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Thank you very much for your thoughtful response to

the CBS "60 Minutes" segment that focused on the class that
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Walter H. Capps
Aicting Director




Al
!uz ‘Innl '

VAT

October 7, 1987

Goes by i) o Veknan, especiglily wids you'te out losking $of
Mr. Walter Capps

Department of Religion Studies =~ ' oo L 0 Just proy
4724 South Hall

UC Santa Barbara = > bdt.
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Dear Mr. Capps:
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Last Sunday (Oct. 3rd), I viewed 60 Minutes and the segnent on Viet-Nam
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The program was moving and compelled me to write to you.

I am a disabled Vietnam vet who feels well adjusted and successful. I
don't talk much of Vietnam.
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When I was released from the Atmy, I went back to college. One of the
courses I took was English 2 (Literary Composition). During the course

we had to write about an experience in short story form. I wrote about

the day 1 was wounded in Vietnam. As I reflect on my story, I believe
it tells alot more than just how I was wounded, it illustrates the
confusion of the times. ww'w-ﬁ e Yol SE W Siis e

I am very bitter over Vietnam and fell sho:t-chang’éd.- st Pt Yo i

If you can use the story I wrote in 'yout class erelcfreeito“%ddﬂs'p.ﬂﬂl . ‘,
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Thank you for taking the time to tead.’. '

Sincerely, #r.
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Times goes by slowly in Vietnam, especially when you're out looking for

someone to kill. You never know when contact will be nade, you juat pray
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that you won't be the one hit.
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It vas Septenber 26, 1969, our Infantry Company had been searching for the
3R Do fnh i ¥ 0 \4‘7',' and sam ! § ;
ener two days now. Yesterday, aa we landed in the area, we received fire.
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I could hear the bullets hit the chopper as we neared the ground it sounded
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like rain on a hot tin roof. We returned fire, and once we were on the

ground, First Platoon cleared the area. Charlie was nowhere to be found.
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The tine was about 9:00 a.m. The Captain had stopped the Company. "Break
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for chow 5 said the Platoon Sergeant. I passed the word to my squad. "Joe,
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Bob, you guya sit down to the left of the trail, Nick and Paul, to the

right. Shoot anything you see to your front guys, cause anything out there
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I set my pack down just to the le tr ‘Then I sat down near it.
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other man chowed down on hot canned peaches, dried bread, and candy bars.
"C" rations were just like Mom's applie pie! The second man in each group

watched for anything to move in front of them. Nine times out of ten,

nothing ever did.

After breakfast, I sat back and looked around the area. Sixty men loaded
down like atno:,tqgks and I couldn't hear a one. I noticed how deep green
the tree leaves were, and how blue the sky looked through the trees. The
ground was a brownish-clay color, and bomb craters dotted the area. One was
big enough to put a three bedroon house in and bury it. The holes were the

only signs of war that I could immediately recognize.

Home soon came to mind, as it often did. I had been married only five
months when I got orders for Vietnap.ﬁ'Bpt‘;iwgg,a‘se;geant and trained to
lead men into battle. War is a crisis in any man's life, as it was for
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I heard pplething -ove! ﬂuicklz I ;eturned to geality‘apd looked down the
; pmtb. "My Godx" Not »g;;ypnm;;e;,f;? ‘me stood two Nor;q Vietnamese
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The shooting finally stopped. I was lying on my back, twisted and bent,
shaking all over, and thinking God has called my name. Luckily, my rifle,
ammo belt, and grenades ended up in the hole with me. 1 knew those two were
still out there waiting to see if I could move or cry out for help. Blood
was pouring out of my knee, and the back right-side ef my shoulder was split
apart. My men could see me, but they knew that Charlie was waiting on us to
uove, No one dared to make a sound. By now, filled with anger and little

vpdn. I gtebbed ‘my grenades and started pnlling the pins, holding for three
seconds. and then throwing them down the path. Joe on the left and Nick on

~ the r:lght did the same. It took twelve gtenades before Joe decided to run
to help me. He could see the f.eat in my eyes as he knelt in my pool of
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"You OK Serg., don't wonjy about a thi.ng 01d Joe will take care of ya., ]

and put the gun down before you ki].l sonebody!" Joe stopped the bleeding.

By then, Doc -ade his way>to -e.-- Be geve le,a ahot of lorphine and then *
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