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This is the first in a series of true stories about a young helicopter pilot’s tour of duty in Vietnam.

"Memoirs of politics and wars usually become less interesting with the passing of time.
'Company Commander' is an exception...It speaks to the younger generations with almost the
same immediacy as it did to the generation of the Second World War." -- Ronald H. Spector,
from his Introduction"Nowhere is there a more honest, unassuming portrayal of the hopes and
dreams and fears of a young infantry captain..." ― Saturday Review"Impressive." ― The New
York TimesAbout the AuthorThe late Charles B. MacDonald also wrote A Time for Trumpets and
other books. After the war (in which he was awarded the Purple Heart and the the Silver Star) he
became and official Army Historian, retiring as Deputy Chief Historian in 1979. He died in 1990.
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Jayhawk Two OneEpisode OneWelcome To Dong TambyMichael TroutThird EditionCopyrighted
MaterialAll rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means
without written permission of the author or his legal representatives.IntroductionWhen I returned
from Viet Nam in 1969, at the ripe old age of twenty, public opinion and to some extent, my own
emotions kept me from talking about my Vietnam experiences, but I promised myself to
someday tell my story. Although, many of the events were permanently seared into my memory, I
wanted to be sure that when the time came to make good on my promise, I could recall the
events truthfully and accurately. So, soon after returning from Vietnam, I started writing extensive
notes on my experiences. Five years later, I started writing my memoirs, but my life was full of
commitments and distractions in those days, so the project was frequently sidelined for long
periods of time. But in 1990, after deciding to end my career with a national sporting goods
retailer, I took a year off to finish my Vietnam book. By the end of the year, the 631 page
manuscript was finished and I started the painful process of trying to find a publisher. After
sending out countless query letters and receiving countless rejection letters, I finally received a
handful of requests for the entire manuscript. Ultimately, two publishers expressed an interest in
the book, but only on the condition that I cut the book in half which is much more difficult than it
sounds. Unfortunately, I couldn’t just throw out half the chapters and call it good. So, the project
was again sidelined and then forgotten as I embarked on a new career.Another twenty four years
slipped by and when I turned 65, I came to the realization that I was running out of time to fulfill
my promise, which over the years, I had come to consider an obligation to the 58,000 who never
had the opportunity to tell their story. So, in 2014 I started to wade through the manuscript that I
completed back in 1991 and quickly realized that the project was a much bigger undertaking
than I anticipated. So, as I finished editing and rewriting a chapter or two and reached a logical
breaking point, I published the segment in e-book format. I knew that my decision to publish my
story as a series would alienate some readers, but it was the best solution that I could think of to
ensure that at least a portion of the story would get told.When I wrote the original manuscript,
personal computers were still in the stone age of development. I used a word processing
software called Beyond Word Write, stored my work on floppy discs, and printed the 631 page
manuscript on a dot matrix printer. So, when I decided to exhume and publish my Vietnam story,
there was no viable computer version of the original manuscript. As a result, I had to convert the
typed manuscript into a new computer format. The two year process literally involved reading
each page aloud and a “type as you talk program” converted what I said...or what it thought I
said... into a word document in my computer. The technology is amazing, but the program is very
susceptible to errors and the program does not recognize, Vietnamese, military jargon, slang, or
abbreviations. When the program doesn’t recognize a word, it substitutes a correctly spelled
word that sounds similar, but unfortunately, the substitutions typically result in sentences that
make no sense. As a result, editing the newly created word document turned into a long drawn



out, word by word, process and I am painfully aware that a significant number of errors slipped
by. So, I hope you will overlook the spelling and grammatical short comings and focus on the
story itself.The story is told from my perspective, which may not be entirely accurate in every
detail, but it is for the most part true and genuine. However, I recognize the fact that there are
always two sides to every story. So, I decided to use fictional names to avoid embarrassing
anyone and to respect their right to privacy.Most Vietnam veterans will tell you that there was a
lot more to their experience than just the actual combat. The living conditions, the food, the
weather, the comradery, and dozens of other factors impacted all of us differently. So, when I
decided to write about my Vietnam experience, I chose to write about more than just the combat
I witnessed or was a part of.My Vietnam experience was full of adventure, laughter, tears, joy,
and heartbreak. As you read my story, I hope you will feel some of the same emotions that I
felt.Welcome To Dong TamAs I walked down the back ramp of the C123 cargo plane, the crew
chief waved and yelled, “Good luck, Sir!”“Thanks, for the ride,” I yelled back with a casual
wave.Once I was clear of the plane, I stopped to take a look around at my new home.“So, this is
Dong Tam,” I said to myself.The air was damp and cool with a pungent odor that smelled like a
combination of stagnant water, raw sewage, and rotting fish. As the pilot of the C123 began to
rev up the engines and taxi back toward the PSP (perforated steel panel) runway for takeoff, I
grabbed my hat and leaned into the wind created by the props. The prop wash felt good on my
face and seemed to temporarily banish the stench. I watched the plane until it lifted off and
suddenly, I felt somewhat depressed, as if I had just said goodbye to an old friend or as if, the
plane was my only link to the real world.As the plane banked and started back toward the north,
my eyes were again drawn to my surroundings. The edge of the compound was a mere fifty
yards beyond the edge of the PSP runway. A continuous dirt berm sporadically reinforced by
timber retaining walls and sandbags surrounded the compound on three sides. Sandbag
bunkers, manned by two GIs with M16s and an M60 machine gun, were placed along the berm
at 50-yard intervals and the My Tho River serving as the southern line of defense like a giant
medieval moat.In the distance, I could see a team of Charlie model gunships (UH1-C helicopter
gunship) working out with rockets and machine guns and I could hear artillery rounds exploding
off to the west, but I couldn’t see where they were impacting because of the dense jungle that
surrounded the compound on three sides. As the rain began to fall again, I hoisted my duffel bag
onto my shoulder and began to jog toward a small plywood shack at the edge of the PSP
runway.When I reached the shack, I paused briefly to read the sign posted above the entrance…
Welcome to Dong TamHome of the 9th Infantry Division “Old Reliable”Enjoy your stay!The irony
and subtle humor of the sign brought a smile to my face. I ducked inside the building just as the
rain really began to pour. The spring on the plywood door slammed it closed behind me and a
sergeant seated at a grey metal desk got up and walked to the plywood counter that divided the
room.“Afternoon Sir, what can I do for you?” he asked.“Can you tell me how to get to the Ninth
Aviation Battalion?”“Ninth Aviation Battalion... yes Sir. It’s over by the heliport on the north side of
the compound.”“What’s the best way to get there?”“A shuttle truck comes by here on the hour,”



he said, glancing at a clock on the wall. “It should be here any time now. You can catch it on the
road right out in front. Just flag the driver down and he’ll stop.”“Thanks, Sergeant, “I said as I
shouldered my duffle bag.“Enjoy your stay, Sir,” the sergeant said, grinning.“Very funny!” I replied
as I walked out into the rain.The road in front of the shack was a quagmire of brown stagnant
water and mud. The vehicle tracks suggested that the mud was at least a foot deep. In the
distance, I could see a deuce and a half (standard 2 1/2-ton army truck) churning through the
axle deep mud and slowly making its way toward me. As it got closer, I waved vigorously and the
truck slid to a stop. A thin, freckle faced GI leaned across the cab, opened the passenger door,
and yelled, “Climb in, Sir. You can ride up here with me.”I shoved my duffle bag onto the bench
seat and then clambered into the cab.“Where you headed, Sir?” the driver asked.“Ninth Aviation
Battalion.”The driver pumped the clutch, ground the gears, clutched again, and the truck lurched
ahead…and so began my first tour of Dong Tam. The truck fish tailed from one side of the road
to the other as it churned down the muddy road often coming within a few feet of the four foot,
wide drainage ditches that lined each side of the road. The brown stagnant water in the ditches,
which no doubt served as a perfect breeding place for all the carnivorous insects that plagued
Vietnam, was covered with a green mold like slime that added to the disgusting appearance and
pungent smell.“New in country, Sir?” the driver asked.“Just got in a couple days ago. How about
you?” I replied as I looked the driver over.He was a young man, about nineteen or so, with unruly
auburn hair tucked under a faded jungle hat and a smile that stretched from ear to ear. His jungle
fatigues, which looked like they were about a size too big, were soaking wet, and his boots were
covered in mud.“I’m getting pretty short myself. Been here ten months. Yes Sir, I’m a real short
timer.”“You been stationed here in Dong Tam the whole time?” I asked.“No Sir, Dong Tam is fairly
new. The Ninth used to be headquartered up at Bearcat. I was an ordinary grunt back then.
Spent most of my first eight months in the bush, but after I got wounded, I was transferred to the
motor pool and made a driver.”“Hope the wound wasn’t too bad.”“No sir, just a flesh wound,” the
driver replied, instinctively rubbing his left arm. “Sure hurt like hell, though. We got into some bad
shit that day. But...I reckon Charlie did me a favor in the long run. Otherwise, I’d still be out in the
bush...or dead.”His smile was gone now and I could tell that the ordeal was still a painful
memory.The truck continued to plow along at a snail’s pace giving me plenty of time to look
around at my new home. The compound was laid out in a perfect square. Crisscrossing roads
cut the compound into blocks that appeared to be almost identical as far as the layout. Each
block contained a mixture of tents and wooden buildings in various stages of construction. The
buildings, which were mostly two-story barracks, were simple in design with unfinished plywood
exteriors and corrugated metal roofs. The doors consisted of single sheets of plywood on hinges
with a spring to keep them closed and instead of windows, most of the buildings had a two-foot
screened opening located just below the eaves of the roof. Although, the screened openings that
ran the length of each building provided good ventilation and protection against insects, they did
nothing to keep out the relentless rain. So, the majority of the openings were now covered with
clear plastic. I could tell by the color of the raw wood that all the buildings were fairly new and as



we continued north, the number of buildings under construction greatly outnumbered the
finished ones.As the rain continued to intensify and darkness started to consume the grey
overcast sky, the sounds of hammering and sawing began to die off and men scurried for cover
to escape the increasing downpour of rain. Then suddenly the truck’s brakes screeched loudly
and we plowed to a stop just short of a tank that was claiming the right away.“Look at the size of
those guns,” I thought out loud as the tank plowed through the intersection.“Yep, those are the
big boys. Eight-inch self- propelled howitzers,” the driver said, grinning. “Those babies will
practically shake you right out of bed when they fire ‘em at night.”“I’d sure hate to be on the
receiving end of those things,” I said as I stared at the passing tank.“Yes Sir, those rockets
Charlie throws at us every now and then are bad enough. I can’t imagine what the impact of
those eight-inch shells must sound like and the amount of shrapnel must really be
something.”“Hell... I’ll bet the concussion alone would blow you right into the next day,” I said with
a slight chuckle as a second tank went by. “Where are they going?”“There are artillery
emplacements on both the east and west sides of the compound. The 155s pretty much stay
put, but every other day or so, once it gets dark, they move the eight inchers from one side of the
compound to the other. I guess it’s to keep Charlie guessing, so he doesn’t know where to lob
his mortar rounds and rockets.”“That makes sense. How often does Dong Tam get mortared?”I
could feel a slight surge of adrenaline as I anticipated the answer.“It varies,” the driver said as he
ground the gears and the tires on the truck began churning through the mud. “Before the rainy
season started, we got hit almost every night. Sometimes two or three times a night. But now...
we get hit a couple of times a week on the average.”“Couple times a week!” I echoed in a
surprised voice.“Yes Sir...on the average. It gets worse every time the damn politicians put a stop
to bombing the north. Once the bombing stops, the VC get a free ride down the Ho Chi Minh
Trail and a week later we catch hell. Usually, it’s just mortars, but every now and then, Charlie
throws a few rockets at us and we get an occasional ground attack. But, what you really gotta
watch out for are snipers, especially up there by the chopper pads.”We turned right at what
appeared to be the last crossroad and after going a short distance the truck slid to a stop.“Here
you are, Sir...Ninth Aviation Battalion.”“Thanks for the lift,” I said as I opened the door and
stepped out in the waiting knee-deep mud.“My pleasure, Sir. Can you manage your bag okay?”
he asked as he shoved my duffle bag toward me.“Yeah, I can manage it, alright,” I said as I
grabbed the bag and pulled it onto my shoulder.“Good luck, Sir. Take care of yourself,” he yelled.I
slammed the door and gave the driver a casual wave. The driver gave me a sloppy salute and
after grinding the gears, the truck lurched ahead and I felt as though I had just said goodbye to
another old friend as I watched the truck fish tail down the road.I waded through the mud to the
other side of the road and then crossed the drainage ditch via a springy 2 X 12 board that
served as a bridge. In the darkness, I could barely read the large sign in front of the single-story,
plywood building.9th Aviation Battalion HeadquartersJayhawk Two OneEpisode OneWelcome
To Dong TambyMichael TroutThird EditionCopyrighted MaterialAll rights reserved. No part of this
book may be reproduced in any form or by any means without written permission of the author or



his legal representatives.Jayhawk Two OneEpisode OneWelcome To Dong TambyMichael
TroutThird EditionCopyrighted MaterialAll rights reserved. No part of this book may be
reproduced in any form or by any means without written permission of the author or his legal
representatives.IntroductionWhen I returned from Viet Nam in 1969, at the ripe old age of
twenty, public opinion and to some extent, my own emotions kept me from talking about my
Vietnam experiences, but I promised myself to someday tell my story. Although, many of the
events were permanently seared into my memory, I wanted to be sure that when the time came
to make good on my promise, I could recall the events truthfully and accurately. So, soon after
returning from Vietnam, I started writing extensive notes on my experiences. Five years later, I
started writing my memoirs, but my life was full of commitments and distractions in those days,
so the project was frequently sidelined for long periods of time. But in 1990, after deciding to end
my career with a national sporting goods retailer, I took a year off to finish my Vietnam book. By
the end of the year, the 631 page manuscript was finished and I started the painful process of
trying to find a publisher. After sending out countless query letters and receiving countless
rejection letters, I finally received a handful of requests for the entire manuscript. Ultimately, two
publishers expressed an interest in the book, but only on the condition that I cut the book in half
which is much more difficult than it sounds. Unfortunately, I couldn’t just throw out half the
chapters and call it good. So, the project was again sidelined and then forgotten as I embarked
on a new career.Another twenty four years slipped by and when I turned 65, I came to the
realization that I was running out of time to fulfill my promise, which over the years, I had come to
consider an obligation to the 58,000 who never had the opportunity to tell their story. So, in 2014
I started to wade through the manuscript that I completed back in 1991 and quickly realized that
the project was a much bigger undertaking than I anticipated. So, as I finished editing and
rewriting a chapter or two and reached a logical breaking point, I published the segment in e-
book format. I knew that my decision to publish my story as a series would alienate some
readers, but it was the best solution that I could think of to ensure that at least a portion of the
story would get told.When I wrote the original manuscript, personal computers were still in the
stone age of development. I used a word processing software called Beyond Word Write, stored
my work on floppy discs, and printed the 631 page manuscript on a dot matrix printer. So, when I
decided to exhume and publish my Vietnam story, there was no viable computer version of the
original manuscript. As a result, I had to convert the typed manuscript into a new computer
format. The two year process literally involved reading each page aloud and a “type as you talk
program” converted what I said...or what it thought I said... into a word document in my
computer. The technology is amazing, but the program is very susceptible to errors and the
program does not recognize, Vietnamese, military jargon, slang, or abbreviations. When the
program doesn’t recognize a word, it substitutes a correctly spelled word that sounds similar, but
unfortunately, the substitutions typically result in sentences that make no sense. As a result,
editing the newly created word document turned into a long drawn out, word by word, process
and I am painfully aware that a significant number of errors slipped by. So, I hope you will



overlook the spelling and grammatical short comings and focus on the story itself.The story is
told from my perspective, which may not be entirely accurate in every detail, but it is for the most
part true and genuine. However, I recognize the fact that there are always two sides to every
story. So, I decided to use fictional names to avoid embarrassing anyone and to respect their
right to privacy.Most Vietnam veterans will tell you that there was a lot more to their experience
than just the actual combat. The living conditions, the food, the weather, the comradery, and
dozens of other factors impacted all of us differently. So, when I decided to write about my
Vietnam experience, I chose to write about more than just the combat I witnessed or was a part
of.My Vietnam experience was full of adventure, laughter, tears, joy, and heartbreak. As you read
my story, I hope you will feel some of the same emotions that I felt.IntroductionWhen I returned
from Viet Nam in 1969, at the ripe old age of twenty, public opinion and to some extent, my own
emotions kept me from talking about my Vietnam experiences, but I promised myself to
someday tell my story. Although, many of the events were permanently seared into my memory, I
wanted to be sure that when the time came to make good on my promise, I could recall the
events truthfully and accurately. So, soon after returning from Vietnam, I started writing extensive
notes on my experiences. Five years later, I started writing my memoirs, but my life was full of
commitments and distractions in those days, so the project was frequently sidelined for long
periods of time. But in 1990, after deciding to end my career with a national sporting goods
retailer, I took a year off to finish my Vietnam book. By the end of the year, the 631 page
manuscript was finished and I started the painful process of trying to find a publisher. After
sending out countless query letters and receiving countless rejection letters, I finally received a
handful of requests for the entire manuscript. Ultimately, two publishers expressed an interest in
the book, but only on the condition that I cut the book in half which is much more difficult than it
sounds. Unfortunately, I couldn’t just throw out half the chapters and call it good. So, the project
was again sidelined and then forgotten as I embarked on a new career.Another twenty four years
slipped by and when I turned 65, I came to the realization that I was running out of time to fulfill
my promise, which over the years, I had come to consider an obligation to the 58,000 who never
had the opportunity to tell their story. So, in 2014 I started to wade through the manuscript that I
completed back in 1991 and quickly realized that the project was a much bigger undertaking
than I anticipated. So, as I finished editing and rewriting a chapter or two and reached a logical
breaking point, I published the segment in e-book format. I knew that my decision to publish my
story as a series would alienate some readers, but it was the best solution that I could think of to
ensure that at least a portion of the story would get told.When I wrote the original manuscript,
personal computers were still in the stone age of development. I used a word processing
software called Beyond Word Write, stored my work on floppy discs, and printed the 631 page
manuscript on a dot matrix printer. So, when I decided to exhume and publish my Vietnam story,
there was no viable computer version of the original manuscript. As a result, I had to convert the
typed manuscript into a new computer format. The two year process literally involved reading
each page aloud and a “type as you talk program” converted what I said...or what it thought I



said... into a word document in my computer. The technology is amazing, but the program is very
susceptible to errors and the program does not recognize, Vietnamese, military jargon, slang, or
abbreviations. When the program doesn’t recognize a word, it substitutes a correctly spelled
word that sounds similar, but unfortunately, the substitutions typically result in sentences that
make no sense. As a result, editing the newly created word document turned into a long drawn
out, word by word, process and I am painfully aware that a significant number of errors slipped
by. So, I hope you will overlook the spelling and grammatical short comings and focus on the
story itself.The story is told from my perspective, which may not be entirely accurate in every
detail, but it is for the most part true and genuine. However, I recognize the fact that there are
always two sides to every story. So, I decided to use fictional names to avoid embarrassing
anyone and to respect their right to privacy.Most Vietnam veterans will tell you that there was a
lot more to their experience than just the actual combat. The living conditions, the food, the
weather, the comradery, and dozens of other factors impacted all of us differently. So, when I
decided to write about my Vietnam experience, I chose to write about more than just the combat
I witnessed or was a part of.My Vietnam experience was full of adventure, laughter, tears, joy,
and heartbreak. As you read my story, I hope you will feel some of the same emotions that I
felt.Welcome To Dong TamAs I walked down the back ramp of the C123 cargo plane, the crew
chief waved and yelled, “Good luck, Sir!”“Thanks, for the ride,” I yelled back with a casual
wave.Once I was clear of the plane, I stopped to take a look around at my new home.“So, this is
Dong Tam,” I said to myself.The air was damp and cool with a pungent odor that smelled like a
combination of stagnant water, raw sewage, and rotting fish. As the pilot of the C123 began to
rev up the engines and taxi back toward the PSP (perforated steel panel) runway for takeoff, I
grabbed my hat and leaned into the wind created by the props. The prop wash felt good on my
face and seemed to temporarily banish the stench. I watched the plane until it lifted off and
suddenly, I felt somewhat depressed, as if I had just said goodbye to an old friend or as if, the
plane was my only link to the real world.As the plane banked and started back toward the north,
my eyes were again drawn to my surroundings. The edge of the compound was a mere fifty
yards beyond the edge of the PSP runway. A continuous dirt berm sporadically reinforced by
timber retaining walls and sandbags surrounded the compound on three sides. Sandbag
bunkers, manned by two GIs with M16s and an M60 machine gun, were placed along the berm
at 50-yard intervals and the My Tho River serving as the southern line of defense like a giant
medieval moat.In the distance, I could see a team of Charlie model gunships (UH1-C helicopter
gunship) working out with rockets and machine guns and I could hear artillery rounds exploding
off to the west, but I couldn’t see where they were impacting because of the dense jungle that
surrounded the compound on three sides. As the rain began to fall again, I hoisted my duffel bag
onto my shoulder and began to jog toward a small plywood shack at the edge of the PSP
runway.When I reached the shack, I paused briefly to read the sign posted above the entrance…
Welcome to Dong TamHome of the 9th Infantry Division “Old Reliable”Enjoy your stay!The irony
and subtle humor of the sign brought a smile to my face. I ducked inside the building just as the



rain really began to pour. The spring on the plywood door slammed it closed behind me and a
sergeant seated at a grey metal desk got up and walked to the plywood counter that divided the
room.“Afternoon Sir, what can I do for you?” he asked.“Can you tell me how to get to the Ninth
Aviation Battalion?”“Ninth Aviation Battalion... yes Sir. It’s over by the heliport on the north side of
the compound.”“What’s the best way to get there?”“A shuttle truck comes by here on the hour,”
he said, glancing at a clock on the wall. “It should be here any time now. You can catch it on the
road right out in front. Just flag the driver down and he’ll stop.”“Thanks, Sergeant, “I said as I
shouldered my duffle bag.“Enjoy your stay, Sir,” the sergeant said, grinning.“Very funny!” I replied
as I walked out into the rain.The road in front of the shack was a quagmire of brown stagnant
water and mud. The vehicle tracks suggested that the mud was at least a foot deep. In the
distance, I could see a deuce and a half (standard 2 1/2-ton army truck) churning through the
axle deep mud and slowly making its way toward me. As it got closer, I waved vigorously and the
truck slid to a stop. A thin, freckle faced GI leaned across the cab, opened the passenger door,
and yelled, “Climb in, Sir. You can ride up here with me.”I shoved my duffle bag onto the bench
seat and then clambered into the cab.“Where you headed, Sir?” the driver asked.“Ninth Aviation
Battalion.”The driver pumped the clutch, ground the gears, clutched again, and the truck lurched
ahead…and so began my first tour of Dong Tam. The truck fish tailed from one side of the road
to the other as it churned down the muddy road often coming within a few feet of the four foot,
wide drainage ditches that lined each side of the road. The brown stagnant water in the ditches,
which no doubt served as a perfect breeding place for all the carnivorous insects that plagued
Vietnam, was covered with a green mold like slime that added to the disgusting appearance and
pungent smell.“New in country, Sir?” the driver asked.“Just got in a couple days ago. How about
you?” I replied as I looked the driver over.He was a young man, about nineteen or so, with unruly
auburn hair tucked under a faded jungle hat and a smile that stretched from ear to ear. His jungle
fatigues, which looked like they were about a size too big, were soaking wet, and his boots were
covered in mud.“I’m getting pretty short myself. Been here ten months. Yes Sir, I’m a real short
timer.”“You been stationed here in Dong Tam the whole time?” I asked.“No Sir, Dong Tam is fairly
new. The Ninth used to be headquartered up at Bearcat. I was an ordinary grunt back then.
Spent most of my first eight months in the bush, but after I got wounded, I was transferred to the
motor pool and made a driver.”“Hope the wound wasn’t too bad.”“No sir, just a flesh wound,” the
driver replied, instinctively rubbing his left arm. “Sure hurt like hell, though. We got into some bad
shit that day. But...I reckon Charlie did me a favor in the long run. Otherwise, I’d still be out in the
bush...or dead.”His smile was gone now and I could tell that the ordeal was still a painful
memory.The truck continued to plow along at a snail’s pace giving me plenty of time to look
around at my new home. The compound was laid out in a perfect square. Crisscrossing roads
cut the compound into blocks that appeared to be almost identical as far as the layout. Each
block contained a mixture of tents and wooden buildings in various stages of construction. The
buildings, which were mostly two-story barracks, were simple in design with unfinished plywood
exteriors and corrugated metal roofs. The doors consisted of single sheets of plywood on hinges



with a spring to keep them closed and instead of windows, most of the buildings had a two-foot
screened opening located just below the eaves of the roof. Although, the screened openings that
ran the length of each building provided good ventilation and protection against insects, they did
nothing to keep out the relentless rain. So, the majority of the openings were now covered with
clear plastic. I could tell by the color of the raw wood that all the buildings were fairly new and as
we continued north, the number of buildings under construction greatly outnumbered the
finished ones.As the rain continued to intensify and darkness started to consume the grey
overcast sky, the sounds of hammering and sawing began to die off and men scurried for cover
to escape the increasing downpour of rain. Then suddenly the truck’s brakes screeched loudly
and we plowed to a stop just short of a tank that was claiming the right away.“Look at the size of
those guns,” I thought out loud as the tank plowed through the intersection.“Yep, those are the
big boys. Eight-inch self- propelled howitzers,” the driver said, grinning. “Those babies will
practically shake you right out of bed when they fire ‘em at night.”“I’d sure hate to be on the
receiving end of those things,” I said as I stared at the passing tank.“Yes Sir, those rockets
Charlie throws at us every now and then are bad enough. I can’t imagine what the impact of
those eight-inch shells must sound like and the amount of shrapnel must really be
something.”“Hell... I’ll bet the concussion alone would blow you right into the next day,” I said with
a slight chuckle as a second tank went by. “Where are they going?”“There are artillery
emplacements on both the east and west sides of the compound. The 155s pretty much stay
put, but every other day or so, once it gets dark, they move the eight inchers from one side of the
compound to the other. I guess it’s to keep Charlie guessing, so he doesn’t know where to lob
his mortar rounds and rockets.”“That makes sense. How often does Dong Tam get mortared?”I
could feel a slight surge of adrenaline as I anticipated the answer.“It varies,” the driver said as he
ground the gears and the tires on the truck began churning through the mud. “Before the rainy
season started, we got hit almost every night. Sometimes two or three times a night. But now...
we get hit a couple of times a week on the average.”“Couple times a week!” I echoed in a
surprised voice.“Yes Sir...on the average. It gets worse every time the damn politicians put a stop
to bombing the north. Once the bombing stops, the VC get a free ride down the Ho Chi Minh
Trail and a week later we catch hell. Usually, it’s just mortars, but every now and then, Charlie
throws a few rockets at us and we get an occasional ground attack. But, what you really gotta
watch out for are snipers, especially up there by the chopper pads.”We turned right at what
appeared to be the last crossroad and after going a short distance the truck slid to a stop.“Here
you are, Sir...Ninth Aviation Battalion.”“Thanks for the lift,” I said as I opened the door and
stepped out in the waiting knee-deep mud.“My pleasure, Sir. Can you manage your bag okay?”
he asked as he shoved my duffle bag toward me.“Yeah, I can manage it, alright,” I said as I
grabbed the bag and pulled it onto my shoulder.“Good luck, Sir. Take care of yourself,” he yelled.I
slammed the door and gave the driver a casual wave. The driver gave me a sloppy salute and
after grinding the gears, the truck lurched ahead and I felt as though I had just said goodbye to
another old friend as I watched the truck fish tail down the road.I waded through the mud to the



other side of the road and then crossed the drainage ditch via a springy 2 X 12 board that
served as a bridge. In the darkness, I could barely read the large sign in front of the single-story,
plywood building.9th Aviation Battalion HeadquartersWelcome To Dong TamAs I walked down
the back ramp of the C123 cargo plane, the crew chief waved and yelled, “Good luck,
Sir!”“Thanks, for the ride,” I yelled back with a casual wave.Once I was clear of the plane, I
stopped to take a look around at my new home.“So, this is Dong Tam,” I said to myself.The air
was damp and cool with a pungent odor that smelled like a combination of stagnant water, raw
sewage, and rotting fish. As the pilot of the C123 began to rev up the engines and taxi back
toward the PSP (perforated steel panel) runway for takeoff, I grabbed my hat and leaned into the
wind created by the props. The prop wash felt good on my face and seemed to temporarily
banish the stench. I watched the plane until it lifted off and suddenly, I felt somewhat depressed,
as if I had just said goodbye to an old friend or as if, the plane was my only link to the real
world.As the plane banked and started back toward the north, my eyes were again drawn to my
surroundings. The edge of the compound was a mere fifty yards beyond the edge of the PSP
runway. A continuous dirt berm sporadically reinforced by timber retaining walls and sandbags
surrounded the compound on three sides. Sandbag bunkers, manned by two GIs with M16s and
an M60 machine gun, were placed along the berm at 50-yard intervals and the My Tho River
serving as the southern line of defense like a giant medieval moat.In the distance, I could see a
team of Charlie model gunships (UH1-C helicopter gunship) working out with rockets and
machine guns and I could hear artillery rounds exploding off to the west, but I couldn’t see where
they were impacting because of the dense jungle that surrounded the compound on three sides.
As the rain began to fall again, I hoisted my duffel bag onto my shoulder and began to jog toward
a small plywood shack at the edge of the PSP runway.When I reached the shack, I paused
briefly to read the sign posted above the entrance…Welcome to Dong TamHome of the 9th
Infantry Division “Old Reliable”Enjoy your stay!The irony and subtle humor of the sign brought a
smile to my face. I ducked inside the building just as the rain really began to pour. The spring on
the plywood door slammed it closed behind me and a sergeant seated at a grey metal desk got
up and walked to the plywood counter that divided the room.“Afternoon Sir, what can I do for
you?” he asked.“Can you tell me how to get to the Ninth Aviation Battalion?”“Ninth Aviation
Battalion... yes Sir. It’s over by the heliport on the north side of the compound.”“What’s the best
way to get there?”“A shuttle truck comes by here on the hour,” he said, glancing at a clock on the
wall. “It should be here any time now. You can catch it on the road right out in front. Just flag the
driver down and he’ll stop.”“Thanks, Sergeant, “I said as I shouldered my duffle bag.“Enjoy your
stay, Sir,” the sergeant said, grinning.“Very funny!” I replied as I walked out into the rain.The road
in front of the shack was a quagmire of brown stagnant water and mud. The vehicle tracks
suggested that the mud was at least a foot deep. In the distance, I could see a deuce and a half
(standard 2 1/2-ton army truck) churning through the axle deep mud and slowly making its way
toward me. As it got closer, I waved vigorously and the truck slid to a stop. A thin, freckle faced
GI leaned across the cab, opened the passenger door, and yelled, “Climb in, Sir. You can ride up



here with me.”I shoved my duffle bag onto the bench seat and then clambered into the
cab.“Where you headed, Sir?” the driver asked.“Ninth Aviation Battalion.”The driver pumped the
clutch, ground the gears, clutched again, and the truck lurched ahead…and so began my first
tour of Dong Tam. The truck fish tailed from one side of the road to the other as it churned down
the muddy road often coming within a few feet of the four foot, wide drainage ditches that lined
each side of the road. The brown stagnant water in the ditches, which no doubt served as a
perfect breeding place for all the carnivorous insects that plagued Vietnam, was covered with a
green mold like slime that added to the disgusting appearance and pungent smell.“New in
country, Sir?” the driver asked.“Just got in a couple days ago. How about you?” I replied as I
looked the driver over.He was a young man, about nineteen or so, with unruly auburn hair tucked
under a faded jungle hat and a smile that stretched from ear to ear. His jungle fatigues, which
looked like they were about a size too big, were soaking wet, and his boots were covered in
mud.“I’m getting pretty short myself. Been here ten months. Yes Sir, I’m a real short timer.”“You
been stationed here in Dong Tam the whole time?” I asked.“No Sir, Dong Tam is fairly new. The
Ninth used to be headquartered up at Bearcat. I was an ordinary grunt back then. Spent most of
my first eight months in the bush, but after I got wounded, I was transferred to the motor pool
and made a driver.”“Hope the wound wasn’t too bad.”“No sir, just a flesh wound,” the driver
replied, instinctively rubbing his left arm. “Sure hurt like hell, though. We got into some bad shit
that day. But...I reckon Charlie did me a favor in the long run. Otherwise, I’d still be out in the
bush...or dead.”His smile was gone now and I could tell that the ordeal was still a painful
memory.The truck continued to plow along at a snail’s pace giving me plenty of time to look
around at my new home. The compound was laid out in a perfect square. Crisscrossing roads
cut the compound into blocks that appeared to be almost identical as far as the layout. Each
block contained a mixture of tents and wooden buildings in various stages of construction. The
buildings, which were mostly two-story barracks, were simple in design with unfinished plywood
exteriors and corrugated metal roofs. The doors consisted of single sheets of plywood on hinges
with a spring to keep them closed and instead of windows, most of the buildings had a two-foot
screened opening located just below the eaves of the roof. Although, the screened openings that
ran the length of each building provided good ventilation and protection against insects, they did
nothing to keep out the relentless rain. So, the majority of the openings were now covered with
clear plastic. I could tell by the color of the raw wood that all the buildings were fairly new and as
we continued north, the number of buildings under construction greatly outnumbered the
finished ones.As the rain continued to intensify and darkness started to consume the grey
overcast sky, the sounds of hammering and sawing began to die off and men scurried for cover
to escape the increasing downpour of rain. Then suddenly the truck’s brakes screeched loudly
and we plowed to a stop just short of a tank that was claiming the right away.“Look at the size of
those guns,” I thought out loud as the tank plowed through the intersection.“Yep, those are the
big boys. Eight-inch self- propelled howitzers,” the driver said, grinning. “Those babies will
practically shake you right out of bed when they fire ‘em at night.”“I’d sure hate to be on the



receiving end of those things,” I said as I stared at the passing tank.“Yes Sir, those rockets
Charlie throws at us every now and then are bad enough. I can’t imagine what the impact of
those eight-inch shells must sound like and the amount of shrapnel must really be
something.”“Hell... I’ll bet the concussion alone would blow you right into the next day,” I said with
a slight chuckle as a second tank went by. “Where are they going?”“There are artillery
emplacements on both the east and west sides of the compound. The 155s pretty much stay
put, but every other day or so, once it gets dark, they move the eight inchers from one side of the
compound to the other. I guess it’s to keep Charlie guessing, so he doesn’t know where to lob
his mortar rounds and rockets.”“That makes sense. How often does Dong Tam get mortared?”I
could feel a slight surge of adrenaline as I anticipated the answer.“It varies,” the driver said as he
ground the gears and the tires on the truck began churning through the mud. “Before the rainy
season started, we got hit almost every night. Sometimes two or three times a night. But now...
we get hit a couple of times a week on the average.”“Couple times a week!” I echoed in a
surprised voice.“Yes Sir...on the average. It gets worse every time the damn politicians put a stop
to bombing the north. Once the bombing stops, the VC get a free ride down the Ho Chi Minh
Trail and a week later we catch hell. Usually, it’s just mortars, but every now and then, Charlie
throws a few rockets at us and we get an occasional ground attack. But, what you really gotta
watch out for are snipers, especially up there by the chopper pads.”We turned right at what
appeared to be the last crossroad and after going a short distance the truck slid to a stop.“Here
you are, Sir...Ninth Aviation Battalion.”“Thanks for the lift,” I said as I opened the door and
stepped out in the waiting knee-deep mud.“My pleasure, Sir. Can you manage your bag okay?”
he asked as he shoved my duffle bag toward me.“Yeah, I can manage it, alright,” I said as I
grabbed the bag and pulled it onto my shoulder.“Good luck, Sir. Take care of yourself,” he yelled.I
slammed the door and gave the driver a casual wave. The driver gave me a sloppy salute and
after grinding the gears, the truck lurched ahead and I felt as though I had just said goodbye to
another old friend as I watched the truck fish tail down the road.I waded through the mud to the
other side of the road and then crossed the drainage ditch via a springy 2 X 12 board that
served as a bridge. In the darkness, I could barely read the large sign in front of the single-story,
plywood building.9th Aviation Battalion Headquarters
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MPT, “Worth reading the entire series!!. I wrote this after reading several of the books in the
series. It keeps you coming back for more. Try the next one!”

James Griffith, “Captavating writer, and a great story!. Michael, I enjoyed the story content very
much, and competently understand the writing pressures. I've written 5 of my own, working on
number six. Because of that, I'd like to say the writing was good and I enjoyed the read, but I also
notice, from the amount of editing I've done, you may want to check the following. The big one, at
least I think it is a problem, is: sections 3 and 4 are reversed. In section 3 your are a PIC, and
Paris goes to jail. In section 4 you are a Peter Pilot, and Paris is still around, and you are
advanced to a PIC. I am sure you edited on your screen, and a printed copy. Very hard to catch
it all that way. For a final edit, load the work onto your kindle, with a large font. There will be fewer
lines on the Kindle screen, then read every word. The things you missed really stand out. I noted
a few places in section 1 and 2. Section 3 and 4 were better. I do this to help a fellow writer, and
no other reason. If I knew how to contact you, I would have done it that way. GREAT STORY,
GREAT WRITING.”

Paul Ferguson, “Helicopter landings aboard "Keybrook Echo" (the Benewah) were a pretty loose
affair. Trout's books are extremely well written. I was aboard the USS Benewah at about the
same time that Trout was in Dong Tam and had many a cocktail at the Dong Tam Officers' Club
(a quonset hut and the bar was staffed by a lass called "Tuy"). Helicopter landings aboard
"Keybrook Echo" (the Benewah) were a pretty loose affair, the chopper would call in requesting
landing instructions, we'd check the wind by looking at our signal flags, and respond with
something like "Roger, [call sign] you've got a green deck, starboard (or port) side, and that
would be that. We had the 14,000th helo landing on board while I was OOD - that was in 1969.
It was the Navy "Jolly Green" bringing the daily mail and it was 13,999. After he landed we told
him to take off, circle and land again so that it would be Navy chopper winning the distinction of
the 14,000th.  Sorry Michael!”

Charlie Peart, “Solid Good Accounting-Needs More Punch. I have read all but one of Mike
Trout's episodes. Mike is honest in his presentation of the books, they are at best a biographical
accounting of his time in country. They are entertaining and a good attempt at presenting the
every day life of a helicopter pilot. I like his accounting of his time in Vietnam, but my criticism, as
a fellow author, is that he could have done more to make these short episodes more electric. It
was a little to straightforward for me, I would have appreciated his embellishing the stories more,
grab the reader so to speak. They need a little more punch and that is the only reason I didn't
give this five stars.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Sweet Memories Indeed. Though only book 1, it was a good introduction



to the whole book about a helicopter pilot's year in Viet Nam in 1968. At only 19, he grows up
fast, like many of us did during that time. It is a good history lesson told by someone who was
there in the trenches. Needs to fix the many typos to make the reading easier.”

ian w, “Good read. It's not a long book as it's set as a series of episodes due to being too long as
a standalone.that being said it gives you an insight into the world of Nam and the strangeness
these young guys were thrown into.it was a war they weren't allowed to win but they should all be
thanked for their service and I think apologised to for the way they have been treated on their
return !”

Praed, “not bad. A few grammatical and typo errors but compelling. An unembellished glimpse
into the backstage of more familiar aspects of modern history. I will look forward to reading the
next part.”

Bro Palmer, “Five Stars. As with his other books a great yarn”

The book by Michael Trout has a rating of  5 out of 4.1. 120 people have provided feedback.
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