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"Troopers of the 7th Cavalry "

Greetings fellow Troopers! The 73rd annual reunion is getting closer and closer! In fact, this may be the last Saber column you read before the event takes place.
If you haven’t registered yet, make sure that you do. Elsewhere in this newspaper you will be able to find information on how to do that, or you can go to the
Association’s website, at <www.1CDA.org> to find out how to take care of the business of registering. I’m looking forward to seeing old friends and meeting
new ones! The reunion is one of the highlights of my year, especially this year after so many months of being cooped up!

The following story was submitted by Frank Richardson, the man I affectionally call Doc. Frank was a volunteer in the 1-7 Cavalry Hunter-Killer team put
together by the battalion commander, LTC Dougald MacMillan in late 1968. In early 1969, that Hunter-Killer team was absorbed into E Co under the command
ofCPT Dave Niles. Since the Hunter-Killer team had no assigned medic, Frank (who had trained as a paramedic before being unceremoniously drafted)
volunteered to carry the medic bag for the team. But he was also a hell of an infantryman. So, when the transition to E Co occurred, it was only fitting that
Frank would continue to fill both slots in the Recon Platoon, as a medic and as a rifleman. Twenty-five years ago, Frank and some of his closest friends were
ready to again visit Vietnam.

During the spring of 1996 I traveled back to Vietnam as a tourist. Our group consisted of me, my E Co "little brother" (SSG. J. R. Beard), a friend who served
with the Marines as a Navy corpsman, and his Marine friend. Our guide was a former South Vietnam Air Force pilot who was "reeducated" in a prison camp
for 5 years after the war. We visited all the usual Vietnam Veteran tourist spots: such as the Cu Chi tunnels, Marble Mountain, Saigon, Hue, Hanoi, etc.

One day during our visit, two Veterans of the war had an unusual and memorable reunion. Our group was visiting a small rural village and stopped to meet
and greet the locals at the farmers’ market. Nearby there was a factory which used the local red clay to make bricks and tiles. Some of you may remember the
red dirt. During my tour of duty, 1968/69, I had never seen such a factory, so I wandered up the path to take some pictures. It was the noon hour and three
workers were resting under some shade. They saw me and came over to greet me. After the formal bowing and smiling, the oldest of the three who was wearing
an old army shirt and a distinctive pith helmet engaged me in conversation.

"You here before?" This was the typical first question asked of us. Every Vietnamese person we met was very friendly especially once they realized we were
Americans.

"Yes, I was here before." Because he and I were approximately the same age, he assumed that I might have been in the military. "You Soldier?" "Yes, I was a
Soldier."

"What you do?" Put yourself in this position. You are back in Vietnam where you may not have had many good days, there are three Vietnamese citizens, one of
whom appears to be a Veteran, and one American, and no one knows where you are. Now, very briefly explain what you did during the war. I placed my hand
on my chest and said: "Private."

He let out a whoop, threw his arms around me, lifted me off the ground and kept up a steady stream of conversation with his younger workers who were
smiling and laughing. Wow!!!

Hugs, handshakes, and a lot of smiling followed. These two once young Soldiers had made their own peace treaty.

I have become somewhat of a collector, and I collect all sorts of things. Mostly coins, but other things, too. Like knives. Switchblades, really. When I was a boy, it
was illegal to possess a switchblade. I always wanted one, ever since seeing the movie West Side Story. But the law was the law and my dad said "No!" Now, I
have a few but I don’t know what to do with them. So, they sit in a drawer of my desk and occasionally I pull one out and flick the switch, just for fun. Out pops
the blade, just like in West Side Story!

As far as my coin collection, I’m certainly not a numismatist but I do have

my favorites. Mostly silver dollars and half dollars, with an occasional nickel or dime thrown in. I think the best part of collecting is the thrill of the online
auction - bidding against someone I don’t know with little regard for how much I end up paying, which often is too much.

In one of those auctions, the auctioneer had publicized trading cards. You remember, they used to come in packs with gum? Today, trading cards are a
multimillion-dollar business with cards available not just for sports but for just about anything.

One card caught my eye. It was a 1933 Indian Gum Company General George Armstrong Custer card. How could anyone who had served in the 7th Cavalry
pass up such a deal? This card was one of a series featuring famous men of the Old West and includes the likes of Jim Bridger, Davy Crockett, Sitting Bull, Crazy
Horse, and, ofcourse, General Custer. And this means that I will now be searching for the other 55 cards in the series. If any of you know the whereabouts of
any of them, please let me know. But be careful, collecting can become addictive.

I received several calls and emails in response to my discussion of PTSD in the last 7th Cavalry column. Some were supportive ofmy diagnosis, some thanked
me for the information on the therapies I have experienced, and some suggested that PTSD is not real but instead is a scapegoat used by Vets who need an
excuse for failure. To those who offered support, thank you! I appreciate knowing there are others who share my experiences. To those who wanted more
information about the Cognitive Processing Therapy and the Imaginal Exposure Therapy, talk to your VA psychologist about them. Ask for a therapist who has



experience with them and then prepare for some strenuous work. But in the end, it is worth it. I’m not saying that my PTSD is gone - no, not by a long shot - but
it is becoming more controllable. I still have a phobia about going into a restaurant or a business and immediately reconning the building to locate exits and
areas I would be unable to defend, even though I know I have never been attacked by the enemy in one of those places. It is simply the hypervigilance that is
part of PTSD for so many of us. And to those of you who claim that PTSD is a sham, I suggest you take another look at this nefarious side effect of war. PTSD is
much more than you seem to think - it can destroy lives. It can tear apart families and friends. It can shake a person to the innermost core. Yes, PTSD is indeed
real! And I’m here as evidence of it. I live with it every day. And I am thankful that I have found an excellent therapist to help me contend with it.

And now for something different. This is the story of a ring, a keepsake, that belonged to a fallen comrade. Somehow it made its way full circle and back into the
hands ofthis Sky Trooper’s loved ones. It all started when SP4 George Wilson found that he was being assigned to A Co, 2-7 Cavalry. George bought a ring and
had it engraved with his initials and his service number. He was immensely proud of that ring and told his dad that he would always wear it. George arrived in
Vietnam 9 May 1967 and began his 1-year tour of duty with A/2/7. Some 11 months into the tour, George was killed in Quang Tri Province during heavy
fighting on 6 April 1968.

When George’s body was shipped home, his personal effects went with him, including the ring. George’s father put the ring away, along with George’s medals,
which included the Combat Infantryman Badge, a Silver Star, Bronze Star, and Purple Heart, in a safe place. There they stayed until 1996 when the father died.
And then the ring and medals disappeared - they were possibly stolen along with other belongings of the father. About a year later, a gold dealer in southern
Illinois bought some scrap gold and discovered the ring there all covered with mud. The gold dealer was a Vietnam Vet and knew that the ring carried not only
a story but certainly great sentimental value for George’s family. The dealer contacted the VA with the initials and service number he found on the ring. The VA
notified the gold dealer they had attempted to contact next of kin, and that their letter was returned as "non-deliverable." The dealer then put the ring away,
where it stayed until recently. The dealer told the story to his sister-in-law, who is an expert at finding people (she does DNA searches for others), about the
ring. Karen Jo Crespi could not let this mystery rest, she was determined to find out what she could.

Using her resources, she located George’s sister and nephew. She called to tell them she had the ring and that she wanted to get it back to the family. They were
ecstatic! They couldn’t believe that the ring -- first purchased in 1967, then sent home with George’s body, then lost in 1996 and found in 1997, and then finally
back to the family in 2021-- was going to be in their possession, thanks to a Vietnam Veteran gold dealer who knew the importance of the ring and a hard
charging researcher who was trying her best to put the ring back into the rightful hands. The family is now attempting to replace those lost and stolen medals
but the Army requires George’s social seurity account number in order to move forward with that. If any of you have any copies of orders which list George L.
Wilson, please contact me so that we can get the social security number, if it is there, to the family so they can complete their quest. If you have someone you are
attempting to find but not having luck, Karen Jo informed me she would do her best to find that person for you. You can reach her by email at <krnjo2@
gmail.com>.

So, my space is used up and I’m on a deadline to get this in the Saber. Again, I ask that you continue to send me your stories so that the rest of us can share
them, too. I’ll stop for now. This may be the last column you see before the Annual Reunion in Killeen and Fort Hood on 22-26 September. I do hope to see you
there! It will be good to renew old friendships and to establish new ones. Please consider attending, at least attending part of it. Information about the reunion
can be found on pages 12-13 in this issue. Garryowen, my friends! May you be at peace with all....




