33rd ARRS, Jan - Mar 1966

life raft and dropped smoke. A second asmoke was dropped to mark the
exact spot. At this time a C-34 chopper was arriving on the scene. The
chopper recovered #1 and # survivors, The HU-16 crew continued the
search because they were advised it was a B-66 with six people aboard

but lost it. The HU~16 made an electronics run and survivor #4 was
spotted on the first pass. Smoke was dropped and the chopper moved in
position to meke its 4th pick-up. Surviver # was spotted by the AlE
but visual contact was lost. The HU-16 made another electronics run,
#5 survivor was spotted in an LPU, Smoke was dropped again to mark

location. Survivor #5 was picked up at 1850 local. Search was contimued

for survivor # until 2010 local before the HU=-16 had to return to "hame
base", The missing man was the last one to leave the aircraft (maybe he
didn't). The HU~16 received no damage.

CREW RCC Captain Gary L. Nelson
CP Captain Frank J. Linseinsen
NAV 1lst Lt Lynn E. Martinson
RO AlC Jemes C. Davis
™ TSgt Lyle E. Martinie
BJ A2C Jerry L. Coy

(5) Mission #1-3-18-14 March 1966. 1 sortie., An HU-16 on
orbit over the Gulf of Tonkin was notified that an F-4C crew had been
downed by hostile gunfire., There were two survivors in the water ang
the HU-16 crew proceeded to and landed for a water pick-up. The HU-16

was being pulled aboard. The Albatross was hit by artillery fire ang
immediately burst into flame, _The crew abandoned the HU-16 and the two
survivors were picked up by U.S. Navy helicopters. Two HU-16 crewmen
were killed by the artillery burst and/or resulting explosion. The

CREW RCC Captain David P, Westenbarger
CP 1lst Lt Walter E. Hall
NAV Captain Donald S. Price(Wounded in Action)
RO AIC Robert L. Hilton (Killed in Action)

™  ssgt Clyde W. Jackson ITI(Wounded in Action)
PJ AIC James E. Pleimen (Killed in Action)
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patrol. According to Captain Arauj, a controller at the RCC, coordina-
tion and cooperation between the USAF and USN SAR forces in the prose-

cution of missions in the Gulf of Tonkin has been excellent.

On many missions, the HU-16's have encountered ground fire, but,
to date, only one aircraft has been destroyed. On 14 March 1966, two
USAF F-4C pilots ejected and landed about two miles from shore. Crown
Bravo, piloted by Captain Westenbarger, landed to make the recovery. As
the aircraft taxied toward the downed crew, it was hit by a mortar shell.
The explosion killed the radio operator instantly and the aircraft began
to sink. Four of the crew members got out, They and the F-4C crew were
rescued by helicopters from the Yorktown and the England. The pararescue-
man was not recovered and is presumed to have gone down with the plane. e

The mission of 1 July 1966 illustrates recovery procedures used
in the Gulf of Tonkin. The Rescue Crew Commander, Major Jesse Anderson,
received a Mayday call from the wingman of a damaged F-4C. The crew
made it out over the water but not very far. One pilot landed a mile
and a half off shore, while the other landed within a half-mile of the
coast. The RCC homed on the radio signal of the orbiting wingman and
requested available helicopters and RESCAP sent to the area. —

When the HU-16 arrived, there were small boats converging on the
downed crewmen who were under constant enemy small arms and mortar fire
from the beach. The RESCAP, consisting of two A-6's, four A-4's, and

two A-1l's, made firing passes at the small craft and suppressed the
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APTAIN DONALD S. PRICE, of Pennsauken, New Fermey,

released his safety belt as soon as the HU-16 Albatross am-
phibian touched down in the Gulf of Tonkin. Leaning far forward
in his navigator’s compartment, he saw the -downed USAF jet pi-
lot bobbing in his bright orange life raft, a few yards to the right
of the tail section of the Albatross. . s '
“He’s right behind the tail section and a little to the star-
board,” Price called over the intercom to Captain David Westen-
barger, the aircraft commander.
“Roger. Reversing-engines.” .
As he waited for the familiar roar of the propellers to go into
reverse pitch, Price glanced nervously at the nearby enemy shore
of North Vietnam. It wasn't the first time he had landed in the
Gulf of Tonkin in an Albatross. In November, 1965, his crew had
pulled a RF-101 reconnaissance pilot out of the water and returned

him to his base in South Vietnam. Still, Price couldn’t get accus- . |

tomed to being so close to the enemy coast, to be bobbing up and
down in a vulnerable, slow:moving amphibian that was practically
under the barrels of Communist guns. c -

The loud roar of the engines jerked Captain Price’s eyes from
the enemy shoreline back to the downed jet pilot. The HU-16 eased
closer and closer to the raft, then stopped.&7- -

“All right, Pleiman, let’s get him aboard,” pilot Westenbarger
called. @ - X

Price saw the pararescueman, A1C James E. Pleiman of Rus-
sia, Ohio, leap from the rear hatch of the Albatross and swim to-
wards the raft. Captain Price could see that the downed pilot was
injured; blood stains speckled the side of the bright orange raft.

HEN Pleiman reached the raft, the fiyer grabbed the line

and held on tight. Good, Price thought. Now as soon as we
get the co-pilot, we can get out of here. I wonder—"

Then the barrage of enemy shells began... .

The amphibian raised out of the water several inches, its nose
higher than its tail. Before he could get a grip on a tuselage brace,
Price tumbled backwards to the floor. A fire extinguisher broke
Joose from its bracket and fell on his stomach; simultaneously, the

flare gun smashed against his head. Dazed and confused, the nav- .

igator tried to get back on his feet. :

Red shells slammed into the hull of the amphibian, tearing
jagged holes in the metal. Price, finally managing to struggle to
his knees, saw geysers of water fountain skyward alongside the
Albatross as the North Vietnamese gunners lobbed 105mm shells
at the plane. Stitches of machine-gun fire turned the area into
froth, and as Westenbarger gunned the engines of the plane, he
added to the deafening blasts of the enemy guns.

“Do you have him inside yet, Pleiman?”

Price heard the pilot frantically trying to contact the parares-

' cuemen on the intercom, but Pleiman didn’t answer. Price tried to

spot the pararescuemen from his compartment window but the erupt-
ing water, and smoke from the exploding shells, disturbed his view.

. continued on next page
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RESCUE MISSION IN TONKIN
GULF

continued

Grabbing the microphone, Price call-
ed, “I'l] check on him, Captain.”

He ran towards the rear of the am-
phibian, bounced from one side of the
{fuselage- to the other as near-misses

The fiyer was staring at him helplessly.

“I'll get you if-"

At that moment, as Price tensed to
dive out of the burning amphibian, a
second JATO bottle exploded. The flash
of fire hit the navigator in the face, sear-
ing his hair, face and eyebrows. It also

blinded him, and before the stunned

captain could regain his balance, he
tumbled out of the hatch and into the

rocked the Albatross. It was obvious - water, into the midst of flaming oil and

that the Communist gunners had held
their fire until the amphibian touched

down and was most vulnerable, then .

had opened up with everything they had
—from automatic rifie fire to 105mm
howitzers. As he fought his way towards
the rear hatch to help the pararescue-
man drag the injured jet pilot into the
plane, Price knew that in a matler of
minutes the Albatross would be past
the fiying stage, that it would be shot
to pieces unless it could get out of the
target area.

“ At the rear hatch, navigator Price
saw the flight mechanic, Sgt. Clyde Wil-
Jiam Jackson, of Fort Royal, Virginia,
leaning far outside the plane in an at-
tempt to help Pleiman drag the downed
jet pilot inside the plane. Turning to
A1C Robert Hilton, the radio operator,
Price bellowed, “Help him! Help him!"

Hilton, however, had already moved
t{o the hatch and was reaching out to
grab the side of the rait. h e o

“Try and get him close. We'll pull him
in as we take-" y .

Suddenly, a crashing shell exploded.

Price had seen other 105mm shells
hit the water, had heard machine-gun

* bullets thud into the Albatross, but this
time there had been no warning. One
moment he had been yelling instruc-
tions to the men at the iatch; the next,
he had been flying through the air to-

wards the aft bulkhead of the amphib- -

jan. The 105mm shell had entered the
HEU-16 just aft of the right wheel hous-
ing, exploded, and opened up a nine-
foot hole in the fuselage. Price, not cer-
tain of what had happened, had smashed
into the bulkhead and fallen to the
fioor, momentarily stunned.

He fought to open his eyes, to clear .

his brain, but it was several seconds
before he succeeded.

The inside of the plane was a roaring
inferno. Gasoline poured from ruptured
fuel lines and flamed instantly. A JATO
bottle exploded, hurtling pieces of metal
through the glane like shrapnel. Price
could barely breathe in the stifling heat
and the billowing smoke.

“Hilton ... Hilton, where are you?"

When there was no answer Price
crawled toward the hatch. He had gone.
only a short distance when he saw the

radio operator. One look was enough. -

Eilton was dead, victim of a direct hit.
“My God!" ;

EE flames 'were now threatening to

cut off his escape through the hatch so .,

the dazed navigator tried to meve faster.
As he neared the hatch he grabbed a

¥uselage brace and started to pull him-

self to his feet, knowing that his best
cnance of survival was to dive as far
from the amphibian as possible. It was
obvious that the plane was going to ex-
plode. ;

_As he regained his feet he saw a dark
object floating in the water beside the
aircraft, not recognizing it until an-

enemy shell hit nearby and a wave _

turned it towards him.

“Pleiman!”

The pararescueman was dead, toc.
£Approximately five feet Irom the dead
azirman, Price spotted the orange rait

30 with the injured jet pilot still inside it.

battle.” L

. gasoline and  the exploding enemy

shells, .. .

The fine work of the Aer.t\space Res-

cue and Recovery Service in Southeast
Asia is well known. The pickup rate for
downed USAF, INavy and Marine pilots
is high; some fivers barely get their
feet wet before an air rescue aircraft
plucks them from the water. Sometimes,
however, it is not quite so easy, anc the
mission of March 14, 1966, was one of
the most rugged vet experienced,

When it ended an HU-16 amphibian
had been sunk for the first time since
1949, when the HU-16 originally went
into service, and one member of the res-
cue crew received the Air Force Cross
—the nation's second highest military
award for valor.

The mission began
routinely. A Phantom
F4B jet, operated by }[e»xsix

. Air Force Major James [ |x>

M. Peerson and his co-
pilot, Czptain Lyn-
_wood C. Bryant, was |
hit by enemy ground
fire as it came off target
in North Vietnam,
about 50 miles west of
the Gulf of Tonkin.
Peerson immediately
guided his crippled
plane towards the
waler, and radioed for .

“Over here ...
helgi- ; : ) :

. “Mayday, Maycay! Crown Alpha this
is Pluto Lead. Hit by ground fire. Head-

‘ing for the gulf to eject. Present posi-
tion is 20 miles southwest of Thanh

Hoa.”

THE amphibian carrying navigator
Price and his crew had been circling

over the Gulf of Tonkin when the dis--

tress call had been picked up. The pilot
had immediately banked his Albatross
southwest and raced to the area at full
speed. Meanwhile, another Phantom jet
notifed the 4500-ton destroyer USS
Berkeley, sailing in the Gulf of Tonkin

" to coordinate rescue efforts, of the posi-

tion of the damaged aircraft.

. . “This is Pluto Two. Two-man crew

ejecting now. Estimated touch-down
osition is seven miles offshore near
on Me Island.” - -

When Price heard the position report
he studied the map on his navigation
table for several seconds before calling
his aircraft commander on the intercom.
Price didn't like what he saw on the
map, - .- :

“Captain, if they lend near Hon Me
Island as reporied, we may be in
.trouble. The Communists have enough
guns on the island to fight a major

Westenbarger agreed, but both men
.knew they had no choice. I their plane
reached the scene first, it was their duty

‘1o go down after the fyers.

" “The Yorktown is sending three eli-

* copters to the scene,” the captain told

Price, *but they're still a long way off.”

_Ten minutes later the amphibian or-
bited two miles south of Hon Me Island,
the_ crew searching :pe waters below

for some sign of PeersOnBryan}‘,
“Are you picking up theizbeeper?
Price asked. R
“Roger. We hear it. They're in the
area. Now, if we can just spot them.”
Two Navy Skyraiders were also cir-
cling in the vicinity, flying protec-
tive cover for the downed men. In the
distance Price saw the helicopters ap-
proaching from the Yorktown and,
larther south, the Berkeley was heading .
toward Hon Me Island. It was obvious
that ‘all airborne and sea rescue unils
expected trouble in the rescue attempt
because of the proximity of the enemy
guns on the island. The only salvation
would be.if the two downed pilot: had
drifted away from the area afier their

parachutes opened. )

“I don't see them anyplace,” Pleiman
called from the rear of the aircraft.

Perhaps they are further away from-"'

Suddenly the pararescueman stopped

talking for several seconds; then he

yelled, “I see them! Right below us!”

“Near the island.”

“Yeah. Too close, Captain. Too close
to the Reds. Look directly east of the
sharp point of Hon Me."

Price looked down at the island, spot-
ted the point of Jand referred to by Plei-
man, and moved his eyes east. Suddenly
he saw the bright orange rait, barely
the size of a penny from altitude.
“Mighty close to those guns,"” he mut-
tered. “Mighty close.” )

Westenbarger spotted the downed Air
Force pilot about the same time gnd
made the only decision possible. “Pilot
to ecrew—going down. Jettisoning exter-
nal fuel tanks now."

“Roger." ) : :

“We won't have much time,” he con-

_tinued. “Pleiman, as soon as we touch

down, go out the hatch. The others will
give you a hand. Price, have you seen-
any gunfire from the island yet?”

“Not one burst,” the navigator said,
searching the dot of land in the Gulf of
Tonkin with his glasses. “According to
Intelligence the Reds have the island
packed with guns, but so far it appears
that S-2 might be wrong.”

“I hope so."

Price continued to watch Hon Me Is-
land as pilot Westenbarger eased the
Albatross towards the water, When he

‘flew close to the island, Westenbarger

steepened his dive to avoid the expected
enemy fire, but no shells came their way.
It was as though the island was de-
serted. A few feet off the surface of the
gulf, Westenbarger broke his glide, held
the nose high, cut the throttles, and full-
stalled the amphibian into the water. As
soon as he brought the amphibian to a
complete stop, Price began directing him
to the downed jet pilot in the raft.

“He's right behind the tail section and
a little to the starboard.”

Still no gunfire came from the Com-
munist-held island. Price, tense and ex-
pectant, was amazed at the lack of re-
sistance. By the time Pleiman reached
the raf:. Price decided that the briefing
officers had overrated the enemy capa-
bilities. “}Now as soon as we get the co-
pilot, we can get out of here. I wonder

Seconds later the first enemy shell hit
the Albatross and within five minutes
two of the crew were dead, and the
others were floundering in the waters of
the Gulf of Tonkin. As for the amphib-
ian, it had disappeared beneath ihe sur-
face ... I

Price was still underwater when he
opened his eves. The navigator felt as if
his lungs were about to burst. Fighting



the instinct to inhale, knowing that he
would choke, the captain tried to force
his way 10 the surface of the gulf. Wher,
he raised his arms, however, sharp pains
knifed through his back. It was his first
indication that he *'as wounded. Despite
the pain, Price used his arms to propel
himself up until his head finally broke
through the surface and he could once
again breathe. o

“Help! Help!" :

" Price heard the plea above the steady
roar of the enemy gunfire, but he was
so exhausted that several seconds
elapsed before he regained enough
strength 1o turn toward the man in
trouble. When he did, he saw jet pilot
Peerson in his raft, only a few feet away.
At the same instant oil from the am-
phibian, floating on the surface of the
gulf, caught fire. Realizing that both he
and the jet pilot would be trapped in
the flames if they didn’t clear the area,
Price swam to the raft and started push-
ing it east, to the middle of the Gulf of
Tonkin and awiy from Hon Me Island.
. Peerson looked at the navigator ancd
mutiered weakly, “You're wounded.”

Price had already noticed that the wa-
.ter around him was stained red. This
fact, added 1o the pain when he raised

.

his arms and the burning sensation in

his back, made it obvious that fragments
of the same shell which had sunk the
Albatross had also hit him. Wounded or
not, Captain Price knew he had no zl-
ternative except to keep swimming
away from the flaming oil and the ene-
my guns.

It was slow, arduocus work for Price
as he fought to keep his head above wa-
ter and at the same time push the raft
with the downed pilot in it. The Com-
munists were lobbing their mortar shells
at the raft in a steady stream, and as
they burst and sent geysers of water
skywarc, the resulling waves lapped

over Price's head. They also rocked the’

raft and threatened to dump pilot Peer-
son into the gulf.

“Help! Help!

Again Price heard someone in dis-
tress. Holding onto the raft with one
hand he searched the surrounding wa-

ter. Finally he saw a head bob out of the °

water, then cdisappear again. It was the
flight mechanic, S/Sgt. Clyde W. Jack-
son, of Fort Royal, Virginia. Price knew
that he had neither the strength nor the
time to help Jackson. The man was too
{far away. At that moment, however,
Price saw the co-pilot of the Albatross,
William E. Hall, swimming a few yards
south of the merhanic. Evidently the
wind had carried the flight mechanic's
plea for help away from Hall, since he
wasn't even looking in Jackson's direc-
tion.

"Get that man right behind you!”
Price screamed.

The co-pilot looked up. a startled ex-

pression on his face as the navigator's

words reached him through the din of
the expleding shells. Price saw XHall
iurn, spoiied the bobbin- head of the
fiight mechanic and move suickly to the
man's side. .

SATISFIED that Jackson was getting
the aid he so desperately needed, Price
turned his attention back to Peerson and
the raft. He had never been so tired in
his life. His eyes and face, burned by
the blast of the JATO bottle, hurt. So
did the shell fragments in his back, and
the loss of tlood, plzinly evident by the
red trzil which marked his path in the
water. His sirength sapped, Price looked
at the injured jet pilot in the raft; he
wondered how much longer he would
be able to help him.

T S T

Suddenly a deafening noise clogged
Price's ears and he felt a heavy weight
on his back, and the navigator was con-
vinced that he was having hallucina-
tions. He was, that is, until the weight
lifted momentarily and hit him again

.with a resounding thump. . Surprised,

Price looked around behind him and

* couldn't believe his eyes.

“It can't be...”

It was. The throbbininoise, filling his
ears along with the
shells, came from an SH-3 helicopter
hovering directly above. The chopper’s
rescue sling was the ‘“‘weight” on his
back! Grabbing the sling, Price threw
it into the raft and yelled, “Put it on...
put it around you!" @ 3

Price watched the struggling jet pilot
attempt to slip inside the rescue sling,
but Peerson was too weak, Boosting
himself up on the side of the raft, Price
forced the sling over Peerson’s head and

motioned for the helicoptor to pull up.

the major. An instant later Peerson was
lifted from the'raft and hoisted towards

the door of the chopper.

A few yards away Price saw another
helicopter picking up the remainder

of the Albatross crew and the other jet

pilot. Holding onto the side of the small

raft that Peerson had been in, Price felt

better despite the heavy gunfire still di- -

rected at him from the island. As soon
as, the chopper lowered the sling and
picked him up, they could clear the

scene and get back to the nearby car- .

rier. It seemed to Price that he had been
in the water for hours.
“Here! . ... Over here!"

The captain heard the voice and ree-'

ognized it instantly. He spotted Sergeant
Jackson a few vords away, alone and
floundering in the water. Later, Price
learned the: co-pilot Hall had -tried to
carry the chopper rescue sling over to
the flight mechanic, bBut before he
reached Jackson the whirlybird crew
had hoisted Hall out of the water, leav-
ing the crewman behind.

“Hold on, Jackson...I'll get you”

Price hat=d to leave the raft, but he
had no choice. He swam to the injured
Jackson, slipped 2 arm arcund him and
staried to dog-paddie back 0 the raft.
At that moment he spotted the SH-3
neading toward them and he ctopped.
He wzaiched the rescue sling swoop
down, made a desperate grab as it start-
ed past and snagged it.

N T e Wl e s Ve
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Albatross similar to one which put Price down in

lasts of enemy’

Gulf of Tonkin lands in water.

“Get this on, Jackson,” Price said.
Quici:ly he put the injured, exhausted
flight mechanic in the sling, and before
- he could even wave, the chopper crew
was pulling Jackson out of the water,
Price saw several bullets penetrate the
side of the helicopter but it remained
airborne, pivoting ir. the sky as only a
chopper can and head for a nearby ship.
Captain Price was now alone in the
water. All the others, except the two
dead crewmen, had been picked up. For
a few minutes the navigator thought
that it was only a matter of time until
he, too, would be hoisted to safety...
But as the two rescue helicopters disap-
peared from the scene he began to won-
der. He saw them touch down on the
ships, but they didn't take off again. Had
he been forgotten? Was it possible that
he had been given up for dead, too? Orn=
man in the Gulf of Tonkin was almecrt
indiscernible to the human eye. Perha;s
in the confusion of the rescue attemgt
there had been a miscount. Certainly
after a head count'was taken the res-
cuers would learn that he was unac-
counted for, but by then it would be too
late. Much too late. .. o

Using nearly all his remaining

strength Price climbed into Peerson's
‘raft, only to discover that he was drift-
ing dangerously close to the shore of
Hon Me Island. Wearily he slid back
into the water and started swimming to-
warc the open sea, dragging the rafm be-
hind him. Exhausted, bleeding, discour-
aged, he still refused to give up. He was
determined to keep trying —until he
b}l]atl:lked out or was hit by one of the Red
shells.

Suddenly the entire sky seemed to ex-
plode. Two Air Ferce F-45 roared across
the Gulf of Tonkin at wave-icp level,
firing their rockets and machine guns
at the enemy gunners on the island. Two
junks that were heading in Price's di-
rection suddenly burst into flames and
sank. A Skyraider followed the jets and

bombed the beach. Smoke and debris.

flew skyward.and the concussion even
jolted Price in the water. -

“They didn't forget me,” he muttered,
fighting to keep his head above water.

A minute lzter Price saw a smazll
UH-2 helicopter flying slowly through
the curtain of fire towards nim, a rescue
sling dangling behind. The chopp:r
came lumbering in, oblivious of the en-
emy shells. The rescue collar dropped

only a few feet (Continued on page 73} 2
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Nescne Mission

(Continued from page 31)

{rom the navigator and the helicopter
erewman in the hatch yanked it into
rice's arms. Quickly, Price slipped it
under his arms. This time he ignored the
pain as he waved his arms, signaling
them to lift him out of enemy waters.

As they pulled him inside the chop-
per, the crewman at the winch grinned.,
“Better late than never!" ,

Price could only nod and mutter,
“Thanks." ) -

The navigator was taken to an aircraft
carrier where a doctor picked out the
shrapnel and stitched his wounds. After
two weeks in the hospital, Donald Price
was back on Okinawa with the 33rd
Aerospace Rescue and Recover Squad-
ron, ready for action. He doesn't say
much about his experience, but the men
he saved made certain that Washington
was told about his heroic action. Con-
sequently in September, 1866, six

onths after the mission, Captain Don-

2%d S. Price was awarded the Air Force"s

Cross, the first navigator to receive the
ration's second hignest military medal
ior valor.

No man deserved it more. A
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Black Plague .

(Continued from page 45}-‘

She climbed into a jeep driven by Mike
Brown, a Navajo wno worked with the
health service, and the pair headed
north on Route 32 toward Gallup.

Despite the mid-afternoon heat, the
dust and the long day, both were in good
spirits. - )

_ “ltis over, I think,” said Brown, smil-
ing. ; - - .

“I only hope you are right,” said Mrs.
Von Seggern, rejaxing agaiwnst her seat.
“The signs are good. No new cases in
more than 10 cdays. And not a single
death. Thank Goc for that."

“My people owe much to you and the
others.”

“Nonsense, Mike,” said Mrs, Von Seg-
gern. I did little more than pray a lol.
As for the others...Well, that's what
we are all here for."

“You are too modest. To fight the
Black Death..."” .

Black Death, thought Mrs. Von Seg-
gern, closing her eyes and fighting the
exhaustion of the past weeks, Black
Death. The name fits. The scourge of the
Middle Ages. Plague, a jfrightening

L word. Ring around the rosie...all fall

down. Dead! A children’s ditty. 1 won-
der if they know they sing of plague?
How could they? It wes centuries ago.
And yet this is 1965. 1t could have been
an epidemic. Siz cases. But it is over
now...J could sleep for a week,

She felt the jeep slow down.

“What is it, Mike?"

“Up ahead,” said Brown, “An old
woman and two young boys waving for
us to stop. They're pointing to a wagon.”

“Pull over,” said Mrs. Von Seggern, a
frown clouding her face. An accident?
It might be. I prey it isn’t another...

The old woman ran to the jeep.
“Please help us," she cried. *We have a
sick one. We must get him to the hos-
pital. He is in the wagon...burning with
tever." | - '

Mrs. Von Seggern's face became dark-
er. She climbed out of the jeep and rzn
to the wagon. Reaching gently under the
blankets, she felt the boy’s armpits and
groin. < :

The lump! Oh, God! Please, not cn-
other one. :

Mrs. Von Seggern looked at the boy's
hands and saw the black sores. She
fought an impulse to cry, then tucked
the blankets around the unconscious boy
and returned to the jeep. '

Brown, trying to soothe the now hys-
terical grandmother, looked up expec-

tantly at Mrs. Von Seggern. “The boy?

Has the boy ...?7" -

Mrs. Von Seggern looked at him help-
lessly. “I think so, Mike. We must get
him to Gallup as fast as possible. And
| must get in touch with Dr. Bourne!”

Dr. John Boumne, district health officer
for the Gallup area, put dbwn 1ine
telephone and drew his hands slowly

‘over his face. He iried to keep the dis-

appointment, the
thoughts.

She could be wrong, he thought. How
I hope she is wrong...No, not Lucille.
She’s seen too much of it. Another case.
That makes seven, None for 10 days and
then this., We had the epidemic con-
trolled and then this! Did we fail some-
where along the line? Where...?

It had begun quite innocently six
weeks earlier, on Juiy 10, 1965...

A six-year-old Indian boy from north
of Gallup was acmitied to the United

fear, out of his

States Public Health Se qalﬁdian

Hospital in Gallup. The initiz<#iagnoss
was meningitis. Three days later 3
three-year-old Navajo girl from Red
Rock, a small Indian village eight miles
south of Gallup, was admitted to the
hospital with identical symptoms-high
fever, chest pains, headaches. >

Both children were given intensive
doses of antibiotics — sulfadiazine and
chloramphenicol. Both responded to the
drugs and their conditions improved. It
was evidence that supported the initial
diagnosis of meningitis.

A week later the reports on the two
children were forwarded to Dr. Bourne,
as were reports on all communicable
diseases in the district. He was vaguely
troubled. 2

Strange, thought Dr. Bourne. Menin-
gitis. Unusual type, too. We haven't seen
something like this in years. Now twe
cases. Dr. Bourne grabbed his telephone.

“Dr. Loring? This is Dr. Bourne. Are
you guite positive on these two cases of
meningitis? Yes, I see they responded 1o
the treatment, but any number of con-
ditions would respond to the same treal-
ment ... Well, plague, for one. We have

- not seen our yearly case or two as yet

1 was thinking it might be worth while
to run some additional tests — blood,
urine and so on—just to be perfectly sure
...Fine. Thank you."’
Dr. Bourne called in his secretary.
“Dr. Loring will be sending along
some tests on two meningitis cases at the

_hospital,” he said. handing her_the re-
“ports. “I want them forwarded to the

Communicable Disease Center in Al-
lanta, and I want to be notified as soon
as the results are received.” .
Dr. Bourne returned to other paper
work, but couldn't get the two cases out
of his mind. )
Well, he thought, if there is anything
to find, those boys down in Atlanta will
find it. They handle every known trens-
missible disease in this country. And ¢
few that aren’t known. Maybe I'm be-
ing overly cautious. But two cases in
three days and from totally removed
communities... Well, let's hope I'm
wrong. .

On :Tuly 30, Dr. Bourne learned he was *
Il

) ght.

Reports from the Communicable Dis-
ease Center, an arm of the U.S. Public
Health Service, showed that although

.the symptoms were mild and not exactly

typical. both children had been felled
by Pasteurella pestis—bubonic plague.

Dr. Bourne stared at the reports and
pursed his lips. The Black Death of the
Middle Ages stays with us, he thought.
No new cases as yet. Perhaps there won't
be anymore—if we are lucky. But I don't
like two cases so close in time and so
separated.

Dr. Bourne knew that one or two cases
of plague occurred every year in his
area, primarily because the Indians on
the reservations still looked to their
medicine men for cures and themedical
efficacy of tribal chants. Ee also knew
he was sitting on a powder keg.

Plague was a virulent killer that
slaughtered a third of Western Eurcpe
in the 14th Century, that wiped oul
90,000 Londoners in 1665, that killed
more than 13,000,000 persons in_various
parts of the world from 1850 to the pres-
ent time.

And out there on the plains and mesa
around Gallup, it still thrived among
the wild rodents — ground squirrels
prairie dogs and field mice. Dr. Boume
was well aware that plague could not
be eradicated. There were too many Io-,
dents in too wide an area.
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DET 1-3-13-25 Feb

(C) USAF RB-66 was reported down in the Gulf of Tonkin south of 1700N,
HU-16 located one survivor and while descending to make the pick-up spotted
several others in the area. The HU-16 advised that several different men
were in sight and requested that USN helicopter should make pick-up so he
could mark location of survivors he had spotted. The team work on this
operation resulted in five of the six crew members recovered. The sixth
man had not been confirmed successfully leaving the aircraft.

DET 1-3=-14-

(C) USN F-4B reported missing in the Gulf of Tonkin, HU-16, fighter aircraft
and Navy Destroyers were diverted to the area. Area with a radius of 60 miles
of the last known position was searched but negative leads were obtalned, USN
requested mission be suspended.

DET 1-3-15-

(C) USN A-4E reported down in North Vietnam. All rescue alrcraft on the
scene reported havy ground fire from the immediate area of the suspected
downed man, Numerous junks near the area and havy ground fire left little
doubt that the pllot had been captured if he got out of the alrcraft safely.

DET 1-3-16-9 Mar

(C) USN F-4C was dowmed by ground fire in the Gulf of Tonkin two miless off
the coast of North Veitnam. An HU-16 landed and was in the process of making
a pick-up when it took a direct hit from mortar fired off the coast. The
HU-16 caught fire and sank almost immediately, Two Crew members wWe¥e reported
killed by the mortar and the remaining four evacuated the aircraft., USN
helicopters recovered the two Navy pilots and four of the HU-16 crew members.
Destroyers and fighters in the area reported ground fire from shore implace-
ments was extremely heavy and accurate,

DET 1-3-19-20 Mar

(C) USN F-4B crashed in the Gulf of Tonkin, Two good chutes were observed,
One chute landed 75 yards of the coast of North Vietnam and the pilot was
reported captured. The second chute landed 1000 yards off the coast and the
man was recovered by USN helicopter,

DET ]-3-20-24 Mar

(C) Pilot of USAF F-105 went down off the coast of North Vietnam., Wingman
reported negative chute sighting and that the aircraft went down in the
vicinity of numerous junks, Heavy ground fire from the shore was reported.
Mission was suspended,

DET 2-3-2-11 Jan

(U) USAF F-105 pilot ejected over Laos, A good chute was sighted and voice
contact with the downed pilot was established., HH-3 made a hoist pick-up of
the pilot who was in good condition, AlE and F-105 were used to supress
ground fire.

DET 2-3-3-16 Jan

(U) USAF F-4C crew ejected over Laos. Volce contact was established with
one of the pilots. Hoist pick-up was made on this man, Trees in the area
were 150 to 200 feet high, HH-3 circled the area ln an attempt to make
visual contact with the second crewman, Contact was made and he was rec-

overed 10 minutes later, =
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Rescue in the Gulf of Tonkin

Burned and wounded,
HU-16 navigator Don
Price saved the injured
F-4 pilot, then found

‘himself alone in the

sea, surrounded by en-
emy sampans.

BY JOHN L. FRISBEE
CONTRIBUTING EDITOR

I'r WAS late in the afternoon of No-
vember 14, 1966. For several
hours, the Aerospace Rescue and
Recovery Service HU-16B had
been boring holes in the sky over the
Gulf of Tonkin, some 200 miles
north of the DMZ. Capt. Donald S.
Price, navigator of the Grumman
amphibian, was a veteran of 150
missions in SEA since he reported
for duty with the 33d Air Rescue
Squadron at Naha AB, Okinawa, in
October 1964.

The lulling drone of throttled-
back engines was interrupted by a
call to action. A flak-damaged F-4
was heading for the Gulf where Maj.
James Peerson and his backseater,
Capt. Lynwood Bryant, hoped to
eject southeast of Thanh Hoa.
Price’s pilot, Capt. David Westen-
barger, headed north with throttles
firewalled, touching down on a
choppy sea near Major Peerson,
who was closest to shore.

As pararescueman A1C James
Pleiman jumped into the water to
help Peerson, artillery and some
twenty-five motorized sampans
opened fire, bracketing the HU-16
as it floated about two miles off-
shore. Captain Price, after comput-
ing a departure heading, ran to the
rear of the aircraft to help SSgt.
Clyde Jackson pull Pleiman and the
downed pilot to the aircraft with a
rope attached to the parares-
cueman.

Seeing that A1C Robert Hilton
was having trouble with his M-16,
Price ordered the airman to help
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Jackson. Grabbing Hilton’s M-16,
Price began firing at the approach-
ing sampans. The F-4 pilot was half-
way into the aircraft when the world
went black. An artillery shell had
scored a direct hit on the HU-16,
setting it afire. Price was thrown
against a bulkhead, stunned and
bleeding from shrapnel wounds on
his head, back, and buttocks and
burned by the explosion.

When the haze lifted, Captain
Price saw Hilton lying dead on the
floor. Sergeant Jackson had been
blown out the door, one arm nearly
severed. The pararescueman,
Pleiman, floated facedown in the
water. Near his body, Major Peer-
son, injured and without a life jack-

et, struggled to keep his head above -

water. The HU-16 pilot and his co-
pilot, Lt. Walter Hall, had managed
to escape through an overhead
hatch, leaving the burning amphibi-
an afloat on a sheet of flame.

Still groggy and bleeding heavily,
Captain Price sized up the situation
and immediately went to Peerson’s
aid. Fully clothed and supporting a
man nearly twice his weight, Don
Price called on all his training as a
competitive swimmer and water
safety instructor. Pushing the burn-
ing gasoline aside with his hands, he
towed Peerson 200 yards to tempo-
rary safety.

Resting a moment, Price looked
up. A Navy helicopter hovered
overhead. Price, pummeled by the
chopper’s downwash, helped Major

Navigator Don Price won the Air Force
Cross for valor in Vietnam.

Peerson into the hoist. As the F-4
pilot was hauled aboard, an artillery
shell hit ten yards from Price, an-
other thirty yards away, and auto-
matic weapons fire from the sam-
pans churned the water. The chop-
per, leaking fuel from several hits,
pulled out while another Navy heli-
copter picked up the remaining sur-
vivors, leaving Price alone on an un-
friendly sea.

A hundred and fifty yards away
an empty liferaft bobbed on the
waves. Barely able to move his legs,
Captain Price swam to the raft. The
prospect before him wasn’t promis-
ing. About 400 yards out were sev-
eral sampans, intent on taking him
prisoner. Each time one started to
edge in, an A-1 or an F-4 came
down, guns blazing. Price remem-
bers seeing a sampan cut in half by
cannon fire. That was heartening,
but on the other hand, he was drift-
ing toward shore. Once more he
slipped into the water and, towing
the raft, swam out to sea, his waning
strength rekindled by thoughts of
his wife and two children back at
Naha.

When he could swim no longer,
Price—shaking from,cold and fa-
tigue—pulled himself painfully back
into the raft. There was no response
to his calls on the survival radio.
Then, after what seemed an eter-
nity, a Navy UH-2B came in low
and fast, hovered over the raft, and
picked him out of the Gulf. After he
received emergency medical treat-
ment aboard a nearby utility ship,
doctors on the carrier Yorktown
spent four hours removing shrapnel
and sewing up his wounds. It had
been an ordeal of heroism and en-
durance that few men could have
survived.

Don Price, now a retired lieuten-
ant colonel, flew thirty more mis-
sions before returning to the States,
wearing the Air Force Cross. He is
one of only three Air Force navi-
gators who served in Southeast Asia
to be awarded the nation’s second
highest decoration for valor. u
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away from the aircraft. He then discovered that
a crew member was injured and could not be
moved. Capt. Collins refused to abandon the
aircraft for a more favorable defensive posi-
tion. Instead, he established a perimeter de-
fense of the downed AC-47 until rescue heli-
copters arrived,

Although under heavy attack, Capt. Collins
continuously fought off the Viet Cong, enabling
three of his crew members to be rescued. The
valuable minutes he gave his crew cost him his
life,

DARING RESCUE

Capt. Donald S. Price almost gave his life in
a daring rescue of a F-4C Phantom crew.

He was a navigator aboard a HU-16 Alba-
tross on a rescue mission in the Gulf of Tonkin,
offshore of North Vietnam on March 14, 1966.

As the HU-16 approached the area, the
downed crew members were sighted in the
water. Approximately 25 motorized sampans
were also heading toward the pilots.

After a full stall landing, they maneuvered
toward the nearest survivor. Moments later,
the sampans opened up with a heavy barrage
of gunfire. The HU-16 exploded and was im-
mediately engulfed in flames, forcing the crew
to abandon the aircraft.

Capt. Price jumped into the water and im-
mediately swam to the F-4C pilot who had dis-
carded his life raft and jacket and was strug-
gling to remain afloat. Capt. Price towed the
pilot away from his burning aireraft.

Minutes later, helicopters arrived on the
scene and Capt. Price, although in great pain
from multiple wounds, assisted the pilot into
the helicopter sling.

Capt. Price was now alone. As he was strug-
gling into a raft, the sampans were moving to-
ward him. He jumped back into the ocean and
began swimming seaward. Minutes later, two
F-4C aircraft and a helicopter spotted him.
While the Phantoms held off the sampans, the
helicopter pulled Capt. Price to safety.

AWARDED TWO A.F. CROSSES

Only one airman has received the Air Force
Cross twice. And that is Maj. Leland T. Ken-
nedy, a HH-3E Jolly Green Giant pilot.

On Oct. 5, 1966, Maj. Kennedy and Capt.
Oliver E. O’'Mara and their helicopter crews

248

Captain Delbert W. Fleener receives the Air Force Cross from

General Hunter Harris, former Pacific Air Forces commander, He

was awarded the nation’s second highest award for bravery

following his actions while serving in Southeast Asia as a forward
air controller (FAC).

flew into North Vietnam to search for a two-
man crew of a downed F-4C Phantom jet.

The flyers were located near the Black River,
which stretches across North Vietnam. Under
heavy gunfire, .Maj. Kennedy and his badly
damaged helicopter picked up the co-pilot. Capt.
O’Mara attempted to reach the pilot, but was
forced to withdraw after his helicopter was
chopped up by gunfire.

Both Maj. Kennedy and Capt. O’'Mara re-
ceived the Air Force Cross for this rescue mis-
sion into the heart of North Vietnam.

Two weeks later Maj. Kennedy earned his
second Air Force Cross when he and his crew
flew through heavy ground fire to rescue the
two-man crew of a downed Phantom and the
four-man crew of another rescue helicopter shot
down attempting to save the F-4C pilots.

Many others have won the Air Force Cross.
Some of these men are Lieutenant Colonel
James R. Hopkins, Majors William M. McAllis-
ter,* Carl B. Mitchell,* William P. Robinson,
Robert F. Ronca,* Peter Tsouprake, and Wayne
N. Whatley; Captains Howard R. Cody,* Wal-
ter F. Draeger Jr.,* Delbert W. Fleener, Vin-
cent J. Hickman,* Richard A. Nagel Jr., Ber-
nard F. Lukasik,* William R. Martin,* Larry
B. Mason, Jack W. Weatherby,* and Richard L.
Whitesides;* 1st Lieutenants Atis K. Liel-
manis* and Duane W. Martin.*

The Air Force Cross is a medal for heroes.
Air Force heroes! @

*Indicates recipient is deceased.
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Capt. Donald S. Price, of the
33rd Aerospace Rescue and
Recovery Sq., was awarded the
Air Force Cross Tuesday in a
presentation ceremony at the
theatre,

Lt. Gen, Joseph H. Moore,
vice commander-in-chief, PA-
CAF, made the presentation to
|Captain Price and also present-
led the Silver Star to Capt.
David Westenbarger. Capfain
Price is one of five persons who

Force navigator to ever be pre-
sented that decorafion.

_ For his courage in saving the
life of a downed Air Force pilot,
he was awarded . the mnation’s
second highest award for valor.
The remainder of the Albatross
crew will receive the Silver Star
for this mission. They were
Capt. Westenbarger, 1st Lt.
Walter Hall, SSgt. Clyde Jack-
son, AIC James Pleiman (Post-

humous), and AIC Robert Hil-:

ton (Posthumous).

General Moore, who was Com.
mander of the 2nd Air Division,
Vietnam when the rescue mis-
sion took place, also presented
the Air Force Flying Safefy
Award to the 21st Troop Carrier
Sq. During his brief visit here,
General Moore was given a four
of the base and a briefing at
Wing headquarters.

town is Moorestown, N.J., at-
tended Bradley University, ma-
joring in Civil Engineering.
During his college tenure, he
worked as an assistant engineer
in Peoria, Il

He entered the Air Force as
an aviation caget in 1960, was

ingen AFB, Tex. . as a naviga-
tor. In June of 1062, he com-
pleted navigator bombadier
training school at Mather AFB,
Calif. and was subsequently as
signed to the 28th Air Trans-
perf Sq., Hill AFB, Utah where
he flew on C-124's for two
years.

After attending the Aircrew
Survival School at Stead AFB,

rave lived to receive the Air |
Force Cross and is the only Air ;

Captain Price, whose home- |

commissioned in 1961 af Harl-i

33rd ARRS Captain
Decorated for Valor

Nev. and the HU-16 transition
training unit at Eglin AFB,
Fla., he was .assigned to the
23rd ARRS at Naha. He flew 9¢
combat search rescue missions
in Southeast Asia until he was
wounded by an artillery round
which sank his aircraft in the
Gulf of Tnkin. )

Among Captain Price’s de-
corations are thé Distinguished
‘Flying Cross with Oak Leaf
Cluster, the Air Medal with four
Oak Leaf Clusters, the Purple
Heart, and the Vietnam Servjce
' Medal.

He is marriedos fowin er
Maureen Bartula and they have
two sons; D‘?“il?h»:hf,“d Pen

nis, 2.

Schedule
Monthly

Exercise

As mentioned in last week’s
lOutpost monthly shelter exer-
cises will be conducted on
Naha AB: all personnel on the
| base, including dependents and
| civilian employees must parti-
cipate. Thre are two excep-
tions: School children will not
be curtailed.

The purpose of the exercises
|includes m a king personnel
familiar with the procedures in-
volved with a base wide shelter
opreration. Familiarity, in this
|case, gives more confidence,
safety, and protection to all per-
sonnel.

A few times each year Naha
AB will be evaluated by higher
\headquarters on shelter proce-
{ dures and knowledge, including
| dependent and civilian employ-

| ees participation, Therefore,
your sincre cooperation is
necessary to help insure an

(Cont, on P-4, C.1)




Maj. H. Lewis Smith (right) talks with rescue pilots who brought him
out of North Vietnam jungle after his A-1E Skyraider was forced down.

RESCUE crews flying helicopter and amphibious air-
craft had made more than 560 “saves” of downed
airmen or ground troops, in both North and South
Vietnam, before the end of 1966.

The majority of these dramatic, action-packed res-
cues were under enemy fire, which makes them all the
more spectacular. Nearly all of them, whether flown by
helicopter or amphibious crews, involved great person-
al effort and risk of life.

Many involved joint operations by Air Force rescue
crews and the ships, helicopters and aircraft of the US
Army, Navy, and Republic of Vietnam military serv-
ices. In fact, joint air rescue activities by Air Force and
Navy units had resulted in saving 229 downed pilots
from the Gulf of Tonkin, as of November 1966, the
Department of Defense noted.

Obviously, personal risks are great for aircrew
members involved in the rescue operations through-
out Vietnam. And seldom, if ever, is any mention made
of what might be termed the battle of “guts.” Every
airman who flies search and rescue missions faces this
personal problem and comes to grips with his natural
fears in his own, personal way.

There surely has to be something heart-pounding
about hovering over a downed airman or soldier, or be-
ing lowered to the ground on a cable to assist a com-
plete stranger in a hostile environment that is alive
with the sound of enemy rifle and machine gun fire.
To learn to live with this insidious, natural fear—and
make a successful rescue—is undoubtedly as great a
personal victory as it is a shared one.

In short, the job takes guts, and there has certainly
been no shortage of courage among American rescue
personnel operating in Southeast Asia. Two ARRS men
have won the Air Force Cross for their bravery. One of
these medals was given posthumously, to AIC William
H. Pitsenbarger, a pararescue medic.
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Adapted from news releases issued by Se\;en“.'a
Force and Pacific Air Forces writers
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Pararescuemen A1C Robert D. Bowers and A1C Franklin D. Stevid
two hours on ground in North Vietnam after rescuing two

thed to the .

Capt. Donald S. Price, a father of three and
of a junior swim team at Naha AB, Okinawa, recél LHU-16 res
the Air Force Cross last September for a dramaticH in waters al
cue in the Gulf of Tonkin in which he nearly lost divarger jetti
life while saving another. i DS aircraft
b e, Two Nay
Tragedy And Heroism BU-16 started

& silent.
(88 s00n as -
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On March 14, 1966, Captain Price, a navig
his fellow aircrew members were orbiting over the
of Tonkin in their HU-16 Albatross. The crew W8
temporary duty in Southeast Asia from Okinawas

When the distress call came over their radio it B
a series of events from which two men did not;
The mayday came from a fighter pilot, reportif

ejection of two fellow F-4 pilots over the gulf, ., Pri

their approximate position. 38 $¢ radio o)
Capt. David Westenbarger, the HU-16’s pilo & = ﬂ}C two

ed his Albatross north toward the downed avil  rifle. H,

En route, he called one of the nearby Search andig
cue (SAR) destroyers and requested two heli Peg



pilot into its sling. When he looked around again, only
he and the flight mechanic remained in the water. The
other helicopter had pulled the copilot aboard before
he could tow the sling to the mechanic. Then a heli-
copter returned and retrieved the airman. A Navy Sky-
raider was making passes at the beach to draw fire
away from the rescue scene. Another helicopter took a
hit in its fuel line and was forced to return to its ship.

Alone in the sea, Captain Price swam slowly and
painfully for the empty raft nearby. He climbed in, but
found the raft was drifting toward shore and the enemy
guns, so he got out and swam seaward, towing the raft
behind him.

He started to shake, so he got back in the raft and
opened his survival radio. He heard the A-1 pilot call-
ing for more air strikes. Two Air Force F-4Cs arrived
and started blasting shore batteries and the enemy
junks which were approaching Captain Price. They blew
one out of the water close enough to the navigator that
the concussion raised him out of the water.

The HU-16 had sunk. Captain Price recalled the
action which followed:

"l began to shake violently all over for periods of
20 to 30 seconds. I called the Rescap but they didn't
answer. [ called for anyone who could read me, but
still no answer. Then I spotted a chopper coming in low
from the northeast.”

Captain Price was lifted out of his raft into the heli-
copter. Inside, he stretched out on his stomach. A flight
crewman tore his flight suit away and put gauze com-
presses on Captain Price's wounds. He was still shaking
violently. Two other aircrew men took off their own
flight suits and covered him.

Within minutes he was aboard an aircraft carrier,
where Navy doctors picked out pieces of shrapnel and
stitched his wounds. They couldn’t get all the shrapnel,
so Captain Price figures he’ll be able to predict the
weather occasionally. Within two weeks from March 14,
1966, he was back on duty with his outfit in Okinawa.
He was later awarded the Air Force Cross.

And, somewhere in the Air Force, an F-4C pilot
thanks God for rescuemen like Don Price.

Other Rescue Efforts

Paramedics A2C Robert D. Bowers and A2C Frank-
lin D. Stevson spent nearly two hours in dense under-
growth near a North Vietnamese village before being
rescued by a helicopter.

On a rescue mission to recover two RF-4C pilots,
Airman Bowers' HH-3E helicopter was forced to leave
him on the ground after he had assisted one of the in-
jured pilots into the litter for hoisting aboard the hov-
ering craft.

Hearing automatic fire nearby, Bowers hid in the
brush. Then Airman Stevson was lowered to the ground

to search for him. He was almost immediately pinned
down by enemy small arms fire and his helicopter was
also forced to withdraw. Stevson contacted A-1E Sky-
raiders in the area and gave directions for an air strike,

Then a third “Jolly Green Giant” helicopter entered
the operation and picked up both of the paramedics.

An adviser to the VNAF's 213th Helicopter Squad-
ron, Capt. Paul H. Schnucker, and a Vietnamese lieu-
tenant flew a helicopter into an area near Dong Ha in
a medical evacuation mission. Two Marine Corps chop-
pers had already gone down on the mission.

“We were hit when about 50 feet in the air," Captain
Schnucker said later. A Vietnamese soldier on board
the helicopter was hit in the shoulder and leg, so the
crew took him back to the Dong Ha dispensary for
medical care. Their oil lines had been damaged, so
they switched helicopters.

Going back into the mission area, Captain Schnucker
and his VNAF crew took several more rounds in a fuel
section, but managed to load 13 casualties aboard and
complete the evacuation mission. They went back to
the area a third time and evacuated 10 more casual-
ties, then had to abandon their aircraft because it was
leaking fuel.

Capt. David W. Haines, 1961 graduate of the Air
Force Academy, landed his HU-16 Albatross in the
South China Sea, close to a Viet Cong-held shoreline,
to rescue a downed Vietnamese airman. His HU-16
rescue crew ignored bursting mortar shells raining down
around them, and evacuated the VNAF pilot to Da
Nang Air Base.

A veteran combat pilot and vice commander of
the 12th Tactical Fighter Wing in Vietnam recently
compared his own World War 11 rescue to current res-
cue operations.

Col. Joel D. Thorvaldson, now an F-4C pilot, was
shot down over New Guinea in 1943, “1 had to float
down river for nine days, even though I was spotted by
an observation plane, before 1 could be rescued. We
didn’t have choppers then.”

Commenting on the dramatic recent rescue of a
downed F-105 pilot in North Vietnam—which took 22
minutes—Colonel Thorvaldson said, “During World
War 1l the pilot would have been captured, or might
have waited several days and traveled many miles on
foot before being picked up.”

Colonel Thorvaldson flew 186 combat missions dur-
ing World War Il (he downed three Zeros and was
credited with six “probables”), and flew 59 combat mis-
sions over Korea. He is now flying missions in Vietnam.

These few examples of Air Rescue and Recovery
Service’s daring and bravery under fire in Vietnam
barely begin to tell the dramatic story of combat res-
cue. THE AIRMAN joins aviators everywhere in saluting
the men of ARRS for their heroism and life-saving
operations, —J.AG.

The Airman



“"We won't have much time,” he con- .

. tinued. “Pleiman, as soon as we touch
down, go out the hatch. The others will

give you a hand. Price, have you seen.

any gunfire from the island _‘yet?"

“Not one burst,” the navigator said,
searching the dot of land in the Gulf of
Tonkin with his glasses. “According to
Intelligence the Reds have the island
packed with guns, but so far it appears
that S-2 might be wrong.”

“I hope so.”

Price continued to watch Hon Me Is-
land as pilot Westenbarger eased the
Albatross towards the water. When he

"flew close to the island, Westenbarger
steepened his dive to avoid the expected

- enemy fire, but no shells came their way.
It was as though the island was de-
serted. A few feet off the surface of the
gulf, Westenbarger broke his glide, held
the nose high, cut the throttles, and full-
stalled the amphibian into the water. As
soon as he brought the amphibian to a
complete stop, Price began directing him
to the downed jet pilot in the raft.

“He's right behind the tail section and
a little to the starboard.”

Still no gunfire came from the Com-
munist-held island. Price, tense and ex-
pectant, was amazed at the lack of re-
sistance. By the time Pleiman reached
the raf:. Price decided that thd briefing
officers had overrated the enemy capa-
bilities. “XNow as soon as we ge: the co-
pil?'l, we can get out of here. I wonder

Seconds later the first enemy shell hit
the Albatross and within five minutes
two of the crew were dead, and the
others were floundering in the waters of
the Gulf of Tonkin. As for the amphib-
jan, it had disasppeared beneath the sur-
face... -

Price was still underwater when he
opened his eves. The navigator felt as if
his lungs were about to burst. Fighting

N



the instinct to inhale, knowing that he
would choke, the captain tried to force
hic way 10 the surface of the gull. Wher,
he raised his arms, however, sharp pains
knifed through his back. It was his first
indication that he *'as wounded. Despite
the pain, Price used his arms to propel
himself up until his head finally broke

through the surface and he could once *

again breathe.
“Help! Help!"

" Price heard the plea above the steady .
roar of the enemy gunfire, but he was .

so exhausted that several seconds
elapsed before he regained enough
skenflh to turn toward the man in
trouble. When he did, he saw jet pilot
Peerson in hisraft, only a few feet away.
At the same instant oil from the am-
phibian, floating on the surface of the
gulf, caught fire. Realizing that both he
and the jet pilot would be trapped in
the flames if they didn't clear the area,
Price swam to the raft and started push-
ing it east, to the middle of the Gulf of
Tonkin and awiy from Hon Me Island.
. Peerson looked at the navigator and
mutiered weakly, “You're wounded.”
Price hac already noticed that the wa-
ter around him was stained red. This
fact, added to the pain when he raised

his arms and tke burning sensation in _

his back, made i: obvious that fragments
of the same shell which had sunk the
Albatross had also hit him. Wounded or
not, Captain Price knew he had no zl-
ternative except to keep swimming
away from the flaming oil and the ene-
my guns. _

It was slow, arduous work for Price
as he fought to keep his head above wa-
ter and at the same time push the raft
with the downed pilot in it. The Com-
munists were lobbing their mortar shells
at the raft in a steady stream, and as
they burst and sent geysers of water
skywarc, the resulting waves lapped

over Price's head. They also rocked the’

raft and threatened to dump pilot Peer-
son into the gulf.
. “Help! Help!




Afain Price heard someone in dis-
tress. Eolding onto the raft with one
hand he searched the surrounding wa-

ter. Finally he saw a head bob out of the

water, then disappear again. It was the
flight mechanic, S/Sgt. Clyde W. Jack-
son, of Fort Royal, Virginia. Price knew
that he had neither the strength nor the
time to help Jackson. The man was too
far away. At that moment, however,
Price saw the co-pilot of the Albatross,
William E. Hall, swimming a few yards
south of the mechanic. Evidently the
wind had carried the flight mechanic's
plea for help away from Hall, since he
wasn’t even looking in Jackson's direc-
tion.

“Get that man right behind you!
Price screamed.

The co-pilot looked up, a startled ex-

pression on his face as the navigator's

words reached him through the din of
the exploding shells. Price saw Hall
turn, spoiied the bobbin; head of the
fiight mecxanic and move juickly to the
man's side. 2

SATISFIED that Jackson was getting
the aid he so desperately needed, Price
turned his attention back to Peerson and
the raft. He had never been so tired in
his life. His eyes and face, burned by
the blast of the JATO bottle, hurt, So
did the shell fragments in his back, and
the loss of blood, plainly evident by the
red trail which marked his path in the
water. His s:rength sapped, Price looked
at the injured jet pilot in the raft: he
wondered how much longer he would
be able to help him.



Suddénl}. a' de;tening noise clogged
Price's ears and he felt a heavy weight

on his back, and the navigator was con-
vinced that he was having hallucina-

tions. He was, that is, until the weight

lifted momentarily and hit him again
. with a resounding thump. . Surprised
Price looked around behind him an
* couldn't believe his eyes.

“It can’t be...” '

It was. The throhbininoise, filling his _

ears along with the blasts of enemy
shells, came from an SH-3 helicopter
hovering directly above. The chopper's
rescue sling. was the “weight” on his
back! Grabbing the sling, Price threw
it into the raft and yelleq, “Putiton...
put it around you!" - .

Price watched the struggling jet pilot
attempt to slip inside the rescue sling,
but Peerson was too weak. Boosting
himself up on the side of the raft, Price
forced the sling over Peerson's head and

motioned for the helicoptor to pull up.

the major. An instant later Peerson was
lifted from the raft and hoisted towards
the door of the chopper. . .

few yards away Price saw another

helicopter picking up the remainder
of the Albatross crew and the other jet
pilot. Holding onto the side of the small
raft that Peerson hacé been in, Price felt
better despite the heavy gunfire still di-
rected at him from the island. As soon
as, the chopper lowered the sling and
picked him up, they could clear the

scene and get back to the nearby car-:

- rier, It seemed to Price that he had been
in the water for hours.
“Here! . .., Over here!”

The captain heard the voice and rec-’

ognized it instantly. He spotted Sergeant
Jackson a few yordés away, alone and
floundering in the water. Later, Price
learned theat co-pilot Hall had -tried to
carry the chopper rescue sling over to
the flight mechanic, but before he

reached Jackson the whirlybird crew

had hoisted Hall out of the water, leav-
ing the crewman behind.

“Hold on, Jackson...I'll get you."

Price hat«d to leave the raft, but he
had no choice. He swam to the injured
Jackson, slipped 2= arm arcund kim and
started to aog-paddie baci: 10 the raft.
At that moment he spotied the SH-3
neading toward them and he ctopped.
He wa2iched the rescue sling swoop
down, made a desperate grab as it start-
ed past, ané snaggeé it.



. “Get this on, Jackson,” Price said.
_Quiclly he put the injured, exhausted
flight mechanic in the sling, and before

- he could even wave, the chopper crew
was pulling Jackson out of the water.
Price saw several bullets penetrate the
side of the helicopter but it remained
airborne, pivoting ir. the sky as only a
chopper can and head for a nearby snip.

Captain Price was now alone in the
water. All the others, except the two
dead crewmen, had been picked up. For
a few minutes the navigator thought

- that it was only a matter of time until

- he, too, would be hoisted to safety...
But as the two rescue helicopters disap-
peared from the scene he began to won-
der. He saw them touch down on the
ships, but they didn't take off again. Had
he been forgotten? Was it possible that
he had been éwen up for dead, too? Ore
man in the Gulf of Tonkin was almcr:
indiscernible to the human eye. Perha:s
in the confusion of the rescue attem=t
there had been a miscount. Certainfy
after a head count'was taken the res-
cuers would learn that he was unac-
counted for, but by then it would be too
late. Much too late, ..

Using nearly all his remaining
strength Price climbed into Peerson's

‘raft, only to discover that he was drift-
ing dangerously close to the shore of

" Hon Me Island. Wearily he slid back
into the water and started swimming to-
warc the ooen sea, dragging the rafe be-
hind him. Exhausted, bleeding, discour-

. aged, he still refused to give up. He was
determined to keep trying —until he
bl-lnafll:ﬁ out or was hit by one of the Red
shells.

" Suddenly the entire sky seemed to ex-
plode. Two Air Force F-4s roared across
the Gulf of Tonkin at wave-iop leve!l,

firing their rockets and machine gurs
at the enemy gunners on the island. Two
junks that were heading in Price's di-
rection suddenly burst into flames and
sank. A Skyraider followed the jets and

bombed the beach. Smoke and debris.

flew skyward.and the concussior even
jolted Price in the water.

“They didn't forget me,” he muttered,
fighting to keep his head above water.

A minute later Price saw a small
UH-2 helicopter flying slowly through
the curtain of fire towards him, a rescue
sling dangling behind. The chopper
came lumbering in, oblivious of the en-
emy shells. The rescue collar dropped

only a few feet (Cor:inued on page 74) _
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