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It's funny what conmes back to you, nenory wi se. | can close
ny eyes and see the red dust on ny boots as | walk the dirt road
bet ween the MACV conpound and the radi o comm buil ding that |
worked in. | renmenber howin trying to | ook |ike a bad ass bush
savvy grunt | took to carrying a captured Chicom AK until one of
t he gate guards pointed out that was going to be real confusing
to all parties in a night tine fire fight.

I"mstill pissed at Uncle Samfor instilling the prejudices
agai nst the Vietnanmese people. It took a while in country for
this 18 year old to figure out that they were just people who
didn't have any nore control over their daily lives than |I. These
peopl e had been screwed by a succession of |eaders and invaders
for farther back than a m dwest teenager could conprehend at the
time.

On a lighter note, | have gl eeful teenage testosterone-
saturated nenories of the young | adies | bought many a Saigon tea
for at the old French restaurant turned whorehouse outside
of the compound. .

Did you know that they all loved ne? Really! They told ne
so every pay day!.... If | hadn't gotten to "Nam | m ght never
have gotten | aid.

How did | get involved with this dunb war? This is how I
made it to Vietnam

| got kicked out of high school during ny second year in
tenth grade. The principal and | had a dispute over who was
better qualified to set attendance policy: turns out he was.

| was seventeen years old. My brother Mke was sendi ng
| etters home about hanging out the side of a Huey lighting up the
countryside with his M60 GPMa "Cool Man." | really believed the
"Dom no Theory" and was worried that the war woul d be over before
| could help ny country stop the spread of conmunism Falling
asl eep with hazy dreans of ny brother and I, along with John
Wayne killing the eneny sol diers.

That was in January 1969. | had turned 18 and, since high
school didn't seemto be working out for ne. | went to the re-
cruiter in MIlwaukee and enlisted for three years. A few weeks
|l ater I was off to beautiful Ft. Canpbell for basic and Ft. Sil
for Arty. AIT.

Then on to Ft. Bliss for "Redeye" mssile training. (If
you're not famliar wth the Redeye system it was a shoul der
fired, passive infrared heat source seeking AAmssile. It cane
with a few mnor draw backs, |ike because it had an intense back
blast as it left the launch tube you were supposed to fire it
froman open area like a field or roof top in order to be clear
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of any flash fire ignition. Wile from General Dynam cs Corp.'s
point of viewthis was logical, | was a |little concerned about
the mssile' s propellant snoke trail, which, like tracers, works
both ways. That snoke trail pointed a big white snoky finger
directly back to the poor fool who had just shot down an eneny
aircraft next to any BAD GUYS, so they knew just where to shoot
back in revenge.

(I still have a copy of the deploynent manual that was issued
to field commanders of units with Redeye teans. It is in a quasi
com ¢ book format..very confidence inspiring).

Now back to the travels of Steve. After Ft. Bliss, they
shi pped ne off to Hawaii to be the | eader of the first Redeye
teamto be stationed at Scholfield where | would be nmet with
wel cone arnms, if not a parade. My head was pretty puffed up.

Thi s head-puffiness lasted until | proudly reported to the
first sergeant: "PFC Steve Kieffer - Redeye Team Leader Reporting
for Duty!™ Top |ooked up fromhis desk to ask nme what the fuck a
Redeye was, and could | drive a truck...soo, our four nman teans
contribution to the proud history of the 25th Infantry Division
was to cruise the post in an old 3/4 ton Weapons Carrier picking
up fallen coconuts and beer cans.

While Hawaii was a great duty station, | wasn't going to stop
those Comm e Rats by spending ny service tinme policing cigarette
butts and nmaki ng sure that nmy underwear was uniformy folded in
ny foot | ocker.

Qur conpanies reenlistment NCO told ne that the only way |
could get to Viet Namwas for ne to sign up for another three
years. The lying SOB had ne discharged and reenlisted all in the
sane day.

| took a short |eave home to see friends and famly. M father
took ne to a favorite watering hole to fulfill sonme sort of
father son camaraderie. He spoke of his joining the Navy in
WNVII, after one of his school mates had been killed in action.
| felt very nmuch a real man sitting at the bar in ny class A
uni form drinking whiskey which | couldn't be legally served for
anot her three years, snoking cigarettes, and listening to ny
father and the other nen relive their wars.

At nmy | eaves end, my nomdrove ne to the airport. | hid ny
tears when we hugged goodby. She told nme years later, that
wat chi ng a second son board a plane for Viet Nam was one of the
har dest things she'd ever done.

My first night in-country at the Long Bi nh Repl acenent Depot,
ny FNG educati on began when I woke up to find nmy 16 mi m M nox
canera gone. The strap cut fromny wist as | slept. Lessons
| earned, nore to cone.

After in-processing, Conmand had nme on ny way to FSB Nancy
because of nmy arty background. Al ong the way soneone was im
pressed that | could key a m ke and chew gum at the sane tinme, so
| found nyself dropped into the AASWCC sl ot where I was assi gnhed



as one of the four or five RTGs' at Xuan Loc Arty.

The Vi etnanese city of Xuan Loc is pronounced |ike "Swan
Lock. "

The city of Xuan Loc was | ocated sonme 40 klicks east of Bien
Hoa AFB on highway Q 1. If you travel ed due south via highway
LTL 2 for 50 km it would take you to the best in-country R&R in
Vi etnam Vung Tau on the South China Sea. On a good day you could
m ss nost of the anbushes.

| wasn't a "FAC' (Forward Arty Controller) our job was to

furnish Arty information to any aircraft who m ght be flying
through an Arty Fire mssion area. | had ny butt planted on a
little folding chair for 12 hours a day or night, in the "AASW
CC," hut. (Arty. Air Strike warning Control Center). It was your
basi ¢ gl anorous and exciting support job. (AKA REMF).

Sierra Kilo aka "Sundance Kid" ... (Keeeefrignnrrrrrriiiee-

esstt! That was 27 years ago!) Any way, when | was "the Kid",
was on the Fox M ke Radio for "Xuan Loc Arty" Artillery Ar
Strike Warning Control Center (Hot Damm that sounds big tine!)
Over at the A AS WC C we, theoretically, knew where the
hot spots were and gently guided you fly boy types around any
danger so you could safely return to your cushy officer type
hooches.
W were |ocated in a netal building down the road and across

the road from"Hope" airfield at Xuan Loc.

Qur unit's living quarters were on the MACV conpound next to
the "Aloft" O 1 Bird Dog conpound.

LI FE AT XUAN LOC, Rep. of Vietnam

| have disjointed nenories of the daily life I led, things
that at the time seened ordinary, but were really out of the
ordi nary.

Hooch mates at our MACV conpound, a real culture clash. The
redneck hooch lifers getting drunk and playing |oud country
nmusi c. The Brothers playing R&B, |ots of dap hand shake action
and raised fists. The H ppie hooch guys getting high and pl ayi ng
| oud Hendri x and Jefferson Airplane. Country Joe's ginme an "F"
song, their anthem

There were centipedes so big they | ooked fake. Beetles you
could put your full weight on only to have them wal k away,
clicking as they went.

Having an inert grenade tossed in ny bunk when | was a first
week newbi e.

A mamasan coning into the showers to collect towels.

Learni ng what a piss tube was, but never figuring out why it
was placed in the center of an open area.

Rows of boots. Polished by the hooch maid, |ined up outside
our door.

Trying to act nonchal ant while the Vietnanese barber shaved ne
with a straight razor. (W had been warned that the V.C m ght
pose as barbers then slit our throats.)

Finding out that | had paid the equival ent of about $10.00 in



| ocal currency for my first incountry soda.

The boy al ong the roadside, selling coke with a chunk of nuddy
ice and the sane cup for all custoners.

ARVN troops armed with B. A R s that | ooked as though they had
just had the cosnoline renoved.

Mal aria pills and salt tablets.

My first night on guard duty. At its onset, ny ARVN conpani on
i mredi ately curling up on the guard tower floor, asleep in
m nut es.

Surreal nights, in the perineter tower watching, always sone-
where on the horizon or in the sky were flashes and expl osi ons.
Li stening and knowing there were fire fights out in the jungle.
The crackle of automatic weapons fire, red and green tracers, so
pretty froma distance.

On ny first night of guard duty nmy ARVN partner curled up on
the floor and went to sleep. | guess he thought | was ferocious
enough to fend off the Cong by nysel f.

| junped when the big strobe light air burst bombs suddenly
went off directly overhead during one of the Air Force's high
speed silent photo m ssion.

Listening to the tiny frantic voices fromthe PRC 25, know ng
that men were dying in the jungle, as | sat, guilty and secure in
ny tower.

The Fire Bases punped out harassnent and interdiction rounds
bet ween support m ssions.

The psy-op boys flying around and playing | oud Country Joe's
"G nme an F' song the sane tinme they dunped chu hoi |eaflets.

At Christmas they would play carols over their speakers.

Strai ning your eyes as you tried to keep vigilant and alert.
Layi ng your weapons sights on civilians to break the nonotony.
Then getting bored again and shooting flares and star clusters
towards the Sea-Bee conpound until the OO G would yell at us
over the field phone.

O her nights pulling guard duty in the tower overl ooking the
sw nmi ng pool that | never saw anyone use. Fondling the M79 in
your hands, visualizing what the 40 mm | oad of fleshettes would
do to the pool and then wondering if you could keep a straight
face while you told the OI.C that you think you saw a sapper
right before it happened.

Qur Commp Hooch was shared by Thai, ARVN, and Aussy RTO s for
their Arty Control. Aircraft would check with us before flying
into our air space, to see if they would be clear of any arty
fire, air strikes, etc. etc.

You shoul d have seen ne on the first night that | walked to

work. |I'"mall paranoid, because | had to wal k down this scary
dark road (made extra special, because | was nicely back lit from
the two conpounds' lights and | was sure the VC had ne in their

sni per scopes).

It was only two or three hundred neters fromthe MACV conpound
to the building I pulled duty in. But this was Vietnam | was a
Newbi e and it was dark.



As | wal ked toward the radi o shack, | stunbled over sonething
lying in a shallow depression in the dirt path. Since | had seen
the normal quota of John Wayne novies, | knew just what action to
take. | probed around in the dirt with my bayonet until |'d nade
out the outline of the biggest land mne that this boy had ever
seen. The dammed thing was the size of a Jeep wheel..... That's
because it was a Jeep wheel. Some engi neer troop had put there to
fill the hole as part of a quick repair job. Ah well, what can
you expect froma "Newbi."

Being issued two M 16s, "But |'ve already got one! "Supply, W
know, but S.OP. is to issue a weapon to troops newto the unit."
It remained in its foil and paper bag until | left, at which
point | tried to turnit in, Supply, "Sorry, SOP states that only
one weapon nay be turned in."

The fire bases and air strike coordinators would tell us where
they were setting up and firing into, what the nmax altitude for
the shells the guns were firing, and where harassnment and inter-
diction mssions were targeted for, etc.

We had 100 or so pounds of radios and a field phone that
actual ly worked one day. Lots of big plastic covered maps
screwed to the walls. The H Tek tool we used the nost was the
grease pencil tied to a string. The other end of the string was
nail ed to where Bi en Hoa AFB was on the nap.

For 13 nonths, we had 12 hours on, 12 hours off, seven days a
week. I'mstill kicking nyself for not taking R&R

The way it worked was around the 11th hour | woul d be waked
frommy boredomi nduced sem comatose state by the crackling of a
radio, | would imrediately leap into action by grabbing the wong
m ke, squint at the nmap, use the anchored grease pencil system
(accurate to within a klick +/- ). You draw an arc out fromthe
string anchor point and try to read the vital info scraw ed by
the last guy in the 11th hour of his shift. Then I'd tell the
aircraft calling in howto avoid the perceived hazard.

Nobody ever conpl ai ned about being rerouted through an Arc
Light m ssion or a Puff gun ship target area. So | guess | did
an okey dokey job. (O else they went down before they could
reach their radio.)

"1l share nore happy fuzzy nenories as they cone to what
passes for nmy mind... intimate nental |nmges of what was ny
Vi et nam t our.

On duty one day, when in walk four or five really high ranking
(to this PFC) Vietnanese officers, white dress uniforns, shoul der
boards with | ots of scranbled eggs, and they don't speak a word
of English. Al this while ny cohorts and | in dusty sweaty
fatigues, and we don't speak a word of Vietnanese. Lots of
sal uting, hand shaki ng, and speech making. The Viet officers
presented each of us with sone fancy certificates printed, of
course, in Vietnanese. To this day | have know i dea what the
hell it was all about. I will scan the award soneday and put it
on the net hoping that soneone can tell nme what | won.



The nen and boys | worked with. Well, the sane story that nost
of you have heard before, "I can renenber all of the faces but
few of the nanes.” But three of us, | renenber.

There was one guy with the callsign "Daughters of the American
Revol ution," aka, Darrell A Root. Darrell would frequently
change his on the air nane (radio callsign) in attenpts to use
all of his initials. Then the "Rubber Ducky" aka Ron Davis and
finally, the "Sundance Kid," aka, Pvt. Steve Kieffer.

Al t hough just as inportant to the day to day operation, the
nanes of the rest of our crew have faded fromny nenory banks.
Ron, Darrell, and nyself were part of a nuch |arger detachnent
t hat manned t he AASWACC radios. | just can't renmenber the names
of the others. | don't want readers to think that | played a
bi gger part than anyone el se.

| was in the Infirmary getting a Cap shot, while an old nan
a Vietnanese civilian, sat patiently, quiet and timd with his
i ntesti nes pushing out through a gash in his stomach, waiting to
see the nedic. Seeming to accept his situation with stoic resig-
nation. | never could understand the priorities that had pl aced
our lives in this order.

Qur local "Sky Pilot" telling us that we would have nore fun
staying on the conpound watchi ng novies at night than going
outside of the gate to get |aid.

Wat ching "Easy Rider,"” diminages on a white painted pl ywod
screen. The "lifers" cheering at the end when Dennis Hopper and
Pet er Fonda get killed. Sonme Pvt. spraying weed killer, (agent
orange?) around the novie area. Drunken ganes of ping pong at
the rec. (weck) room

Learning to cook our "C Rats”™ with C4 fromthe C aynores.

The terror, of having some wise guy "click” the renote d ay-
nore switch while you' re out checking to make sure Charlie hasn't
turned the mnes around to ai mat you.

Going to the METRO unit on our conmpound to watch as they
| aunched weat her balloons. Little "dunk"” batteries that were
activated by inmrersion in water, to power small |ight bul bs that
illum nated the balloons to help keep pilots fromrunning into
t hem

@Quys stealing the anphetam nes fromthe survival Kkits.

Finding a friend passed out in a chair in his hooch, the
heroi n syringe hanging froma vein.

Having the unit's new jeep stolen 10 mnutes after we got it.

Sitting in the back seat of an "Aloft"” Bird Dog, trying to
kick up the rear pedals and put the control stick init's socket,
while the pilot up front |laughs as he lights his cigar, both
hands visible as he says "you' ve got it." Nose down then nose
up, as | tried to fly the thing. Some aerial maneuver that |eft
me nauseous and eyes full of the debris that used to be on the
pl ane's floor in response to ny question to the pilot, "Do you
know any tricks?"

Ni ghts spent outside the wire with Kim she was naybe 14 or 15
years old, content with a box of Tide and a coupl e cartons of



Sal ens a nonth. Al ways asking ne to take her back to the states
with nme, and ne lying that | woul d.

Those little packs of cigarettes that came with C rats. That
toy piece of toilet paper that also came with the Cs. Strong
French cigarettes.

Going to a French restaurant on a nearby rubber plantation.
Top of the line Cognac at the PX for a couple of bucks worth of
MPC.

1st Cav officers wearing large brimed blue hats and yel | ow
ascots.

Laughing when | first heard the coin of the realmreferred to
as "Dong."

Paying old wonen a half penny apiece to fill sand bags all day
in the sun so we wouldn't have to do it.

Receiving a Christmas present froma stateside |adies church
group, the box contai ned Kool-Aide mx and Brillo pads.

The novelty of eating cookies that cane packed in cans from
t he PX

Ki m maki ng dinner for ne, rice with a small portion of vegeta-
bl es and a m nuscul e anount of neat, the majority of which was
served to ne, as | was a guest. Looking up fromKims' bed to see
her younger brother threatening me with a hatchet because | was
with his sister - Kimconsoling himand returning to ny side,

weepi ng.
The snell of the ditches that ran al ongside the roads in the
vil | age.

Very young boys begging for gumand cigarettes. Ofering ne
us the service of their sisters.

Monkeys dropping the strange green fruit that grew in the
trees above onto the netal roofs of the hooch's bel ow. .. bel ow

Starting a diary but giving it up-the |ast week's entry
being just "no mail."

Making a MARS call from Xuan Loc, "Hello non? | |ove you,
over."

Crossing off the days on ny short-tiner's cal endar. Sone guys
had | ots of calendars so that it seened |i ke you could nake tine
pass faster when you checked off nore than one each day.

DERCS, right around the corner. CGetting cocky as | get ready
to go hone. Then finding out |I'mgoing back to lovely Ft. Sill.

Havi ng ny poncho liner nmade into a jacket, "Wen | De |
Know I "Il Go To Heaven / |I've Spent My Tinme In Hell & etc" enbl a-
zoned on the back, "Kieffer" on the front. Packing nmy stuff in
one of the nice alum num foot |ocker that the Aussie troops were
i ssued.

At the conpound | spent ny |last few days in country, watching
a prostitute work her way down the row of buil dings, then ny
turn. Hot and tired, she made no effort to smle or patronize ne.
She knew she was there to be used and not hi ng nore.

Hitching a ride on an Air Anerica plane back to Bi en Hoa.

In the rear. Vietnanese hone grown froma "Cherry Bl end" pipe
t obacco pouch, with a sticky brown line of liquid opiumstreaked



down the rolling paper. Waking up the next norning, sitting cross
| egged on the hooch floor, ny door key wedged between the door
jamand the wall.

Buying a brilliant blue polyester disco pants and vest sort
of outfit, big gold buttons, white shirt with huge pointed
collar. The tailor assuring nme that this was the hot set up back
in the states.

Freaking out a few days later, | could see ny FreedomBird
| oadi ng out on the runway and nme, straining to fill the urine
sanpl e bottle that had to be done before you could | eave.

A line of us pissing in bottles. An NCO sitting behind us on
an el evated platformwhere he could view via the mrrors nounted
above each urinal, keeping an eye out for people sharing "clean"
urine. Then finally nmaking it on the plane. Al cheering as we
lifted off, burned out, face against the w ndow, flying hone
trying to figure out why I didn't feel anything.

The Harrisburg airport that | flewinto on ny way hone for a
thirty day |l eave. | had gone back east first so | could visit ny
relatives in Hershey, then on home to Wsconsin.

Dressed in fatigues and boonie hats we wal ked t hrough the
ai rport, laughing at new guys in their ill fitting class A's,
fresh out of boot canp-on their way home before AIT. Lots of
stares and people noving to the other side of the hallways.
Everyt hing | ooki ng new and boring at the sanme tine. Not at al
like the way | had seen it in nmy mnd.

Mostly | went to see ny grandparents. They were the ones who
wrote ne nost often when | was incountry, ny grandfather always
telling ne to be careful and that | was in their prayers. | have
a picture of ny grandparents hol ding a "wel cone hone Steve" sign
ny grandfather had made. At the tinme | thought it was pretty
corny. It was only later that | found out that ny grandfather,
who al so had been a teenager in a far away war, had been gassed
and bayoneted and knew what it was |like to cone back hone.

Hone to Wsconsin on | eave. Sleep-sleep-eat-eat. A civilian
hi gh school friend telling me about his big adventure to far off
Chi cago and had | been sonewhere? He hadn't seen ne around for
awhi | e. Vel cone honme Steve Kieffer!

See you later Tony. More to be scanned when | figure a few
software riddles ... Xuan Loc Arty ... over . Steve

PS Subject: "This is Xaun Loc Arty to the Slick | eader
over ..." Haven't seen ny brother Mke in the past few nonths.
Not hing to ny know edge has changed for the worse in his life
"sane feces - different day." | mss him but he won’t |et anyone
help him (Eds Note! Steve's brother Mke, was a former CE with
the 335th AHC, the Cowboys, who has now withdrawn into his PTSD
Wrld, in a sense, of his own naking.)

"Crackle-pop".... "Tiger 15.. you're clear all the way from
Fire Base Nancy into Bien Hoa...do you Roger that Tiger?"



click click ..... Steve Kieffer the "Sundance Kid."



