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I'I”S THE 24TH of December 1976 and this story
is late; but the “war” gives one little time. I'm
really writing this in reference to a chain of events
that have happened since last Christmas.

It all started when we went to Chattanooga to pick
up a patient that was injured in an auto accident. He
had a broken jaw, wrist, two broken ribs, a compound
fracture of the left leg, plus internal hemorrhaging. I
had to pull traction on his leg while the medic applied
the splint. While this man was screaming from the
pain, Chattanooga tower said we were clear of the
area, and the pilot had the poise to say, “Merry
Christmas.”” I wanted to cry.

On Christmas Day I pulled “first up” and watched
the Mike Douglas Show. Blood, Sweat and Tears sang
“l Was A Witness To A War.” And the best thing
that happened all day was that the “‘crash phone”
didn’t ring one time.

Since then I have started seeing my job as it really
is. It is a war between time, skill and knowledge,
professionalism, and most of all life and death.
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SP4 Gary Grieser

326th Medical Battalion
101st Airborne Division
(Air Assault)
Fort Campbell, KY

Today I saw MASH, which told all about how they
felt about war. Radar told about the cluster, mom,
etc. B. J. talked about “the world.”” Father McCahee
talked about the professionalism of the unit. And,
Hawkeye was crying when he talked about the war,
the Army, the killing and the fear. I can only say I
have never been in a “real”” war and pray I never will.

The other day we took two premature babies to
Norton’s Childrens Hospital and the worse part about
this kind of ‘““mission’ is watching the father. Three
times during the trip I had to hide the fathers’ eyes
from seeing the babies getting resuscitated.

What I really like about my job is that everyone in
our unit has the capacity to joke about the drudgery.
I look at my job in two ways:
one is if the hotline doesn’t ring,
then there isn’t someone hurt bad
enough to need us. And, if it does
ring, we have the ability to handle
anything that comes up.

Thank you for reading my story.
[ hope you have a Merry Christmas.
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DORN, THAILAND in De-

cember is not a place that
fosters Christmas spirit. But the
20 pilots and crewmen standing
on the airbase ramp several
years ago were all in a good
mood. The aircraft bringing the
last load of Christmas mail from
the Republic of Vietnam was due
any minute, which added a little
excitement to an otherwise
gloomy Christmas Eve.

Someone pointed, and the
group squinted through heat
waves at the aircraft touching
down on the opposite end of the
2-mile-long runway. The dirty
jokes and general horseplay
reached a new high as the plane
rolled along the taxiway on the
other side of the field. Each man
had his mental fingers crossed,
hoping the mailbags contained
his Christmas package from
home.

The mailplane had gotten
behind an Air Force C-130 taxi-
ing for takeoff. That would cause
an irritating delay for men
itching to see what word they
might get from that faraway
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Christmas Cookies
and
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Captain Thomas J. Lee

Aviation Safety Officer
Aviation Div., DPT, USAARMC

place called ‘“‘home.”

Soon the C-130 had been
cleared into position on the
runway and was waiting for an
instrument flight rules release.
That’s when the gloom returned
to this Asian Christmas Eve. . ...

The mailplane began to taxi
behind the poised C-130 toward
the ramp where the group
waited. Suddenly, aware of what
was about to happen, someone
said to nobody in particular that
the pilot sure as hell better get
out from behind the C-130. Fun-
ny he should say that.

As the Christmas mailplane
crossed directly behind the
cargoplane, the four engines on

the transport wound up to take-

off power, leaving behind a
hurricane of turbulence as it
started its bid for flying speed.

The mailplane was instantly
blown over onto one wing tip
and the right propeller began to
eat concrete. Twenty mouths fell
open as the drop tank ruptured
on the pavement and began
spilling its half ton of JP-4 fuel
into the ever increasing tornado

Fort Knox, KY

of C-130 prop blast. Instantly the
stricken airplane was shrouded
in a haze of vaporized fuel swirl-
ing in the wake of the disappear-
ing C-130. Now 20 open mouths
were topped by 40 tightly shut
eyes.

No fireball! The 40 eyes began
to slowly open and saw two huge
crash trucks roaring toward the
battered mailplane. The right
engine had stopped itself when
the prop hit the ground. The
pilot had shut the left one down
and done his imitation of the
world’s fastest emergency exit,
when the fire trucks arrived and
buried the aircraft in a blanket of
foam extinguisher. The right
drop tank still merrily poured
JP-4 onto the runway. The mail
had arrived!

Later, holding a foam-
covered, brightly-wrapped
package of ruined Christmas
cookies and new socks, one
crewchief mumbled something
about how stupid some pilots can
be. There are people that just
never get into the Christmas
spirit.




