The Bugle Call Rag
The official Publication of Fulton County Post 134, Atlanta, GA

www.alpost134.org
Volume XXV, No. 10
November 2013

COMMANDER’S COLUMN

POST 134
CHRISTMAS PARTY IS COMING!

Inside this issue:
Commander’s Column

1

Victor Mahoney
Editor Emeritus

2

Thanksgiving—Vietnam

3-7

Post Meeting Info

8

WAA
This is Post 134’s fifth year fully
involved with the planning and
execution of WAA at Georgia
National Cemetery.

Saturday, December, 21, 2013

11:30 AM

DRUID HILLS GOLF CLUB — 740 CLIFTON ROAD NE — RESERVATIONS REQUIRED!

All this for $50 per person / $55 per person after December 16, 2013
Make check payable to: American Legion Post 134

I urge you to make individual
donations of $15 per wreath as
well. Post 134 will gather in
mass for the December 14, 2013
ceremony, at noon. Mark your
calendar today.

Mail Checks to: Bryant Roland, 190 The Prado NE, Atlanta, GA 30309

WREATHS ACROSS AMERICA

Go online and click on “Sponsor
a Wreath” and follow directions.
Do not forget to identify Georgia
National Cemetery (GANCCA)
or other cemetery of preference.
Additionally, you should select
the sponsoring group ID:
GACAP130
This will ensure your wreath(s)
goes to the correct cemetery and
for every two wreaths donated,
WAA will add a third wreath for
free. This only occurs when you
select a sponsoring group ID.
To donate via mail: (Same rules
apply above)
Wreaths Across America
P.O. Box 249

To donate online: http://www.wreathsacrossamerica.org/

Columbia Falls, ME 04623

Page 2

The Bugle Call Rag
FREE SPEECH
Victor A. Mahoney - Editor Emeritus

Editor’s Note: We continue to celebrate the 25th
Anniversary of the BCR with Vic’s editorial
reprinted from May 2008, which is the 3rd Place
Editorial Winner at the 2008 National American
Legion Convention.

I

f you will imagine the long-dead James
Madison sitting by a super large steamer
trunk, you may notice him clawing at the
contents. The trunk is labeled FREE SPEECH.
What he picks out to glance through is
sometimes brilliant, sometimes bland, sometimes
vituperative, sometimes irreverent. He does nod
his skull occasionally, though.
His admiring nods are prompted by the rhetoric
as he thumbs through Lincoln at Gettysburg,
FDR declaring war, MLK and his dream, Lou
Gehrig at Yankee Stadium, MacArthur’s farewell
at West Point. There are others, of course, but
he’s in a bit of a hurry. Dawn is coming.
It may have dawned on him that the First
Amendment he had proposed about 1791 had
given wide range to Americans to express their
thoughts. Scholars have pointed out for us that
free speech has inclined our people to feel like a
part of the political system, to sense that they
could discover the truth, to realize they had a
safety valve as a an outlet for their angry
thoughts.
We can wonder if Madison envisioned the courts
doing tricks with our Constitution or the
Amendments. It’s difficult to imagine him
agreeing that the desecration of our flag, for
example, is to be thought of as freedom of
speech. Yes, Madison must have realized that

there would be a Father Coughlin’s anti
Semitism, David Duke and the KKK, Don Imus
and nasty radio talk, Fritz Kuhn and the
German-American Bund, and the current Rev.
Jeremiah Wright. Hate mongers and kooks and
crackpots were alive in his day, too.
Before he felt the first stirring of dawn, he
probably admired much of what he touched and
wept a bit over others. Overall, he felt good
about what he had wrought.
What a tribute it would be to his memory and
contribution if all Americans who love their
country and its freedoms would temper their
speech with discretion and voice their anger in
polite hostility.
Doesn’t each freedom
responsibility?

we have carry a
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FRIENDSHIP FORGED BY FIRE AND SEALED
BY A VERY SPECIAL THANKSGIVING

By Rick Lester, 48th AHC, Thanksgiving 1970.

M

y father “encouraged” me to keep a journal as I left
home to join the Army. As a career military man who
was awarded the Silver Star at Omaha Beach with the 1st
Infantry Division on D-Day and then served in Korea and
Vietnam, he has always been my personal hero. He told me,
as I was preparing to deploy to Vietnam, that I would
experience events in combat that would be difficult to
understand and even more difficult to explain to the
layman. He said I would have two choices, let those events
hang over me like a dark cloud and hamper everything I
attempted in life, or let them temper me like good steel and
become stronger for enduring them. The latter is what he
demanded of me.
I did as my Dad asked, although, because of the operational
tempo he spoke of, at times the notes for my journal which
had been hastily scribbled on 3x5 cards, C-ration meal boxes
or log book pages were sometimes just slipped into a page of
my journal to be transcribed later. When I look through the
pages of my journal I realize I “captured time” and the notes
clarify recollections of missions, geographic locations and
what I treasure most, the memory of those men with whom I
had the honor of serving.
I have been reviewing my journal hoping to present a story
for The Aviator’s Holiday edition (Newsletter of The
Vietnam Helicopter Pilots Association) and decided to use an
e-mail I posted on the 48th Assault Helicopter Company’s
reflector page. I was assigned to that unit on my second tour
in Vietnam, and as the end of that tour was drawing near, the

unit was ordered to move north to Dong Ha to stage for a
major operation which we thought was going to be a move
into North Vietnam to attempt the rescue of POW’s. I
requested an extension to remain in country so I could be a
part of this mission and was then assigned to serve as the
Officer In Charge of the unit’s initial move from Ninh Hoa,
north to Dong Ha to establish operational status with the
223rd Aviation Battalion. A few days before we departed,
we received our briefing about the operation that would be
known as LAMSON 719.
My story is about one of the pilots who served with me in the
Joker Gun Platoon, a man named Edmond Bilbrey. He and I
quickly became close friends and as we got to know each
other, he told me about how he had met his wife, Karen, and
how they had only been married a short time before his
deployment to Vietnam. He had planned a two week leave
to return to New Mexico to spend time with his new bride
and, as the date for his leave was drawing near, his
excitement about getting home became the center of
conversation as we flew together. The unit was working
hard to prepare for the move north and the apprehension
about the threat we would be facing in Laos gave our efforts
an enhanced level of intensity. As Ed heard stories about
what the unit would be up against on LAMSON 719, he
decided to cancel his leave without telling the rest of us,
instead, leading us to believe the importance of the mission
had caused his leave to be canceled. I spoke with our admin
officer, Ron Putnam, and found out this was Ed’s idea
because he didn’t want to leave us short handed for the
upcoming operation.
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I worked a deal with Ron and we reinstated Ed’s leave
without telling him. Just before we were to depart for Dong
Ha, I woke Ed up early one morning, when he wasn’t
scheduled to fly, and told him we had a "short notice"
mission to support the 92d Assault Helicopter Company at
Dong Ba Thin. I hurried him out of his hooch and down to
the flight line and then packed his kit bag with what I thought
he would have been taking on leave, along with a few items
he had packaged to mail to his wife. I stopped by the orderly
room on the way to the flight line, picked up his leave form
and signed him out on leave. I dropped Ed's kit bag near our
revetment and as he and I strapped in, the crew chief
discreetly placed it in the aircraft.
I recorded the story in my journal, “We headed south, but
diverted to Cam Ranh Bay and the 14th Aerial Port
Terminal. Ed asked what was going on and I told him we
had to complete an admin mission en route to Dong Ba
Thin. As we landed near the terminal I asked him to get out
of the aircraft and come to my window to take some
paperwork inside. About the same time the crew chief
placed his bag outside the door, I then told Ed we were there
because he was going home on leave. He was shocked, and
responded by stating that ‘they‘ had canceled his leave. We
told him we knew HE was the one who canceled it, but we
had the leave reinstated and told him to check out the papers
he was holding. He was obviously stunned and stood there
for a minute until I said, ‘Hey it’s OK, go home!’ We still
razzed him a little as we took possession of his pistol and let
him know we thought we could probably get by without him
for two weeks. I began to roll the throttle up to prompt Ed to
move toward the terminal. He stood there for a moment,
smiling and shaking his head, obviously still trying to absorb
what was going on, then grabbed his bag and started to move
away. Suddenly he dropped his bag, ran back to the aircraft,
bounded onto the toe of the skid and leaned inside the door
grabbing me around the neck. ‘I love you Brother, thanks!’
he shouted near my helmet. ‘Yeah, yeah we love you to
man!’ I responded, ‘Get out of here, enjoy your leave and
come back ready to fight!’ He jumped off the toe of the skid
and gave me a thumbs up sign with this big grin on his face
as he hustled off the ramp
That was the last time I saw him alive.
Ed returned from his leave, and stayed for a short while at
Ninh Hoa before moving north, but by the time he got to
Dong Ha, I had departed the unit as my requests for
extension were denied. He quickly integrated himself into
the hectic and demanding operational tempo of LAMSON
719, and was integral to the success of the Joker’s mission to
protect our lift assets. On 11 March, 1971, he was killed in
action at LZ Brown, he would be one of the ten 48th Assault
Helicopter Company’s Joker gun platoon crewmen who gave
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their lives or are still missing in action from that operation.
It had been almost thirty-two years since Ed was killed in
action on LAMSON 719, when his widow, Karen, signed in
on the guest book at the 48th’s website expressing a desire to
track down those of us who knew and served with Ed. She
received many responses and soon fit right in with our
group. The 48th AHC was planning a reunion in conjunction
with the 2002 VHPA reunion in Las Vegas, so we invited
Karen to attend. It was an amazing reunion, and everyone
who knew Ed was happy to see Karen and share their stories.
As a result of our meeting in Las Vegas, I wanted to send a
note over the Blue Star Reflector to explain to our group, and
Karen, some of the stories she had questions about. This is a
summary of the message I posted to our group.
When I first contacted Karen, prior to the reunion, most of
our correspondence was sent back channel as we got to know
each other. She explained how meaningful the two week
leave was and thanked us for getting Ed home for one last
time. She told me that, as his second week of leave was
starting, he became concerned with what he watched on the
news reports regarding what was happening back in
Vietnam. The media was highlighting the helicopter losses
in Laos and Ed knew the 48th was to be directly involved in
the action now playing out in the news. He started to talk
about curtailing his leave so he could get back to the unit and
she was upset. Ed's mother told me the same story and spoke
of how she talked Ed out of returning early. She told me Ed
was an only child and when she told him she didn't
understand why he would want to shorten his time home he
said, "Mom, when I first went to Vietnam, I didn't have any
brothers, but now I do!"
I will never forget her
words. Karen and I compared our perspectives on what had
transpired and discussed unique details about how I had tried
to contact her through Ed’s Mom when I first returned from
Vietnam and how his Mom wanted to protect her and let her
get on with her life. She was amazed to learn that Ed's Mom
and I had stayed in touch, speaking regularly about events in
our lives up until she passed away. There are some very
special points about how things took place over the years,
between me and Mrs. Bilbrey, that Karen and I still find
amazing, but trying to explain them on the reflector list
would take a while.
Karen and I also spent a lot of time on the phone talking
about so many things she could only wonder about over the
years. With my journal, I was able to portray some of the
aspects of our duties and life in the 48th. Those who also
corresponded with her provided additional details that helped
paint the picture about what it was like for Ed during our
days at Ninh Hoa and later at Dong Ha. It was great to
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finally meet Karen in Las Vegas and see her fit in so well with
the Blue Stars. One night there, we talked about all the
messages we had sent back and forth over the months leading
up to the reunion in Vegas. She told me my journal notes
about Ed filled in thirty-one years of blanks and meant so
much to her, but she wished we had communicated more over
the reflector list so those who didn’t know Ed could have
learned more about him. I’d like to share some of those notes
with you now.
In my first note to Karen after she had joined the list, I told
her that, “Ed and I would sit on the bunker after tough
missions, to kind of decompress and, as close friends have a
way of doing, share certain thoughts we might be reluctant to
share with others. He had the additional duty of being our
Mess Officer and overseeing the dining hall, so we would
unlock the Mess Sergeant’s private stock of canned ham and
sliced bread, fill our canteen cups with whatever refreshing
beverage we could get from the O’club or scrounge from one
of the slick pilots and talk about what we missed about home
and what we wanted to do when we got back there. We spoke
about our country not having unity of purpose with the war
and so many other issues of the time. We wondered if we
were doing the right thing by being where we were. We
realized our span of control over the situation we faced in
Vietnam was narrow, but we made a promise that, by God, we
were going to control as much as we could and do whatever
necessary to take care of each other and those in our
charge! That was Ed’s nature, he was a true warrior.”
“Many of those nights we sat there talking until we saw the
sun coming up! We’d grab a shower before everyone else
beat us to the ‘warm’ water, fill our thermos with coffee, pick
up our mission sheet and start all over again! I know this all
probably sounds a little crazy, but that’s just the way it was.”
“I miss Ed. I think of him often and wish I could see him
now. I’d still kid him about his ‘cowboy’ tan and I’d still give
him crap for all the food “HE” served us in the chow hall, but
in a way that probably only those who served in combat
would really understand, I’d let him know how much his
friendship meant to me and how knowing him influenced my
life.”
Karen asked me about the mess officer’s duties and I gave her
some background to explain, but I thought I’d share this story
with the group, especially since it seems so appropriate for the
holiday season. Looking through my journal, reviewing the
period of September-November 1970, one entry I noted was
about the time we had an officer’s call in the club. This
meeting was, just coincidentally, on a day we had come back
from a long and difficult mission, to find that, for the fourth
time in five days, the chow hall was serving for dinner, some
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form of roast beef! If you recall, some days it was roast beef
and gravy, sometimes it was gravy and roast beef, beef “tips”
and gravy, sliced roast beef, beef stew or beef with onions and
gravy! Many times, returning late from missions, we would
find that the chow, which had been saved for us was
sandwiches, you guessed it, sliced roast beef which closely
resembled very old beef jerky, between two slices of stale
bread!
“Operations gave us the heads up about dinner as our fire
team was hovering out of POL to the gun revetments and we
couldn’t believe it! More roast beef! Ed and I were pissed
and decided to skip the mystery meat, commonly referred to
as Blue Star special. We retreated to my hooch, ate C-rations
and had a few shots of tequila which we chased with some
Crown Beer the soldiers from the 9th Republic of Korea
(ROK), Army Division had given us! By the time officer’s
call started, Ed and I had worked ourselves into a pretty
rebellious mood, bitching about how ‘the troops’ deserved
better, how all that crappy roast beef had probably come from
LBJ’s Texas ranch and how we weren’t going to put up with
this crap any longer! We were tired of busting our butts all
day to return to a chow line that had these trays of dried out
roast beef glistening with this strange, oily ‘rainbow hue’
from being on the steam line for hours!”
“As Officer’s call began and the Executive Officer was
briefing all the requisite administrative crap, Ed stood up,
interrupted him and said, ‘The hell with all this Military Pay
Certificate control BS! We need to talk about a serious
morale issue, we’re all getting sick of having this damn roast
beef almost every night!’ Most of the pilots chimed up in
support and Ed looked over at the rest of the Jokers, smiling
and nodding his head. The Commander, Major Bob Bunting,
who was seated in the front row, now stood up and, to
everyone’s surprise, voiced HIS support, saying he was also
getting sick of all that roast beef! Ed proudly raised his hands
giving a double thumbs up as everyone cheered! Then the CO
added, ‘…and Lt Bilbrey, I believe YOU are just the guy who
can correct this serious morale problem!’ He then turned to
the XO and said, ‘Place Lt Bilbrey on orders as the
company’s new mess officer, effective immediately!’ All the
pilots crowded in the club went crazy!”
“That comment kind of cut through our tequila fog and as Ed
sat down he looked at me and, even over the noise of
everyone’s laughter and cheers, you could hear him
expressing how he felt about his new ‘additional duty.’ As it
finally got quiet and everyone was looking back toward the
XO, one of the gun pilots, Beau Newton, stood up and said,
’Hey, Lt Bilbrey, what are you serving for chow tomorrow
night?’...and everybody broke up again, laughing and
cheering Ed and telling him what they expected from him in
his new job!”
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“Ed took a lot of grief over the next few weeks, and the roast
beef stayed off the menu for the most part, but when we did
have roast beef, Ed had it rough! We all took notice as he
really became serious about improving the mess operations
and soon, he and the mess sergeant became very close. When
anyone complained about the food, Ed would ‘return fire’ and
tell them about how he thought all the cooks and maintenance
guys always worked their butts off, but never got any
credit!” He made sure “his” cooks got more respect and even
rotated them on to some of the more routine flight missions so
they could see what the mission of our unit was all
about. You could see they felt they were now more of a part
of the unit and many times when aircraft returned late from
missions, the cooks stayed in the dining hall and took pride
taking care of "their" crews.
When he wasn't scheduled to fly, you would find Ed
reviewing the Army manuals about mess operations and
management of the Army’s “master menu.” He reviewed all
documents related to food procurement, cooking equipment
and the military occupational specialties of required personnel
and decided the Table of Organization and Equipment
(TO&E) needed to be modified. The TO&E being used only
addressed equipment and staffing for an assault company,
minus our attached support, so he and the XO found a way to
increase the number of personnel assigned to the mess
hall. My additional duties were as Assistance in Kind, (AIK),
Fund Custodian and Civilian Personnel Officer, (CPO), so Ed
asked me for additional civilians to help do cleaning and prep
work.
During my review of the appropriate Military
Assistance Command, Vietnam, (MACV) and United States
Army Vietnam, (USARV) regulations I applied some
“dynamic” interpretation techniques that allowed us to add,
just coincidentally, the number of additional people Ed said
he needed. I figured if anyone at 10th Battalion or
17th Group took issue with our efforts and tried to send us to
the Long Binh Jail, (The LBJ), we could always argue that our
actions were purely “for the good of the Army!” Right?!
“Things were starting to improve in the mess hall and in early
November Ed told me that he wanted to make the 48th’s
Thanksgiving dinner the best ever and asked me to help him
out. I had met an Army veterinarian at Cam Ranh Bay after
he noticed me walking to the 91st Finance office carrying an
AK-47. The Vet was fascinated with the gun and asked me if
I would be willing to trade it. I asked him what he had to
trade and he responded that he was ‘a Vet.’ I told him I
wasn’t in the market for any animals and we didn’t have any
which would require his services, (Cpt. Reno ran off our
monkey after it sexually assaulted him, and Duke, our
baboon, died after biting an Air Force FAC pilot). He said,
‘You don’t understand, don’t you know what my job is
here? I have to inspect ALL Class I, (rations!), which arrive
in country via the port of Cam Ranh Bay!’
Well, it didn’t take long to realize what a valuable contact this
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guy was and, after gladly relinquishing my AK-47, I was soon
at the finance pad loading cases of steaks and BOTTLED beer
into the admin bird that Chuck Markham brought in to pick
me up.”
“I told Ed this contact could be a big help to him, so we took
my aircraft, 520, on a ‘test flight’ to Cam Ranh Bay so I could
introduce him to the Vet ‘gun collector’. Over the next few
weeks, Ed did a lot of networking with this guy and a bunch
of his Air Force friends. I don’t know what all he and the
Mess Sergeant actually gathered from those guys, but I know
that every time we could, we picked up equipment and
weapons captured by the ground units we supported
throughout our area of operations and gave almost everything
to Ed. He would head off to Cam Ranh Bay on a “business
trip” and soon the mess hall became a lot more popular! It
even became almost routine for the Mess Sergeant to walk
into the Officer or EM clubs late in the evening with trays of
fried chicken, hamburgers, hot dogs, fresh fruit or cookies and
cake! That was quite a welcomed change!”
In my journal I noted on 16 November 1970, “Ed says he’s in
a bind with a Thanksgiving deal he’s working with the Vet at
CRB and needs four AK-47's and two M2 carbines. The deal
will get us cases of fresh fruit, whole hams, wine, (other than
that Mateus Rose crap), fresh baked pies and real LIVE
turkeys! Ed’s a great guy, but I’m betting against him on the
live turkey deal. I think the Air Force guys are feeding him
some crap, so I told him not to promise the old man on that
one.”
“We heard through the rumor mill that the CO is planning a
‘health and welfare’ inspection of our hooches and the
enlisted barracks within the next week, so we’ve developed a
plan to gather some extra trading material for Ed to use in his
efforts to close the deal with the Air Force. The SOP for the
health and welfare inspections calls for all unauthorized
weapons collected in conjunction with the inspection to be
destroyed. The 48th’s method of destroying the weapons is to
have one of our aircraft fly off the coast and ‘deep six’
them. We’ll have to somehow make sure that one of the Joker
birds gets that mission!”
Well, to make a long story short, the health and welfare
inspection was a goldmine or as Ed and the Mess Sergeant
said, while rejoicing with their scotch, (his and Ed’s beverage
of choice), “We Pilgrims have just reaped a blessed and
abundant Thanksgiving harvest!” And, yes, the Jokers flew
the mission to “destroy” the contraband weapons and even
“properly” certified the destruction paperwork. Ed was very
quiet about what he was up to, but finally on 20 November, I
noted, “OPS got a call from an inbound slick and relayed a
message from Ed Bilbrey telling me to meet him at the
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command pad. I wasn’t sure what was going on until I
walked down there and saw Lt Ed Bilbrey, gun pilot and Mess
Officer Extraordinaire, sitting in the back of a slick grinning
from ear to ear while covered in feathers and turkey shit! He
was wrestling with this ‘brace’ or ‘gaggle’ of live turkeys
who, one or two at a time, would escape from their makeshift
cages and thrash around inside the aircraft! Needless to say,
this event drew a lot of attention from almost everyone on the
compound and after a rowdy welcome to this excited group of
turkeys, who had just experienced their first helicopter ride,
Ed’s prized turkeys were finally escorted to their new digs up
by the mess hall.”
Every day you’d find a group of guys, acting like little kids,
checking on the turkeys and playing with them. Ed’s “big
score” was a true hit with everyone and seemed to take our
minds off the war. It also seemed like everyone was getting
into the holiday spirit and looking forward to the big
feast! Ed and I flew a mission together two days before
Thanksgiving and I told him the Mess Sergeant had been
bragging about him, telling me how much he had done for all
his guys. Ed was really humble and didn’t say much, but he
was truly proud of what he and the Mess Sergeant had been
able to accomplish. I asked him when they were going to
prep and cook the turkeys and he said, “Well there’s been
kind of a change in plans, no one has the heart to kill the
turkeys.” He said most of the cooks as well as the rest of the
unit had become kind of attached to them, and he was even
referring to THEM, the turkeys, BY NAME, as he told me the
Mess Sergeant had promised everyone that they wouldn’t kill
and cook them! I asked him what we were now going to have
for our Thanksgiving dinner and he said they were
“…working on that.”
Well, he and his mess team came through in spades and we
ended up having all kinds of great food. The mess hall
remained open all day and for once, you could have as much
to eat as you wanted and because the food was so good, we all
ate too much, but the only turkey we had, came from a
can! The “guests of honor,” Ed’s turkeys, stayed in our
company area for a while after Thanksgiving but, one or two
at a time, they “escaped” and as Ed said, “were probably over
there hiding . . . IN THE ROKs!” as he pointed to the
Republic of Korea Army’s Whitehorse Division compound!
I can’t believe that was thirty-two years ago. This year, I’ll be
celebrating Thanksgiving in my family’s traditional
way. We’ll do as always and try to divide time between
Jane’s parents and mine and rejoice in the fact that they are
still with us, while remembering our friends who now face
their first holiday since losing a loved one. I’ll be amazed, as
I am every year, by the variety and abundance of unbelievably
delicious fare, as it is lovingly prepared and presented in the
finest southern tradition. I will give thanks for every blessing
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God has graciously rendered me.
This year, after attending the funeral for the crew of Blue Star
811, who have been missing since 1967, and spending time
with many of their family members, I will be thinking about
what the families who have lost loved ones or have loved ones
missing in action, have had to endure all these years. I can
only imagine what it has been like to suffer the loss of
someone you cherished so much or, for so many years, to
cope with the anguish of wondering about the fate of those
still missing. I have witnessed the pain of many of our friends
who still face their personal demons from their Vietnam
experience and I will pray they let that experience temper
them, make them stronger and enable them to find their peace.
I will try hard to recapture the feelings I experienced walking
with fellow Blue Stars and family members across that
hallowed ground at Arlington National Cemetery. Being
there among those who have gone before us, viewing the
granite headstones whose etchings not only reflect letters of a
name, but illuminate memories of those with whom we shared
life. Those men, whose strength of commitment in a most
difficult war during one of the most trying times in our
country’s history, cost them their future. I will always
remember their courage and selflessness.
In the excitement of the holiday’s activities, I will do as I have
done every year since 1971 and seek a place where I can be
away from others who may not understand. I will cover the
ice in my old canteen cup with scotch and, in that peaceful
time of sunset, toast my Blue Star brothers who gave their
all. While smiling through my tears, I will also remember a
special friend named Edmond David Bilbrey, who made his
last Thanksgiving...my most memorable.
Rick Lester
Joker 94
Personal Journal
Reprinted with permission by Richard Lester (Joker 94) 2002,
All Rights Reserved
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Rick Lester
Lt Col, USA (Ret)
A 26-year veteran, serving as an enlisted soldier, an aviation
warrant officer and as an officer in both the Armor and
Aviation branches during his career. Rick served two tours
of duty in Vietnam as an attack helicopter pilot, punctuated
by 10 months in Walter Reed Army hospital while
recovering from injuries sustained in Vietnam. The Lester
family has served our nation well with a rare occurrence of
Rick’s father and brother also serving tours in Vietnam.
Read Lt Col Lester’s story on Pages 3-7 of this issue.
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