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in Cambodia near the border with 
South Vietnam. They didn’t know 
if he was dead or alive.
 Standing in the doorway of 
their one-story house on Ten-
nyson Street, young Suzanne 
failed to grasp the full impact 
of the announcement; not so for 
Eric’s mother. Suzanne doesn’t 
remember the exact words that 
were said; what stuck with her 
was “the feeling of my mom just 
breaking down.”
 Despite a search-and-rescue 
operation the day after the crash 
and excavations of the site in later 
years, Eric Huberth and a fellow 
pilot who was in the jet with him 
have never been found. 
 Nearly 50 years later, Eric’s 
three surviving sisters—Suzanne 
Huberth, Lorraine Larsen and 
Diane D’Andrea—are still trying 
to fi gure out what happened to 
their brother after his plane went 
down close to an enemy camp in 
a rugged corner of Cambodia.
 They still cling 
to the possibility 
that some remains 
of Eric or his co-
pilot will be found 
and returned for a 
proper burial.
 “We’re hop-
ing to get both of 
them back,” Su-
zanne said, “but if we can just get 
one . . . none of this is in vain.”

At home
 The Huberth kids, four girls 
and one boy, grew up “Army 
brats,” as Lorraine put it, during 
the far-fl ung assignments of their 
father’s military career that includ-
ed stints in Japan and Germany.
 After Eric, the oldest of the 
brood, finished high school 
abroad, the family moved to 
California, eventually settling in 
T.O. around 1964. 
 They lived in a tract then called 
College Park, with pomegranate 
trees that separated their house 
from California Lutheran College. 
The four girls—Lorraine, Diane, 
Suzanne and Nancy—attended 
T.O. schools. 
 While Eric studied for a degree 
in biology at San Fernando Val-
ley State College (now Cal State 
Northridge), he helped support 
his mother and sisters. Jeanne and 
George Huberth had divorced, 
and, according to Lorraine, their 
father “wasn’t a good provider.”
 “Eric stepped in,” Lorraine 
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said. “He was always there
for us girls.”
 Eric held jobs at the drive-thru 
Giacopuzzi Dairy on Moorpark 
Road and at a local Safeway. 
Through his work at the two 
markets, many around the Conejo 
Valley knew him.
 “He was a hometown boy,” 
Suzanne said.
 After graduating from college in 
1967, Eric set his sights on becom-
ing a veterinarian. He applied to 
veterinary school at UC Davis but 
was turned down because he lacked 
4-H experience, his sister said.
 Meanwhile, war was raging in 
Vietnam. The U.S. hadn’t yet be-
gun drafting young men to serve, 
but Eric could see the writing on 
the wall. 
 Rather than join the Army like 
his father, Eric opted for a different 
path: In early 1968, he enlisted in 
the Air Force. He would learn to 
fl y and become a fi ghter pilot.

At war
 After undergoing pilot training 
at Air Force bases in Texas and 
California, Capt. Eric Huberth 
arrived in Vietnam on March 12, 
1970, at a time when U.S. forces 

w e r e  c a r r y -
ing out a se-
cret bombing 
campaign in 
n e i g h b o r i n g
Cambodia.
 His time in 
t h e  c o u n t r y 
would be short.
 Huberth, then 

25, was stationed at Phù Cát Air 
Base in South Vietnam. He fl ew 58 
missions in just eight weeks and 
earned multiple medals, including 
a Distinguished Flying Cross.
 On May 13, 1970, his mission 
was to take out a bridge on the Ho 
Chi Minh Trail, a critical supply 
route for the Viet Cong that ran 
through Laos and Cambodia and 
into South Vietnam.
 In a two-seat F-4D Phantom 
jet, he was fl ying as co-pilot with 
Capt. Alan Trent, a 29-year-old 
from Wadsworth, Ohio. 
 Their target spanned a river in 
the northeastern tip of Cambodia, 
close to the border with Vietnam, 
in a remote area of mountains and 
dense jungle. 
 After another jet missed the 
bridge, Huberth and Trent fl ew 
in with revised coordinates. But 
before they could strike, their jet 
was blasted by ground fi re and 
crashed into the surrounding hills. 
Debris from the aircraft scattered 
about the area. Adding to the peril 
was an enemy outpost nearby.
 “Where he crashed was a very 

hostile area,” Lorraine said. 
 The next day, a rescue team 
dropped into the area by helicop-
ter, but a swarm of enemy soldiers 
forced them to abort before they 
could reach the crash site.

‘Life stopped’
 After the Air Force messen-
gers showed up at the Huberth 
home with the news that Eric 
was MIA, the family received a 
steady fl ow of telegrams from the 
government with vague messages,
Lorraine said.
 “‘We just want to keep you in-
formed,’ ‘We’re doing our best,’” 
Lorraine recalls the telegrams say-
ing. “They were all basically the 
same, patting you on the back.”
 For her mom, her sisters and 
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‘HOMETOWN BOY’—At top, Lorraine Huberth 
Larsen looks over paperwork while talking about 
her brother at her home in Thousand Oaks. Above, 
Larsen touches her brother’s Purple Heart. At left, Eric 
Huberth leaving for the airport in 1970; holding his 
hand is sister Suzanne, at the door, his sister Diane. 

‘We’re hoping to get 
them both back.’ 
— Suzanne Huberth

of the remains of her brother and 
his co-pilot, Capt. Alan Trent

herself back in Thousand Oaks, 
Suzanne said, “life stopped” for a 
time. Gradually, they tried to carry 
on with their lives.
 Jeanne returned to her job in 
Newbury Park.
 The girls pressed on with their 
schooling and careers. Still, they 

carried the burden of not know-
ing whether they would ever see
Eric again. 
 “It made us grow up fast,” 
Diane said.
 Part two will look at the fam-
ily’s attempts to get information 
about their brother’s fate.

Courtesy of the Huberth family
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