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Suddenly, several VC came storming around a bend in one of the other trails entering our position. Unfortunately, they found themselves staring straight down the muzzle of our M-60 from a distance of less than twenty meters. Expecting to hear the sweet chattering of the M-60, we were stupefied when we heard the sound of a single click. The machine gun would not fire! Reacting as one, we began popping them with M-16s and CAR-15s.
Things started to escalate as the enemy returned fire. Over the next few minutes, it got so intense that we had to call in artillery. When the 105mm rounds began impacting among the enemy positions, the VC moved in closer to our positions to avoid the deadly shells. They were not stupid. They knew that we could bring in the artillery only so close without endangering ourselves. So, already low on ammo and in dire straits ourselves, we did the last thing the enemy expected—we called in the artillery almost directly on top of our positions. . . . 
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Wall Talk
by Bill Goshen
Hey, Bob—Yeah, Gary!
What’s going on out there;
Look at this crowd around us,
Talking, crying, and whispering prayers.

Say, Gary—Yeah, Bob!
What kind of meeting is this?
Soldiers, Marines, sailors, and guard,
And beaucoup civilians visiting us.

Touching us with their hands
With heaviness in their hearts;
We speak to them in response,
But it seems we’re in the dark!

Traveling these United States
Concealed in this granite wall,
Carrying out our duties,
Answering our nation’s call.

Why don’t these people hear us
As we seek to join with them,
Locked in this granite prison,
Separated from family and friends?

Hey, Bob—Yeah, Gary!
Some in this crowd I know.
He walked point on my team,
Seems like an eternity ago.

See that lady over there
With tears flowing down her face.
She was a nurse in triage
In MASH at Lai Khe base.

Hey, Gary—Yeah, Bob!
You reckon this is just a dream,
Reflecting off our minds,
Producing this emotional scene.

Say, Bob—Yeah, Gary!
What if it’s really true?
Could we have died in combat,
Serving the Red, White, and Blue?

You must be right about that,
Most of them are grieving.
No wonder they can’t hear us,
Look at the items they’re leaving.

Old letters, mementos from the past
That remind them when we were alive.
Vets with so many physical wounds,
Agonizing deeply inside.

Rumor says we lost the war,
Though we won every major battle.
The politicians stopped us from going to Hanoi
And forcing the Commies to settle.

Why did they keep us from triumph,
And seemingly accept defeat,
Leaving all the South Vietnamese
To be slaughtered in their retreat?

Hey, Bob—What’s that, Gary?
At least America remembers us all
Who went in the name of freedom
When Uncle Sam gave the call.

Maybe our country learned something from Nam,
And history will not repeat,
If we must fight, fight to win,
And let politicians be discreet.

Notice the youth who are passing by,
Asking why so many died.
Maybe they will live in liberty,
And their mamas won’t have to cry.

America, if anyone can hear us,
We are freedom’s cost.
Love and protect it with all that you have,
Lest you find your freedom is lost!


Author’s Note
Remembering incidents that occurred about thirty years  ago is at times very easy and, likewise, at times hard. I have  attempted to write as accurately as possible, from my perspective, the way events took place during my tour of duty.
This is the story of some unique men of all colors and  walks of life. Bonded by triumph and tragedy, by life and  death, we became very close to our team members.
This book is not an argument on whether the war in Vietnam was right or wrong. War Paint is about young men,  mostly nineteen- to twenty-two-year-olds, who were sent to  become warriors without a cause. It soon became obvious  we were not going to be allowed to show our might and defeat the enemy as our dads and uncles had in World War II!
Politics and politicians are often difficult to understand.  When your government sends you to battle, you go. “Theirs  not to reason why, theirs but to do and die,” Tennyson  wrote.
All I know is that when you are in an environment of war,  you see things from a different perspective than if you are  merely watching it on the news. This is the first book to be  written on Company F, 52d Infantry LRPs, and Company I,  75th Infantry Rangers; we served the 1st Infantry Division  proudly in Vietnam, and our stories need to be told.
It is my hope that you will see America’s best giving their   all while being ridiculed back home. The anguish of it all  never leaves us; we all gave some, but some gave all!
To POWs, MIAs, and their families
The agony and torment of feeling abandoned by one’s  country can be understood only by those who experience it!  As well, hunger, thirst, torture, and inhumane treatment in  deplorable living conditions can be fully fathomed only by  those who endure the same.
The great price you are paying for freedom can never be  compensated for. To those families that endure despite the  loss of loved ones, you have experienced pain beyond what  others can understand. All we can say is thank you all for the  sacrifices you make for the United States of America.
We will not forget! God bless you, and let freedom ring!
To America’s youth
This book presents a challenge to the youth, our future  leaders, to carry the torch of freedom throughout this new  century.
What part will you play in life to be a productive citizen,  contributing to your fellow Americans and to freedom?
Many have different ideas about war, especially about the  one fought in Vietnam! My intentions are not to justify, condone, or condemn our part in that war, but to show a perspective many have not seen.
The men and women who served in Vietnam carry scars,  physical and emotional, that you may one day have to bear!
I hate war and its atrocities, but I love freedom more passionately. Is living under bondage really living?
Our government sent us, and we went. Does that make us  villains or victims? Try to put yourselves in our shoes after  reading, and understand some of what we have gone  through.
Finally, it is my desire that, if you must experience combat, you go for the right reason, that is, to protect freedom  and families. And may you go to win, with the government  and citizens’ full support. If we must fight, winning must be  the objective!
To the veterans
What can we say to you for your service and sacrifice on  behalf of the United States of America? Thank you! Whether  you served in combat or not, you served.
Leaving your family and friends and spending many  lonely months away is a sacrifice of service. I, for one, appreciate you!
To all who served in combat in all wars and so-called conflicts—your sacrifices are many and painful. Thank you so  very much for freedom!
To my fellow Vietnam combat vets—I stand with you in  memory of the horrible ordeals and in the feeling of abandonment by those who sent us but would not allow us to win.
We served faithfully and never lost a major battle, but our  hands were cuffed by politicians who controlled us like  pawns in a chess match. War is not a game.
All of us gave some, indeed, but may we never forget that  some gave all!
This book is dedicated to you and to them. Thank you for  going, giving, and getting the satisfaction of knowing how  precious freedom, family, and friends really are!

Foreword
by Sgt. Don Smith, USA (Ret.)
Vietnam, 0200 hours, the dry season at an artillery firebase somewhere in III Corps:
It is quiet and dark. The silence is broken by a whisper  over the radio.
“Trail Spike Two-Nine, this is Panther One-Zero-Zero-Four. Over.”
I reply, “Panther One-Zero-Zero-Four, this is Trail Spike  Two-Nine. Go ahead.”
“We have movement. Fire Delta Tango November, drop  five zero zero, Hotel Echo. Over.”
The reply is two clicks on the handset, meaning affirmative. We compute the data and give it to the gun crews manning the six 105mm howitzers. The captain notifies the FDC  (fire direction center) that the guns are ready.
The FDC says, “Splash. Over.”
Panther One-Zero-Zero-Four acknowledges, “Splash.  Out.”
Then, silence . . . it lasts only seconds, but it seems like  minutes. We hear the impact echo through the night, then I  hear a low whisper over the radio, one so low that I turn up  the volume all the way and ask for a repeat.
Again, the whisper, “Drop five zero zero and give us a  three by three Hotel Echo, over.” I repeat the correction.  Panther whispers, “Fire on my command. Over.”
I acknowledge with a simple “Ten four. Good luck.” I say   good luck because the rounds will land right on top of them.  At least, they know they are coming. The fire mission is  given and the battery waits for the command to fire. I must  give that command. The captain wants to know why we are  waiting, so I ask Panther.
He whispers, “Gooks too close.” There is a short pause,  then he says, “Fire on one click.”
I acknowledge with two clicks of my own. The wait continues. Finally, I get a single click over the radio. I quickly  “Roger” with two clicks, then turn and give the command,  “Battery fire.”
“Splash. Over.”
They answer my message with two clicks. We listen as  each howitzer fires nine times, sending fifty-four rounds with  a fifty-meter dispersion of three down and three across that  saturates an area 150 by 200 meters square. Then silence  prevails as we wait.
After some time, I call, “Panther One-Zero-Zero-Four,  this is Trail Spike Two-Nine. Over.”
There is no response.
Again I call them, but no answer comes. Only silence over  the handset. The firebase grows quiet again except for the  normal sounds of the jungle. FDC personnel are released to  go back to bed. We are underground, covered by PSP sheets  and layers of sandbags with only one small opening to go in  and out.
I turn off the battery-operated spotlight that illuminates  the charts and radio equipment. Now I am in total darkness.  As I rest on my cot, my mind races with questions. On our  chart, they were just a number, a voice on the radio asking  for help. Usually, it was a LRP team, or a Special Forces  team, or maybe a SEAL or SOG team. We never knew and  seldom found out the results of our fire missions.
In Bill Goshen’s War Paint, you will get a glimpse into the  lives of the special operators who worked in small teams that  always went in harm’s way. Bill is one of those men, whom  I have known for more than twenty years. He received a Purple Heart and a Silver Star for valor. The award should have  been higher.
This book unlocks the secrecy and raw courage of America’s valiant, unconventional warriors. Courage is not the action of one who is unafraid; it entails overcoming fear in  order to accomplish a task. Bill’s story exemplifies that truth.  His book comes from his heart, revealing a man who was  willing to die for his team. He kept going all the way when  others might have laid down and died. He has paid a high  price for his tour of duty in Vietnam.
Bill was “written off,” at first. Then, when he survived,  they said he would never walk again. He proved them wrong  on both accounts. Today, Bill does walk, but his gait is a constant reminder of Vietnam. Each day, he deals with the pain  of wounds in his hip, back, arms, shoulder, and mind. He  met death face-to-face, and with the help of God’s grace, he  has won.
This book is a true account of the life of a Vietnam-era  LRP/Ranger who fought for his country when his country  called. It is a testimonial worth reading and rereading, a  keeper for sure. Read it and learn about the heavy cost of living in “the land of the free and the home of the brave.” I was  there with the 1st Cavalry Division, firing those 105s as a  “redleg” artillery trooper.

Introduction
by Sgt. Maj. Carl Cook, USA (Ret.)
This book certainly needed to be written. It details the exploits of a LRP/Ranger and his unit serving in the Vietnam  combat theater, allowing the reader to understand how the  LRP/Ranger organizations operated in that war. The reader  can see—even feel—what it was like through the author’s  own true-life experiences in combat. This is the real thing, a  true story of the hardships, the bonding, the commitment,  and the love these warriors had for one another.
I was assigned as the unit first sergeant from late October  1968 until April 1969. Bill Goshen was an excellent soldier.  He was professional, intelligent, and displayed strong leadership qualities. He spent a lot of time keeping himself in  good physical condition. And Bill always took time to pass  on to the newer members of his team things he had learned  as a point man.
In the chapter entitled “The Longest Night,” Bill sensed  that the patrol he was assigned to would be a difficult mission due to the last-minute formation of the team, the mission it was confronted with, and the fact that the men had  never worked together as a team before. Knowing full well  that it would probably be a very tough experience, Bill still  accepted the assignment. After that incredibly difficult,  heartrending mission was over, I personally wrote up a recommendation for him to receive the Distinguished Service   Cross. Years later, I found out that he had been awarded the  Silver Star instead.
Company F, 52d Infantry (LRP) was redesignated Company I, 75th Infantry (Ranger) on February 1, 1969. I must  say that it was the finest unit that I served with during my  twenty years of active service in the United States Army. I  turned down another assignment in order to become a member of that outstanding unit; I wanted to serve with a top-notch outfit that operated in small teams.
Although we went through some rocky times, and a few  people who did not fit, we were a solid, professional group  of volunteers. We carried out many dangerous—sometimes  disastrous—assignments as the “eyes and ears” of the Big  Red One—the 1st Infantry Division. Our long-range patrols  were burdened by hardship, deprivation, and personal sacrifice. But someone had to be the scouts for the larger units.  Our men exemplified the 1st Infantry Division motto, “No  mission too difficult, no sacrifice too great, duty first.”
I cannot begin to express in words what my heart feels for  the gallant young Americans who served as members of the  long-range reconnaissance patrols, the long-range patrols,  and the Rangers. All gave some; some gave all. And most  performed incredible feats without receiving the recognition  they deserved.
Vietnam was a much different type of war from those that  preceded it. My first combat came during the Korean War, at  the age of eighteen. That experience helped me to understand what the young men serving in Vietnam were going  through even though the style of warfare was so vastly different from that we faced in Korea. The Korean War saw  fighting along an established MLR, or main line of resistance. We knew that, for the most part, everything to our  front was enemy-controlled. Everything behind us was  friendly. Vietnam had no safe areas, including the large  division-size base camps. In Korea, we fought major actions  across a broad front. When the Chinese Army entered the  war, they attacked across the open in hordes.
Vietnam, however, was a war of small-unit operations and   guerrilla tactics, and our LRPs worked in small teams, usually consisting of six men. They were very disciplined and  possessed a strong camaraderie. The movies gave Vietnam  veterans a bad rap. They were not a mob of drug-addicted,  crazed baby killers as Hollywood portrayed them. Occasionally someone of that kind did pop up, just as happened in all  wars, but the men who served in Vietnam were every bit as  good as those who served in World War II and Korea.
The politicians interfered in the war in Vietnam just as  they did in Korea. And it was common for staff officers not  to believe the accurate intelligence gathered by our patrols,  which resulted in our members being killed and wounded.  Occasionally, it cost us entire teams. Sending small units to  accomplish what large infantry companies should be doing  is always costly. We were constantly on the hot seat, and our  men met the challenge head-on.
I served proudly in Korea and Vietnam, but my LRPs and  Rangers led the way.
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Chapter 1
All the Way
On August 28, 1948, something happened to me that  would affect my entire existence on this planet called  Earth—I was born! Tulsa, Oklahoma, added me to its census  that evening; my parents picked up another tax exemption.
Since I’ve been old enough to remember, adventure and  excitement have always captured my attention. Westerns and  war movies were my favorites, and I loved it when the Earps  beat the Clantons to the draw at the OK Corral, and the  Marines mowed down the Japanese human-wave assaults on  Guadalcanal. It was the way of the warrior—the way it was  supposed to be done.
I still remember Hopalong Cassidy mounted on the back  of his snow-white stallion, Topper, as he passed by me during a parade down the streets of Tulsa, Oklahoma. Because  I got to see him in person, he was always one of my favorites.
There were also Roy Rogers, Gene Autry, Davy Crockett,  and Daniel Boone. They were all special to me—they were  my heroes. John Wayne, Gary Cooper, Alan Ladd, and Randolph Scott were my favorite tough guys. Crockett, Boone,  and Jim Bowie fascinated me, causing me to feel that I had  been shortchanged at birth. I convinced myself that I should  have been born during the early frontier days. Wearing my  coonskin cap and carrying a rifle like Crockett’s old Betsy, I  would have wreaked havoc on the frontier.
For hours at a time, my childhood friends and I played  cowboys and Indians; then we would switch to being combat soldiers during World War II, using sticks as weapons if  guns were not available. Many battles raged daily through  our neighborhood, and the good guys always won. It was  about then that the series Combat was running on television,  and it commanded most of my attention. I especially liked  the theme song.
At an early age, my first BB gun was a constant companion, and then, on my sixth birthday, I was given the ultimate  weapon—a single-shot .22-caliber rifle. After drilling me  with an extended course in gun safety and showing me how  to care for it, my dad taught me how to shoot. We spent  many hours rabbit and squirrel hunting along the Arkansas  River. Those times hold some of my fondest early memories.
My parents divorced when I was almost seven, and both  remarried shortly afterward. I stayed with my mom and my  stepdad, and when I turned eight, they moved us to Irving,  Texas. We stayed there for six years before relocating again  to Hurst, Texas, where I attended L.D. Bell High School.
Summer-league baseball and football occupied much of  my time during my high school years. In addition, I swam,  played a lot of golf, and fished. All those activities were fun,  but my real love was hunting. I could hardly wait until the  seasons opened in the fall. Quail, dove, rabbit, squirrel, and  deer were my favorites.
After I graduated from high school, my career path  seemed unclear. I considered coaching or being a government hunter or game warden, but nothing really seemed very  appealing. I wanted to work outdoors, but everything I  looked at seemed to lack the adventure and excitement I  craved. I enrolled at North Texas State University at Denton  in the fall. However, I suffered a thigh injury while playing  touch football that put me on crutches for a while. The temporary disability didn’t do much for my motivation, and  after struggling to make it through the semester, I decided to  return home and enlist in the army.
Right after I got back home, Steve Gerber, a friend from   high school, came home from Vietnam on a thirty-day extension leave. He was in Special Forces (SF), and he was  going back for six more months. After spending some quality time talking with him and reading a brochure about SF, I  decided that it was just the challenge I had been looking for.  Steve gave me a ride on the back of his motorcycle, and the  two of us headed to Arlington, Texas, to talk to an army recruiter. It didn’t take him long to convince me that the army  was where I belonged. I enlisted for Special Forces and departed for basic combat training at Fort Polk, Louisiana, in  October 1967.
I was in excellent physical condition when I reported for  basic. That, and the fact that I had a very positive attitude,  enabled me to come within one point of being the outstanding trainee of my basic-training cycle. Still, it got me a promotion to private E-2. After graduation, I was transferred to  Fort Huachuca, Arizona, to attend Morse code school, a  critical MOS (military occupational specialty), for Special  Forces.
Two weeks before graduation, my dad was killed in an automobile accident. I went home on emergency leave to attend the funeral. By the time I returned to Fort Huachuca,  my class had already graduated. Fortunately, one only had to  send and receive thirteen words a minute to graduate from  the course. Since I was already sending and receiving  twenty-three words per minute, they gave me my certificate  immediately.
Fort Benning, Georgia, was my next stop. I had already  made the decision to attend Airborne school as soon as I finished Morse code classes. The very thought of being a paratrooper excited me, though I had always been afraid of  heights. I arrived a few days before our class actually started,  so I had the distinct pleasure of serving on KP, an experience  not worth telling about. It was not an enjoyable episode.
Airborne training officially began on a Monday with  ground week, mental harassment, and physical conditioning,  which meant run, run, run, everywhere we went. Obviously,  it was an attempt by the cadre to run the less committed   trainees into quitting. A few did. We also practiced our PLFs  (parachute landing falls) to make sure that if the fall didn’t  kill us, we could survive the landing. We also practiced exiting the aircraft properly. This was important because a bad  exit could result in a number of major problems when a  chute opens, any of which could result in a crash-and-burn  arrival on the drop zone 1,250 feet below. The commands  of “stand up,” “hook up,” and “shuffle to the door” were  drummed into our heads over and over again.
Week two, tower week, consisted of training on the 34-foot and 250-foot towers. The first simulated the shock of  the parachute opening, and the second gave us a taste of  falling under a full canopy. They separated the men from the  boys and gave us a sample of what we would be experiencing during an actual jump.
Finally, jump week was upon us, the climax to the previous two weeks’ training. That was the week that would see  us making five actual parachute jumps, the number needed  to qualify for the coveted jump wings of a paratrooper. Quite  a few guys washed out of the program during that critical  week in our training, and our jump class was significantly  smaller as we approached graduation day. What a rush it was  to stand in the door and fling myself up and out into the prop  blast! When the chute opened seconds later and I looked up  to see that oversize canopy fully deployed, there was no thrill  like it anywhere on the face of the earth.
When we graduated after our fifth jump, Colonel Welch,  the Airborne School commandant, congratulated us and  welcomed us into the elite airborne brotherhood. I was  pleasantly surprised to discover that I had been promoted to  the rank of private first class (E-3) right after graduation.
I took the Special Forces battery test, a four-hour written  exam, shortly after completing Jump School. I was informed  the next day that my scores were acceptable and that I was  off to Special Forces Training Group at Fort Bragg, North  Carolina.
Fort Bragg was only a short distance out of Fayetteville,  North Carolina, and was also the home of the 82d Airborne   Division and the XVIII Airborne Corps. When we arrived,  we were bused out to Smoke Bomb Hill and assigned to  Training Group. I was excited that I would soon be able to  wear the green beret and crest emblazoned with the motto   De Oppresso Liber—We Liberate the Oppressed, but we had  to complete three separate and very demanding phases of  training before graduating and getting our group beret flash.
Phase I was a mixture of physical conditioning, classroom  training, and a survival exercise that involved a parachute  deployment into a guerrilla-held area. The classroom training was interesting and germane to what we would be doing  in the field. After completing the round of instruction, we  were ready for the coming exercise.
The survival exercise was to be a lesson in military tactics, conditioning, and endurance. We would begin the exercise by making a night parachute jump into a small drop  zone. While being pursued by aggressor forces for several  days, we would be forced to live off the land while navigating through thick, heavily forested terrain. We would have to  practice patrol techniques, do immediate-action drills, and  establish ambushes as we had been taught in the classroom  phase of our training.
During the jump, my stick was the last one to exit the aircraft into the pitch-black night. Everything went well until I  was about treetop high, when I was caught by a strong cross-wind that turned my chute and hurtled me into the ground. I  landed hard, flat on my back in the middle of an asphalt road  with a full load of equipment on. The impact nearly knocked  me unconscious. When I was finally able to gather my wits  about me, I discovered that I suffered a numbing paralysis.  My back was throbbing, and the pain was unbearable.
An ambulance arrived to evacuate me to Womack Army  Hospital, where doctors diagnosed my injury as a lower  lumbar back strain. They ordered several days of bed rest,  followed by a period of physical therapy. My world was  shattered soon afterward when I was informed that my  dream of being SF-qualified was very much in doubt. If I  could ever jump again, I would surely have to be recycled   back through Phase I to start over again. However, my  back continued to bother me even though I had decided to  drive on.
Word soon filtered down to Training Group that 5th Special Forces Group needed more personnel in Vietnam. Several of us volunteered to terminate Training Group and go  directly to Vietnam in hopes of getting into 5th Group. After  a thirty-day leave, I flew out of Dallas’s Love Field for Oakland, California, on the first leg of the journey to Vietnam.
Flying on a commercial airplane for over twenty hours  gave me plenty of time to reflect on my past and consider my  future. Having just turned twenty years old a little over a  month before, I had nearly two decades to look back over.
Family, school, sports, friends, mistakes, and achievements flooded through my mind as I stared out the aircraft  window. Below us was the bright blue expanse of the Pacific  Ocean. I saw an occasional ship plying the surface en route  to some distant port. Inside the plane, everyone seemed lost  in thoughts of home and what lay before us. It was hard to  focus on anything but that strange, distant land called “Vietnam.” What would the future hold for me? Would I survive  the next year? After a period of time, I got tired of trying to  answer the unanswerable and drifted off to sleep.
We landed at Tan Son Nhut Airport near Saigon. When I  stepped off the aircraft, I was greeted by a terrific blast  of heat that made me gasp. The strange smell of diesel  fumes and a mixture of other noxious gases nearly overwhelmed me.
We boarded a string of olive-drab military buses for the  short but scenic ride out to Bien Hoa, and then on to Long  Binh, where we were turned over to the confusion and frustration of the 90th Replacement Center. We were awed by  the sights and sounds of urban and rural South Vietnam.  Poverty, perversity, pain, and suffering were evident wherever we looked. A country at war is a terrible thing to witness. But it was something we would get used to as we  became a part of its scenery and participants in its fratricide.  Guard towers, sandbagged bunkers, roadblocks, concertina   wire, military vehicles and personnel were everywhere. If  there was any doubt before that we were in a war zone, it was  quickly erased by the martial aura surrounding South Vietnam’s capital city. I developed a sudden lump in my throat  that was not there when we landed a short time before. It was  all quite sobering to a twenty-year-old soldier whose combat  experience had been limited to books, movies, and childhood play. Vietnam was the real thing. I wondered what kind  of mess I had gotten myself into. I knew that I would likely  find out in the very near future.
The first night in country, we received a special welcome  from the locals outside the perimeter. Mortar rounds began  falling inside the compound. Monstrous explosions filled  the night as shouts of “Incoming!” echoed through the night.  Everyone ran for the nearest bunkers, where we cringed  fearfully in the humid darkness, hoping that we would live  to see the next day. Welcome to Vietnam!
The next day, we received orders assigning us to our units.  The sergeant who called my name announced that I was  being assigned to Company F, 52d Infantry (LRP), 1st Infantry Division. I listened proudly to the muffled comments  of those around me, and the long, negative sighs of pity. I  had already discovered that Special Forces was no longer in  need of additional personnel, so I had volunteered for duty  with the long-range patrol company, or LRPs. It was what I  had trained for . . . hoped for . . . it was what I wanted. It  was small-team warfare at its finest. Recon, ambushes, pilot  rescues, POW snatches—all the things I had dreamed of  were finally coming true.
Each infantry division and independent brigade in Vietnam had a LRP unit attached to it to serve as the eyes and  ears of the parent unit. There were even two additional LRP  companies, one each attached to I Field Force and II Field  Force. The LRP units were made up of volunteers, for the  most part Airborne-qualified, who had already earned a reputation in country for daring, resourcefulness, and problems  with conventional military authority.
My orders assigned me to report to a base camp out in III   Corps at Lai Khe. It was the home of the Big Red One, the  legendary 1st Infantry Division. I boarded a C-130 Hercules  transport and flew out to Lai Khe the next day. When we  landed, I discovered that Lai Khe lay in the middle of a huge  rubber plantation, surrounded by an endless expanse of  single-, double-, and triple-canopy jungle. Lai Khe had been  nicknamed “Rocket City” for a very good reason; the enemy  used it as the terminal point for hundreds of rocket and mortar attacks intended to demoralize and destroy American  forces in the area.
A jeep was waiting to take me out to my unit. The LRP  compound was right next to the rear area of one of the division’s infantry companies. It was reassuring that we would  be neighbors to another combat unit. Of course, I did not  know that we would seldom see them in camp; the poor  grunts spent most of their time out in the bush.
The jeep let us off in front of the first sergeant’s hootch.  I got out, dropped my bag, and knocked on the door. A  deep, booming voice said, “Enter.” When I stepped inside,  it took a few seconds for my eyes to get used to the shadows, but when they finally adjusted, I found myself gazing  on one of the biggest, meanest-looking men I had ever laid  eyes on. The huge, dark-complexioned top NCO was exceptionally broad across the shoulders, an indicator of great  physical strength. He sported a thick, black mustache that  gave him an almost cynical, barbarian look. First Sgt. Fred  Silva was well over three hundred pounds, and I would later  discover that he was once a West Coast weight lifting champion.
“Hello, Lobcock! What can the first sergeant do for you?”  he announced.
I was too dumbfounded to say anything, so I reached out as  far as I could and handed him my orders. He read them  silently, then looked up and welcomed me to the company.  We conversed pleasantly for a few minutes, then he assigned  me to a team. He told me that my new team leader was S. Sgt.  Lonnie Ray, and had me wait there while he had his runner  go find and fetch Sergeant Ray. When he arrived a short time   later, I quickly discovered that Sergeant Ray was a tall, lean,  black, friendly NCO from the deep south. He shook hands  with me, then took me over to one of the large, olive-drab  tents that served as barracks for the LRPs of Company F. I  was surprised to find that the tents had wooden floors. Cots  were arranged in an orderly fashion for sleeping, and each  man had a footlocker and a personal area to call his own. The  tent I was assigned to sat next to the bleachers belonging to  the CIC orientation center. This was the division school in  charge of indoctrinating newly arrived infantry troops to the  rigors of Vietnam before they reported to their units.
Sergeant Ray introduced me to the rest of my team and  made sure that I was squared away with a bunk, weapons,  and equipment. Later that night, as I lay quietly on my
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