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On April 19, 2012, four Soldiers were killed in the helicopter crash 
of a Dustoff chase ship in Helmand Province, Afghanistan. Killed in the crash were (L-R):  

CWO2 Nicholas Johnson, 27, San Diego, California; SPC Dean Shaffer, 23, Pekin, Illinois; 
CWO2 Don Viray, 25, Waipahu, Hawaii; and SPC Chris Workman, 33, Boise, Idaho. 

The names of these four Soldiers have been added to the DUSTOFF KIA Memorial. (Story on page 3.)
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President’s Message

Fellow members of the DUSTOFF Association: Greet-
ings and a thousand thanks for all your support and 
participation in this year’s (2013) DUSTOFF Reunion. 

It was a tremendous success and one of the best-attended 
reunions in years. I want to send a very special thanks to the 
Crowne Plaza Hotel and staff for their outstanding service 
and assistance. 

This year started off with a bang, as COL Jon Fristoe, Dan 
Gower, and I have been very busy booking a new location for 
DUSTOFF Reunion 2014. We are continuing to look for a 
new and different location for the 2015 DUSTOFF Reunion. 
We hope to have that one nailed down by the 2014 reunion. 
Not to get ahead of ourselves, we have a lot of planning and 
preparation to get ready for the 2014 reunion, right back here 
in San Antonio.

That’s right; the 2014 DUSTOFF Reunion will be here 
in San Antonio, Texas. Reservations can now be made at 
San Antonio’s Holiday Inn Riverwalk for the DUSTOFF 
Association’s 35th Annual Reunion, April 11-13, 2014. On 

page 20 you will find information on ways to make your 
room reservations, as well as on our Website, dustoff.org. 
The 2014 DUSTOFF Reunion will be at the newly renovated 
Holiday Inn Riverwalk, 217 N. St. Mary’s St., San Antonio, 
Texas 78205. Please mark your calendars now for April 11-
13, 2014, for the next DUSTOFF Reunion.

DUSTOFF units continue to deploy and do a great job 
of saving lives. Whether it was in Korea, Vietnam, Grenada, 
Bosnia, Kosovo, Iraq, or Afghanistan, DUSTOFF crews 
could and can always be depended upon to get to the patient 
as fast and safely as possible. Our heritage is something to 
be proud of, and I personally applaud those great DUSTOFF 
crews of today. Their mission profile has changed a lot 
over these past few years, but the mission is still the same: 
Dedicated, Unhesitating Service To Our Fighting Forces! 
DUSTOFF—gotta love it!

We will attend as many welcome home ceremonies as 
we possibly can and may from time to time seek out other 
members of this great family to help us welcome home these 
great DUSTOFF crews. It will surely stir the emotion in your 
soul if you do. We look forward to another great year. 

Located at the end of this edition are the narratives of 
this year’s nominees for the DUSTOFF Hall of Fame. Please 
take time to read these narratives carefully and vote on the 
nominees. The Hall of Fame is our legacy embodied in those 
who served with great distinction and were instrumental in 
making great contributions to the DUSTOFF mission. 

As always, if you have something to share with us and the 
DUSTOFF family, please do not hesitate to send us a note. 
We love hearing from you. Until the next newsletter in the 
fall . . . “Keep it straight and level.”

Warm regards,
Johnny L. West
President DUSTOFF ASSOCIATION
2012-14
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DUSTOFF Association
Past Presidents

 

Chuck Mateer (1980–81) ............... deceased
John Hosley (1981–82) .................. mjohnhosley@gmail.com
Byron Howlett (1982–83) .............. byhow2@hotmail.com
Ed Taylor (1983–84) ...................... eddotaylor@aol.com
Thomas Scofield (1984–85) ........... tcscofield@comcast.net
Joseph Madrano (1985–86) ........... jmadrano@satx.rr.com
Jim Ritchie (1986–87)
Donald Conkright (1987–88) ......... dconkright@sbcglobal.net
Roy Hancock (1988–89) ................ southflite@yahoo.com
Glen Melton (1989–90) ................. deceased
Gerald Nolan (1990–91) ................ gerrynolan@aol.com
Jim Truscott (1991–92) .................. jtrus5@aol.com
Roger Opio (1992–93) ................... roger.opio@amedd.army.mil
Ed Bradshaw (1993–94) ................ edwardb421@aol.com
Robert Romines (1994–96) ........... deceased
Daniel Gower (1996–97) ............... aggiedustoff@yahoo.com
Charlie Webb (1997–98) ................ dustoff6@hotmail.com
Herb Coley (1998–99) ................... hscoley@gvtc.com
Merle Snyder (1999–2000) ............ snyder@belmontcc.com
Gregg Griffin (2000–01) ................ greg.griffin@us.army.mil
Jeff Mankoff (2001–02) ................. jgmankoff@satx.rr.com
Ken Crook (2002–03) .................... kcrook@satx.rr.com
Art Hapner (2003–04) ................... hapnera@erols.com 
Ernie Sylvester (2004–05)  ............ erniesylvest@verizon.net
Garry Atkins (2005–06) ................. garrylynatkins@aol.com 
Doug Moore (2006–07) ................. doug.e.moore.ctr@health.mil 
Timothy Burke (2007–08) ............. tim.burke@us.army.mil
Robert Mitchell (2008–10) ............ robert.mitchell4@us.army.mil 
Bryant Harp (2010–11) .................. bryant.harp@us.army.mil
Scott Drennon (2011-12) ............... william.drennon@us.army.mil

Founder
Tom “Egor” Johnson ........................ gentjohnson@cox.net

Members at Large
David Litteral ..................................davidlitteral@msn.com
Rock Agosta ....................................richard.agosta@us.army.mil
Scott Heintz ....................................dsheintz@aol.com
Mike Bishop ...................................mike.bishop1@us.army.mil

RemembeR ThaT Day!
Author, Kevin Wells, is a member of the Georgia National Guard, has served as a Flight Medic since 2003, 

and has completed four deployments. This article and others may be found on his blog at: www.chuckinwood.com.

Over the last couple of months, I have attempted to 
write this post, only to end up hitting the delete but-
ton. If this were 20 or 30 years ago, I’d be sitting 

in front of an empty typewriter with a wastebasket full of 
crumpled and wadded up paper. Today is a bitter anniversary. 
One year ago today, half my team was killed in action in 
Helmand Province, Afghanistan.

I thought about describing that whole event, but to what 
end? A day has not gone by that I did not see it all over again, 
or wake to it in the middle of the night. No, there is more to 
it than just repeating the final moments. 

Several months ago, I got a phone call, asking what are 
we going to do on the 19th [April]? We threw around vari-
ous ideas. A thought of wearing the Army Service Uniform 
and visiting veterans’ cemeteries came to mind, but that 
didn’t sound right. The graves of our fallen are on the other 
side of the country. The ability to get to any of them was 

not available this year; though I hope to visit them all in the 
years to come. I thought about building a wooden memorial. 
However, to get it done in time for this year, I would have 
had to contract out some of the work, and that did not sit 
well either. What to do to honor these men?

I was driving home on a four-day pass one weekend. The 
radio traffic of that night echoed in my mind when another 
thought drowned it all out. What were we doing that day? 
You see, the mission that happened on April 19, 2012, hap-
pened at night. The question—no, the statement ringing in 
my mind—was, Remember that day!

The events of that day actually began a few days earlier. 
We were Medevac, stationed in the southern end of Helmand 
Province. We were there to answer the calls of U.S. Marines. 
The camp was owned by the Corps, and even though there 
were some small rivalries with us being Army, when it came 
to the mission, we were all one unit. 

Within the camp, we were co-located with a Navy SSTP 
(Surgical Shock Trauma Platoon). We would fly out and get 
the casualties and bring them back to the SSTP for emer-
gency surgery, then fly the patient up to a higher level of 
care (Combat Hospital). 

The week of the 19th had been slow in terms of Helmand 
Province. We had started the week with a KIA and followed 
it up with a couple of other missions. Nothing overly busy, 
though. The weather was already getting hot. Mid-April and 
we were already breaking the 105-degree mark. The nurses 
decided we needed to raise morale and talked the chow hall 
folks into providing us with food for a cookout. 

The day of the 19th started off hot. People were con-
gregating in the tents where there was air conditioning. As 
the mid-morning fueling of generators began, the a/c units 
would stop one by one and folks would walk outside to 
cool off. Those tents are great until the a/c stops; then they 
become ovens in a matter of minutes. The nurses were out-
side ready for them. As people started filtering out, various 
games began. 

Under the camo nets, everybody moved to benches and 
began to engage in a variety of games. People were talk-
ing; people were laughing. With a cold soft drink or water 
in their hand, it was easy to forget about where we were for 
a few minutes. Soon the charcoal was lit, and the smell of 
a backyard BBQ filled the air around us. I have made one 
deployment to Bosnia, one to Iraq, and two to Afghanistan, 
and that moment—the moment when everyone forgot where 
they were and were laughing and joking around—was one 
of the happiest memories of my career.

The food was served a couple of hours later. Unlike so 
many other attempts at deployment cookouts, people did not 
head for their tents the moment the food was gone. This time, 
everyone stayed outside. A game of cards at one table, a few 
people throwing a Frisbee, occasionally a vehicle would pull 
up with someone with minor injuries. Those on duty would 

(Remember, continued on page 4.)
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tend to the patient, as the rest continued 
to enjoy the day. 

As the sun went down, the cigars 
came out. It is amazing; people who 
don’t smoke will smoke a cigar, and 
people that do smoke will smoke a cigar 
and a cigarette. Several of us from the 
team lit up cigars and enjoyed the cool 
air blowing in. 

About an hour went by when one of 
our Ops personnel stepped outside and 
said, “We may have a 9-Line coming 
down.” The moment the words left his 
mouth, everything changed. Everyone 
put on their game face, it was mission 
time.

Marines had called in a 9-Line re-
quest. Basically it’s a universal report 
designed to give all the information 
needed to request Medical Evacuation 
(Medevac) by helicopter. The mission 
was out of our area, but due to other 
circumstances, we were the closest 
available. Several casualties with vary-
ing degrees of injury needed evacua-
tion. Not knowing for sure we would 
be tasked, we went ahead and suited 
up. It did not take long for higher to 
task us with the mission. As we got to 
the aircraft, we locked and loaded our 
side-arms and rifles and climbed in.

Shortly after 2100 hours on the 19th 
of April 2012, Dustoff Five Four and 
Diamondhead Two Zero took off on 
mission. Less than 30 minutes later, 
Dustoff Five Four was ordered to return 
to base—alone. Diamondhead Two 
Zero had gone down. All personnel on 
board were killed in action. Another 
Medevac team would be tasked with 
the mission.

On April 19, 2012, the follow-
ing personnel were killed in action 
in Helmand Province, Afghanistan: 
CW2 Don Viray, CW2 Nick Johnson, 
SGT Dean Shaffer, and SGT Chris 
Workman. 

I could end it there, but I would not 
be honoring them. This is not about 
remembering that night—remembering 
that day. . . . 

If you ever really want to know 
someone, wait until they are relaxed— 
that moment in time when they forget 
where they are and there is no stress 
on them. Even if it only lasts a few 
minutes, that moment is when people 
tend to share their true passions. That is 
when you get to meet the person behind 
the scenes, the one who is not trying to 

put on a show or impress someone. A 
person’s passions are what makes them 
tick and defines who they are. That 
day, when everyone was laughing and 
joking around, enjoying the moment, I 
got to meet them. . . .

CW2 Don Viray was from Hawaii. 
He was a young fellow in his twenties. 
Upon first meeting him, I thought, “PT 
Stud.” It was obvious he loved the gym. 
But in talking to him I found out a few 
things. For instance not only is it pos-
sible for the human body to do 1,000 
pushups; he had obtained that goal 

multiple times, and each time he was 
getting faster. The last time he hit 1,000 
pushups in under 40 minutes! I know 
a lot of Cross-Fit Wad-loving folks, 
but none of them could hold a torch 
to that. However, working out wasn’t 
his true passion. He loved a good joke 
or a prank. His crew could tell many 
stories of the pranks he was known 
to have had a hand in. One of his true 
passions—at least the one I saw—was 
the love of laughter.

CW2 Nick Johnson was rather 
reserved, a quiet fellow. When he did 
start talking, he talked about flying. 
Now one would think, “Well, duh; he 
was a pilot.” I’ve been around pilots, 
but this guy was different. He was pas-
sionate about flying. He loved it. He 
wanted to know all he could about it. 
I’ve known pilots like that. When they 
keep that passion, they turn into great 
pilots. When they lose that passion, it is 
time to hang it up. Mr. Johnson was one 
of those who had the potential to be a 
great pilot. He did not want to settle for 
just knowing how to fly. He was going 
to be the expert, to be the master of it! 

SGT Dean Shaffer: this guy knew 
how to smile! As I write this, I try to 
remember any time when he was not 
smiling. I cannot do it. Even when 
higher was driving him crazy with ten 
thousand phone calls asking the same 
question, he smiled! It was one of those 

really contagious smiles too. You know, 
the ones where a person can walk into 
a group of sad faces, and one by one 
smiles appear. That was him! People 
could not stay mad around him. It 
wasn’t one of those fake smiles, either. 
It was so genuine. He was truly happy 
to be where he was, doing what he did, 
and it radiated across his face from ear 
to ear. I did not speak a whole lot to 
him, but that smile is etched into my 
mind. All I have to do is remember that, 
and I start to smile too. 

SGT Chris Workman loved his fam-
ily. Now, don’t get me wrong. Every 
Soldier, Sailor, Marine, Airman, and 
anyone else who deploys, takes their 
family with them. Most, if not all, love 
their family very much. However, it is 
different when the love becomes your 
driving passion. Not many Soldiers 
pull out pictures of their wife and kids 
five minutes after meeting someone, 
especially when the conversation is not 
centered around such. This man truly 
loved his wife and kids, and he made 
sure you knew it!

Tonight, a member of my team will 
be coming over to the house. We will 
fire up the grill and cook out. We will 
enjoy a cold beverage and a good cigar, 
and we will lift our glasses to our fallen 
friends. I am sure there will be laughter 
and some tears. We felt this was the 
best way to remember them and a way 
to honor them. 

These men died escorting my crew 
on a mission to save the lives of others. 
On their last day on earth, they laughed 
to the point of tears, they told jokes and 
stories, played games, had a good meal 
and a good cigar. They shared a piece 
of themselves with those around them 
and allowed us to see what truly drove 
them. Then they gave their lives on a 
mission to save others! 

The memories of that night will 
always be with me. They will pop up 
at various moments triggered by a wide 
variety of things. However, I CHOOSE 
TO REMEMBER THAT DAY—a day 
of joy, laughter, and fun. I choose to 
remember them that way.

Thank you, my brothers, for all you 
did, both on the ground and in the air. 
Words will never express all that I feel.  
Rest in Peace.

Dustoff Five-Four-Delta, OUT

If you ever want to know 
someone, wait until they 
are relaxed—that moment 
in time when they forget 
where they are and there 
is no stress on them. 
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A DUSTOFF Pilot
by Phil Marshall, DMZ “Dustoff 711,” 237th Medical Detachment (Helicopter Ambulance), Camp Evans and Quang Tri, Vietnam, 

1969, published in Association of Naval Aviation, “Cape Fear Seahawk Newsletter,” July 2012, Vol. XV, Issue VII.

In order to be “Old and Wise,” one 
must first be young and stupid. 
—Ancient U.S. Army proverb. 

I arrived in Vietnam on the 4th of 
July, 1969, barely 21 years old. 
It was an average age for most of 

the other Army helicopter pilots I flew 
with in the 237th Medical Detachment 
in northern I Corps near the DMZ. One 
guy was 19, while the oldest (not count-
ing our Commanding Officer) was the 
28-year-old XO, Army slang for the 
second in command, Executive Officer.

Back home in the real world, my 
buddies were at the drive-in, drinking 
beer and looking for a carload of girls 
to flirt with, just as I had been doing a 
year or two before. Even though I had 
yet to fly my first hour of combat, I had 
already done many incredible things 
that my high school and college friends 
could not even dream of. I couldn’t 
have been more proud of myself and 
my flight school classmates for having 
come this far. With a fair amount of 
apprehension, it was now “the moment 
of truth.” Could we really do what we 
had been trained to do, without letting 
anyone down? We were especially 
concerned about the troops we were 
there to support. It was finally time to 
find out if we had the “gonads” to be 
combat helicopter pilots.

When I found out that I was as-
signed to be a MedEvac pilot, I was 
devastated. In my mind, the only way I 
would survive the 365 days in Southeast 
Asia was to be a gunship pilot, blazing 
my way back to the states, defending 
myself with mini-guns, rockets, and 
grenade launchers. All through flight 
school, we were taught by gun pilots, 
slick drivers, scout pilots (although not 
as many of the scout pilots, they had 
a high loss ratio), and oh, yes, ONE 
“Dustoff” pilot. He was an instructor 
pilot at Downing Army Airfield at Ft. 
Wolters, Texas, in May of 1968.

I remember my very first primary 
flight instructor pointing at him as I 
listened intently to his every word. 
“There walks a dead man.” He was a (DUSTOFF, continued on page 6.)

Dustoff pilot, a dead man, meaning, 
he should never have made it back 
because Dustoff aircraft were unarmed 
MedEvac helicopters with red and 
white targets (crosses) painted all over 
them and flew single-ship missions. It 
was a fact that Dustoff crews had three 
times the casualty rate of other helicop-

ter crews. I never forgot the reverence 
with which that statement was made, 
as I began to form a “survival plan of 
action” in my mind. I would NOT fly 
unarmed helicopters!

Shortly after arriving at Ft. Rucker, 
Alabama, I learned that those of us 
with the highest flight grades would 
attend a two-week gun school near the 
end of training, while the rest learned 
formation flying. I wanted that top 
20%, and focused all my abilities and 
energy on making gunship training. I 
did well enough to make the school, 
along with about 25 of my classmates. 
But as the Army would have it, during 
Friday night formation of the middle 
weekend of gun school, 24 of us, in-
cluding 12 in the gun school, received 
orders to attend MedEvac school at Ft. 
Sam Houston, Texas, immediately after 
graduation. I told my roommate, “This 
is it. I won’t make it back.”

Obviously, I was wrong, but I didn’t 
know it then. It turned out to be the 
best thing that happened to me, even 
though I was wounded before the year 
was out and sent home before my tour 
was over. I had no idea of the satisfac-
tion, pride, sense of accomplishment, 
and even elation that I would feel in the 
next six months.

Since I first heard the phrase that is 

the title of this article, it struck me that 
those words were exactly what we did 
as “kids” flying helicopters in Vietnam. 
As I look back on my own experiences, 
two things stand out in my mind that I 
consider “young and stupid.” 

First of all, there was landing on 
the Navy Hospital ships, USS Repose 
and USS Sanctuary, in the South 
China Sea very near the Demilitarized 
Zone. While in themselves those land-
ings were not stupid, the way we got 
there was! Our single-engine UH-1H 
“Hueys” did not float in the water very 
well. In fact, not at all, since we usually 
flew with the doors open, even at night. 

And what was even “stupider,” I 
suppose, was the fact that if the doors 
were closed when we reached the wa-
ter, we opened them so we could get out 
easier if we did go down. Okay, so the 
Hueys were extremely reliable, and I 
still love those incredible machines, but 
for the moment let us discuss naviga-
tion equipment on a Huey.

And the answer is: “There IS none!” 
Sure, we had a compass and an Auto-
matic Direction Finder, but in the event 
of an engine failure on the way to the 
hospital ship, this would have probably 
been my emergency call. “Mayday, 
Mayday, Mayday, Dustoff 7-1-1, we’re 
going down over the sea. We’re about 
five miles out.” Five miles out from 
where? Maybe it was only three miles 
. . . no, seven! Shoot, I had NO idea! 
But come look for us, will ya? I suppose 
we would have survived; we had water 
wings! Mine were draped over the back 
of my seat, along with my M-16 rifle. It 
was a well known (and very true) fact 
that during an emergency exit from an 
aircraft, if you don’t have it strapped to 
your body, you won’t take it with you. 
If I had gone down over land, I prob-
ably wouldn’t have taken my weapon 
with me. If I had gone down over water, 
I wouldn’t have grabbed the “wings” 
either, because not only had I never 
tried to inflate them, I had never even 
tried to put them on. Maybe we could 

We were especially con-
cerned about the troops 
we were there to sup-
port. It was finally time 
to find out if we had the 
“gonads” to be combat 
helicopter pilots.
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have used our survival radio once we 
were in the water or forced down over 
the jungle. He he he he . . . survival 
radio, what’s that? Is that AM or FM? 
Can I pick up Armed Forces Radio on 
it? We HAD no survival radios in those 
aircraft. (So I guess that makes three 
“Young and Stupids”.)

Once out to sea, landing on the 
ships was an interesting experience, 
especially when the decks were bounc-
ing up and down like a fishing bobber 
with a carp under it. I already knew the 
difference between port and starboard, 
and it wasn’t that hard to figure out 
“beam” and “quartering” approaches. 
I used to laugh at the occasional Huey 
slick driver who flew out to let guys 
from his unit use the shopping facili-
ties on the ships. The radioman on the 
ship would tell them “Cleared for a 
port quarter approach.” The silence 
on the radio was the proverbial “preg-
nant pause,” and I could imagine the 
conversation inside the Huey cockpit. 
“What’d he say?” “Hell, I don’t know. 
Damn Navy talk!” The hospital ship 
would then radio to the helicopter 
again, “Just come in from the left and 
land to the back of the boat.” It always 
got an immediate “Roger!”

It has been said many times by 
Navy and Marine jet pilots that landing 
on an aircraft carrier is like landing on 
a postage stamp. I would never dispute 
that, but I would argue that putting a he-
licopter on the tiny pad of the hospital 
ship is like landing on a corner of that 
postage stamp. 

Nighttime was even worse. The 
first time I tried to land on the ship at 
night, I terminated at a 30-foot hover 
over the deck instead of on the deck, 
and the Aircraft Commander had to 
take over and hover us down to the 
ship. That was probably the lowest 
point of my Vietnam flying experience, 
and I never forgot it. I promised my-
self that it would never happen again, 
and it didn’t. It wasn’t easy, and I will 
now confess that my depth perception 
almost was not good enough to pass 
my initial flight physical, but I made it.

When I returned to the states later 
and applied for my military driver’s 
license so I could drive the company 
pick-up truck, I was told I didn’t pass 
the depth perception portion of the eye 

(DUSTOFF, continued from page 5.)

(DUSTOFF, continued on page 7.)

test and would not be issued the license. 
I was okay to fly helicopters in the 
Army, but not to drive a jeep! I asked 
to take a different test and was able to 
pass that one! Knowing that my depth 
perception left little margin for error 
on the night approaches (especially), 
I had to totally concentrate on what I 
was doing and not relax for a second 
until we were down on that rockin’ and 
rollin’ ship.

The night I was wounded, my new 
co-pilot Don Study put us right on the 
deck, but all the while I had visions of 

my first 30-foot hover when I was a 
Funny New Guy—an FNG. I knew that 
if Don got in trouble on the approach, 
I could not be of much help because 
of the gunshot wound in my left arm, 
but we were Young and Stupid and 
we made it. I will always thank War-
rant Officer Study for his late-night, 
picture-perfect landing on the round 
end of the boat.

Oh, were we Young and Stupid on 
hoist missions, too; the second Y & S 
thing we did! As MedEvac helicopter 
pilots, we flew the only Army Hueys 
equipped with the electric hoist/winch. 
The most incredible, dangerous, high 
“pucker factor,” exhilarating thing a 
man can do with a helicopter is to pull 
an insecure hoist mission, day or night. 
It is also the most unforgiving mission 
flown in a helicopter. 

First, one has to understand what a 
hoist mission is and why we did them. 
Generally, someone is badly wounded 
in jungle or mountainous (or both) ter-
rain where a helicopter cannot land on 
the ground or even close to it.

The tactical situation is such that 
the ground troops cannot get the dead 
or wounded to a secure open area for 
evacuation. We must now hover over 

the trees or rocky terrain, while we 
let out up to 150 feet of quarter-inch 
cable with a jungle penetrator or a 
Stokes litter attached to it. Translation: 
There are bad guys all around, we’ve 
got wounded, get in here NOW before 
they die or we have more wounded, 
and you have to come back again. We 
don’t have any place for you to land, 
so just hang your butts out in the open 
sky for several minutes so any kid with 
a bow and arrow can shoot you down, 
and Gee, those red crosses on your he-
licopter sure make great aiming points, 
don’t they? When you crash, we’ll try 
to recover your bodies.

We were unarmed, and experience 
had taught us that, usually, we were 
better off to quickly fly to the landing 
zone, get in and get out as fast as pos-
sible while avoiding the bad guys, and 
fly straight back to the hospital. If we 
waited for gunship support, it may be 
too late for the wounded, so most times 
we tried to “sneak in” and “sneak out” 
(if that’s possible in a clattering heli-
copter) and complete the rescue before 
the enemy had TOO much time to shoot 
us up . . . or down. 

A hoist mission was just the oppo-
site. We still got there in a hurry, but 
once there, we hovered over the trees 
like a target at the County Fair 25-cent 
target-shooting booth. Five minutes 
or more seemed like hours while we 
sat in the air over the ground troops, 
taxing every bit of professionalism we 
had—and the reader better believe we 
had the utmost professionalism. 

The crewmen I flew with on hoist 
missions (like me, in their teens and 
early 20s) were absolutely the best, 
and I wish I could shake every one of 
their hands and hug them today. I am so 
very proud to have served with them. It 
required every skill we had. If we had 
been shot down on virtually any hoist 
mission, our high hover would not have 
allowed us to make a safe landing, and 
many would surely have died. That was 
the unforgiving part. It happened many 
times, and their names are on The Wall 
in Washington, D.C.

One particular mission I recall was 
a day hoist. We were an easier target 
during the day, but unlike at night when 
we kept all the lights off, we could see 
what we were doing! When we were on 

The most incredible, dan-
gerous, high “pucker fac-
tor,” exhilarating thing a 
man can do with a heli-
copter is to pull an inse-
cure hoist mission, day or 
night. It is also the most 
unforgiving mission flown 
in a helicopter. 
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(DUSTOFF, continued on page 8.)

short final approach over the landing 
zone, I heard small arms fire and my 
brand-new Crew Chief yelled, “We’re 
taking fire!” 

I pulled power into the rotor sys-
tem to get out of there as quickly as I 
could, when the radio operator on the 
ground called out, “Dustoff, where are 
you going?” 

“We’re taking fire,” I said.
“That was us giving you covering 

fire!” he replied. 
“OK, I’m turning around!” 
Then I did another Young & Stupid 

thing. I made a pedal turn (U-turn) 
about 200 feet in the air, probably over 
some bad guys, and hovered back in 
over the trees.

Normally, one has to push a button 
to talk over the intercom in a military 
aircraft, but on a hoist mission, we 
turned it to “hot mikes,” because we 
all needed our hands for other things. 
With a hot mike, everything that was 
said, every noise, every round fired, 
every grunt and groan was amplified 
and transmitted into everyone’s head-
set without touching any buttons. A 
constant line of chatter was transmitted 
from the medic and the Crew Chief to 
the pilots, who were both on the flight 
controls in case either was violently 
incapable of continuing to fly the air-
craft. (One has to realize that there was 
virtually no protection for the pilots 
from the front and little from the sides 
or underneath.) “The cable’s going 
out . . . about halfway down . . . come 
right . . . it’s on the ground . . . looking 
good . . . come forward just a little . . 
. keep your tail straight . . . come left . 
. . they’re on the penetrator . . . ” was 
typical of the continual commentary 
from the enlisted crew members.

As the Aircraft Commander in 
control of the helicopter, my eyes 
never left the tree branches that were 
touching the nose of my aircraft. At the 
same time, I made flight adjustments 
according to the guys in the back. The 
additional weight of patients on the end 
of the hoist as they were lifted off the 
ground further complicated the stability 
of the aircraft. During a hoist mission, 
we flew with one finger on a button on 
the cyclic stick that operated an electric 
solenoid. It would instantly cut the 
cable should any part of the lift appa-

(DUSTOFF, continued from page 6.) ratus get snagged in the trees or in any 
other emergency situation. Otherwise, 
if we got tangled up, it could cause the 
aircraft to crash. I wonder how many 
grunts would have gotten on the hoist 
had they known that.

When I read the quickly handwrit-
ten sheet for this particular mission, I 
knew before we left that it was going to 
be an insecure hoist. We grabbed some 
unsuspecting “Schmuck” and told him 
to get his weapon and some ammo and 
run with us to the aircraft. We put him 
in the back of the cargo compartment 

with his M-16 and a helmet, hooked 
him up to the intercom, and we were 
off. I have no idea who he was, but we 
logged his flight time as “PP: Patient 
Protector.” 

After the first of the two injured 
soldiers was hoisted on board, the din 
of the covering fire began to register 
in my head. With the front of my Huey 
still kissing the tree leaves and my crew 
keeping me posted as to what was going 
on, I took a quick, curious look out my 
left window to see where the friendly 
fire was impacting. “Oh, Sugar!” (Not 
my exact word.) “I can throw a rock 
in there, it’s so close!” was the rest of 
my thought. I then realized that ole PP 
back there was just sitting in the hell 
hole taking it all in, not doing a thing! 

“Put some fire in that bunker!” I 
yelled to Private What’s-His-Name. I 
guess that woke him up, as the next 
thing I heard was his rifle plugging 
away at a mound of dirt just outside his 
door and about 30 feet down.

The rest of the mission went as ex-
pected with no more surprises. We took 
no hits on that mission, and as we lifted 
out of the landing zone, the fact that we 
“cheated death” again left me with all 
the exciting feelings I mentioned at the 

beginning of this article. There was an 
adrenaline high, too, and a tremendous 
sense of accomplishment that I have 
yet to experience since flying my last 
mission in Vietnam. 

The emotions are almost indescrib-
able, but there was one more feeling: 
relief from being so scared! Being 
scared in the sense of risking one’s life 
for others, for sure, but also a sense of 
being scared that you won’t be up to the 
standards of your fellow pilots. Scared 
that maybe, just maybe, you’ll fail your 
mission where someone else just like 
you would have succeeded. I suppose 
that’s what kept most of us going in 
the daily risk of flying helicopters in 
combat in Vietnam. If we didn’t do it, 
the next guy would, and we would have 
been found to be personally lacking 
what it took to complete the mission. 

In retrospect, I think that’s what 
happened to one of the pilots in our 
unit a few months after I left. Warrant 
Officer-1 Al Gaddis was a tall, curly 
haired kid as I remember him. Always 
smiling and never hurt anyone, I would 
guess. On what turned out to be his 
final mission, they were to pick up 
wounded on a mountain top, but got 
caught in heavy fire while making their 
approach. Whether they took hits at this 
time or not is speculation, but he tried 
another tactic.

He dropped to the deck a couple 
miles out and then screamed up the hill 
at 120 knots and tree top level, trying to 
sneak in past the enemy. But this time 
he definitely took hits in a .50-caliber 
crossfire, and as he peeled off from the 
mountain, fuel was streaming from the 
aircraft. The gunships that were escort-
ing him told Al to put it on the ground 
right away because of the serious leak. 

“I think I can make it back!” was his 
last message as the aircraft caught fire, 
rolled inverted and crashed in flames, 
killing all on board. 

My opinion is that he was as afraid 
that he couldn’t complete the mission, 
as much as he was afraid to die. At least, 
I believe that’s how I would have felt 
had it been me. We always at least tried 
to complete the mission and felt that we 
let someone down if we didn’t. 

On one particularly difficult night 
MedEvac in the mountains, all our win-
dows fogged up as we dropped from 

“Put some fire in that bun-
ker!” I yelled to Private 
What’s-His-Name. I guess 
that woke him up, as the 
next thing I heard was his 
rifle plugging away at the 
mound of dirt just outside 
his door and about 30 feet 
down.
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(DUSTOFF, continued from page 7.)
7,000 feet through a hole in the clouds 
to pick up a Soldier with a head wound. 
It took all of our skill and luck to avoid 
flying into the valley walls as we stuck 
our heads out the windows to find our 
way to the LZ without “balling up” 
the helicopter. With the patient finally 
on board, the Radio Operator with the 
ground unit “Rogered” our departure 
message with a “Thanks a HELL of a 
lot, Dustoff!”

Those brief and simple heartfelt 
words meant more to me that night than 
anything else ever said to me during my 
entire tour. We risked much in a totally 
dark valley that night, and there was 
no doubt that someone appreciated us. 

So, were we really Young and 
Stupid? Yes, most definitely young, 
but stupid? I don’t think so. We all 
volunteered to do something that only 
a year or two before we could not even 
have dreamed we would be doing—
something that only a very few could 
ever experience; something for which 
only a very few could even qualify. 

SSG Tanya M. Cortez, the 
Brigade Health Care NCO for 
36th Combat Aviation Brigade 
and the Texas Army National 
Guard State Aviation Office, 
received the Knight of the Hon-
orable Order of St. Michael 
from Brigade Commander and 
Texas State Aviation Officer COL 
Richard P. Adams at the brigade 
headquarters in Austin on June 
25 [year unknown]. Cortez was 
recognized for her sustained 
contributions to Army Aviation 
by anchoring the brigade’s avia-
tion medicine program in peace 
and war, and excelling in aviation 
medical positions from company 
through brigade, often perform-
ing duties normally accomplished 
by a flight surgeon or medical 
operations officer.

SSG Tanya M. Cortez 
Receives Honor

Those of us lucky enough to come 
home learned from the experience and 
were, without question, changed men, 
no longer wide-eyed boys.

I think that some of us changed 
for the better, but some of us didn’t. 
I tried to use the opportunity to prove 
to myself that I could accomplish the 
goals I set for myself and do them well. 
In fact, we all did well. As a group, we 
helicopter pilots did what we had to do 
and then some. We sacrificed our youth 
and innocence; we achieved above and 
beyond the call of duty on a daily basis. 
Not only were we not found to be lack-

ing as youthful aviators, as a whole we 
far exceeded the expectations. We are 
now Older and Wiser, and for that I am 
very thankful.

Epilogue: Most people who see 
photos of Dustoff Hueys in Vietnam 
observe only the outside of the aircraft. 
Only a few privileged people, other 
than the crew members themselves, 
know an obscure fact that there were 
actually three seats in the cockpit of 
a Dustoff helicopter, rather than two 
seats, as mounted in all other Hueys. 
The third seat was for our testicles. 
Although I was sworn to secrecy at the 
time, with the Freedom of Information 
Act, I believe that I can now break the 
silence. When we, as students, first 
began training in Hueys at Ft. Rucker, 
Alabama, our Instructor Pilots (IPs) 
were required to fill out a Department 
of the Army (DA) form if our testicles 
were too big to fit comfortably in the 
standard front seat of a Huey. This form 
number DA- 4733-DSC (Dustoff-Sized 
Cajones), was used to determine which 
pilots would obtain MedEvac train-
ing at Ft. Sam Houston, Texas, upon 
completion of training at “Mother” 

Rucker. The DA-4733-DSC should not 
be confused with the much more com-
mon DA-4734-GSTT (Gunship Sized 
Tiny Testicles), where other pilots 
made up for their lack of size with big 
guns and big wrist watches. The third 
seat was installed in our combat aircraft 
to accommodate the well above average 
size of our family jewels, which were 
required to complete most of the mis-
sions we flew in Vietnam.

Have you ever heard the expres-
sion, “He was flying the aircraft balls 
out?” That was us. Dustoff pilots with 
their unique seating arrangement is 
where that statement originated. On 
the ground, the troops would look up 
at Hueys flying over. When they saw 
one flying “balls out,” they knew it 
was a Dustoff’ on an urgent mission. 
There was a down side to the over-sized 
appendages, however. As mentioned 
earlier, there was little protection from 
weapon fire for the pilots, and with 
body parts exposed on a third seat, we 
were especially vulnerable. 

One pilot lost a testicle to a .50-cali-
ber round and was able to father only 
44 children (at last count) after return-
ing from overseas. (Personally, I have 
fathered 73 children with two good 
Dustoff-sized testicles.) We know that 
it was a .50-cal that got him and not an 
AK47 bullet because an AK round is 
not big enough to shoot off the balls of 
a Dustoff pilot. 

It was a small price to pay for the 
successful completion of our daily res-
cues. Further proof of these facts can 
be found at a recent Vietnam Helicopter 
Pilots Association (VHPA) reunion. As 
an elevator at the reunion hotel was 
transporting me and other attendees 
to the Saturday night banquet, another 
Dustoff pilot stepped on from his floor. 

As he entered the crowded car, he 
said, “Ballroom, please.” 

The others on board simply as-
sumed he was also headed for dinner, 
but I knew the true meaning of his 
statement. I just tapped him gently 
on the shoulder and whispered, “Hey, 
Buddy, I’m as far back in the elevator 
as I can get now.” I knew what he was 
really saying.

In closing, I would merely like to 
state that I am able to write this today 
in large part because of luck— whole 
lot of GOOD luck and a little bit of 
good humor. 

We all volunteered to 
do something that only 
a year or two before, 
we could not have even 
have dreamed we would 
be doing—something that 
only a very few could ever 
experience . . . for which 
only a very few could even 
qualify.
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American Medical Aviators Train 
to Rescue Canine Soldiers

by U.S. Army 1LT Rebecca Sanderson

Task Force Comanche

SHINDAND, Afghanistan—
American combat-ready service 
dogs face the same danger from 

insurgent attacks as their partnered Sol-
diers: bombs, missiles, grenades, and 
machine-gun fire. A dog’s injuries are 
treated just as seriously as a human’s, 
possibly with evacuation by a medical 
helicopter crew. To prepare for the 
worst involving service dogs, aviators 
with an American medical evacuation 
unit stationed in northwest Afghanistan 
recently simulated a rescue operation 
involving an injured Soldier and his 
canine companion.

F Co. 1-126th Aviation “Chaos 
Dustoff,” a MEDEVAC helicopter 
company attached to the 4th Combat 
Aviation Brigade, 4th Infantry Divi-
sion, conducted the exercise in April. 
SGT 1st Class Apollo, a combat stress 
therapy dog at Forward Operating Base 
Shindand, played the part of a wounded 
service dog. American military dogs in 
combat zones do everything from calm 
the anxious, to search-and-rescue, drug 
detection, and bomb detection.

“We look at our dogs as partners, 
not just as dogs,” said Ken Kelley, the 
training kennel master for American 
K-9 Detection Services. “If we go out 
on a mission and a dog gets hurt, it’s 
important to us that they won’t just be 
treated as a dog.  It makes the handlers 
feel better when they go to work to 
know that if something does happen 
to their dog, it will be taken care of.  
They are more confident in their mis-
sion and it’s one less thing they have 
to worry about.”  

With this in mind, F Co. arranged 
for special training to learn how to 
transport and treat military working 
dogs on their helicopters. On an April 
morning, Apollo’s handler decked out 
the black Labrador retriever in a set 
of booties, goggles, ear muffs, and a 
backpack just like other working dogs 
that travel by helicopter. Once set in 
position, the simulation began, with 
medics discovering their patients with 

shrapnel wounds and calling in a re-
quest for helicopter evacuation.

The helicopter soon arrived, landing 
nearby with the flight medics rush-
ing off to assess the condition of the 
wounded. The casualties were then 
loaded onto the MEDEVAC aircraft, a 
Black Hawk helicopter, and flown to a 
nearby hospital, with some treatment 
conducted in flight. The MEDEVAC 
team learned how to properly calm and 
handle the dog, including how to ensure 
his safety by appropriately muzzling 
and restraining him for transport. They 
gave both patients oxygen therapy and 
bandaged their wounds.

SGT Kyle Newman, an F Co. 
MEDEVAC flight medic, said, “Sur-
prisingly, the medical treatment issues 
are not the biggest challenges. Medics 
can do the same emergency treatments 
and give most of the same medications 

that they use for humans.”  The chal-
lenge, SSG James Sherman, also an 
F Co. flight medic, said, is that “K-9 
patients have different anatomy, and 
they aren’t able to communicate their 
injuries like a human patient.” 

On landing at the hospital the pa-
tients were met by two medical teams: 
a veterinary team for Apollo and a 
human care team for his handler. Vet-
erinary personnel are located at three 
posts in Regional Command West, at 
Farah, Heart, and Shindand. NATO vets 
staff Farah and Herat, and Shindand is 
staffed by Americans.  

The MEDEVAC crew expressed ap-
preciation for getting the chance to train 
with a dog, especially Apollo, whose 
calm demeanor enabled the unit to learn 
important skills that will help them treat 
any Soldier, canine or human. 

Aviators
Author unknown

Once the wings go on, they never come off, whether they can be seen or not. 

They fuse to the soul through adversity, fear, and adrenaline. No one who has 
ever worn them with pride, integrity, and guts can ever sleep through the “call 
of the wild” that wafts through bedroom windows in the deep of the night. 

When a good pilot leaves the job and retires, many are jealous, some are 
pleased, and yet others, who may have already retired, wonder. 

We wonder if he knows what he is leaving behind, because we already know. 
We know, for example, that after a lifetime of camaraderie, which few experi-
ence, it will remain as a longing for those past times. 

We know in the world of flying, there is a fellowship that lasts long after the 
flight suits are hung up in the back of the closet. We know, even if he throws 
them away, they will be on him with every step and breath that remains in 
his life. 

We also know how the very bearing of the man speaks of what he was and 
in his heart still is. Because we fly, we envy no man on earth. 
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Bill Hughes: An Original Flight Medic
by Doug Moore—see related story on page 11.

In the pre-historic era of 1964, the 
57th had an 18-year-old medic 
by the name of SP4 Bill Hughes. 

Bill was a tough kid from Jersey, who 
learned to love the Army for its order 
and discipline, but more importantly, 
because he was recognized for his 
talents. He was a natural artist and 
became the unit sign painter, patch 
designer, and gopher. He had a good 
gift of gab and could scrounge anything 
on the planet.

In addition, Bill had brass gonads 
and was a highly skilled medic. He 
simply did not acknowledge danger 
and quickly jumped from the helicopter 
in the middle of a firefight to get the 
wounded organized and loaded. He 
could stop blood flowing from a major 

wound or start an IV at 2 o’clock in 
the morning during a driving rainstorm 
using only the red light in the back of 
the helicopter.

One day, he was taking some pa-
perwork to MACV headquarters in 
downtown Saigon and was nearing the 
American Embassy when a massive 
car bomb blew the front off the build-
ing. Bill rushed to the site and began 
triaging patients who were lying all 
over the street and coming out of the 
building. He was later given a medal 
and recognized by the State Department 
for his efforts.

When Bill’s year in Vietnam ended, 
he asked to extend for a couple of 
months to finish up his enlistment. Then 
he asked to reenlist for another year, but 

our commander, Howard Huntsman, 
said, “No way! You’re going home.” 
Bill and I left about the same time in 
1965, but he went home to New Jersey 
and reenlisted, so he was back in the 
same unit in less than 45 days.

About four months later, he was 
flying with my replacement when 
they took several hits. An exploding 
RPG blew his M-16 from his hands, 
as they were taking off with a load of 
wounded. Shortly thereafter, a round 
came up through the floor of the heli-
copter and ruptured his femoral artery. 
After initial surgery in Saigon, he was 
loaded aboard an Air Force flight go-
ing to Japan, where he was supposed 
to undergo additional surgery.

While the plane was being loaded, 
the comedienne, Martha Raye, board-
ed, and as she walked past Bill’s litter, 
she stopped to talk. Bill reminded her 
that she had flown on his helicopter 
on two different occasions during her 
earlier trips to Vietnam. As they talked, 
Martha asked if she could do anything 
for him. Bill responded by saying, 
“Well, they are shipping me to Japan, 
but I would rather go on to the States 
because I know my wounds are such 
that I’ll never get back to Vietnam.” 
Somehow, Martha Raye made that 
happen. Bill landed at Yokota, but only 
long enough to be put onto another 
flight for the States.

Because of the severity of his 
wounds, he was medically discharged 
and used his G.I. Bill to earn a B.S. 
and a Master’s in art before becoming 
a high school and, later, a junior college 
teacher in Florida. Bill is in tough shape 
now. He is wheelchair-bound now, but 
still presses on.

One of my fondest memories of Bill 
is a humorous story he wrote and gave 
me permission to release for others to 
read. I’m sure many of you have stories 
about how young troops try to get over 
on their officers and NCOs, but this has 
to be one of the best. 

—DUSTOFFer—

The Chopper War—Helicopters 
Proved Their Worth under Fire 

in Southeast Asia
Excerpt from The American Legion Magazine, April 2013

Helicopters transformed combat in Vietnam. An Army helicopter flew its 
first combat mission late in the Korean War, taking emergency supplies 
to isolated elements of the 3rd Infantry Division on March 20, 1953. 
Three days later, an Army helicopter made its first medical evacuation. 
 
Helicopters made an even more remarkable difference in medical evacu-
ations in Vietnam. In Korea, almost all Army casualties were carried in 
litters strapped to the outside of helicopters. Bigger, better helicopters 
meant that Vietnam casualties were carried inside the helicopter and 
received in-flight medical care from a corpsman.
 
At the peak of combat in 1968, 116 Army air ambulances were performing 
medical evacuation flights. They often meant the difference between life 
and death, MG Spurgeon Neel Jr., Chief of the Aviation Branch within 
the Office of the Surgeon General, reported after the war.
 
“The most seriously wounded usually reached a hospital within one to 
two hours after they were injured,” Neel said. More than 97 percent of 
the wounded who made it to a medical facility survived.
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Shexnader’s Monkey
by Bill Hughes

When I arrived in Vietnam, I 
was as wet behind the ears 
as anyone could be. I didn’t 

know much about this man’s Army, but 
I noticed something was wrong when 
I reported to the 57th Medical Detach-
ment (Helicopter Ambulance), better 
known by its call sign, “Dustoff.”

I didn’t know much about insignia 
and all of that, but after going through 
basic and then medical training at Fort 
Sam Houston, I did know what the 
MSC officer’s insignia looked like, and 
after reporting, I noticed that all the of-
ficers wore the caduceus of the Medical 
Service Corps—that is, except for one. 
His name was 1LT Garfield Shexnader. 
The officers called him Chuck. Of 
course, I referred to him as “Sir.”

Chuck was the type of individual 
who seemed to enjoy life. He was 
always joking and had an air of con-
fidence that would be hard to match, 
let alone exceed. I will give him this 
much, he was one hell of a good pilot. 
On his collar were the crossed rifles of 
an Infantry Officer. I recall him telling 
all the other officers “this is how we 
do this and that in the Infantry.” His 
assignment at the 57th was as aircraft 
maintenance officer. I don’t know how 
he got misplaced, but all in all, I think 
he enjoyed his assignment.

Now, those of you who thought you 
knew me really didn’t. At our recent 
reunion, I got into my philosophy of 
the Army with Si Simmons, Doug 
Moore, and Bob Mock. They are aware 
of the fact that I looked at my duty in 
Vietnam with pride. I was sent to Nam 
to perform a duty. That duty was as a 
medic. In short, I was to patch up the 
sick and wounded and, on occasion, to 
actually save a life.

I took that part of my duty very seri-
ously. As for the rest of it, well, let’s just 
say it took 1SG Allen the better part of a 
year to figure out why I was never in the 
area when he wanted to assign someone 
one of his shit details. Whenever one 
of them came up, Hughes was always 
downtown on an errand for one or more 
of the officers. When 1SG Allen left 
country, he told SP4 Eaton, “You know, 

everyone thinks Hughes is dumb! Hell, 
he’s one of the smartest people I’ve 
met. I’ve never seen anyone who can 
get out of work the way he does.”

Okay, this brings us back to 1LT 
Shexnader and his monkey. It seems 
as though Chuck went into Saigon one 
night and really tied one on. The next 
morning, he arrived at the Operations 
Shack looking like warmed over death. 

I believe he made a statement to the 
effect that he would never drink again 
for the remainder of his life. Anyway, 
he seemed anxious to talk with SP5 
Clarence Wall. Those of you who re-
member Clarence Wall know he could 
find anything and was pretty handy 
with a hammer and saw.

Out of curiosity, I watched 1LT 
Shexnader draw a diagram of some-
thing for Clarence. Within two days, 
Clarence Wall had constructed a beauti-
ful cage. Those of you who didn’t serve 
in the old brown boot Army (that’s the 
57th in early to mid-’64) will not know 
this fact, but the area between the main-
tenance and supply shacks was vacant 
back then. There wasn’t anything there 
(no building as was the case later on). 
That is where Clarence constructed that 
beautiful cage. It was approximately 5 
feet wide and about 8 feet in length and 
about 6 feet tall. It was a work of art. I 
still don’t know where Clarence got the 
materials, but like I said, he could come 
up with just about anything you wanted.

Before the construction was done, 
everyone knew what the cage was 
for. It seems on that infamous night 
of drinking, 1LT Shexnader bought 
himself a monkey. I thought the little 
thing was real cute! But that was about 

to change. . . .
Just before Clarence finished the 

cage, 1LT Shexnader called me over 
to his desk. His exact words were, 
“Hughes, it’s going to be your respon-
sibility to take care of my monkey. 
That duty will include feeding him and 
cleaning his cage!”

I thought about it for a moment and 
then told him I didn’t recall anything 
in my job description saying anything 
about taking care of primates. At that 
point, he grabbed my sleeve and at the 
same time, he grabbed his collar, show-
ing me his 1LT bar. As a PVT E-2, I had 
nothing on my sleeve, so his point was 
well understood.

For the next few days, I performed 
my duties as “Monkey Keeper” as 
instructed, and each day I hated that 
monkey more than the day before. It 
kept me up nights trying to figure out 
how I could get out of that F’ing assign-
ment. Then, it came to me. . . .

From that day on, when the enlisted 
men arrived at the flight line for the 
First Sergeant’s morning formation, 
I would walk through the Operations 
Shack. Back then, there was an open 
space in the rear, just across from the 
Commander’s office. In that space was 
a table with a coffee pot, and right by 
the back door there was a water cooler.

It was simple! Just before opening 
the back door, I would get a cup of 
water, and when I passed the monkey’s 
cage, I’d let him have it right in the 
face. At most, it took the monkey only 
a day or two to realize that when he saw 
me coming, he was going to get a bath.

After a few days of this, the monkey 
wouldn’t let me get anywhere within 
eyesight of him. Then I went to 1LT 
Shexnader and told him I really loved 
his monkey, but he wouldn’t let me 
get anywhere near him. I still recall 
Lieutenant Shexnader’s exact words, 
“Hughes, you’re not getting out it that 
easily!”

I suggested we go out back, so he 
could see for himself that I was tell-
ing the truth. When we went out of 

(Monkey, continued on page 12.)

It seems on that infamous 
night of drinking, 1LT 
Shexnader bought him-
self a monkey. I thought 
the little thing was real 
cute! But that was about 
to change. . . .
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(Monkey, continued from page 11.)
the building, I let 1LT Shexnader go 
first. That way, I would be coming 
through the door all by myself. When 
I opened the door and the monkey saw 
me coming, he went “ape” (excuse the 
pun). 1LT Shexnader simply couldn’t 
figure it out. He said something to the 
effect that the monkey was normally so 
friendly, calm, etc. I suggested to him 
that it might be my shaving lotion or 
something. . . .

I don’t remember who Lieutenant 
Shexnader strapped with the “Monkey 
Keeper” duties from then on. I think 
it might have been Clarence Wall, but 
I’m not sure.

About three or four days after I was 
relieved of my monkey duties, CPT 
Bloomquist told me to grab my gear. 
He said there was a maintenance flight 
going up, and you may recall that MAJ 
Kelley demanded that all flights go up 
with a full crew in the event a mission 
came in, even maintenance test flights.

I went out to the flight line to help 
prepare the helicopter, and in a short 
while, 1LT Shexnader and the other 
pilot pulled up in a jeep. I was surprised 
to see we had an additional passenger. 

On Shexnader’s shoulder was the mon-
key, wearing a collar and short leash. 
1LT Shexnader cranked the ship and 
we took off.

He took the ship through the normal 
paces for a maintenance test flight, and 
everything checked out all right. After-
wards, he took the ship from about 500 
feet to nearly 6,000 feet and leveled off. 
We flew that course for a few minutes 
and everything seemed fine. Then, all 
of a sudden, we hit an air pocket! We 
dropped down to about 1000 feet in a 
matter of a few microseconds. (In 20 
months of flying, I never got used to 
air pockets. Every time it happened, I 
thought my stomach was going to come 
out of my mouth.)

When I finally regained my compo-
sure, I turned around to look up front 
at the pilots. Actually, I turned around 
because I heard a lot of commotion 
going on up there and it sounded like 
cussing to me. When I saw what had 
happened, I damned near died! The 
monkey was hanging from the over-
head of the ship, and not only was he 
screaming, he was emptying his bowels 
and throwing up at the same time and 
all over 1LT Shexnader. I swear they 

must have heard me laughing all the 
way back to Tan Son Nhut Airbase.

Needless to say, the flight was cut 
short. When we landed back at the 
pad, 1LT Shexnader bolted out of the 
ship and immediately got in my face. 
He said, “Hughes, you think that was 
funny?” I couldn’t resist. My reply 
was, “Well, no sir, but I do think it was 
poetic justice!”

1LT Shexnader didn’t see the humor 
of it all, so as he went storming back to 
the jeep, he shouted out, “Hughes, clean 
the f’ing ship!” To be truthful, I didn’t 
mind cleaning it at all. As a matter of 
fact, I laughed the entire time I was 
removing monkey feces, vomit, etc., 
from all over the inside of the cockpit.

Next day, when the enlisted men 
reported to the flight line for formation, 
I walked through the back door of the 
Operations Shack and noticed the mon-
key was gone. I never had the nerve to 
ask 1LT Shexnader what happened to 
him. I’d like to think he set him free.

I loved that monkey! 

—DUSTOFFer—

Fallen Vietnam War Veterans Gone 
But Not Forgotten with Memorial

By Greg Groogan, Special Projects 

(Fallen, continued on page 13.)

HOUSTON (FOX 26)—In their 
movements, there is a respect-
ful, almost hallowed tone. The 

work they do demands it. Grayed by 
time, they too were Soldiers once—
Marines.

Forty odd years after the war time 
served, their mission continues in a 
house near Bastrop.

From the hands of James Hart and 
Don Dorsey come near exact replica-
tions of dog tags worn by Texans who 
did not return from Vietnam.

The Lost
“I’m visiting each guy, you know, 

I’m saying hello. Hey I’m sorry you 
are gone, but you are remembered,” 
said Dorsey.

“This is personal. With each letter 
we are memorializing them,” he added, 
deliberately imprinting name, rank, and 
hometown on the small metal plates.

3,714 Sons and Daughters 
of the Lone Star State

“That’s our job as veterans—to 
remember them well,” said Dorsey.

Side by side they now hang, a bril-
liant and very intimate representation 
of sacrifice.

Together they form the Vietnam 
Heroes Memorial Exhibit, set for 
dedication at Austin’s Lyndon Baines 
Johnson Presidential Library.

Wayne Aurich from Hockley will 
be there.

“There were many of us who came 
home from Vietnam and went in the 
closet for 20 years. I know I did, but I’m 
out of there now,” said Aurich.

A U.S. Army “Dustoff” crew mem-
ber aboard medical evacuation heli-
copters, Aurich is beyond certain that 
among the tags are names of those 
whose bodies he helped lift from the 

battlefield.
On Sunday, he will solemnly read 

30 names of fallen fellow Texans who 
offered what Lincoln called “the last 
true measure.”

“Their lives are a part of me. They 
are in my memory. They won’t go 
away,” said Aurich.

On Monday, March 25, at the Texas 
Capitol, ground will be broken for a 
permanent Vietnam Veterans Memo-
rial—more than 50 years after the first 
life was lost. 

The Texas Capitol Vietnam Vet-
erans Monument will celebrate its 
Groundbreaking on March 24 and 25 
in Austin, with a special tribute to the 
Texans who died in the Vietnam War. 

“We invite all Texans, especially 
Vietnam veterans and their families, 
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The Silent, Black Wall
by Ben Knisely, Colonel, U.S. Army (Retired), Medevac Helicopter Pilot, May 1995.

To my fellow Soldiers, Mike Meyer and Tim Lickness, whose individual efforts of heroism—kept my name off that wall.

(Wall, continued on page 14.)

to participate in these public events to 
honor our fallen heroes,” said Robert 
Floyd, who chairs the Texas Capitol 
Vietnam Veterans Monument Com-
mittee.

Sunday, March 24, a Reading of 
the Names of the 3,417 Texans who 
died in Vietnam, conducted by more 
than 110 volunteers, will be held at 
the Lady Bird Johnson Auditorium of 
the Lyndon B. Johnson Presidential 
Library. On the same day, the Texas 
Vietnam Heroes Exhibit of 3,417 hand-
stamped dog tags honoring each Texan 
will open in the Great Hall of the LBJ 
Library. Parking and admission at the 
Library are free. An evening reception 
for veterans and families will be held 
at Austin’s historic Scholz Garten. Sev-
eral family members of Texans killed 
in the Vietnam War will be participat-
ing in both the Reading of the Names 
and the reception. Hundreds of Texas 

(Fallen, continued from page 12.) Vietnam veterans from across the state 
are expected to attend.

Monday, March 25, the Monument 
Groundbreaking Ceremony will take 
place on the Texas Capitol Grounds. 
Texan Joe Galloway, the combat cor-
respondent whose best-selling book 
We Were Soldiers Once, and Young, 
recounts the battle for which he was 
the only civilian awarded the Bronze 
Star with a “V” for Valor, will deliver 
the keynote address. Ms. Karoni For-
rester, the Texas State Coordinator of 
the National League of Families, will 
also speak. Forrester’s father, U.S. 
Marine Corps pilot Captain Ronald 
Wayne Forrester, was shot down in 
Vietnam and remains among those 
listed as Missing In Action. Texas 
Land Commissioner Jerry Patterson 
will serve as the Master of Ceremo-
nies. Full information is available by 
visiting http://buildthemonument.org/
groundbreaking-events. 

Visitors to the Vietnam War Me-
morial (the most visited memo-
rial in the Nation) come from 

all corners of the world, at all hours of 
the day, in all manners of dress, and 
in all sorts of weather. It is there—on 
a tranquil knoll just a mile from the 
busy chambers of Congress, where 
the former Platoon and Company 
Commanders, the Infantry grunts, the 
helicopter crewmen, the conscientious 
objectors, the widows, the carriers of 
placards, and the once carriers of M-
16s—ironically mix in a silent setting 
of reunion, reconciliation, and perhaps, 
redemption.

Of all the aura attributed to the 
Vietnam Veterans Memorial, perhaps 
it is the overwhelming silence when 
you stand in front of it that is the most 
mysterious—yet ironically, it speaks 
to us the loudest. For there, amid the 
names of 58,235 fallen warriors—
treads daily—the endless and perpetual 
silent majority of mournful Americans. 
By all accounts, more than three million 
of them visit every year. 

It is so silent there that you can bare-
ly hear the traffic and the hustle-bustle 
of our nation’s capitol city, or even the 
conversations being conducted a few 
steps on either side of you. The Vietnam 
War was a war of noises—the constant 
“whap whap” of helicopter rotors, the 
rat-tat-tat of machine gun fire, and the 
thundering bombs. There were the 
sounds of angry chants of protesters, 
the sounds of draft cards—and families, 
friendships, and even entire communi-
ties—being completely ripped apart. 
But the memorial to the war’s dead 
displays nothing of that discord. There 
are the giant slabs of granite, and the 
names, and the flowers, and of course, 
the endless memories—but there is 
no noise, no noise at all, at least not 
there on that hallowed, grassy knoll. 
More than three decades after the war 
ended—there is always present at that 
site a mournful and mysterious silence. 
It may well be the quietest place in all 
of Washington, D.C.

If you have never seen the wall, it 
is certainly worth the pilgrimage. It is 

perhaps the most defining symbol of 
a very troubled decade in our nation’s 
history, yet it is also the vivid and som-
ber signature of an entire generation of 
prosperous and patriotic Americans. 
When you first approach the wall, your 
face will loose all expression, and you, 
yourself, will stare in silence at the 
awesome, yet simple and mammoth 
stretch of polished black stone that 
traverses for over an eighth of a mile 
with the endless gray etching of names, 
one right after another. 

I have visited the memorial more 
times than I care to admit. Each time 
alone, and each time I am moved by the 
incredible silence that permeates the 
entire place. I stood one day and ran my 
fingers over the engraved name of the 
crew chief who was killed the day my 
MEDEVAC helicopter was shot down. 
His name was James E. Richardson, 
a good Soldier and fine 19-year-old 
Southern boy. 

It was an awesome moment and 
scary, as though I could communicate 
with him in some kind of “Spiritual 
Braille.” I did that only once, for in all 
the subsequent visits, somehow I knew 
that I couldn’t trust my composure if I 
attempted to do that again. The U.S. 
Park Service reports that over a mil-
lion and a half objects and letters have 
been anonymously left at the Wall. 
I’m somehow quite convinced that the 
majority of those items were quietly 
deposited in tearful and thoughtful 
silence.

Our country has fought many wars 
and won most of them, with the end 
usually manifested in ceremonious 
surrenders and public parades. The 
Vietnam War was unlike those other 
wars; it was different in every way, 
which is why its memorial—a slash in 
the ground, much like the slash the war 
made in the hearts of Americans—is 
itself different in every way. 

The Vietnam War never really 
ended, not the way our other wars did, 
and sadly, its schisms and divisions 
have continued on, year after year, 
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(Wall, continued from page 13.)
decade after decade. The generations 
yet to come will all struggle to try to 
understand what it was all about. Why 
was this “baby boomer” generation of 
the ’60s so culturally split over those 
who served and those who did every-
thing possible not to serve. 

Unfortunately, it was those who ran 
and those who found ways to avoid the 
military who have titled themselves the 
“spokesmen” and the voice of the ’60s 
generation. For those patriots whose 
names are on the Wall, Woodstock was 
a side show, and the college protestors 
were spoiled little brats who would 
never understand the dedication and 
sacrifices of their “Soldier brothers.” 

Future generations will rightfully 
ask, “What was it like for those Sol-
diers? What inspired such dedication 
and such sacrifice? Why were the citi-
zens back home so reluctant to support 
the battle and the Soldiers sent so far 
away to execute it?”   

Ironically, those of us who were 
there have sought hard to forget, and 
consequently have written very little 
in an effort to facilitate those future 

understandings. The answers to such 
questions may best be found in the eerie 
silence that surrounds the wall and in 
the quiet souls who whisper to us one at 
a time as we walk upon those hallowed 
grounds. The renowned Country Hall 
of Fame singer, George Jones, recorded 
a very moving song (written by James 
O’Hara) called, 50,000 Names Carved 
in the Wall. It is very well done, and I 
wish every American would listen to it. 

It struck me during one of my 
visits to the site a few years ago, as 
I watched the people all around the 
memorial grounds, that perhaps the 
war really ended there—in the city 
where it was planned, prosecuted, and 
even protested—right there, at its own 
memorial site! For perhaps more than 
any political speech or public proc-
lamation, a simple, silent black wall 
has brought comfort and closure to so 
many hearts—and has had the effect of 
melding together an entire nation that 
was torn apart by its most wrenching 
and hard to explain military conflict. 

I almost became a name on that 
wall—a story of which I seldom talk 
and try not to even think about today in 

my autumn age. I wish it were not true, 
but I, like so many others of my watch, 
have several friends whose names are 
inscribed on that cold black granite 
stone. Ironically, when I think of them, 
I see their faces only as they were then. 
For in my memory they will never age; 
they have kept the one thing that those 
of us who returned home could not 
hold on too. They enjoy the privilege 
(if only in our minds) of remaining 
forever young.

Clearly, the great black wall is—
without a doubt—the most hallowed 
and silent place that I have ever visited, 
and to all my fellow comrades who 
cannot remove the memory of the 
Vietnam War from their minds, I pray 
that someday they will quietly be able 
to forget it.  

Conversely, to all my fellow coun-
tryman who have unfortunately forgot-
ten about the Vietnam War, I hope that 
at least every now and then—they will 
pause in their busy life, if only for a 
moment—just to remember it. 

—DUSTOFFer—

Tom Agnew
Kenneth Bach
William Brackman
Marc Cloutier
Scott Cochran
Michael Cohen
Jamie Crownover
Kerry Cunningham
Michael Dowd
Travis Duffy
Rebecca Dupuis
Joshua Egan
Sean Fawell
Kevin Ferrell
Eric Fibikar
Quinn Gagnon
Robert Gerhardt
Greg Green
Thomas Hall
Ryan Hampton

Leslie Hernandez
Stephen Holder
Todd Hunt
Joseph Jablecki
Amanda Jenkins
Janet Johnson
Ron Johnson, Jr.
Frank Karluk
James Kearney
Albert Kelley
Stephen Ladd
Brian Lapworth
Robert Lobeck
Bruce Mann
Paul Maykuth
Douglas Miller
Andrew Mistretta
Billy Mitchel
David Molina
Larry Ohlsson

New Entries on the  
Flight Manifest

Kim Peters
William Poquette
Douglas Raymond, Jr.
Matthew Reed
Michael Reed
Thomas Rigney
Nolan Roggenkamp
Chris Rojo
Charlene Ryan
Shawn Salter
Steven Schenck
Todd Schiess
Craig Schramm
Warren Tinseth
Martin Trenary
Ronald Warren
R. Stephen Watson
Albert White
Matthew Young
Frederick Zybell
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DUSTOFFers, don’t let our legacy 
go untold. The Hall of Fame honors 
those who exhibited our ethics and 
standards in their actions and their 
contributions to DUSTOFF. Do your 
homework. Find out about that man 
or woman who made a difference in 
your career by his or her inspiration. 
Research your hero and nominate them. 
Deadline is May 1. Details are on the  
dustoff.org homepage. Click on the Hall 
of Fame tab at the left of the opening 
page for information. It’s OUR Hall of 
Fame; let’s make it complete. 

Nominate Your Hero  
for the  

DUSTOFF Hall of Fame

The DUSTOFFer would like to publish 
your article. If you have a recollection of a  
particular DUSTOFF or MAST mission, please 
share it with our members. If your unit has 
been involved in an outstanding rescue mission 
or worthwhile program, please submit your  
essay about it to The DUSTOFFer. Don’t 
worry about not being the best writer. We 
will edit your material professionally. Send 
photographs with your article or attach them 
to your e-mail.

Send typed, double-spaced, hard copy to the  
address below, or e-mail your article to ed@
dustoff.org or jtrus5@aol.com.

Please send your submissions to:

The DUSTOFFer
P. O. Box 8091

San Antonio, TX  78208

We want your stories! 
Share them in The DUSTOFFer

May 1, 2012
through

April 30, 2013

INCOME
Interest Income $  33.10
Membership Dues  5,550.00
Memorial Fund  4,718.01
Reunion 2012/13 Income  45,703.17
Sales Income  18,714.33
Scholarship Fund Income $ 1,500.00
TOTAL INCOME  $ 76,218.61

EXPENSES
Memorial Expenses  $ 2,495.90
Newsletter Publishing  3,115.16
Charity (Museum/OSC)  2,000.00
Operating Expenses  4,694.90
Reunion Expenses 2012/13  45,244.67
Sales Expenses (sales tax included)  10,803.54
Scholarship Fund Expenses $ 1,500.00

TOTAL EXPENSES  $69,854.44

OVERALL TOTAL  $ 6,364.44

Balances at the bank are as follows, as of the 
end of the FY:
Bank of America Bus. Cking. $37, 781.38
Bank of America COD 10,338.81
Bank of America BizMax Savings 10,178.86
Retail Value of Store Items in stock 22,260.00
Value of Annuity with Quad-A 
   (our share) 32,000.00

The Memorial Fund began the year with $5,473.21. 
Donations totaling $4,718.01 were made, including 
raffle money from two reunions. HOF plaques cost 
was $2,495.90. Our balance at the End of FY 2012-
13 is $7,695.32

Significant purchases made during this FY in the 
store were made to replenish depleted supplies of 
shirts, coins, belt buckles, and hats. A new line of 
shirts, DVDs of the DUSTOFF Documentary, and  
a new mug were added, along with shopping bags, 
Given that the 2012 reunion income and expenses 
were not fully realized during the previous fiscal 
year, the huge sales from the DUSTOFF Documen-
tary give this year’s income a significant boost. 

The Association remains on solid financial footing, 
with good cash flow and a strong outlook for the 
future.
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Historic Helicopter Dedicated
at Ft. Campbell

by Stacy Rzepka,  BACH Public Affairs

FORT CAMPBELL, KY. — The 
Fort Campbell Warrior Transi-
tion Battalion is now the proud 

home of a Korean War-era OH-23 
Raven medical evacuation helicopter.

The Warrior Transition Battalion 
(WTB) leadership, along with the 
Blanchfield Army Community Hos-
pital commander and 101st Airborne 
Division leaders, dedicated the air-
craft display at a ceremony in its new 
home at the WTB Complex today.

During the ceremony, 101st 
Airborne Division (Air Assault) and 
Fort Campbell Senior Mission Com-
mander BG Stammer recognized all 
the men and women within the WTB, 
honoring them for their dedication 
to healing, overcoming personal ob-
stacles, and transitioning either back 
to their units or into the civilian world 
as honored veterans.

In front of the gathered crowd 
of WTB Soldiers and staff, veterans 
who served in the Korean War, and 
other guests, Stammer spoke of the 
the symbolic nature of the Raven’s 
mission of helping Soldiers transi-
tion, just as the WTB helps Soldiers 
transition today.

“The Raven heralded in a new 
age of Army Medicine. This aircraft 
was the first of its kind to evacuate 
wounded Soldiers and civilians by 
air, quickly and efficiently, from the 
battlefield,” said Stammer.

CPT Rodney Potter, WTB lo-
gistics officer who spearheaded the 
restoration, explained that prior to 
the Army introducing the Raven for 
medical evacuations, it might take 
hours or days to transport a Soldier 
over land from the battlefield to get 
the medical care they needed. By air, 

Soldiers could be out of harm’s way 
in just minutes.

“I think this display is a perfect 
example of how the Army is always 
working to improve the ways we 
take care of our Soldiers,” said Pot-
ter. “That’s what the WTB is about, 
making it right for our Soldiers.”

The Don F. Pratt Museum at Fort 
Campbell previously displayed the 
Raven around 1975. However, the 
aircraft was in disrepair when the 
restoration began six months ago.

The helicopter was restored at 
minimal cost to the Army, thanks 
to the hard work by structural air-
craft mechanics from Company B, 
563rd Aviation Support Battalion, 
159thCombat Aviation Brigade, 
101st Airborne Division on behalf of 
the Fort Campbell WTB. 

Left: A restored OH-23 Raven helicopter used as a utility, 
observation, and medical evacuation aircraft during the 

Korean War, was dedicated at Fort Campbell 
on June 19, 2013. 

(Photo: Public Affairs Office, Blanchfield Army 
Community Hospital.)

Right: DUSTOFFer and Solo Pilot COL (R) 
Bill Colbert (second from left) cuts the ribbon at 

dedication of a Raven helicopter at Fort Campbell 
on June 19, 2013.

(Photo: Public Affairs Office, Blanchfield Army 
Community Hospital.)
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DUSTOFF Association Awards
Rescue and Crew Chief of the Year

by SSG Jeffrey Nevison, published on-line at DVIDS-News (Defense Video and Imagery Distribution System)

The Dustoff Association honored troopers of DUSTOFF 72, C Company, 3rd Battalion, 82nd Aviation Regiment, 82nd 
Combat Aviation Brigade, on June 13, 2013. Due to funding constraints, the awards were made at Fort Bragg. Rescue of 
the Year was awarded to CW3 Monica Narhi, CPT Jerrell Whaley, CPT Bryan Kozak, SFC Dean Bostik, and SSG Jesse 
Allen. Crew Chief of the Year was SGT Kelton Glorfield.

In attendance was MAJ (R) Graham Bundy, former commander of C-3-82 and the recommending officer. Also presenting 
awards that day were Scott Schisser from Sikorsky Aircraft, which sponsors the Rescue of the Year Award, and Christine 
Hawk from Breeze Eastern, which sponsors the Crew Chief of the Year Award. These troopers showed exceptional valor 
during their tour to Afghanistan in 2012. “I was so proud of the time I spent with these troopers, and I am very proud of 
them,” MAJ Bundy said.

SGT Kelton Glorfield accepts the DUSTOFF Association’s Crew 
Chief of the Year Award from Christine Hawk of Breeze Eastern 

during ceremonies at Ft. Bragg, North Carolina, on June 13, 2013.
Above: CW3 Monica Narhi (PIC) accepts 

the DUSTOFF Association’s Rescue of 
the Year Award from Scott Shisser of 

Sikorsky Aircraft during ceremonies at Ft. 
Bragg, North Carolina, on June 13, 2013.

Left: the crew of the DUSTOFF 
Association’s Rescue of the Year and 
Crew Chief of the Year (third from 

right). 
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(Wiregrass, continued on page 19.)

From the Wiregrass
by COL Vincent C. Carnazza Jr., Director, Medical Evacuation Proponency Directorate (MEPD)

Hello, from Lower Alabama! I 
hope everyone has thawed out 
from the winter season. 

Last summer COL Bob Mitchell 
and I conducted the official handoff 
at MEPD. During Bob’s tour of duty, 
much was accomplished. COL Mitchell 
and the MEPD staff consistently dem-
onstrated decisive action to maintain 
a relevant and effective aeromedical 
evacuation force, during the most 
demanding tenure of OIF and OEF. 
MEPD’s numerous accomplishments 
made MEDEVAC the cornerstone mis-
sion from which Army Aviation and 
the AMEDD built its trust with Com-
manders, Soldiers, and the American 
people. MEPD played a key role in 
procurement of the new IMMSS, ESSS 
Hoist and FLIR systems. 

COL Mitchell led an aggressive 
attack on future systems, such as 
Future Vertical Lift (FVL), ITEP, and 
Degraded Visual Environment (DVE). 
Most noteworthy, MEPD accomplished 
a Force Design Update for the MEDE-
VAC units and was instrumental in the 
design of Flight Paramedic Program. 
Thanks again, COL Mitchell, for your 
competence and leadership! 

In the recent past there has been 
heightened attention to the Army’s 
aeromedical evacuation mission, begin-
ning with the implementation of Avia-
tion Transformation in 2006, which 
affected the command and control of 
the aeromedical evacuation companies. 
Soon thereafter, in 2009, the SecDef 
directed the urgent/urgent surg 1-hour 
mandate. 

In FY 2011, the DoD Directive 
5100.01 established the functions for 
DoD and its major service components. 
The Army was directed for the first time 
to “provide intra-theater aeromedical 
evacuation.” And most recently, the 
National Defense Authorization Act 
ordered the Critical Care Flight Para-
medic requirement with an aggressive 
completion date. 

Finally, in April 2013, the House 
Armed Services Committee requested 
an update on the progress of the Army’s 

Flight Paramedic program. Overall, 
this is an interesting sequence of 
events. These documents represent a 
continuum of strategic interest in the 
success of the Army’s role in aeromedi-
cal evacuation. 

With this prelude of continued 
interest, MEPD developed three FY13 
strategic goals: 
•Working to enhance the strategic 
oversight and management of army 
aeromedical evacuation 
•The continued Joint Capabilities Inte-
gration & Development System 

(JCIDS) efforts with FVL, and the 
•Platform and medical mission equip-
ment package fielding-implementation-
modernization. 

The following is a cursory review 
of MEPD’s ongoing efforts to accom-
plish our strategic goals for FY13. 
First, MEPD serves as the catalyst to 
focus all communications across the 
field, throughout Army Aviation and 
the AMEDD to provide greater vis-
ibility and operational oversight for this 
critical mission. We must be resource 
informed, integration focused, and 
outcome based. Many topics, such as 
the Flight Paramedic, Enroute Critical 
Care Nurse, future installation sup-
port, and aircraft acquisition life cycle 
plan, are just a few programs of critical 
importance. 

To create an Enterprise Architecture 
for having a seat at the table and speak-
ing the same language, we have de-
veloped two new “tools.” The MEDE-
VAC Enterprise T-Con/DCO meeting, 
and the MEDEVAC Portal capture 
the missing critical link of effective 

Overall, this is an interest-
ing sequence of events. 
These documents repre-
sent a continuum of stra-
tegic interest in the suc-
cess of the Army’s role in 
aeromedical evacuation.

communications and quick systemic 
response across the large number of us-
ers and stakeholders. These tools now 
serve as the foundation for generating 
situational awareness, synchronizing 
efforts, and quickly leveraging user 
feedback to enhance the transition from 
“complex to understandable” in our 
systems integration. Both have been an 
instant game-changer in exposing, dis-
seminating, monitoring requirements, 
and critical information, while gener-
ating solutions across the DOTMLPF 
Spectrum. 

However, still pending, and most 
important in achieving enhanced strate-
gic oversight and management, we are 
looking to build a senior officer review 
process to ensure AC&S, MRMC, PEO 
AVN, and OTSG are integrated and 
synchronized in all aspects of the Ca-
pabilities-Based Planning Framework: 
JCIDS, Acquisition System and the 
Planning, Programming, Budgeting, 
and Execution (PPBE) system. 

Second, in regard to our efforts 
with FVL, the MEPD FVL study team 
ensures the application of scientific 
rigor in our analysis, as we participate 
in the development of the future FVL 
platform capabilities. Specifically, 
focusing on full integration of all as-
sociated medical systems with the 
Army’s new effort to perform advanced 
en-route critical care. On 10 April 2013, 
the VJCS signed the Initial Capabili-
ties Document (ICD) for the FVL, the 
first JCIDS milestone in the capabili-
ties based planning model. Therefore, 
MEPD’s fulltime commitment to 
professional decision support for inte-
grating advanced en-route critical care 
with the evolving FVL capabilities of 
increased speed, range, and lift demon-
strates the critical importance of proper 
systems integration at the “front-end” 
of the platform procurement process. 
It is important to note, history proves 
the cost of “getting it right” is in the 
capabilities development process, as 
this pays huge dividends in functional-
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ity and total life cycle costs. 
Lastly, AMEDD’s platform/medical 

mission equipment package modern-
ization is maturing well. In the past 
three years the AMEDD has come 
a long way. We have gone from a 
single-maintenance SME on the PEO 
PM utility staff, to an Assistant Prod-
uct Manager (APM), to now, a fully 
integrated Product Directorate (PD)—
MEDEVAC with four functional staff 
areas: engineer, logistician, acquisition, 
and contracting/budgeting specialist. 
In concert with PD-MEDEVAC, we 
have the Project Management Office, 
MEDEVAC MEP (PJM MEDEVAC-
MEP) at MRMC. 

These two offices align with many 
others in the MEDEVAC Enterprise are 
working on HH60M MEP modulariza-
tion issue, publications update, weight 
reduction, the UH60A&L IMMSS/
ESSS hoist/FLIR fielding, L-digiti-
zation, HH60M, suction, oxygen, and 
smart window, to name a few. Another 
big effort is our daily working with 

leads from other organizations involved 
in new technologies/JCIDS process on; 
ITEP, DVE, and Telemedicine. 

This was just a quick snapshot 
of the highlights of our FY13 goals 
and efforts. The Take Away: reflect 
on where MEDEVAC has been over 
the last eight years and how we shape 
the future. Simultaneously, we have 
experienced transforming the army, 
reengineering several strategic army 
processes, and going to war in two the-
atres of operations. This demonstrates 
the demanding times for both the gen-
erating force and the operating force. 
Much has changed from 2004; we have 
an important shared responsibility be-
tween Army Aviation and the AMEDD 
for the aeromedical evacuation mis-
sion, an approved 12-15-ship Force 
Development Update transition, with 
25 soon-to-be Paramedics. The 2009 
SecDef 1-hour mandate serves as the 
foundation for our Soldiers’ trust. The 
2011 SecDef directive to provide intra-
theater aeromedical evacuation and the 
CSA’s request for a MEDEVAC study 
proves the importance of our mission 

in maintaining the Army’s integrity to 
the American people. In the current 
environment of fiscal uncertainty, we 
must stay committed to the basics to 
get it right. I can say with certitude, the 
professionals who make up the MEDE-
VAC Enterprise have non-negotiable 
standards and demonstrate resolve in 
all their efforts. 

Remember, as the representative 
for the user of MEDEVAC, the MEPD 
staff serves as your integrator, no mat-
ter the problem. As a stakeholder of 
MEDEVAC, the MEPD staff serves to 
facilitate your success in the corporate 
solution. 

I want to close by saying I am 
extremely pleased to have joined a 
great team of SMEs at MEPD. Most 
importantly, a Big Thanks for the 
professionalism our MEDEVAC units 
demonstrate daily—it encourages me. 
I want to thank each Soldier publically 
for their Dedicated Unhesitating Sup-
port To Our Fighting Forces.

—DUSTOFFer—

(Wiregrass, continued from page 18.)

Missing the Military
Author Unknown

Occasionally, I venture back to 
one or another military post, 
where I’m greeted by an im-

posing security guard who looks care-
fully at my identification card, hands it 
back and says, “Have a good day, Sir!”

Every time I go back to any military 
base, it feels good to be called by my 
previous rank, but odd to be in civilian 
clothes, walking among servicemen 
and servicewomen going about their 
duties as I once did, many years ago.

The military is a comfort zone for any-
one who has ever worn the uniform. It’s 
a place where you know the rules and 
know they are enforced—a place where 
everybody is busy, but not too busy to 
take care of business. Because there 
exists behind the gates of every military 
facility an institutional understanding 
of respect, order, uniformity, account-
ability, and dedication that becomes 
part of your marrow and never, ever 
leaves you.

Personally, I miss the fact that you 
always knew where you stood in the 
military, and who you were dealing 
with. That’s because you could read 
somebody’s uniform from 20 feet away 
and know the score.

Service personnel wear their careers on 
their uniforms, so to speak. When you 
approach each other, you can read their 
name tag, examine their rank and, if 
they are in dress uniform, read their rib-
bons and know where they’ve served.

I miss all those little things you take 
for granted when you’re in the ranks, 
like breaking starch on a set of fatigues 
fresh from the laundry and standing 
in a perfectly straight line military 
formation that looks like a mirror as it 
stretches to the endless horizon.

I miss the sight of troops marching in 
the early morning mist, the sound of 
boot heels thumping in unison on the 
tarmac, the bark of drill instructors and 

the sing-song answers from the squads 
as they pass by in review.

To romanticize military service is to be 
far removed from its reality, because 
it’s very serious business—especially 
in times of war—but I miss the salutes 
I’d throw at senior officers and the crisp 
returns as we crisscrossed with a “by-
your-leave” sir.

I miss the smell of jet fuel hanging 
heavily on the night air and the sound 
of engines roaring down runways and 
disappearing into the clouds. I miss 
the sound of “CLEAR,” the whine of 
the turbine and the whop-whop of the 
rotor blades.

I even miss the hurry-up-and-wait 
mentality that enlisted men gripe about 
constantly, a masterful invention that 
bonded people more than they’ll ever 
know or admit.

(Missing, continued on page 21.)
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Top of the Schoolhouse
by 1SG Keith Schultz

Future of the 
Flight Medic Update

USASAM continues to work, 
pushing forward with 
the current Flight Medic 

Course and with the Critical Care Para-
medic Course at Fort Sam Houston. 
There is a continued effort to produce 
flight paramedics at home station to 
meet the needs of the force. USASAM 
is planning an MTT (Mobile Training 
Team) for the Flight Medic Course to 
help produce more flight medics to 
increase the number of qualified flight 
medics to the MEDEVAC companies. 
We are also working on development of 
a Medical Aviation Badge for medical 
crewmembers on MEDEVAC aircraft. 
This will allow flight medics to earn 
the Senior and Master Medical Aviation 
Badge. Under current regulation, flight 
medics are authorized only the Basic 
Aviation Badge. 

Hail and Farewell

New arrivals to USASAM are MAJ 
Jeffery Morgan, CPT Jonathan Spikes, 
SFC Timothy White, SFC Deane 
Bostick, SSG Aaron Burrows, SFC 
Mitchell Bethke, Mr. Peter Presley, and 
Ms. Ann Austin. 

Those departed since our last update 
are CPT Bradley Kistler, MSG Jamie 
Coleman (ret.), SFC Jason Jones, SFC 
Jeremy Collins (ret.), and SFC Darren 
Bartoe (ret.). 

Current Trends

Students continue to show up to 
USASAM without a government credit 
card or pay advance. Flight medic 
students continue to express limited 
exposure to medical training and their 
medical equipment. During my con-
versations with students, they usually 
do not or do only part of their TC8-800 

MEDIC Tables. 
Most importantly, we need more 

participation from flight medics in the 
Joint En Route Critical Course (JECC). 
We have two classes left in FY 13, 
August 19-29 and September 9-20. The 
numbers for flight medics in the course 
have been decreasing, and we need sup-
port in filling these slots in the JECC. 

USASAM has a Knowledge Re-
pository that will provided multiple 
training aids on multiple subjects, 
such as Flight Medic Course, Aero-
medic Psychology Course, Flight 
Surgeon Course, Aviation Resource 
Management Survey (ARMS), Medi-
cal Evacuation Doctrine Course, and 
Altitude Chamber Training. (https://
www.us.army.mil/suite/page/385506)

DUSTOFF!

—DUSTOFFer—

2014 35th Annual DUSTOFF Association Reunion
April 11–13, 2014

Reserve your rooms now at San Antonio’s 
Holiday Inn Riverwalk 

217 N. St. Mary’s St., San Antonio, TX 78205

To make reservations call 1-888-615-0726 and ask

for group account DUSTOFF Association.

On-site reservations contact: Lisa Araiza, 210-272-1525 or lisa.araiza@ihg.com

or make reservations on the Website: 

http://www.ihg.com/holidayinn/hotels/us/en/san-antonio/satrw/
hoteldetail?groupCode=DUS

For help/questions, call Dan Gower, 210-379-3985.
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From the Consultant
by COL Jon Fristoe

Congratulations on a hugely suc-
cessful DUSTOFF Reunion in 
San Antonio! 

 With the fiscal plight of our nation, 
heavy scrutiny is being applied to pro-
cesses within the Army. Of significance 
is the process we use for acquisition of 
MEDEVAC aircraft and the associated 
Medical Equipment Packages (MEPs). 
As the DoD has morphed to the JCIDS 
(Joint Capabilities Integration and 
Development System), process over 
the years to ensure that acquisition is 
aligned with our Army’s requirements, 
programs such as ours require a more 
deliberate approach. As such, we have 
lagged behind in educating our 67Js on 
the JCIDS and acquisition processes, 
leaving management of our programs 
at risk. 

As we seek to improve survivability 
rates from 91% to 95% by 2020, we 
will do so by moving the point of hos-
pitalization to the point of injury, and 
that will have to be undertaken through 
the use of the evacuation platform—
demonstrative of the criticality of the 
acquisition effort. 

In partnership with MEDEVAC 
Proponency (MEPD) at Fort Rucker 

and the AMEDD Personnel Propo-
nency Directorate (APPD) at Fort Sam 
Houston, we are embarking on a more 
deliberate process to “build the bench” 
and establish a cohort of 67J officers 
with the requisite education and skill 
sets vital to the continued success of 
your legacy. I am also seeking to adjust 
our Long-Term Health Education and 
Training (LTHET) starts to better sup-
port this critical educational require-
ment down the road. We are working 
with APPD to establish an acquisition 
Skill Identifier (SI) feeder model (i.e., 
how many LTHET-trained personnel 
are required at each grade) to produce 
a slate of qualified officers at the LTC 
level for selection as the MEDEVAC 
Program Manager at Redstone. 

Simultaneously, we’re looking at 
67J positions across the enterprise 
to determine which should be coded 
with this SI, 8X, and then how best 
to ensure sufficient 8Xs can be devel-
oped for those positions. The Medical 
Service Corps already has an 8X ASI 
for Acquisition, and we’re working 
with the Corps Chief’s office and other 
Consultants on a strategy to address this 
critical skill set across the MS Corps. 

I mentioned previously the effort to 
board-designate secondary AOCs for 
our mid-grade CPTs to assist in career 
management when operating outside 
the 67J Community. I’m happy to 
report that the governing bodies of the 
Medical Service Corps have endorsed 
that effort, and our first designation 
panel for 67Js will occur in July 2013. 

As usual, we continue to perform 
exceedingly well against our peers. 
This year five of our officers were 
selected for COL, and three selected 
for COL Level CSL Command! Ad-
ditionally, the TSG was successful 
in securing additional Senior Service 
College seats for AMEDD Officers, 
from 13 to 39 for Academic Year 14, 
so I anticipate many more of our 67J 
officers will be afforded that enriching 
opportunity.

I’m proud to be associated with 
such an amazing group of America’s 
heroes. Thank you all for paving the 
way and establishing such a rich and 
storied lineage. 

 
DUSTOFF!

—DUSTOFFer—

I miss people taking off their hats when 
they enter a building, speaking directly 
and clearly to others and never show-
ing disrespect for rank, race, religion 
or gender.

I miss being a small cog in a machine 
so complex, it constantly circumnavi-
gates the Earth and so simple it feeds 
everyone on time, three times a day, on 
the ground, in the air, or at sea.

Mostly, I don’t know anyone who has 
served who regrets it, and doesn’t feel 
a sense of pride when they pass through 
those gates and re-enter the world they 
left behind.

Face it—we miss it. Whether you had 
one tour or a career, it shaped your 
life. 

(Missing, continued from page 19.)

When I Have Your Wounded—The 
DUSTOFF Legacy 

DUSTOFF Documentary
DVD/Blueray Now Available

produced by Arrowhead Films for the 
U.S. Army Medical Department’s 

Deptartment of History and Heritage. 

Copies are available online 
DUSTOFF Store—http://dustoff.org/basic2/store-open.asp
Arrowhead Films—http://www.arrowheadfilms.com/store

DVD: $20
BluRay High Definition: $25
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Closing Out the Flight Plan
David Lee Fenstermacher

January 29, 1944 – May 21, 2013

David Lee Fenstermacher, beloved 
husband of Sandra Ross Fenster-

macher, entered into rest May 21, 2013, 
at Georgia War Veterans Nursing Home, 
Augusta, Georgia. Funeral services were 
held on Friday, May 24, at the Church of 
the Good Shepherd, with the Very Rev. 
Robert D. Fain officiating. 

David was born January 29, 1944, 
in Vicksburg, Mississippi, the son of 
Dr. Richard Henry Fenstermacher and 
Kathleen McCullough Fenstermacher. He 
earned a B.S. Degree in biology from the 
University of Mississippi, where he was 
a member of Phi Delta Theta fraternity 
and became a devoted fan of Ole Miss 
football.

Having earned his private pilot’s 
license while in college, David chose 
to serve his country by joining the U.S. 
Army during the buildup of the Vietnam 
War, and served with the First Air Cav-
alry as a Medical Service Corps helicop-
ter pilot, flying wounded Soldiers from 
the battle zone to hospital ships off the 
coast. In April 1968, his helicopter came 
under fire on a medevac mission, and he 
was wounded. After medical evacuation 
to Japan and several surgeries, he spent 
long months recovering at Fort Gordon. 
He later was cross-trained in the CH-47 
Chinook twin-rotor helicopter and flew 
medical coverage for the flight school at 
Mineral Wells, Texas. His medals include 
the Purple Heart, and he was medically 
retired at the rank of captain.

Following his military service, David 
earned an M.B.A. Degree in management 
from the University of Mississippi, and 
later a Master’s Degree in health adminis-
tration from Georgia State University. He 
and his family then returned to Augusta, 
where he served more than 25 years in 
hospital administration at University 
Hospital. He was a member of the Ameri-
can Academy of Hospital Administrators. 

In addition to his wife, survivors 
include three children: David Lee Fen-
stermacher Jr., of Atlanta; Kathleen Fen-
stermacher Roche (Sean Michael Roche) 
of Houston, Texas; and Thomas Trotter 
Fenstermacher (Megan Harris Fensterm-

acher) of Charlotte, North Carolina; and 
nine grandchildren.

David was a longtime member of the 
Episcopal Church of the Good Shepherd. 
He was a member of the Exchange Club 
of Augusta, and Augusta Country Club. 
He was a history buff and supporter of 
Historic Augusta and the Augusta Rich-
mond County Historical Society.

David loved spending time outdoors. 
His idea of a perfect day would be to load 
the family into the old green jeep and 
spend the afternoon canoeing, followed 
by an evening of barbecue, beer, and clas-
sic blues music. Friends will remember 
his dry wit, easy laugh, and genuine, kind 
and compassionate nature.

Memorials may be made to the 
Church of the Good Shepherd, 2230 Wal-
ton Way, Augusta, GA 30904; the CSRA 
Parkinson Support Group, c/o Treasurer, 
116 Lottie Lane, Grovetown, GA 30813; 
or Georgia War Veterans Nursing Home, 
1101 16th St., Augusta, GA 30901.

Ernest Dale French
May 12, 1935 – June 21, 2013

Ernest Dale French, age 78, of Utica, 
Michigan, passed away on Friday, 

June 21, 2013, in his home. He was born 
May 12, 1935, in Kansas City, Missouri, 
to the late Carl C. and Mildred (nee 
White) French. On December 28, 1982, 
in Mount Clemens, Michigan, he was 
united in marriage to the former Beatrice 
M. Tanis. Together they celebrated their 
30th Wedding Anniversary. 

Mr. French served in the United 
States Army from 1958 until 1980, retir-
ing as a decorated Lieutenant Colonel. He 
earned a Bachelor’s Degree from Eastern 
Michigan University and received the 
Distinguished Military Graduate, result-
ing in a Regular Army Commission. He 
entered the service after the Korean War, 
in 1958. He piloted helicopters, which 
were later used in the television program 
M*A*S*H, as the medivac helicopters. 
After his retirement in 1980, he taught at 
the Florida Institute of Technology. He 
was a proud life member of the VFW Post 
in New Baltimore, also holding member-
ships with the Masonic Lodge and Zion 
United Church of Christ. 

He achieved the distinguished honor 
of an Eagle Scout Troop #11 of Dundee, 
Michigan, on October 2, 1950. As an all 
around athlete during his high school 
years, he earned 15 varsity letters and 
was All State in football. In later years he 
enjoyed golfing. In his own handwriting 
he proudly listed the following United 
States service medals and awards: Mas-
ter Aviator Wings, Distinguished Flying 
Cross, two Bronze Star Medals, Meri-
torious Service Medal, 12 Air Medals, 
Joint Service Commendation Medal, two 
Army Commendation Medals, National 
Defense Service Medal, Armed Forces 
Expeditionary Medal, U.S. Vietnam Ser-
vice Medal, Korean Defense Medal, RVN 
Gallantry Cross with Bronze Star Medal, 
Vietnam Campaign Medal, and three Unit 
Citations. Ernest bravely responded to 
call of duty and is an American hero who 
fought diligently for our country. 

Ernest leaves to survive him, his 
wife Beatrice, his children, Diane (Paul) 
Johnson of Anaheim, California; Timo-
thy French of Redford, Michigan; 
Amy (John) Page of Rochester Hills, 
Michigan; Michelle (Rick) Dzendzera 
of England; step children, Terry (Sandee) 
Chisnell of Clinton Township; Sharon 
(Douglas) Young of Huntsville, Ala-
bama; seven grandchildren and 10 great-
grandchildren. Besides his parents, he 
was preceded in death by three brothers 
and one sister. 

In lieu of flowers contributions may 
be addressed to Amercian Heart As-
sociation, American Lung Association, 
Karmanos Cancer Institute, or a VFW 
Post of your choice. Share memories at 
www.vickfuneralhome.com.

Rev. Walter Milton Harris

June 3, 2013: The. Rev Walter Milton 
Harris, 74, of Ewa Beach, Hawaii, a 

Hawaii Diocese Episcopal priest, Navy 
family advocacy educator, chaplain with 
the Air Force and Air National Guard, 
and Army medevac helicopter pilot, 
died on Oahu. He was born in Glen 
Allen, Virginia. He is survived by his 
wife Harriet A.R.; daughters Leslie H. 
Grayson, Bridget C. Crowden, Dawn K. 
Yadao, Hope R. Hastriter, and Brooke S. 
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Wofford; brother Robert; and nine grand-
children. Services were at St. Elizabeth’s 
Episcopal Church. Memorial donations 
are suggested to the Hawaiian SPCA or 
Wounded Warrior Project.

Joseph I. Martin Jr.
February 24, 1927 – December 8, 2012

LTC (R) Joseph I. Martin Jr., of 
Enterprise, Alabama, passed away 

December 8, 2012, at Medical Center 
Enterprise. He was 85. 

A funeral was held on December 11, 
2012, at the Saint John Catholic Church, 
with Father Gregory Okorobia, presid-
ing. Interment was in Arlington National 
Cemetery. 

Joseph was born February 24, 1927, 
in Des Moines, Iowa, to the late MG Jo-
seph I. Martin Sr. and Margaret Shander 
Martin. He graduated from West High 
School in Rockford, Illinois, and earned 
a B.S. Degree from the University of Il-
linois and an M.A. Degree from Baylor 
University. 

Joseph entered the U.S. Army in 
1944 and served during WWII, and the 
Korean and Vietnam wars. He served for 
24 years, earning the rank of lieutenant 
colonel, received many awards and med-
als, including the Purple Heart, and was 
a member of DUSTOFF. He served as 
Administrator of Lyster Army Hospital at 
Ft. Rucker, Alabama. While at Ft. Rucker, 
he volunteered for 20 years, teaching in 
the photo lab. He was a member of the 
Saint John Catholic church. 

In addition to his parents, two sisters, 
Justine Smith and Dolores Tackett, and 
two brothers, COL George W. Martin 
and SGT Robert Martin, all preceded 
him in death.

Survivors include his wife of 50 
years, Dolores Martin, Enterprise, Ala-
bama; two daughters, Catherine Martin 
Johnston (Mark), Opelika, Alabama; Dr. 
Sandra Elizabeth Martin, Raleigh, North 
Carolina; a son, Joseph I. Martin (Dee 
Ryland), Arvada, Colorado; grandchild, 
Mikayla Anne Martin; and his favorite 
canine companion, Max.

In lieu of flowers, the family asked 
that donations be made to the Saint John 
Catholic Church, Building Fund, P. O. 

Box 311066, Enterprise, AL 36331-1066. 

LTC (R) Thomas Osborn
November 28, 1934 – June 10, 2013

LTC Thomas Osborn (U.S. Army Ret.) 
beloved husband, father, grandfather, 

and great-grandfather, filed his last flight 
plan on June 10, 2013.                                                                                      

Tom was born at home in Owens-
burg, Indiana, on November 28, 1934, 
the seventh child of Verdie and Susie 
Strosnider Osborn. He attended the old 
Owensburg Elementary School, gradu-
ated from Oolitic High School in 1952, 
and was valedictorian of his graduating 
class. His classmates honored him with 
the Outstanding Alumnus award at his 
50th high school reunion. He attended 
Indiana University and Incarnate Word 
in San Antonio, where he received a B.A. 
Degree in 1971. In 1974, he received a 
Master’s Degree in Health Care Admin-
istration from Baylor University.

Tom’s military awards include Distin-
guished Flying Cross, two Bronze Stars 
with Oak Leaf Clusters and V device, 
Purple Heart, Air Medal 1 – 18 with  Oak 
Leaf Clusters, National Defense Service 
Medal, Vietnam Service Medal, two 
awards of Vietnam Cross of Gallantry 
Medal, Vietnam Campaign Medal with 
60 device, Army Commendation Medal, 
and Korean In Hun Medal. He flew 
Medevac for 18 years and was proud of 
the fact that he helped save many lives. 

Tom was a member of several orga-
nizations, including The Military Order 
of the Purple Heart, American Legion, 
Disabled Veterans, and Veterans of For-
eign Wars. He was a member of the VFW 
Honor Guard for many years.    

Tom enjoyed spending time with his 
family, fishing, bowling, playing bridge, 
following his favorite sports teams, and 
delivering meals to shut-ins.

Preceding Tom in death were his 
parents, brothers Siegel, Orval (Bud), 
Homer, and sister Ruby. He is survived 
by his wife of 53 years Carol Lee (Har-
ness), son Troy, daughter Tracy Osborn 
Rossi (Ric), grandchildren Tory Osborn 
Smith (Brian), Thomas Osborn II, Tiffany 
Osborn, Tracy Osborn, and Nicholas 
Rossi, great-grandsons Keenan, Marcus, 

and Monti Smith, brother Leo, sister Rose 
and several nieces and nephews.

Farewell, Dustoff 7; your mission was 
successful and complete.  

Special thanks to the staff at River-
view for making Tom comfortable and 
content in his final days with us. Me-
morial Services were held at The First 
United Methodist Church in Boerne, 
Boerne, Texas on June 18, 2013. After 
the memorial service and reception, he 
was buried with Full Military Honors at 
Ft. Sam Houston, Texas.  

Dean Thomas Petersen

CW2 Petersen graduated flight train-
ing with Flight Class 67-3 and flew 

in Vietnam with the 45th Medical Com-
pany (Air Ambulance) in 1967 and the 
571st Medical Detachment (Helicopter 
Ambulance) in 1967-68. He passed away 
at age 67 on September 20, 2012, in San 
Andreas, California, after a long battle 
with cancer.

 Dean was born in Hayward, Califor-
nia, and joined the Marine Corps Reserve 
after graduating from high school. He lat-
er enlisted in the U.S. Army, graduating 
as a Warrant Officer aviator with Class 
67-1/67-3. He joined the 45th Medical 
Company at Fort Bragg, North Carolina, 
en route to Vietnam in July 1967. He flew 
with the 45th until December 1967 and, 
as he was a very accomplished aviator, 
was transferred to the 571st Medical 
Detachment, which arrived and became 
operational just before the Tet Offensive 
in early 1968. After his tour in Vietnam, 
he became an Instrument Flight Instructor 
at Fort Rucker, Alabama, until departing 
active duty and joining the California 
National Guard.

 Dean is survived by his two sons, 
Dean Jr. and Jesse, and his older brother, 
Roy.                                                                                                                 

—DUSTOFFer—
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Tom “Hoot” Gipson’s outstanding 
accomplishments contributed 
to DUSTOFF aviation over an 

extended period, including three con-
secutive combat tours in Vietnam. 
Thousands will reflect on their evacua-
tion during combat at the hands of Hoot 
Gipson as the seminal moment of their 
wartime experience. They will recall 
him as the nameless pilot who risked 
his life to save their lives. His scars 
are his daily reminder of the cost and 
reward for his service as a DUSTOFF 
pilot. 

Our  co l l ec t ive  r e spec t  fo r 
DUSTOFF comes from the likes of 
Hoot and his DUSTOFF brethren fly-
ing missions in the face of enemy fire, 
giving many a second chance, while 
giving for others dignity to their tragic 
ends. The very character of DUSTOFF 
is made nobler by the heroic deeds of 
Hoot and his fellow pilots.

During three consecutive tours in 
Vietnam (1965 to 1967), Hoot flew 650 
combat hours on 939 combat missions. 
He evacuated over 2,600 casualties, 
including wounded U.S., Australian, 
and South Korean Soldiers, Vietnam-
ese civilians, and Viet Cong and North 
Vietnamese Regulars. He was awarded 
the Army Commendation Medal for 
Heroism, four Purple Hearts, five Dis-
tinguished Flying Crosses, the Bronze 
Star, and the Silver Star for Gallantry 
in Action. He was twice considered 
for the Congressional Medal of Honor. 

Hoot was the first warrant officer 

aircraft commander for DUSTOFF 
medical evacuations, pioneering evacu-
ation techniques—innovations still in 
use 40 years passing. He cared for his 
Soldiers and volunteered for dangerous 
missions. 

Hoot’s actions revealed the true 
nature of the man. He was very ably 
suited for his personal call to duty, to 
humbly serve in silence, to share with 
his Soldiers their hardships and their 
willingness to undergo risk. Character, 
being the combination of qualities or 
features that distinguish one person, 
group, or thing from another, clearly 
defines Hoot Gipson.

In 1965, while stationed in Korea, 
Hoot volunteered for a start-up unit to 
serve in Vietnam, the 155th Aviation 
Company (Air Mobile Light, later 
designated as A Company, 1st Aviation 
Battalion, 1st Infantry Division). Prior 
to their deployment, they trained the 
Korean Tiger and White Horse Divi-
sions in air mobile tactics, also for them 
to apply in Vietnam. 

In Vietnam he coordinated hands-on 
training for the 1st ID brigade scout 
dogs and subsequently was the first to 
conduct a hoist extraction of a wounded 
scout dog. It was in his later assignment 
to the 283rd Medical Detachment Heli-
copter Ambulance where he became the 
first warrant officer aircraft commander 
for DUSTOFF. 

His other duties included aircraft 
maintenance officer, test pilot, and 
training pilot. As a test pilot, Hoot 
participated in developing a technique 
for training medical evacuation pro-
cedures previously hindered by the 
UH-1 experiencing a vertical bounce 
in training scenarios. They tested 
payload balance using sandbags and 
personnel, and tying skids to asphalt 
supported by rebar driven at 45-degree 
angles into the tarmac, into which one 
could duplicate a helicopter flying at 
maximum effort while being restrained 
on the tarmac. They were thus able to 
replicate a DUSTOFF evacuation with 
lifesaving procedures being applied 
in-flight, obtaining perfect full-power 
blade-tracking to simulate a smooth 

flight with maximum effort, while 
transporting wounded. This allowed 
crews to more easily render lifesaving 
aid in training scenarios.

While assigned to the 283rd, Hoot 
provided medical evacuation support 
for a combat demonstration of a new 
concept called “GUNS A-GO-GO,” an 
armor-plated CH-47 Chinook, suppos-
edly impervious to .50-caliber fire and 
below. While en route to that mission, 
he received a call from ¼ “Quarter 
Horse” Cavalry, 25th Infantry Division 
to evacuate multiple urgent wounded. 
Learning that GUNS A-GO-GO was 
shot down, he landed in spite of tanks 
and armored personnel carriers present-
ing obstacles. 

Within minutes the crew chief and 
medic dismounted to load the wounded, 
not getting any help from the troopers, 
as they were being overrun. The medic 
was wounded, and Hoot was wounded 
by an explosion. After retrieving his 
medic, he attempted to take off but 
could not without sacrificing the en-
gine due to the 12 wounded Soldiers 
on board. 

On departure, hostile machine 
gunfire shot out the windshield and 
the chin bubble. Hoot was wounded 
again as they passed the downed 
GUNS A-GO-GO. As he approached 
the DUSTOFF pad, he lost hydraulics 
and made a running landing in a now 
unflyable helicopter. He had radioed 
ahead to request another standby he-
licopter be loaded with ammunition, 
which he commanded, delivered the 
ammunition, and then evacuated other 
wounded personnel—only the second 
of sixteen such missions that day alone.

In January 1967, while returning 
from a three-day field standby near 
Phuoc Vihn, Hoot noticed a battle rag-
ing NE of the 25th Division base at 
Cu Chi. Over radio they heard another 
DUSTOFF crew trying to make an 
evacuation. The other crew got shot 
up and had to withdraw. He contacted 
the ground forces, learning that they 
were virtually surrounded and had 16 

DUSTOFF Hall of  Fame Nominee
Tom “Hoot” Gipson

(Gipson, continued on page 26.)

Tom “Hoot” Gipson
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DUSTOFF Hall of  Fame Nominee
COL (R) Ronald C. Jones

COL Ronald Jones was com-
missioned Field Artillery upon 
graduation from the University 

of Nevada in 1959. Upon graduation 
from flight school, he transferred to the 
Medical Service Corps. 

Ronald was assigned as a Section 
Commander to the 73rd Aviation Com-
pany. The unit flew the 0-1 fixed-wing 
aircraft, providing target acquisition, 
convoy control, intelligence gathering, 
liaison, and support of 25th ARVIN 
Division at Quang Ngai. 

He was often called upon to pick up 
the wounded from remote, unimproved 
locations. On one occasion Ronald re-
ceived a call from U.S. Advisors for a 
Soldier with a rifle shot in the leg who 
was bleeding badly. The unit indicated 
there was a large, dry rice paddy about 
100 yards away. He located it and made 
a successful landing. The rear seat was 
removed from the aircraft to accom-
modate the patient, and in less than 15 
minutes the patient was delivered to the 
landing field at Quang Ngai.    

In June l964, Ronald attended Ro-
tary Wing Training and was assigned 
as the Operations Officer of the 498th 
Medical Company (Air Ambulance) 
at Ft. Sam Houston, Texas. In October 
1965, he was assigned as Chief of 
the Medical Aviation Branch, Brooke 
Army Medical Center, as Commander 
of BAMC heliport. In January 1966, 
he was assigned to attend the AMEDD 
Advanced Course, where he graduated 
on the Commandant’s list.    

In April 1967, Ronald was asked by 
the Surgeon General to be the Project 
Officer to test a new Personnel Res-
cue Hoist. This three-month test was 
conducted at the BAMC heliport and 
included testing the hoist and devices 
attached to the hoist cable. The test 
resulted in training manuals for the 
helicopter crews and protocols for 
conducting hoist missions. Ronald flew 
many test missions as aircraft com-
mander and made many trips on the 
hoist, becoming the AMEDD’s expert 
in the use and training of the hoist.  

In August 1967, Ronald was as-
signed as the Commander, 50th Medi-

cal Detachment (Hel Amb) at Ft. Polk, 
Louisiana, in preparation for deploy-
ment to Vietnam. The unit arrived in 
Vietnam in October 1967 and was 
co-located with the 91st Evacuation 
Hospital in Phu Heip, and was fully 
operational in November 1967. 

Ronald continually trained his unit, 
ensuring highly proficient crews and 
a high number of combat missions 
with an excellent safety record. An 
outstanding commander, he insisted 
on being in the regular pilot rotation 
for all flight duty, taking his fair share 
of missions. He personally performed 
all aviator check rides, demonstrating 
how to use the UH1H helicopter to its 
full potential. He frequently visited 
with commanders of supported units, 
where they drafted standing operating 
procedures governing all types of mis-
sions and the security of landing zones. 
This resulted in more efficient and safer 
evacuations. 

In January 1968, the unit was tested 
during the Tet Offensive with stag-
gering numbers of patients. Ronald 
proved his true leadership, as his unit 
flew non-stop for over 72 hours, with 
all flight, operations, and maintenance 
crews working together to satisfy the 
many requests. His experience as an 
Artillery Officer and his prior Vietnam 
experience allowed Ronald to person-
ally use all available fire power to help 
secure landing zones. 

Although the crews and aircraft 
were mentally and physically fatigued, 
the missions were accomplished with-
out loss of crew or aircraft. At the 
72-hour period, thousands of patients 
had been evacuated, and all medical 
facilities in the area were overloaded. 

Ronald was involved in the support 
of the battle of Dong Tre. One mission 
consisted of providing support of a 
large infantry unit’s insertion into a 
landing zone near a suspected Viet 
Cong stronghold. Three waves of he-
licopters landed and dropped off their 
ground troops, and when the fourth 
and final wave landed, the Viet Cong 
had completely surrounded the landing 
zone and opened fire on the U.S. troops. 

The commanders on the ground 
immediately called for evacuation of 
the numerous casualties they were 
receiving. The senior commander who 
was flying above him was reluctant to 
allow Ronald to land due to the intense 
fire. After several requests, Ronald 
explained his plan to have Army, Air 
Force, and Naval gunfire cover three 
sides of the landing zone, while he 
approached from the fourth side and 
evacuated the wounded. This request 
was finally, reluctantly granted, and he 
made his first approach. 

On the approach and on the ground, 
Ronald’s aircraft received hostile fire, 
several rounds striking the helicopter, 
while numerous patients were quickly 
piled onboard. With an overloaded 
aircraft, he skillfully maneuvered the 
helicopter out of the LZ, departing in 
the same direction he had approached. 
All of this took place while friendly 
fire support was being received on the 
other three sides of the area. Ronald 
landed at the Evacuation Hospital with 
14 wounded Soldiers aboard. 

Determined to finish the mission, 
Ronald and another aircraft from the 
unit made three more sorties until all 
the wounded had been evacuated. After 
four trips, the aircraft was determined 
to be non-flyable. At the end of the 
mission, the Senior Commander of the 
operation flew to the unit and awarded 
the entire crew the Silver Star. 

(Jones, continued on page 26.)

COL (R) Ronald C. Jones
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(Gipson, continued from page 24.)

(Jones, continued from page 24.)

urgent wounded. It was near dark, the 
rice paddies were flooded, and landing 
would be difficult. 

Touching down, they were nearly 
hit by a B-58 Canberra dropping na-
palm. They located the wounded, sat 
one skid on a rice paddy dike, and then 
the crew chief and medic dismounted 
to load the first eight wounded. When 
their helicopter was hit by machine 
gun fire, Hoot received wounds to both 
arms, legs, neck, and shoulder. After 
unloading the first eight wounded at 
Cu Chi, they returned for the second 
eight, only to find the ground element 
had no operating radio. They located 
the remainder of the wounded in the 
midst of an intense firefight and flew 
them to safety. 

Only then did he pass out from loss 
of blood. His arms full of IVs, Hoot 
awoke the next day in the hospital 
to learn that the 25th ID commander 
would again consider him for the 
Congressional Medal of Honor.  Hoot 
declined this honor, so he could re-
main in-country and continue flying 
DUSTOFF missions. He earned the 
Silver Star for this action.

Again while flying DUSTOFF in 
support of Quarter Horse Cavalry and 
the 173rd Airborne Regiment in action 
in Minh Thanh against a North Viet-
namese regiment, Hoot flew multiple 
missions under fire, was wounded, and 

evacuated many Soldiers, returning 
with ammunition/critical supplies. He 
was awarded two Distinguished Flying 
Crosses and a Purple Heart for that 
action. He extended his tour of duty 
in 1967 to fly gunships with the 334th 
Assault Helicopter Company.

A man of great moral fiber and cour-
age, Hoot was there at the beginning, 
withstood peril, proved his mettle in 
combat. His reputation will long endure 
as a cherished triumph of his resolute 
will and backbone. His primary mis-
sion, to evacuate wounded Soldiers 
from combat, placed him in the midst 
of armed conflict and made him a prime 
and easy target of enemy fire. While 
evacuating gravely wounded Soldiers, 
he repeatedly and daringly brought sup-
plies for their comrades still engaged 
in combat. On several such occasions 
he suffered wounds, yet with great 
fortitude, stayed on target.

It is only fitting that Hoot be hon-
ored for service marked by his distinc-
tive accomplishments and that he very 
well represents the standard, the hall-
mark of the DUSTOFF Hall of Fame.

—DUSTOFFer—

In May 1968, Ronald’s unit moved 
north and became the nucleus for the 
new 326th Medical Company (AA) 
of the 101st Airborne Division. Dur-

ing the move to Camp Eagle, the unit 
remained operational, as he worked the 
Navy Sea Bees to build a new company 
living area and a larger helipad with 
bunkers. Again, in a dangerous area of 
mountains and valleys, missions were 
flown in this difficult terrain both day 
and night. 

Ronald’s hands-on training of pilots 
and crews, and the supported units, 
ensured that the unit had an excellent 
safety record. During his tenure as 
commander, the two units evacuated 
over 6,500 patients and performed over 
230 hoist missions. Ronald logged over 
1,400 combat hours during his two 
tours and was awarded the Silver Star, 
Distinguished Flying Cross, Bronze 
Star w/V devise, 31 Air Medals, Com-
bat Medical Badge, and the Vietnamese 
Cross of Gallantry with Silver Star. 
His unit had also received several Unit 
Citations. 

In September 1968, Ronald was 
selected to attend the Army-Baylor 
Master’s Program in Healthcare Ad-
ministration. He graduated on both the 
Commandant’s list and the University 
Dean’s List. He was selected for key 
assignments, including Executive Of-
ficer of Beach Army Hospital, several 
positions in the MSC Career Activities 
Offices, Deputy Director of Training 
at the Academy of Health Sciences, 
Commander of the 47th Field Hos-
pital, Executive Officer of Reynolds 
Army Hospital, Deputy Commander 
for Administration of Landstuhl Army 
Regional Medical Center, and Chief 
of Administrative Services, 2nd Gen-
eral Hospital in Germany. His final 
assignment was Deputy Commander 
for Administration and Chief of Staff 
at Fitzsimmons Army Medical Center.   

Ronald retired in August 1989 with 
almost 30 years of service. He flew 
over 3,500 hours, including over 1,400 
combat hours. He was inducted into the 
Field Artillery “Order of Saint Barbara” 
and is a member of the AMEDD “Or-
der of Military Medical Merit.” He is 
highly recommended to be inducted 
into the Dustoff Hall of Fame, as his 
career exemplifies the true meaning of 
“When I have your wounded.”

—DUSTOFFer—

Update on Flight Medic Training
The Army National Guard has been intimately involved with the recent initia-
tive to improve patient en-route care by our MEDEVAC units, specifically by 
the 68W Flight Medic. When C Company, 1-168th MEDEVAC (California 
ARNG) deployed to Afghanistan recently, they did so with a complement 
of fully trained NREMT-Paramedics. The results were startling; the units 
achieved significantly higher survival rates.

Today we are leveraging this lesson-learned to enhance flight medic training. 
Paramedic and critical care training not only meet today’s mission require-
ments but will revolutionize our capability to provide far forward advanced 
trauma care in support of future operational concepts and mission require-
ments.

As a result, the U.S. Medical Command commander authorized $40 million 
to train all Flight Medics to this standard over the next five years. The goal 
is to have all Guard Flight Medics certified by FY 18.
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This ballot is for the 2013 election for DUSTOFF Hall of Fame induction. Those elected will be inducted into the 
DUSTOFF Hall of Fame at the 2014 Annual DUSTOFF Reunion in San Antonio, Texas, 11–13 April 2014.

Nominees must capture two-thirds of the votes cast to be elected. Please participate in this endeavor. It’s your Hall of 
Fame and our legacy. Vote yes, no, or none for the nominees below.

 Tom “Hoot” Gipson  q Yes q No q None

 COL (R) Ronald C. Jones q Yes q No

You may vote online (instructions below), or mail this ballot and any donation you wish to make to:
 
  DUSTOFF Association
  P. O. Box 8091
  San Antonio, TX  78208

Your ballot must be received at the post office box or online on or before October 31, 2013, to be counted.

InstructIons for VotIng onlIne

• Log on to http://dustoff.org.
• Click HALL OF FAME
• Click 2013 NOMINEES to read narratives of the nominees
• When ready to vote, click VOTING BOOTH
•	 To log in, use the following:
 Username: dustoff
 Password: hof2013
•	 Fill in all blanks.

2013 DUSTOFF Association  
Hall of Fame Ballot

Tom “Hoot” Gipson COL (R) Ronald C. Jones
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DUSTOFF Association
Membership Application/Change of Address

q I want to join the Association as a Life Member
 Officers and Civilians $100.00 One-time fee
 E-9 and below $  50.00 One-time fee

q Check here if change of address, or e-mail change to ed@dustoff.org

Rank ____  Last name ___________________ First name ___________________ M.I. _____

Mailing address ________________________________________________________________

E-mail _________________________  Spouse’s name  _______________________________

Home phone __________________________  Work phone___________________________

Send check or money order, payable DUSTOFF Association
to DUSTOFF Association, to: P. O. Box 8091 
  Wainwright Station
  San Antonio, TX  78208

You may register online using your credit card at <http://dustoff.org>.

DUSTOFF Association
P. O. Box 8091
San Antonio, TX  78208-0091

Address service requested
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