Whirtubivd

My Finst CA

When J was a kid J watched a syndicated television show called
“WHIRLYBIRDS”. This was twe guys whe cwned a helicepter and every weelt
they would came to the wescue of somecne in troubile, fielp the police o park sewice,
etc. J theught J would love to side areund in a helicopter.

When J was abieut twelve, my dad an uncle and a friend went to the Untigue
Uutemetbiile show in Ftenshey, PA. My dad and my uncle Fred both had Model A
fords, and the show was impextant te them to be alile to pick up parts and to shew
their vehicles. Ulse across the woad from the show was an aivpext, they gave
fielicapter nides, so you cauld see the actes of cars, stadium and the Fenstey
side, and it was great, J finally felt what it was lifke te be like the “Whilybirds™.

Then came the auny, J fnew in NAM they moved troaps by helicapter, I
thought, “Gee, that weuld be great, just like the “Whiyblivds””. Guess what,
ne it wasew't. When J went en the helicapter nide in Fenshey, we sat en seats in
the “chopper”; in NAM we sat en the edge of the deor epening with eur feet
dangling high aliove the ground. Ftow did T de that? Jt's a question J feep



ashing myself, ’m afuaid of feights, how did J do that?

J nemember fearing, “We’re going on a CA!’ J theught, that scunds neat, J
wasn’t wealizing it was a combiat assault. We went en many, J don’t the final count,
but J do fnow J went en ever 25, becawse J got the U.S. uny Wir Metal, you need
at least 25 to qualify. Some of them into “Fot” LTs, not fun. J necall getting near
the landing zone and the co-pilot said te us sitting the back “We’we gaing inte a hot
LZ, the first wave eceived small weapens fire, we expect the same thing. We're not
setting dewn, when we get close, jump cut!” J was sitting neat to the decr gunner. J
semembier once we staxted aur descent, fie apened up fire; there were gunships flying
neat to ws, “mini-guns” fiting, then nackets, just like in the movies. UYea just life in
the mavies, but this was fer weal, not a movie. When we got semewhiat close the
ground, J felt the door gunner’s hand on my shoulder; fe started to push me out the
doer. J theugh, fiey wait a minute, we aren’t close encugh yet. J quess we wese,
because eff T went, trying te land en my feet, but net successful, my “wck sack”
stanted caming cver the top of my head, and dewn J went.



T,

Finally J was on the ground, trying to regain my feet s J could get away
fram the chopper, that wasn’t much of a problem, fe was already moving away
from me and gaining altitude. J tiied to get to the remainder ef the guys, these wha
just came in with me on my wave, and those already on the ground. Se this was a
“Ca”, it wasn’t like the “whilybirds” at all. Jn fact it wasw’t even close, this was
scany.

We had casualties, fram the finst wave being ambusted, the medics were
warking on a cauple of guys and they seemed stabile. J heard somecne yelling “We
need a dust-eff!” What te feck was that? Jhen J nealized they needed a “medivac”
to get the wounded cut of there, but we couldn’t, we were pinned down by fire from
the “wood line”, plus there was ancther, final wave of cheppers that had to bring in
the remainder of our unit. U of a sudden we stopped receiving enemy five, they
stopped. Fad they wn cut of amme? Did they have too many casualties, life we
did? J didw’t eally care why they stepped, I was just glad it stepped.

Suddenty it was almast quiet, sleuly we moved around ta get in better pasition
in case it stanted again, taking care of the wounded, and we waited. Ugain off in the
distance we heard the choppers, it was the neat, and final wave. Weuld it all stant
again? J was heping it wouldn’t, but we ready in case that it did. In came the
chappers, the gunships were already fiting from the ait, we stanted firing cur
weapens from the ground. I couldn’t tel if we wene getting shot at ax nat, J couldn’t



see anything, J didn’t see anything before, what to feck am J shooting at? J didn’t
Rnow, but J kept firing. Our buddies in the next group wexe on the ground, we were
back at full strength. Ufter a few minutes, we stopped firing cur weapons, and J
didrn’t fear anything ceming back at us. Slouly we realized they had brefien contact,
but why? Ugain, J dide’t care, J was just glad that J wasw’t getting shot at.

We called in fox the dust-off, it seemed lite a bong time, J bet even longex to
thase that needed it. We popped smake, the medivac landed, the wounded wexre
loaded en the chopper, and off they went, back to the wokd? J den’t remember whe
they wexe, their names, ox if they retuined to the unit, it was ealy in my tour, thete
woeuld be many meve CUs to follow.
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Sky Pilet

What is a sky pilet? Ne it's not the seng by Exic Burden & The Unimals.
The “Sky Pilat” is the Chaplain, we didn’t see him very aften, but when fe came out
ta the field, it was special. Fe came in on LOK, a “Light Obsewation FHelicopter”,



just him and the pilet. Fe'd be dropped off, and then picked up when fe fad
finished his purpase for going into the field.

J was never a vewy spivitual pewsan; wsually J°d wather sleep on a Sunday
mexning back in the wordld instead of getting up and going to church. Jn NAM I
guess my attitude changed, J went to sewices when the chaplain came cut to the field.
Fe anly had a little cassette reconder with his hymns on it, a bible, and minimum
necessities ta tafe communion. Jt felt geed to go, J felt better after, I thank him for
coming to see us, it was important to ws. J don’t fnow if it felped me makee it
thriough NAM by divine intexvention, but it fielped my cepe, and gave me some piece
of mind. J thank the “Sky pilot”.




We called them semething else, but J learned to wespect what they did,
we wode them, they brought us supplies, they were the “work honses” in NAM. The
ane’s we workted with mast were “Boxcars”, they had a pair ef dice showing twa
sixces painted en them, know by boxcars in craps. Jhey were amazing dual
fielicopter tlades, front and reaxr, two turbine engines, one on each side of the real
tower, a machine gunnex in the windows up front. They had an electric hook hanging
from the bottom; this could “sling” supplies in a net, ax even twe nets. Jt could tether
a piece of antilleny and drap it in place, ox even cavy a “water buffale” to and frem
the firebase to the near. They had a wamp that bowered so you could either boad
twops, supplies, even a vehicle lifke a jeep or semething inside. Jump seats lining the
inside of fuselage, ox you sat on the floox.

They were amazing, and often cvelooked for what they did, I never say
anything life this on “whidybivds”. For those that sewed en them, you did a great
job. J fondly wemembiex the Chinooks!

Gunships

J mentioned gqunships when tallking about the CU experience, but they did
much moxe than cover for us while we went into a LZ. They alse supported us when
we would make centact in a firefight. With their deor gunners firing, their mini-guns
tlazing, and firing these nackets to make the bad guys feep their heads dewn. They



allowed ws to move around on the ground, move in en any enemy pesition, assault
actoss a iver, and many maoxe things.

The kind of gunships we were mast familior with was the “Sharks”, these
were “fhuey’”’ helicapters convented into gunships. Jhey had fiexce locking teeth
painted on their nose to back like a shark. We wsed and needed them many times
duting my yeax there. J again can’t thank them enough, we wexe weally in troubile
times, and they saved cuxr butts.

There was anctfier type of gunship called a “Cobna’, like the picture above.
That's me standing neat te ene at a felicopter pad in Chu Lai. These were designed
specifically fox the purpose of being a gunship. Jhey again had racket peds, and
mini-guns , but they fad a navew fuselage, which was a smaller target for the
enemy. Jhe pilot and the co-pilot sat in-line, one behind the other, just life in a jet.
We didr’t work with them much, enly when we were in the AC near Chu Lai.

FHlying Crane

One of the mast impressive ‘whikybinds’ J saw in name was the flying crane.
J was en LZ San Juan FGU, we needed a chopper pad fox the firebase, and we
needed a tulldozer to flatten a large encugh area te make the pad. Jhe feat was
dene by a flying crane, full size bulldozer brought in from Duc Phe, o Chu Lai, T
den’t Rnow which. Jhe tlade was brought separately, J think by a Chincokf



fielicapter. We were toald in advance te nail dewn everything we could that would
tlow away, and new J fnow why, the wind caused by these fuge tlades was
unbielievabile. Jt came in dropped it night where they wanted, and when the pad was
finished it came back te pick it up. J was never mexe impuessed.

Sa thase are my tales about the ‘whidylinds’, from a boyhood fascination, te
an adult experience that will never be forgotten. We were lucky te have them, and J
wespect what they did.

This anticle is dedicated te my good friend WO Robext L. Gearge, fe was a
tielicopter gunship pilet in name, awarded the Silver Star, and flying cress. This is
in his memany; fe has passed en, and is buried in (lington N ational Cemetery.



