up with my conditions, I’d remind myself
what the Marines in the bush were going through. Be thankful you
aren’t out there, Rick, I’d think to myself. It was impossible to keep
the sand out of your bed, no matter how tightly you made it up. I’d try
to wipe the sand from my sheets before getting into bed, but inevitably
I’d be up in the middle of the night, wiping out more sand, to little
avail. The mess tent was just that—a big tent with, yup, you guessed
it, wooden walls, and screen siding. I’d write my name in the sand on
my plate at the table to see if it was covered over with sand by the time
I got to the mess line. It usually was. The food was horrible. It was so
bad that at times we preferred the C-rations that the grunts in the field
depended upon. C-rats were cans of prepared meals, such as spaghetti
and beef, or ham and lima beans, or perhaps a fruit cake. As grim as
they were, they often were better than the mess tent’s mystery meat
and powdered mashed potatoes laden with saltpeter (potassium
nitrate). I guess they had to keep all the testosterone in those twenty-
year-old Marines in check somehow. The guys in our hooch decided
that if we were going to survive, we’d need to do some of our own
cooking.

First, we cut a fifty-gallon drum in half and used a heavy metal
screen to make a barbecue. The next step of our plan involved the
wonderful little Vietnamese woman who was our hooch maid. Han
kept our hooch clean (no small feat with eight smelly Marine pilots)
and did our laundry. She was basically a housemother to a bunch of
fraternity boys. From time to time, we’d send Han into the town of

Oapakax 3 Omsmanumu naxamu. CTiHE OyJu 3poOJieHI 3 JOMIOK BHCOTOIO
ONMM3BbKO MeTpa, a pemra Oylia MacKyBaJbHOKO CITKOIO JIO JiHIT Jaxy, mio0
3a0e31eUnTH IPUILUIMB HOBITPSI B YMOBAX 3aylUIMBOI CIIEKU. 3BICHO, MICOK
HpUJIITaB TyAH, KyJH 3aMaHeTbesi. Ham nomactuio, mo y Hac Oyniu cripaBHi
PO3KJIaZIauKH, Ha AKMX MOKHA OYyJIO CIlaTH 3 MPOCTUPAUIOM 1 KOBIPOIO - HA
BIIMiHY BiJ TUX 0i071aX, 110 KWK B DKYHIVIAX y HAMKaXJIMBIIINX YMOBax
THOKHAMU M MICSALISIMH.

[opa3y, koqu MeHiI HaOpUIaIl MOi YMOBH, sl HaraayBaB co0i, 4epes 1o
HIPOXOAMIM MOPCHKI MIXOTHHLI B Kymax. «byap BIOsSYHUHN, IO TH HE TaM,
Piky, - nymaB s co6i. HemoxmuBO OyJI0 3aXMCTHTH JIKKO BiJ MICKY, SIK On
IIUIBHO TH HoOro He 3actensB. Sl HamaraBcs BUTEPTH IICOK 3 MPOCTUpPAIJIA
nepea CHOM, ajllé HEMHHYYE NPOKUAABCS IMOCEpe] HOYi, BUTHPAIOYH IIIe
Oinblne micky, ane O6e3pe3ylbTaTHO. [nanpHs Oyjna BENTMKHM 3BHYAiHUM
HAMETOM, TaK, BH B)KE 370TaJalUCs, 3 JEPEB'STHUMH CTIHAMH, 1 3 CITKOIO
300KiB. S mucaB Ha MicKy CBOE iM's Ha Tapuilll 3a CTOJIOM, 100 NEPEeBIpUTH,
4y HE 3aCUILIEThCA BOHO, KOIM 4 [iiiay /0 inanbHi. 3a3Buuaii Tak i 6yno. xa
Oyna >kaxnuBor. BoHa Oyna HACTIIBKM MOTAHOIO, IO 1HOJI MM Bij1aBalu
nepeBary KOHCEpBOBAaHMM Taiikam, siki HajaBaiauch Oiifisim. KoHcepBoBaHi
naiiku, ne Oynu 3aii3HI OaHKM 3 TOTOBOIO DKEK, HaNpHUKIaJ, crareri 3
AJIOBUUMHOIO, IIMHKA 3 KBAaCOJIE0, a00, MOKINBO, PpyKTOBUM nupir. Axkumu
0 MOXMYpHMHM BOHM He OyJii, BOHU YacTO OyJIM KpallUMH 3a TAEMHHUYE M'SCO
Ta KapTOIUISIHE MIOpEe 3 JO0JaBaHHSAM CENTpU (HITpaTy Kajiito) 3 igajbHI.
["anaro, iM Tpeba Oys0 SKOCH TPUMATH IiJl KOHTPOJEM BECh TECTOCTEPOH Y
JBAIIATUPIYHAX MOpITiXaxX. XJIOMI[l 3 HAIIOI POTH BUPIMIMIN, MO SKIIO MU
X04eMO BIKUTH, HAM MOTPIOHO rOTYBATH 1KY CaMOCTIHHO.

Crniouyatky MM po3pi3ajii HaBILI ABOXCOT JIITPOBY OOUKY 1 32 JOIIOMOTOIO
Ba)XKOI METaJIeBOi peuITKu 3poounu 3 Hei O6apOekio. HacTymHuM Kpokom
Halmoro IUiaHy Oylla dYymoBa MaleHbKa B'€THaMKa, ska Oyia HaIIo
npubHpanbHuIeo. XaH MiATPUMYBaja YUCTOTY HaIIoro Oapaky(Henerka
CIpaBa 3 BICbMOMa CMEpAIOYHUMH MUJIOTAMU MOPCHKOT MIXOTH) 1 Ipajia HaIly
Oimm3Hy. Bona Oyna, mo cyTi, JOMOTOCHOJApKOIO JUIs KYIKH XJIOMIIB 3
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Phu Bai to buy whatever looked good. I still remember the shrimp
she’d come back with—they were the size of lobsters and just as good.
We also developed a discreet arrangement with the CO’s cook, who
would trade good scotch for decent steaks when he had them. It was
probably a court-martial offense, but as we liked to say, “What are
they going to do? Cut off my hair and send me to Vietnam?” Each of
the eight pilots in a hooch had a little cubicle that contained a cot, a
footlocker, and a small metal locker. We hung up sheets for walls to
achieve a modicum of privacy. Across from my cubicle was Ron
Janousek, who went by “Hauser.” I loved his humor and constant
smile, and we became best friends. Part of Ron’s humor was his
proficiency in the pranks department. At one point during our tour, we
were stationed for two months on the Iwo Jima, a helicopter carrier
positioned just off the coast of Da Nang. During those operations, the
carrier was approaching its ten-thousandth aircraft landing in a storied
career that stretched back to World War II. It was a big deal, and the
whole squadron was ordered into the air to take part, with our
commanding officer, Colonel Schmidt, scheduled to make that landing
himself. Colonel Schmidt was a pompous asshole who spent most of
his tour on junkets to Tokyo and Australia. When he was around, he
was excellent at writing himself up for medals he didn’t deserve in
order to further his career, while the meat of the squadron did the
dangerous flying. I loved the Marine Corps, and almost every other
officer  met was outstanding, but [ was appalled by Colonel Schmidt’s
lack of leadership and honor. He was a perfect target for Hauser.

OparctBa. Yac Big yacy Mu nocuiayim XaH B Mmicto @y baii, o6 BoHa Kymnuia
I0Ch CMaYHEHbKe. Sl 0ci mam'sTaio KPEeBETKH, 3 IKUMHU BOHA IIOBEpTajacs -
BOHHU OYJI pO3MipOM 3 JIOOCTEpa 1 Tak caMo cMayHi. MU TakoX po3poOmIH
NPUXOBaHy Yroay 3 KyXapeM KOMaHIupa, SKUii 0OMiHIOBAaB XOPOIIHA BiCKi Ha
MIPUCTOMHI CTEHKH, KOJM BOHU y Hboro 3'sBisumcs. lle, MoBipHO, Oyio
NPaBOMOPYIICHHSM, 3a sK€ MOKHa Oyino O momatu 10 BiHCHKOBOTO
TpubyHaiy, aine, sk Mu jaroounu kazatu: «lllo Bonu 3podbnsate? Biapizatu
MeHi Bosioccs 1 BianpaButu A0 B'etHamy?» YV KOXHOTO 3 BOCBMH IIJIOTIB Y
KyOpuKky Oyrna MajeHbKa KaOiHKa 3 pO3KJIaJayKoro, TYMOOYKOIO AJis HIT 1
MaJICHBKOIO METaJIeBOIO MIakor0. Mu 3aBICHIIH CTIHU MTPOCTUPAIAMHE, 00
MaTH XO04 SIKyCh MpuBaTHiCTh. HaBnpoTu Moei kabinku cunis Pon SHoycex
Ha TiceB/1o «Xay3ep». MeHi mogobaBcs oro ryMmop i mocTiiiHa mocMimika, i
MU CTalu HalkpamuMmu Apy3sMu. YactuHoro rymopy Pona Oyna ioro
MaiicTepHicTh y cepi posirpariB. SKoCk Imij] 9ac HAIIOTO TYPY MU JIBa MiCSIII
nepeOyBasii Ha [Boa3iMi, BEpTOMITOHOCII, PO3TAIIOBAHOMY HEMOJAJIK BiJl
y30epexokst Jlananra. Ilig gac Tux omepairiii aBiaHOCelb HAOIMKABCS 0
CBOE€T JIECATUTUCSYHOI MTOCAKHU 32 BCIO CBOIO 1CTOPIIO, SIKA TSATHETHCS 3 YaciB
Hpyroi cBitoBoi BiitHH. Lle Oyna BaxinuBa mofis, 1 BCSI €CKaapiibs Oyma
MiHATa B MOBITPS JUIS YYacTi B Hil, a Hall KoMaHaAup, monkoBHUK [IImiar,
IUTaHyBaB 3JAIACHUTH 10 mocaaky ocobucto. IlonkoBHuk IHminr OyB
NUXaTUM MY/JaKOM, SKHM OUIbIy YacTUHY CBO€i CIIy’)kKOM NpPOBOIMB Y
po3'izpax no Tokio Ta ABcTpasnii. Kosnu BiH OyB nopyd, BiH 4yZJ0BO BUIIHCYBaB
co0i Meziaii, IKUX He 3aCiyTOBYBaB, 11100 MPOCYHYTH CBOIO Kap'epy, B TO yac
K M'ICO ecKaJpwiibi BUKOHYBaJl0o HeOe3NeyHl NoJbOoTH. S 1100UB MOPCHKY
HiXOTY, 1 Maiike KOXKeH Ipyrui odiuep, sIKoro s 3ycTpiyas, OyB BUJATHUM,
ane 51 OyB IIOKOBaHMM BIJICYTHICTIO JIiiepcTBa 1 uecTi y nonkoHuka IlImiara.
Bin OyB ieanpHO0 MillIeHHIO A Xay3epa.
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Chapter 2. Challenges in translation of military, technical terminology and
the author’s individual style with emotive markers

2.1 Rick Gehweiler, the author of Pop a Smoke and Book description

Pop a Smoke: Memoir of a Marine Helicopter Pilot in Vietnam is a powerful story that
puts readers in the shoes of a US Army officer during the Vietnam War. Here, the author uses
personal stories to depict the events and the unique struggles that pilots in war zones go through.
The focus of the story even though does access various types of helicopter operations like flying
in hostile zones, performing rescue missions and helping ground operations, it also demonstrates
the daily routine of a helicopter pilot. The readers will feel the bond between the members of the
armed forces, the brutality of the war and the emotions of those who fought (Zeybel, 2022).

The book’s release took place on May 30th, 2022 and was published by McFarland. The
book has achieved a lot of popularity among both military fans and individuals who are interested
in stories about the Vietnam War. This is especially useful for further developing the increasingly
important field of commemorative history related to documenting the experiences of veterans
(Gehweiler, 2022).

Rick Gehweiler authored the book entitled "Pop a Smoke: Memoir of a Marine Helicopter
Pilot in Vietnam." Rick is one of those figures whose life depicts an attachment to deep service.
Although much information about him is not publicly available on the Internet, his memoirs
make it easy to learn about his biography. He was born in North Carolina, USA. Rick had a good
sense of responsibility and patriotism right from his childhood. After graduating in 1967 from
the University of North Carolina, he enlisted in the Marine Corps to become a skilled helicopter
pilot.The war taught Rick that the harsh realities of military life have shaped his understanding
of life, duty, and sacrifice. The experiences he had in Vietnam tested him as a pilot but powerfully
influenced his personal development and worldview. The memoir conveys the intensity of these
experiences with thoughts of courage, fear, and friendship that mark the life of a soldier. After
his service, Rick continued to support fellow veterans. In 1992, he played a key role in
establishing the Central Oregon Veterans Outreach in Bend, Oregon (Bighorn River Alliance |
Rick Gehweiler, n.d.). As board president for two years, he was instrumental in providing vital
resources to veterans, including counseling, housing assistance, and job placement services. His
work in this organization underscores his commitment to ensuring that those who served receive
the support they deserve, helping them navigate the challenges of reintegration into civilian life
(Zeybel, 2022).

“Pop a Smoke” not only serves as a memoir but also as a testament to the resilience and
bravery of veterans like Rick Gehweiler. Through his storytelling, he honors the sacrifices of his
comrades and sheds light on the complexities of the Vietnam War, making this book an important
read for anyone interested in military history, personal narratives, or the experiences of those
who served in one of America’s most contentious conflicts (Zeybel, 2022).

In summary, “Pop a Smoke” is more than just a recollection of military service; it is a
powerful exploration of the human spirit, the bonds formed in adversity, and the lasting impact
of war on those who live through it. Rick Gehweiler’s journey as a Marine helicopter pilot is
both inspiring and enlightening, offering readers a unique perspective on the realities of combat
and the enduring legacy of service.

2.2 Memoir characteristics

According to Yuval Noah Harari the first military memoirs appeared in the Middle Ages
and were written by Greek historian and soldier Xenophon (Harari, 2007). However, the modern
memoirs as well as autobiographies, diaries and personal letters emerged as a distinct literary
form in the 20th century, they were studied by Amsterdam historian Jaques Presser, who

combined all those genres into one term ego documents (Dekker, 2018), gaining popularity
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because of future World Wars and conflicts and for its ability to blend personal narrative with
broader social and historical contexts. As a memoir, "Pop a Smoke" allows readers to gain
insights into the author's personal experiences during the Vietnam War, reflecting broader themes
of memory and identity. This connects closely to the concept of ego documents, which are
personal documents that reveal individual experiences, thoughts, and emotions. Ego documents
encompass diaries, letters, and memoirs, offering a unique perspective on historical events by
showcasing the personal side of experiences. Memoirs tell us about a certain period in author’s
life unlike autobiographies, which cover an entire lifespan. Memoirs focus on specific
experiences or themes rather than a chronological retelling of a life. This allows authors to
explore their memories and emotions in a more nuanced way. Memoirs often delve into
significant life events such as war, loss, trauma, or personal transformation, providing readers
with intimate insights into the author’s psyche. This genre allows authors to delve deeply into
particular events or phases, often highlighting the emotional and psychological aspects of those
moments. Memoirs are typically written in prose, which is very common for such a genre, to
create an engaging and readable narrative for readers. This prose style helps the author describe
events and settings in a detailed manner, immersing the reader in his experiences and allowing
them to connect with the emotional weight of the narrative. Harari notices that memoirs often
prioritize introspection and personal reflection, making them distinct from other forms of
historical or biographical writing (2007). A hallmark of memoirs is their emphasis on voice and
style. In our book one of the main ideas of the author is to create a unique atmosphere for the
reader “I hope the reader will feel the thrill of flying in combat” (Gehweiler, 2022). The author’s
unique perspective and narrative voice create a connection with the reader, making the
experiences feel personal and relatable.

The author employs various non-verbal elements, such as photos from his deployment
in Vietnam and illustrations of maps and vehicles. These visual aids enhance the storytelling by
providing context and a tangible connection to the experiences described. They serve not only as
documentation of historical events but also as a means to evoke emotions and memories tied to
specific moments in time. This blend of visual and textual elements effectively captures the
multifaceted nature of a soldier’s life, illustrating the contrast between the chaos of combat and
the quiet moments of reflection.

Another very important topic we need to discuss is what motivates veterans to write
memoirs. What are the purposes to write memoirs and how memoirs can be helpful. In the book
“On military memoirs” an author Lamberta Hendrika Esmeralda Kleinreesink analysed military
Afghanistan memoirs written by soldiers from different countries. Further we will consider what
motivates soldiers to write memoirs.

The first motivation that is pointed out in the book “On military memoirs” is dedication
it is a general feature of military memoirs as 80 percent of authors dedicate his book to someone
(Kleinreesink, 2016), it can be several people or even a group of people. In our book we also can
find such quotes where author say “The story of Vietnam and those who served and died there
should not be forgotten.”(Gehweiler, 2022) The author emphasizes that the stories of those who
served and died during the Vietnam War should not be forgotten. This personal tribute
emphasizes the collective memory of those who sacrificed their lives, making the memoir a vital
ego document that contributes to the historical understanding of the Vietnam War. By recounting
the experiences of his comrades, the author honors their bravery and ensures that their legacy
will not be forgotten.

Another prominent reason is therapeutic benefits. In book author in the
acknowledgments says “... I wanted to tell the story of the men I flew with and the sacrifices they
made ...” (Gehweiler, 2022). The acknowledgment that storytelling can serve as a form of
personal healing is particularly relevant for those involved in combat operations. According to
scholars like William Zinner, writing can help individuals process complex emotions related to
loss, grief, disappointment, and failure (Zinsser W., 2014). Through writing, former soldiers find
a way to deal with past psychological traumas and gain peace of mind.
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The informational aspect of the memoir serves to educate readers about the realities of
war. According to Yuval Noah Harari military memoirs are crucial sources for studying military
experience (Harari, 2007). Although for a long time military memoirs were not taken seriously,
they provide insights into the complexities of combat, the relationships formed between soldiers,
and the emotional toll of warfare. This educational dimension is crucial for fostering a deeper
understanding of the Vietnam War and its lasting effects on individuals and society. By
examining memoirs, researchers can analyze the complexities of warfare and its personal toll on
those directly involved. (Editorial Team, 2024) Additionally, the book addresses the
psychological aftermath of war, shedding light on issues such as post-traumatic stress disorder
(PTSD) that many veterans face upon returning home.

Furthermore, the memoir seeks to be entertaining, engaging readers through vivid
descriptions and immersive storytelling. The author strives that readers will feel the thrill of flying
in combat by the end of the narrative. This desire for an engaging story not only captivates the
audience, but also enhances the emotional resonance of the author's experiences. For translators,
it is important to consider the target audience when we approach a work. The author originally
wrote this book about the Vietnam War for an American audience, as the United States was
directly involved in the conflict. First of all, it was aimed at those interested in the history of their
country, especially veterans who would like to reflect on their experience. When translating, we
must be mindful of the cultural and historical differences between our countries and the original
context of the work to ensure that it resonates authentically with a new audience while respecting
these nuances.

For Ukrainian readers interested in military history, this memoir is an indispensable
source of information. It delves deeply into the psychological and emotional challenges soldiers
face in combat, offering firsthand accounts that illuminate their fears, hopes, and resilience in the
face of adversity. Through vivid storytelling and authentic depictions of wartime experiences,
the memoirs not only reflect the personal struggles of individuals on the battlefield, but also
provide a broader understanding of the strategic and cultural context of war.

In summary, "Pop a Smoke" serves not only as a compelling memoir but also as an
essential egodocument that offers valuable insights into the personal experiences of soldiers
during the Vietnam War. It illustrates the complex emotional landscape of war and its aftermath,
allowing readers to connect with the author’s journey on a deeply human level. The memoir’s
ability to convey shared experiences, honor fallen comrades, and educate future generations
underscores the enduring power of personal narratives in shaping our understanding of history.

2.3 Translation of military terminology

War memoirs have seen a surge in popularity recently, providing readers with not just a
unique glimpse into the intricacies of combat operations but also an in-depth exploration of the
psychological states of soldiers. This genre offers a rich tapestry of human experiences, shedding
light on the moral dilemmas and immense stresses faced by military personnel during wartime.
What sets memoirs apart from other historical or biographical writings is their emphasis on
introspection and personal reflection. As noted by Harari (2007), these narratives delve deeply
into not only the mechanics of combat but also the emotional and ethical challenges that soldiers
encounter throughout their service. This focus on the personal aspect of war helps to humanize
the experiences of those who serve, allowing readers to engage with the complexities of military
life on a more intimate level.

A significant aspect of military memoirs is the use of specialized terminology that lends
authenticity and specificity to the narrative. According to Yves Gambier and Luc van Doorslaer
terms are conceptual units that represent key knowledge in a field, expressed through lexical
units(Gambier & Van Doorslaer, 2011). Terms related to military affairs are important for
conveying the atmosphere and details of various events described in these accounts. M. O.
Zaitseva states the correct military translation depends on the correct translation of military terms
that carry the majority of the semantic load (Zaitseva M. O., 2013). However, translating these

43



terms can be quite challenging, as they often carry specific meanings that are unique to particular
armies or conflicts. Additionally, military slang can differ widely across cultures and historical
contexts, complicating efforts to convey accurate meanings in translations.

When translating military memoirs, it is vital to consider not only the terminology but
also the broader context in which these terms are employed. Translators must possess a good
understanding of military concepts and a cultural nuances that accompany various military
conflicts. This understanding allows them to navigate the complexities of language while
maintaining the memoir's integrity and emotional impact.

As A. V. Prokopenko (2018) suggests, military vocabulary can be categorized into two
main groups. The first group comprises military terminology directly related to armed forces and
military operations. A critical part of translation involves analyzing how names of military units
are rendered in other languages. For instance, specific titles and designations often contain
essential cultural and operational significance that must be preserved in translation.

This process may involve making careful compromises between accuracy and
comprehensibility for the target audience. By doing so, translators can ensure that the essence of
the original text is communicated effectively while making it accessible to readers who may not
have a military background. Ultimately, translating war memoirs is a complex task that requires
not only language skills, but also a deep understanding of the human experience behind these
powerful stories.

1) The 3/2 signified the 3rd Battalion of the 2nd Regiment in the 1st Marine Division.
(Gehweiler, 2022, 14)

Tosnauenns 3/2 o3nauae 3-ii bamanviion 2-20 noaxy, 1-i ousizii mopcokoi nixomu.

2) I was quickly in contact with Alpha Company 2/5, call sign Hammer.(Gehweiler,
2022, 19)

A weuoxo 36'a3a6ca 3 pomorw "Anvgha" 2/5, nosuenuii "Xammep".

When translating official names of military units, we employed the established
equivalents (Albir, Molina, 2002) since Ukrainian, like other armies, has its own official
designations for military units. This approach makes the translation more accessible to the target
audience. In contrast, the translation of unofficial names for certain military units presents a
different challenge. These names are often derived from historical operations or notable
achievements.

2) I was a Marine Corps helicopter pilot attached to HMM-362, a

helicopter squadron known as the “Ugly Angels”. (Gehweiler, 2022,14)

A 6y6 ninomom cenikonmepa MOpcbKoi Nixomu, NPUKPiniIeHo20 00

eckaopunvi HMM-362, éioomoi ax “bpudki Aneenu ™.

3) The squadron was called “Archie’s Angels” after its commanding

officer, Lieutenant Colonel Archie Clapp (Gehweiler, 2022,14).

Eckaopunvs ompumana nazey “Ancenu Apui” Ha yecmsb KomMaHoupa, nionoaKo8HUKA
Apui Knenna.

Quotation marks are used in both instances to indicate that these names are unofficial.
The author also provides explanations for these non-official military unit names, detailing how
they originated. For example, the first name, "Ugly," reflects the unattractive appearance of their
helicopter, while "Angels" highlights the unit's role in saving numerous lives during combat. As
for "Archie’s Angels," the author notes that this name honors Lieutenant Colonel Archie Clapp.
In the first case, a literal translation (Albir, Molina, 2002) was used to convert the name into
Ukrainian. The second name underwent lexical modulation (Albir, Molina, 2002) to create a
more harmonious translation in Ukrainian.

Additionally, it is important to analyze how military ranks were translated.

4) I entered the office and was greeted by the duty staff sergeant...

(Gehweiler, 2022,79).
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A ysitiuios 0o kabinemy, i MeHe NPUBIMAs Yepeo8ull WMAaOHU CepAHCAHM.

5) “Welcome to Vietnam, sir,” the corporal said as he smiled (Gehweiler,

2022,79).

«Jlackaso npocumo 0o B’ emuamy, cepy, - 8i0noeie Moioouwiull cepaicanm,
NOCMIXAIOYUCD.

Translating military ranks can be a complex process, as it is essential to provide the most
accurate equivalent within the Ukrainian military rank system, which differs from that of the
United States. Additionally, military ranks have evolved in the U.S. since the Vietnam War, so
we should be careful to find the most appropriate translation. In the first example, we used an
established equivalent (Albir, Molina, 2002) since the Ukrainian army has a corresponding rank.
In the second example, we opted not to translate it as "kampan" because this rank does not exist
in the Ukrainian army. Instead, we rendered it as "momoammii cepkanT," which reflects a position
within the junior non-commissioned officer corps that does not involve leadership roles.

Another category of military vocabulary includes military-technical terminology, which
encompasses scientific and technical terms as well as military slang (Prokopenko, 2018). Since
the book "Pope a Smoke" is authored by a helicopter pilot, it contains a significant number of
technical terms related to aviation and helicopter structures.

6) The purpose of that training flight had been to test the limits of the
aircraft at maximum weight and high altitude—the edge of the flight envelope
(Gehweiler, 2022,77).

Memoto yboeo mpeHysanbHo20 No1bOmy OVio nepesipumu Mexci
MOdICIUBOCINEU IMAKA NPU MAKCUMATBHIN 8431 MA 8eUKill 8UCOMI, MOOMO
KPAUHill NOKA3HUK 0iana3ony eKCRIVAmayitiHo20 pejicumy noibomy.

When translating technical terms, it is essential to ensure accuracy to avoid confusing
the target audience. In this particular case, we have applied method of description (Albir, Molina,
2002) because there is no direct equivalent for this term in the Ukrainian language. This approach
helps to convey the meaning clearly, allowing the reader to grasp the concept even in the absence
of a specific translation.

In addition to technical terminology, every profession, including the military, has its
own slang. Translating military slang often presents unique challenges due to its cultural and
historical context. Such slang can carry specific connotations or references that may not be easily
understood by those outside the military community and cultural specifics. This cultural baggage
can complicate the translation process, as it requires not only a linguistic conversion but also an
understanding of the meanings and implications. Consequently, translators must be mindful of
these factors to ensure that the intended message is conveyed accurately and appropriately in the
target language.

7) They were going in for a while before they would have a chance to
get out, and some wouldn’t ... except in black bags (Gehweiler, 2022,22).

Bonu nompannsanu myou na 0esaxuil yac, nepus Hixc y HUX 3 S181A6CA WAHC BUOPAMUCH,
0exmo He 8UXOOUS... XIDA WO 6 YOPHUX MIUKAX.

8) Keg was a “short-timer,” near the end of his first tour.(Gehweiler, 2022,22)

Kee cmae padimu ceoiii maubymmiti demo0inizayii, nio Kineysb tlo2co nepuiozo mypy.

In the first example, we observe the use of euphemism. One of the primary functions of
euphemisms is to “replace the names of objects and phenomena that can cause fear in humans”
(Struk, 2022). Instead of referring to “body bags,” the author opts for the term “black bags,”
which serves to soften the impact of the phrase. To translate this slang, we used an established
equivalent (Albir, Molina, 2002), as there is a similar euphemism in the Ukrainian language. This
choice not only maintains the intended meaning but also resonates with the cultural context of
the target audience, ensuring that the translation remains effective and sensitive to the subject
matter.
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In the second example we, also, have a slang connected with military sphere, which
means a person who nearing an end of his military service term. In ukrainian language we don’t
have established equivalent of such slang phrase so we have to apply a method description(Albir,
Molina, 2002) to provide reader correct information.

In conclusion, translating military memoirs poses unique challenges and opportunities
that necessitate a thorough understanding of both military terminology and cultural context. The
use of official and unofficial names for military units and ranks is essential for conveying
authenticity and emotional depth. Translators must skillfully navigate the complexities of
established equivalents and literal translations to preserve the essence of the original text while
ensuring that it remains comprehensible to the target audience. This delicate balance is crucial
for maintaining the integrity of the narrative and effectively communicating the experiences and
emotions of those who served.

2.4 Stylistic markers of the author's individual style and challenges of their
translation

Each author has a unique style of writing that helps capture the attention of readers and
keeps them engaged throughout the text. This style is not only a reflection of their personality
but also a key tool in creating a connection with their audience. The ability to draw readers into
a narrative and hold their interest requires more than just a compelling plot—it involves
mastering the nuances of language, tone, and emotional resonance. According to Zinseer(Zinsser
W., 2014), one of the best ways to engage readers is to simply "be yourself." This authenticity is
often the foundation for compelling writing that resonates deeply with an audience. Rick
Gehweiler’s book stands out as an excellent example of how an author's style can enhance the
storytelling experience. One of the primary reasons why this book is so captivating is due to the
way the author presents his personal experiences. Gehweiler’s writing is particularly effective
because he is able to immerse the reader in the raw and intense atmosphere of real combat
operations that he personally went through. By sharing his firsthand experiences, he allows
readers to feel the full spectrum of emotions, from fear and anxiety to the rush of adrenaline that
comes with being in the midst of a dangerous mission. This connection to the emotional core of
the narrative is what makes his work so gripping and unforgettable. Our task is to explore how
Gehweiler crafts this atmosphere and conveys these emotions to the reader. According to Andrew
Albritton (Albritton, 2017), emotions in writing can be communicated in two key ways: through
the use of specific words. The first method involves using emotionally-colored words that carry
strong connotations, evoking feelings in the reader. These words are carefully chosen to convey
a sense of the author's emotional state. In Gehweiler’s book, this technique is especially
prevalent. The author frequently uses curse words and other strong language to enhance the
emotional impact of his storytelling. These words, while often harsh or vulgar, are integral to the
authenticity of the narrative, capturing the intensity and immediacy of the combat experiences he
describes. For translators, this presents a unique challenge: the task of finding appropriate
equivalents that not only preserve the literal meaning of the original words but also convey the
emotional connotations and intensity behind them.

Douglas Robinson highlights some of the key challenges that translators face in this
context (Hubscher-Davidson, 2018). He points out that one of the primary difficulties in
translating emotionally-charged language lies in maintaining the "emotional and evaluative
connotations, the figurative component, and lexical associativity" of the original words. In other
words, it’s not enough to simply translate a curse word or emotionally-loaded term; the translator
must ensure that the translated word or phrase evokes the same emotional response in the target
audience. This requires a deep understanding of both the source and target languages, as well as
the cultural contexts in which these words are used.

Suzanne Levine and Katie Lateef-Jan add to this by emphasizing that in translation, the
equivalent words should not only capture the literal meaning of the original words but also reflect
the full range of functions they serve (Hubscher-Davidson, 2018). This includes their expressive
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and emotional connotations, which are often deeply tied to the author's intent and the emotional
landscape of the narrative. For example, a curse word in English might carry a very different
emotional weight in another language, and the translator must find a way to preserve that impact
while respecting the cultural nuances of the target language.

The first factor we should pay attention is in what situation this word was used.

1)  But one of the wounded took a round. He’s gone.” Shit! “You secure down there?”
1 tried to sound calm. (Gehweiler, 2022, 27)

Bin nomep."” [liovko! "Tu mam 6 besneyi?" A namaeascs cosopumu CHOKitiHO.

2) I did and tried to gently push on the cyclic. We lurched forward. Shit! 1
thought.(Gehweiler, 2022, 68)

A 6346 i1 i cnpobysas 06epes’cHo HAMUCHYMU HA PYYKY YAPAGIIHHI YUKITYHUM KPOKOM.
Mu noneminu éneped. Oxpinimu! nooymas s.

In the following examples we can see how translation can change depending on the
situation in which the word is used. In the first example the word s#it is used to show that author
was felling such emotions as fear and tension. In the second example the same word shows
astonishment and confusion. In both cases we have used method established equivalent(Albir,
Molina, 2002), as we also have in target language curse words that bear the same expressive and
emotional connotations.

Overall, curse words in this book helped author to convey a full spectre of emotions and
to make his story more natural.

3)  "Goddamn it!" the instructor barked. (Gehweiler, 2022, 68)
"Yopm 3abupaii!” - sunasecs incmpykmop.

4) “What the fuck was that?” I yelled at Rick as we punched one another in the
shoulder and slapped high fives. (Gehweiler, 2022, 66)

"Illo ye mpacys 6yno?" 3akpuyas s Piky, Koau mu wmoexaiu 0OuH 0OHO20 & niede i
0asanu 0OuH 0OHOMY n'sime.

5) “Damn well done, boys,” I said. (Gehweiler, 2022, 33)

"Ilo bica eapna poboma, xnonyi", - ckazas 1.

In these examples we can see how curse words can express different emotions like

anger, joy, astonishment. In this example, we have used purely Ukrainian established equivalents
(Albir, Molina, 2002), not those borrowed from other languages.

Another method that was described by Andrew Albritton is to express emotions through
non-textual elements (Albritton, 2017). The first one is italics; author very frequently uses italics
to highlight his inner thoughts or emotions throughout whole book.

1) Here we go, baby! I thought to myself. Pucker factor ten!(Gehweiler, 2022, 20)

Iouyunaemocsa, kpuximko! nooymas sa. Cmace capsaue!

2) I wish he’d stop saying that as well. I nodded. (Gehweiler, 2022, 69)

A xomis ou, w06 ein nepecmag 2osopumu i ye. A Kuemnys.

3) [1felt the next words coming. “Got it?” I could have made a lot of money betting on
that response. (Gehweiler, 2022, 70)

A eoice 6iouyeas saxi cnosa 06yoyme Hacmynuwumu. "3pozymie?" H mie 6u 3apobumu
bazamo epouietl, NHOCMABUBUIU HA UIO BION0BIOb.

In these examples we can see that author uses italics to provide additional information
about his attitude and thoughts about current situation. Moreover, we can pay attention to the
first example where we have a military slang phrase which means a moment of extreme tension.
Though Cmae eapsue doesn’t express a moment of extreme tension but still it expresses that
situation becomes very intense and also this phrase is clearly understood by the target audience.

The second element is capitalization. With the help of this method author can highlight
some important information or to signify yelling.
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1)  "Goddamn it!" the instructor barked. "I said GENTLY." (Gehweiler, 2022, 68)

"Yopm 3abupaii!” - sunasnecs incmpykmop. "A sc cxazae OBEPEKHO.

2)  “Just work with the collective, and again.... GENTLY! Go ahead.” (Gehweiler,
2022, 70)

"IIpocmo nonpayroil 3 6ajdcuiemM 3d2albHO20 KPOKY HECHO20 28UHMA, | 3HOBY ...
OBEPE)KHO! Bnepeo".

In the two examples we can see that with the help of capitalization author emphasize the
significance of this word and also showing that instructor said it in a high voice. We, also, should
pay attention at the translation of the word collective in the second example where we had to
imply description (Albir, Molina, 2002) method, to provide precise translation.

The third element is quotation marks. This stylistic method allows readers to engage
more deeply with the characters and the situations they encounter.

1)  “Iron Fist,” Hammer replied, “the tree line to our west is the first target. The tree
line to our northwest is the second.” “Roger, Hammer. Tell your boys to keep their heads down
for a minute.” I radioed Skeeter. “Yankee Lima 17, we’re going to hold our position at 2,500
until those F-4s do their thing. We’ll insert after the last pass.” “Roger, 13, Skeeter replied.
“Hope they fry those bastards.”(Gehweiler, 2022, 29)

"Saniznuu kynax", - eionosie Xammep, - "nicocmyea na 3axio 6i0 Hac - nepuia Yinv.
Jicocmyea na nisHiyHomy 3ax00i - opyea”. "3posymis, Xammep. Ckadicu c6oim xnonysam, woo
xeununy He gucogyganucs”. A euxnuxas Cximepa. "Anxu Jlima 17, mu 6yoemo mpumamu no3uyiro
Ha eucomi 2500, noxu yi F-4 ne 3pobisme ceoto cnpagy. Mu csdemo nicisi 0cmaHub020
npoavomy nimaxa." "Bac 3posymie, 13-11", - éionogie Ckimep. "Cnodisarocs, 6onu niocmasxcams
mux eupooxis".

2)  “Keg, when we exit the LZ, I'll be turning the aircraft to the right, which will give
you a good angle to the tree lines. You hose those bastards down as we get out of there.”
(Gehweiler, 2022, 22)

"Kee, konu mu utidemo 3 nocadko8oi 30Hu, st NOBEPHY NIMAK NPAopyy, ujo 0acms mooi
2apHul 02ns0 Ha ainii 0epes. [lonusail ceuHyem yux UPOOKIs, KOau Mu uiimamumemo 3giomu".

As we can see from this examples that these dialogues also engage in creating of an
atmosphere and quotation marks help us to distinguish them from other text.

In conclusion, Rick Gehweiler’s writing exemplifies how an author’s unique style can
immerse readers in a deeply emotional and authentic narrative. Through his use of emotionally-
charged language, military slang, and non-textual elements like italics, capitalization, and
quotation marks, Gehweiler effectively conveys the intensity of his combat experiences. The
strategic incorporation of strong language such as curse words adds a raw, unfiltered layer to the
narrative, heightening the emotional stakes and making the story feel more immediate and
visceral. Translators, in their attempt to preserve this emotional impact, face the challenge of
maintaining the emotional and evaluative connotations of these words in a different language and
cultural context, a task that requires both linguistic skill and cultural sensitivity.

Moreover, the use of stylistic devices like italics and capitalization enhances the
emotional resonance of the text, emphasizing key moments of tension, excitement, and urgency.
Dialogue, marked with quotation marks, not only distinguishes the characters' voices but also
draws readers deeper into the dynamics of the situation, further contributing to the overall
atmosphere. Through these techniques, Gehweiler’s writing achieves a powerful connection with
the reader, making his narrative both captivating and memorable. Ultimately, it is his ability to
craft an emotional and immersive experience through his unique style that makes his book so
compelling and impactful.
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2.5 The concept of localization in the translation of measurement units, army structure
and ranks

According to J. Laver and 1. Mason (Laver & Mason, n.d.) localization is an essential
aspect of translation that ensures a message resonates meaningfully with its target audience. “...
the translation is not in fact a translation, but the “original.””’(Venuti, 2012) says Venuti in the
Translators Invisibility and that means that translation involves converting text from one
language to another, localization goes a step further by adapting the content to fit the cultural,
technical, and contextual norms of the target language and region. This is particularly critical in
specialized fields such as military translation, where precise understanding of military ranks,
terminology, and measurement units is essential. Military language is deeply rooted in national
traditions, rank hierarchies, and historical contexts, and each country's armed forces have unique
systems of organization. For translators working in this domain, localization ensures that both
the language and the context of the original material are conveyed accurately, while making the
content accessible and culturally relevant to the target audience.

One of the most complex fields of localization is the translation of military ranks and
structures. According to M. O. Zaitseva we have a group of terms that don't exist in Ukrainian
reality, and we can't find established equivalent for them (2013). Military organizations across
the world have unique hierarchical systems, with specific titles and roles that carry particular
national and cultural significance.

1) What possesses a man like U.S. Army Staff Sergeant Clifford Simms to throw
himself on an exploding booby trap to save the lives of the men around him?(Gehweiler, 2022,
82)

Lo 3smywye makux nooeti, sax wmab cepacanm_cyxonymuux giicok CIIA Knighghopo
Cimme, Kuoamucs Ha MiHy-nacmky, wood epsamyeamu dcummsi 1ooel, Ki 1020 0mouyioms?

2)  What possesses a man like Chief Warrant Officer Frederick Ferguson to ignore
calls to stay out of a confined area and instead fly his helicopter through heavy antiaircraft fire
and intense ground fire and rescue five members of another downed helicopter? (Gehweiler,
2022,82).

l]o smycuno maky noouny, sk maucmep cepicanma Ppeodepixa Deperocona,
npoicHOPYBAMU 3aAKAUKU MPUMAMUCS NOOAE 3a00POHEH020 NOGIMPAHO20 NPOCMOPY 1 3aMiCMb
Yb020 NpoNemimu Ha CEOEMY 2eliKonmepi Kpi3b WiNbHULl 3eHIMHUN 6020Hb MA [HMEHCUBHULL
HA3eMHULL B02OHb | 8PAMYBAMU N'IMbOX YNEHI8 eKInaxicy iHuo2o 30umoeo eenikonmepy?

As we can see in the first example, we didn't translate word Army as apmii or apmiticoxui
because this word means a branch of military structure and in Ukrainian army, we don’t have
such branch. So, to avoid confusion for our target audience we need to localize it for our readers.
Cyxonymmni giticoka 1s the closest variant to this word in the source text. In the second example
we localize American military rank which doesn't exist in the Ukrainian army. In the website of
the U.S Department of Defense we can see that warrant officers are specialists and experts in
certain military technologies or capabilities (U.S. Department of Defense, n.d.). In order to
localize it we choose a Ukrainian rank maiicmep ceporcanm that according to Ukrainian Ministry
of Defense (2022) performs the same functions as the American one. In that way target audience
will understand the approximate position of this rank and the functions it can perform.

Another aspect is localization of measurement units. When dealing with a text such as
Pop a Smoke, measurement systems play a critical role not only in conveying the factual data but
also in situating the reader within the military and geographical context of the narrative. The U.S.
military, like much of the United States, predominantly uses the United States Customary System
(USCS). For example, distances might be measured in miles, speeds in miles per hour (mph),
and elevations in feet.

However, in Ukraine and most other countries outside the U.S., the International System
of Units (SI) “... known as the metric system, is the international standard for measurement.”(S/
Units | NIST, 2024) is the standard. SI units are based on the metric system, and measurements
such as kilometers (km) for distance, meters (m) for elevation, and kilograms (kg) for weight are
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universally recognized. In the context of a translation, it is essential to convert these
measurements in a way that does not just maintain accuracy but also enhances the reader's ability
to visualize and comprehend the data within their own cultural and scientific framework.

The necessity of converting these measurement units is further compounded by the
book's use of military-specific metrics, such as the range of firearms, the speed of military
vehicles, or the altitude of helicopters. These measurements may be standard within the U.S.
military but are often unfamiliar to readers in countries where different measurement systems
and military conventions are used.

1) The first F-4 dropped what appeared to be two five-hundred-pound bombs on the
first tree line, obliterating everything in an avalanche of fire and smoke.

(Gehweiler, 2022,29).

Tepwuii nimax ckumys na neputy yinb 08i 6omoOU 6a20i0 no d8icmi 08adUAMb KL102pam,
SHUWUBUIU BCE TIABUHOIO BOCHIO | OUMY.

2) The LZs were maybe an acre square, cut into the trees on sloped
hillsides(Gehweiler, 2022,74).

Ilocaokosa 30na 6yna niowero, MONICIUBO, 8 NIG2eKMAPA, WO 3HAXOOULACL NOCepeo
oepes Ha cxunax nazopois.

3) It was strategically located seventy miles south of the DMZ and ten miles south of
the provincial city of Hue, which had been the site of one of the fiercest battles of the Vietnam
War. (Gehweiler, 2022, 81)

Bona 6yna cmpameziuno posmawiosana 3a npubiu3Ho cmo _oeciams KiloMempis Ha
nis0eHv Gi0 0eMiNimapu3oeanoi 30HU [ 3a WICMHAOUAMb KilOMempie Ha NigoeHb 6i0
npoginyitinozo micma Xioe, saxe 6y10 micyem 00Hi€i 3 HauzaneKktiwux bume B'emnamcokoi itiHu.

4) The situation wasn’t good. I decided the best approach would be to autorotate
(drop in) from 2,500 feet rather than come in low and fast. (Gehweiler, 2022, 20)

A supiwug, wo Hatikpawum nioxooom 6yoe asmopomayisn (3HudxiCeHHs) 3 sucomu 762
Mempis, a He HU3bKe [ UBUOKE 3AX00HCEHHS HA NOCAOKY.

For the conversion of measurement units, we have used online converters. All the
converters are provided in the List of references. In our book we could observe all types of
measurement units for length, weight, elevation and square. In all these examples we stick to the
strategy of localization by implying methods of adaptation (Albir, Molina, 2002).

In general, the translator serves as a bridge, ensuring that the information conveyed
whether about measurement units or military ranks and structures is both accurate and
comprehensible in the context of the reader’s cultural and practical realities.
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Conclusions

Pop a Smoke is not only a military memoir but also a tribute to the resilience and courage
of veterans like Rick Gehweiler. Through his narrative, he honors the sacrifices of his fellow
servicemen and provides insight into the complexities of the Vietnham War. This book is an
essential read for those interested in military history, personal stories, or the experiences of those
who served in one of America's most divisive conflicts. In essence, Pop a Smoke goes beyond
being a simple account of military service, it delves into the strength of the human spirit, the deep
bonds forged in times of hardship, and the long-lasting effects of war on those who endure it. Rick
Gehweiler's story as a Marine helicopter pilot is both moving and enlightening, offering readers a
rare and valuable perspective on the harsh realities of combat and the enduring legacy of military
service.

This book is both a captivating memoir and a vital egodocument that provides profound
insights into the personal experiences of soldiers during the Vietnam War. It captures the intricate
emotional dimensions of war and its long-lasting effects, enabling readers to relate to the author’s
journey on a deeply personal level. Through its powerful storytelling, the memoir honors fallen
comrades, shares collective experiences, and educates future generations, highlighting the lasting
impact of personal narratives in shaping our understanding of history.

Localization has played a crucial role in ensuring that information is delivered with the
highest level of accuracy and relevance. In the context of military narratives, many of the
specialized terms, official names of military units, branches of the armed forces, and even
measurement units are often unfamiliar or not easily understood by both the military personnel
and the general public in our country. These terms, which are second nature to those in the military,
can create barriers to understanding for those outside that sphere, making it difficult for readers to
fully grasp the nuances of the military experience, especially when comparing different armed
forces.

Through the strategic use of localization, we were able to bridge this gap. By translating
military jargon, units, and measurements into terms that are more familiar and relatable to the local
audience, we created a clearer and more accessible narrative. This approach allowed readers to
better understand the structure and operations of the U.S. military during the Vietnam War by
drawing direct comparisons to the structure of their own army at that time. In doing so, we helped
to demystify the complexities of military operations and fostered a sense of familiarity and
connection between the experiences of soldiers from different nations. This approach not only
enhanced the overall understanding of military history but also made the story more meaningful
to a wider audience, regardless of their background or familiarity with military terminology.

Thus, in order to provide accurate translation of terminology, emotive language, systems
of measures and technical terms, we applied different translation techniques. As a result, there is
the following statistics of the use of translation techniques in the process of translation (See
Appendix).

Compensation — 6,2%

Transposition — 9,4 %

Variation — 8,5%

Amplification 10,8%

Modulation- 11,0 %

Literal Translation- 21,4 %

Established equivalent —15,2%

Adaptation — 11, 2%

Description- 6,3%
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Appendices

Appendix 1
Chart of techniques applied in military terminology translation

TECHNIQUES APPLIED IN THE PROCESS OF MILITARY
TERMINOLOGY TRANSLATION

M Literal translation ™ Established equivalent M Modulation M Adaptation ™ Description
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Appendix 2

Chart of techniques applied in stylistic markers translation

TECHNIQUES APPLIED IN THE PROCESS OF STYLISTIC
MARKERS TRANSLATION

M Compensation M Transaposition M Variation

M Amplification =~ ™ Modulation M Literal translation
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Appendix 3

Techniques applied in the process of translation of Pope a Smoke

TECDHNIQUES APPLIED IN THE PROCESS OF TRANSLATION

POPE A SMOKE
M Compensation M Transaposition M Variation
M Amplification M Modulation M Literal translation
M Established equivalent @ Adaptation M Description
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