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April 3 and 10

I never will forget the night that Tan Son Nhut was hit—"C" Flight was on 

duty then, we knew this was it. 

We hit the dirt and looked around with anxious waiting eyes, and said a 

prayer as mortars came raining from the skies. 

The Virgin boys of "C" Flight had never been to war, the thoughts of seeing 

action here, was very, very far. 

But on that night of April, April 3 and 10,

The Virgin Boys of "C" Flight deserved to be called men. 

The Mortars kept falling for what seemed an eternity, smoke and fire began 

to raise as far as the eye could see. 

But the men of "C" Flight held their ground, and tried with all their will to 

hold their weapons steady and their shaking hands still. Everyone was 

hoping that "Charlie" would be seen, but we all knew that the chance for 

this was mighty, mighty lean. 

For we knew that we were ready now, and feeling pretty mean, and our 

shaking nerves by now had grown a little more secure. And when it was all 

over and everything was calm, we realized that war here for us, had just 

began.

For on that night in April, April 3 and 10, the Virgin Boy's of "C" Flight 

deserved to be called men.
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