
Chapter Eleven

Veal Stew

Patrol Report for May 5 – 9 
Call Sign: Veal Stew
Composition: 1 off., 6 enl.  Curry, Brazington, Sierra, Jaqua, Redix, Tomalin, 
Vaughn
Synopsis:  This patrol covered a period of 96.5 hours with negative sightings and 
negative contacts with the enemy.  
Observation of Enemy and Terrain:
May 5 – 4:25 p.m. Team observed smoke and heard 5-6 rocket blasts being ignit-
ed approximately 1000-1500 meters to the W-SW of teams position.  Team called 
radio-relay who called FM and AO, team could not observe results due to distance 
and denseness of canopy
May 7 – 4:00 p.m. Team heard a single rifle shot approximately 1500 meters to the 
SW of teams position.
          6:45 p.m. Team heard a sound of 2 rockets being launched in the valley.  
Team could not observe flashes or smoke due to denseness of canopy.  Team did not 
call FM as a result of comm. failure (radio relay went down)
May 8 – 3:45 p.m. Team heard 3 rifle shots with an interval of one minute between 
1st and 2nd rounds and approximately 5 minutes between 2nd and 3rd shots.
          4:05 p.m. Team heard three rifle shots at 30 minute intervals
Terrain: Generally steep with 60 to 100 ft. canopy and secondary growth of 2-6 ft. 
consisting of vines, small bushes, bamboo, elephant grass, thorns, thick bushes.  
Movement within the patrol area was difficult averaging 75-100 meters per hour 
for a recon patrol.  Water was in the high and low ground and was not seasonal.  
Animal life consisted of snakes, squirrels, rock apes, birds, and rodents.
Team received scattered small arms fire from the E as they were being extracted.



 While we were waiting, one of the teams inserted before us, from 
my platoon, which had been on the ground about for thirty  minutes got 
into contact.  The radioman was shot in his back; it got his liver and 
bladder.  I asked to go with the medevac, but was refused.  
 That wasn’t much of a beginning.  On top of that, neither of my 
radios worked.  A panic ensued and two new radios were flown out to 
us from Recon.  We boarded the bird and when we got to our haven, we 
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 I just got back and I am going out again on the 13th.  My patrol 
had some exciting moments.  I was staged, along with two other teams, 
at An Hoa while the helicopters inserted us in turns.  The birds usually 
take only one team at a time even though there are always two transport 
helicopters, CH46s.  One bird is always kept empty to use for recovery 
in case the other goes down.  In this climate the helicopters have to be 
very careful about the amount of weight they carry.  



could find no LZs.  We were put down next to a river outside our haven.  
As usual, the gun birds gave us the wrong replot which resulted in us not 
knowing exactly where we were.  It is virtually impossible to navigate 
in the jungle unless you know your starting point on the map.  It was 
the thickest terrain that I had seen.  The point was a new man who took 
a couple of steps, turned, and said, “We can’t go here Lieutenant!”  I 
ended up walking point.  I walked fifty meters, fought is the word, was 
covered in sweat and had finished two and a half canteens of water.  The 
terrain and the heat were incredible!  
 We did our best to move away from the LZ as quickly as possible, 
but with the terrain and the heat we didn’t get very far.  We got an AO 

(aerial observer usually and OV 10 Bronco) out to us and he gave us our 
correct position.  
That night we were settling into our harbor site when the Battalion come 
over the radio saying that 200 gooner were spotted near our insert LZ, 
about 400 meters from where we were harbored up.  Battalion told us 



that our position had been compromised and ordered us to quickly move 
as far away as possible.  With the terrain being what it was, it would 
have been impossible in the daylight much less after dark.   Besides, 
we were too fatigued.  As it turned out, the DaNang DSAC had gotten 
excited about the 200 gooners and had passed the grid co-ordinates of 
our position over the radio in the clear. Our nets are monitored by the 
enemy, consequently the location of all teams is supposed to be given in 
code. Calling our co-ordinates in the clear had compromised our posi-
tion.  Fortunately for us, the gooners didn’t do anything about it.  
 We spent the rest of the patrol within our haven looking for the 
NVA who were shooting rockets into the Thong Duc Special Forces 
Camp. Two evenings in a row the gooners sent rockets into Thong Duc 
from a position about a 1000 meters from us.  In the relative quiet of the 
jungle, the unexpected whoosh of those rockets really made us jump!  I 
should note that the jungle is really never quiet, especially at night.  
We tried to get a fix on the launching points and report it to Battalion. 



However, the jungle was too thick to see anything so we had to work by 
sound.  In addition, periodically throughout the day there were single ri-
fle shots, sometimes with answering shots, which was one way the NVA 
signaled each other.  We didn’t know if the shots represented gooks out 
hunting us or not.  
Walking point I was sliding through the bushes and under the vines. 
There were wait-a-minute vines and vines hanging from trees every-
where.    I began to duck under a vine, thought better of it, stepped back 
and prodded it with my rifle.  It slithered off.  I have never been overly 
fond of snakes and that gave me something to think about in ducking un-
der other vines along the route.  
 We had a real hassle getting out.  The 3 Shop wouldn’t clear us to 
go back to our insert LZ and there were no other LZs.  The day we were 
extracted the 3 Shop finally cleared us to return to our insert LZ.  We 
really humped our fannies off!  Because we had to move on low ground, 
in a river, and 200 gooks had been sighted on the LZ, and rockets were 
being launched from a hill overlooking the LZ, and I was walking point, 
I was a little anxious to say the least.  I had an AO fly cover for us un-
til he ran low on fuel, then the gun birds covered us the rest of the way.  
Fortunately, the gooners weren’t waiting in force.  We did take some 
small arms fire as we were being extracted.  
When we got back to the Battalion area the new man on the team found 
a bullet hole in one of his magazine pouches.  He had fallen while run-
ning for the helicopter.  Apparently, that was why.  Before our patrol 
he had turned down a compassionate transfer due to the ill health of his 
mother.  After our patrol he immediately reapplied for the transfer and 
left.  


