
“Not In the Field”

 Another year down! My Mom and Dad were right; the years 
go by faster as you get older. I hope that everyone is doing 
well and that this New Year brings only good things. Also, I 
would like to say that our company is having its 2007 
reunion May 7-11. For a new twist, our reunion will be held 
on a cruise ship out of Long Beach, California and down to 
Baja California, Mexico. You know, we started having these 

reunions back in 1993, and have had one every other year 
since then. That’s a pretty good run!

What this article is about is what we did while not in the field. I have many 
good memories of how my teammates, other friends and I spent our time in 
base camp, between missions. Hopefully you’ll have some laughs, as I did 
while I wrote this article. Maybe you’ll even remember some of your own 
antics back at our own base camp.

Let’s start with our daily dose of P.T.!  That’s right, P.T. with 
good ol’ First Sergeant Morton. Then, how about a nice run and 
maybe we would get to pass the base camp hospital and the 
nurse’s quarters. We might want to yell a few words their way, 
like try for a date with one. Now there’s a laugh!! Of course 

there were the daily work details around the company area. We had to do 
our own crap burning because we did not want any locals in our area due 
to the need for extraordinary security (is there any job lower than burning 
shit? Talk about a great thing to have on your resume’, huh?). Then we 
would have some training with the team. The team leaders had some type 
of training for us every day. We would also spend some time down at the 
rifle range each day, honing our skills with every weapon from .45 pistol, to 
M-16 to M-79 to M-60. Ammo was unlimited, as we had our own fully 
stocked munitions bunker—so we enthusiastically “popped a lot of caps”. 
Training was essential to our success and survival and it was a never-



ending process. Then, details and training done, the rest of the day was 
pretty much ours. No KP, no guard duty, just off time. 

Our base camp, Lai Khe, had an indigenous village 
inside it, that we were able visit during daylight hours. 
The “Ville”, as we called it, had a couple of bars, some 
places to eat, and some stores to buy stuff. The bars 
were a good place to drink and raise hell. The places to 
eat did not have a real variety of choices. Shrimp fried 
rice was your best choice cause you could identify 
everything in it. You did not want to get some water buffalo. Another place 
was the beer garden. It was kind of an outside place with lots of shade and 
nice places to sit and relax. You could get beer, ice tea, and French fries. 
They had this big black pot, filled with oil over an open fire. They would 
peel and cut the potatoes, fry them, then bring then over to you nice and 
hot. Close by was a barber shop and another gift shop.

I remember one company function that was initiated because a number of
teams were on stand-down and I think the Captain just wanted us to be 

busy with something. I believe my team leader came up 
with the idea. Every team was to fix up their tent, 
decorate, if you will, and the winning team would get a 
pass. Don’t remember to where, but even just a chance 
to get down to Bien Hoa or Long Binh on a supply run 
would have sufficed for us. We had one week to get it 
done. It was a lot of fun coming up with ideas and trying 
to see what the other teams were doing. Everyone got 
into the contest, our minds forgot about the war for awhile 
(which was probably part of the intent by our CO). I can 

only tell about how my own team tent came out, that of Sergeant Sharp. 
We put our team members name on a wooden board at the entrance of our 
tent. Then plastic vertical blinds to cover the doorway. We got these 
bamboo mats for the walls, made a rack to hold all our weapons, put in a 
bar, with lots of Play Boy pictures behind it. Then we made individual areas 
of our bunks, using our wall and foot lockers as dividers. It was a good time 
had by all that week. I don’t remember who won, but that was less 
important than the resulting additional team building of the exercise.



I remember we didn’t like going to the Lai Khe EM Club. Seems that there
would always be some drunken guy that wanted to give the Lurp/Ranger 
guys a hard time. While we never shied from a fight, it got to be a rather 
tedious scene for us. So we decided to build our own club, right in the 
company area. Since our company was only attached to the Big Red One, 
we always had a tough time getting building materials and supplies from 
HHC. So we did as always, whatever it took to accomplish the mission. 
Official requisitions were highly overrated (and subject to rejection at any 
rate). Through barter (and clandestine methods), we got what we needed. 
The club was soon built and we could get our drinks right there in our own 
company area.

How many of you ever went to the outdoor movies? One of the companies 
on the base camp had an outdoor screen and made the showings open to 
all. You just had to bring your own seat. I remember Arenas and I leading 
some new guys to see a movie; we took them on quite an adventure. It was 
a nice moonless night, the new guys didn’t know where they were going 
and no one (including Arenas and I) was sober. Though we always knew 
where we were when in the field, these less than sober wanderings to and 
from the movies could make a marathon out of what should have been a 
15-minutes walk. Once, I don’t think we even made it to the movie because 
Arenas and I were having too much fun leading the hapless FNGs on a 
merry sortie throughout Lai Khe.

Last, but not least, let us not forget the all important and disruptive mortar 
and rocket attacks. In the field, you could shoot back—in your base camp 
you were just one more American target for the enemy rounds. There you 
are, sitting in your tent, listening to a little “Jimi Hendrix” and then you hear 
the hollow thumping sound of mortars being launched or mortars and 
rockets already impacting somewhere in your base camp. Damn, do you 
run for the bunker? Nah, could just as easily run into a round while running 
to the hole. So maybe you just stay in your tent, lie on the floor and hope 
it’s not a direct hit. Once the mortars or rockets have ceased, then the 
“incoming” siren sounds! [ Better late than never?]

OK, how many of you guys took that little R&R trip to Saigon, Da Nang, 
Nha Trang or another of the the more civilized cities of Vietnam? You come 
back from the field, you have that four or five day stand-down, so with the 



approval of your CO, you would thumb a ride (for us it would have been 
down Hwy 13 to Saigon). Couple of days to have some fun and all you had 
to do was NOT get caught by the MP’s. Troopers with a combat unit patch 
on their left shoulder (let alone a LRRP or Ranger tab), were always looked 
upon with suspicion in Saigon and any contact at all with the constabulary 
was to be avoided if at all possible. We Lurps and Rangers did some 
sneaking around other than just in the field—sneaking that was a lot more 
fun working your way through “wait-a-minute” vines.

Then there were our company Bar-B-Ques. If we captured some weapons 
or other stuff that S-2 did not find important, we would trade the stuff for 
steaks and booze. Then we would have our Bar-B- Que. 
Those were some fun times. How about the company mascot 
dog, Zulu? He was medium size, black and white, and a very 
mellow disposition. Zulu liked everyone in the company and 
he was everyone’s pet. It was like having a touch of home 
having Zulu around. If anyone has a picture of Zulu, please 
send me a copy, thanks. Last of all, and even today a painful 
memory, were the memorial services we held for our fallen brothers. They 
were always a sad time for the entire company. Dealing with the loss, 
someone having to go and make a positive identification, gathering their 
personal belongings to be shipped home to a grieving family. The rest of 
the company, particularly the remaining teams, trying to figure out what had 
happened. What lessons, if any, could be learned from the mission that 
might help another team on a future mission survive. Perhaps there was 
really no lesson to be learned; everything had been done correctly by the 
team, but “fate is the hunter” and the situation had simply been one beyond 
their control on that particular mission. Ultimately, we just had to “suck it up” 
and get on with our jobs.

Soon enough, your respite is over and your team gets a warning order for 
its next mission. The team leader is doing his work getting ready, while you 
check your gear, draw a lot of ammo, get the briefing and mark your map. 
The team loads up in the jeeps or ! ton trucks and goes to the chopper pad. 
Soon you are once again in the air headed to your primary LZ. Soon the 
chopper starts to descend; nearly time to get out and run for the wood line. 
Will the enemy be waiting to hit us, or will we get in OK? Will we all get 
back OK? I remember those times too!!



Once again, we were back in the field on another patrol; back carrying the 
war directly to the enemy. Nobody ever did it better than the Lurps and 
Rangers who served in Vietnam nearly forty years ago.

Dave Flores, Unit Director


