Captions for the Photographs taken by Christopher Gaynor
 Republic of Vietnam 1967-1968
Portraits 

1.    Caribou.  Troops of the 9th Infantry Division prepare to board a C-7 Caribou at Camp Bearcat for the flight to Dau Tieng base camp. We will be joining the 4th Infantry Division for combat missions from the Iron Triangle to the Cambodian border. April, 1967.  

2.    Red.  Track (Armored Personnel Carrier (APC)) provides perimeter security while my team digs in. Boy is this soldier going to have one mean sunburn! September, 1967. 

3.    Infusion. The process of transferring green troops into more seasoned units.  9th Infantry Division troops head out to the airfield at Camp Bearcat to board a C-7 Caribou for the flight to their new units.  April, 1967.  

4.    Infusion 2.  (practice of transferring green troops into a seasoned unit).  Soldiers of the 9th Division (red, white and blue unit patches) based at Bearcat are trucked to a waiting C-7 Caribou aircraft for the flight to their new units. My buddy Cork is center inhaling a smoke. I am on my way to join the 2nd Battalion, 77th Field Artillery Regiment, 4th Infantry Division at Dau Tieng.  Late April, 1967.    

5.    Chinook Airmobile. Inside a CH-47 Chinook helicopter transporting combat troops to a field Fire Support Base.  Airmobile is the alternative to ground convoys which are often ambushed as they race through hostile territory.  My comrades are looking down through the bottom hatch at a 105 mm Howitzer gun which is suspended from a sling (sling loaded) below the chopper.  Mid 1967.    

6.    Volley Ball.  This is Base Camp Martin Cox (Bearcat), the home of the 9th Infantry Division.  The jungle vegetation was heavily sprayed with Agent Orange and then cleared and burned leaving a toxic desert with blowing poisoned dust that we breathed, ate with our food and slept in for months.   March 1967.   

7.    Freddie DeLong.  I wrote this in a letter to my family dated Dec 17 1967: 

 “I’m in from the field until I rotate on orders from my section chief, presumably so I will have a better chance of surviving my last 30 days. However, last night we got the worst mortar and rocket attack ever on the base camp.  I’m living in one of the old French quarters which houses Focus switch board. The roof took about 4 direct hits and one of my buddies, Freddie, who had just stepped out the door, took the full blast from a mortar round. There were several of us taking cover behind the sandbags in the bunker. I heard his shouts, ran out and found him with another soldier who had thrown his body over him to protect him from more shrapnel. 
      We needed a medic so I made a dash to the hooch bunkers to bring our medic back. It’s an experience which is hard to describe. Incoming rockets and mortars have a terrifying noise and power, especially as they get closer. This was a bit of grandstanding by me that somehow failed to get me killed. I had to drag the reluctant medic out of the hooch bunker. We were able to get Freddie patched up, got some morphine in him and he sang “She’ll be Comin’ Down the Mountain“, so I figured he was going to be ok. We got several hundred rounds of incoming and had about l0 GI’s wounded.” 

This picture is at 12 EVAC Hospital in Cu Chi where I visited Freddie. December 1967. .

8.    “The Odd Couple”.  My buddies Lynch and Cork share a morning ritual at Camp Martin Cox (Bearcat) March, 1967. 

9.    The Brass (officers).   Preparing for a convoy to a field position, officers and aides of the 2nd Battalion, 77th Field Artillery Regiment. The Battalion commander, Lt Col Allen
Linnholm (standing, smoking pipe), and his exec Major (gold colored rank insignia on his helmet). I have forgotten his name, but he saved my life on December 7, 1967 at Fire Support Base Grant near Loc Ninh.

10.    Rebel.    A ¾ ton truck sports the flag of the Confederacy as officers and men prepare for an air mobile combat mission. This C-47 Chinook transport helicopter in the background will be used to lift equipment to our field position. or. 

11.    Basic Training.  Pvt. Chistopher Gaynor sits on the steps of the barracks at Fort Riley, Kansas toward the end of his 10 weeks of Basic Training with the 9th Infantry Division, June, 1966.   

12.    Naha. A cocky, full of himself, Private First Class Christopher Gaynor stands in one of the markets in the city of Naha, Okinawa where we stopped for a day on the voyage from Oakland, CA to Vung Tau, Republic of Vietnam aboard the troop ship USS Geiger.  Unknown photographer.

13.    Dawn Patrol.   Troops of the 2nd Battalion, 22nd Infantry Regiment (Mechanized), 4th Inf. Division get squared away for a sweep of our perimeter at a field fire support base for the 2nd Battalion, 77th Field Artillery Regiment (105mm Howitzers).  Sgt. Christopher Gaynor’s team will dig in.  November, 1967.  

14.    Pre – Convoy.  Christopher Gaynor all cleaned up and ready to return to the field.  We sit in line waiting to join the convoy as it moves out of Dau Tieng Base Camp. Within minutes I will be very dirty, covered in the red laterite dust of the unpaved road. Summer 1967.  Photograph by George Calvert.

15.   12th EVAC hospital.    This is the Evacuation hospital at Cu Chi where I visited my buddy Freddie DeLong who had been wounded the previous night.  Huey Medivac Helicopters brought in wounded troops from battles taking place throughout the area.  December, 1967.

16.    Soldier.    Troop of the 2nd Battalion, 22nd Infantry Regiment (Triple Deuce) is ready to go on patrol in “The Rubber” (The Michelin Rubber Plantation).  He carries his M-16, extra ammo (bandoliers) for the M-60 machine gun are draped over his shoulder. 

17.    “Too young to die”.  Refers in this case to the soldier (of the 2nd Battalion, 22nd Infantry Regiment, the legendary Triple Deuce) without his helmet.  He looks about 15, but is more likely 18 or 19 years old.  Zoom in on the photo and study the expression of serious determination on his face.  Maybe he survived his combat tour, maybe not.       

18.     Sgt. Christopher Gaynor.  This hazy picture was taken at Dau Tieng base camp in our hooch bunker (living quarters for enlisted and junior NCO’s) in late 1967.  

19.     Mike Austin.  Dau Tieng Base Camp.  His nickname was Alfred E. Neuman, the character from Mad Magazine.  This is after August 1, 1967 which is the date that our Brigade became designated as 3rd Brigade 25th Infantry Division. Note the Tropic Lightning patch on Mike’s left shoulder.  The patch for our previous unit, the 4th Infantry Division, moves to his right shoulder to indicate that he has been in combat with that unit.  

20.    Camp Martin Cox – Bearcat.  A comrade from the 84th Artillery stands in the “street” of our base camp.  In the background are our hooch “barracks” tents with dirt floors and sandbags to offer some protection from rocket and mortar shrapnel.  No vegetation survived the heavy saturation with the defoliant Agent Orange.  March, 1967.  

21.    Close Shave.  A Vietnamese barber who works on our Dau Tieng Base Camp, wields a straight razor and looks like he wants to do more than give this troop a shave.  There is a story that one morning a patrol came across his body along with several other Viet Cong who had been killed the previous night in a perimeter fire fight.  Might be true.   Late 1967.  

22.    “Blood”.    Stopped convoy.  Blood (short for Blood Brother) is how African American soldiers greeted each other in Vietnam.  My buddy Perry (on left) and his buddy Fowler.  This is  late 1967 and Fowler was into the Black Power movement.  Behind those sunglasses he is giving me “the look”. 

23.    The Wasteland.   9th Infantry Division soldier burns the remaining twigs after our Bearcat Base Camp was sprayed heavily with Agent Orange to kill the jungle vegetation and then bulldozed into a desert wasteland. In a letter to my family dated March 15 1967 I wrote: 

“The 9th Division headquarters is a medium sized encampment occupying a couple of square miles carved out of the jungle. They went about this in the most direct manner; that is by spraying to kill the vegetation, leveling everything and leaving a flat constantly dust choked wilderness surrounded by a low perimeter wall which divides jungle from desert. The name of our desert is Bearcat”. 

March 1967.    

24.   Kiwis.    These New Zealand soldiers are from one of the coalition nations that fought with the U.S. in support of the Republic of Vietnam. They may be assembled here to go on R & R (Rest and Recreation).  Others in the coalition were the Republic of Korea, Thailand, the Philippines and Australia.  All of our European and other allies around the world declined to participate.  

25.   Convoy through Village.     Our convoy is stalled in the middle of a village.  This is a very dangerous situation as any one of these villagers, including the children, might have been recruited by the Viet Cong to throw a grenade into the cab or bed of a truck.  

26.   USS Geiger.   This is the Troop Ship that brought me, along with a couple thousand of my fellow soldiers of the 9th Infantry Division to Vietnam.  We sailed from Oakland, California on January 12th, 1967 and arrived in Vung Tau, Republic of Vietnam on January 31. Pictured is the hold where we lived for the three week voyage. The racks (bunks) were stacked four high, leaving just barely enough room to turn over. 

27.   12th EVAC Hospital.  This ward is part of the big hospital on the large base camp at Cu Chi where my buddy Freddie DeLong was brought by Medivac Huey helicopter on the night he was wounded.  I got permission to visit him and jumped a Chopper to Cu Chi and spent the day with him.  He was not too badly hurt, but had lots of shrapnel imbedded in his body.  He would go into surgery where the docs would remove what they could. 

28.    George Calvert.  My best friend George sitting in one of the Radio Teletype trucks attached to our unit which was used for the sending and receiving of strategic classified fire missions that had to be encrypted.  It would also be the means of receiving and disseminating orders if we were ever to use the tactical nuclear warheads that could be fired from our guns.   

29.     Drivers.  These truck drivers make the run on the infamous Highway 1 (“Ambush Alley”) to the Saigon Ammo Dump each day to get the components for our big guns of the 84th Artillery Regiment. Some will die when their trucks are blown up by rocket propelled grenades or road mines.  

30.    After Battle.  I don’t recall where this was, but it is a field fire support base and we are regrouping after an attack.  That is my friend George Calvert in foreground kneeling and facing the troops who are sitting up against the jeep.  The smoke is from explosions of enemy mortar and rocket rounds and counter fire from our own artillery.  

31.   FDC (Fire Direction Center) Bunker.  This is a field position and we are putting the sandbags in place, a task that must be completed before dark or risk getting blow away by incoming enemy rocket and mortar rounds.   My buddy has fashioned a hat out of a sandbag to give him some protection from the blistering heat (likely over 100f with 100% humidity).   

32.   Petri.  My buddy Mikie Pectol (nickname Boy-San, because he was 17 when he joined the Army, and just 18 when he came to our unit) has an unusual brand of Japanese made SLR camera.  This is decades before digital anything and a good camera was distinguished by its optics (lens).  I am taking a picture of Mikie who is taking a picture of George Calvert who is taking picture of me.  As far as I know this is the only photo of the three that has survived.   

33.   We Laugh.   This Dau Tieng Base Camp of the 3rd Brigade, 25th Infantry Division.  Set up on the Michelin Rubber plantation.  My buddy George Calvert is center.  I have forgotten the names of other my other two comrades.  It is a common occurrence for Vietnam Veterans to have forgotten names, places and other details of their service. We were met with such hostility when we returned home after the war most of us ran away from everything military and did not keep in touch with our buddies.   

34.   Hammond’s Pet. This is not an especially large Tarantula for Vietnam, perhaps only 5 or 6 inches long. The variety of spiders in Vietnam was pretty scary.  This particular species was apparently not poisonous (?).  We also had to deal with large black scorpions. Always turn your boots over and shake vigorously and then fish around in the toe with a stick before putting them on!   For a while my buddy Sgt. Mel German had a Monkey as a pet.  His name was Sam and he hated us and would bite you if you weren’t quick.  One day when Mel was not around we released him in the jungle.

35.   Focus 11.  This was our radio call sign.  This is Dau Tieng base camp and the switchboard for land line communications.  Freddie DeLong on the left and Fowler seated.  This is the door Freddie stepped through one night right into an exploding Chi Com (Chinese Communist) mortar round.  One day Freddie got a letter from his dad who informed him of the new roof on the house.  Freddie said in his deep South drawl “We used to have a taaar ruuuf (tar roof), now we have a teeen ruuuf (tin roof).” 

36.    Horse Shoes.  This is a game long since lost in time.  The idea is to toss the heavy steel horse shoe so that is lands as close as possible to a stake pounded into the ground. This is Camp Martin Cox (Bearcat) the base for the 9th Infantry Division in early 1967.  Sgt. First Class Clyde Rainey seems to be an expert, holding his next shoe in his left hand and showing perfect form.  

37.    Freddie DeLong.  Inside our barracks hooch at Dau Tieng Base Camp.   

38.    Bottom Hatch.   Loadmaster of a CH-47 Chinook transport helicopter watches a 105mm Howitzer gun that hangs sling loaded below as we fly to a field Fire Support Base.   

39.    George Calvert.   George was one of my best friends.  He always had his nose in a book.  He was so laid back that he never got too excited about anything.  Even when the shit was exploding all around us, George never lost his cool.  He took my camera and shot a similar picture of me (photo 14 In this folder).  

40.   Perry.   Left to right. My buddy Perry, unknown, George Calvert sitting on spare tire and Mikie Pectol behind the wheel.  We have broken down our field base and are waiting to head out with the convoy.   

41.   Down Time.  George Calvert again, this time with his nose in a magazine.   

42.   Passengers Report Here.   At the assembly point before we fly off for R & R (Rest and Recreation).  I went to Tokyo for a week.   
 43.   Smoke Break.    A troop of the 3rd Battalion, 22nd Infantry Regiment smoking after a patrol into The Rubber (The Michelin Rubber Plantation).     
44.    I’m a Believer.  This is not a religious statement.    "I'm a Believer" is a song composed by Neil Diamond and recorded by The Monkees in 1966 with the lead vocals by Micky Dolenz. The single, produced by Jeff Barry, hit the number one spot on the U.S. Billboard Hot 100 chart for the week ending December 31, 1966 and remained there for seven weeks,[2] becoming the last No. 1 hit of 1966 and the biggest-selling record for all of 1967.    The M113 is a fully tracked armored personnel carrier that was developed by Ford Machinery Corp (FMC). 
45.    Buddies.    My team mate rests in the shade of a partially completed bunker with our new puppy.  November, 1967 Loc Ninh, Republic of Vietnam. Sadly, the puppy perished from friendly fire later in the day. 
46.    Restricted Area.    Left to Right:           Cork, SFC Clyde Rainey (my friend and seasoned Army NCO who always looked out for me).  This is Camp Martin Cox, better known as Bearcat, the home of the 9th Infantry Division in early 1967.  
47.    Holy Crap!   “Is that incoming!?”  This is what most of us looked like at the first explosion and ripping sound of shrapnel from an enemy mortar or rocket round.  This is Dau Tieng Base Camp late 1967.  He is heading for the bunker.   
48.    Green Me.    I am driving our ¾ ton truck on convoy.  My face is covered in the fine laterite dust that is ever present during the dry season.  In the background, next to the road are miles and miles of rice paddies.  Photograph by George Calvert.  
49.    Sgt. Mel German.  My buddy catches a few zzzzzz’s while we are waiting to join the convoy to our field position.  There were several of us Sgts. E-5 and we formed a sort of “posse” and hung out together.   In addition to Mel and me, there was Sgt. Dick Jackson and Sgt. Kurt Sams. 
50.    Floating Poker.  Here is our poker game that was more or less a permanent feature of our lives.  This is a field position.  Facing camera with beer in hand is Sgt. Dick Jackson (Richard Thomas Jackson) one of my very best friends. Dick was killed in action on January 6, 1968.  On the left looking at the camera is Sgt. Kurt Sams.   
51.    Sgt. Dick Jackson embraces the world.  This is a characteristic pose for my buddy and dear friend Dick Jackson.  He kept us laughing, was always cheerful and a great friend.  Dick was killed in action on January 6, 1968.  He was 20 year old.  
52.    Oops!  Spc4 Michael Pectol (later Sgt. Mikie) has a casual smoke while he outlines how the team is going to get my rig out of the ditch he just drove it into. Actually, neither of us remembers who was driving. Since reconnecting in 2007, Mikie and I do a check in every day. Sometimes it is just a quick text message:  LAP (Love and Prayers) to make sure each of us is still alive.    
53.    Sgt. Kurt Sams.  My fellow Sgt. E-5 Team Chief and a member of our ‘posse’ of Sgts looks pretty relaxed as we prepare to dig in at our new field position. 
54.    Smokin’.    Troops of the 3rd Battalion, 22nd Infantry Regiment, 25th Infantry Division take a break from patrolling our perimeter.   
55.     Bunker. Troops of the 77th Field Artillery, 25th Infantry Division hunker down in a partially dismantled bunker seeking cover from the mayhem of 3,600 105mm Howitzer rounds lighting off in all directions at knee level. On the left, looking up with the bandaged finger is my comrade Thomas Corbin, a 2nd cousin to the young country music star Easton Corbin.  This may be the last photo taken of him; he was KIA 3 weeks later. The Battalion Commander saved my life on this day, Dec 9 1967, Loc Ninh (Fire Support Base Grant).  
56.    Track (M113 Armored Personnel Carrier).  Troops of the 2nd Bn, 22nd Inf Regiment (Mechanized, the legendary Triple Deuce), prepare to jump off their track to patrol the bush.    
57.    Operation. 2nd Battalion, 77th Field Artillery, 25th Infantry Division assembles at the staging area in preparation for a major combat operation near the Cambodian border.  105mm Howitzers, ammo, bunker building materials and other supplies will be moved to the Fire Support Base (FSB) by convoy and air mobile (helicopters).   In the background are Chinook (CH-47) helicopters which will sling load ammo and other supplies for drop at the FSB.  Walking in the foreground are our First Sergeant (center) and pilots and crew.  I will jump a Huey “Slick” (UH-1 Iroquois helicopter) with my men for a white knuckle ride to the LZ (landing zone).       
58.     ‘Goooood Morning Vietnaaam!’ This photo reminds me of a scene from the late Robin Williams movie about an Armed Forces Radio DJ working in Saigon.  Several hundred trucks and tanks, APC’s (Tracks) and gunship helicopters were involved in convoying a brigade of green troops and equipment of the 9th Infantry Division from the USS Geiger anchored at the port of Vung Tau to our new base camp, Camp Martin Cox  
59.    Suoi Tre. I am at the site of the Battle of Suoi Tre, now as a seasoned Sergeant and Team Chief in December 1967.  Even though the battle took place months earlier the smell from the mass graves where we buried hundreds of Vietcong and NVA (North Vietnamese Regular Army) bodies is still overpowering. Compare to the photo of me in Okinawa. After 10 months ‘in country’ the cocky young man is gone, replaced by this old man with “The thousand yard stare”.  Vietnam War vets understand this. Photograph by Sgt. Michael Pectol.
60.    Miss April.   My comrade of the 84th Artillery Regiment happily shares the Radio Teletype rig with the Playboy Magazine Playmate of the Month, April, 1967.  Camp Martin Cox (Bearcat), April l967.
61.    Think Green. Army Green, not environmentally green. My team:  Left to right: ‘Mummy’ (because George described him as looking like an unwrapped Egyptian mummy), George Calvert and Sgt Gaynor all looking pretty casual considering the exposure to rocket, mortar and AK-47 fire lurking just outside the perimeter.    Photograph by my fourth man Michael Pectol. 
62.    Good Ol’ Boy.   One of my Southern gentleman comrades from Commo (communications) smokes as he rests on his field cot in the Commo bunker.   
63.    Bob Pederson.   Bob’s field cot was next to mine in our Base Camp Hooch barracks.  He always seemed a bit more mature than the rest of us young guys.  He is one of the few men who I served with who I have been able to reconnect with.  He claims to have looked up to me as the model of a good NCO.  Don’t know about that, but I admired him for his cool and steady work.  He was awarded the Bronze Star for Valor for his actions at the Battle of Suoi Tre, March 21, 1967.
64.    Little Annie Fanny.  I know this looks juvenile, but we were young and looking for any kind of fun thing to laugh about.  Of course this is Playboy Magazine.  Left to Right.  Mikie Pectol, don’t recall his name, Sgt. Dick Jackson, Sgt. Kurt Sams, don’t recall his name, and in back, George Calvert.  
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