When Death First Came to Call
Back at home it was a crisp cool day
And the autumn leaves were falling
But in the bush it was sticky and hot
when death first came calling.
The firefight was unexpected

A “meeting engagement” as the say”

The VC don’t usually stand their ground

in the middle of the day.

The firing started with a few light pops
From the AKs of a couple VC
But then we got engaged and
the noise erupted into a cacophony .
Now the symphony rose to a crescendo
Projectiles wizzed by our ear
dirt spouts erupted in the grass
And we knew that death was near.
I make the call for artillery fire
to neutralize the foe
But the village paid a protection bribe and
the Province Chief says no
Now we were up and  on a line
running towards the fray
With a dryness in our mouths
We rush to meet our prey.
In the back of all our throats
We could sense the taste of metal
As we all rushed forward in support
Into the din of battle.
The smell of cordite from the powder
began to fill our nose
as rivulets of sweat  ran down our backs
and began to soak our clothes
Suddenly a group of cong appear
and sprint toward a patch of trees
We all draw down and fire at them
But they disappear like a bit of smoke wafting in the breeze
We sat quietly in the battles pall

It was just not our day to die

When Death first came to call
A few klicks west of Quang Ngai.
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