
        
   
 
A Few Memories of a Old Vulture 407th TC 1965/1966 
SP5 Marty Wright Senior Helicopter Mechanic 
 
After you read this, if you were there at that time and your memory does not match 
mine, please let me know.  It has been a long time, this story is as accurate as my 
memory is, and sometime I worry about my memory, most of us are at the age 
where a �senior moment� could happen at any time. 
 
Prolog 
1 November 1965 three of us reported in from Ft Hood, SP4 James Davis, SP4 Harold 
Devens and SP5 Marty Wright.  Like a lot of other young guys we volunteered to go to 
RVN.  We were among the first enlisted guys to show up at Ft. Benning for the 407th.  
The 1st Cav had either just left or was leaving as we got there.  It was a wild place, lot of 
lonesome ladies at the club, in case any old Cav guys read this I will just let that lay. 
 
We did some training and I volunteered to be on the Advance Party to go with the aircraft 
from California to RVN.  I made a deal the 407th Maintenance Officer that he would let 
me be the crew chief on the Maintenance Bird when we got there.  He was not able to 
keep that promise; I will talk about that later. 
 
When the Cav left Benning they stripped the Hangars of everything that was not bolted 
down, even the electric water coolers and a couple of sinks and toilets.  When I got to 
Vung Tau I learned more about the Cav�s ability to �Reallocate Assets� from someone to 
them. 

 
We met the aircraft at Oakland and loaded them on the USNS Breton (TAKV42), an old 
WWII Jeep Carrier, a light cruiser hull with a carrier deck, it had been used to re-supply 
the big carriers.  Now a part of the Military Sealift Command, with a civil service crew.  
The Hueys were loaded on the hangar and the flight deck, we also had a CV-2 Caribou 
lashed down on the flight deck.  We didn�t know till we had been out to sea for several 
days that the hold had pallets of beer and some military trucks. 
 
The ship sailed from Oakland to San Deigo to Pearl Harbor to Subic Bay, Philippines to 
Vung Tau.  Between Pearl and Subic we ran into a storm, it seems the crew that lashed 
down the Caribou put spoilers on the wings but did not bother with the tail.  The 
Caribou�s escorts were MI guys and they only supposed to ensure the security of what 
was inside the bird and didn�t know squat about aircraft.  We had high winds and the MI 



escort noted that the bird was straining against the tie-downs, the tail was trying to fly in 
the high winds.  The MSTS crew came to us to see if we could fabricate and install some 
spoilers for the tail.  There we were, four Helicopter Mechanics, who had never seen a 
Caribou up close, climbing up on the tail in pouring rain and wind trying to lash spoilers 
made of 2x4s and canvas on the tail, we had a few exciting moments trying not to fall off 
or go overboard.  
 
A couple of days later one of our guys noticed one of the crew with a Budweiser, he was 
quite surprised since had been told that alcohol was not allowed, he asked if we could get 
a couple of beers.  The crewman said sure, just go down in the hold and pull one out of 
one of the �Damaged� beer pallets under the trucks.  Sure enough, somehow a couple of 
the pallets of beer had holes in the cardboard and reaching inside we found the 
Budweiser.  From then on the trip was more tolerable, at least for those who liked beer.  
By the end of the trip, I was beginning to worry about the pallet collapsing under the 
weight of the truck, seems like a quantity of beer had somehow disappeared? 
 
When we got to Subic, the Caribou was to be unloaded using a Barge Crane, well the bird 
was too heavy and the barge started to tip over.  This ended up being good news for us, in 
that we had to stay in Subic for 3 days waiting for the crane to be lashed to several other 
barges.  Here we were, in Subic, a dozen Army troops in a Navy shore leave town.  I was 
21 and had already had a tour in Korea, but compared to Subic, Korea�s Bar districts 
were like the Vatican.  To this day I have never been in a wilder bar district than there 
was at that time in Subic.  And I have been in Thailand, Taiwan, Okinawa, Japan and 
Korea, compared to Alongapo City, they were boring.   
 
The trip from the Philippines to Vung Tau was uneventful.  When we anchored off shore 
we had some security guys come aboard.  They would walk around the deck dropping 
concussion grenades over the side to keep swimmers and small boats away.   The birds 
on the flight deck we cocooned to keep the shat spray off during the trip. We had started 
de-preserving and reassembling the aircraft on the hangar deck a couple days out of Vung 
Tau.  Standing on a ladder on a ship without sea legs resulted in learning how to hang on 
with your legs while working with your hands.  It was always easy to tell who was Army 
and who wasn�t, just watch someone walk down a passageway, if they walked straight 
and always remembered to step over the bulkheads, they were not Army guys.  The Army 
guys glanced off the walls and tripped on the bulkheads when they went through a 
passageway door (Hatch).  After we anchored off shore, we started putting the Main and 
Tail Rotor Blades back on the birds.  We had new UH-1D and the first UH-1B 540s in 
country.  During the process of reassembly we discovered the common hardware Conex 
was missing.  We did not have a single cotter pin, so we borrowed some nails from the 
crew and flew one bird into Vung Tau to get some hardware.  Some time during the 
process our conexes were taken ashore, to be shipped to Phouc Vinh, This was when I 
really understood what �Reallocation of Assets� means.  The Cav took all our spare parts 
Conexs, they were found only after they had been stripped of anything useful to the Cav, 
luckily for us, the Cav did not have a B540s so those unique parts were recovered. 
 
One funny story I remember about reassembling the bird on the ship, two of us were 




