Honoring those who served:

(Editor’s Note: The folow-
ing feature is the first in a se-
ries of profiles that will honor
the Vietnam War era veterans
from Tonkawa. The bulk of the
work and research was com-
pleted by Mike Schatz and Gin-
ger Hunter.)

Bobby Brown
Honoring Those Who
Served in the Vietnam

Conflict

I graduated from Tonkawa
High School in 1965. 1 went to
college at Northern Oklahoma
Junior College my first year out
of high school. I took 14 hours of
college credit that first semester
and 16 hours in the spring se-
meste. During that time our na-
tion was engaged in a police ac-
tion in southeast Asia in a little
known country called “Vietnam™
and most men 18 years of age and
older were eligible (if you didn’t
have some kind of deferment) to
be drafted into armed forces. To
be eligible for a college defer-
ment a person had to take at least
15 hours of college credit each
semester. During that spring of
1966 1 was going to college and
having a great time when one day
I got a letter from the draft board
which stated that my draft stat-
ist had been changed from 118
(college deferred) to 1A (eligible
to be drafted). I went into panic
mode. | immediately went to my
friend and former coach, Clane
Kirtley, who was my councilor at
Northern and he shot off a letter
to the draft board explaining my
situation and asking that my draft
status be changed back to 118.
Well, days turned into weeks
and then months without hearing
from the draft board.

Before I get too far into this, let
me give you a little background
information. 1 was raised on a
farm north of Tonkawa. My par-
ents were Roy and Irene Brown,
and I have one sister Mary Cook
(husband Barry). I went to Cath-
olic kindergarten in Tonkawa
and then spent my next 8 years
of school at Union District 61
which is 5 miles north of Tonka-
wa on Hubbard road. There were
6 kids in my class at Union and
we stayed together practically the
entire 8 years. I had a best friend
in that class we are still friends to
this day, Johnny Hauf. When we
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graduated from the 8th grade all of
my classmates went to Blackwell
High School except me, 1 went
to Tonkawa. Johnny and I stayed
in touch during our high school
years and then after high school 1
went to college and Johnny went
to work and so he got a 1A draft
status. After my draft status was
changed and 1 didn’t hear back
from the draft board after Clane’s
letter, Johnny and I got to talk-
ing and decided to join either the
Marines or the Army. Back then
you and a friend could join the
service and were guaranteed to
get to stay together through your
first several months of training
and so that’s what Johnny and I
decided to do. Either the Marines
or the Army was our big decision.
It was a hard decision, but finally,
after a lot of deliberation, we de-
cided to join the army airborne.
We would be paratroopers and
jump out of airplanes. We were
off on what two nineteen year old
kids thought would be a great ad-
venture.

Our first 8 weeks of training
was spent in the desert at Fort
Bliss, Texas near El Paso. It was
very dusty and hot when we first
got there in early September but
we needed our field jackets by
the time basic training ended in
November.

Our next duty assignment was
in Fort Gordon, Georgia for Ad-
vanced Infantry Training (AIT).
We were billeted in old army bar-
racks with llinoleum floors which
were very cold at 4 in the morn-
ing and most of the time. There
was some kind of disease going
through the Army at that time and
the windows had to stay open 6
inches so that we got plenty of
fresh air. If you have ever been
in Georgia in the winter the air
is very moist and 50 degrees can
feel like 30 degrees.

After 16 weeks of training,
Johnny and I arrived at Jump
School in Fort Benning, Georgia.
One of the things that I remember
was that during our orientation,
we were told that the non-com-
missioned officers who would
be instructing us were not only
our instructors but we could also
think of them as our den mothers.
Finally, after 3 weeks of airborne
training we graduated and were
officially paratroopers, and we
never did get any cookies from
those instructors.
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After Fort Benning, Johnny and
I went in different directions, he
to Fort Bragg and I went to Fort
Campbell Kentucky. I became a
member of 101st Airborne Divi-
sion. I was assigned to C Com-
pany Ist Battalion 501st airborne
infantry as a member of the mor-
tar platoon where I trained on
81mm motars. I had two memo-
rable experiences during my time
at Fort Campbell. The first was
being deployed to Detroit to help
quell the racial riots and we were
also put on alert to go to Israel
during their 7 day war of 1967, In
August we were told that the 2nd
and 3rd brigades of the division
would be going to Vietnam in
December. The 1st bridgade had
been in Vietnam since 1965.

Most of the members of th 2nd
and 3rd Brigades had been to
Vietnam and so these men trans-
ferred to other stateside units and
were replaced by young, fresh
recruits or draftees. When I had
first transferred into C Company,
the First Sergeant had asked me
if 1 could type. I told him that I
had typed 60 words per minute
in high school and yes I could
type. That short exchange prob-
ably saved my life (thank you
Mrs. Garner) because our com-
pany clerk had already been to
Vietnam and transferred and the
First Sergeant, remembering that
conversation, assigned me as the
company clerk.

On the 13th of December we
flew into Bien Hoa airbase, near
Saigoon, and from there we were
deployed to Cu Chi, the home
base of the 25th Infantry Divi-
sion, where we were in training
until the end of January, 1968.
We then flew north to Phu Bai
which was in the I Corps area,
which bordered North Vietnam.

(Please see BROWN Page 7)
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Our first night in Phu Bai, was spent in an open area between the airport and a large marine base about
1/2 mile from where we were. We set up our tents and Sgt. Daniels who was in charge of our little group
instructed us to dig a bunker which ended up being about 2 foot wide and perhaps 25 foot long and 3 foot
deep before darkness put a halt to our project. That night the infamous TET offensive of 1968 began.
Rockets and motar shells rained down on us all night and our little trench became a very popular spot as
no one else in the other battalion groups had bothered to begin anything for self-defense. That night the
enemy blew up our mess tent which was about 40 yards from where we were.

We spent most of February in Phu Bai, and then in March we moved north and established LZ Sally
which was several miles north of the old imperial capital of Vietnam, Hue. LZ Sally was establisherd on
an old railroad track and about 1/2 mile from highway 1 which ran from one end of South Vietnam to the
other along the coast. We had a MASH (Mobile Army Surgical Hospital) unit on LZ Sally and this is how
they built their hospital. Bull dozers dug a trench about 20 feet wide by 12 feet deep by 30 yards long.
The engineers then laid rails from the old railroad track across the top, then they laid corrugated landing
strip material over the rails and then sand bags on top of that. Each end was slopped downwards so you
could enter there. There were several operating tables, and it was possible to walk up behind the surgeons
and watch them work.

1968 was a very bloody year in Vietnam. In April of that year, in my company alone, we lost 120 men,
99 wounded and 21 killed, which was basically the entire company as we were always quite a few men
short of full strength; full strength of an infantry company at that time being 156 men; 6 officers and 150
enlisted men.

As my one year in country approached at the end of 1968, 1 decided to extend my tour of duty for 6
months as I really wasn’t looking forward to spending another 9 months of stateside duty in the Army,
with all the spit and polish that it involved.

Toward the end of my 6 month extension, the 101st was assigned to reinforce the American Division
which had bases located in the mountains west of Da Nang. So we got on helicopters and flew into a
little base about the size of a football field called LZ Professional. It was located on a mountain top with
higher mountains to our rear at the end of a long valley. The valley was a major infiltration route into
the south for the North Vietnamese. One of the things I remember about being there was sitting on one
of the bunkers at night and watching “puff the magic dragon™ bringing fire down on the enemy in the
valley below. Puff was a C-130 aircraft that had mini-guns in each of its windows which fired simulta-
neously out of one side or the other as the aircraft banked, with each 5th round from each gun being a
tracer round, so it appeared to be a wall of fire coming from the aircraft as you watched it. Believe me
it brought terrible fear to the enemy being targeted. Another thing I remember was that we were being
motared from one of the higher mountains behind us and you could
actually see the smoke from their motars coming out of the jungle
as the enemy fired. An airstrike was called in and these fighter jets
came swooping in and dropped napalm on their location. I remember
thinking how pretty it was, the two fighter jets and the orange of the
napalm against the green background of the jungle on the mountain
side. I spent about a month there before I decided that it was time to
see about finding a way to get back home to Oklahoma. At that time
the Army had a regulation which said that if a soldier had a month or
less left on his tour of duty and he was needed at home that he could
get out. Harvest was at hand in Oklahoma and so my dad had Bobby
Colombe write a letter stating that I was needed. I got the letter and
sent it through Army channels and it came back rejected. I went to
the battalion executive officer and finally talked him into letting me
hand carry it to Bien Hoa, which was our divisional headquarters. 1
took a helicopter to Da Nang, hitch hiked on a naval LST from Da
Nang to Hue, and then caught a ride on an army truck from Hue to
LZ Sally. From there a friend of mine took me to the Phu Bai airport
where I caught a ride on a C-130 to Bien Hoa. Durng that flight, the
pilot came on the loud speaker and said that he is having trouble with
2 of the engines and was shutting them down. A little later he came
back and said he’s shutting down a third engine, “but don’t worry” he
says, this plane will fly just fine on one engine. Anyway, I finally got
to Bien Hoa, and found the captain in the AG office who approves or
rejects requests like mine and low and behold, out of the 500,000 men
in Vietnam, he went to school at OU, went to school with someone
from Tonkawa (I think it might have been one of the McCarters, but
my memory fails me a little on this) and would be glad to sign my
request. Praise The Lord!. Four days later I was on a flight from San
Francisco to Oklahoma City.



Honoring those who served:

Claudie Cochran

(Editor’s Note: The follow-
ing feature is the second in a
series of profiles that will honor
the Vietnam War era veterans
from Tonkawa. The bulk of the
work and research was com-
pleted by Mike Schatz and Gin-
ger Hunter.)

Claudie Cochran
Honoring Those Who
Served in the Vietnam

Conflict

Claudie Cochran was a “lif-
er”. He spent eighteen years as
a Combat Engineer and over 10
as a Unit Supply specialist in
the Army. Some of those years
he served in Vietnam. Cochran
went into the Army at Fort Hood,
Texas . He received orders for
Vietnam while stationed at Ft.
Belvoir, Virginia and given 14
days to clear his post and settle
his wife and son in Oklahoma. It
was December 1963, and he man-
aged an early Christmas before
flying to Oakland, California to
ship out for Vietnam. He arrived
in Saigon on December 24, and
spent Christmas Day process-
ing and getting his assignment.
Cocrhan then flew to An Khe,
Vietnam and became a member
of company C 8th Engineering,
Ist Cavalry Division. Following
is a letter Cochran wrote to Mike
Schatz summarizing his time in
Vietnam.

“I was injured on my first op-
eration and sent to a hospital

in the Phu Cat area. I went to
Camp Drake in Japan and then
to Tonkawa on emergency leave
for a death in the family. After
leave, 1 went back to Japan for
my return to Vietnam. My next
operation was Dak To airfield.
We maintained the airfield and
swept the dirt road for mines.
My squad had to go to an undis-
closed location to a chopper crash
for body retrieval and aircraft de-
struction. Happily, both pilots
were still alive; but we destroyed
the chopper with demolition.

The rest of the time 1 was in
“Nam”, we blew away trees, rocks
and stumps for landing zones of
all kinds and provided direct in-
fantry support during marches.
Most locations were unknown to
me because we went by chopper,
and it was just another jumping
off place for us. Everything was
our job, and we did it. One time
the infantry we were with decid-
ed to build a raft to get across the
river. We offered to help build
it, but they wouldn’t listen to
us. They built a very nice raft,
launched it, and it promptly sank.
They lifted it up and carried it out
a little further and it sank again,
After a few more tries, they gave
up. We laughed. but not in front
of them because we had to get
along; they were our protection
while we were in the field. They
were nice guys, and we were in it
together. We teased them back at
camp, but in the field it has to be
serious.”
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Cochran mustered out at Lam-
pasas, Texas. He left the mili-
tary with numerous medals. He
earned the National Defense
Service Medal, Army Com-
mendation Medal, Republic of
Vietnam Campaign Medal, Viet-

namese Cross of Gallantry with
Palm (Unit), Purple Heart, Good
Conduct Medal, clasp, Bronze, 5
Loops. Air Medal, and the Viet-
nam Service Medal with 3 Bronze
Service Stars.



Honoring those who served:
Jerry Weeks

(Editor’s Note: The following
feature is the third in a series
of profiles that will honor the
Korean and Vietnam War era
veterans from Tonkawa. The
bulk of the work and research
was completed by Mike Schatz
and Ginger Hunter.)

Jerry Weeks
Honoring Those Who
Served in the Korean

Conflict

When I was in school (not
Washington, not Lincoln, but
the Catholic grade school) and
later Tonkawa High school, I re-
member going with friends to the
National Guard Armory to play
basketball, dodge ball, watch
High school basketball games,
and just ‘explore’. We all knew
the “soldier” who was in charge
of the place, and he was always
nice to us. We would see him as

he drove an Army jeep to either
Mary’s or Jack’s cafe for coffee
in the moming, and on a rare oc-
casion he would give us a ride in
a “real” Army jeep. That was so
cool! He was 1st Sgt. Jerry Dean
Weeks, a Korean War Veteran.
Along with friends, Weeks
joined the Tonkawa National
Guard 45th Field Artillery Divi-
sion while still in school at THS.
Because of the Korean War,
Weeks’ guard unit was activated.
By September, 1950 they were in
Ft. Polk, Louisiana getting ready
to ship out to Korea, where they
functioned as support personnel.
When the men returned, they were
given partial high school credit
for time served and finished their
senior year. Weeks graduated in
1953, and while attending North-
ern Oklahoma Junior College, he
accepted the position of Admin-
istrative Supply Technician and
was later made Ist Sgt. for the

Oklahoma National Guard Unit
in Tonkawa, a position he held
until his death in 1969.

The Tonkawa guard unit was a
Service Battery and Firing Bat-
tery for the 1/189 Field artillery.
Under “Sarg’s”™ leadership, the
Battery received eight superior
ratings from the annual AAIG
inspections. Few Batteries can
claim that achievement. Weeks
was also a recruiter. Clane Kirt-
ley and Weeks recruited over half
of the NOC football team into the
unit during a summer recruitment
drive one year

Active in community affairs,
Weeks was a member of the first
Christian Church, the American
Legion, The Veterans of Foreign
Wars, Chamber of Commerce,
Tonkawa Fire Department, a past
president of the Lions club, and
Scoutmaster of local troop 27.
He enjoyed his job and certainly
had our respect. His career in the

military saw the end of the Ko-
rean War and the beginning of the
Vietnam Conflict. Although his
unit did not get called up a second
time, he felt that it was pertinent
that they be ready to support the
regular military if called upon.

Mike Schatz...

My thanks to Lonnie Bray
for his assistance with this ar-
ticle.




























































