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7he Hower 。fthe D朋gon js a Vietnamese legend. Dz/ring /he

em of/he dr偲On, /he woI部/imeわr mankind, a Small bud-

ding /lower shall岬ring wp. 4nd it shall岬read its peta応

throughout /he world. 77ze岬iritz/al power in man shall oソer-

COme the brutalわrce in himse雄Loソe Sha〃 0ソerCOme death,

peace shall oリerCOme War. Man shall loリe and be /予ee.
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Richard Boylck eyewitness account of /he day-tO-dの′ en-

yironment ofAInerican fOldiers in V宏tnam maんes a t’alαable

COntribution /O Perhaps /he greatest problem America /わes

today-the sober re-e胸Iuation of our national chamcter,

ideals and goals. We /est /he essence ofoαr nation against a

Who砂new challenge.・ achie房ng world peace in an e者a Where

War Can nO /onger be recognized as an #ctiye instrαment Of

national policy.

Nowhere haレe We a COnCept /hat dese”eS SearChing re-

examination more /han /hat ofo乙lr disastroαS jnリ0ルement jn

J召etnam.

T協at inリ0ルement may be /he greatest /ragedy ;n owr

histoIy.

Seeking /he /rz‘th about /hat int’0ルement ,eqZ‘ires ’he con-

StruCtion ofa painf初iig-SaW型/ZZle所nm a welter ofco U7ict-

ing /dct and opinions.・ Presidential decisions based on reasons

Which had /O be withheld not on[y /わm /he American people

but ”om /he Cbngress as well,・ State Department and Penta-

gon statements which were deliberate砂deceptiリe, PaCそfica-

tion eyaluations which challenged beli〆∴. /he history Of a

beaut所存peOple, /he Vietnamese, With /heir en唐matic fbrms

Of political c二X:preSSion, C“lture, /ush and /drile /andscape,

舟m旬′ a雄性tion and reyerence/br ance$tOrS ‥. /O Which was

applied /he /imitless eneIgies and resのz/rCeS Of cb′naInic

Americans coI研dent in /heir abiliりノtO `祝/ilda new "ation”

and “train a /おhting army’’as had been done jn so many

()ther lands and /imes.

9



10　FわweγqftheD岬grm

As Americans we haJ,e mOソed万om relative isolation /O

WOrld dominance within /he /汚times of oz/r elected /eaders.

We haソe had /O a(海st /0 /he shock ofour younger genera-

tion, /he best educated jn our hi$tO砂,, C:XpreSSing /heir anger

and rebellion against what we conceiyed /O be /he most basic

Of o!/r Principles. 77zat yownger gene棚tion has /訪a砂gotten

thIりugh /O jts clders /hat /here may be something incredibh′

immoml when /he greatest nation on earth delibe胸tedy′ heshes

Out qgainst one of/he smaller coまJntries of/he world with /he

most prof汚ient prodc/CtS Of our pIりud achieソementS in

SCience and /echnology.

We !JSe napalm, Cluster bombs, B-52s, and gunships /O

destroy ru朋l peasant hamlets and rice /わlds. We ;ncrease /he

Satu朋tion bombing Qfpopきんted areas jn order /O kill or cut

O#‘ /he鋤pport /br young沼etcong and North協etname$e

SOldier§ Who dogged砂/おht on and die /br a cause jn which

We haソe /ong since been z/nWilling /O risk /he fルes ofour own

Are we any d折かent /hom /hat other proud scient雄c

people of a generation 4gO Who watched jn passive acquies-

CenCe aS /heir leader∫ Ordered /he coldblooded cxtermination

Ofsi:X: million Jews?

Andげwe are no d桝rent, how did we become so, /his

nation ofaソOWed venemtion /br /昨, /iberty and /he pzJrSuit

Of happiness ‥. /br Je姶determinatわn and adherence /O

treaty ob履ations?

RichaId Boyle膏cxperience as a万ee一履nce /Ournalist Jn

沼etnam力/rnおhes seyeml pieces of /he great /jg岬aW P!/ZZle-

the on-the-SpOt CxpreSSion$ and condz/Ct Of those who per一

わrmed /he wltimate d研ies ofa "ational poli(y. 7協e stoり, Js

told jn /he /anguage of /he soldier, nOt /he clean-ShaJ,en, im-

mcuh/ebノtaiわred gene朋ls or d互?ねmts who shape policy

方om air-COnditioned villds, headqz/arterS and limousines.

77!rO"gh Boyle ls chamcters-the dedicated career o.梯cer,

the po椋hed PR岬okesman, /he鋤解ring "etcong prisoner,

Fbrewoγd l l

and most 。f● all, /he y()ung, r幽(-[a所4meri。an /nfdnlrJ‘

soldier-We的gin /O Z/ndc,r軌znd /hc, C,n()rmity ”j“ /hc, /mgeの′.

1he ))ariance betl昭en /hc, PreSidenlial prのnOun。C,I77e/待　`’Wc’

し1hall neソer be humiliated, We Shall "eリer be d〆おted” and the

awf初rcality of /hat pronouncement /0 /he one hundred /C’I!

American亘/7emen (ゾBIaリO Cbmpany, 1st Battalion, 8th Bri-

gade, 1st Cdリal予y Dルision at Firebase fbee jn October /97].

Asked /O Set Wp a nなht an7bush重用r h研rdred yαds所n′n

their base, SiJCty子れe men, Jncluding nine se略eants, Sjgne(1 a

petition saying /hey woz/ld /dce court-martial mther /haIi

Obey.

With 4n7eri。an /roops JtC,ad砂′ Withdrawing互on=h`, `、の粧

nict, an AI7化rican people /ired of’/he war, "nCarlng as /のfts

resoIz“ion, an American (bInmnder-in-C偽icf was a読ing /0()

mzJCh of’his lasl re5erVOir母strc,nglh・’ /he /dilh of /hc,

nlneteenyear-Old asんed /O jntplement hi∫ POli(-ie,∫.

Wc, Were WrOng /O bc,COme, /nt,0ルc,d ;n Vic,tnant.肌, are

wrのng /のday ;n killing pc’Ople witIタa所?(ルC’r ;n a causc弓のr

which we are o部rSel昭S m /のnger高lling /() (lic,. As ;t ha▲ぐ

alwのノS /aken /hc, aCCOuntS Oj’pri脇tC, SOldierし白O balan`}e /hぐ

greal historical chronicles of’battles andくつa〃叩a細Il'~, SO I7りW ;t

Inay he佃us &ll /のWC’なh oαr /諦ure naliona/ decisiのZS a部I

conduct again5t /he palhos and /rageのノ0f our cのnduct ;n

Vie lnan?.

1t /akc,S I770re /han m0nC’y, arnZS and presidc’ntial `/e`,i諦)n

to win a war. 77!e (、aZ/Se muSt be /Z4ft, and pc,rhaps /hc, bc,“

ImaSure Of /hc, /usti。e ()./’/he ca己lSe wlould be f高a(’Ceptan。c,

by /he kJWeSt /母方n母′　SOldic’r,研Jt /hc, genC’ral `)r /he

po litician.

伽ul N. M。Closkc,yJr.

MaJノ15, 1972
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It was the middle of February, 1965, and書was in the south-

em Mekong peninsula playing darts, drinking beer, and

Waiting for some action. I had been there several days in a

Place called Bac Lieu when an American coIonel told me that

the South Vietnamese Rangers were about to mount an
“Eagle Mission’’to trap a suspected Vietcong company in a

nearby village.

The Rangers were crack professionals, merCenaries in

PSyChedelic rainbow-Pattemed helmets and day-glo red

SCarVeS. Regular units were unreliable, SO the Rangers had

bccome the key reaction force in the Mekong Delta, Where

the heaviest fighting was gomg On. With the Saigon govern-

ment still shaky in the aftemath of Diem’s overthrow,* the

Rangers had power and they knew it.

I was told that as a reporter I could go in with the second

WilVe Of Rangers.

The attack began with a blitz of heavy artillery. Then the

Village was pounded by an airstrike. Fjnally U.S. helicopters

landed in a blocking pattem around the village and the

Rangers began to cIose in.

*President Ngo DinhDiem was overthrown in November 1963. Between

then and February 1965　there were several presidents, including

General ・・Big,, Minh and Nguyen Khanh.--ED.
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It was my first time in combat, and =oved it. I had a

Special Forces camouflage tiger suit, a Carbine, and an Aus-

tralian bush hat, and I was trudging through the jungle in

SearCh of Vietcong.

There was a brief firefight after we landed and then the

South Vietnamese troops stormed the village. Most of the

Villagers had survived the shel⊥ing hidden in home-made

bunkers carved out of the ground undemeath their houses.

As we moved in, the Vi=agers emerged sIowly. The Rangers

Shouted commands at them and then rounded up a11 men of

military age; they bound their wrists, tied them together by

the neck, and marched them off. “They are VC,’’an ARVN*

CaPtain told me.

Half an hour later smPerS from a treeline about thirty

yards away began firing on us. A squad of Rangers charged. A

BAR-Browning Automatic Rifle-Cut tWO Of them down at

POintblank range, but the squad managed to flush out four

SuSPeCtS. The Rangers came back with the prisoners tied to-

gether in a line 」four young men in green shirts and shorts,

unarmed, about fourteen or甜teen years old.

The Rangers marched one of the prisoners over to where I

WaS WatChing with an American adviser, a Ranger captain,

and several South Vietnamese NCOs. They squatted him

down, tied his arms with his shirt, and the captain began:

Where was the rest of his company hiding?

The young man-really he was only a boy-WOuldn’t talk.

The Ranger captain’s voice rose in pitch as he shouted his

questions. Still the prisoner wouldn’t speak. Finally the cap-

tain gave an order and a sergeant picked up the prisonerand

Carried him to a swampy area about two hundred feet away

along the riverbank. One of the Rangers kicked the boy in

the head and he slumped over, blood gushing from his

mouth. I tried to take a picture but the American adviser

* Army of the Republic of Vietnam, the South Vietnamese army.



bloCked my camera with his arm. 1f I took the picture, he

told me, I・d never go out with his unit again. Quickly, I put

baCk the lens cap・

The sergeant kicked the boy again, and again he slumped.

Two Rangers propped him up and the sergeant took out a

bayOnet and pressed it against the boy,s belly. Sti11 he

wouldn・t talk. SIowly, With a slight sawing motion’the ser-

gcant pushed the bayonet. The boy let out a whimper, then

fell. Again they picked him up and the sergeant resumed

hacking at his belly. Strips of intestine oozed out. In a few

minutes the boy was dead. He hadn’t talked.

The young men from the village had been carrying cap-

tured World War I重-tyPe American weapons and perhaps a

†ew hundred modern AK47 assault rifles. The American and

South Vietnamese troops had fighter bombers, hcavy artil-

1ery, tanks and helicopters-all the modern weapons of war.

Everything seemed to confirm what tl-e American brass had

told me in Saigon: a COuPle ofdivisioIIS and the war would be

over; the Americans could run the gooks out of the hills in

two months. But when I saw that boy die in thevillage near

Bac Lieu I began to feel some doubt. None of the South

Vietnamese Rangers would have gone through what that boy

did: They were mercenaries, Paid well to go out there・ and

they would have talked. But this young South Vietnamese

didn,t.一began to feel the war might not be over quite as

SOOn as the brass imagined.

Despite the American adviser,s waming I had managed to

sneak a picture ofa RaI-ger Standing over the boy,s body・ But

it was three days before I could get back to Saigon and by

that time the Eagle Mission was old news. Nobody wanted

my photograph, Particularly with its caption白VIETCONG

l}RISONER Klし.LED BY RANGERS.'一　The wire services, relying on

the daily Amy press briefing in Saigon, had reported that the

South Vietnamese had repulsed a Vietcong attack, killing

寄席y葛tWO VC and losing only three men・ I had seen the three

開
脚
間
脳
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dead Rangers but I never saw the fifty-tWO Vietcong.

Later, back in the States, I sold the photograph with a

different caption: “RANGER KILLS VIETCONG IN FIREFIGHT.,, It

WaS my first copout of the war.

Ever since I was a kid watching James Cagney tell the

mobsters, “You can never kill a reporter,,, I had wanted to be

a journalist. When I was eighteen, in my first job (as a $65-a-

Week police reporter on a sma11-tOWn PaPer), my editor told

me a good newsman never allows himself to become emo-

tionany invoIved with his story. Later, On larger daily papers,

I found other editors shared the same idea. The worst they

COuld call a reporter was ``sob sister’’; the worst sin was to

become invoIved, get COmmitted, PrOteSt.白Play it coo重,,, I

WaS tOld; “be objective and you’ll go far.’’

So I was well trained as a war correspondent. I could

WatCh a bumed infant trying to nurse from its dead mother,s

breast・ See yOung men With their faces blown away, Witness a

boy deliberately gutted ‥ ・ and never protest. I tried to get as

much of the truth into print as I could, but if the wire

Services or the magazines didn,t print it the way l reported it,

I didn,t protest. I went along with the game. I came to Viet-

nam in January 1965 because ever since I was a kid I had

Wanted to know what war was really like. I managed to save

up some money from my meager reporter,s pay;gOt mySelfa

Visa, and headed for Vietnam to play war correspondent.

It was easy to go along in Vietnam, because correspon-

dents had to rely on the military for everything. MACV-

Military Assistance Command-Vietnam」ssued the press

Cards, and without a press card you couldn,t get a ride on a

helicopter and you couldn,t get onto an Amy base, SO yOu

COuldn’t work. With a press card you could se11 pictures to

the wire services at $15 a shot and」f your pictures were

good enough-get hired if a vacancy tumed up. Meanwhile

there were plenty of goodies from the Amy-billets at the

凡・ehlde　23

comfortable “press camps,’’where GIs acted as waiters and

bellhops for newsmen; PX privileges, free boots’uniforms’

even weapons. In the field, joumalists lived in the officers’

quarters’ate at the officers, mess・ and drank in the officers’

clubs. Cooperative reporters got tipoffs. (Few of the press

spoke much Vietnamese so we relied heavily on information

from the U S. military.)

If you went along with the Army it was a good life. But if

you raised a stink十if you took pictures of pnsoners being

tortured, Or raised any he11 at alLthe Army would stop co-

operating. The South Vietnamese authorities could kick out

any newsman who reported something they didn,t like, and if

they could order out network TV or national magazine staff,

I knew I wouldn’t stand a chance. So I went out, tOOk pic-

tures of people dying, Came back and sold them, tOOk my

money, and went out again. The more the suffering, the bet-

ter the pictures.

My first friend in Vietnam was a young lieutenant in the

U.S. Navy. Dale Meyerkord was adviser to a South Viet-

11ameSe river fleet fighting on the tributaries of the Mekong

River near Vinh Long.

I went out with Meyerkord after I got back from the Eagle

Mission, and got shot at for the first time. We were sailing

along in a flotilla of surplus American landing craft and old

French gunboats when a Vietcong force ambushed us in a

llarrow bend of a canal. Ignoring the heavy fire, Meyerkord

jumped up on deck and began blasting away at the VC with

his own carbine. Later he told me that ifhis crew saw any

fear in him they would refuse to fight.

Meyerkord understood that this was a political war and

C(一uld be won not with guns but by winning the allegiance of

the Vietnamese DeOPle. So his flotilla brought food and medi-

Cal supplies to the villages along the river, and Meyerkord

Would get out and talk to the villagers in fluent Vietnamese・
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Unlike most American advisers, he had won the friendship of

the Vietnamese he worked with; he was even godfather to a

Vietnamese child. Meyerkord’s public relations job was so

SuCCeSSful that the Vietcong kept jacking up the price on his

head.

One evenlng Meyerkord told me why he had come to Viet-

nam. He said America was at a stage like the twilight of the

Roman Empire, With barbarian armies nibbling away at her

frontiers. If America was to remain strong and free, he said,

her young men must be prepared to fight-if necessary, tO

die臆tO hold the line. Vietnam, he thought, WaS a major test

between “our way oflife and theirs.’’IfAmerica lost the test

She would be finished, gradually overrun by the barbarian

armies of communism.高There will be no Pearl Harbor,,, he

Said. “It wi11 be gradual, Piece by piece, until there is nothing

le什.’’

Many of the young o縦cers I met in 1965 shared Meyer-

kord’s views, and most of them also shared his high morale.

(Most were volunteers. Since Vietnam was the only war we

had, it was the place for a young career officer to be.) Pri-

Vately, though, they admitted that the South Vietnamese

Weren’t worth much as fighters" By February 1965 the Army

Of the Republic of Vietnam-the ARVN-WaS Iosing a bat-

talion a month to the Communists, and the Americans

SuSPeCted it might collapse completely before the summer.

But over beers the young American lieutenants and captains

WOuld say」ike the brass in Saigon鵜that it would take only a

COuPle of American divisions to clean up the whole thing.

Surely the army that had crushed Hitler,s Panzer divisions

and raced to the Rhine would have little trouble with the

Vietcong.

In the beginning of 1965 there were between twenty and

thirty thousand U.S. military personnel in Vietnam: advisers

to the South Vietnamese army, Green Berets, helicopter

脅ell館e　　25

じrCWS and logistical support troops. There were no line in-

funtry units. For political reasons, the U.S. was hesitant to

commit ground troops to the war. But it was becoming ln-

じreaSingly apparent to military planners that the South Viet-

11ameSe Were losing the war and that something had to be

done.

Then, in February, the Communists attacked the American

base at Pleiku. U.S. bombers attacked North Vietnam and

plans were formulated to introduce ground troops. A pretext

had been found.

Pleiku lies on Route 19, the vital east-WeSt link across

northern Vietnam. From Pleiku the road runs east across the

Mang Yang Pass to An Khe, then down to the coast about

halfway between Saigon and Hue. If the Vietcong took

Route 19, they could cut South Vietnam in two’blocking off

the entire north and isolating the old capital, Hue` and the

big U.S. base at Da Nang. Any South Vietnamese or Ameri-

can forces trapped in the north could then be gobbled up at

leisure.

ln Saigon, We heard after the Pleiku attack that a major

Vietcong assault was shaping up near the American base at

AI「 Khe, Which guarded the eastern end of the Mang Yang

Pass. I flew up and arrived at the An Khe camp m early

March. It was a Special Forces camp’defchded by a handful

of Green Berets and several hundred Montagnard mer-

cenaries.* The camp was surrounded by Communists.

* The Montagnards」・mountain people,, indigenous to Vietnam-are Of

Polynesian stock. Pushed back into the hills centuries ago by the coIo-

mZing vietnamese, the Montagnards live on the land nobody wants, the

beautiful but inhospitable Central Highlands. They have alway§

despised the VletnameSe. The French used the Montagnards as mer-

Cenaries against the Viet Minh and in the 1960s the Green Berets re-

Cruited them for the CIDG (Civilian Irregular Defense Groups). It was

to the Americans, nOt the Saigon government’that the Montagnards

paid allegiance.
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A week earlier a South Vietnamese relief force had tried to

batt量e its way across from Pleiku to relieve An Khe and had

been wiped out at the Mang Yang Pass. A few nights later, a

Green Beret captain told me, the VC had tried to storm the

CamP. They had massed hundreds of villagers and farm ani-

mals in froIlt Ofthcm as shields, forcing the camp’s defenders

to shoot down women and children. The captain had only a

third of his original force left and he knew the Vietcong

WOuld try again. One ofhis lieutenants gave me a snub-nOSed

.38 revoIver-`iust in case the camp is overrun.’’

“The「e is only one thing I know,’’said the lieutenant.負l’m

not going to be captured alive.’’He told me how the Viet-

COng WOuld cut off a man’s testicles and stuff them into his

mouth.

As I was talking to the captain, a Sergeant Came runmng

OVer tO Say that Col. Theodore Mataxis, the senior American

adviser in H Corps, WaS On his way. We raced over to the

helicopter pad to meet Mataxis, the top U,S. tactician for this

CruCial military sector. The Green Berets snapped sharp

Salutes as hejしImPed out of the chopper.

After the Green Beret captain gave a briefsituation report,

Mataxis said aI-Other relief was on its way: it would be leaving

Pleiku soon to try to fight its way throし1gh the pass. I asked

Mataxis whether he thought the reliefcolumn would make it.
“I don’t know,’’he said.待The Mang Yang Pass is a bad

place.’’

“l’m golng tO bc flying over the pass on my way back to

Pleiku’’’he added. ``Wa重lt tO COme along`?,,

萱wanted combat shots so I grabbed the chance, hoping to

link up with the relief convoy before i=eft Pleiku, As we

Climbed i11tO the air over Route 19, the coIonel told me that

the North Vietnamese might throw the entire reglment jnto

the battle for the pass. I asked him how Iong Saigo]1 COuld

hold oしIt ifthey took Ma11g Yang.

D・elきlde　　2 7

…Who knows? Maybe six months, maybe a year. But not

much longer.’’

Mataxis, an infantry commander with experience in both

World War H and Korea, WaS a rising star in the army・ With

his short, Close-CrOPped grey hair and green baseball hat he

looked like a football coach. I liked him. Unlike some ofthe

coIonels and generals who hung around Saigon, he had flair.

Like most Americans, though, he believed that a small force

of American ground troops must be introduced to save the

regime・ The Americans’he said’WOuld have to reopen Route

19 and protect the vital northem bases like Da Nang. But

Mataxis understood that it was a political war; he proposed

that instead of throwing m Whole divisions the U.S・ bring ln

ten brigades, One for each South Vietnamese division. The

American troops would boIster the ARVN’but not take over

the war completely. Without those ten brigades, he said, the

South Vietnamese would lose.
白How well do you think the American soldier will do in

Vietnam, CoIonel?’’I asked him.

生Damn well!,, The American Army in 1965 was the best in

the world, he said. Its new mobile warfare divisions, like the

c量ite First Cavalry and the lOIst Airborne, Were WOrth three

Russian or five Chinese divisions.白I’ve seen our boys in both

World War II and Korea,,, he told me,白and they are the

finest troops in the world.’’

Many generals, Mataxis told me, Were reluctant to send

Amcrican draftees against regular North Vietnamese line

regiments-historically draftees had been poor troops in colo-

nial wars. But to Iose Vietnam, he said, WOuld mean the loss

of Cambodia, the switching of Thailand to a neutral or pro-

eommunist position, and the sandwiching of Malaysia

bctween a left-leaning Indonesia to the south and a com-

1丁1u11ist north. America, he said, had to throw in its troops if

it was to hold the country, and the decision had to come fast"
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Mataxis, aS Senior adviser to II Corps, had the ability to get

his views heard: he had recommended his ten-brigade scheme

to the Pentagon in the then-SeCret “Mataxis Plan.,,

“There it is,,, he said. Ahead of us we could see the pass,

the narrow slit of highway plugging through purple-brown

mountains. As we flew over we could see what looked like an

army ofants on the road below. It was a company of Mon・

tagnard mercenaries trooping along the road toward the pass,

Sent Out by the Green Berets from An Khe to link up with

the relief column coming from the west.

Mataxis ordered his pilot to fly lower.負Shit,,鵜he grabbed

my shoulde重-」“See that?’’

About a mile ahead of the Montagnards, along both sides

Of the pass・ SeVeral hundred Vietcong were waiting in

trenches. It was a simple crisscross ambush, a favorite ofthe

Vietcong; they would rake the Montagnards with machine-

gun fire from both sides of the pass. The chopper pilot

hauled back on his stick to take us up. The Vietcong held

their fire, nOt Wanting to alert the Montagnards.
“Try to get the patroI on the radio,,, commanded Mataxis.

His communications man tried several times to make contact,

but couldn,t raise the patrol. The Montagnards were now half

a mile from the ambし1Sh.待Those men don,t have a chance,・・

Said Mataxis. “I’m going down.,,

The chopper went into a steep dive and my stomach began

to squirm. As we flew Iower Mataxis tried to wave the patrol

back, but the commander didn,t understand. The pilot

dropped the chopper o]‥he highway, Plunん, and Mataxis

jumped out to wam the commander. As soon as he got back

in the chopper the Vietcong opened fire. The chopper gy-

rated wildly, WeaVing to escape the Vietcong ground fire; the

PatrOl hit the sides of the road for cover. It had been a

gamble, but it had worked.

But when we got to Pleiku it was too late: the reliefcon_

VOy had already left. That evening I wlltChed the survivors
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come back. One American had been shot in the chest with a

B40 rocket, and although the hole was as big as a fist, he was

still alive. Many of the others had died on the pass.

In March the decision was taken and the first Marines came

ashore at Da Nang. A short while later American paratroopers

would be trudging up Route 19 towards the Mang Yang Pass.

It was the bednning of American ground troop commitment

in South Vietnam.

If I had been a better reporter I might have understood

what was happening. But I was more interested in heroism

stories. In 1965, editors wanted stories about the Green

Berets, America,s flamboyant supemen. The Berets played

their role we11: they were tough, brave, idealistic, the perfect

American heroes. (And already a myth: Barry Sadler sang

about them, COmic books retold their expIoits, and John

Wayne was about to make them immortal.) So in my dis-

patches I wrote up the lean, 1antemiawed Green Berets at An

Khe. The Berets made good copy; Meyerkordjumping on the

deck with his carbine made good copy; SO did Mataxis taking

his chopper down into the Mang Yang Pass. If I had paid

more attention to the faces of the Vietcong prisoners at Bac

Lieu, Or tO the way the young man had died there, I might

have seen things differently. But as America marched off to

War against the白little people,,, I marched with her.

After I retumed from Pleiku I went back to Vinh Longto

See Meyerkord. We went into town to drink some beer at a

restaurant overlooking the Mekong River.
“l know I am going to die,’’he told me.

``No, yOu,re not, l know you,ll make it.,, l smiled but he

didn’t, and I felt uneasy.

``And I know how they are going to do it. They,ll simply

block the canal and cut off the retreat.’’

Back in Saigon I had luI-Ch with Dickey Chapelle, a COr-

respondent for National Ceographic who had also done a
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StOry On Meyerkord. She had saved his life by firing a wam-

ing shot with her carbine’SPnngmg a VC ambush.

A few months later I was back in the States, hospitalized

for hepatitis. One morning I opened a copy ofL雄, and found

a two-Page article entitled寝In Search of a Hero,, about

Meyerkord. He was dead’killed the way he said it would

happen. Dickey Chapelle, Who had survived with Castro in

the hills and with the guerrillas in Algeria, had stepped on a

mine and was dead too.

Their deaths made me very angry・ After I got out of the

hospital I started speaking in favor of the war. I called my

friends traitors for not seeing it my way・ Like many Ameri-

CanS I believed the president and I believed my country was

in the right・ I was a hawk and I stayed a hawk unti=969,

When I retumed to Vietnam.

/%ク
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When I first came to Saigon in early 1965, there were beauti-

ful wide tree-1ined streets, terraCed apartments and open

Parks. Four years later the trees were gone, Cut down so that

U.S. Amy trucks could pass unimpeded by overhead

branches, the rivers filthy, the parks barricaded, and the

apartments slums. Piles of garbage littered the streets. Tu Do

Street, OnCe the fashionable shopping area, had become one

long strip of girlie bars and massage parlors which gave hand

jobs or blow jobs to sex-Starved GIs. All over, Prices had

Skyrocketed, in some cases to six times what they were in

1965. Some apartments were going for $30O or $400 a

month, While a South Vietnamese private or low-1evel

bureaucrat was earning $10 a month.

The biggest and meanest rats in Saigon had become army

generals, POlice chiefe or key officeholders, Like President

Thieu, many Of them had Swiss bank accounts and villa§ in

Europe. They had plush mansions at the old French seacoast

reSOrt of Vung Tau and mountain villas in cool, lush Dalat.

For them the war was great; it made them rich. America was

a Sugar-Candy mountain, a SOda fountain of money juice that

11ever ran dry.

When I arrived in Saigon in June I needed fatigue uni-
forms’COmbat boots’CanteenS, an air mattress, a Sleeping

bag, a Web belt, and so on. The U.S. Amy sold the stuffto

War correspondents at a big profit」n ’65 we used to get it

free so I asked the neighborhood cycIo driverto help me;he

33
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Peddled me down a maze ofback alleys to a huge warehouse.

After knocking on the door three times・ like a tout taking a l

CuStOmer tO a SPeakeasy, the driver showed me wa11s and

Wa11s of new U.S. combat boots, uniforms, Sleeping bags,

radios, rafts, bottles of Scotch, PuP tentS, T-Shirts-賀almost

every type of Army gear issued. I was completely outfitted

for about halfthe prlCe the Army charged.

On the sidewalks of Saigon black marketeers hawked

Johnny Walker Black Label, Arrow shirts, Clocks, army

SOCks, tranSistor radios and other merchandise from the PX.

When the Vietnamese cops-臆-Called White Mice because of

their baggy white uniforms鵜ambled down the street, they

WOuld look the other way and the profiteers would pick up

their loot and move further down the block. Often stuff

meant for the GIs never even got to the PX: the black-

marketeers ambushed it at the docks, Paying the GI drivers

good green do11ars to take a fifteen-minute coffee break while

they unloaded the supp!ies.

Graft and corrしIPtion in Saigon formed a giant pyramid

With Thieu sittillg On the top. At the bottom was the White

Mouse, Who shook down bargirls for money, The cop paid

his captain to keep his job, the captain paid the district police

Chief, Who forked over to his boss臆alld up it went, al=he

Way tO the president, The whores and bargirls had to split

the take with their “mama-San,’’who had to pay thC OWner

Of the bar, uSしIa11y a former amy general or other cro11y Of

Thieu. Like an inverted fumel, the molley flowcdしIPWard,

always endingしIP at the preside11tial palace. Province chiets,

military commanders, gOVemment leaders, a= had to pay for

thcir jobs∴and a= collected their “empIoymellt fecs’’from

thcirし111dcrlings.

At the very bottom of this hし1ge Pyramid was the Amer主

Can GI: he got not血1g. In 1969, the half mi=ioll GIs in

Victnam were looked upoll nOt aS defendcrs of freedom but

as consしImerS. Sex was the biggest product. A sex-StarVed G書
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would stumble into a girliejoint after weeks ofcombat and a

beaしItiful girl in a low-Cut dress would whisper seductively in

his ear, ``Let’s go where we can be alone.’’She would nibble

his ear, Whisper sweet nothings, and massage his cock under

the table, PrOmising to take him home with her. Meanwhile,

$上25 “Saigon teas’’--COld tea in a whiskey glass- Were being

plunked on the table. If the GI refused to pay, hired goons

would work him over and then ca1=he MPs. Usually the

soldier would just pay and leave, SeVeral dollars poorer and a

lot homier. With half a million American GIs paying through

t量le nOSe for everything they got, the intake must have come

to billions fo「 Thieu and his business associates.

In ] 969 the biggest source ofprofit to the Saigon hoodlum

emplre WaS mOney manipulation. The Saigon government had

Placcd an art誼cial value on its currency of 118 piasters to

thc U.S. do11ar (it has since been revalued), but on the open

market one do11ar could buy between threc hundred and

three hundred fifty piasters.

The black market, PrOPPedしIP by Saigon’s artificial ex-

Cha喜lge rate, WaS a big help to Hanoi. Until mid-1970 and the

eoup against Cambodia’s Prince Sihanouk, the North Viet-

IlameSe uSed the port of Sihanoukville to take delivery of

badly llCeded war materiel. They then hired transport com-

Panics owned by thc Iocal Chinese to supply Communist

troops ill eaStem Cambodia. But thc Chinese truckers

WOuldn’t take Russian roubles so the North Vietnamcse had

lo come up with a steady flow ofdo=ars from their agents in

Saigo-1・ ln one of the tragic ironies of thc war, the U.S.

Supplied the gree11backs l「Ceded by the North Viet】lameSe tO

Pay for the bullets to kill American soldiers.

To halt the black market on money, the U.S. military has

ISSued MPC臆臆military scrlP Curre重lCy Which is worthless out-

映1e Victllam. But instead of stoppmg mO11ey mamPし11ation,

the MPC has created an even bigger black market. One MPC

dollar was supposed to be worth one U.S. do11ar, but anyone
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COuld buy almost two MPC dollars for one greenback. Instead

Of one way to get rich on the black market, there were now

two, Fortunes were made ovemight in MPC. If a speculator

Started with one thousand U.S. dollars, he could buy eighteen

hundred in scrip. With that he could buy eighteen hundred

dollars worth of merchandise at the PX-TV sets, Scotch,

Cigarettes, Shirts, tape reCOrders, taPe CaSetteS-and resell it all

on the black market for four thousand dollars. With the four

thousand going back round the circuit he could quadruple his

money each time.

The GIs paid bargirls’Whores and dope dealers in MPC上

making it a recognized form of currency and destroying the ¥

Original intent of keeping U.S. currency out of the hands of

the South Vietnamese. Then one day the Americans made it ¥

illegal for Vietnamese to have military scrip, declared a11 the

Old MPC worthless, and issued new bills. Thousands of Viet-

namese were caught with millions in worthless MPC. There

Were riots outside Army bases, With outraged mama-SanS WaV-

mg their life’s savings in the air. The Army locked up a11 the

GIs, but some officers bought up thousallds of dollars of

MPC from panic-Stricken mama-SanS at One tenth the value-

and resold it to the government at par.

Rumors of a troop pullout would send the price of the

Piaster downward and rumors of an MPC change would drop

the value of military scrip--but encouraging ncws would drive

the prices back up. It was like the stock market: insiders with

the right information could make a fortune. ln 1969, black

marketeers, like stockbrokers or lawyers, Were Well-reSPeCted

members ofthe Saigon elite and welcome guests at the homes

Of the forelgn COmmunity.

It seemed everybody in Saigon was in on the take. There

Were gambling concessio喜lS, rakeoffs from the one-armed

bandits and kickbacks from salesmen a重ld Vietnamese em-

PIoyees. Entertainers comlng tO Vietnam had to split their

fees (and often take off their cIothes) for club managers.
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Drinks were watered and club managers sold the unused

bottles on the black market. For every hundred tons of build-

i車lg materials allocated to hamlet rebuilding, the people were

lucky to see twenty. I even heard of two Green Berets selling

American guns to the Communists-for which they were

probably paid in U.S. dollars・ Even the Vietcong took their

cut. In 1965 they stopped American oil trucks delivering fuel

to American units and collected a tax. This suited both the

oil companies, Whose trucks were not blown up, and the

National Liberation Front, Which Ileeded U.S. dollars more

than airplane fuel"

ln 1969 in crazy Vietnam it seemed America wanted a war

so badly it was wi11ing to pay both sides to fight it.
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I arrived in Saigon in June ’69 with about twelve dollars in

my pocket, intending to go back to work as a free-laI「Ce

Photographer. It was much easier to get accredited ifyou had

newspaper backing’SO aS SOOn aS I was installed in a crummy

hotel I phonied up a letter from a newspaperand went to get

my credentials.

Competition for stories was terrible in 1969. There were

aboしIt Six hundred journalists in the country, about a third of

them Americans, and only two hundred fifty or so had real

jobs. As in 1965, the idea was to make a name foryourselfas

a free-lancer and then get hired by one ofthe Saigon bureaus.

But the war had reached a lull in early 1969 and American

interest in Vietnam was fa11illg Off. Fewer stories were com-

mg Out Ofthe country, neWSPaPerS Were reducing their staffe,

and the SaigoI- bureaus were cuttillg back. A Iot ofphotogra-

Phers and reporters were sitting arou-1d Saigon with 11Othing

to do.

If a free-lancer did get ajob he WOuld have to go ill aS a

Photographer, alld that WaS like beil-g CamOn fodder. A re-

POrter COuld fake a story fro・m the comparative safety of

battalion head(luarterS. He would ask the Army commander

What was happening; the commander would tell him,白We

killed x l-umber of North VietllameSe, lost so many men, a11d

We’re trying to take hi11 such and such,,, and the reporter

COuld go back to Saigo重l tO Write up thc story. A photogra-

Pher had to go out there a】ld take pictures ofpeople shooti11g
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at each other工he more action, the better the pictures, but

the better chances of getting shot himself.

Often it was difficult just to get into combat. In 1969 the

U.S. Army wasn,t trying to stop anyone, but their helicopters

took heavy losses because of ground fire. Many of the fire-

fights were at night, and most of the battles were over very

(luickly: the North Vietnamese might ambush a convoy or

the Americans surprise an NVA battalion, there would be a

shOrt firefight, and that would be it. All this made it difficult

to get good combat photographs; eVen ifyou did, mOSt Of the

丁ighting was so far out iI- the boondocks it took days to get

back・ By the time you were in Saigon the story was old news

and 11Obody wanted it.

For my first story, I went out with the First Cavalry (to

thc north of Saigon) flying around i重l a tWO-Seater loach heli-

COPter With a big bubble on the top. Loaches fly really low,

Skimming along fast over the rice paddies. The pilot dropped

しIS Where there had been a big battle: the North Vietnamese

tried to overrun some First Cav units. 1 got some pictures of

dcad bodies but there was nostory in it.

Then I went out patro11ing with the Marines in the Arizo重la

Territory’a gOdforsaken strip of wasteland up in I Corps by

tl-e DMZ. The Marines had bee-1 PatrOlling there since 1965,

tuking and retaking the same patches ofterritory hundreds of

times・ Their casualties had been fierce臆臆臆WOrse than the

Army,s because they weren・t trained or equipped for that

ki-1d of war. Our company made contact with some Vietcong

油pers and a Marine was killed, a yOung Cherokee Indian. I

Watched him die, Waiting for the Medevac chopper and listen一

冊g to a Marine curse:白This fucking country can get a man

jllto space but they call,t get a helicopter here in time.,・ But

by the time I got back to Saigon it was an old story and

。obody wanted my photographs.

After a month in the country I hadn・t sold al-ything and I

Was beginning to get desperate. I was broke and there is no
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Place you can hitch to from South Vietnam. Then I began to

hear about Ben Het.

In August 1 969, Shortly after the press made international

headlines of the heavy U.S. losses at Hamburger Hill,* Presi-

dent Nixon announced that U.S. ground troops were to be

withdrawn from Vietnam and their areas of operation tumed

OVer tO South Vietnamese units. 1t was the begiming of
“Vietnamization.’’At the same time, I heard that the North

Vietnamese 66th Regiment was digging in around Ben Het,

an isolated Special Forces camp in the Central Highlands tri-

border area where Vietnam, Laos and Cambodia meet. The

troops of the 66th, One Of the best North Vietnamese regi・

ments, began a long siege ofthe camp that was to be the first

test of the new Vietnamization policy.

At first Ben Het didn’t attract the attention ofthe Saigon

PreSS COrPS because the Army wasn’t talking about the siege.

But after fifty days of continuous shelling, When nearly all of

the rescue columns from Dak To had been mangled, the press

began to ask if the camp could be held. It was in a South

Vietnamese area of operations-Washington had pu11ed back

the American Fourth Division and give11 reSPOnSibility to the

ARVN as part of Vietnamization臆SO it was ARVN responsi-

bility to lift the siege. But the ARVN wasn’t doing too we11.

One evening at the “five o’cIock follies’’-臆-the daily Army

PreSS briefing in Saigon---a rePOrter from the Stars and S/ripes

told me that the NVA had trapped the Special Forces team

and their Montagnard mercenaries at Ben Het and that the

South Vietnamese were doing nothing to lift the siege. That

made it a good story: Ben Het had become a political battle.

If the Americans had to come in to save it, Orifthe camp

fell, it would be a major blow to Vietnamizatioll.

* An American infantry company was badly mauled by NVA troops in

an attemPt tO take Hamburger Hill in the Au Shau Valley, CauSing

heavy political repercussions in the U.S.
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I flew to Pleiku on the offchance ofgettinginto Ben Het.

After being stuck in the Pleiku press camp for two days, I

got word one moming that a network news team at Kontum

had managed to get a helicopter from a general and we had a

ride to Ben Het・ But after waiting all moming at the Kontum

landing zone, We gOt the bad news-there were eight corre-

SPO11dents waiting to go, but only six seats on the chopper.

This was my last chance at getting a story good enough to

land a job in one ofthe mgivr bureaus, SO Ijumped on the

Huey first. A network television star, a Chubby, baby-faced

man, Shouted, “Okay-get Off.’’I didn’t move.

“Who are you with anyway?’’he demanded.

“The San Francisco ChrOnicle,’’I lied.

But the TV crew had muscle with the brass so the rest of

us decided to flip a coin for the seats. Over four hundred men

at Ben Het would have dven anything to get out, and here we

Were flipping a coin to get in. As I waved good-bye to the

losers, tWO British correspondents, I couldn’t help feeling

maybe they were really the wimers.

It was about a ten-minute flight to Ben Het. From the air

the camp Iooked like a naked anthill flanked by two smaller

allthills. We came in low and fast, hugging the treetops, tO

give the NVA gunners less time to shoot. A grey mist hung

OVer the green mountains and a waterfall gushed below us. I

Was nearest to the door and I tensed my muscles, Waiting for

the race from the chopper. We knew they would open up on

しIS as soon as we started to land.

We leaped from the chopper and raced for the nearest

foxhole. The Huey raced off and not a shot was fired. I

looked arou]1d for a minute and made a dash for the main

bunker, nOt believing we had really made it.
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The TV star, Don Webster, lined up his crew and imme-

diately started questioning the first GI he could collar.
“Te11 me, SOldier, What do you do here all day?’’

“Stay in my fucking hole and try not to get hit.’’

Ben Het was a garbage dump. Shell cases, Pepsi cans, tOilet

PaPer and boxes were littered everywhere. The bunkers were

nothing more than smashed sandbags and lumber. Hardly a

Square inch had been spared by the NVA artillery fire. But

everything was quiet. Only the breeze made a slight whoosh-

mg SOund as it blew in from the west. ``This place isn’t so

bad,’’I thought to myself.

Then the first shell hit, about thirty yards to my right,

then another about twenty yards to my left, then a third, and

a fourth and a fifth. I heard a GI cry out and saw two medics

run to get him, but they were cut down by flying shrapnel.

Ollie Noonan, a yOung AP photographer who was with me on

the helicopter, raCed off to get a shot of the wounded man,

and I went too.

We reached the wounded man. His buttocks Iooked like

raw hamburger. As the medics raced for cover with him,

more rounds came pounding in. I was caught in the open,

Shooting the medics with my Nikon camera. I couldn’t see a

foxhole; I just dashed about frantically as more shells began

to expIode.
“Over here:’someone shouted.

Diving into a narrow two-man bunker, I felt like hしIgging

the GI crouched in back. There was blood all over the inside

Of the bunker, and although one side of it was caved in, it

WaS the most welcome place in the world.
“Shit,’’said the GI, “看’ve only been in Nam a week and

already I’m in the worst place.’’

We huddled in the bし嘉nker for twenty minしIteS, Waitillg for

the she11ing to stop. Under shelling, yOu don’t talk, yOujust

hunch up against the wall and hope you don’t get hit. Finally

the shelling was over and the GIs begall tO Climb out oftheir
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hOles. One of them immediately spotted me for ajournalist.
“Hey,’’he shouted, “tell the people back home to get us

oしIt Of here. We’re losing too many men in this useless, StuPid

war.〕)

It was hardly what I had expected American troops to say.

I wanted to find out if he wasjust one pissed-Offguy or if

this was the feeling ofthe whole unit. About adozen GIs, all

artillerymen from AIpha Battery, Sixth Battalion, Fourteenth

Artillery, gathered round.
``Does what he says go for all ofyou?’’I asked.

“Sure does,’’said another, and the rest ofthem nodded.

AIpha Battery, they said, WaS One Of three batteries

broしIght into Ben Het to hold off the North Vietnamese.

Besides a handful of Special Forces and the Army brass ob-

SerVing the battle, they were the only American soldiers in

the camp. After seven weeks of heavy pounding, AIpha

Battery had lost seventy-tWO Of its men, either killed or

WOしmded.

“How many men do you have left?’’Iasked a GI with a

PeaCe SymboI on his helmet.
“Fifty-three.’’

“Wait,’’said another GI. “We just lost four. It’s forty葛ninc

l丁OW.))

“Listen,’’ said the soldier with the peace symbol, Pfo.

`lames Roby of Brunswick, Maryland子the generals are ex-

Perime量lting. They do】1’t give a damn about the GIs. We’re

I「Othing but gumea Pigs out here.’’

Roby, nineteen years old and bone weary, Said a Viet-

11こImese Marinc coIonel had told the StaIS and Stripes that the

Americans at Ben Het were being used as bait to lure the

North Viet萱lameSe・ lt was an experiment to show the ARVN

COしIld stand up against the best the North Vietnamese could

throw against them. But the bait was being nibbled away,

lもby said, and the South Vietnamese army refused to come

ill to help. ARVN escorts for the rescue convoys would run
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at the first sound of fire, 1eaving the American truck drivers

to make it on their own. AIpha Battery’s own forward ob-

Server had been sent out with a squad of South Vietnamese

troops on a recent mission; When his arm was blown offin an

ambush the ARVN deserted him, leaving him to bleed to

death.
“ARVN ain’t worth a fuck,’’said a black troop. ``If

Charley don’t get us, ARVN will. Three times ARVN 155§

[howitzers] hit our positions. We ca11ed a check重re and they

lifted the barrage. But later they fired again.”

“How could they make a mistake like that?’’

``I don’t think it was a mistake.,,

Later, I checked the incident with the sergeant who had

been on duty at the communications bunker. I got the same

StOry. “They even kept firing after we ca11ed a check-fire.

ARVNs aren’t worth a damn. Every time they get scared,

they run, just like the time they left our FO [forward ob-

Server] out there.’’

One of the grunts said he had nothing against the NVA.
“He’s getting shot up just like us. I’d give Nixon and Ho a

rifle and let them go at it and let the troops ofboth sides go

home. I’ll tell you one thing: ifthey evertry tosend me back

here, I’11 go AWOL first.’’

I had heard grousing and bitching before, but with these

men it was different. They cursed the brass, they cursed their

OWn Officers, and they cursed the politicians who had got

them there. They were nearing the breaking point; fifty days

Of constant pounding by the NVA, days with no hot food,

With little water and less sleep-it was taking its toll. ``I’ll tell

you,’’said one of them who had just lost one of his best

buddies言`our morale is very low. They just have to bring

American troops in and end this experimellt.’’

I decided to stick around Ben Het and find out what was

happenlng. In fact, I didn’t have much choice: the Medevac

Chopper had just taken off with the wounded (and the TV
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crew) and there would probably be nothing going out till the

next day.

Just then an artilleryman came running up. ``Sheeet, yOu

should have seen those TV guys run for that dustoff [Mede-

vac】. They almost knocked off the wounded. They were so

scared they left some of their stuff behind.,,

AIpha Battery, With a company of Cambodian mer-

cenaries, OCCuPied one flanking hill of Ben Het, While two

batteries of U.S. arti11erymen and some Montagnard mer-

cenaries held the other. The middle hi11 was held by about a

dozen Green Berets with a couple of companie§ Of Mon-

tagnards. The TOC-Tactical Operations Center-the main

headquarters bunker, WaS Iocated here and this was the most

PrOteCted hi11.

A muddy road joined the three hi11s and vehicles trying to

make the run from one hill to another were tanget practice

for the North Vietnamese gunners. Ollie Noonan and I

managed to get some Green Berets to drive us in a jeep,

which stalled in the mud as the North Vietnamese zeroed in

on us. There we were in thejeep, its wheels spinning in the

mud while the NVA was Iobbing in shells. Finally the jeep

got going and we churned up the muddy road to the central

hi=.

Inside the perimeter-three layers of barbed wire with

SPaCed machine-gun POSitions工he hill was a mountain of

destroyed buildings, SmaShed timbers, and sandbags. The

COmmand bunker was a mound ofshot-uP Sandbags up at the

top of the hill. Somewhere down in the bunkers were the

Green Beret defenders.

As we reached the TOC the first person I saw was Sean

Fly宣11l, anOther free-lancer. Sean and Shunske Akasuka’a

Photographer for UPI, Were the only newsmen in the camp at

thC time. The Berets thought Flynn was crazy. With his

Shoulder hoIster and his beat-uP Special Forces hat’he

looked like a character out of an adventure movie-and in
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fact he had been a movie actor (Son crf Ckptain Blood) and

also a big-game hunter and a fashion photographer. When the

Berets asked him why he was a war correspondent, he just

Smiled.

That first night at Ben Het I slept in the Green Beret

teamhouse, a kind of combination clubhouse and bar for the

Green Beret負A,, team. There was no protection in the team-

house; almost any kind ofround could come right through it

and blow your head off. Quickly I found out where the most

COVer WaS: a Sandbagged bunker about fifty feet below the

TOC where most of the Green Berets slept. There were no

SPare bunks bu= managed to find a place on the floor, and

With an air mattress and a poncho I was fairly comfortable.

With the Green Beret daily routine--PatrOIs, intelligence

reports, Checking on the Montagnard perimeter guards--the

CamP’s defenders were f壷rly busy・ ln the evenmgS, unless

they had night watch, they would sit around the teamhouse

rapping and drjnking beer. The first day I talked a little to

Rex Mathews, a lieutenant who was second in command of

the camp. I told him what the arti11erymen had said on the

Other hi11-that they wanted no part of the war: in fact they

Wanted out. Mathews thought they wcrc chickenshit. I told

him it looked like their captain was no Ionger rea]1y in com-

mand; he was just sittillg in his bunker. =What woしIld ,

happen’,, I asked,白if the artillerymen decided the captain ‘l

WaSn’t in command? What ifthey rebelled, tOOk the hill, and

decided they weren,t going to fight anymore? What woし11d

you do?’’
“I guess we’d go over there and kick the shit oし1t Ofthem.,,

Ben Het, One Of the fifty or sixty Special Forces白A,,

CamPS Set uP in the mid-Sixties, had by 1969 become a key

POSition in the defense of the el「tire Central Highlands.

Through Ben Het ran one of the few roads on which the

North Vietnamese coしIld bring up tanks against the key bases
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at Pleiku and Kontum. And behind Pleiku was Route 19, the

Vital east-WeSt link in the H Corps area.

The “A’’ camps, rしInning along the entire South Viet-

11ameSe border from the DMZ down to the Mekong Delta,

had in effect become the South Vietnamese生western front.’’

The big guns in the artillery bases supported by the camps

held back the North Vietnamese army, and each “A” camp

COuld support its neighbors in the event of attack. Though

the North Vietnamese infantry could easily bypass the

CamPS臆臆the NVA’s General Giap could run several divisions

through the jungle between any pair of camps-the camps

COuld effectively stop any kind of armored or mobile attack

by pluggmg the roads. Each camp was defended by a few

Green Berets and their mercenaries (at Ben Het there were

two companies of Montagnards and one ofCambodians) and

as well as defending the artillerymen and their guns the mer-

Cenaries would mount sweeps between the camps to cut off

North Vietnamese infiltration.

There were no ground troops around Ben Het. There had

been some ARVN units around the camp at the beginning of

the battle, the Green Berets told me, but they had been badly

mauled and now they didn’t want to come back into combat.

Before Vietnamization the Americans could have sent in

American troops- Perhaps the lOIst Airborne工O Chase the

North Vietnamese back, but now there were no troops to do

this" The mercenaries工he Civilian Irregular Defense Groし1PS,

Or CIDG-had fought well, aCCOrding to the Berets, but they

Were being overwhelmed.

The Americans had tried to open the road from Dak To,

Sevell miles to the east, tO bring in relief convoys, but the

North Vietnamese woし11d wait ti= each convoy got to the last

mile alld then blow it away. Thc Bercts called it =suicide

Inile.,, From the camp they could see the North Vietnamese

WIPing out convoy after convoy and they were pretty sure

that if they could wipe out convoys, they could wipe oし1t the
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CamP itself. Apparently there was more military value for the

NVA in letting the camp survive and destroying the convoys.

Ben Het had become the bait.

Inside the camp, We Were taking from one to two hundred

artillery rounds a day・ The North Vietnamese would start up

in the mornlng With an opening barrage and keep it going till

evening (at night the muzzle flashes of their guns were too

easy to detect). Nowhere at Ben Het was safe from the she11s

but being inside was a lot safer than being outside. Outside

you had to run’CrOuChing, from bunker to bunker, trying to

avoid the shrapnel. You never saw the North Vietnamese.

There would be a loud noise, like a giantpqp, and then a rain

Of tiny razor-edged pieces of metal. It was the shrapnel that

COuld really mess you up. Unless it was a direct hit the con-

CuSSion seldom killed; but after the first she11 you knew you

had only a couple of seconds before the air was full of flying

razor blades.

On my third day at Ben Het I was sitting in the teamhouse,

finishing breakfast and chatting with some of the Green

Berets. Mathews, the lieutenant, and a sergean十a middle-

aged former deputy sheriff with “Ho sucks,, written on his

hardhat were reading a gory newspaper account of some

girls who had been killed by bears in Yellowstone. Sean

Flynn was also there.
“Ho should be getting up soon,,, said the sergeant. He

meant the shelling would be starting soon. I felt safe in the

teamhouse, Whose tin roof was padded with a few sandbags.

They couldn’t stop an arti11ery shell, but jus=he idea of

being inside made me feel safe. I should have known better.

At first there was jしISt a White flash, then a concussion like

a giant shock wave. I dropped to the floor, COVering my head

With my arms. Debris was falling and the room was thick

With dust. I jumped to my feet and somehowgot mylegs to

move it was like running in a dream. We had a fewseconds

to get to the sanctuary of the TOC bunker.
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More §tumbling than running, We fell into the TOC bunker

as more shells expIoded around us. We looked at each other

for a moment’breathing hard. We were all alive. They had

made a direct hit on the teamhouse, looking for wounded or

dead. ``Well・ gOOd moming, Ho,,, said the sergeant. The Beret

Came SCrambling back.負Nobody,s in there, but they fucked

up our coffee pot.’’

“Shit,’’said the former deputy sheriff, “War is one thing,

but when they screw up our coffee pot’that・s something else.

Let’s go get those fucking gooks.,, The men laughed and

Started feeling better. “Thirty-SeVen’thirty-eight, thirty-

nine,’’droned the guy counting the shells.

The Berets edged cIoser to the mouth of the bunker, Where

there was no protection, tO get a better look at the shells

獲anding. Like a man sticking his head in a lion・s mouth they

WOuld wait for a shell to land, then duck back into the

bunker as the shrapnel tinkled against the shredded tin roof.
“Seventy-eight, SeVenty-nine,,, the count continued.

An hour later they were still counting. =Hundred fourteen,

hundred fifteen ‥.,,

“Okay,,, said the camp commander, Capt. Eric Noble,

``lct,s go get ’em.・,

Noble and a master sergeant decided to take a Montagnard

PatroI outside the wire perimeter; it would be the first patrol

in days. The idea was to find out what the NVA was doing,

and if possible to blow up the elaborate network of trenches

Creeping up the hill towards the besieged camp.

I watched as the master sergeant, Carl Mayse, gaVe his

Orders in the Montagnard language and the patroI shaped up

and moved towards the wire. Only a ftw minutes later they

Were back. The patrol had barely got beyond the wire when

two NVA troops popped out of a hole and started throwing

grenades. Noble, the captain, had been hit by shrapnel. The

Berets decided to take another patroI out next day.
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That night in the camp we heard digging around the

Perimeter. Noble, the camp commander, Said he thought the

NVA were going to dig trenches under the perimeter and

then blow a gap. Next day he took a second patrol to find

Out about the tunneling.

The Berets liked Shunske Akasuka, the UPI photographer,

and agreed to let him go along on the patrol. At first they

Said I couldn’t go. It was a hairy patroLtWO Americans and

less than a hundred scared Montagnards against an entire

regiment of NVA-and they didn’t want more than one

noncombatant along. But I scrounged a .45-Caliber

Submachine gun from the artillerymen and asked Noble agaln

if I could go out. Since I was armed, he said it would be

Okay.

As the patrol moved out, SIowly, Silently, I Iooked at the

men a】1d wondered what was rea11y gomg On in their heads.

Would the Montagnards die for the Saigon government? They

COuldn’t desert most ofthem had their families with them at

Ben Het. Perhaps they knew what the American arti‖erymen

Were Saylng, that they were pawns in someone else,s game.

We went about two hundred yards, down to the base ofa

hill’Without any contact’and then the Montagnards began to

SIow down. They were in no hurry. A South Vietnamese

LLDB* kicked one of them in the ass; the othersjust stared

as he shouted, PreSumably telling them to hurry up.

At the base of the hi= we began to circle the camp. Still

there was no contact. Apparently the North Vietnamese had

decided to pu11 back and let the patrol go around. (“Playing

With our minds,’’said Lieutenant Mathews.) As we moved

Slowly round the camp the Berets foしmd tしmnels forming a

COmPlex bullker system leading up the hi11 towards the wire.

Each time we found a tun宣lel mouth, Mathews would lay a

demolition charge and blow it up. Fina11y, after making a fu11

* Luc-Luong Dac-Biet臆Vietnamese Special Forces.
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circuit, We retumed to the camp and found that someone had

broken the North Vietnamese code name for the siege of Ben

Het. It was “Operation Dien Bien Phu.’’

After seven days of steady pounding and nights without

sleep, rしmning from shells, Waiting for those flying razor

blades, it began to get spooky. Ben Het might fa11 any night.

The North Vietnamese had brought tanks against it once

before, in the second and deepest tank attack of the war, and

the Berets were worried they might try it again. Could air

power alone hold Ben Het? Anyway, I was staying; I wanted

to see the last act.

萱was in a bunker, daydreaming, When the thundering ofa

nve-hundred-POund bomb exploding Jarred me out of my

reverie. =ooked out over the sandbagged parapet. World War

=-Vintage Skyraiders were pounding the NVA positions. It

was a spectacular show. Arching in low, they would tilt their

Wings and drop the bomb一一〇yOu COuld see it bounce like a

h:1Sketball. Then I realized something strange was happemng.

It was five p.M. and the North Vietnamese hadn’t fired a shot

乙川day. After sixty days under fire, Suddenly it was quiet.

Runnmg from bunker to bunker I made my way to the

We臣punctured teamhouse. The Green Berets had broken out

the camp’s beer and were celebrating. The sixty-day siege had

been lifted: Ben Het was saved.
“It looks like Clyde [G=ingo for enemy troops」 has

htluled ass back to Cambodia,,, shouted one Beret, Wiping the

beer off his chin. The Berets were getting drunk. For sixty

dとIys there hadn,t been any good news. Each day they had

Wajted for the attack, the bumed置Out truCks on the road a

COnstant reminder that if they needed help they wouldn’t get

lt・ Some of them had resigned themselves to the fact that the

No「th Vietnamese were coming, aS they had hit Lang Vei in

1967. with massive waves ofmen behind Russian-made tanks.

Lang vei had been overrun, and the few American survivors
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Who made it back had been forced to run through the NVA

lines to Khe Sanh.

Now it was all over, and the press shuttle was back in

OPeration. The Saigon commandos, in their clean, PreSSed

jungle fatigues, Were back at the `宜ont,’’running around ,

With their microphones like sports writers in the winning

team’§ locker after the game.

I was having a beer at the makeshift bar in the teamhouse

When one of the TV people said,負I,m sorry I missed all the

action・’, Just then a shell hit, nOt tOO far from the

teamhouse, and a second one sprayed us with dirt and rocks.

It was a big one-heavy artillery. The TV man hesitated and

WaS knocked off the bar stool by scrambling Green Beret§

running for their lives. Every time he tried to get up someone

WOuld run him into the floor. The third shell hit as I leaped l¥

into the TOC bunker. We cringed in the bunker and prayed

that it would be oversoon’but the shells kept poumg m.

Shunske and I knew they would be bringing the wounded

into the camp,s underground ho§Pital, SO We grabbed our

CameraS and raced for the dispensary. The hospital was a.

Chamber of horrors・ Many of the men had left their bunkers

for the first time in weeks and had been caught unprotected

When the first banage hit. A prone figure shrouded in a sheet

OutSide the bunker entrance was evidence that it would be a

bad night.

In the hospital the two camp doctors were desperately

fighting a losing battle to save a young Montagnard soldier.

One of them was literally holding in the man・s brains. Then ;

the other pulled back the dying man,s eyelid and flashed a

Sma旧ight. He snapped it off with a jerk, Pulled the sheet

OVer the dead man’s face and shouted to his medics: ``Next!,,

Outside our bunker wc could hear sma11-armS fire from a11

around the camp. The Montagnards had opened up with their

Carbines. Though we could hear the firing and see streams of

tracers going up, nObody in the medical bunker knew what
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was happenmg; We didn’t even know what was going on in

the neXt bunker.

I thought there was a good chance the NVA would hit Ben

Het that night. First there would be a sapper attack to break

through the perimeter wire and throw the camp into

confusion, then the whole NVA regiment would come

pouring in behind the sappers. (Once they were in the camp

they would be safe from air strikes.) Sappers are specia11y

trained commandos who can cut through wire in minutes;

they come in stripped naked, With bands of grenades

strapped around them, and pop grenades down into the

bunkers. If they take a bunker they cut loose with its

machine gun, and then the whole camp goes into confusion.

Nobody knows who’s firing from each bunker, SaPPerS Or

friendlies. The camp disintegrates into isolated bunkers, eaCh

one waiting for a sapper to appear and pop a potato-maSher

grenade over the parapet.

Five or six newsmen, tWO doctors, tWO medics and a

handful of Montagnards couldn’t hold the bunker if the camp

WaS OVerrun. What were we going to do? Fight in the bunker?

T「y to make it to the TOC? Run? Itwould bealongtrekto

Dak To, SeVen miles away through the NVA lines.

We decided to try to hold the medical bunker. Some ofthe

ncwsmen agreed to help defend the bunker, and I took the

first shift at the mouth with one ofthe two doctors.

There was heavy fire all around us. The twin dusters to our

right, looking like giant machine guns, Were SPitting cannon

She=s. Arching tracers of machine-gun fire raked the

blackness. There was also the heavy whoosh of incoming

rockets and the thud of arti‖ery mixed with the sound of

Smalトarms fire. We still didn’t know ifthe camp had actually

been hit or if the Montagnards were just getting jittery,

Pouhng out sma11-armS fire to make the NVA keep their

heads down.
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“I heard the ARVN left an American forward observer

OutSide the camp,’’I said to the doctor to pass the time while

We Were On guard duty.
“Yes, We treated him.’’

``But I thought he was left behind.”

“Yes, he was. Look, Please don’t use my name or it’ll
beィ

my ass, but something strange happened that day. You’11 find

this hard to believe, but I saw the man. He was brought back

to the outskirts of the camp by the North Vietnamese.’’

Like a five-SeCOnd sun, a flare would light up the ground as

it burst overhead. We would see the covered bodies of the ;

dead, laid out cIose to us. Large black rats scurried over the`

bodies; they were everywhere, runnmg and screaming. I hated

the rats. I remembered the death agony Ofa woman bitten byl

a rabid rat at An Khe in 1965. All the medics could do was

WatCh her twist and scream, frothing at the mouth, tied to a

bed.
``You don’t look good. Go down and tell the medic to take

your temperature,’’the doctor said. My temperature was I O3

and the fever was getting worse. First I would sweat, then I

WOuld go into deep chills. “It may be malaria,’’the doctor

Said, “but I can’t tell without tests, You’re in bad shape. l’m

going to ca11 a Medevac.’’

I told him I hated helicopters and would rather take my

Chances on the ground.
“Okay, but stay here so I can keep an eye on yoしIr

temperature. You’d better sleep on the operating table. The

rats scurry around the floor at night, and it’s no fun to have

One rしIn OVer yOur face while you’re sleeping.’’

They had tried to clean off the operating table where the

young Montagnard died, but his blood sti‖ stained the table.

A few hoしIrs before, the doctors had been picking pieces of

his scalp off it. I could hear the rats rumlng arOしmd all night

and the thud ofarti11ery. It was the worst night ofmy life.
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Next mornmg my fever was gone and so were the North

Vietnamese. Last night had been their parting shot before

slippmg back into Cambodia" The story was over and I had to

get back to Saigon with my film.

Grabbing a helicopter, I flew to Dak To. 1t was a gamble,

bしIt I was willing to try anything. I had to beat Shunske to

Saigon. At Dak To I saw three American GIs sitting on the

ground at the helicopter pad.
``Know if there,s anything going to Pleiku?,’

負Nope, SOrry. But in about four hours we’re driving to

Kontum. It’11 be crowded, but there’s always room for one

lnOre.1)

Kontum was halfway to Pleiku, SO萱decided to go with

them. I was wearmg a Green Bere=iger suit and a floppy

jungle hat, SO they thought萱wasjust another soldier.
白You look tired, brother,’’said a soldier in loose-fitting

fatigues. “How ’bout a J?’’(“J’’is the GI tem for ajoint・)

We went into a conex, a large portable van, and passed

around a hand-rOlled joint.
“Hey, What are you in, the Beanies [Special Forces] 《l’’one

Ofthem asked.
“No, I’m a civilian. A photographcr.’’

``Shit, A photographer. Can you beat that・’’

I was beginning to fee=he effects ofthe grass. I rested my

head against the wall and felt very glad to be alive and out of

Bell Het. The GI took a decp drag on thejoint, SしICking m air,

Smilcd, and handed me the roach. ``Yoし看know, it’s funny. I

Ilever tumed on unti= got to Nam. 1f thc Army knew how

many heads they were making it would b[ow their fucking

minds.,,

当ve been looking at the same wa11s and the same barbed

Wire and doing the same thing for nine months,,, said his

buddy, lighting up anotl-erjoint.白Ifit weren,t for Mary Jane

I’d be in the KO [psychiatric] ward right now.,・

A licutenant stし1Ck his head in the conex and shouted,
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“Haul your ass out ofhere. We’re movmg Out.’’

“Doesn’t he care about you turning on?’’I asked afterh

lert.

“Shit, nO. He knows everybody around here blows weed.

If he got tough and pressed charges he wouldn’t havct

anybody left in his unit. The assholes are the lifers. They tr

to fuck us. They get bombed every right on booze until the

fa11 all over each other, and ifwe try to do our heads we en

up in LBJ [Long Binh Jail].’’

“Man, What a beautiful world it would be if we a11 smoke

dope instead ofdoing this shit,’’said the other soldier.

“Doesn’t he mind if you smoke weed while you,r

WOrking? ’’

“Fuck, nO. As Iong as we do ourjobs, We Can get StOnel

from the minute we get up unti=he minute we hit the sackj

And that’s what we do. We’re stoned all day long. At least in’

that way it’s better than back in the world. We get a11 the′′

Cheap grass we want. The mama-SanS eVen bring it on the

base.’’

He handed me a fistful ofmarijuana as we piled into thel

back of one of the trucks, Which were carrying large

refrigerated vans.
“We can sit on top and doanotherJ,’, he said.

“What’s in these vans?’, I asked.

“Stiffも. We’「e in Graves Registration.’’

The Graves Registration units follow the action and after a

battle they go out and collect the dead bodies. Sometimes

they have to pick up pieces and carefully put them into

large plastic bags marked with the dead soldier,s dog-tag

number and name. They then place the bags into sIots in

large refrigerated vans and hau=hem to recciving stations, Or

Ship them oし1t by air if possible.

We smoked Js on top ofthedcath w乙lgOn a11 the Way back

to Kontum.

When I got back to Saigon after a two-day trip from Ben Het

l was dead tired and stinking dirty, With a week’s stubble of

beard on my face. I was brokeand needed ajob fast; I didn’t

even have enough money to stay in my fleabag hotel・

Shし1nSke had beaten me with his film from Ben Het so

nobody wanted my stuff.

I had heard that a paper ca11ed the O財scas Weekly, Which

was read mostly by GIs, bought stories from free-lancers but

didn’t pay much. I doubted I could get a job there, but I

11eeded money despcrately so it seemed worth the chance.

The OソC応eaS Wee砂Iooked a little like the National

助q扉rer. A tabloid with huge black headlines, it always had

a giant World War II-tyPe Pinup on the back page. It was

e州ed the ``Oversexed Weekly’’by the brass and its biggest

Problem was that most people never looked beyond the

pinup. 1= had ever bothered to rcad the paper I would have
found oしIt Why the Wall Street Joz‘rnal had called it a cross

betwecn a parrot and a tiger‥ =lt looks kind of funny but

When it sqしIaWks you had better listen・” Another magazine

ea=ed it …the voice the Pentagon tried to shut up.’’In Europe

the Week[J/ had broken the story that Mg直Gen. Edwin A.

Walker was using his position to push the John Birch

59
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Philosophy*: Walker was relieved of his command but the

Weekly eamed the hatred ofthe Pentagon, Which tried to bar

it from PXs. The paper took the matter to Congress and wor

SOme COnCeSSions, but military commanders could still seizく

it in the mail and takeit offtheshelves ofthe PX.

Unti=he Week4J′ Came Out With its Pacific edition, thc

military’s own staI嶋and Stripes had the news monopoly fo】

GIs・ Since the Sta帯and Stripes, Put Out by soldiers under th〔

SuPerVision of the high command, WaS the only fresh news

the troops could get, the military could control information

to the troops. When the Weekb) Came Out it told the troops

things the Army didn’t want them to hear. It covered court.

martials, Which the regular press usually ignored, and often

Came uP With exclusives.

I went down to the WeekbノOffice and asked the woman in

the office, an attraCtive redhead in her thirties, if I could

SPeak to the editor.
“I am the editor,’’she said.

Four ycars before, Ann Bryan was a shy, rather innocent

Texan sen=o Vietnam by the Week4y to build a Pac誼c

edition from the ground up. Working by herself for most of

the first year’She had flown combat missions in fighte重

Planes’trudged into combat with the grunts and put oしit the

PaPer almost siJ丁glehandedly. AIong with Dickey Chape11e

and a few other women war correspondents, She had become

SOmething of a legend in Vietnam, Wel1 1iked and respected

by her male co11eagues in the press corps.
“I just came back from Ben Het and書haveastory,,, I told

her. Shc said the Week[J, had a reporter trying to get into Ben

* “General Walker. ‥joined [the John Birch Society] in 1959, Shortly

after the society was fomed. While commanding the 24th Infantry

Division in Germany, Walker had installed a compulsoryいPro-Blue’・

PrOgram that embraced readings from Bi11y James Hargis and
eventuated in his forced resignation in 196l.,, William W. Turner,

Power on /heR臼h[ (Berkeley‥ Ramparts Press, 1971) pp. 26-27.
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Het with the relief convoy but she would look at what I

wrote. I sat down at the typewriter and pounded it out then

and there. She liked it and offered me ajob. I was to start the

lleXt day.

I got myself an apartment about a mile away near the

Saigon Rive十a fifth-floor apartment with a fine balcony to

watch the war from-and next morning I took a cyclo down

to the Oリe鳩eaS Wee硬y. When I came into the office I found

a strikingly beautiful woman at the typewriter, a Eurasian

With a rounded face and long black hair. Her name was Jac-

queline Desdames; She was half French and half Vietnamese.
】 decided the Weeんかmight be a nice place to work.

``I’m going to the Cercle Sportique,,, Jacqueline an-

nounced at lunch time. “Want to come?’’ As we walked

SIowly down one of the last boulevards in Saigon which still

had trees, Vietnamese children coming home from school

l肌ghed and played around us. 1t could have been a residen-

tial street in a small midwestem town on a peaceful summer

aftemoon.

Thc Cercle Sportique is a big coしmtry Club right in the

middle of Saigon. Two days after Ben Het, there I was in the

baking sun next to the pool, WatChing the press, the fatcat

Victnamese genera書s and the remains of the French com-

mu-1ity playing tennis and sipping cocktails.

I† was pleasant, WOrking for the Wee砂. I filed about three

Stories a week, and after awhile Am let me do whatever

絡tories I wanted. I,d cover a story, tyPe it up in the mornmg

ut the office and in the aftemoon go to the Cercle Sportique

alld lie aroしInd in the sun. I’d work again from about fourto

Six-t量lirty, then go out at night. There was a lot to do. There

Werc parties every night the French parties were the most

Cllie・ Or you could go to first-run mOVies at the officers・ club,

Orget drunk, OrgO tO the girlie bars on Tu Do Street.

Through one of the WOmen Who was a writer on the

Wee砂, I met Roger Steffens, a Sergeant in PsychoIogical
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Operations　負Psyops・,, Roger lived in a huge rambling apart

ment with Jack Martin, a Psyops artist, and every night

WOuld be a big party at their place -臆just a whole lot of[

Sitting around and rapping. Jack had painted an entire wa11 o

the place like a scene from 2001.・ 4 S申ace O旬′SSqy,

rockets’galaxies’and solar systems. The wall was backlighte

and people would just turn the lights off, lie back, and tri

through space.　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　/

Most of the GIs I met through Roger were professionals

doing in Saigon what they had done before they joined the

Army. Roger had been an actor so they put him in Psyop!

Which was supposed to win the war by psyching out th

Other side. Jack Martin had been an artist so they had hi

doing posters. Larry Russo had been a disc jockey so the

made him a discjockey on AFVN (Armed Forces臆Vietnam

In Psyops the GIs were invoIved in weird stunts like fo

lowing the ARVN out in the field and shouting負Chieu Hoi!

(“Open Arms’’) at the VC so they would desert. (The VC ha

their people doing the samc thing.) Roger told me about on

remarkable Psyops operation designed to secure the loyalt

Of the Montagnards. Psyops dropped thousands of transisto

radios on the Montagnard areas, PreSumably so the Mon

tagnards would pick them up and listen to the word offree

dom. Unfortunately they printed the instructions in Viet

namese, Which the Montagnards can’t read -mOSt Of them

Can’t even read their own language. The VC told the Mon

tagnards that the Americans had dropped booby traps fron

the air, and if anybody toし1Ched them they woしIldget blowr

up. Then the VC went out and picked up the transisto」

radios. What they did with them Roger didn,t know. Mayb(

they took them apart and made bigger radios, Or maybe the)

used them to listen to Radio Hanoi.

By 1969 most of the professionals ill Saigoll had decided

that the war was a fiasco. This was cspecially truc of the guys

11申lad
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l-unning the press releases. Each division had its own press

じOrPS, and with ten U.S. divisions in the country, there were

hし1ndreds of GIs cranking out press releases. Most of them

seemed to have decided it was all bullshit. Some opted out

and got stoned all day, Others tried sabota$ng the operation

iI丁Small ways. There was a famous poster artist in Psyops

who had been glVen an aSSlgnment tO depict the Psyops clean-

1iness CamPaign" He drew a poster with a little girl on it for

thc campaign, but he added an extra touch: he gave the girl

Pubic hair. It was subtle but it was there, and the Amy

Printed it. Next time they gave him an assignment to do a

POSter Showmg the glorious ARVN overcoming the VC. This
time he drew it straight, but he gave the ARVNAK47s and

gave American M-16s to the VC.
Nolle Of the Americans I met in Saigon seemed to have

much contact with the Vietnamese. The enlisted men

gcllerally lived in hotels with other enlisted men (including

the Meyerkord Hotel, named after my friend Dale). But living

in hotels, mOSt Of which were owned by Vietnamese generals,

COu萱d be a drag, SO Often a GI would rent an apartment.

Thcre he could shut the door, Pu11 the drapes, and §hut Viet-

nam COmpletely out of his head. The Cercle Sportique was

llke a country club anywhere, the hotels like hotels any-

Wl-ere・ and your apartment was whatever you wanted to

make it. vietnam was something that was outside the door,

SOmething you could shut out ifyou wanted to.

For most of the troops in Saigon the war didn・t have much

reality. Roger steffens told me that dし1ring the Tet offchsive,

Whe-1 Saigon (and even the U.S. embassy) was under attack,
1、ハi　　_

Sneaked on top of his hote=o watch it all, the air
‾‾　‾　　‾‾‾　　‾‾重‾　　‾‾　　‾‾‾‾　‾‾、′‾‾‾　　}、ノ　’’、‾}、’▲"　ふ●　職l▲)　〇〇〇ヽノ　場▲1

Strlkes’the rockets, the fighting. He said it was like watching

a晋豊富等豊a嵩am was a f。n,asla, a

Plこlee lIlto which they had been dumpcd by chance and in
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Which they had to survive somehow. The GIs have

Sion for it. They call every place outside Vietnam

the world.’’

My first assignment with the OveISeaS Week[y was to c(

COurt-martials. The Amy operated a conveyor-belt jud

SyStem in which GIs received speedy, Slam-bang trials be

they were sentenced. Most of them didn,t even know v

WaS happening while they were on trial. The Amy il

brought the accusations, judged, PrOSeCuted, eVen defen(

The jury was a panel of senior officers, uSually between

ranks of captain and lieutenant coIonel. A GI could ask

One third of his jury to be enlisted men, but that coulc

WOrSe because the Amy would pick lifer top-Sergea

Either way, the draftee was sure ofgetting a liferjury,

tainly not a jury ofhis peers. Thejurors might even be dr

ing buddies of the unit commander who had ordered

accused to stand trial.

Many of the cases I covered invoIved soldiers refusing

into combat, Striking their officers, refusing orders, dese

SOmetimes killing their superiors.萱t all added up t(

thing-they had had enough.

As the war dragged on, the dissent grew. At the

Infantry Division’s Firebase Schroeder in the Mekong

American helicopters had accidentally wiped out an

Can infantry unit. The othcr outfits were beginning

the signs of mutiny-Striking officers, refusing to

deserting. The Army came down hard and the trials I c

One afternoon at My Tho were the backwash

Sp4 Adam Wentworth* was a shy, SOft-SPOken black

man (“wa置king point’’means being the first man on

With Charlie Company, Thirtieth Infantry, Ninth

* P§eudonyms have been u§ed for the courtmartialed men t。

their privacy. Otherwise the facts have not been changed.--E。.
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Medal for savlng a man’s life. Wentworth was no

see,,, he told me. “There is only so much you can

ghtful but deliberate, he tried to describe the night he

ny of his fhends cut down by American helicopters.

ent in with sixty-eight and came back with twenty-

People were dying all around me. I told my best

Gibson, `Stay down, yOu,re running around in a mine-

A few seconds later both his feet were blown offat the

Another man next to me was hit in the stomach and

gave him a shot臆喜一I think it was morphine [never to be

worth was getting letters from his mother back home

but I,m scared. If I got my legs blown offorsome-

don,t know how my mother would get by.’’

pressures of his home life kept building until he
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on. Around nineteen years old, he had been in 
over one

.cd combat assaults and had won the Bronze St
ar for

three Army Commendation Medals (two of them for

in the face of the enemy), the Air Medal, a
nd the Sol-

・d or malingerer.

fore he came up for trial, I sneaked a chance to talk to

He looked exhausted. “I saw things no man of my age

guts were han毎ng out. He might have lived, but the

nistered in cases of
 stomach wounds] -an
d he died.’’

worth himself had had a grenade shot off his pistol belt

VC bullet,

o many refused to go out afterthat happened ‥ ・ ifyou

t safe from even your own choppers ・ ‥” His voice

d off and he looked down at the floor. “Ifit’s okay, I’d

r not talk
 about it.
’’

e south, always with more bad news. “My father gets

k all the time and spends a11 ofMom,smoney・ Whenhe

drunk he gets crazy mean. I send my pay to help out

lt he would crack so he went to the only place he

find help, the chaplain.いI tried talking to the sky pilot’
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but it was like talking to a chair.,, Wentworth’s comI

about chaplains was echoed repeatedly to me by GIs.

biggest problem was that a soldier in trouble often hal

Where to go for help. If he went to his commanding of

he was likely to get called a lousy coward.

So Wentworth was a very distrau如t young man wh〔

Paul M. Saunders of the mortar platoon, a White, Came

him three months before. As Wentworth described

guy was hollering and pointing in my face and

COuldn’t take it [combat]. `Don’t you be talking to n

that,’I said, but he kept jabbing me with his finger.

Shouldn,t have to take that from any man, eSPeCially

Who has seen the shit I had, SO I belted him.’’The ser!

abuse so outraged the other GIs listening that they

Wentworth in throwing the sergeant out of the comp

Now Wentworth was standing tria!・ ``Okay, yOu,re r

Said the MP without feeling. Wentworth looked at me a(

took him off and said’almost pleadingly: =I want

SOmething with my life when I get out of here. I don,t

to be like my ol’man. But if they give me adish

[discharge] , I’ll be fucked for the rest ofmy life.,,

WelltWOrth’s trial was a farce. As soon as I entered

COurtrOOm and saw the faces of his seven jurors, I knew

didn’t have a chance・ Even Wentworth,s Army-aPPOin

lawyer told him to plead guilty. When his attomey, m CIos

Summation, tOld the jury, ``This man gave as much to

COuntry aS any nation has a right to expect,’’one ser

Officer was staring out of the window and another was do(

lng CartOOnS Of the defense counsel.

Despite the lawyer,s plea for leniency because Wer

WaS a War hero, had troubles at homc, and had tried

help, the case was cut and dried. Verdict: gしIilty. Se

One year at hard labor and a dishonorable discharge.

CaSe,’’said the law officer.

The next man was white. Pvt. Henry LaSa11e of
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time I felt nervous I took these pills. They rea11y

didn,t even know what was happenlng When he was

to go into combat; he just ignored the command.

his wife,s letters, LaSalle knew his marriage was in

A stint in Army prison would just about finish it.

g over his crutches (he’d been injured in a non-
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mpany, 2/39th Infantry, Ninth Infantry Division, hadn’t

anybody, but he had blown his mind out in the
 war.

待Five months [in combat] was al= could take,’’LaSalle

d me in the recess. ̀̀I fina11y decided this isit, I don’t give

hit anymore. I’ve seen too m
any unbelievable things.’’

When things got too bad, LaSa=e took the same escape as

〕uSands of his buddies--he turned to drugs. In this case it

しS Binoctal, a French headache medicine sold
 lega11y in

3tnam. Binoctal, a POWerful barbiturate, in 196
9 had killed

ne soldiers and tumed hundreds more into ra
ving maniacs.

;k you out. I don,t know if they,re habit」もming, but

of the time I need them so much I feel that Ijust got
ta

them.
’’

ke Wentworth, LaSalle saw he needed some kind ofhelp

so he signed up for two group therapy sessions
. At the

session only one other soldier showed up, and at the

nd he was the only patient, SO the sessions w
ere

elled.

ne day LaSa11e was so doped up and numb on Bino
ctal

VIy sergeant called me a coward and told me he thought I

as bullshitting, but l
 simply didn,t care ab
out anything.’’

lat aCCident), he poしIred it all out・ “I have never seen my

girl. A= I want is a decent life with my wife and my

I think I can overcomc my problem with my wife

e me. ‥,・ He started to cry but held it back, his face

)rted as he went o重1: =Eversince I enlisted I have been in

ict with the service. I,ve tried to be a good soldier, SO

me, but ljust can’t be what the military wants me to be.

Can’t a
djust.’
’
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Like Wentworth, and like most of the GIs in troubl

LaSa11e had never had much of a home life. He never kne

his father; his mother died when he was eight. He ran awz

When he was fifteen.

LaSalle’s trial went just as fast as Wentworth,s and the ju

Seemed just as bored. Verdict: guilty. Sentence: One year

federal prison and a bad conduct discharge.

As LaSalle limped out of the courtroom our eyes met an

I told him,負I,m sorry. I,11 see what I can do on the outside.

“At least at LBJ [Long Binh Ja即the guards will give m

all the dope I want’,, he said as the MPs took him away.

Later that evening I expIoded at the Army lawyers. It wa

a mistake: mOSt Of them werejust young draftees trying t(

do the best they could. I got friendly with two of them, bot]

young whites from the Deep South, and foしmd,

that they hated both the war and the Army esta

We killed a couple of bottles of Scotch and raked over Arm

justicc.
“You know as we11 as I do that LaSa11e shou]d have bee

Put in a hospital instead ofjail,,, I told them. “With

effort at all, Wentworth should have gotten off with a not

guilty.’’

“We had to go for a deal,,, said one.白Ifwe foし1gllt, the

WOuld have given them five years.,,

He was right. Ifa private is charged with hitting a supcrior,

guilty or not’tO those seven lifers on t量-ejし1ry it is an open

and shut case. And if a private acts like a smart-alcc nigger

instead of a contrite simer, then he rea11y gets itし1P thc ass.

The only hope the defe重ISe hasis to plead guilty a教1d hope for

the best deal possible. So the courts pIod alo重1g, gOing

through the motions of meting out justice, bし1t jll fact up-

holding the Army,s lifer system on an assembly-1ine basis.

Around two A.M. an old black lifersergeant stumbled up t

Our grOuP’drunk. “You know what?,, he said, POinting
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証ng finger in my face.白Jesus Christ is coming back. And

te11ya something else. This time he is going to be black.’’

*　　*　　*

Binoctal, the drug on which LaSalle was hooked, WaS the

蔦urSOr Of heroin, Which had not yet appeared in South

巾1am in 1 969. But grass was everywhere. Even the Army

lized it had a drug problem and had set up its first drug

atment program, the 98th Medical Detachment, at the

nt Nha Trang base.

ln August I decided to do a series on drugs. I went up to

しa Trang to meet Capt・ John Moskovites, Who had fought

and won brass approval for the new program because he

lieved it was a better way of dealing with addicts than

king them up in Long Binh.

A=cast one soldier in H Corps had already died from
lOCtal, Moskovites told me, and three near-deaths had been

Orted. Although it was a prescription drug, anyOne COし11d

y it over the counter at almost any Vietnamese pharmacy.

しe tablets are white and look like aspirin; they contain 50

3 Of Amytal and 70 mg of SeconaL They cost about eight

lSterS for twenty tabs-enOugh to send a first-time user to

morgue. vietnamese kids sold Binoctal to GIs at from

e to five dollars for twenty tablets.

Moskovites invited me to sit in on a session with a heli-

pter gunner who was an addict. The gunner had threatened

ki11 a scrgea量「t Who refused to let him carry a certain

‘apon, and had been sent to Moskovites. Now’Slumped in a

air, his oversized fatigue jacket unbuttoned, his eyes dark

sunken in his ashen face, the gumer looked like a man

o had been on a booze bender for a week.

当m afraid丁might ki11 myself,,, he said.負l’m nothing,

body wants me.,,

1

し
S

蒜岬班
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“Come on now, We both know that,s not true, yOu,re

for a reason,’’said Moskovites.

“Sir, Please give me a reason, Help me. When I was

before I was happy.’’

The soldier said he was only twenty years old.買I kno

don,t look it, but that,s because ofthe drugs.,,

Before coming to Vietnam he had been strongly antiw

His heroe§ then were Bob Dylan and Mario Savio. Then

got into combat and found he liked killing. ``I don,t knc

maybe some people get a sexual thrill out of killing. I o]

know that when I ki11 I get an exhilaration.丁,m proud ofl

killing I,ve done.,, Slumping in his chair he added,負I thi

I’m a victim ofthe war.,,

Since coming to Vietnam he had grown to dislike the z

War PeOPle. “The antiwar people say they,re not against

GI, but they are. I’m willing to debate rationally with th

but they want nothing to do with me.,,

Moskovites, Pleased that at least the soldier was talki

freely, Said to him‥ =You seem better already.・・ Thc gunr

Smiled. “Wait, I,ll drop some more, I,ve got fourteen

Enough to rea11y do a job on myself.,, He had alrea,

dropped more than one dozen Binoctal tabs (enough to kjl

horse, Said an Army psychiatrist later) and sIowly, like

drunk reaching for his car keys, he looked into his pocket f

the white pills.待I,m not going to give them up.一want to

numb・ I have nothing to live for nothing to go backto. I

WaSn’t numb a11 the time my anxiety woしIld be so much th

I’d go out of my mind. I,ve got nothing else. Right now

COuld press the button to amihilate us all and I woし11d

Care.”

“Tomorrow is another day,,, Moskovites sajd,白But

We have tostart by getting offthat stし一ff. I do think you

help.’’

“Sure, I want help or漢wou重dn,t be hcre,,, answercd

SOldier. He talked a little about his brother, Who had died
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ovcrdose of heroin, and sIowly reflected, “I want some-

irlg better, but I can’t find it.’,

白Well, tOmOrrOW We’ll start,’’said Moskovites.

``Of all the people who tried to help me I remember you

e best,’’said the gunner. “You know,’’he added, ``I’m

illy not a bad guy.’’

Later a psychiatric corpsman who had worked cIosely with

c gunner described the second time he came to the clinic.

guard with him was even more pathoIogica=han he
On the way to the clinic, the guard stopped off at the

whorehouse to get a `piece.’He didn’t have any money

d since he was so out of hisgourd on drugs, the mama-San

the cathouse whaled on him with a sock full ofsand. He

d a huge black eye and was cut up real bad when we got

皿.)う

One of the problems, Said Moskovites, WaS that this soldier

d started on drugs at fourteen or fifteen. “Now we have a

-Ce-bright guy who could be called a vegetable.’’

=old Moskovites I smoked pot myself, and asked whether

had ever smoked it. He said he hadn’t, and brought out

rec GIs to show me some ofthe things pot had done to the

)OPS in Vietnam.

The first was a young soldier who used to be a point man.

3 SmOkcd pot becausc thc “stress and strain was too much’’;

le day he led his unit into an ambしISh and three of his

しddics were killed. He blamed himself for the death of the

311 and went into a deep dcpression.

The second was a combat medic, Winner of the Bronze

種r and three Purple Hearts, Plus a recommendation for the

Ver Star. “I would turn on from the minute I gotupuntil I

to bed. I was so corked out I couldn’t evcn move. A

by-San [child] would bring me Cokes and joints, and l

)し11d sit in one placc a11 day.,, Grass helped him in combat’

Said.負Ifit wasn’t forgrass I would havc blown my miIld.’’
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Ninety percent of his unit tumed on’and a great many

“graduated,, to mainlining opium.

The third was a whopper. Shotgunning one evenin

inhaling through the nose while a buddy blew the smoke-

became paranoid. He went to his bunk, Where he shook l

COntrO]1ably. ``I found out too muchin my mind. I though

WOuld die.’’

What he discovered, he said, WaS that the Chinese

munists were using pot as a device to subvert the U.S, Arm

Since he was the only one who knewofthe pIot, he was su

the Reds would kill him that night.高I thought even the do

in the compound were Communists. They kept looking at n

With their eyes. I thoしIght about killing myself because

didn’t want to be captured alive by the Chinese. I found ol

too much.,’

The young trooper was freaking out, muttering rapidly, r

eyes darting around the room looking for the Chinese Cor

munist dogs. Seventy percent of the men in his unit tume

On’he said’but負Our officers can’t do anything. If thc

busted all the guys, We WOuldn,t have anybody left in o¥

unit.’’officers, he said, do丁l’t even want to know that the

men tum on and some even make a lot of noisc when a】

PrOaChing a bunker to glVe the men time to stash their gras
“Sometimes we get sto]一ed with the o鯖cers, SO We havc

by the balls and they can,t report us.,,

I asked him to introduce me to some of his生hcad

buddies. He took me outside the Medical Detachment offic

and we thumbed a ride on a truck to a distant part ofth

huge base. Out by the perimeter we foしInd two o「 his buddic

blowing grass oll a Pile of sandbags facing a maze of barbe

Wire. “Who in the fuck says waris he=, man,,, said one G

handing me ajoint. “This place is a head,s paradise.,,

Ten fat joints cost sixty cents, the trooper said (they w

going for ten dollars in the States). There were no proble

With the生pigs,, and Nha Trang had a nice beach. For as
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rt trOOp, he told me, the war in Vietnam was paradise. At

la Trang many of the troops had off-base apartments, COm-

士e With Vietnamese drls, Hondas, and all the opium they

しnted -at One-hundredth of Stateside prices. Many ofthem

)re re-enlisting rather than face the grass famine plaguing

nerica. Some were making ten or twenty times their Army

しaries on the black market. For them, War Certainly wasn’t

ll.

At Nha Trang as elsewhere, he said, the units were divided

tween the heads and the black GIs on one side, and the

ers, the career soldiers, On the other.
白My commander says anyone who even admits to smoking

ass should be thrown in jail. Yet he goes out every Saturday

ght, getS Stinking drunk, getS into fights and pukes all over

erybody,,, said the soldier,珊1ing his lungs with the potent

皿POt.負They can drink their booze and I’11 smoke my

ass and we’11 both be happy.’’

But the lifers weren’t content with this agreement, he said,

there would someday be war. “The revolution is coming・

lCre is no way to stop it. Look at what’s happenlng m

・ance, Latin America, eVen China. Our generation just isn’t

'mg to take the same old shit・ We,re going to fight.,, Look一

out at the barbed wire, his face pink from the glow ofthe

i時he mused:点The lifers are afraid of us and we’re afraid
‘ the gOOks. This place is going to blow, the only question is

llell. And when it does, eVery GI is going to have to take a

lnd. Either with us or with the lifers.’’

Thc next moming I talkcd with the commander of the

江h Medical Detachment. Maj. Joel Kaplan was surprisingly

11did. Army figures on the number of men who smoke pot

llPly weren,t true, he said.待The Amy is hedging,’’he told

e. ``We in fact have a tremendous drug problem in Vietnam.

have heard that between 50 and 80 percent ofthe GIs have

「ncd on in Vietnam.’’

Kaplan admitted he had a bigger problem with lifer
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drunks, Whom he called `iuicers,’’than with potheads.

think alcohol is a much more dangerous drug than m

juana,’’he told me. Booze, he said, destroys not only

mind but also the body.

But juice and dope are only symptoms, just as “a coI

Can be a symptom of TB,’’he said. =When life becomes

intolerable, aS in the Amy, a man may decide he can・t t:

it, SO he finds a new reality.,,

Later I talked to an Sp5 with a degree in psychoIogy

had seen hundreds of patients during his tour as an aide j

the psychiatric ward. Vietnam, he said, WaS a breedi細

ground for drug abusers.高War is not a natural experiencI

How much can a man take before his mind goes? Escapin

the horrors of war by blowing your head is not new. Even i

the Civil War soldiers dropped out by shooting morphine.・・

A decorated paratrooper recovering in the psycho war

Put it to me another way.買There was titi匝tle] tumingo

in combat, but afterward either you got drunk out ofyoI

Skull or blew your mind on grass-there was no other wav,

rfter the disastrous battle of Hamburger Hi11, GIs in the

OIst Airborne put out an underground newspaper offering a

lO,000 reward for the assassination of the officer who gave

e order to attack.* Hamburger Hi11 was a big story in the

ress, but the reward wasn,t, nOr Were the fraggings that

egan to occur in increasing numbers in ’69. Later the Amy

′aS tO admit that there had been more than two hundred

nown fraggings jn 1969. In 1970 there were 363 reported

ases. who knows how many more officers were shot by their

wn men in combat?

A]though many of us in the Saigon press corps had heard

mors of frag由ngsぺttaCks by enlisted men on officers with

fragmentation grenade, uSually slipped under the floor of

le Officer・s hootch」t wasn,t being reported to the people

ack home.

Then-President Lyndon Johnson, in response to the grow-

g antiwar movement, OnCe Said, “You don,t hear the boys

Vietnam protesting.,, Hawks consistently called for escala-

on …to support our boys.,, To be against the war, they

laimed, is to stab GIs in the back. The Army brass was

articularly worried about stories of Gl unrest leaking out.

lt was not unu§ual for bounties to be raised by troops in a unit to pay

he soldier who actually did the fragging. Each soldier would chip in

nd bounties could come to hundreds, eVen thou§ands, Of dollars.

7夕
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They did everything they could to cover up, and unti=96

they were successful.

They covered up the story of the revolt in 1968 of blac

G]s at Long Binh Jail, the notorious Army prison outsid

Saigon. Fed up with abuse and beatings at the hands of th

guards’black troops seized the prison, rePelling successiv

attempts by hundreds of MPs backed up by armored cars t

retake the prison. In the end, Of course, the troops Iost out

The easiest way for the Army to cover up news of G

unrest was simply not to report it at the five o,cIock fo11ie§

The Army’s massive PR machine daHy cranked out press re

leases about how the GIs supported the war, how high thei

morale was and how we were glorioしISly winning the heart

and minds of the Vietnamese people.

So the press simply never heard of the fraggings, Of office

Shot in the back by their own men, Of near-reVOlts ofwho]

units. Most of the newsmen, When they did go out in thd

field, SPent their time in the officers, mess and in of

Clubs drinking with the brass. It seemed most newsmen

really like or understand the grunts; they felt more cor

able with the lifers.

Besidcs, mOSt Of the grunts didn,t trust the Saigon

COrPS. They knew the Amy,s Centra=nte11igence Division(

(CID) often sent agents onto bases disguised as newsmen tQ

get information and evidence about fraggings or possible

mutinies. EI Cid, aS the grints called the spies, WaS eVery-

Where.

But there was another’eVen greater’Obstacle toし一nCOVermg

StOries of fragglngS. If a reporter wanted to go on base, he

had to slgn uP for a military flight, giving the reason for his

trip. 1f he told the truth and said he wanted to do a story

about fraggings’the brass would try to block him cvcry way

they could一-Say he couldn’t get to the base becaし1SC Of bad

Weather or, if they did let him go, Send along a public in-

formation officer to follow him around and make sure no
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damaging information got out. If he lied about why he

wanted to go, they would still make sure he saw and heard

ollly what the PIO wanted.

The OyeISeaS Wee砂WaS the first paper to report on frag-

glngS’PrObably because most of our stories came from the

GIs themselves. On stories the Army didn,t want us to know

about-and there were many -We uSua11y had to sneak on

base to get the story at all・

One day in August Ann Bryan got a call from some troops

at cu chi, headquarters of the 25th Division’Who said they

had a story for us. She made an arrangement for me to meet

them secretly on thc base.

The streets at Cu Chi had beautiful names-Maui Street

and Oahu Street喜一but they were very drab. Behind a pizza

parlor two GIs were waiting. 1 identified myself and we drove

down the street, PaSt the massage parlor where GIs got a

five-dollar hand job.
・・I think we got a safe place to meet’,, said one ofthe GIs.

1t was very risky for them to talk with me’because ifthey

wcre caught they would probably be shipped to Firebase

Jackson the next day. Jackson` they said, WaS a Place they

didl十t want to be.

Tlley tOOk me to a small hootch. About eight GIs’halfof

them black and half of them white, Were Sitting on the floor

whe11 We entered. While they took tums watching for lifers

outside. the GIs sIowly began to tell me the story of two

員l guess l,ll start by telling you about Doc臆-Sp4 Enoch

|Doc’Hampton:, said a sandy-haired soldier, Sp4 W. C. Benn.

白Doc was our friend. everybody liked Doc" He was a real

good medic.’’

白Yeah. he never bothered nobody,,, said another soldier.

白He treated people like you would want to be treated.’’



乃　Fわwα〆theD舶gOn

They talked about Doc for a while, then they told me

about the other man, Sfc. Clarence Lowder’Whom they

Called ``Top.,, Things started to get bad’they said, When Top

Came into the unit as the new ・・first-Shirt,・, or top sergeant.

○○臆　臆　　　●●　1　　ヽ　　　　一　.　_

about the other man, Sfc. Clarence Lowder,高言完詩

へ(11〈」　くく○○_○○　)l　○○「1 .

Top didn,t think much of the new ・・Action Amy・,・ It was(

事〈一へ　_　_重し　　``T丁　　　　　●　1　　　-　_

tOO SOft. ``He wished he was backin the old army,” said Pfe.

Rich Hanusey, a Clerk in the orderly room. In the old days,

Top would tell his men, he could straighten out a soldier
``without going through a bunch of legal mumbojumbo.・・

Top was a big・ POWerful man and many GIs were afraid of

him.負Top would threaten to hit people or send them to

Jackson,,, said Hanusey.

Firebase Jackson was like a death sentence. some of the

GIs doubted Top had enough power to send a man there, but

nobody wanted to test him.
“He treated us like machines,・・ said one GI. ・・I’m not a

robot’I,m a human being.・, Instead of loading supplies on

▲___〇　〇 〇　　　　〇〇-ヽ

truck’Top would make the men walk and carry the stuffall

the way. He liked to belittle menin front ofothers.白He had

nO reSPeCt for people,’, Bem said.

“He was disappointed being here,,・ said Hanusey, Who had

WOrked with Top and knew him better than most of the

enlisted men. ``He would have been a great first sergeant in

training, the kind they use to scare trainees. But over here he

WaS Creating a fiasco.,,

Top once ordered a private to dig a six-foot ditch. The

SOldier dug a six-foot peace symbol in the ground.買That

really blew Top’s mind・・・ said Hanusey. After that Top

WOrked on the Pfe almost constantly for six weeks. The Pfc

gOt StOned every night and dreamed about killing Top. ・・That

man isn’t going to live through the day,・・ he would shout.

〃“○○●　　　　　"■　　　　　　　_　　　　　臆
′　ノ　　　　　‾‾　‾　　’ ’ 、‾　〇一●‾、●∴∴∴し′▲▲ヽノー◆し●

Finally・ the Pfc cracked and was shipped out.

One non-COmmissioned officer ln the unit used to shake

and drink heavily after his encoしl重1terS With Top. ・・One night

Top almost made him cry・,, said one of the GIs. Another
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†血e the NCO threatened to kill Top and had to be re-

strained.

After his second week in the unit, Top got a wammg from

his men-a CS gas grenade under his hootch. “When they put

glS On yOu, yeah, yOu know they mean yOu nO gOOd,,, said

o11e Ofthe men with a smile.

BeIln, the Sp4 who had started the story, began to be

ll「raid that someone might kill Top. “He didn’t deserve to

dle. We just wanted him out.” So Benn wen=o the battery

じOmmander, but the commander refused to believe any sol-

dier would go that far. Then Benn went to the inspector

general. “I just got a patronizing look,’’he said. “Lifers are

Still battering down drawbridges. They haven’t entered the

twentieth century.’’

Benn even went to the chaplain, Who told him things

Weren’t “as bad as all that’’and advised him to go back

through the chain of command.

A few weeks later one non-COm urged Top to go to the

enlisted men’s club and have a few beers with the men. Top

refused. When the NCO warned Top he was pushing his men

too hard and might get zapped, Top reportedly fired back,
“Not one ofthem would have the guts.,,

They didn’t hate Top, the men in the hootch told me;they

thoしIght he was a victim ofthe system, just like them. Hejust

dld-1,t know what was gomg On in Vietnam, Or he wouldn’t

h種ve said,負Not one ofthem would have the guts.・・ He hadn,t

been in Vietnam long enough, he didn,t know that in some

Pllrts of Vietnam war existed between the grunts and the

旧ers.

1t wasjust about t書lis time that the black GIs in Top,s units

Were bcginmng tO think about the war, begiming to tell

themselves that if they had to die they wanted to die for a

e種use oftheir owll Choicc. To many of them the lifer sergeant

Was more of an enemy than the Asian peasant soldier outside

the wire. There was also a different kind of white soldier in
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the unit, like the private who dug the six-foot peace symt

Young white soldiers smoked grass, WOre beads, and flasl

the peace sign as a standard greeting. In the evenings, bl;

and white troops would get together, blow grass, and r

The heads and the blacks, the men in the hootch told I

Were beginning to get it together. I remembered what one

the doper GIs had told me at Nha Trang: “The lifers are

afraid ofwhat’s in this camp than what’s outside it.,,

After about two months with the unit, Top start

harasslng Doc Hampton about his Afro haircut, telling him

get it cut. Doc’s hair was no Ionger than an inch and a h

-Within Army regulations-but Top kept pushing him

trim it.

At the mess hall one evening, Doc said that Top had

thing’” the book and the law, and that he, Doc, had his

M-16 rifle. Doc said he was going to the orderly room to

the first sergeant, =Either I,ll come out alone,,, he said,

neither ofus is coming out.’’

Hanusey, the clerk, WaS WOrking in the orderly roo

Doc came through the doorway・負His face was cold,

COld,’’Hanusey said. “He looked like a man in the

Who was about to kill.”

The barrel of Doc,s M-16 was pointed downward,

Planted firmly apart. SIowly he raised the barrel and

fu11 clip into Top. The sergeant,s back exploded as pleCeS

flesh and blood spattered all over the orderly room. Tr

Doc walked out.

Hanusey couldn,t believe it, almost thinking Doc was firir

blanks until he heard the empty shell casings hit the floor.

just didn’t seem real. Then the captain screamed, “Stc

him.’’Hanusey just looked down at Top, heard him groa

and saw him move his head slightly, and then Top was dea(

Benn was outside when he saw Doc running fora bunke
“like a deer being chased.,, Suddenly there were about fort
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and other men with shotguns and submachine guns run-

ng after Doc’Shouting, ``Get him’kill him.’’

``The chase after Doc was like a hunt, he didn’t have a

LanCe,’’said another GI.

The lifers comered Doc in an empty bunker. But Doc was

med; nObody wanted to go in after him. It was a standoff.

1king up positions around the bunker, the lifers ordered

m to surrender.
白I wasn,t going to let it happen,,, said Ben Denson, a black

1dier who hadn’t spoken before. “If they shot Doc, there

as going to be a slaughter, a bloodletting. There would have

ren a war.’’When black troops in the unit started going for

eir weapons, they saw that there were many whites with

As white and black troops started running out of their huts

bunkers towards Doc, they were blocked by armed MPs.

hey wanted to gun him down and didn’t want anyone to

it,’’said Denson. Both sides were lining up for a con-

ontation and when the black and white troops trying to

Doc Iooked around, there were more of them than there

ere lifers.

Then a single shot sounded in Doc’s bunker. One lifer

arted to make a move for the bunker, but was stopped by

ack troops. Two black soldiers went in. Doc Hampton wa§

三ad.

Denson had a theory about why Doc Hampton shot him-

1f. ``量t was his last protest. He didn’t want to be killed by

S OPPreSSOrS.’’

Hampton and Lowder became statistics in the new war,

点to the GIs in his unit, Doc was a hero, a martyr tO the

しuse of freedom.負I will remember Doc a宣l my life and I wi11

弱cate myself to keeping his memory,,, said Benn.

In the days following the shooting, the battery area was

m
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tense. “The lifers ran around,’’said Benn, “Wit

arsenal of shotguns to use against us.” “There was a sc

mage line, uS and them,,, Denson added" The battery c

mander gave a “eulogy” for Doc which infuriated the r

He called Doc “this boy,’’and implied Doc was crazy.負S-

eulogy,’’stormed Denson. “They attacked his character.,,

“Hampton didn’t kill the sergeant,’’said Denson. ``T

WaS a Crime, but these two men were ki11ed by the ]

archy.” Top, he said, WaSjust a poor guy doing the estab

ment’s dirty work.

“I blame the IG [Inspector General] and the comma

added Benn. ``Top had a lot ofgood in him but they

him t○○ねr.’’

“There was nothing wrong with Doc,,, said Denson,

angry about the commander’s statement that Doc was cI

“he just got pushed too far.’’Doc, Denson said, WaS nO

ferent from thousands of other black GIs who had tak

hard look at what they saw in Vietnam and didn,t
買We’re not winning the war in the glorious way we are

ing about○○it’s the biggest farce I’ve ever seen.,,

Just before we broke up, Benn told me about seeing

American intelligence officer, an白average Joe,,, question t

Vietnamese, husband and wife. When the man refused

talk, Said Benn, the officer

While in flight. =That,s what the war does to p

he said.

Ch

By the time I got back it was late, SO Benn found

Place to sleep’Sharing a hootch with a young soldier wh

living by himself.
“Do you want a J?’’he asked.

“Sure,’’I answered, and he handed me a filter-tip joint.

“How did you get your own place?,, I asked.

“They keep me away from the others.,,

“Why?’’

DocH寄mpton　83

talking and the clerks stopped typing as I walked in.

ries for you,・・ Haney told me over a cup ofcoffee at

ed his men and slept in his battery area without his

it. He became more cordial and agreed to answer my

動
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待They don,t want to fu
ck with me, they think
 I’m crazy.’’

待Do you have 
ajob?’’

“No, I don,t do much,just watch this place all day. ‥

白Do you want to hear some ofmy poems?” he offered like

chool kid. AIl his poems were ab
out death.

That night he told me a story: “I was stoned that day. I

s riding on an APC [amored personnel carrier] wit
h my

st buddy. We were just bullshitti
ng, uP On tOP. He was

しking a gesture with his hands. I was lookin
g at his hands,

d his head just disappeared. His hand was sti11 outstretched,

e this, but his head was gone. Then I 
felt something wet all

er me, but you know, his hand was still out 
like this・” He

red at his outstretched hand.

Next morning I walked into the orderly room and asked to

) the battery commander, Capt. Ro
bert Haney. The men

think your newspaper is a rag and I,m not going to write

S-丁
一e

白Captain,・・ I said,高I’ve got statements of thirteen men

しO SaW What happened 
to Lowder and Hampton
. I would

e yourside
 ofthe sto
ry.’’

Haney was startled to learn that I had sneaked on base・

㌢
g
 
l
聴

・・It was a great surprise when I found out who had done

一・ he said, adding that Doc was the last man in theunithe

)uld have expected to gun down Lowder・ He admitted that

∋ men had talked to him about Top, but added, “It neve
r

curred to me something like this would happen. It is 
a

}nd, a Part Of a worldwide rebellion against authority.’’The

‘my, he said, had the same problems’generated by the

⊃ellious attitudes of young people’aS PeOPle had back
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home-臆-“but we are going to take care of our problems.”

“I didn’t care for the way the battery had been run,,,

Haney commented. =Individuals were not meeting Amy

Standards in dress and in the way they looked.’’Doc’s hair-

Cut’he said’負didn,t conform.,, He said Doc ``appeared to be

intelligent’,’but must have had ``a lapse of reasonmg.,,

Haney thought for a moment, then asked me,負Do you ;

think a haircut should cost a man,s life?,,

I tried to tell him some of the things his men had told

me |hat some of the GIs wanted to decide what it was they

Were gOing to die for. I told him I thought Doc Hampton had

made his decision: the lifers were more his enemy than the

Vietcong.

Haney recoiled at the word “lifer.’’待I don,t like to be

Called a lifer,,, he said.生We are career soldiers; it is a patriotic

Calling. ’’

Of everything that was said to me by Doc’s friends at Cu

Chi’SOmething one of them said at the end of the evenmg

StuCk in my mind・ He said it in a very matter-Offact way, nOt

as a boast or a threat but almost calmly:
``Ifthey fuck with us they are going to die.,,

/ ′∴∴/ノ/

Doc Hampton was not alone・ A= over Vietnam, GIs were

fragging their officers and their lifer noncoms. On some

patroIs, if a lifer was too負gung ho,,, he was shot in the back

by his men, Who would report he was killed in combat. More

often, a unit ordered to go on patroI would simply go a few

hu教ldred yards beyond the wire and then sit down and smoke

dope. I had been on one such patrol but for obvious reasons

hadn’t reported it.

In many units, the men had virtual control・ either by in-

timidation or by having non-1ifers in command. In some

places it was more like open warfare, With the heads and

black troops on one side and the lifers on the other.

Rumors of troops quitting in combat were everywhere, but

until September 1969 nothing could be verified.-neWSmen

lleVer happened to be in the right place at the right time.

Then, during the battle for Queson, Came the revolt of AIpha

Company・

The battle for Queson started when the North Vietnamese

Army launched a powerful offensive against the Americal

Division guarding the northern coastal region of South Viet-

11am. The battle was a meatgrinder, With each side poumg ln

its best battalions to be chewed up. AIpha Company had

been in the worst ofit, the fight for AK Va11ey"

For four days AIpha Company had assaulted the same

North Vietnamese bunker system, and each time they suf

fered high casualties. Then the commander of the battalion

&5
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and Ollie Noonan of AP’With whom I had flown into Ben

Het, Were Shot down in a helicopter over the AK Va11ey and

AIpha Company was ordered in to find their bodies.

The next day Lt・ Col. Robert C. Bacon, the new battalion

COmmander’Ordered the company again to storm the North

Vietnamese bunkers. Two newsmen, Peter Amett and Horst

Fass of Associated Press, Were With Bacon at his battalion

headquarters at Landing Zone Center when a call came in. A

11erVOuS VOice crackled over the radio receiver二it was Lt▲

Eugene Schurtz, Jr・, the commander of AIpha Company:

“I’m sorry’Sir, but my men refused to go. ‥ We camo'

move out.’’Bacon turned pale and fired back into his radio,

Phone: “Repeat that, Please. Have yoしI tOld them what

means to disobey orders under fire?,,
“I th王nk they understand’,, said the lieutenant, “but so

Of them have simply had enough they are broken. There :

boys here who have only ninety days left in Vietnam. They↑一

Want tO gO home in one pleCe. The situation is psychic here.,,

Bacon ordered his executive officer, Maj. Richard Waite,

and Sfc. Okey Blankenship to白go ou=herc and give them a

PeP talk and a kick in the ass.,, When they got there, Schurtz

WaS Crying, and the men poured oしIt details of their five

terror重Iled days.

Blankenship told the men that another company, down to

Only fifteen men (“I lied to them,,, he admitted later), WaS

Still on the move. An AIpha troop asked why, and the sarge

Sneered in contempt‥白Maybe they got something a little

more than you,ve got・,, With fists raised, the enraged soldier

Charged’Shouting,白Don’t ca獲l us cowards, We are nOt

COWards.’’

Somehow Waite and Blankenship managed to convince

AIpha Company that the NVA had alread) left the bunkers

(apparently this was true), and the men moved out.

The revolt of an American unit was being reported all over

America, and it was big news. Even the Stars and Stripe'’
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reported the story; it would have looked bad for the Army to

ignOre it. Every GI in Vietnam who had ever considered opt-

illg Out Of the war must have been waiting anxiously for what

「ollowed. Would the Army throw the men of AIpha in Long

Binh Jai」Or WOuld they let them get away with it? Or did

they have something else in mind’SOmething worse than LBJ

or Leavenworth?

量heard about the revolt while covering the battle ofQue-

son with the Marines, Who were coming to the aid of the

bloodied Americal Division. Jumping on an Army two-Seat

observation chopper, I got a ride to battalion headquarters at

Landing Zone Center・

when I arrived, Lieutenant CoIonel Bacon’Standing with

his hands on his hips, WaS talking to the forty GIs of AIpha

Company :
“Men, yOu have done a goodjob,’’he said.

A black GI, also with his hands on his hips, WaS facing

Bacon. Behind him, forty more men stared at the officer.

One of the men was Pvt. John Broskoff, One Ofthe vet-

erans of the company臆「a Veteran Of two months. Broskoff

was the last man left from the squad he had joined two

months ago. He had just come out of hell. When I talked to

him later, he told me he had been so hungry he had eaten the

bark off trees: his thirst was so bad he’d licked the sweat off

his own body. At AK Valley the North Vietnamese had so

many.51 caliber anti-aircraft guns the helicopters couldn,t

bring in supplies. One C-ration carton might have to be

Shared by two men for a day・ Humping through a spiderweb

Ofjungle with forty- Or fifty-POund loads, the men of AIpha

Company were near exhaustion. The North Vietnamese

troops seemed to be everywhere, Broskoff said. They would

Pop out of holes, Cut down a squad, then duck back in.

AIpha Company never saw an NVA troop until it was too

late・ Arter five days, AIpha Company existed only on paper.

The company had forty-nine men left’little more than a



‘　-‾-‾‾ ‾　‾’〉’事- t‘…し〉>’’, ‘J⊥UDJr|U重l LUlu =○C,JuS

forty-nine men trying to stay a⊥ive one day at a time. Most o】
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Platoon. They weren’t even a platoon’Broskoff told me,
′ヽ　　　　-

them had raw, OOZing scabs that festered in the rottin

jungle. Some had heat rash that spread in red, CruSty blotche

all over the body・ Nearly all had crotch rot.

Then came Bacon’s order to attack the bunkers again.

Now Lieutenant coIonel Bacon was talking to the men o

AIpha Company・ But something strange was happening. In

Stead of threatening them with prison, Bacon was praisin
▲1

them. He continued talking in a dull monotone. A light rai

had begun to fall and the thunder ofartillery fire sounded i

the distance-tOWards AK Va]1ey, Where a fierce

raging. There was something worse than jail, and the men o
battle wa

AIpha Company could hear it: AK Valley・ Delta Compan

WaS in trouble and somebody was going to bc sent in to tak

those NVA bunkers.
`∴ and you men are going to get a three-day stand

down,’’concluded Bacon.

Something strange t”S happening. Instead of being sent

back into AK Valley’Or tO jail’AIpha Company was getting

three days of rest, food’and sleep. Three more days of life.

Bacon dismissed the men. overhead I could hear a flight of

jets comlng ln for an airstrike in AK Valley. Bacon told me

Delta Company was pimed down and he was going to send in

Bravo Company to relieve the pressure.

In about an hour a helicopter landed and about a dozen

lifers ran over to the small pad to meet it・ Out stepped Mgiv

Gen. LIoyd Ramsey, COmmander of the Americal Division,l

SPOrting a green baseball cap with two stars on it. Ramsey~

quickly went into a huddle with Bacon and a captain who,
1　　　　1　　　　　　　　　○　　　　　　　　○　　　_,

had replaced Schurtz. Bacon seemed very nervous. After a

few moments I went over and asked the general for a state-

ment on the revolt of AIpha Company.
“It was a slight ripple on the water」t was settled in a few

mOments. The whole thing was blown oし1t Ofproportion. Ask
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me if I want to go into combat and I’ll answer no. But I

damn Well will go. You tell a soldier something zlnd he may

110t Want tO gO喜but by God, he will go, and he’ll do the

面1eStjob in the world.’’

Ramsey compared the whole thing to a football game. “A

fu11back may try to hit the center of the line and be cIob-

bered. Back in the huddle he will tell the quarterback, `I can’t

hit there again, I’11 be killed.’But the quarterback doesn’t go

running to the coach, he simply calls time out to discuss the

prob重em.,’

The GIs in Vietnam, Ramsey went on, Were the “best

soldiers we ever had. I fought in World War II for three and a

half years, but I’11 take these men. They are real red-blooded

Americans, and I’m proud as hell; right down through the

ranks, they did a magnificent job.’’Morale, he said, WaS

“great, amaZing.”

Was AIpha,s revolt really a白slight ripple on the water,,, or

WaS it the be毎nning ofa tidal wave? I wanted to find out for

myself, SO I asked Bacon for permission to go with Bravo

Company into AK Va11ey. Bacon refused. His exec, Waite,

took me aside and said言`I’m sorry, but we can’t let you go

dow11 there.,,
“Is there something you don,t want me to see?,,

``It,s very bad down there. Ifyou go, yOu are aSking to get

yourself killed.,,

I asked to call brigade to get permission. About珊een

宣ninutes before the men of Bravo Company boarded the heli-

Copters to begin their mission, I got word that I could go

Wlth them.

The men were tense and nervous as the helicopters neared

the landing zone. ・・Please let it be cold,・・ whispered a man in

lny chopper. It was a cold landing臆臆there was no enemy fire.

That evenmg We Climbed down the side of a mountain,

beginning the descent into AK Valley. We could go only

halfway down before it became too dark to move any
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farther, SO We CamPed. Next moming we got the word t

move back up the ridge・ The men grumbled as they trudge

back up the mountain, CurSing the lifers and asking why the

Were being moved around like pawns on a chess board.

Back up on top of the ridge, Capt・ Ron Cooper gathere

his company and told them the bad news. Bravo Compan

WaS gOing to lead the assault on the main Communist bun

ers. AIpha Company, Which had been promised a three-da

rest, WaS gOing back into combat after only two days. AIph

WOuld support Bravo in the attack.

The men of Bravo Company passed around a news clippin

about the revolt of AIpha Company. They talked a lot abo

the revolt. As helicopters flew in bringmg AIpha Compan

the men of Bravo flashed the two-finger peace symbol, :

almost-universal enlisted man,s salute in Vietnam. The cho

Per gunnerS flashed the sign back as they dropped down

Even Captain Cooper held up two fingers as the Cobr

thrashed overhead.

The men of Alpha Company looked bitter as they trudge

PaSt the men of Bravo. “I wouldn,t say anything to tho§

guys if I were you, l,11 bet they sure are pissed off abou

being back out here,,, muttered the Bravo radio man, Sp

Robert Munson. The two ranks of men stared at each othe

as AIpha Company filed past.

Looking down into the valley’the men of AIpha Compan

COuld see what they were about to face. They could hearth

North Vietnamese.5l-Caliber machine guns dueling with th

Cobra gunships. AIpha Company,s mission was to take a hil

honeycombed with NVA bunkers.

As they waited for the order to move in, the men ofBrav

StOPPed their joking and wisecracks.負The only way I・m go

mg tO eVer leave this place is in a plastic bag,・, said Munson

Who was only eighteen.

After the last AIpha Company troop walked past, Brav

got the word to move in. The cIoser the men got to th
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steady thuds of arti11ery bursts, the more bitter they became.

They tOOk a last look at the battalion officers watching the

battle from a ridgeline higher up the mountain. “Those pa-

triots are trying to get us all killed,’’sneered Pfc. Paul Snod-

grass. “Tel=he people back in the world to keep up their

protests. Tell them we a11 support them.’’

The hot sun beat down on their backs and beads ofsweat

dripped off their faces. A young machine gunner, belts of

ammo crisscrossed over his chest, VOWed he would quit then

a重ld there if not for the fear ofgoing to Long Binh Jail. “I

wouldn,t even mind doing two years, but they would prob-

ably scnd me right back here after doing my time.” He ex-

pressed the thought that has kept others from rebelling-time

in Army jail is not counted as time in the service, and the

Army can send a man right back into combat after he gets

Out.

白Men, yOu ain,t getting enough body count,,, said a staff

SCrgeant SarCaStically.
白Yeah, that’s a11 the bastards are after, body count,’’said

OnC Ofthe GIs.

Many ofthe men in the company wore peace symboIs, and

nearly a11 had something written on their helmets.負Re-uP,

l’d rather throw up,,, read one.

Unlike the Korean or Australian units in South Vietnam,

WhlCh kcpt strict silence in combat, the men of Bravo kept

up a stream of chatter a11 along the line. American infantry

しI11its, With transistor radios playmg, Pepsi cans clangmg, and

こI rumlng dialogue golng On, Can Often be heard for miles・

Maybe the men know what they’re doing: Any NVA troops

ean hear them and clear out.

“Stick cIose to me,’’said a powerfully built black soldier.

His name was A11en Robinson and he was always making

jokes about the brass and the war. I didn,t know it at the

timc but he was one ofthe待old-timers,, ofthe unit.

The heat was getting unbearable, my feet were throbbing
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and I was drenched with sweat. A reddish rash was spreadin

On my arm・ the first signs ofjungle rot. we stopped;

†h′ヽ11nト十　〇〇〇へ　_.、、、《⊥ 1臆臆　○　　　○ .　　《　　_thought we must be breaking fdr lunch, but it was only

O’cIock and we were taking a five-minute break.

``You can ask any of these guy§ and they・ll tell you

A書書、{,、, _、、〈1○○　●)　n　. .

‾‾葛‾‾ _‘“ノ　〉‘し‘‘レDし5uyD削lu　肌eyll te= you th

Army §uCks,,, Robinson said, looking around at his squal

なでヽr〇、重′1重食」音　∴(1〈へへ　■」-　.臆　　,SPrawled along the jungle

Were just plain bullshit, he said. Since the battle started,

∩′ヽmhn◆、、, 1へ〈一〇　1__⊥　′購COmPany had lost five

Path. Amy body-COunt figure

and had twenty-four wounded. ・・W

didn,t even see a dink.,・ The Army reported nine hundre

八丁ヽ′▲ 1〇二〇1　●　.
‾ノ　ー‾「〉‾-)、“∴置〇〇〇〇し∴重lu11ulく

NVA killed’but none ofthe men believed it.

Others said that every time they took a hill, the NV

Simply moved back in after they left. Sometimes they wou】

僻_」+　r〈_　▲1-臆

- ‾　　‾　‾‾ 〉‾‾“、 ““’L‘▲しレ▲ …9y lCll」 i⊃ume[lmeStneywoul

fight for the same worthless and battered ground severこ

+:_.,_ 〈_　　_　　　t　。.

‾‾-‾‾‾‾‾) u“1u U“ししレ重くフu　きlUuIlO SeVera

times, eaCh time making another payment in blood.

The squad was ordered to saddle up and move, and t十

men began to bitcll about it. ・・Stick around, yOu may get

bigger story than you expected,・・ said Robinson as we starte

tO move out again.白Someday we,re going to get together an

all of us are going to say we aren・t going. The only thing tha

is stopping us now is Long Binh Jail, but if we all stic」

together’they can・t lock us all up.・・

`:RIght on;, said another.

That evening we reached the floor ofthe valley. There wa!
、+こ=　___　_　臆　　▲

Still no contact’although some of our own artillery rounds

(ヽ′ヽ1「}1′ヽ　"-..　_,,._○○_-　　臆1Came in very cIose. Bravo and AIpha companies set up camp

On a high mound overlooking the North VIetnamese bunker

SyStem. Some of the Bravo troops began talking about the

assault on those Nnr†h V;〇十…_〈《〈 L、.」those North Vietnamese bunkers scheduled for the

next day.

Captain Cooper came over and joined the circle. ・・Hiya,

Coop’,, said one of the men. Munson, the radio man, tOOk a

boxing stance and pretended to hit the captain:負You wanna

take a picture ofus kicking the shit out ofthe captain?,・

Cooper sat down and we continued talking.点He knows
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wlrat it’s like out here’nOt those generals and coIonels with

巾eir grid maps and grease pencils,,, said Munson. …There are

l一(=ifers out here.’’

Like them, Cooper was in the Army because he had no

choice’and like them he had no Iove for the war, He didn・t

curc about “body count’’or about “making mgivr.,, All he

間nted was to get as many people out alive as he could. The

mcn didn’t salute him or call him “Sir.,,負We’re all on a

鉦st-name basis out here,,, he told me.

I was just finishing my dimer (my last C-ration, a Can Of

PeaChes) when I heard the first ping over my head. Then

油ere was another, and another. Men were scrambling for

COVer eVeryWhere. A guy was runnlng, Shouting,負Snipers,・・

but he quickly fctl・ Nobody could see where the shooting was

COmmg from, but whoever was shooting was getting cIose. It

h{一PPened so fas= didn,t have time to be scared; I just

dropped and hugged the ground, knowing that while we were

血ddled there・ a Sniper had us in his sights.

Cooper was on the radio and within seconds the whoosh of

し)u「 arti11ery fire was heard, followed by the du11 thud ofthe

eXPIosion. Within minutes, the North Vietnamese positions

Were covered with dust.

Under artillery fire’the re-SuPPly chopper was trying to

冊ke a dash for our camp, COmlng in low and fast. Just as it

lleared us, traCerS from North Vietnamese anti置aircraft guns

eume arching up from the valley" The chopper slammed into

the ground, lifted a little, and hovered while the men franti-

e」lly grabbed supplies; Within seconds it was ofL flying

tI-rough the orange go]f balls that sailed through the air.

Like birds of prey・ a flock of gunships Iooking for the

¥oし1rces of the anti-alrCraf=ire came swooping in, firing

rl)ekets and machine guns. we dug into the hard earth to

清書霊藍器蕊:he NVA guns and the Cobras.

Maybe I had hoped that when we got there in the morning
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the North Vietnamese would be gone, but when I saw th

tracers from their ack-aCk guns, I knew they were still ou

there, Waiting.

Sleep that night was difficult. The red ants were every

Where and their bite hurt worse than a bee sting’leaving larg

red itchy welts. My body ached and I was exhausted, but

COuldn’t sleep. Artillery fire peppered the NVA positions al

night and for several hours the lonesome wail ofthe Spook

gunship was audible. Spooky,s eerie whine finally lulled m

Offto sleep.

I woke up when Cooper touched my shoulder: ・・We’r

movlng Out.’’It was still dark’and agrey fog hung low in th

Valley. me company of men, Strung Out for hundreds o

yards, inched their way through the mist and into the valIe

toward the waiting North Vietnamese. As the men got c賞oser

their muscles tensed and theirjoking stopped.

The North Vietnamese tactics were simple. They would di

into concealed bunkers alo教lg a line’Wait for the point me

to walk within feet of them, then open up with everythin

they had. Hidden in rabbit holes intercomected by an unde】

ground network of tumels, the NVA troops would let th

Americans walk past and then hit them from behind wit

lol-g-handled grel-ades called potato mashcrs. Inside th

American lines tlle Nort量l Victnamese woし11d ambush squad

from behind, Creatillg Paniぐ, While the front woし11d be rake

With interlocking machille-gun fire …d pounded by morta

and rocket-PrOPClled grenades. When the Amcricans fe獲l bac

thcy would bc cut to piぐccs by the co-1CCaled enemy troop-

At Queson, entire American compunies werc wiped out i

this fashion‥ the fcw who managcd to get oしIt neVerSaW On

North Vietnamese soldier. Yet the gru11tS kl‘Pt COming bac嘉

kept walking into the mouths of the North ¥′ietnamese guns

day after day, Week after week・ retaking the same ground.

“This has to be insanity’,, said the platoo11 leader as w

neared the North VietmmeSe bunkers.
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We stopped about a hundrcd yards from the North Viet-

11川1eSe POSitions・ Waiting for half an hour’WC bccame tense

川d cdgy臆Why can,t we get it over with? One of the men

l()Oked at Cooper, Pleading:いI don,t want to go in there. It’s

叫llg tO be hairy.,, Cooper looked back‥負I know it,s going

to be hairy, but I know what I,m doing.’’

Bravo Company had been in some bad action earlier in the

恒ttle for AK Va=ey and once the outfit had been sur一

一-Oullded on three sides by North Vietnamese. They were

種boしIt tO be wipcd out when Cooper ca11ed in an airstrike

血1OSt OVer their heads. It was a gamble but it worked, and

lhC COmPany, though badly maulcd, WaS SaVed. The men

血Sted Cooper to do whatever was nccessary to get them out

o圧jam. They hated lifers, but thcy didn’t look on Cooper as

ll旧cr he WaS One Of thcm. Ifthe unit movcd at a11 it was

hぐCiluSe Of Coope「, nOt becausc ofthe lifers on the hi=s with

川eir binocしIlars.

“He saved ourasses last timc and cvery onc ofus knows it.

Ⅵ阜re sticking with him,’’said Munso】l・

C()OPer gOt the word over thc radio. Bravo was to be held

帆l`k ulld AIpha Company was golng il- first. Thcre was some-

=「1-「g worSe than Long Binh Jail and the Army had found it.

丁「11e men Of AIpha Company walkcd past the mcn of

I鉦¥′o, SPraWIcd alo喜lg thC Sides of the jungle path. “Th0Se

博Or bastards,,, said o11e Of thc Bravo troops crouchcd next

lく)1丁1e,

丁his might be the day, I thoug時that the chessmen came

同じ、 the day the footbal=cam ha-1gS the coach. Like Hitler

111()Vlng imaginary Panzer divisions i一一the last days of World

WこけII, the gcl「Crals∴at headqu血ers were movmg li漢1e COm-

l)用ies that existcd merc‘1y on paper. Understrength, eX一

l血ISted from lack of food, from days of hcat and hしImping

帖oしIgh the jungle, fcdしIP and disgし一Sted with the war, they

¥v町e I-O Io宣lger the fightillg forcc imagined by the generals.

The disti宣ICtivc rappi11g S(一しmd of an AK-47 slashed throしIgh
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the foliage like an invisible sickle cutting wecds. The eight

men of the company werc strung out over about a hundre

yards, and I couldn’t see anyone except thc guy next to m

Who was trying to lie as flat as possible. We could heara lo

Of fire but couldn,t sec anything. Although there were eight

men, Only the point men were firing臆臆the others were afrai

Of hitting their own troops. I crawled on my hands and kne

to Bravo’s point man to try to find out what was happenin

There, tWO GIs were lying behind a sma獲l mound.

“AIpha Company got ambushed. Dinks came from eve

Where. They’re bringlIlg m a Medevac now for the dead an

WOunded.’’

The dustoff chopper came i萱l right over our heads as thr

Or four North Vietnamcse.5l-Caliber machine guns opene

up on it. The choppcr made it through, Pickedし1P the casu

ties, and took off again through the flak. AK fire kicked l

the dust in front of us and I crouched back, 1ayingmyhe{

flat against the ground. I Iooked up again and it soしmded as

the chopper had been hit. Thc∴englne SPしItterCd and it w

losing altitude fast. =Come on, baby, Pick it up, Pick it up,

Prayed the G=o my left. The cngine pickedしIP alld th

Chopper droned off, OしIt Ofrange ofNVA fire.

There were squads of North Vietnamese popping u

behind us as we started to pull back under gruc‘1ing enem

fire. There was no strategy any more, Simply bal-ds ofscare

men cut off from their comradcs tryillg tO ki= other grou

Ofscared men.

A squad from AIpha was ambushed by a North VietIla宣ne

Who poppedしIP from his hoIc, threw a potato masher an

ducked back dow重l・ Another AIpha s‘luad gavc chase a獲

COmered him. There was a bricf exchange offire; When I g

there, the North Vietnamese was dcad.

Throughou=he engagement the other side had bee】1 fa(

1ess. Now we saw one士Ie looked jus=ike us. He wore

greyish-gree11 ulliform, a Pith hclme=ike the British Am
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llelmet in the Boer War’and a gas mask. He was we11

e(1し1ipped‥ PrObably he was from one of the main-1ine NVA

regiments. The grunts were golng through his pockets for

soし1Venirs. His brains were oozmg from a gash in his forehead.

O11C GI kicked the gash and morc brains sqしIeeZed oし一t.

There was no timc to Iook for more souvenirs because

there WaS mOre heavy NVA fire commg from the right nank.

A= illollg the line Amcricall trOOPS Were Pu11ing back・ SOme

ll111plng・

白I・ve got to havc air now’,, CoopershoしIted into his radio.

‥Wc・re getting oし1t Of hcre:, he Said to his radio man・ Who

gr…1ed. The compilny PしI11ed back about two hしmdred yards’

(1しIickly bしIt Orderly,∴lS the PhantOm jets came roarmg m

ove「head.

The mぐn plugged their ears with their fingers and the deaf-

elli11g rOar Of the five-llし一ndrcd-POしInd bombs shattered the

valley. Thc groしmd shook alld giaT-t h冊ks of shrapnel

Ⅵ′hipped through tl-e air as wavc after wave of fighter bomb一

… POullded the North Vietnamesc positions. One slight mis-

cl正し1latio11. a minor pilot crror. a一一d we woしIld a11 bc blown

岬Irt by a five-hし111dred-POしInder. We jし一St SlしImPed back hug一

理一g thc earth,jammed our fillgCrS in our cars, and prayed.

Aftcr thc airstrike Cooper pし川ed his mcll back’managillg

t() get cveryO11e OしIt ulive・ AIphi` Comp種ny wasn’t llS lucky.

O11e mall had beel↑ ki=ed and出rCぐWOし周ded. They were

叫)Py tO be woし111ded they’d be taken out ofcombilt.

It was Thし1rSday und =-ad to file mystory by Friday, SO I

。可ted to grab the re-Sし1PPly chopper for Chu Lai. the divj〇

、1。1「 heild(lしIarte「S. I s高d g(,Od-bye s種dly to the men Of Bravo

u両A回としCOmPallies. Agai11. the mc-1 aSked me to te= every-

l)Ody baek home what was rei111y happenil-g.

当、e= the people we are not wi1ming this war in the glo-

l.1。しl、 W種y they te= everybody・,, RobillSO-1 Said.いThe NVA is

kickillg Our描S. I doll・t.ve-1 CllJOy ShOOti-1g dillks any more. I

il。t try to st種y 。live om mOre dily. I do重l’t care・jしISt aS Io噂
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as I make it home. They say we are fighting for agreat cause.

Bullshit; We’re just fighting to stay alive.,,

me men of AIpha and Bravo companies were no different
from any other troops. As Robinson said, they were not

fighting for a great cause, they were just trying to stay alive.

They felt their government was lying to them, that they werd

Simply pawns in somebody else,s game・ Some soldiers took

their frustration out in violence, 1ike Doc Hampton. But most

just tried to survive. If a lifer pushed too hard, he died.,

Otherwise there was a trしICe.

I was sure there would have been open revolt by the troops

in Vietnam ifnot for one thing: CaCh grしInt knew he had only

One year to do. He had to weigh a sure five years in

against tryiI-g tO get by for one year in Vietnam. For sl

troops, the decision was easier: Vietnam wasn,t such a bad)

望筆書聖二gr専StOOd a good chance ofgetting killed or、
SCreWed up for life. A very good chance・ The grunt counted

Off days on the calendar until he reached the magic 365. Ifa

COmbat zone was quiet, the grunt could just wait it out and

hope to do his time. Some began togo crazy toward the end.

Queson was the last b王g World War II-tyPe battle fought

by entire American divisions. A shor=ime after =eft AK一、

Valley the battle subsided. If wha= saw of AIpha and Bravo

COmPanies was any indication of how other units of the

Americal Division felt, aftcr a few more weeks at the same

intensity, battalions or even wllOle reglmentS might have quit.

General Giap was attempting again to drive to the sea and

Cut Vietnam in two. The America-1S had encountered Giap・s,

troops earlier in 1969 at Hamburger Hi1=n the Au Shau

Valley campaign. Now Giap had nearly reached the sea. His,

troops mauled the Americal Division so badly that the Ameri-)

Can high command threw in an entire division of Marines to

hit the Nortll Vietnamese from the nort量l・一f Giap could have

kept up his offensive only a few more weeks, l-e might have
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reached the sea, SPlitting the Americal Division from the

Marines, The entire Americal Division might cven have

collapsed-and that might have brought about a huge up-

heaVal in Congress. But Giap took heavy losses, and his offen-

sive sputtered. I wanted to get into combat with his troops,

1川t there were no reporters on the North Vietnamese side.

I did a few joints in the helicopter as it neared Chu Lai, SO

I was really stoned when I was met by a young lieutenant of

t十le Public information section, Who suggested l have a drink

with him. “You look bushed,’’he said.

I was still stoned when we reached the officers’club. To a

background of piped 1950s-tyPe muSic, a beautiful cocktail

waitress brought me a Black Russian. The officers’club-

swank, lit by torches」ooked out over the foaming surf of

the Pacific crashing against the clifts below.

The lieutenant smelled of after-Shave lotion. At the next

table, an attraCtive nurse daintily holding a cigarette chatted

With a coIonel who was hacking apart a huge red lobster.
``Would you like some steak tonight?’’asked the lieu-

tenant.

``I feel sick,’’I told him∴`I’m sorry, but暮’ve got to get out

〇十十lere.’’

I walked along the beach, WatChing the sun dip into the

Pacific. The Army in Vietnam, I said to myself’WaS One big

COrPOration. The guys at the top had it great, but for the

People at thc bottom it was not so good. Most grunts in the

Americal Division couldn,t even buy beer because they were

し川der age.

Ramsey wanted to keep his football game going. But he

didll,t have to hump a machine gun in the 12O-degree heat,

l:at the bark off trees, 1ick his own sweat, See his crotch a

lnass of oozing red pus, COunt Offthe days like a man serving

a prisoll term, WatCh his buddies die.
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When I retumed to the officers’club to check my flightJ

there was a movic on thc screen.
``Hey, man, What’s thc flick?’’l asked a coIonel.

“773e Green Berets. ”

勿ク偽
After看wrote up the story of AIpha Company, I went to Laos

for a holiday, Caught dysentery, and ended up recuperating in

the Third Field Hospita=n Saigon. ] was the only civilian in

the ward at the time, and Thom Marlowe, anOther free-

lancer, WaS making life bearablc for mc by sneakingin a few

Crave11 ``A’’joints evcry day. (Craven ``A’’and Park Lane

were the two main varieties ofgrass in Saigon. The grass came

lleatly packed in prerolled cigarettes inside genuine Craven
``A’’and Park Lane packs.)

One day, along with the graSS, Thom brought me some

重leWS. The North Vietnamese wcrc laしmChing a big offensive

i11 the southem part of the Central Highlands; thcy had al-

rcady attacked several of thc Special Forces bases guarding

the Mnong plateau alo重lg thc CambodiaIl border.

About a month beforc, a Special Forccs major at Duc Lap

had told mc∴aboしIt a big North Victl-amCSC buildup ill Cam-

bodia. The Amcricans, he said. werc worried aboし1t a POSSible

taIlk conce宣ltration on the othCr Sidc of the bordcr. Even the

light Soviet-built PT-76 taIlks could knock hしIge holes in the

South Viet11amCSC amy ir the NVA managed to get them in.

The o-11y tank road i11 the Central Highlands area was Route

14・ run1111-g rOughly southwards什om Ball Me ThuOt. 1f the

North Vietnamese managed to take Route 14 there woし11d bc

littlc stopping thcm from ro11ing decp into South Vietnam.

Special Forces had beell CamPaigm-1g for months to get ap-

Proval for a preventive strikc i11tO Cambodia, thc major told

lO5



106　Fめwer。ftheDI巧gOn

me, but as Iong as Prince Sihanouk was in power it couldn・t

be done. (The major also told me his mcn had foundadead

Chinese adviser with the North Vietnamese, but the Saigon

high command had hushed the story up.) To protect Route

14 the Green Berets had built a large fire-SuPpOrt base at a

Place called Bu Prang on the Cambodian border.

Now, Thom Marlowe told me, the North Vietnamese were

laying siege to the camp. He said they were kicking he11 out

Of the Americans and South Vietnamese. The Americans had.

built three other fire-SuPPOrt bases to protect Bu Prang: the

NVA had overrun thesc and now were getting ready to hit

the main camp.

It sounded like a good story. I checked out of the hospital

and arranged a fligh=o Ban Me Thuot. There I ran into a

L昨COrreSPOndent who told me he had been shot down

twice over Bu Prang・ The second time had been at night and

he was lucky to have made it back alive・ He wasn・t going

back, he said.

I teamed up with Frank Mariano, an ABC reporter. He・d

been a chopper pilot himself for several years and had the

COnneCtions necessary to finagle a flight into the camp. When

the choppcr finally materialized it was a lumbering Jolly

Green Giant, a huge cargo helicopter. It flew very sIowly

towards the camp, nOt eVen taking any evasive action.
負Is this guy trying to getしIS Offed?・・ I asked Frank as we

neared Bu Prang.
“I’1=ell you the bad news afte】・ We Iand.,,

“No, man. Tell me now!”

``Okay・ We,re carrymg ammO. One badjolt and up we go.・・

“My, isn,t that pretty country,,, said the Special Forces

COmmander at Bu Prang’Capt. W皿am Palmer. …This country

Should be used for ralSmg Cattle, nOt for war.・,

The country was pretty; gentle rolling hills, SPeCkled with

PurPle-green forests, it looked a little like thc Black Hi=s of
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South Dakota, Or the Califomia Sierra Nevada in the fall. To

the west, tOWards Cambodia, a fierce wind blew in oceans of

mist and fog. With the winds came a biting cold that made

the men shiver at night under mounds of blankets in their

bunkers. They wore sweaters and field jackets under their

nak jackets, but they were still cold・

In the center of the camp, like some sacrificial altar’an

observation tower built of sandbags gave a commanding view

of the surrounding area. AIthough the tower was a prime

target for the NVA gunners firing recoilless rifles from the

nearby hill, the camp,s Green Berets and a few newsmen

would climb to the top to watch the war. In most combat the

participants seldom know what is happening beyond their

own platoon, but at Bu Prang the fighting was clearly visible

from the sandbag tower.

The Green Berets cheered the war like kids at a football

game. “shit, did you see that?’’hooted one, nud自ng his

buddy as a huge reddish-ye1low mushroom billowed on a

nearby hill. They・Shouted encouragement each time the F4

Phantom came screammg OVerhead, dropping its cargo of

death on the NVA.
白Hey, Pilot,,, shouted thc other troop’looking skyward,

“Clyde just said yoしIr mOther sucks dick.’’They were very

Partisan fans. For days the North Vietnamese had been mer-

Cilessly pounding the CamP With artillcry, mOrtar’rOCket and

recoilless-rifle fire. The Berets knew the pilots were a11 that

Stood between them and the 66th NVA regiment.

Throaty, StaCCatO bursts of smalトarms fire were audible

from the sma11 wooded hillock which was being pounded by

the fighters. An ARVN battalion had just been withdrawn

from the hi11, aCCOrdillg tO the lieutenant coIonel of Special

Forces, and thc Communist troops were moving in to get as

CIose as possible to the camp. The tempo of smalトarms fire

Picked up as the NVA pressed the attack. Some of the

Special Forces enlisted men told a different story: the NVA
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WaS knocking the ARVN off the hi11.
“Holy shit’,, hOllered onc of thc Berets watching through

binoculars’買that surc as he旧ooks like Clyde 「しmning down

that hill.,, Like an army of alltS, hundreds of tiny figures

SWarmed over the mound. Taking the glasses, his buddy stut-

tered in amazement:白If that,s Clydc, how come they ain・t

dead?’’

For weeks the North Vietnamesc置lad bceI- gCttjng cIoser

to Bu Prang. MACV, from its press camp at the old impcrial

hunting lodge in Ban Me Thuot, Said the situation was we= in

hand・ but the meIl at Bu Prang could see the NVA movl-1g

CIoser day by day, tOWard the camp,s perjmeter. It seemed

that each day they had a new recoilless rifle or mortar posj-

tion pounding away at the camp.

Outsidc thC CamP’s oしIte「 Wire, On thrce hills a few hum

dred mcters away, Were tWO battaliollS Of the ARVN 47th

Regiment' 22nd Division・ and two b:一tta=o11S Of、 MoIltagnard

tribesmell and their (訂ecll Berct comml-ders. The O-11y way

to save the camp, Said o!1e Ofthc Greell Bel・et “A’’tcam, WaS !

to go out alld ge=hose NVA guIIS a-1d “put prcssurc oll

Clyde・’’That was not happenl重lg. The Montagnards wcre

good troops・ Perhaps thぐb。St il- Viet11am, bし1t they ・・wcrc

being groしmd dow11,, by too mしICh COmbat, tOO muCh marCh-

mg and too much death・ They were beeomiIlg demoralized

and・ SOme (訂ce11 Bercts fcarcd, PrObably woし11d11・t be wortll

much ifthings got rea11y bad.

Bu Prang was ma…1ed by a wcird ilSSOrtmCllt Of、し111its.

Therc werc Vietnamese ARVN and LLDB: Molltagllards a宣ld

a mysterious detachmcllt Of CambodiallS both With thぐir

families along‥ Grccll Bcrets・ U.S. drt冊「yn-ell, a Sig-1al Corps

team, an Air Fo「ce detadlmellt' and a-1 array Ofsergeal-tS,

CaPtains and majors from MAC‘V. EilChしInjt spent its days

StealiIlg’trading・ fightjllg a11d scroし…g。1g for the things it

11eedcd to survivぐ, CSPCCia11y to hold up the sandbags und

kcep them from cavillgill On theirheads.
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Although the ARVN troops had fought we11 for the first

wccks of thc Communist offensivc’they too wcrc being

ground down・ When Amcrican planes accidentally killed

twenty south Vietnamesc soldicrs, thc ARVN began to show

sigllS Of wea血ess. As at Bell Het' rumOrS Of ARVN troops

llbandoning wounded Amc置・icans had spread through the

camp, althougl- they could not be vcrified. The image of

brothers-imarmS fighting for frecdom conjuredしIP by the

MACV public relations men just wasn,t truc at Bu Prang. I

s州the camp,s Civil Al`fairs Political Officcr pull oしIt his

.45-Caliber automatic and poillt it at thc head oftwo ARVNs

wllO, he said, WC「C trying to stcal supplics meant for the

(当DG, the Civ掴an Irregular Defense Groups.

Thc Specia- Forces didn,t cvcn trust al=he Montagnards・

いWe know there are informersin that camp,,, said one ofthe

‥A・, team,s high-1・a萱lki-1g NCOs. When thc NVA hit’thcy

証dll・t know who ill the CilmP WOし11d tしIm O重l them.負Al‖ can

say:, said a11Other NCO∴・is that whcn thc shit starts’I’m

goillg tO Shoot anybody who comes near my bしmker.’’

The Be「cts resc宣ltCd MACV, Which had cdme bargi11g into

what the Bercts t喜lOしIght shOし11d bc their show. They Chafed

し用dぐr the MACV burcilし1erしICy it seemed that it took an Act

o[、 collgrCSS before tlley COし11d fire their guns. 「r喜↑Cy hatcd the

油ullge COIollels wl-O StayCd i-1 thc TOC・ the only rcally safe

pl物ce ilt Bu P「aIlg, g萱Villg OしIt掴eVer-ellding stream oforders.

On 「rしIeSday, my SeCO11d day l-1 CamP’! went up o-1tO thC

observatiol=OWCr tO WatCh the War. It was beaut血l’eSPe-

e刷y llt night. From t一一C tOWer・ tllC PdnOrama’in ljvingcoIor・

c(川Id bc se。l汗or miles. Somctimes at night thc ARVN and

{he NVA Iooked like two opposmg armics of the future・

rightillg W剛lascr beams i-1Stead of bし111cts. Now, aS I

¥Vatehed from the tower, :1 1`ierce∴arti=cry dし1d between the

ARVN First of the 47th :111d tht` NVA Iooked likc a scene

廿om the RcvolしItうo11ary W種「・ On a far hi=・ maSSed in a wide

ei一・cle, WerC the ARVN soldiers. She=s werc lalldillg PeriloしISly
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Close to their positions, SOmetimes in their midst.

Suddenly shells began pounding around the tower.l

Recoilless-rifle shells whooshed ovcrhead as the NVA gunner§′{¥

Started adjusting thcir firc-the puf鰹of smoke from the NVA¥l

guns were clearly visible from the tower and the NVA kr

they either had to get the tower orface death. Ifthcy did

napalm would soon come screamlng Out Of the sky-hし

red, jellied balls spreading firc that scorches the flesh :

SearS the lungs.

Now recojlless-rifle fire was coming from a hjll the AR

WaS SupPOSed to be protecting. Near the tower a platoon

artillerymcn started to dig in frantically; they

young and they looked as if they wanted very much to live.¥一
“This army’s fucked,’’lamentcd a massive

Were Very,l

black gunner"
“Look at thosc gooks ovcr therc shooting at us and nobody is

doing nothin’aboしIt it.,,

A white sergeant walked over and told the gunner toし

1oad sandbags.白Ain,t goma do it’,, shot back the gunner.

“What did you say?,,

``I told you I ain,t gonna do it.萱f ‖i11 any sandbags it・s)

going to be for my bしmkcr.,, The argument became heated

and thc gumer shouted, SO that cvcry arti11cryman in the area

COuld hear,負Go fuck yourself.,, The sergeant mumbled an

inaudible reply, and the G=ired back,白You heard what I

Said, gO fuck yourself.’’

The five signalmen maming thc radio had waited all day

for timber’but it ncvcr camc. =Sl-it` ifa sllCll hit this place

thc whole thing wou喜d co11aps了, said a GI who had volun-1

teered to help the radio men bujld their bし一nker. He was only

twenty-five days “short’’(of discharge) and wanted no part

Of Bu Prang. They had tried to scrounge some timbers f.rom

the Green Berets with no luck. They cringed in the makeshift

Sandbag bunker, Praying that no she= would land c萱ose and

CurSing the coIonels safe in the TOC.

Over in the TOC bunker a Special Forces coIonel exし1ded
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confidence. “How many rcgiments woし11d it take to overrun

this camp, CoIonel?’’I asked him.

``Comc on. why doll’t you ask me how many angels can

dance on the head ofa pin?’’
員Aren’=he North Victnamcse doing the samc thing they

did at Dien Bien Phu knocking oしIt the fire-SuPpOrt bases

川d then the camp’s arti=cry?’’

``lt,s not at a= the same.’’He discou重ltCd the importance of

tlle CamP,s firebases, Saying they weren’t rca=y necdcd.

Later that day the coIolle=eft the camp. After he lcft, the

press were ordered oしIt Of Bu Prang. Dana Stolle (a什ee-

lanccr) a賞ld I hid when thc choppcr camc to pick up the

ncwsmell, and when Captain Palmcr, the CamP COmmander,

fou車ld us he jしISt Smjled as i白o s櫨y, “Welcome to the club.’’

He told us why the p「c‘SS had bccn kicked oしit:員We’re pretty

oure they,re going to hit us tonight. They,re cIose, really

Close.’’

Palmcr looked worried. Thc North Victnamese, he Said.

hrd managed to fight t喜-ejr way betweell the ARVN and the

eamp,s perimctcr, and now therc wasn,t much StOPPing them

†、rom hittillg the wire exeept air covcr. And air covcr de-

Pellded on the fog.

For the first timぐill a lo11g Whilc,看was afraid. There are

two times wheIl fear of war is greatcst‥ the first time in

eombat, Whcll yOしI are t而aid o「 the …1k-1OWll aIld ofyoしIr

OWll reaCtions w川yoし口rcak oしIt, rし町CraCk up`上and thぐn

ut some point when yOし同re afraid ofthe kllOWn言Ifraid that

the horl・OrS iしIrking川yOur mind wi= bc l-emCmbered・ PCr-

haps 「clived. Betwccll thC` tWO, at`ter the first fcw times under

白re・ :l SOrt Ofeし1PhorizI SぐtS i'1.

The sitしIation at BしI Prang was bad. Like a giant crab・ the

NvA was pinchillg tlle blcedi-1g el-mP from botI- Cllds・ HaviI-g

OVerl.し1量1 the thrce nre-SしIPPOrt b:lSeS. thCy had systcmatica11y

knocked oし't thc ARVN gu-1S guarding the camp・s vital air-

Strip言tsし1mbilical co置・d. A= the ARVN lO5 mm tubes had
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been destroyed when an NVA shell set off the howitzers’

ammunition; tllat left only the two American 105s and the

two CIDG howitzers.

皿e camp was pear-Shaped. At the vulnerable top, With no

OVerhead cover’WerC the big guns. Insjde the pear was an

imer perimeter defended by the Special Forces and their

CIDG mercenaries. The TOC bunker and the coIonels werdi

inside this linc’the U・S. artillerymen outside. The Nortj

Vietnamese had established recoilless-rifle positions on th

ridges commanding the U.S. guns and were beginning to pou

in accurate and deadly fire. Unless they were knocked out

they would destroy the camp・s guns one by one.

The defendcrs were facing the lcgendary NVA 66th Regi

ment. Some of the Berets remembered the 66th from Be

Het. The coIonel who left earlier that day had sai

there were a lot of myths about thc 66tl- Which might n

longer be true-負thcy sure took a bcating at Ben Het・・臆but t

the men who faced tl-em’the myths were still true. ‥Ifw

had them instead of the ARVN, this war woしIld be over in

Week,” cracked one Green Beret,

As the sun set, the dcfendcrs knew the NVA was ver

CIose, and that their own survival depended on an outsid

force」hose massive greyish cIouds Iooming ln from Carr

bodia. TAC AIR-Tactical Air Support-needed a=east

five-hundred-foot cciling to providc air support for the cam岬

If the ceiling dropped any lower than it was at dしISk言t woul

be too Iow. The B-52s could stj1=ly in the soしIP, but the

COu獲dn’t bomb any closcr than two miles from the a11ie

troops with any degree of safcty. And the NVA was a lo

CIoser than two miles.

The NVA tactics wcre simpIc but effective: Waitしmtil th

Weather tumed so bad that air covcr could l-Ot be supplied

knock out the camp,s 105s’and attack with asappercharg《

In rain・ Or eVen heavy mist’the camp commander couldnl

risk using mortars for fear of triggering the sensitjve firin
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mechanism of the she11s’Which woしIld expIode over the gun-

ncrs’heads. Once the sappers wcre inside the wire, the camp

would be in chaos.萱t would be difficult to tell friend from

foe, and panic-Stricken men would fire on anything that

moved.

The CIDG and ARVN had spotted about thirty Russian-

made amphibian tanks on the Cambodian side ofthe border,

and some reports said they wcre on t宣le mOVe into Vietnam.

Every Beret old-timer had heard about the night the NVA

し一Sed tanks at Lang Vei. A Special Forces camp near Khe

Sanh’Lang Vei was overrun by troops who came rumbling

down the road in the light but dcadly tanks. The Americans

Who survived had to claw their way out at night, under unbe-

1ievably heavy fire, back to Khc Sanh.

Later on Tuesday the shelling became heavier. Like a cat

Playlng With a mouse, the NVA tried shelling at different

times to catch men in the open. You never knew when the

first she11 woし11d whine overhead and then crash with the

SOしInd of thunder. Some of the men could spot the sound of

an NVA shell being fired and were able to get a head start.

When the first she11 thudded, the race was on; yOur life de-

PCnded on getting to that bしmkcr before the next one landed.

“Quick, get in,’’shoutcd a panting Green Beret scramb獲ing

to get into the back ofa sandbagged bしmker.負I don’t think it

Will cave in,,, he said士t was a hope rathcr than a statement.

In thc pitch blackness neither his face nor his rank was vis-

ible. He talked for a long time in the darkness abou=hc

She11ings, about death, about the secret fear of war ofsome-

OI丁e who has seen too much combat too fast・ Though he had

been in Vietnam only a couple ofmonths he already had a

PしIrple Heart and deep scars as souvenirs. He breatlled hard as

t萱le shells poし一nded outside.

Lower and lower came the cIouds u11til the sky was com-

PIctely covered. So far, the NVA hadn,t hit Bu Prang at

両ght, and that was comforting, but this Tuesday was
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d冊erent; they wcre hitting more often. Maybe the nigh高

WOuld be differeI-t tOO" Overhead・ the drone of a Spooky

C-47 could be hea「d, Very high in the sky.

“Hey, it’s spook,’’said onc of thc Grccn Berets in th

Sandbag tower.
``Hiya・ Spook・,, said the otl-er SOftly. almost as ifgrcetin

an old friend.

Spook gave tl-C mCn a COmforting feeling, like a guardia

ange=lying over the camp. Spook would nevcr lcave the

thcy woし11d say; he was there night after night that Sam

fu皿y grOa-1 and thc samc arching fi「eballs that disappeare

jしISt before they hit the ground. Every night thc men slept t

the lullaby of Spook talking, Circli]一g rOしmd the camp al

11ight, With a groaning Gatling gun that spewed out fire a

SuCh an awcsome rate that Spook coし11d fill up a footbal】圃

in minutes. No・ the Berets reflectcd, 1ooki11g Skyward, Spoo

WOし11d ncver leave us.

The shelling didn’t stop∴rhat night the NVA poured in th

first nighttime barrage o-1 the camp. Whcn it started, SOme O

the mcl- WCre WatChing tcIcvision in the teamhousc, SOm

WOrking on their bunke「s, and some finjshing off thei

“indigenous packs,,臆臆rice packs for待indigcnous personnel:

First it was the recklcss-rCCklcss, aS the radio mell Ca11 th

recoi11css riflc‥ then the mortars came thし一dding m. Visibili

WaS Very low; CVCn Spook had to leavc. The mcn felt ve

much alone.

Thc dash fo「 the bしmkers was macabrぐat night. The fier

Wind blcw thC flarcs OVCr the cilmP at about thirty miles peI

hour. Shadows and images quickly changed as thc flare

Sailed ovcrhead. Wh種t lookcd like a bur'ker would tしIrn OしIt tO

be a mirage∴CauSCd by thc drif`ting flares. A1=he tjmc the

Shells col-tjI置uCd to poしmd the CamP.

Thcrc werc about six men hしIddlcd at the mouth ofthe

TOC. Thc NVA fire was getting more intense and the sky was

lit up by a galaxy of flarcs. Thc biting wind nippc‘d at the,
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111OしIth of tlle bしInker・ Tl-e radio cl|一Ckled with the frantic

calls of mcn o11 the groしmd ci冊「g for llir sしIPPOrt. ``Wc have

beell undcr fire for冊rty minしItCS,,, pleaded an unknown

voicc oll the radio.

on the rar刷thc` ARVN st:1rted to receive inte丁1Se grOund

l、ire. Was it il11 NVA probe? Agai-=l「C radio’garbled and

scratchy, a丁lnOしmCed血=he NVA was moving in. “There are

aboしIt SCVenty壷ve bad guys tryil丁g tO gC=O the parzIChしIteS・’’

温id the voicc.

Earlier in thc day, Ai「 Forcc‘ GlriboしIS figl-ting ncar-gale

wi]1ds missed their pa「ac血te drop und some o仕丁e SuPPlies

聞出o l「O-man,s」種nd bctwecn tl-e OPPOSi-1g forces. Now the

NVA was movingill tO ge=O tlre crates, Wl-ich might contain

rildios. With those radios、 thcy woし一]d know cve「ything that

was golng On in thc camp・

The chi11ing willds co血1uCd to blow’OVerCaSt C看oし1ds

blocking ou=he sky. Later` WOrd was receivcd tl-at North

viet書lamCSe trOOPS WCre hitting the ARVN campc‘d on thc

剛across from the v川ey sep種ra鉦g Bu Prang and the NVA・

The din ofgun鉦e w種s shatteri宣lg.

scvcral machi冊gしl'1S ill t}1e CamP StartCd barkillg OしIt

bしIrStS O十、 firc as tlle frightelled CIDG got trigger-11aPPy. Or

were they being attacked? As the firin圭became loしIder・ tllC

meIl illStinctively crouc-1ed b種ck捕ay from thc door of thc

h冊ker. Shdls∴COn血ued to come poppmg 111 arOしmd the

Cし1mP・

From the towぐ「 that nigll=he sky was lit ft)r milcs by

l`larc`S. Sinister croしIChi-1g †、igしIreS dal.ted in the va=cy below・

Y間would see tllem t`or i川1Omel「t und then they would

vl用is宜. Was it a↑↑川しISiolli7 The †lyillg flares, Whipped on para-

ehutes by thc‘ Wi-1d, Pklyed tricks w帖oし一r CyeS" Thc C賞DG

were illCreaSing their fire・ Black k)yerS O廿og swept over tl教C

ci‘1nP. N。 PhalltOmS WOしIld come swooping oし一t Ofthe sky to

l丁1…=hc NVA tolligl-t・ 1「llere WOしし1d be -1O Mcdevac chop-

1-ers工here would be no replacmentS droppcd in by heli-
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COPter. How would the CIDG and the ARVN stand up to

tanks if they did come? It was good tank country, With wide

OPen StretChcs of grass and even a falrly good tank road right

into the camp.

Early in the evcnlng the ground qし1aked as if a giant hand

Were Shaking Bu Prang一一ra thousand thunderbolts expIoding at

OnCe. The beds shook, the windows rattled. The Montagnar(訂

Prayed for jt to be over, but the Americans smiled-it was the

B-52s.

Ten times the B-52s came in dropping tons ofdeath on the

NVA; they came as cIose dS they dared to Bu Prang.
“I don’t know if they killed Clyde, but they sure helped

Our mOrale,’’said Captain Palmer.

Suddenly the night became c!ear and starry. The three-

quarter moon glistened and sent a glow over the countryside員

and with it came thc Phantoms. Screeching in overhead, they

tilted their wings and dived. Turning off their lights, theyj

Were Suddenly invisible. There would be no attack that night.

The dawn brought no feeling of thank餌ness. The North

Vietnamese werc afraid to fire at night because the flash of

their mortar tubes cou看d be seen for miles. For them dawn

WaS One Ofthe best times, before the Phantoms arrived.

For the wivcs and c皿dren of the CIDG defenders, life

Went On aS uSua=hroughou=he she重量ing. When the shell

dropped, a mOther would gather thc children, SCOOPing them

up by the arm餌at a fast tro=ike a motherhen guidinghe

baby chicks towards safety・ The civilians at Bu Prang share

the same fate as the troops」the same food, the same quar-

ters’the same risk of death. Each day wounded women and

Children were brought to the dispensary. Every family had its

OWn bunkcr, and the deeper the bunker, the better the

Chances of surviva鵜・ All worked on the bunkers-yOung and

Old, men and women.

The shelling was starting to get to thc CIDG・ Many oftheir
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wives and children had been hit and the men were beginning

to show signs of fatigue.

On Wednesday the shelling came from two new directions・

011e a reCOilless-rifle position looking down the throats of the

U.S. artillerymen. Up on the vulnerable machine-gun tOWer’

Grcen Beret Fritz Wertz was watching the NVA fire, trying to

call in an air strike on the recoi11ess-rifle position. “My God,

they・re nowhere cIose to it・,, screamcd Wertz. “If this keeps

up I might as we11 go catch somc sleep.,, The Phantoms’

bombs fell harmlessly several hundred meters from the target‘

Evcr since MACV had taken controI ofthe camp’Wertz’like

many of the負A,・ team’had felt helpless. He could sce the

bombs missing, but he couldn,t talk directly with the pilots.

It was MACV,s show.負They never leave the TOC, SO how can

they know what,s going on?,’he muttered.

wertz cursed as the Phantom missed again. An Army FAC

(Forward Air Control) plane had also spotted the recoi11ess-

rifle position and popped a marking rocket for the Phantoms.
・・That・s it:・ shouted Wertz, grabbing the radio to say the

FAC had hit the right spot・ “Now maybe we’11 get

SOmeWhere.’’

Wertz, With his shock of blond hair’Square’jutting jaw and

lnqumng eyeS, WaS the perfect model for an Army recruiting

poster. He was bitter about MACV. Each day the NVA was

digglng m mOre gunS and somebody had to go out and get

them. why couldn’t they see that, he complained. The recoil-

1ess rifle on the hi11 directly across the green va11ey was firing

again at Wertz’s tower.

Standing alone in the tower with his.50-Caliber machine

gun, he cracked ear-PlerClng VOlleys o唖re back at the NVA・

The encmy she獲ls had sprayed frag pieces on the tower two

days earlier, injuring one American.

Wertz, WOrking through MACV red tape・ finally got the

two American artillery picces to fire at thc recoi=ess rifle.

Stil- they couldn,t knock it out・ More bomb strikes and
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arti11ery shells were fi「ed: Sti= the rccoi=css rine kcpt haras§

ing the camp.

The U.S. drti11erymcll, Sti11 workiIlg tO bしIild thC‘ir bしIllkcrs

bcgan to talk aboしIt Ben Het, Wherc for fifty-eight days th

dcfc11ders were trllPPed faciilg NVA gしIllS With llO troops scnt

0しIt tO reSCしIC them. “=lear Bell Het startcd jしISt likc this,

Said ollC. Bu Pr種llg WilS CVen mOre VulllCrablc thall Ben Het

the rCd clay was almost impossible to dig iIltO, and it coし11dn

be uscd to make ceme一一t for rcal protcctio-l・負Surc, WC nee

CCmCllt,’’said a Special Forccs licutcllant COIonc上白but wha

WOしIid 7Tme Say ifwc flew sand in hcre?’’

!n addition to the two Mo-1tagnard companies defcndin

Bu Prang’thcre was a Cambodian CIDG company. When i

CamC uP tO Bu Prang from萱VCorps, it hadvery poorleade

Ship, thc Green Berets told me. The lcaders woし暮1d sell foo

and supplies o-1 thc black market and woしIld pad payroll§

“They were thc worst bu-1Ch I,ve ever secn、,, said a sergcanti

U-1der new Icadership thc outfit had shapcd up, a11d now i

WaS a gOOd fighti-1gしInit. But thc cthnic Cambodians, desccIl

dants of t」le PrOud Khmer c‘mPirc oncc onc of the mos

POWCl’f’u=ll SoutlleaSt Asiil had almost as much reason t

h種tc the VictllamCSe aS thC Montagnards did. Many of the

looked to Cambodia as thei「 true hOmClalld.

ThC Khmer cmpire had becn destroyed iIl the crush bく

twecn VietllameSC aIld Thai nationalism, and a皿Ough th

troops were mcrccnarics, SOme Berぐts wolldered if the

WOuld rca=y die just for money. The CIDG would often loo

Out from their bullkers towards thc NVA reco川ess-riflc pos

tiollS and muttcr. They kl-CW SOmCOnC had to go out ther(

By Wedncsday the sc`一一Se O=、utility was colltagious. Th

Grcen Bercts talked aboしIt their cx-COmmander, Col. Robe重

Rheault: SOmehow things wercn,=he same sincc富le・d bee

removed. Their last two commandcrs had not cvcn bec

Spccial Forces qual汗ied.

“Now they’rc dropping the qua冊cations, lctting in jus

BuPmng　121

申II Joぐs:, said Wertz・ Who llad gone tl-rOしIgl- 。cvcIl mOnths

〇十rigoroし一S trailli-1g tO becomc 。 Spcci種l Forccs mcdic. Whcll

llし、 WaS traillCd, aS m種tly llS threCイoし一rths of the class flunked

()し1t: nOW, he complained bitterly, they WCrC taking medics

山一ight Out Of li-1e ul-its to scrve with Spcci種l Forccs. Grec-1

酢ret medics were good, and they k-1CW it.

丁hcrc was a fccli-1g that the battle was rcachi-1g a Climax.

仕口Clyde is go川g tO do something, he,d better do it now’’’

証d C種ptai11 Pulmer, always conscious of thC StOrm CIoし一ds

Ioo皿ng OVer t十lC mOu-1taillS tOWard Cambodia.

ThC reCOi=ess riflc, after rcpcated shellil-gS, air strikes and

皿chinc-gun firc, WaS Still chippmg aWily. The Spccial Forccs

klleW tha=hc NVA guns had to be destroyed. Thc American

al-tillerymell grOuSCd and bitchcd: W十-y did thcy havc to takc

the shelling whe富川O O-1C WOuld go a「ter thc NVA guns? It

was Bell Het a= over, they silid.

Somcthing had to be do萱lC tO皿moralc. Thc rccoi=ess

r冊e was doing morc than cut down bodics臆-the NVA guns

werc causi11g a death of the mind. Symptoms o白hc diseasc

llこId bcen scen in the trcnches at Khe Sanh and Ben Het-thc

g上1SSy StarC, thc feeblぐmutteri11gS・

Waiting for thc shc=s to come crashing into thcir bunkers;

w症iIlg ln thc dark-1CSS, Silcnt, SOmC Of the mcn thoしIght of

川e lこ1St hours of Firebase Kate. In those last hours the NVA

bu廿と‘ge WaS SO bad tha=hc C萱DG, American artillerymen

l用d Grecn Berets felt their hcads werc cxploding with a

用oしISand thu11dcrs. Thcir adrenalill PumPed, thcir breathing

bcじi皿e SIow and heavy, thcir hearts beat very fast and they

Waited. Thcre was onc man in thc bu教lker at Bu Prang who

l同d w皿e phosphorし1S SCarS. ′rhe North Vietnamesc used

White phosphorus shclls in that final salvo on Firebase Kate’

jllSt beforc the attack. In air bしIrStS, the powdery white phos一

両)rししS WOuld bum throしIgh human skin. A pleCe large

C。OしIgh could bum right through a man,s arm. As at Kate` thc

NvA w:lS inchi11g its way toward Bu Prang’CrCePing in likc
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the rain c】oしIds from Cambodia. MACV must know that,

CurSCd t†1e Grcen Bercts. They had to gct those guns.

Word quickly spread through the camp that sixty Cambo-

dian CIDGs were gomg tO attaCk the recoi‖ess-rifle position,

Charglng aCrOSS mOrC thall tWO hundrcd meters of oDen

grou重ld against i11tenSC C-1emy fire from wc臣dし1g-m POSitions言

Hundreds of mcn in the camp Iooked out over the sand∴

bags through thc slits in their trenchcs and waited, glad they

Were nOt OしIt there. “Can they really do it?,’asked aman in

my trench. “No way,’’ said another. The mission was a

gamble at best. No Amcricans wcnt out with the patroL

The Cambodians, Charging up the hi‖, rakcd by murderou§

CrOSSfire’looked like an army of ants. It was a brave charge

by men who wcrc not fighting for money, Or for the Ameri・

CanS, Or for the South Victnamcsc, Or CVCn for their

COulltry. They wcrc fighting for life the lives of their f

lies. Evcry one of them knew, aJld every one of us in

CamP k11eW, t十-at it was up to them臆if they failed to take

those NVA guns, the camp was doomed. And thejr chances

Were almost hopeless. To charge over two hしmdrcd meters

against entrenched positions,

to court death.

fbcing a withering crossfire, WaS

The firing increascdし1nti=t sounded as if a thoし1Sand guns

Were CraCking’aS the Cambodians inched their wayしIP the

hill. They were almost out of sight, bu= could tel菓by the

firing that it was hc=.

We a= knew the North Vietnamese would be ready thatl

night. They would knock out our rcmainirlg gunS With their,

recoilless rifles, Which had us zcrocd in, and then they would.

attack. The story ofthe fa11 of Bu Prang would take up ten

inches in the Ncw York 7imes・・ 「O「 uS it would be everything.

The camp was demoralizcd. The weeks of pounding had not

Only softencd up thc defenses, they had also softened up the:

Then we hcard over th。 radio tIlat the Cambodians had
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11Carly reached the sしImmit’taking l-e種Vy CaSしIaltics. They

WCre Pjnned down by an unbelievable concelltration o掴re

but I knew thcy woしIld kecp go111g unti=hcy all were dead -臆

thcrc would be llO帥Ilg at Bu PraI-g tO rCtしIm to iftlley fell.

So thc Cambodians fixed tl-Cir bayoncts and charged again,

SCreamlng aS they raccd forward. Two of the Cambodians had

managcd to sneak aroしI11d to the crcst on the otherSide ofthe

l「町and thcy hit tl-ぐNortll Vietnamc‘Se from tl-e Side, CauS-

111g e}一Ough of a diversio-1 tO allow their comrades to rcach

the top ofthe h=l. Thc North Vietnamese foしIg】1t hard吊was

a brutal hand-tO-hand battlc. More Commullist reinforcc-

mcnts wc「e throw-1 i-1’bしIt Sti11 the Cambodians chargcd olら

throwing grenadcs` until they 「eachcd the recoilless-rifle pos主

Whcn word spread throしIgh the camp that they had

「eacI-ed the tOP’few of us could believぐit. A half dozen

(壷e量1 Bercts voluntcered to drivc‘ OしIt tO thc刷and briIlg

back the Cambodians with their plize, the captしIrCd recoi=ess

We could scc thc trし1Cks coming back, thcir whee`ls kjcki書lg

up cIoしIds of dust as they raced冊ough thc vo11eys ofNorth

Vjぐtnamese fire・ As the trucks got ncare「, We COし11d scc tlle

lerrible price thc Cambodians had paid to savc Bu Prang. But

those who were s帥able to werc standiIlg uP in the truck

油)しIti萱lg. At fi「st thc def、enders of Bu PrangjしISt StarCd at the

。ambodians. Thcy had bcぐn too 11umbcd by the shelli11g and

the fear of dcath to do anything. GradしIally they began to

elimb out of their hoIcs alld look in amazement at thcir

Wiors. Then one ma-「 let oし1t a S-1Oし一t, the11 a-1Othcr, until

Soo-1 CVeryo一一e in the camp was chcem-g. Some had tears

Streaming down thelr fdeぐs and othcrs raced after the trucks,

l-01dil-g out thejr arms and shouting.

When the Cambodians re種ched the camp dispensary, tllCre

Were hundreds of、 men chasing thc trucks and cheer-ng’Al!
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Of us wa11ted to hCIp carry thC‘ WOし11「ded. What could we s;

to theSe me青l Who had jし1St SaVed oしIr ‖ves`?

Thc wivcs of thC WOundcd mcl「 CamC rしmnillg, looki-1g f

their husbi111ds amollg出c dead d-1d dyillg. O-1C yOし一Ilg Ca

bodia-1 SOldier` llis Icg sh種ttCrCd’his hip a mass of pし11p, Ⅵ

ill dcep shOCk, lyillg O11 il StrCtCher. Whilc Wertz und oth

mcdics workcd to save thc you-1g man,s li「e, aI「Other SOldie

C「adlcd his l頂1d and geI「tly rocked him. Thcre was anoth

yoし川g SOldicr whosc ge11itals wcrc decply slashed.萱wi= 11eV

forge=l-C SCrCamS Of his wi「e・ TheSe me!1 Paid a very hig

PrlCe for oし11・ War.

After awhile I we11t O什by myselfand sat dow重l and crie(

Therc was llO掴ng I could say to them. Mell Whoselivcs ha

Valuc had su什ercd tosave mim. I w種s througll With war, Wit

k岨一1gand with dcatl一・ As I took the choppcr oし1t OfBu Pra

thc next day, ! dccidcd llCVer tO COmC back. I had sec

ellOし1gh.

%考嬢
看( Was Septembcr 1969 and a rumor hadjust bcgun to spread

;凧)und Saigon that over a year ago somc troops o「 thC Ameri-

1:l-1 Division had massacred scvcral hしmdrcd vill種gers at a placc

c種=ed Son My, also kllOWn dS My Lai (種I「d mistakenly called

I宮lkvi=e by the press). Thc villagcrs of My Lai said that the

AmCricans had ki‖cd betwecl1 330 alld 380 people: SOmC

「じpOrtS had it as high aS 567.

Thc South Vietnamcse govcrnmeす丁t immcdiatdy denicd

the rCPOrtS, Say裏ng thc imidcnt had nぐvcr taken placc・ The

十irst newsmcn to go illtO the a「ca talked to scveral vi=agcrs・

who said they had ncvcr hcard of a massacrc eithcr. Accord-

一ng to carly accoし一ntS, it ncver happcllCd.

1 klleW that if t賞lC StOry WaS true, the South Vietnamese

l。1d Amcrican govcr-1ment WOしIld ccrtain葛y do cverything

tl圧y coし11d to covcr it up. So with Jacqucline Desdames of

用. oyc,rSC,aS軌,ekly, Who came along as a translator, l caught

l川ight to Americal Division headqしIartereS at Chu Lai・ The

(時sion flaks weren,t too haPPy aboし1t gettiIlgし1S tO My Lai,

申r ullCC thcre were almost a dozen ncwsmcn tryillg tO gCt

i↑「川1ey had no choicc. Next momi-1g WC Pilcd into scveral

`i叫)S und drovc out to a白refugcc center:, a shantytown of

Cllr〔lboard and tin shacks on an ugly brown hi菓l olle kilomcter

rrom thc massacrc sitc. The villagcrs of My Lai had beeIl
``恥cified・・ and moved into this lleW reSerVation,

lt was a very cold day, and a chillillg Willd blcw from the

South china Sea as we trudged up tl-e hil=o the slしIm Oftin

127
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Shacks. We we「e among the first newsmcn to come to t

V川age, and though the American military flakmen flashed

thCir best PR smilcs, I felt thcy didn,t rca]1y walltしIS tO fi

OしIt W両】 ad i-aPPenCd ut My Lai・ Thcre was also a gang,

armed VietllameSe StrOllgarm mCn along who, unhke t

Amcricans’made no prctc11Se Of trying to helpしIS言ntimid

mg any Victn三脚eSe JacqしIeline tried to interview. We m

agcd to give them the slip and get offby oursdves;She talk

to several pc'OPle、 bしIt all of them scemcd terrificd. S

looked at mc and shOOk hぐr I-e種d, but s剛we prcsscd o11.

Fillally we camc upon d WOman Weari-1g thc typical V

namesc conical h種t" She Iookcd old’but she was only foi

four. Shc∴and Jac‘】し1eIinc tlllkcd for a long time in ra重

Smg-SOng VictllameSe・ …d a「ter awhi]e Jacquclil-e gaVe m

quick’Sad iook. ``Yes,,, she said,当t did happcn.・・

(諒lltly i…d s看owly, the old woman reaChed oしIt her hz

and lightly toしIChCd Jac‘lueline,s arm. shc started to sn

then her face bcc種mc co丁ltOrtCd with SOrrOW. She brokc i

SObs’and a little Vic‘tnamesc girl gently patted hershouli

thel「 tl-rCW her a「ms 。rOund hcr. The woman kept touchi

Jacquelinc Iovi-1gly‥ CaCh time she touched her, She cried.

“l remcmber how i=laPPened,,, said the woman. =I

ShOCked and sad und sick 「or a Iong timc, bu= remembeI

rcmc`mber・ bu= don,t wa11t tO SPeak aboし一t it.,・ Her e)

ncvcr let、t JacqしIeline・待=ost a niece as yoしIng aS yOu, and y

remind mc so much of hcr. It brings back bad memorics

talkdboutit. ‥

当don’t scc 。11y rCaSOll Why they did that. It wasnott

first time the GIs came into our village, but they werc ne

Violellt bcfore・ Thcre wcre萱1O Viet皿mese soldicrs with the

A冊ougl- therc was cven a monk with us. thcy shot at eve

body. They ki=cd my冊1e boy, ]一e WaS OIlly four, and

also killed my njece, the∴One aS yOung aS yOしI She

tweIlty-foしIr. ’’

The WOman hc‘rSelf was woullded by a bullct in herthi
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当t hurt so much I fd‖InCOnSeious. Whcll I rccovercd co11-

→l‘ioしISnCSS’【 tried to rしIn uWay・ My woしmd hurt very much: I

、l-W my CIotheS Were fu= ofblood ‘ll-d thcre was a hole in my

l鳴. The WOund stし一Ck to my cIothes.,, While she spoke, tWO

y(刷一g Childron l・eSted their ha11ds o賞「 hC「 Shoulder, trying to

o什er comfort.

丁he attllCk came aftc‘r吊-eaVy barragc ofarti=ery, S種id the

用)mall、 and d11 the vi=age「s ram down i11tO thc bし111kers inside

l正ir hOuSeS, uSuallyしmder the beds. A=he clld ofthC Shel主

用g, She said, the Americans started calling everyollC OutSide:

“`Everybody gct oしItSidc here: they ordercd, and then

血rted shootillg;’

She WaS i11terruPtCd by a VietIlameSe gOVemmC11t Official

Who saw hcr talkillg tO uS :1nd tried to shしIt herしIP. “Stop

叩ecking into that microphone,,, hC demanded.待Doll,t say

(冊mOrC WOrd.’’ThCl- he tumCd toしIS.待lfyoしI Wallt 。11y-

tl川1g, gO :lnd sce the authorities. We dre the olleS Who haVe

[一OWer here, and if there is flnything yoしI need, yOし1 muSt aSk

OしIr Permissioll first.’’He was joincd by otherS, bしI= stood

hdweell them dnd JacqしIdiIle dlld told her to continしIe. More

rePOrters∴and a telcvision tcam rushcd over, a】1d the gOVe「n-

用ellt gunman backed off. Under prcssしIre from the lleWSmCn.

l-e claimcd that thC areと一WaS unS蛤becaしISe Of Vietcollg.

Anothe「 old woman said she WaS Cating breakfast whcn a

mun ran in front of her house shoしIting, ``Amc‘ricとInS arC‘

、h()OtiIlg CVCrybody dow-1, they are ki=ing cverybody.・,

P…ie-Stricken, the old woman raI一〇負I ran away, leaving

eV'rythi11g behilld me, bしI= was too afraid to thillk aboしIt it.

Sol-1e of・tlle PCOP旧was witl- Wa-1ted to retし1m tO the v川ilgC

II「川e af、temoon, but I was too afraid.,, Whcn she retしIrned i11

帖eve-1ing, her hoし一Se W種S bumed to thcground and achild

¥VllS lyingin fro-「t O白t.いHe had a big hole in hisstomach and

hl` =ltestines were comi-1g OしIt …d his throat had been cしIt,

。I、ob種bly by some oftl-e bullets.・・ PoiIlting to a cllild seven or

elgl「t yclしrS Old, S漢le S:lid, ・・He w種s as old as柚s oIle;・
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Another woman ran away when the shooting started: Wh

She retしIrned, Shc f‘ound her friend, the mother o白Iiile, de;

“She was lying on theground,dead,Stil廿oldillga Child w

appeared to be nurslng from her breast. =hOllg萱lt the chi

WaS aiive, but whell I picked him up I saw he had a

WOund. AGI must have killcd him while hewas nursmg.,,

One old man said, “l doIl’t k11OW Why they ki=cd

PeOPle tha=ime.’’He said the GIs came often to the vi=a

briIlgillg 「OOd, Candy. even medicille, “T書「e「e Were Il。 Vi

COng in the vi=age that dily. Sometimes the VC woし11d co

to the vi=age, Ca= us, and talk to usdしIri11gthe hoursしPrO

ganda lectLlreS] , but not that day.’’

Another old man言Iis head sljghtly bent and his face s

dened, Said he hadn’t rし。l 。Way because “the GIs usua=y w

Very -1ice when they came to the v用age.,, Pointing to seve

young children, he said. “A Iotjus=ike those were ki‖e

He had lost two nephews, One three years old and the ot

ten. In My Lai, he said, the AmericallS ki11ed everything th

moved」PeOPle, dogs, CatS, Cilttle,

Like some ofthe other villagers we ta看ked to, this man w

interrupted by armed South Vietll種meSe SOldiers when

told of a South Vietnamese official who had accompani

the GIs.点If you haven,t seen this Vietnamese yoしIrSelf, do】

talk aboし1=lim,’’threatened one ofthe soldiers. The old m

StOPPed talking.

Another man, Who sしIrVived because he had time to r

away, leamed when he retumed that his son was dead. T

dead wcre strcw-1 aboしIt in piles, he said, adding that they h

PrObably bccn gし皿1Cd dowl- in groしIPS after being round

up by the Americans.白1 mysel「 buried dozens of villagers

he added.

Aftcr talking to thC Villagers ! was convinced the massa

had haPPenCd, though l knew the South Vietnamese gove

mcnt woしIld st川try to denyit. Thcy might try to intimid
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the Vi=こ‘g。rS, Or thぐWit-「eSSeS migllt CVC-1 Va-「ish thi‘=l種P-

甲led a lo同I South Viet皿l「l・ Bし両、we coし一l掴11d the bo11eS

。子thC` Viclims. Saigoll C(一し11d no IollgCr de一一y it. Some ofus i萱l

冊PreSS grOしIP aSked the AmericimS tO tiしkeしIS tO thc‘ Site o「

t直mass種cre itsc.廿, aboしIt il kilometer away` tO look 「or thC

b。1「eS. They refused. sllyi'lg thc ilrea WllS held by thC Com一

冊=ljsts and it was too d種-1gel・OuS forしIS. We sしIggeSted they

5md a11 armCd cscort witl=IS, bしIt St冊thCy re「し1SCd.

Wc talked it over n11d dccided to go llllyWay. There were

some local militiamc11 Sta11dillg arOし川d (Called Ru「Pし=も, for

Regional Forces-Popular Forces)・ 。nd wc hircd thcm to go

¥而h uS aS aI=汀mC‘d c‘SCOl-t. We guve thcm sevc'一・al thoし一S…d

piasters cach, mOre thiln岨y woしIld m種ke i-1 u mO'一th直)r

the tWO-hoし1r marCh. The ∧meric種ns secmed amlOyed, but

therc w種sll・t anyt一両g thぐy coしIld do. Jac岬eli-「C St種yCd be一

帖Id, aS thcre might be all ambしISh.

We trudgcd off down thc road, nille nCWSmen looki-1g f()r

boIleS, With oしIr OWn Squad or mercellarics for protcctioll.

A「te「 aboしIt an hOurWe reaChed theSite, a dcaring iIl the rice

pilddics wherc we coしIld scc thc bombed-OしIt Shdls o「吊ow

bし1ildillgS.

一n thc cIcaring wc fou-1d a twelve-year-Old boy. His parents

IItld se11t him to ma「ke=hat day in March 1968‥ he heard

llrti=ery fire on his way back but didll,t thi書1k much abo両t"

Bし1t ilS hc∴aPPrOaChed thc vi=agc’hぐsenscd somcthing was

wrollg. Wl-en he gOt t一一C‘re he hcard moanmg・ and somc ofthc

Vi=agcrs grabbed him so hぐwouldn,t sec what had happcncd

t(用is parents. They were both dcad. He startcd to cry as he

told us thc story.

He said he didn・t do much now cxccpt cut wood 「or his

gralldmother. She WilS harvestir-g ricc i-1 a largc paddy 。nd wc

Went ovcr to talk to her. Weasked herwhcre thc boncs were

buried and shc poil-ted to a lo11g trellCh marby. We hunted

種「oし用d ti= we foしInd the bones: Now wc h種d proof.
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Thc militiamcll Were SPreild out, M-16s at the ready, a

they WCre gぐtti-1g l-1C「CaSi-1gly 】lervOしIS‥ they wantcd to (

OしIt aS fast ilS POSSible. 」ust as we foしI11d the boIICS, One Oft

m消tiamcn started blasting thC CmPty bushcs with his

bi11e, TllCil thcy a= sta「tcd to fire. Doll Bake置∴ the head oft

ABC-TV crew, Whipped out zl reVOIver so his camcram

COしIld gct a shot o「 him firing a=he imaglllary VC. But t

CamCraman, Terry KhOO, Simply tumcd away it「 djsgust.

Whe11 the shOOting w:lS OVer =urncd around to find t

Old woman st==ookillg at me. I coしIldll’t facc hCr. Feeli

the TV最likc all idiot, I took her PictしIre. I was angry with

for shooti11g at jmag岨Iry VC ill his own privatc falltaSy

a11gry With the llCWS mCdia fo「lyiilg tO the Amcl・ican pco

and angry mostly w川I mySC=、. The peopIc wcrcn’t gctting t

trしIth and I was jしISt aS guilty as the reSt Of thc newsmen.

knew I would have t。 tOlle dowll my My Laistorysoasn

to offend thc ThieしI gOVl)mment. Even thc Oリe応eaS WeeA

had never told thC American troops jn Victnam about wh

thCy WerC rea11y fighting for aboしIt thぐtorture by Thie

POljtical police, aboしIt thぐtigcr cagcs ill the Con Son isla

COnCentratio11 CamP. ThC Amcrican peopIc wantcd to know†

thc massacre had takぐll Placc and what they were getting

a tclevisio)「 rePOrtCr firiIlg a.38 at some imaglnary VC.

*　　　*　　　*

My Lai was not thC aCt OrollC man. 1t was not thcact

O一一e Platoon, Or One COmPany. It was thc rcsu!t ofan order

Plamed and we11-COnducted campalgn CO-1Ceived at high CO

mand levcIs to teach a lcsson to the viliagcrs ofQuang N

PrOVince.

I have been on dozens or combat opcratioIIS ill Vietna

and I know that CO丁1t種Ct between bata帖oJl and company

Very CIosc. A company commandcr norma=y ca=s batal‖

to ask what COurSe OfilCtion to take;しInder no circumstan
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woし11d a complllly CO 」et alolle l- PlatooI=eadcr一皿1SSilCrC'

thrCC hしIndred fifty civiliallS Ol=lis own decisioll.

Thcrc h種Ve beeIl mi111y My Lais. The maSSile一・e that tOOk

place jll QしIang Ngai provi11Ce ill Marc=968 was -10t tl-e

tirst, a-1d it was not thc l録st. The War in Viet-1am is mc:lSしIred

11Ot by groし用d take-1, aS i一一mOSt WarS’bしIt by thC l一し一mber of

enemy ki11cd. For many commallders, high body co冊t is thC

-mrk of succcss. MACV talks aboしIt ki11s like a footba=-g:lmC

a…O用1Cel. givi-1g the SCOre・ Ortぐll the distilletiol- betweell

・・Victcollg,, al-d civili種ns becomes cloしIdy’CSPeC油Iy when・ aS

at My Lai, the PCOPlぐ。Ctively support thC Natioml Liber虹

tion Front. One Nillth Divisjon licしItell種11t COIollぐl、 nick〇

一1amed =The Mad Russi…’, by his mell, gZIVe OしIt his ow一十`Sat

Cong・・ “K紺Cong,, mcdals to cvery GI whO k冊d olle O†

the enCmy.

Thc ki11ing, Of coしIrSC言s part of fl dct涌te p(油icill stl・種te-

gy, a Strategy uSually described as the待pacificatio-l’’of

Victnamese vi11agers. In his book　7Y3e Be/朋yal・ Lt. Col・

W冊am R. Corsoll. iln CX-MarillC Who llad becll iil Charge of

pacification tcams, describes thC PilCifroation program i-1 a

DMZ vi=agc compIcx:いWe had coIISPjred with the gOVem-

1丁1ellt Of South Vietnam to =tcra11y destroy thc hOPeS, aSPir。-

tiollS and cmotional stab掴ty of thiγtCe-1 thOuSalld hしIm種置一

bei-1gS…. This was not and is not war it is gcnoeide‥ ‥

The ・bu「n, bilby、 bum’thesis was 。Ptly statcd by olle Marille

COmmandcr, WhO Said, `G「ab.em :)y the balls und the hc種rts

即「d minds wi11 fo11ow.’’’*

O-1 Janua「y 3=h「OしIgh February 2. 1971・ aいWilltぐr Sol-

diぐr萱nvestigatio-l・・ was convencd i-1 Dctr(一it・ Michjga11. At

this investigation, OVer a hundred GIs testified to innum-

e「able incidents they had seen or participated ill言ncidcnts o「

humiliation, brutality, raCism, Of、 rape, O丁torture` O丁mas-

Sucre. Some of the atrocities were committed by ARVN

Wllliam R. (‘orson,

lnc, 1%8).
The Be妬yal (New York‥ W. W. Norton & (‘o。



I38　州owerQftheDngon

troops; SOme WerC PerPetrated by Americans, both eIllist

men alld office「s. Thejr testimony makes it u-1de-1iabIy cle

that My Lai was no aberration, but a part ofoffici

Ame「ican policy in Vietnam.*

Pft. Ch種l.les Stepll…S, 101st Airbor1ヽe Divisioll:

Wc wclltしIP (川tilC hill abovc this samc v紺agc n11d we

fired dow11 Oll this village t】le neXt day whilc tl-e PeOPIc

WCrC tryillg tO bしIry tilCir dcad ‥. aIld ki=cd aI「Other

PCrSO11 ill tile Villagc… ・ There WerC tWO littlc boys

Pl種y用g o-「 。 dike il'ld (一nC SCrgCantjust took llis M-16

and shot o-1Cb(一y ‥ ・ thCOtherboytricdto「…. Hcwas l

almost out o「sight Wh… this otlrer guy. d Spec4, ShOt

this othe「 littl。 boy o什the dike" ThC little boy was

lyi-1g Oll ti-C‘ grOしIIld kicki11g, SO l-e SI-O=一im agai11 tO

make sure hc was dcad.

Sgt. Scott Cami上1st Marille Divisioll:

The Way that wc distiIlguishcd betweell Cjv航ans 。nd ;

VC’V(=一ad wel-POI「S imd civilia重lS didn・t …d a重Iybody

thl-t WilS dead was collSidered a VC. Ifyou ki11cd some-

Oile they said, “How do you kIIOW he,s d VC?,,alld the

geIleral rcp!y woしl!d bc負He,s de:ld.,, and that was suffi_

Ciellt・ When WC We一一=hI.Ough the Vi11agcs and scarched

PeOPIc the womc獲l WOし11d萱laVe all thejr cIothes taken off

il-1d thC mCll WOしIIdしISe their pc萱lises to p「obe them to

make surc thcy didll,t have :‘11ythil-g hiddcn anywhcre:

and this was rapi-1g bしIt it was dom aS SCarChing・ ‥.

* The followlng teStimonies are reprinted with the kind permission

Vietnam Veterans Again§=he War from The肋I!ler So/dier /刷e

gaIion・’An /nqw可y面0 4merican War Cγimes (Boston: Beacon Pr(

1972). Copyrlgh=972 by Vletnam Veterans Against the War, Inc.
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岬Iis was oil al compa-1y lcve上[Thc comp…y COm-

malldcri !1eVCr Sllid ilOt tO Or neVCr Said a11ythillg種boしIt

it. Thc maill thil-g WaS批正f an operatio一一WaS COVered

by thC PrCSS there werc certain thi-1gS WC WCrC書1’t sしIP-

poscd to do, bしIt i「tllCrC WaS IIO PrCSS tllぐrC’it was okily.

L/Cpl. ThOmilS Heidtman, 1st Malinc Divisio11:

Therc w:lS∴a1十aしIra Of hatc itl my OしItfit. 1 mean, il

Vict岨ImCSC there was l「。 SしICh thillg tO my …it as a

「ric11dly Viet11amCSe" Every VictIlamCSC WaS a gOOk. I’ve

hardly cvぐr hcard thc term高Victnamcsc.’’They were

always白gooks.,, There was -1O differe11CC betweel- a

good ol-C alld a bad o-1e CXCCPt that thc good o-1C at tlle

timc is carrymg llO WeaPOll, bしIt he,s stil‖air game.

. ‥ We would movc into a villagc and wc wouldjust

sit down. Wc owncd the villagc w皿e wc wcre there・

Thesc people woし一1d do what we told thcm・ Or thcy

wouldn,t bc a11owed to stay lll their own housc, Or

would bc beaten illSidc thc housc.

Sgt. Michael McCuskcr, lst Marine Division:

. ‥ a Marine had jし1St been killcd. He had been hit by a

sniper and thc∴elltirc batallion言n rcvengc・ dcstroyed

two e重ltire villages, WIPmg Out CVerything livjng, thc

pcople (and that WaS mCn, WOmCn, thcir chiidren)’a11

their livestock, buming thc huts, destroyjng thc paddies’

their gardcns. ‥ just wIPCd thcm oしIt-eraSed them.

They did not exist thc moment after the Marincs wcre

finished and thcy might l-eVer have existed.

[Another time」 we wcrc swecping across the Paddy

when this scrgeant got hit. He pulled us back and called

i-1 for napalm … We walked into the vi=e after the fi「es

bumcd down and there was an old maI=ying on acot,
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burned to dcath with his hands stiff in rigor mortis,

reaching for the sky as in prayer. ‥ aCrOSS the hedge-

row there was an old woman lying dead curled into the

fetal posjtion. ‥ An old man iay besidc her. Over the

next hedgerow there were thirty dead childreI主‥ SOme

Of them were babies. Some looked ljke they had just

been sunburned, that was a!l…. Others were just

Charrcd with thcir guts hanging out.

Pfe. Charles Leffler:

漢n January 1969 we were on a sweep.‥ through a

Se正es of ricc paddies and vi=ages in Quang Nam pro-

Vince, Whjch is just southwest of Da Nang. We,d received

a batallion order ‥ ・ If while sweeping on line and pass-

ing by friendly vi‖ages. ‥ yOu reCeived one round of

any sort from a friendly vi11age, the entire bata!1ion was

to tum on line and leve=hat village. The exact wording

WaS tO ki= evcry man, WOman, Child, dog, and cat in the

Vi11age・ This was one round from any known friendly

Vi!1agc.

Lt. Mark Lenix, 9th Infantry Division:

In November ’68言n an arca callcd the Wagon Wheel,

Which is northwcst of Saigon, While on a routine search

and destroy mission’gunShips which were providjng se-

Curity and cover for us in case we had any contact wcre

Circling ahead. Well, nO COntaCt WaS made, and the gun-

Ships got bored. So thcy made a gun run on a hootch

With mini-gunS and rockets. When they left the area we

fouIld one dead baby. ‥ in its mother,s arms, and we

found a baby girl about three years old, also dead.

Because these peopie werc borcd: thcy werejust sick

Of flying around doing nothing・ When it was reported to
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bata】lion, the only reprimand was to put the two bodies

on the body count board andjust add them up with the

rest of the dead people. There was no rep五mand; there

was nothing‥ ‥

And this is why we have to stop the war. Because not

only are we ki11ing our brothers in the armed forces’and

brothers on the other side, but we,re k皿ng imocent

people, man, innocent civilians, Who are just standing by

and happen to be at the place at that timc, and for no

othcr reason thall that, Wind up dead.

Sgt. Jamie Henry’4th Infantry Division:

It・s the policy that is important. The executions are

secondary because the executions are created by the

policy that is, l‘belicvc’a COnSCious policy within the

military. Number one, the racism in the military is so

rampant. Now you havc all heard ofthe military racism.

1t・s institutionalized言t is policy言t is SOP; yOu are

trained to be a racist. Whcn you go into basic training,

you are taught that the Vietnamese are not PeOPle. You

are taught they are gooks and all yoし1 hear is ``gook・

gook, gOOk’gOOk.・・. ‥ Thc Asian serviceman in Viet-

nam is the brunt of the same racism because the GIs

over there do not distinguish one Asian from

another‥ ‥

You are trained負gook, gOOk, gOOk・,, and once the

military has got the idca implanted in your mind that

these people are not humans・ they are subhuman言t

makes it a little bit easier to k川’em… ・ And ifyou’re

not an effective killer, they don,t want you. The mili-

tary doesn・t distinguish between North Vietnamese・

South Vietnamese, Vietcong, Civ航an--a= or them arc

gooks, all of them are considered to be subhuman‥ ・ ・

And all ol・ them canbe k川ed and most of them are
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Now thc second reason for atrocjties that occur is

because it doesn,t take very long for an infantryman in

the field to realize that he is fighting for nobody’s free-

dom… ・丁「hcy may have thought they were fighting to

PrOteCt tl-eir mother when thcy got there, but they sure

don’t beIieve that very long. And this isn・t jus=he

grunt. It’s the lieutenants言t・s the officers in the

正eld.‥.

I=alくeS Only a few months to be subjugated to the

Circumstances of Vietnam when you come to the reali-

Zation that you are no=igIlting for Ky’s freedom; yOu

are not fighting for Thieu’s freedom; yOu are not fighト

ing i、or your mother,s freedom or anybody・s freedom.

You十e just gettjng your ass shot up and a!l you want to

do isgo home.

When I was about eigh= used to ask my father what he・d

been doing when Hitler rose to power, and he would reply

that he,d been too busy trying to eam a living to pay atten-

tion. My mother would add that people didn・t know what

WaS gOing on in Germany.

Now my father,s generation shakes ltS head in dismay and

WOnders out loud how my gcneration could tum away什om

those values which ・・made Amerjca grcat.” Bu=hey never

told us that genocjde was an old American habit, that

U.S. soldiers sca量ped hundreds of Indian women and children

at Sand Creek and held up their sca]ps at the Salt LakeCity

OPera house; that hundreds more defense]ess Indians were

gumed down at Woundcd Knee, that Gen. Jake Smith
Ordered the massacre of 8,294 chi看dren, 2,714 women and

420 men on the island of Samar dur-11g the Amerjcan occupa-

tion ofthe Phi!ipplneS jn 1901.
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For me and for millions of my generation My Lai camc as

t十lC final punch in the mouth, thc end ofour i冊sions. We

じOuld no Ionge「 say we didn’t know. The day we leamed of

My Lai changed our lives.
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The thing about Con Phung Island that impressed me first

was that the children were happy.

Thousands of children all over Vietnam have been or-

phaned by the war and now survive by their wits・ SoIne Of

them work--eVery little bar in Saigon has a boy who runs

crrands and sweeps the floor一一but most of them pimp, Steal・

sell dope, Or beg. The most deformed of these kids・ SOme Of

them mutilated or burned all over, are beggars on Tu Do

street. when an American comes along they grab his legs; if

he gives something to one of them, hundreds come running.

These children aren,t children any more. Thcy are seven- Or

eighトyear-01d animals with only one concern: SurViva=f

they don・t make enough to survive by their own efforts・ they

die.

Con Phung Island was a dif「erent world. I found out about

the island from Roger Steffens, a fomer poet and actor

working for Psyops. After the Tet offensive in the sp血g of

・68, Americans sent tons Of supplies to Vietnam for

「ef`ugees工ood, building equipment・ medicine-almost all of

which was appropriated by Saigon officials・ Roger got so

angry that he went back to the Statcs・ raised several tons of

food and clothing on his own, and began distributing it to

Buddhist refugees through Madame Dzu, the wifc of Truong

Dinh Dzu, the opposition peace candidate imprjsoned by

Thieu during the 1967 election. Through the Buddhists

147
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Roger made contact with the Daojst* communjty on Co

Phung Island in the mouth of the Mekong River south o

Saigon. The isIand・ he told me, WaS agOOd place to get awa

from the war.

Before Bu Prang I had gol-e tO Laos to do a story on th

refugees from the American bombing. I found the refugee

thousands of them, in barbed-Wire camps. They were fed, b

that was all; there was nothing I‘or them to dobutsit in o

Place all day with blank starcs o重l their races. I came bac

rea11y depressed and needing a place to relax. It was then th

Rogcr told me about the island.

Con Phung, he said, WaS {1 Sa11Ctuary. It was a communit

Ofsix †housand Daojsts, a third of them deserters and the res

re書、ugees. Most of the deserters were from the South Vie

namese army・ but some were former Vietcong. The islan

existed, Roger explained, for people who wanted out of th

War, and both sides seemed to havc agreed not to touch it. H

Showed me pictures: temP漢es. pagodas. huge structures

along the shoreline, thOuSands of‘ red-rObed monks. I

Cynical言=ooked likc something out or Disneyland. I d

Cided to go see it formyself.

!t took about an hour and a ha]f in the taxi down td

My Tho・ the port on the Mekong River opposite the isIand

My Tho was jus川ke Saigon‥ hundreds of people hust=ng

begging, Selli11g things・ But as soo】1 aS I got offthe ferryboa

to the island, things were d冊erent. Nobody hustled; a§

SOOn found out, mOney WaSn’t even used on the island.

PeOPle were selトsuf書、icicnt; they WCre Vegetarjans a11d the

managed to grow enough to lted cveryone.

The feeling on the island was one of peace. The childre

took me by the hand and walked with me, laughing an

Playing. People smiled: eVen though事was an American every

body seemed to accept me.事t was the鉦st time I had fel

* Daoism is the Vietnamese version of the Chinese Taoism.
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anything like that in Vietnam・ They all addressed one

another as召brother,, or買sister,,; Six thousand people and

they seemed like one big family. l soon 「ound out they could

a= do anything they wanted to do鵜WOrk・ grOW Vegetables,

build boats-and yet somehow everybody had enough to eat.

AIong with some friends from Saigon・ I began to use the

island as a refuge. AIways. afterjust a couple ofhours there, I

felt like a new person. At night on the island we would go up

into the bell tower and listen to the gong; a huge one, made

of melted-down camon she11s, it tolled twenty-four hours a

day. All the lights on the island would be out and we would

be up high, listening to the wide, muddy Mekong flow past.

On the island everything was quiet at night, but from Kien

Hoa province across the river we would hear the war-

ar皿ery, bombings, maChine guns, SOmetimes smalトarmS fire.

Kien Hoa is a Vietcong stronghold, the place where the Viet

Minh began the war against the French・ and there was always

「ighting golng On there. Just a few hundred yards away was

the war, but on the island, eVerything was peace・

】 came back from My Lai deeply troubled. The incident

with the imagmary VC at the massacre site had shaken me‥ I

was starting to question my role as a joumalist・ I decided to

go to the island for a couple ofdays to unwind. I called Jack

Martin, the artist; Thom Marlowe; and a GI, Eric Nelson‘ for

company. and we grabbed a taxi down to My Tho.

As soon as we landed on the island l knew somethingwas

wrong. people seemed frightened. When書ran into Dao Phuc,

a man I knew from previousvisits, I found out why: the Kien

Hoa province police' and perhaps even Thieu,s own Natjonal

Police. were massing to attack the island. Apparently Thieu

was worried that the new Vietnamization campalgn might

produce a big increase in desertions` and ifsoldiers knew they

Could be safe on Con Phung言t would be a strong incentive to

desert. The police had sent an ultimatum to the leader ofthe



152　FわweroftheD卿n

island community, a Daoist monk ca=ed the Dao Dua-th
“Coconut Monk,,-Ordering him to tum back the deserters; i

he cooperated, Thieu wouldn,t attack.

The Dao Dua, however, WaS a militant pacifist. The Co

Phung community, Of which he was the spiritua=eader, Wa

intended as a deliberate symboI o書“ a peace that was possibl

throughout Vietnam.負A11 you have to do to end the war,

the Dao Dua would say, “1S StOP fighting.’’

Ea埴er the Dao Dua had gone to Saigon to present acag

COntaining a cat and a family ofmice to the American amba!

Sador. The cat had raiscd and nurscd the mice and the Da

Dua wanted to show the ambassador that if the cat and thd

mice could get along, SO COuld both sides in the war. Johri

Steinbeck IV, the writer, Played the flute outside the Ameri,

Can embassy as the Dao Dua took in the cage. The Dao Dul

PrOPOSed to the Americans that both sides go to the island

and talk it out.. The Dao Dua, Who had survived seven im」

Prisonments by various regimes, had gotten away with thjngd

nobody else in Vietnam could have done. For several years hd

had openly advocated various attempts to bring peace td

Vietnam, Offering to go himsclf to Hanoi, Or tO have all sides;

meet on the island・ He had a considerable followmg in the:

Delta region. as he was considered a ho看y man (though the’l

region is primarily Buddhist and the island community,,

Daoist); eVen the Delta provindチPolice treated him with

respect.　　　　　　　　　　　　　"∴ = ▲

This time the Dao Dua ansWered・士he police ultimatum

With a counterproposal of his own. He proposed to sail to

Con Son Island‘ the govemment concen批tion camp o什the

mouth of the Mekong in the South China Sea. 1iberate the

island・ and set up anothe「 peaceful community there.

Dao Phuc told me the poljce mig批attack Con Phung Is-

1and at any moment. That evening十Went off by myself

think. I walked out to the pier. where the boat the Dao Dua
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wlしnted to sail to Con Son lsland was moored. Bobbing gently

lll the river, lighted by an occasional flare from the ARVN

し,nits nearby言t was a hundred-year-Old junk called the

勅na, a relic of the days when piratcs roamed the South

China Sea. On the deck were about a dozen men・ all wearing

l-ed Daoist robes. Onc o丁them invited me onto the ship.

The young man` Who spoke rluent English' began to talk

Llbout the comiIlg attaCk on the island・ =It is true・’’he said;

年they are getting ready.,, Then he introduced me to the

others in thc group. a= of them members o(’thc h吻na’s

eightccn-man CrCW. They were a賞l dcserters. most of them

五om the ARVN and a few from the Vietcong. The South

vietnamese army言he young man told me‘ had a desertion

「ute or about 20 percent a year' mOre in units in congested

乞汀eaS like lhe Delta. Sometimes・ aftcr a big battle. whole

battalions would disappear. lcaving only oft‘icers and NCOs.

The raid on the island, he said. was a reaction to the govern-

_　ment・s 「ear that the whole army might run o「fifthe t‘ighting

continued. either deserting o「 going over to the Vietcong. I「

the island was attacked同1e ARVN deserters would bc seized

hy the National Poliee, tumed over to tI「e Hoat Vu」he

冊ret POlicc園丁or ‘lueStioning` and eventua11y jailed. probably

m the concentration camp on Coll Son lsland.

The young Vietnamese who spoke English was named

Nguyen Hong Long-白The Red Dragon.,, Only 27, he was the

leader of thc Long Hoa-臆書出Thc FIowcr o「 the Dragon’,○○an

underground antiwa「 organization composed o「 young stu-

d。。tS and tcachcrs (Long himsclf was a l‘ormer teacher) and

deserters. The Long Hoa put out underground newspapers,

held secret mcetings o一・ students dnd others opposed to the

war, and attempted lo coordinate resistance of Buddhist and

veterans・ groups. All activities hzld to be conducted in com-

plete secrecy because the police 「requently sent in「iltrators to

spy on the underground. 1fone member o「the Long Hoa was
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CaPtured, hc would bc torturcd ulltjl he revealed thc nam

Of others i賞l thc movement; in this way the Hoat Vuwasab

to crush opposition.

Long said thc only thing holding togcthcr thc South Vie

namese∴army-indced the regime itse=‘-WaS POlitica] repre

Sion. He told mc there were around 200,000 political pri

OnerS in the country, in concentration camps like the one

Con Son. At Con Son the prisone「s were crammed into tin

“tiger cages,,, about a dozen pr重SOnerS in each ce-」・ They ha

to s(luat in thcir own excrcment, eatjng rats and roaches t

SurVive・ To punish reca!cit「an書prlSOnerS, Long said, th

guards would pour lye on thcm from above. Dead prisone

Were Often left in thcir cages ror days.

Torturc’Long told me, WaS the other effective way o

Silencing politica] opposition. Hc described two of the Hoa

Vu’s favorite tortures, the “p!ane ride,, and the “submarineJ

In the plane ride' a Pr重SOner WaS SuSPended什om the ceilin

by his fcct and kickcd back and forth between two guards. I

the submarine・ hc was immersed up to his neck in a barrel d

WatCr and thcn the sidcs o「 the barrel were beaten until th

PrlSOner’s intemal organs ruptured. Such torture was ve]

ef、fective as a deterrcnt to political opposition.

One of the main objectives of thc attempt to liberate Cc

Son was somehow to !e=he world know what was goII

On-the tjger cagcs, the tortu「c' all of it. Although mar

newsmen in Saigon knew about Con Son, they weren,t r

POrting it. It was risky for them to writc up such storie

Dozens of newsmen-Maynard Parker of Newsweek, P巾

Brady of NBC, Don Luce・ Who eventually broke the story (

the tiger CageS-WerC eXPe!1ed for filing stories Thieu didn章

like. But government prcssure wasn’=he only reason for the/

COVeruP.

When =irst go=o Saigon l used to go to press parties.
Somc o「 the ncwsmen had d SO「t Of monthly contest to find

the most def’ormed beggar on Tu Do street. They cal】ed i+

.`Mutant of the Month”-One time the wimer was a hid-

じOuSly defomed航tle boy the press nicknamed負The Crab.,’

l soon StOPped golng tO their parties.

Not al=he newsmen were likc that` O書、 course・ There were

Illany Who really tried to gct the truth out, but o†’ten their

bureau Chicts, Who could controI whilt WaS rePOrted・ didn’t

want to rock the boat and success!、u=y supprcssed thc truth.

Bi= Mamon of 77me, for example` eVen Showed me stories

he’d filed in New York which were cither killed or rewrittcn.

So for most newsmen the choices were very limited‥ quit’

0「 te= the truth and get thrown out o「the country・ Or StarvC

t「ying to free-lance, Or gO along with thc bureau chiets while

trying to sneak in as much o†、 the truth as possible.

So I told Long that many ofus in the Saigon press knew

about the repression and torture in Vietnam but nobody ever

wrote abou白t. If l wrote about it in the Wee砂, l told him,

白rst, Thieu would never let thc newspaper on the streets;

thcn, l would bc thrown out o白he country and the paper

shut down. I told Long we could write anything we liked

abou=he Americans in Vietnam, but one mention or Con

Son or the Hoat Vu and we wcre out.

we talked for hours that night, mOStly about the voyage of

the D.aina but also about other things. Men` Long thought・

would have to change their旧estyle to survivc. We would be

forced to evoIve or we would die out.
=What new kind ofman`?,, l asked.

・・There is a bestial force in a]⊥ ofus which must be over-

1:Ome,・, he said・ Con Phung Island・ he went on・ WaS a gOOd

model of how mcn could evoIve to overcome this force. Over

six thousand people lived in harmony on the island, Which

was only about a mile square. As vegetarians・ they were

making the best use of their land to feed many people. By

not eating meat, they were becoming less bruta」mOre PaS-

sive and spiritual・ The island, he said‘ WaS like a big family in

Which every member was a part of the whole. Everyone wore
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the same type of clothes and there were no predefined role

The response ofthe island community to the government・

ultimatum was intended to demonstrate how this bestia

force could be overcome. Long felt that eighteen deserte

from both sides∴Sailing to liberate d COnCentration cam

COuld demonstrate to many people that they didn,t have t

fight・ He thought it might stir the conscience ofthe worId t

end the war.

I had seen Buddhist demonstrators machine-gunned i

1965 and I didn’t think the f砂na wou!d get amile toward

Con Son. Whi]e we talked I was watching the province polio

gunboats on the Mekong River; I was sure that even if th

gunboats did allow the砕yna to sail down to the Sout

China Sea, Thieu would never a=ow the crew to land on th

island. There was even a good chance, I told Long, that Thie

WOuld blow the f旬na right out ofthe water.

Sti11, after my My Lai experjence I had begun to ask m

Self what I was really doing in Vietnam・ I certainly was ha

lng nO e「fect on the war as ajoumalist. So I thought abot

the voyage of the H吻na, and as I sawjt, the only chance f

the people of the island was to attract so much attention tha

Thieu・ S剛smarting from the My Lai disclosures, COuldn・

arrest them a=. I also knew th種t the Saigon press, a=east th

foreign press, Cared very litt!e about Vietnamese demor

Strations, Or about how many Vietnamese were arrested

the secret police-一一and they though=he Dao Dua and hi

island a joke. But with an American reporter on board,

thought, there might be some chance o書、 gettjng press atter

tion. Fina11y I told Long my thoughts:白You have no chanc

Ofgetting to Con Son・,, I said,白but you may have achan

Of surviva=f there,s an Amcrican on board as part of t

CreW.’’Long agreed, and I becamc the eightecnth membero

the crew o白he P佃yna.

Next moming the Dao Dua assembied the island・s six thoし

Sand people` a= of them lookingvery frightened. A Buddhis
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monk sang a prayer and made an offering oforanges as a sign

that the Buddhists supported the voyage,

It was a strange moment. The island looked like a Holly-

wood set. But the National Po漢ice had real bullets in the

machine guns on thcir boats and the Hoat Vu used real tor-

ture. And the people on the island were real people’nOt

movie extras. The crew of the Pmina, Who would be turned

over to the secret police if the voyagc didn,t succeed, Were

「eal people. I had come to Iove these people; it was my first

rcal commitment to anything in Vietnam.

About ten o,cIock the Daojsts escorted us down to the pier

and we got on the boat. The竹tyna had no motorofits own,

so four sma=er boats pushed us out into the Mekong River.

We had sailed about seven kilometers down the river when

two gunboats came up fast behind us. They headed us off

and one boat drew alongside, PrePared to board. The men

were South Vietnamese sai]ors, nOt POlice, and they were

very polite and respectful towards the Dao Dua. But they had

their orders, and afier a briefconversation with the Dao Dua

they towea us back to the island.

A l‘ourteen-year-Old boy on the boa[ ca11ed Dao Phuc the

younger was the operationa1 1eader of the crew (Long made

the tactical decisions). As we were being towed back to the

island, he suggested we go on a hunger strike until we were

abIe to reach Con Son. Since there wasn’t much else we could

do, bobbing jn the Mekong, SurrOunded by gunboats・ We

ag「eed. We sent word to Saigon through Dao Phuc the elder

that the Prqina had tried to sail for Con Son but had been

tu「ned back and the crew were on a hunger strike. We

thought Con Phung Island might have some chance o†、 sur-

Viva=f the story broke beforc the police attacked.

Next day. a launch with eight men on board tied up along-

Side the P旬na,・ they were secret police and Kien Hoa

Province police. The c「ew o「 thePmina sat down next to the

Dao Dua and the secret police spokesman began his speech.
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The govemment, he sai(口1ad been lenien=oo Iong. By tr〕

ing to sai=o Con Son the Dao Dua wasopelliy breakingth

law and would have to go tojail. The Dao Dua, Who had bee

jailed twice by the Cambodians, OnCe by thc Vietcong, an

four timcs by thc Saigon govcmment,just smiled and of「ere

the secrct policc a coconut.

Long and l stood up and said that iftheDaoDuawentt

jail, We WOuld go tojail too. The reSt Of the crewpicked u

the cue; eaCh one stood up and said he would go tojail to

When we sat down, One Of the policeasked me what bu

ness it was ofmine. 1 told him that =i】(ed Vietnam and t】

Vietnamese people. I have seen, I said, What my people hal

I can∵O Ion苧er be silent about t享cri事done to yours and

COmmitted in the war. 1 knew he must be aware ofthe

Lai massacre, and of the destruction of his nation by satu「a

tion bombing; l hoped to reach him as one human being t

another.

The next moming, Long and I went for a swim. We wer

about a hundred yards away when we heard shouting fro

the Praina・’Dao Phuc had come back, bringing good neu

Reuters and UPl had carried the story of the sailing worl

Wide; this was why the police hadn’t attacked. We held

Strategy meeting and decided to sail for Con Son again, bu

this time we would have twelve sma= boats to push th

H勿na through the gunboats :md we would pack the坪加

itself、 with a crew o「 five hundred.

A= day the crew worked on a proclamation ca=ing for

Permanent and unconditiona獲ceasefire by midnight, Feb「し

ary　5-Tet, the Vietnamese national holiday. “We canno

remain indifferent to the crimes at My Lai and Hue,*’’i

Following the Tet offensive of 1968, NVA troops massacred several

§Choolteachers-Werd:these people-including govemment officials and

WOrking for Thieu. Later, maSS graVeS Were found with bodies of peo

bound and shot.
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一・,‘とId∴`丁he agony has g。ne On mしICh too Iong, ilnd too many

l-eOPle have died・ The crew, many Of whom havc fought

岬inst each Other in this w時nOW VOWilS brothers to wage a

l10nViolent war握ainst war. Ne佃er imprISOnment llOr death

w=! deter oul・ miss101l.’’

The StOry breaki11g i11 the wirぐs me{川t We WOuld have

¥¥/′Orld opl11ioll aS a WCaPO-1 Ol- Our Side, but more importallt’

1=11l`aIlt that Thieu would llOt be nble to kcep thCStOry Out

()仁the VietllameSe PreSS. Evell the il正皿ous “†’reedom o同一e

叩SS,, law, u-1dcr whicl=llC gOVe…m11t Cl)uld cIose down

…y neWSPaPer that ran a story it didl十=ikc・ COuld11’t stop

川1S StOry froln gCttmg Out.

On the day we werc to sail agai正“ol- Con Son' nCWSmen

l「om a= over the world were ol「 the islalld (eve11 the Stars and

部rlpes was there!). I iIltI-Oduce〔1 Lollg tO the newsmen and

he gaVe his specch, bu= don,t think it rea11y penetrated to

血press. Thc lleWSmen SCCmed to Iook on the crew as a

bu11Ch of deserters and dra十、t dodgers: Whe萱「 Long told them

圧e crew were白thc hrst s(`正Iiers i11 the last battle of man

照こしl11St the beast i11 h血sclf,’’they just looked puzzled.

We set sail with boatloads o「 press surroullding us. The

/)r`//Ila WaS Crammed to the crow,s ncst with PeOPle, and so

¥Vere the small boats pushing it. The police set upachain of

即Ilboats across the rivc「 to block our way, but the Pmjna

Pl()Wed right thrOugh. Like ancient men-Ofwar工he gunboats

血mmed repeatedly i富1tO Our eSCOrtS, trymg tO tum the

/),・c‘//7a arOund. One gunboat hit us so ha「d that I was sure

¥¥し士1諒lk-Wit十l Hve hu【ld「ed Daoists ol「 bo種rd. few orwhom

しoし11d swim. Finally the gu11boats [ocked onto the f佃ina and

帖ew their cng1宣1eS illtO reVerSe. Stil=t didn’t stop us工he

/)′-a/′la kept ro=ing dow萱l thC Meko-1g tOWards Con Son・

SしIddcn鵜y oし1t from My Tho came fl huge LST, a SurPlus

∧一一一eriean landing craft. Thc police swung it round in什ont or

時tied on, and began towing the ftr所~a back towards My

Th0・ As we started back、 uP On Our岨nks came several boats
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「illed with National Police, a= of them wearing helmetS, fla

jackets and camou‘lagc fatigues and carrying machine

! said to Long, `’When thcy come to tie up, let’sjumpo

their boat, and you glVe yOur SPeCCh through the lou(

SPCaker.’’We were right opposite My Tho, and hundreds d

PeOPle were on the bank watching w皿e TV cameras filme

it alL

As soon as thcy tied up alongside we leaped off the dec

Of the Prajna onto thc cabin of the police gunboat. For

moment this took them aback. As they whipped out th

guns and movcd to get us, Long began to read his speech.*

War is the oldest and greatest calamity ofmankind. Not

One year gOeS by withou=he scene o書、man killing man.

In Vietnam. war is the most protracted, With more than

One mi岨on civilian casualties und over five mi=ion

refugees. All religions tcach us to Iove our neighbors and

every man prefers peace to war, but peace sti11 is a

dream. Why is that soり

War is not created by a god or a devil but by man’s

action. It can and must bc stoppcd by man’s action.

There is no other way. And this is the time ror action. l

Since 1945. when two atomic bombs wcre dropped on

」apan. the big powers have known the danger of total

dcstruction and have compromised to remove war to the

Small cou量ltries. Since 1965. Vietnam has proved that

War eVen On its smallest sea」e is intolerable to man’s

COnSCience dnし1 dignity. Worldwide demonstrations o「

young men. M-Days 「Moratorium] in the United States,

* Entltled ``A Call for Commitment to the Youth in Vletnam and in t

World,’’ Nguyen　しIong Long’s∴SPeeCh, Wrlttell by him both m Vil

namese and English, WaS taken by South Vietnamese deserters to troo

Of both sldes, aSking them to lay down their arms,
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the massacres at Huealld Son My [My Lai] in Vietnam.

the highest rate o「 desertion ever known (20 pcrccnt

川nua11y) o-1 a= sides ill the Vietnam war.‥ a= an-

nounce the abolition ofwar. This is the time ofcommit-

ment alld ofaction for a11 peace-lovers.

War cannot continue without its supporters: tO

abolish war we only need to abo=sh the profession of

soldiers, tO refuse to bear arms and ki= ourbrothers by

command.

Today. we the eightcen fighters for peace言ncludillg

Vietnamese and Americans, rormcr ARVN soldicrs and

Communist guerri‖as, having forgotten our past to live

together as brothers, make the vow to march and spread

the call for peace everywhere` unti=he war is ellded. We

march bearing broken guns and ringlng be=s madc of

ca喜lnOn Shells to call the stray soldiers to awaken 「rom

their slumber and abandon their murderous job: al「d to

cal=he would-be soldiers to refuse to be drafted for the

killing of their brothers.

If the war cnds and if peace comes言t is not bccause

oI` WしIShington or Moscow・ Pa「is or Pekillg` Hanoi or

Saigon. 1t is because o「 you il- the 「irst insta量1Ce. You

create peacc in yoしIf OWn hcarts when you love all

peopIc and do not kill any man in aI「y CaSe工or any

We do not ki11 a11d peacc has come to ourhearts. We

wこInt that all o「us may cnJOy the same peace工herefore、

we are w冊ng to sacri宜ce ourselves‘ tO Suffer all

llardships工mprlSOnment・ tOrturC. and even death」or

()ur belief in the　血temity (一r man regardless o†’

11ationality. religioIl・ raCe Or ideoIogy.

The War-lovers hate us because they kllOW tha=hey
l‘re wrollg. The〉′ Ca11 us draft-dodgers and evadcrs・ de-

SCrters and betrayers. Bu=he world knows that we are
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the rirst soldiers 「or a humallity without war, that we

al-e the first soldie「s iI「 the lasl battle o「mal「 agains=hc

beast iIl himse用

The duthorities havc a huge machiIle O丁coercion with

their Police, Secret Sc‘rVice, Tribu皿l, Al・my, PrlSO11 ‥.

to force us l11tO the r)rO丁ession o「 ki=ing'肌ny yOung

men dal-e nOt OPPOSe that huge machi11e aS individuals.

Mally Othcrs be=eve that military servICC is a sacred oblj-

giltion. But day by day the llumber o†、 conscientjous

Objectors to a11 wars is increas1量「g, and their solidarity

around the world is becom1う1g firmer and firmer. And

day by day thc truth o白1111itary service is evident to

every man: a SaVage ki=ing among human beings.

Vietnam has su書、fered’mOrC than肌y othcr country

in thc` world, thc cursc o書、war. we dSPlrC 「Or PeaCe mOre

than dny Other people. Youth all over the world have

demonstrated agai喜lSt the war. We have the greatest re-

SPOnSibility to struggle for peacc witll all our efforts and

all our souls. We mus=u「n the worst crime against

humanity into the best drei]m O「man realized on carth:

the abolltio11 Or War.

The Viet11ameSe belicve st一-Ongly m the era of Long

Hoa’ the FIower o「 the Drago11. When the SPiritual

POWer in man sha]l ove「come the brutal force in himself,

When lovc sh種ll overcome death. when PCaCe ShaH over-

Let us realize love and peace in ourhearts today and

土’oreve r.

The Crcw ofthe Prajna, December 14, 1969

[Signed] Nguyen Ho11g Long ,

Thc police just stood岨cre a11し=istcned llS he rCad-an

Hghti宣lg WOuld take place in front o白he TV cameras.

Interl撮de　/ 6 7

t十le head o「 the Kicn Hoa provincial police and a couple of

high ofricials came onto thc /十ajna to parlcy.

Long 。nd I followed them as they climbed up to the

c「ow,s nest ofthe H旬na to talk to the Dao Durl. They smiled

丁or the TV dS if they Were Old fI-icndso川1C Dao Dua' but it

was clearly a tcrriblc Ioss o廿acc. The omcials were gctting

lousy publicity and they k-1eW it. So they offered the Dao

l)ua a deal: Ca獲l oI=he demonstration and the police would

ilgree nO=O rajd the island. We∴agreed immediately and the

POlice beat a hasty and undignified retreat.

「he Dao Dua sm主led and Long told everyone the island

had been saved. Hundreds of people started shouti-1g “H(,a

BlnhI’’-“PeaCe’’-and the crew of the H吻na went wild. a=

five hundrcd of them. We hadn’=iberated Con Son, but at

least Con Phu重1g Island was saved. Meanwhile、 the story had

traveled round the world, and Long had bccome something

or d hero in South Vietnam. It was one or the few peace

demonstrations in South Vietnam in which thc participilntS

hild cven survived, and that in jtself was something of a

Victory.

Then Long came over to me and said‥白Ifwe can’t go to

(「on son. lct,s go to Saigon. Let’s go righ=o Thieu’s palace

…d demand an end to the war.’’

〔’hi Hoa prlSOn in Saigon is an octagon about four stories

吊gh. If you are arrested in Saigo】1、 Chi Hoa is where they

hke you for interrogation. Most of the torturc in the prison

封)es on in the Hall of Photography and Pictures: eVery rOOm

O「f t十-e Hall has a table with a shock generator on it, tWO Or

three chairs, and a set of shackles on thc wa=・ From the

Oし両idc Chi Hoa looks likejust another military barracks, One

(申he countless barricadcd fortresses dotting Sajgon.

There are five separate agencjes in Saigon that engage in

torture-the Hoat Vu: thc Bureau o十’Military Sccurity; the
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Vietnamese Centra=ntelligence Service (which corresponds

to the CIA and is the American cente「 fo「 double agents); the

Mat Vu, Or Secret Service, Thieu’s own private

and the American-advised Phoenix Teams. Until Col. Robert

Rheault was accuscd of murdering a Vietnamese earlier in

1969*, the U.S. Special Forces also operated freely in Saigon

With their own team o白wo hu11dred trained Nung assassins.†

The Hoat Vu, Which comeS under the National Police,

Thieu’s private amy言s responsible ror suppressing political

disseIlt inside the country and is the most feared of the five

agencies. As well as il正ltrating the various potentially subver-

Sive groups like the Buddhist orgallizations, the studeIltS and

the vetera11S, the Hoat Vu controIs demonstrations. At this

they are very successl、ul: demonstrators are rarely heard of

agaln.

Some of these thoughts we11=hrough my mind when Long

SuggeSted a demonstration ill Saigon. I knew that holdi重lg a

demo11Stratio量l in the CaPital was 「ea11y asking for it. Bu=

also felt that the country was ready to blow: it was like a

PreSSure COOker with the lid let‘t oll tOO Iong. Only American

POWer held the Thieu reglme i萱l Place, and evcryo11e k11eW the

America11S Were Pu=ing out. The stしIde11tS and disabled vete-

rans were disgusted with the reglme・ I decided to go alo-1g.

But rirst Lollg had to get o什the islとmd. So hccut hishair

and shaved off his beard a11d with his `●wife 。nd childrell,, ill

hand. he crossed overto My Tho on the ferry while I set upa

diversio11 tO distrac=he PO=ce・ Rowmg l-CrOSS the river i11 d

boatful of Daoists, I rallg One O白he isl乙川d’s peace be11s (re-

COnStituted 「rom arti=c‘ry she= casi11gS) shOutillg “Hoa Binh’’

(“Peaceつa=he top o白11y VOice. A notillこI O†’police boats

* CoIonel Rheault and several other Green Berets were charged by the

Army wlth the murder ofan alleged double agent. A11 charges. however.

Were dropped.

† Nung lS an ethnic group m Vletnam Of (「hinese descent.
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descended on us. 1gnOring the丁erry i111d a=owing Long to

land on the mainland. They took away my be= alld tumed

back my Daoist escort, but a=owed me to proceed to Saigon.

We s111uggled Long to Saigon i11 the back seat ofa friend’s

press car. The saす、est placc lbl‾ Long言“or the mome11t' WaS

」と1Ck Martin,s apartment. where GIs often stayed and where

there were∴a COuPle o†、 carbille.∴l reVOIver alld some gre-

11ades. 1t wouldn’t be so casy for the Hoat Vu to grab Long

=le「e.

When we arrived there was a party gomgOn aSし1Sua上with

しIbout a dozen guys smoking grilSS al-d rapping. They had

hcard about the voyage orthe Prajna and thought it was good

岨1t SOmebody was doing somethiIlg tO try tO Cnd the war.

Like the maJOrity o「 AmeI-icall trOOPS I knew‘ mOSt Of

them Were disi=usio11ed with the war. Larry Guthrie worked

ill One O書、 the Army pl-OPaganda units・ gri11ding out press

l.eleases about how the AmericとmS Were Winmng the hearts

川d mi11ds o‘‘ the Viet11ameSC PeOPle by building hospitals

…d trai-1i-「g Vi=agel-S. “Sometimes =’ec=ike pu早ng on my

typewriter:, he told us・ Another砧eIld` Larry Russo. worked

i-S a disc 」OCkey with AFVN` 1md (’arl (‘oven was a chau「feur

「or a coIollel. Jack was掴。rtist.

We s種t 。「Oulld o11 CuShi。11S川d liste11Cd to Long. who

、POke vel-y (luietly abou=he philosophy o丁the Long Hoil・

Long s種id mallkind w描:lbou=o destl-Oy itse=、nlS a SPeじies

o-「 this pl種Ilet. Cither by nucleとIr WarOl.PO=utio-1 Ora COmbi一

11証oll O「 both. A仕er　川e rir`t tWO atOmic bombs were

(1ropped o-1 Jap… ill 1945、一一職n' he said・ hと一d passed the

高l-S証pol11t臆either he had to chlヽ11ge drastic川y or he

woし間not sし1rVive. Hopefu11y. hぐs高d言I=he time mall devel-

()Ped the tじCh11OIogy tl) WIPe h血s紺out as lしSPeCIC‘S言Ie

WOl同種lso c‘VOIve spiritしl捕y.

Il、 m11 is to sし廿Vive. said Long. he must do two thi-1gS丁臆「eIld

、問∴ u両dItl11ge his stylしo=i「e s() he W(川●t con血ue to

博llし1te the plこ冊t. l冊油川d 。(、 Iettil準teCh110logy rし111皿Ok・
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he must co11trOl it. But man keeps wagmg War and making his ;

Planet uninhabitable through wastc and po=ution. The big弓

POWerS’he said, have simpiy removed their wars to smalleri

COuntrics.　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　　(

I had hcard grunts say many times in Victnam that the guy

With the AK rifle wasn’t his enemy, he wasjust anotherguy

like himself.

Long was an extraordinary man. Most extraordinary. per-

haps‘ WaS that he hatcd no one. If I said anything against

Thieu, Or eVen the secret poliじe, Long would say.白They are

not our enemies.’’Sometimes I distrusted my ow萱l mOtivcs in

the demonstrations`　knowing what I was doing stemmed

from my sense of guilt after sceing the survivors of the My

Lai massacre. But Long was the most honcst pe「son I had

ever met; jt was obvious that he WaIlted nothing for himself,

that he loved even his enemies. The G量s werc fascinated: for

mostofthem it was the first timc they had cver talkcd to 。ny

Vietnamese in depth` and ure me工hey recognized that Long

WaS a rare PerSOn. He had thc same ef「ect o11 them ashe had

had on me alld on the Daoists of(「on Phung萱sla宣ld.

Long then told of his plan t、or a demonst重・ation on Christ-

mas Eve. Long and Iwouldgo toJohn F. Kennedy Squarein

Saigon言11 「rOnt Of thc Catholic C油1edra口ight candles. and

demand tha=he war be e萱lde‘l o11 Tet, Feb「ual-y 5. Printed

COPleS Of Long’s speech ca帖1g l‘or soldlCrS O丁all sides to lとIy

down their weapons∴O-1 Tet were beillg Smuggle‘1 of「 the

isla11d and delivered to both ARVN an(! Vietcong units by

deserters.

The GIs liked thc idea丁-「Americal「S …d Viet11ameSe, hun-

dreds o=hem. GIs and deserters廿()m both the South Vicト
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11ameSe amy and the Vietcong, marChing together for the

「irst time in the history of thc war as brothers, nOt aS

The risks, Of course, Were great. The American Army brass

would do everything it could to stop it・ The 「rhieu govem-

mellt WOuld never permit the Long Hoa to demonstrate

agains=he war three blocks from the nationa看palace; if“ it

did. the entire country could crupt. But there had never be-

「ore been a demonstration of both GIs and South Vict-

11ameSe. If the Hoat Vu or National Police l‘ired, aS they had

a=he Buddhists and students. and shot American soldiers,

(hc repercussions would be cnormous.

The biggest problem was getting word to the GIs‘ Since the

m冊ary contro11ed thc Stars and Sl所,eS and AFVN, but

everyone in the room agrecd to try to help.

One o士、fered to get some leanets printed up on Amy

presscs; anOther, a discjockey on AFVN` Said he would try

to get word ofthe demonstration on the air. Then Long went

off to recruit among the studcnts at Saigon University and l

went off to contact a宣l Ameriじan Civilian antiwar group made

しIP mOStly o「 empIoyecs from the re看igious social service or-

gallizations. that had been organizcd by Don Luce. Still we

had no idea h()W many PeOp看c would actually show up. I

guess we hoped for a couple hundred at best・

When Christmas Eve 「ina=y came`　We Were WOrried.

Reuters had broken the story about our proposed demonstra-

tlO宣l and ma11y neWSPaPCrS in Saigon carried the amounce-

mmt ill thC headlilleS. We bcgan to fear the police might tum

=le dcmonstration into u maJOr COn「rOntation‘ Which would

nlCiln a bloodbath.

About an hour before the dcmonstration was due to start、

Long and看drove dowl- tO JFK S(1uarC tO Check out the

police prep‘1l-atio萱「S.旧hings Iooked too bad、 We WOuld call

o廿thC demonstl-ation: O111y people who were prepared to get

紺「estcd wou】d go illtO the s(luare・
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We were staggered by what we saw. Three blocks from the

Square, llear the natioml palace. were a squadron of taIlks

and about a battalion o「 combat police with automatic

WeaPOnS. Lined up m a rOW Ot、 trucks were about three hun・

dred paid counterdemo11StratOrS,白represc11ting” the outraged

Citizenry ofSaigon, PrePared to comC in dnd bust hcads when

the demollStration started. (Thieu had eve11 brought in the

Out-Oトtune ARVN ba萱1d「-God knows why, Perhaps to drown

Out the noise of the demonstl-ation.) What was worse, the

POlice had put up a sixイoot barrier ofbarbed wire all around

the square‘ 1eavmg Only a five-foot gap for people to get ill

and out. It was a trap. 11 would bc∴a maSSaC「e if`we went

ahead.

I stopped the car ilnd told Long it would be a wipeout if

We held the demonstratjon as plamed. The Americans might

be a11 right, but if Long walked through that barbcd wire he

WOuld never come out alive. l suggestcd thとれI go in with the

Americans to do what wc could. Nobody would bk皿e Lollg

for not walking into a trap, and the underground could

Smuggle him out of the cou11try i白1eCCSSary, Perhaps across

the border iIltO Cambodja.
“I must go.’’he∴Said. Thel・e waS l-Othillg I could do to

Change his mind.

Long went off to the u11iversity` ubout.ight blocks away,

to wam the students. A few o白11em Said thcy were wi11ing to

demollStrate anyWay` alld l、iled into the s(1uilre. Meanwhile I

Went tO Warn the GIs who had galhered ut the OリerSeaS

Week小omce. Thel・e, I hellrd mOre bad 11eWS: the American

military had declared JFK S(甲冊O皿imits to military pcr-

SOnnel and confined ma11y O†’the mell tO their barracks. Only

GIs who lived in apartments could get ou=o demollStrate. I

told the GIs who had gathered ubout the prepilrations at the

Square, Warnmg them o「 the da11ger ill gOlllg m there. H種lfa

doze11 Of them agreed t。 l:Ome.

So o什we went` SeVell dg証ISt SeVerl1獲thOuS種l「d. Possibly
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never in history have so few marched against so many. But

even if we were marching to our own funerals` We Were deter-

mined to do it right. With Long and myself alld Larry

Guthrie, the GI spokesman言n front. and the others behind.

we walked proudly up to the gap in the barricades' WatChed

in silence-and probably amazement-by the Hoat Vu and the

American MPs. TV noodlights hit our faces and newsmen

marched around us-infuriated at having to give up their

Ch「istmas Eve parties for this tiny demonstration. Some were

laughing, but most were pretty angry.負I hope they kick the

shit out ofyou:, one of them told me. A friend of mine in

the press corps to]d me we,d have to do something pretty

soon or the media would nail us to the wa=.

ln fact言t wasn,t as bad as l’d feared. About nine Viet-

namese students were there什om the university, fifteen uni一

丁ormed GIs showed up besides those who had come with us'

arld there were about a dozen other Americans from Luce’s

grOup.

Luce and his people were talking and the GIs were spread

out a11 over the square talking to ncwsmen. Larry (涌thrie

had just begun to te11 the press how angry the GIs were that

the square llad been put o皿imits when suddenly a voice

boomed over the loudspeaker:待A11 military personnel have

sixty seconds to Icave this square or face arrest・’’It was CoIo-

Ilel Keator, the provost marshal, the top military cop in

SこIigon. Outside the square、 Keator had ljned up about a

dozen jeeps fi=ed with MPs, all equipped with machine guns

alld 「u= riot paraphernalia・

Keator had given the prcss something to bite on. GIs were

being denicd their right to free speech・ The troops were good

ellOugh to die for the Grcat Socjety bu=hey weren’t good

e-1OしIgh to have a say about it. The newsmen chased the

bewildered colonel aroulld the square like hounds af、ter a

rabbit, Shining tloodlights i喜l his 「ace and bombarding him

W柚(lueStions:負Who authorized you to put the square off
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limits, CoIonel’?’’“Is this your way of saying Merry Christmas

to the boys, CoIonel`?’’``How come you’re afraid of letting

the GIs ta獲k?,, Keator kept shoしIting,負See my PIO, See my

PIO [public information officer量,’’and then he would run

Off in another direction, hounded by sixty newsmen. For a

moment it looked as if a full-SCale riot would break out be-

tween the press and the military. Final]y some armed MPs

broke through to save their boss.

Larry Guthrie and I staged an impromptu press conference

On the cathedral steps. Larry told them he had been denied

the right even to go to church on Christmas Eve (the cathe-

dra=tself had been declared ofト=mits) and that the Ameri-

Can SOldiers were opposed to the warbut were not allowed to

express their views. Other GIs told the press there would have

been hundreds ofGIs at the demonstration had the Army not

declared the town off-1imits and restricted the troops to their

quarters.

We decided that our point had been made. Demonstrating

in unifom can get a GI five years injaiL Refusing a direct

Order in wartime can get him twenty. We held a quick meet-

mg and decided we had got the word out as best we could

and getting GIs busted would serve no purpose. As MPs

POured into the square, marChing off the protesting GIs at

gunpoint, I found Long in thc melec.白I think wc won a

Victory,’’I told him. “What should we do now`?,,

``Sit down’,, he said. =Lct,s light Candles aIld sing ・Silent

Night; ’’

So we sat there, the two of’us, in JFK Square in the

middle of Saigon, and lit our candles and started singing. We

Sang by ourselves ft)r a While, and then a few other people

Came and sat down with us, SOme Americans and some Viet-

namese. First there were ten people, then twenty, then thirty

gathered in the middle of the square.

After a bit Thom Marlowe came to te= us he had seen the

Hoat Vu mOVmg m.
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Although I had known him for only a few weeks’Long

and I had become very cIose. Now l knew it was the end. In a

few moments he would be in the hands of the secret police.

Before the demonstration, Long had made me promise

that no matter what happened, We WOuld not resort to vio-

1ence, We WOuld not fight back.

So there was nothing to do but wait. I turned tohim and

said good-bye and he clasped my hand. The Hoat Vu sent five

or sIX」eePS SCreeChing down to the other end of the square to

divert the press言hen another group ofjeeps came towards

us. we were still sitting on the ground singmg負Silent Night・’’

Then the jeeps came in really close and the Hoat Vujumped

us. They were fast and efficient: tWO Of them hit me・ high-

l。W like a football tackle, and four more grabbed Long. I

managed to get up, but it was too late; they were ruming

with him towards a jeep, four carrying him and two more

blocking.

Thom Marlowe got between the police and theirjeep, and

whe賞l they reached him he jumped the whole bunch. Thom

weighs about a hundred and thirty pounds’but still one of

the Hoat Vu went down. Several o「 the others started work-

1ng Thom over. One held a.45 automatic in the air over

Thom,s head, ready to split his skul上but a UPI photographer

was taking pictures, SO Thom was safe・

The four men carrying Long ran him into the jeep一

一iterally ran his head into the fender; l could hear it fifteen

yards away. Then they threw him into the bzICk of thejeep・

beating him as they drove away.

I never saw Long agaln.

Larry Guthrie and some of the other G萱s who had demon-

strated on Christmas Eve immediately wrote a letterto Con-

gress trying to get Long freed.いIf we are rea11y in South

Vietnam, aS Secretary of State Rogers recently said, tO PrO-

Vide an opportunity fol・ the peop漢e of South Vietnam to
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detemine their own future,,, La「ry wrote to his home-State;

SenatOr’Edward Kennedy,吊men likc Long should not be in

jail… ・ Long is not a person who wou看d try to forceanyone

into a predetermined future’but Long・s future now seem§

quite dete「mined・ Many of the people =alked to do not

expect to see this young Vjetnamese again.,,
“I also ask,’’Larry wrote言`that you work to ensure that

American citizen-SO】diers be allowed their right of free

SPeeCh・ and tha=hey be a11owed to create forums to give

their oplnions.”

Nothing came o「 the letters to Congress. The press kept,

thcir promise to負nail us to the wall’・・ reporting that the;

demonstration was a fai]ure・ That n-eant We COuld not rely

On American pub】ic opinion to help get Long and the others

Out Ofjail. It seemed we had achieved very little‥ Long and

four others had vanished, the press had wIPed us out, and the

Army was making sure that no inf、ormation about GIs

demonstratlng in Saigon filtered through to the gruntsi

I spent a day with Long’s sister trying to get him back

from the police, but Saigon was like /984 come true‥ though

half the intemational press corps had seen Long carried off,

the police denied hc was in prison. Long had become anon-

PerSOn aS far as the police were concemed. He just didn,t

exist.

Fccljng miserab】e・ l ho暮ed up in a friend・s apartment, nOt

daring to go outside for fear of the police・一even kept a

Carbine with me‥ jf the police started breaking down the

dooI-・ I didn,t intend to go peaceful]y.

Then one evenlng a COuP-e of days after the demonstra-

tion’Thom Marlowe came in very excited. …Have you seen

the Victnamese papers?,, he said. He showed me several; all

had bamer head=nes and pietures of the dcmonstration, All

the stories were favorab-e・ It seemed t`1at many South Viet-

nameSe newsmen fe!t that汗Americans were wi11ing to risk

their lives for peace in Vietnam, then they too would stand

up and be counted・白Thieu can,t cIosc them a11 down・’’said

Tom.白It would look too bad.・・ Thicu did dose down several

newspapers言ncludillg the major Buddhist pape「, but at least

the Vietnamese knew some Americans had been w冊ng to

demonstrate in Saigon against the wa「・

For a w佃e the Army censorship seemed more emcient.

Then one night in January’Sp5 Bob Lawrence departed from

his script on his nightly Armed Forces television show. “I

havc found out,,, he said,生that a newsc描ter at AFVN is not

frce to te1=he truth and in essence td==ikc it is. MACV
Office o=nformation has seen to it that al=hose newscasters

who are dedicatcd to their work are sent to other areas.’’

The lifer in charge ofthe station we丁1t berserk` but none of

the technicians at the station tried to cut Bob of「・ Bob went

on to glVe∴SeVeral examples ot‘ suppression of the news言n-

。uding the Christmas Eve dcmonstration.白We have bee量l

suppressed:, he concluded∴・and l,m probably in trouble for

telling, tOnight, the truth. I hopc you’11 hcIp stop censorship

at AFVN and any other American station u11der military rule・

Thank you and good-bye・’’

The Army charged Bob on some trumPed-uP eZ書「lier viola-

tion. refusing to let him see a lawyer` and fina11y reassigmng

him as assistant to a chaplain. But Lawrence had gotten his

point across and at least some o白he GIs now knew about the

demonstration. Meanwhile言he dosing of the Buddhist news-

paper had contributed to the rising wave ol“opposition to the

reglme amOng the Buddhists' and the arrest of Long and foしIr

othcrs had sparked thc rirst big student demonstration i-1

mこmy I丁lOnths' In spite ol、growlng POlicc and Ho‘lt Vu repres-

sion and midnight raids` thousands o「 students demonstrated

i-1 January l、o「 a set ol`demands・ illCluding thc release of Long

und the four others. The demonstr油on was crushed but it

was only the first i置l a Series that built up to massive rioting ln

theSPringof 1970・

My own attcmpts tO †ree Long got nowhere、 u喜1d lt WaS
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Clear tha= had become very unpopular with t一一e reglme.

About the begi…ng Ot、 February漢970, l hea「d tha= was to

be expelled. Two Amy ilgelltS hzld bce-1 Caugh=rylng to
iIl冊ate the prcss corpsin ordertospy on GIs・ dnd thc story

had brokell blg in the papcrs・ Tl丁e neWSmen aSked thc Saigon

gOVCmmel-t brie鉦a=hc l’ive o,c】ock tb冊s what wasgolng

to be dolle・ The briefer said he k-1eW nOthing about it, but

that tl「e South Vietnamesc government was golng tO eXPel

One Richard Boyie l’or負と両vjties not pertinen=o llis p「o-

1、ession.’,

As I flew out to Bilngkok, I wassure I would neverbe able

to ge白nto SoしIth Vietnam :蘭in. /クn
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白You are a= golng tO die,,, said the F「enchmal一・

白Who?” l asked.

“You are d= gomgtO die. All the AmericllnS. A= ofyou are

going to die.’’

員What・s he talking about?,, I asked the other man at my

table.
白Don・t pay any attelltion. He,s bcen saying that fordays.’’

The Frenchman Smiled and shrugged.白You are a= gomg tO

die.’’

萱t was Augus=971 and萱was in Cambodia. tryingto find

a way back to South Vietnam. We were sitting at a table

around the pool in the Royal Hote=n Phnom Penh |he

Frcnchman; a formcr CIA pilot who had quit over a heroin-

rum皿g SCandal;* and me.

The front was only twelve miles away from the Royal` a

じrumbling but sti11 elcgant French coIonial palace・ But all was

sercnc at the poo-sidc. Be丁ore the war・ tOurists had fi=ed the

hotel, PaCking tour buses o書- their way to Angkor Wat. Then

a fcw months be「ore my arriva=he Communists blew up the

Phnom Penh airport and put an end to whatcver remained of

* ・「he pllot, Who had flown cargo planes for (「ontinental from Laosto

Vietnam, tOld me he had found out about an American-bullt runway in

northem Laos to service∴a factory processing raw heroin from oplum.

Thlnklng hlS CargO COnSISted of guns and food supplies・ he opened a

Crate one day and found heroin.

183
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the tourist traffic. Now’likc the opium den frcquented by

the Phnom Penh press corps’the pooI was neutral tcrritory ln

the Indochina war・ Agents’gOVernmCnt Ofl、icials, SPICS, neWS・

men and dipIomats gathered at the poo=o sip cold drink§

and eat some of the last steaks left in Cambodia" The POOl

itself was tuming a sickly g「een because the war had cut the

Water SuPPly・ but the remains of French coIonial opulence

Were Still preserlt. ThC Waiters stood at attention in thc hot

Sun, Wajting for a snap o「the fjngers to spring into action.

I had come back to Cambodia on the offchance offindjng

a way back into South Vietnam. One day in San Francisco I

got a cal=rom Brent Proctor, Who had replaced Am Bryan
as editor of the O},er.ぐC,a5 Week4)ノ. Proctor言n S租n Francisco

On VaCation・ tOld me that since書had lcf’t vietnam the frag-

gings and general demoralization in the Army had increased.

Sometimes’he said’the GIs were fraggmg the lifers and the

lifers we「e fraggmg the GIs, Often with no immediate motive.

Most of this was not being reported by the press. We talked

for a while about my golng back. I had heard some disturbing

rumors about Long that I wanted to check out-that the

SeCret POlice had gouged out his eyes; and I also wanted to

fill(l out what was happemng On Con Phung Island. Both

Proctor and =hough=he South Vietnamese government
WOu!d try to keep me out, but there were ways tocrossover

from Cambodia. Proctor said he would he-p. so I decided to

glVe it a try.

First the Victnamese consulate in San Francisco turned me

down’and I knew 「or sure I had been blaek=sted for what

happened back in 1969. Nex= flew to Japan, disguised
myse廿as a tourist with a loud hula shirt and an Instamatic

Camera’and trjed again. This time I wasglVen a Visa. but it

Came back from the vice consul with a big員CANCELLED・・

StamPed across it.

I gave it one more try l-1 Hong Kong` Where for a price

blacklisted people could gct visas. This time =old the whole

story to a man I,dbeentoldwaseasy toworkwith. Ilethim

kt「OW I would be wi11ingto part with asizablesum ofmoney

汗he would help, but when !camebacknextday hctoldme

I was too hot. That’s when I dccided to fly to Phnom Penh

llnd settle dowll at the Royal Hotel to wait forsomething to

One day over in the pooI o十’the Roya= saw somcone I

hadn,t seen since 1965・白Do you know him`?’’asked thc

Frenchman in surpr-Se. …That,s Mataxis. He,s an American

general・ Hc runs the show here.’’
白Yes,事know:, I said.白I knew him sixyca重・SagOWhenhe

was a colollel.’’

! went over to the poo上where Mataxjs was swimming laps.

He seemed glad to see me and we talked for a while about

1965, When he had been the senior Amcrican adviser in II

Corps and had flown me over the Mang Yang P{1SS in his

chopper. Mataxis, nOW a brigadier general and the l-ighest-

ranking American officer in Cambodia・ held one ofthe most

po冊cally sensitive jobs in the Army. He∴COmmanded tl-e

U.S. Military E(1uipment Delivery 「reと皿in Cambodia-

肌uPhcmism t`or the growing force ol、 Ame「ican lldvisers.

After the coup against Prince Sihanouk in March 1970'

(「…bodia,s new ruler, General Lon No上had ca=ed for U.S.

高d. A massive U.S.-South Victnamese t`orce had crossed the

border into Cambodia to attack the NVA. In theory, Ma[axis

told me, there was to have been a pineer movemcnt‥ thc

Americans∴and thc SoしIth Victnamese were to attaCk from

亜east while the new Cambodian army dttaCked什om thcL

we高(Tlle Cambodiall army inc-uded CIA-trained (‘1DG

mercenねries什om Victnam like the Cambodians who had

、uVC‘d Bu Prang. and right-Wing Frce Khmer [Free C櫨mbodin]

l、(一rces left over from the puppet govemmellt Set uP by the
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Japanese during World W。r II.) But th。 inv。Si。n Plan ba。k_)

SanCtuaries along the border.

against the North Vietnamese regulars the Cambodians

drop their arms and run, making America once again a ma」Or

SOurCe Of supplics for Giap. Meanwhile, the Communists had

Cut Phnom Penh’s links to the sea and had taken AngkorWat

in the west. Phnom Penh was surrounded and the economy

WaS COllapsing. This was the situation Mataxis had been sent

When I arrived’Mataxis had a command of about fifty

men and was laying the groundwork to bring jt up toahun_

dred. Eventua=y hc wanted five hundred men: this number,

he said, COuld do the job. (Apparcntly the American ambas-

Sador disagreed, fearmg the U.S. might be invoIving itselftoo

荒豊露盤壷善意剖
By law’nOne Of Mataxis,s men wcre supposed to take part in

COmbat; they were there only to see that the Cambodians

used the American weapons properly. But how could they

make sure a recoil萱ess rifle was fired properly without gomg

into combat?

薬鶉轟葦葦常
盤葦豊富書誌豊詰葦計
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mander, Of the i=+atcd Americal Division. That was the divi-

sIOn in which the GIs had fragged so many ofthe officers

Then sometime in 1969, Mataxis said, the lifers began their

own fragglng against the enlisted men. The officers・ he

explained, had -ost faith in the Judge Advocate General’s

。ffice and had decided to take matters into theirown hands・

=What could I tell them?’’he asked, SOmeWhat sadly.

I had heard stories o書、 counterrragglngS before, but this was

the first time I had confirmation from a U.S. general. Thom

Marlowe told me in Hong Kong in July thatsome GIsin the

Americal Division had reported to him that some of their

buddies had been blown away by llfers in reprisa=or frag-

gi11gS. Brent Proctor of the Wee砂had heard similarreports

but found them hard to confirm becaし1Se the brass was so

sensitive on the subject.

But what Mataxis was saymg WaS SOmething cIse・ He

strongly hinted at a sort of underground movement oflifers・

a kind of white guard like the secret organizatio-1 Of Czarist

o冊cers who fought the Bo看sheviks during the Russian civil

war. The lifers knew who thc leaders ofthe GI細tiwar move-

1†1ent Were, Mataxis said, and his own junior omcers kl「eW

白whom to get.,,

白You know,,, Mataxis continued,白our army is like the

amy of the Austro-Hungarian empire in 1917.’’As defeat

loomed, that army, made' uP Of various ethnic minorities臆-

Czechs, Slavs and Poles as wc= as Austrians and Hungarians-

bcgan to break up into bickering and rebe11ioしIS factiollS.

The「e was an obvious parallel, Mataxis secmed to be saylng,

with the rise of the black liberation movement in thc U.S'

A「nly.

Later that evening wc talked about cycles in history・ agree-

1ng that America was rushing through a speeded-uP VerSion of

the Roman Emplre・ We talked about Spartacus・ the Greek

gladiator who led a revolt against Rome. With his slave army,
Spartacus defeated the best Romar- legionsこthen he marched
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O11 Rome itse帖!ilSide川e c種pitul the Sell種t。rS bllrric種de

themSeivcs illtO their v旧しS iIl te「I.Ol・. TllCl-e Were 1110re SlこIV

t血il RomaI「S, al「d tlle「e migll=)e ll SIllVe reVOl自II Rome itsc

汗、 Spi血ICllS m種rdled ilg種iIIS=he City. Fill州y the SellatO

C‘l=cd o-1 the Rom… geIle「壷to stlVe them什om the Siavc§

“We wi‖ s種ve you∴ si-id tl-C gelleluls, “i「you pily thc p「lCe.

The price was tum111g OVe「 POWCr tO tlle gellerals. The Seilat

agreed, three POWer「u上l「mies met Spurt:1CuS OutSide Rom

1川d cruslled tlle Sl種ves, …d tl-e ge-1erills臆臆I)o一一1Pey, (「冊sdr u11

Crassus took power.

But the Roman generills ltt)d becil Sure O「 their troops

thCre hi-d bec旧IO血gglIlgS iIl出e Rolmr army. Whllt WOul

hilPPe11, I askcd MatllXis同、 … America11 Sp冊tacus marChc

Ol- the seat o「power? Which Way WOuld thC army gOil、civ

War CruPted ill川c U11ited States“!

Mi-taXis though=、or 。 mOmCIlt. The flrmy, he guessc(

WOuld brcak down the Same Way描the reSt O「thecouI「try・

SOme With the i…er Clties掴d so111e ngainst. 」ust how maII

WOuld go cllCh w;ly he didn’t ki「OW.

I had heard th種t ma-1y Americ州gener症wcre privatcly

WOrried ubout i一一niljt種ry c種tastroplle in Vietnam. W冊politiJ

eal pressしIreS illC「e種Sillg the tl.OOP Withdl|lWil=ate言川d with

unti-Ame「icun 「iot白lg illCre種…1g ill South Vietn種m, the

SPeCtel● Ol’1用l描Saere O「 the lこlSt Americ種n t「oops was becom弓

川g 111CrC種SingIy 「ei正-il maSSilCre by the South Viet11ameSe

WC=　as by tl-e NVA. Wll種t WaS the POSSib冊y. I ask

Mat種xis. o白siaugIlterat the tail clld 。白he wi出

“!t could get ve「y bad when we get down to d hulldred

thousllI「d men.’’he s種id.

In J種nuary 1970、 Wllen l w種s cxpe11ed r「om Vietnam, there

had bee-1 ten Americ之… divisions il- =lC C(…而y more than

half d m岨o-1 trOOPS. Now言Il the剛of“ 1971. two yea「s

a書、ter thC Vi`ゝtmmization p(症cy had beeIl掴nOunCed. there

Were iess thal=WO Whole divisions: the lO]st Ai「borne in the
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1「Ortll alld two brigades ot同Ie First Ci-V証y betweell Sl11gOl一

冊d the Cambodi加「 bordcr. ln I Co「ps,川c Americal Divisioll

was prcparillg tO gO home.

In less tha11 tWO yeurS the Ullitcd States had pu=ed 。ut 80

perce-1t O白ts mi-nCuVer bl-ttalio-1S` yet the Soutll Vietlli皿eSe

llrmy had一一Ot i-1CrCaSed its strellgth to 「用the g種P. The Soutll

VietIlameSC had the s種mc mImber o書、 divisioilS they had il1

1965. whcn they ttlCed mi庸一ry CO11apse・ Wh種t WOl-ried

Mat種xis …d o川er Americlm ge賞le「症w種S川e possibility that

two America11 divisiollS might l-Ot bc cllOugh tO PrOteC=he

「ul=wo hundred thousand-man U.S. 「orce、 mOSt Ol、 which

consistcd of support troops a11d airme-1. The South Viet-

namesc had takcn two m可or de†’eats ill Laos und Cambodia,

…d with anti-Amcricanism at 。n :1=-timc high i-1 SoしIth Viet-

n皿申10body kncw i白he ARVN could rc‘a=y bc cou-1tCd o-1

to help. Would the South Vietnamese dic to keep Presidcnt

Thieu in powe「 when he w種s supported only by Americ細

do11ars and the t`ast-Vanishing Americall PreSenCe《?

In the summer of 1971, General Gjap had three Cl-tire

divisions hiddcn in northeastcrn C種mbodia. By early fall,

when I arrived, he had moved an en而c urti11ery divisioll

down the Ho Chi Minh traiL-rOCkcts, rCCOi=css rincs, hcavy

l丁lOrtarS, anti-aircraft guns` tWO Or three reglmentS Of heavy

weapons・ Who would protect Saigo-1 il“ (涌p dccidcd to

lしttaCk・? In 1969 the Allies had had ncarly nillC divisions pro-

tecting the capita一, t`ive of thcm Ame「ican. Now` eXCeP汗or d

few scattered clements of’the Eleventh Armored and two

brigades of the First Cav, the Amel・icans were gone. Defend-

111g Saigon were the samc three ARVN divisions that had

been there when 1 1`irst came to Victnam in 1965. Two o「the

three were amOng the worst in the South Victnamese∴army・

l白t came to a showdown, WOuld the POOr ARVN divisions

like the 18th and 25th drop their wcapons and run’aS they

had dol「e at Snou=n Cambodia? lf even the crack South

Vietnamese t「oops-Marines, Airbomc and Rangers First
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Division-置Were rOuted in Laos ill 1970, What chance would

the sIoppy 25th havc agajnst thc best ofthe NVA?

After three or four wecks sitting around the POOI o=he
Royal Hotel’I became friendly with the son ofa high-rankingl

Official in the Philippine embassy who told me his govem工

ment did favors for the Vietnamese and the Vietnamese did(

favors for them. After awhile I broached the subject

Visa. “That’s easy,’’he said.

“But wait a minute」’m on the top oftheir shit list.’’

After some discussion he rccommended that I invite the

South Viet_namese consul out to dinncr and ply him with

drink. That, he said, WaS the Asian way. So I bought two

bottles ofJohnny Walker Black Label and we took the consul

Out tO dinner at the restaurant in the Royal, the best in

Cambodia.

We got drunker and drunker as the evening progressed and

fina=y I took out some grass (lega=n Cambodia) and asked‘

the consu=f he had ever been stoned. No, he neverhad. Did

he want to try it? Sure, So I fi11ed a pipc and turnedonthe

South Vietnamese consul. The consu=ook the pipe and blew

through it, SPraying burmng graSS a= over the room. After

awhile he figured it out and started sucking. A litt獲e later his

assistant carried him out ofthe restaurant.

Next day, When I went to the consulate, the assistant told

me, “He’s so happy he’11 sign anything.’’Since the blacklists

Were Checked at the airport量sti1寒had no guarantee ofgetting

in, but at least I had avisa.

I knew I couldn’t get in by commercial plane so I tried、

another approach, tOgether with an American woman who

WaS a Stringcr for a U.S. magazine. The Vietnamese major

heading thc PR operation was crazy about her, and she was

trying to get him to fix a佃ght for her on a South Viet-

namese Air Force plane to Saigon. Eventua11y she got the

maJOr tO arrange it, and I went too.
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We landed somewhere out ill the boondocks and as sooll llS

I checked with friends in Saigo賞l I found out thillgS had rea=y

changed. The political situation was very shaky and the

govcmment had started a crackdown. Since my vis種had

11eVer been stamped for cntry I was i-1 the count「y i=cgally

…d could be arrested at any moment. I dccided to fly back

to cambodja and come in ovcrland.

Even though the war was sti11 gomg on and some ofthe

territory bctween Phnom Penh and Saigoll WaS disputed. you

could get a cab d「iver to take you to the border ifyou paid

…Ough. So賞shellcd out the money andgot aride toabordcr

crossing too small to have a black看ist. My visa was stampcd: I

was in lega=y.

Grabbing a motorcycle bus =ina=y made it to Saigon. I
discovercd what my fl-iellds had said was right‥ Saigon looked

ready to expIode.

、ym
「
丁
10



Outside ou青- w用dow. d。WIl below oI「 Nguyen Hue street, th

l「0isy cycios. with thCil“ allCient. clこInki11g C11g川eS. SPu

aroし川d the Circし直r †’oし1青1tilill.丁here were hu11dreds o十、 Honda

Oil Le LoI Stree=lし1111millg PaSt the St種tしIe O白wo South Viet

nm教leSe SOldic`rS.

“Here they COme、’’I cil11ed to Do11 Johnson. whose 。Part

me11t WC‘ Were W:ltChing 「「oIll.

There Were huIldreds of、 tlle皿They wore∴Steel helmets

mottlcd browll CamOun握e 「と1tigues a11d flllk jackcts, and cac

O11e had a wicker-basket shield一丁hcy were the Nationa

Po=ce. Thcy beg川I CIosi11g O書、白hc s(1ui汀C below a11d blockin

t「種什ie.

Don cllme tO the Willdow to Iook oしIt. “Thcy’「e getti

re種dy. We be=e「get gol11g.’’He sti両e〔=o IoとId his c種mera.

Doll Joh11SOil、 u N値)川,C,C,ん　corrcspondent, had the b(

こIPartmei「白11 SlligoI=‘or watching riots, rOCkets und firefigh

It had oncc beloIlged to Francois Sし111y, anOther NelVSWCC

COrreSPOndent. whO WilS k用ed iI1 1 COPter CraSh. Once whil

Su=y was havlng il P:lrty, d rOCket blew up a garage across th

StrCC‘t (bu=he pi両y coll五皿Ied). ln Augus=97上l man ha

bu「lled hinlSC11、 t() dcilth rigllt Oし1tSidc` thc‘ Window. He wa

holding ll POSter O「 Prc‘Sident NixoII With 。 Hitler mustache

The Niltional Police 】oこ1ded their weapollS With tcar-ga

Pr(カectiles aIld beg… tO PしISh the C「OWd bllCk.
“Hear thilt?’’Don silid. 1t was the loLld popping sound of

tcar-gaS She=. Thcn t川Other. =ookcd out the window an
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s種w hulldrcds or Viet11u皿Se rしm…1g」t looked like oIJ

lleWSreels of佃e RしISSiim RcvolしItioil, With (’ossacks chaSmg

the CrOWds. Wc coしIId llea「 mOi・e ShOtS ilS We rilCed down tlle

st種i「s.

It was September 18 dnd the South Vietnamese pres主

deIltial clectioll WaS tWO Weeks∴aWily. Ever sillCe Presidellt

Thieu hnd forccd out his two oppoIlelltS 「or =le P「CSidency臆

Vicc Prcsidcnt Ky …d Gel↑Crn仁`Big’’Millh the N種tiol同1

音)(川ce were c‘VeryWhc`re. A 「ew weeks b証)re, Thieu hild coil-

so=datcd thc various policc iしgellCies illtO 。 POWer… o~1e-

hし用dred-tCIl-thousand-m即=‘orce臆11Ot d PO=ce rorce, rea=y,

but il Privatc 。rmy uIldcr Thieu’s comma11d.

Whell it bccl-me ilPPare-1t that Thieu would go油ci-d with

lhe One-man C看cctiolトdespite collSidemble pressure from the

Ame「ica11 gOVCmment臆-South Vietl111mCSe StudelltS, VetCr…S

:llld Buddhists had takcn to the streets to battle thc NatioIlal

Po看ice. Thieu’s riot troops had bee11 uble to shOOt down stu-

donts∴and Buddhists, but now some Or the leade「s of‘ the

South Vietnamese lcgislature wc「e mllSSing to protest. Legis-

1こ1tOrS and other POWerful politica=eaders hnd takcll tO the

StrCetS tO dcmonstr:lte agains=he dictiltOrShip ln Vietnam・

This was the most serious opposition Thieu had ye=‘aced.

Down in the strcet Don dnd I could see岨e Ni面onal Police

「剛Ig tear gaS into i- grOuP O「!egis旧ors・ Combat police were

rlPPlng down unti-Thieu b種me「s und bezlti-1g demonstrators

With Clubs. An assemblyman, Ly Qui Chung, had been hit by

種steel tear-gaS She= about foしIr inchcs Iong…d was bleeding

b種dly.

From the terrace o「 the Continelltal Hotel across the street

五〇m t†le National Assembly, neWSmCn WerC‘ WatChing the

1しtti‘Ck on the lcgislators. Pointing out t宣-ejoum鉦sts, a POlicc

eaptain ordered his men to open 「ire ut dlmost point-blank

runge・ Swirling cIouds o「 tear gas l、剛ed the tcrracc i-S thc

gagglng joumalists rと1Ced jnsidc tbr safcty. As the National

Police cha「ged the ncwsmcn, Don and I cameしIP behind
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them, Shooting pictures. 「rhe po=ce captain spotted me and

ordered his men to fire. One tcar-gaSShcll missed my head by

about four feet, CraShing against thc side o「a building.

They kept 「iring. Don and 喜　tried to make a run for,

Nguyen Hue strect, but we were cut off.量was ahead ofDon,

running as fast as I could’When l heard him cry out. Itumed

and saw he was limpmg badly. As he tried to run, hobblingm

great paln, a trOOPCr in !lakjacket and hclmet took aim at his!l
head. ! ran back to glVC him a hand. My eyes were watering

and my lungs bumcd. 1 kept spitting, but l couldn’t get rid ofl

the taste; it was like after you vomit. Rubbingmy eyesonly‘

made the pa重n WOrSe, and l kept gaggmg.

Squads of secret police were roaming the square trying to`

pick off stragglers from the demonstrations. A car raced up

to two terrified women, tircs screeching, and a squad of

police jumped out. GIoria Emcrson and Tom Fox ofthe New

York Times saw what was happenlng and ran over. As th

POlice cIosed in to seize the two women’a CaPtain t「ied t

block my camera lens with his hand, bu= managed toget th

picture. Then he ordered his men to fire at us with tear-gaS

Shells from a distance ofa few yards.

Tear-gaS grenades--made in USA-Were eXPIoding a11・

around us. One correspondent fe= to the ground but some

us managed to pick her up on the run as the policc chased us

about a hundrcd yards down the Street, firing at our backs.

Thieu had crushed the demonst千社tion; he wou看d do almost

anything to hold power, and now everyone knew it. Withina

few hours the universities in Saigon erupted, SParking battles

all over the city. For the students it was now or never. Ifthey

let Thieu get away with smashing a demonstration of the

most powerful politica=eaders, they would have little chance

Of ever topp]ing the reglmC.

Don and I went to Van Hanh University. There, about
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three hundred students had barricaded themselves in the

four-StOry building. ln thc command center, the students had

tacked up a photo of Thicu. Undcr the picture wcrc the

words “7t,n bac Nuoc”.. “He sold out our country.’’

Outside, SurrOunding the university, dbout a thousaIld riot

POlice were laying siege. Students, With rocks了irebombs and

SPearS, had beaten back thc first attack and the street was

ljttered with debris.

The students fought bravely agamst the heavily armed

Natjonal Police, but they paid a heavy prlCe. Onc of the

students was shot through the head. A young Vietnamese

woman cradled him in her arms, rOCking him as shc would a

baby, her pretty white ao dai splattered with blood.

Now it was quiet agam at Van Hanh. Thc students began

剛ing moIotov cocktajls and sharpening spears.

At one A.M. the National Police attackcd. ln a few hours it

was a11 over. The students werc rounded up and carricd off to

thc ce11s ofChi Hoa.

In the coming days, aS the secret police roundedし1P hun-

dreds of students, Buddhists and vete置・anS, rjoting increascd.

North of Saigon, Studcnts and vctcrans battled Thieu’s

。rmOred unit.喜n Hue they cilrried posters showing President

Nixon, blood dripping from his 「ingcrs, Sittjng on a pjle of

V]etnameSe Sku11s. The inscrjption reild simply: ``N賞XOn’s

Vietnamization.,,

After Thieu ordered his Natjonal Police to shoot down

demonstrators, his own rubber-StamP Scnate which had

never opposed him bcfore-rOSe uP and言n a dramatic but

fut=e gesture, VOted 28 to 3 to demand that Thieu stop the

One葛man e喜ection and quit. As thc political sitしIation

deteriorated, Thieu becamc more and more tyran-1ical, CIos-

1ng down thirty-four newspapers in onc ten-day period and

Ol、dering his men to bcat IleWSmen dnd seize thcjr film.

By the cnd o丁September a旧hc grass-rOOtS OPPOSjtion had
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becn crushcd. Thieu had bcaten dc‘mO11StratOl’S, Ordered his

し「oops to 「ire, Sho=cilr gaS i-t his own Senate・ and even葛

brought in tanks・ You can,t 「igh=anks with mOIotov cock-

tails and rocks. As the Octobcr 3 clection date ncared, Only

onc man in the country h種d cnough POWCrtO take on Thicu‥

Vice President and cx-COmmander of、 thc Air Force Nguyen

Cao Ky. Ky had onc thingthe othCrSlackcd: his own privatej

army o「 Air Forcc commandos.

In late September Ky amOunCed言I maSS 「a=y of a= dissi_

dent forces outside his vi=a, about four blocks from the

National Palacc. Saigo書l buzzcd with rumors: Ky’s troops

wcrc infiltrating thc city, hc was golng tO mareh against

Thicu, backcd by the Air Force commandos' Ky bccamc the

man ol、 the hour. Hc began making overtures to Gcneral Big

Minh, the man who had ovcrtl一「OWn Dicm. A squad of dis置

abled veterans campcd outside Minh’s house with posters

reading白Ifyou don,t act, history w刷condcmn you.’’

On the momlng Of the demonstration one hundred fi担

pcople gathered outside Ky,s villa. Surrounding the blocI

were hundreds of National Police. Early in the day, disable(

veterans supporting Ky began taunting the police, trying t(

provoke a confrontation. The veterans set up barricades

threw rocks, and poured buming gasoline in the streets.

Thieu,s police, WCaring camoutlagc fatigucs and flal

jackcts and carrylng M-16s. 1ined thC StreetS likc robots

rcfusing to bc provoked. Morc and morc po=ce kept pourin】

in, blocking off the appro:一ChCS tO Ky’s vi11a.

About a hundred o書“ Ky,s troops arrived, SCreeChing up i重

jecps mounted with machine guns. The tⅥ′O grOuPS faced off

Ky,s army against Thieu's army’With thC VCteranS and abou

fifty newsmcn in thc middle. A vctcran with onc leg bega重

screaming at the police, taunting them' Shc’uting that he gav(

his leg fighting the VC while the police hung around the

capital doing nothing. He wasjoined by another veteran, this、

one with only onc arm. Carrying a machete in hisone hand,、
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he screechcd at the top ofhis lu11gS at the NatioIlal Police:待賞

gave my arm, l’m going to take one of‘yours.’’

The police he量d back, nOt knowmg Whcther to shoot,

because Ky’s troops wcre backing up the vetcrans with

machine guns. Then the one-armCd vcteran walked up to the

COmmander of the National Police, WaVing his machetc. Sud-

denly he slashed at t書le COmmander’s arm, breaking the skin.

The commandcr jumped back and grabbcd hjs al.m,

Shocked. A police unit set up a.50-Calibcr machine gun. Now

both sides wcre ready, SeParatCd by about a hundred feet,

With the newsmen in the middlc. “It’s going to blow any

minutc,’’said Don Johnson.

Jus=hen a black limousine arrived carryiIlg a man in cler主

Cal cIothcs一一SOmebody high in the Catho!ic Church. The

Cleric went into a huddie with the Natjonal Police, managing

to persuade them to back off and so defusing the confronta-

tion. The veterans had failed to spark a fight.

Ky, Sitting outside his vi11a in the rain, looked worried.

More National Police were commg m eVCry minutc, and sti11

Big Minh had not shown up. Eventua=y Ky got up to make

his speech. In ef「ect, hc backed down: he askcd everybody to

boycott thc e!ection. The dcmonstrators went home and it

WaS OVer. The iast thrcat to Thieu was gone.

As the date for the Octobc「 3 p「csjdcntial cIcction nearcd,

anti-Amerjcanism in South Vietnam grew. American cars

Were bumed in the strects, GIs were attacked by mobs, and

by the end of September American soldiers were bcjng fired

at by civilian snipers. Demonstrato「s blamed the Americans

for keepjng Thieu in power against thcir wjshes. To many of

them, Thieu was the greatest traitor in their nation’s history,

more hated even than the Bao Dai, the puppct ofthe French.

Thieu jn tum resorted more and more to tcrror, and riots

against American presence csca!atcd. The spectrc of a mas-

SilCre Of U.S. troops by t宣le Vietnamcse people caused the
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U.S. high command to rcstrict all GIs to their bases during

the election. The U.S. Army even had a contingency plan to

fight its way out of Vietnam agains=he South Vietnamese

army as wc11 as thc Communists.

Meanwhjle, the North Vietnamese opened up an offensive

timed to coincide with thc South Vietnamese election.

During the late summer, Giap’s guns had opened up on the

South Victnamese positjons along the northern DMZ. A什er

the fa= of a firebase the South Vietnamese command rushed

Rangers, Marines and Airborne troops to the DMZ. Together

with crack clements of the ARVN First Division, in Sep-

tember the South Vietnamese mobile reserve launched a

much-Vaunted “counter-Offcnsive’’against thc North Viet-

namese. But while the press rcleascs cranked out daily in

Saigon told of ncw ARVN zldvanccs toward Khe Sanh, SOme

American generals wcre becomlng quictly worried・ The

highly publicized invasion force simply couldn’t 「jnd any

North VieLnamese. Where were they`?

Some members of the press corps suspected the fighting

along the DMZ was a fein=o covcr a buildup aimcd at Tay

Ninh province, the traditiona=nvasion route to Saigon from

the north. In September I asked the American ambassador to

Cambodia at his weekly briefings: “Have you detected any

morement of the NVA Fifth, Seventh and Ninth divisions

toward Saigon?’’He looked puzzled and tumed to his aide.

After a short conforcnce, the ambassador said ``No.’’

Thcn Giap began movlng his forces. Earlier in the ycar,

when his troops took the key Cambodian JunCtion town of

Snoul from the South Vietnamese, Giap captured enough

hardware to outfit an cntirc l-egiment. Now he began moving

toward Tay Ninh. In late Scptember, North Vietnamese sap-

PCrS launched a five-PrOnged attack on South Vietnamese

positions around Tay Ninh city, killing twenty-tWO ARVN
and losing sixty-Six or thcir own mCl「 (according to the U.S.

Army).白1t was an amateurish job,’’scoffed the senior U.S.
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adviser for the ARVN 25th DiVision. “Thc North Vietnamese

even she11ed thcir own men.’’

A f‘ew days later, at aboul three A.M. on Sunday, Sep-

tember 26, CIcments of the Fifth NVA Division opened up a

heavy barrage o「 82 mm mortar 「ire on Krek, a rubbcr planta-

tion town and thc last major South Vietnamese oしItPOSt in

northeastcm Cambodia. After the barrage, SaPPerS Of the

Fifth NVA Djvision hit the South Vjctnamese Fifth Rangers

and the 25th lnfantry Division, bしIt thcy were beaten off.

Supporting the South Vietnamese dt Krek were four long-

range U.S. arti=ery rifles at a small base ten miles south,just

three hundred meters from the Cambodian border: Fjrebase

Pace. Thcse big guns, Wjth a range of ncarly thirty miles, WerC

vital to the de篤nse ol、 Krek--and Krek was vital to the

defense of Tay Ninh. Pacc, Krck∴I“ay Ninh: these were the

key posts that defended Route 22、 thc road to Saigon. With-

Ou=hose big guns at Pace言t was doubtfu=hat Krek could

hold out. Bccause the South Vjctnamcsc had no troops

trained to handle these guns, the U.S. high command was

f、orced to commit onc hundrcd American arti11erymen to man

them. Could thc Amcricans trust thc South Victnamese to

PrOteC=he gunners? Or would thcy have to bring in more
U.S. troops? To admit they didn’t trust the ARVN would be

a blow to “Victnamjzation;’To Iosc onc hundred Americans

would bring about disastrous political consequenees at home.

A few hours after the attack at Krck, thc North Viet-

namese opened up on Pace with a heavy barrage of mortar

firc, WOunding abou=en Americans. ln thc days fo11owing,

the North Vietnamcsc pressed thc attaek. The South Viet-

namese hurled massive量lumbcrs of reinforcemcnts into the

battle言md even clements o=he U.S. First Cav and Elevcnth

Amorcd Brigade were rus量led to T種y Ninh to prevent thc

NVA 「rom brcaking through the ARVN defensc`S and reach-

1ng Saigon. In its dispatcheS, UPI was ca11irlg the battle onc of

the biggcst in the war, nnd =le StOry WaS maki11g head=nes in
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tllC States. But no onc knew what wasllCtua=y happemngat

thC f、ront. only onc photographer was zlble to ge=o Pacc and

then for only a 「ew hours. Most o十川c rcpol・tS Zlbou=hC

battle cllmC from thc commalld center in T種y Njnh Or from

thC当、0旧cs’’iil Sdigon.

As the October 3 cIcction 11Cl冊d, mally in Saigon fcared

that =、 the Tay Ninh t‘ront co=apsed, POlitical discontent,

alrezldy scething, might CruPt. The threat Of three crack

NVA divisions marChing on Tay Ninh臆臆臆POSSibly even on

Saigon whilc the population was riotjng tcrl・ified both U.S.

and ARVN military stratcgists。 Ncw rumors o十、 NVA sappers

and weapons inf、iltratcd Saigoil, a11d Thicu rushed thousands

O白iot troops to the capital.

Pace was the come「stone o書、 thc de†ensc. Without its big

guns, thc South Vietnamcse fighting in C種mbodia would be

Vulncrablc. Il、 Pace fe=, Tay Ninh could bc next, and

thOuSands of ARVN troops wou漢d be trapped in Cambodia.

On Friday, October上! wenしto the five o’cIock fo=ies. I

had bccn to hundrcds of thesc` SCSSjons, and they were always

the same: :l major or coIone=n slarched fatigues would get

up to thc Icctem and in a du= monotonc describe the dlly’s

actions. That a「temOOn the bric「er got up and said that the

South VictnamCSC had dcfeated the North Victnamese at

Paee, SCnding thc NVA limpiIlg back into Cambodia. This is

What the prcss rcportcd to the American pcople, alld in a rew

days Pace was forgo"e喜l.

/勿ee
I was havmg a beer at one o書、Tu Do street’s g輔e bars with

Dieter Ludwig, a free-lancer for UPI. Dieter had just come

back from Tay Ninh, Where the fjghting had been golng On.
“Something doesn’t add up,’’he said in his thick German

accent. “萱don’t think they want us to get into Pace. There

might be something happemng uP there.’’I agrced. So I de-

Cided to try to get into Fi「ebase Pace.

萱t wasn’t so casy getting into bases in 197重. In 1969 l

COuld drive up to an Army base in my car, Show my press

Card at the gate, and talk toanybody. But now when a re-

POrter Went OntO a base he was met by a pub賞ic information

Officer. If he said he wantcd to do astory on, Say, GIしmreSt

Or dope use, the PIO would sla= hjm off: “Well, Certainly

you can talk to the GIs. You can talk to anyっ11e yOu Want tO.

Ijust have to be present.’’

Shortly be「ore I’d rctumed to Vietnam, John Peterscn, a

reporter for the O)・erSeaS肌,C,kbノ, had done a story on the

Army’s new heroin dctoxification ccnter at Cam Ranh Bay.

Petersen had sneaked into the ccnter and talked to the GIs

Without the Army’s knowIcdge. Hc found out that the troops

COuld get a= the heroin they wanted inside the center. In-

StCad of drying out, GIs sat around smoking smack. Wo】-SC, he

書、ound ollt that GIs inside thc center wcre getting the names

Of heroin dcalcrs in the States so they COuld keep up their

hilbjt when thcy got back.

209
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The Army reacted to Peterscn’s story with a violent attack

at thc five o’clock fol]jes. (“Mr. Petersen’s actjons were not

authorized by a military officjal,’’said the officia獲spokes-

man. “This act is being lnVeStigated by headquarters vis尋-Vis

the authorities.’’) The blast at Peterscn was part of the

general harassment ofjournalists; yOu COuldn’t just go onto a

base and interview GIs anymore. If you wanted Army trans-

POrtation, yOu had to te= them where you were going and

Why. And ifthcy didn’t want you to go, yOu didn’t go.

In spite of the c]ampdown, I managed to get asfarasTay

Ninh by Army hclicopter. Therc the South Vietnamese

Public information officer f。r the　25th Division said he

WOuld try to get mc into Pace. Another」Oumalist, a French-

man, WaS trying to get to Krek, SO they got a chopper to take

us both.

We never made it. When our helicopter tried to land at

Pace, the anti-aircraft firc was so hcavy the chopper pilot

abortcd thc mission. Instcad wc landed on Routc 22, the

highway between Krek and Tay Ninh, tO Pick up South Viet-

namese wounded. There were many of them and they

jammcd into our choppcr, huddling together. A Huey is de-

Signed to take six, maybe seven, PaSSengerS, bu=here were

thirteen in our chopper and more waiting on the road. It

didn’t look to me as i白he battle was over, nO matter What

they reported at the fo岨es.

``l am sorry we couldn’t get you in, but we’11 try

tomorrow:’said thc South Vietnamese public information

Officer with a grln. The ncxt day, October 4, We tried agam;

again our chopper was diverted to pick up wounded. There

Were eVen mOre WOunded on thc road than the day before,

Three times we landed to pick thcm up and each time there

Were mOrC Waiting. Sometimcs we took ground fire, thick

OrangC gOlf ba=s flying past our chOPPer,.51-Ca]iber bullets.

The ARVN troops in our chOPPer Were nCar Panic cvery time

thc No「th Vietnamcsc opcncd up on us.
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“I’m so sorry we couldn’t get you into Pace. We’re havjng

bad luck, it secms,’’said the ARVN PIO, Sti= sm掴ng.

“書’d stil=ikc to try again.’’

“It’s IJP tO yOu,’’he said.

After several hours, the PIO l‘eturned and said, “I got a

Chopper for you, gOing into Pace.’’

It seemed colder than usual in that chopper. I was the only

PaSSengCr.
“This is Pace,’’said thc South Vietnamese pilot as his

Chopper hovered over a barren strip of brow喜1 earth along a

muddy road.

賞jumpcd out ar丁d ran for cover, tO the dmuSement Of

several South Vietnamese soldicrs watching me.
白Is thjs Pace`?’’

The South Vietnamese commander of the mechanizcd

Squadron guarding the road gave me a fumy look. “You’re jn

Cambodia,’’he said.

“What do you mean, Cambodia,’’I ye11ed. “Where in the

fuck js Pace?’’

The ARVN major pointcd down t十Ie rOad. “That way.

three kilomcters.’’

“Is it sa「e to walk?’’看asked, and agam he gaVe me a

Strange look. 1 asked汀I could talk to the Americans al Pace

On his radio and he agreed.
``Can I reach Pace by road-OVer?’’ I shouted into the

「adio.

“That’s a negative,’’came the reply. adding therc were

“bcaucoup NVA’’bctwce11 the South Vietnamese∴armOred

Squadron--about fifteen armored pcrsonnel carriers--and

Firebase Pace, and that I’d be crazy to try to walk it.

``Can you take mc?’’I asked the ARVN major.

“My orders arc to stay hCre. But we’ll get a he]icopter l、or

you in a few hours,’’he promised.

Two more days passcd. The armored squadron avcraged

about a hundred rounds ofincoming a day. The crews on the
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South Vietnamesc armored personnel carriers couid hear thc

rounds Icaving thc North VictllameSC mOrtar tubcs and had a

few seco11ds to scramhlc jnto thc trilCks (APCs). A direc=lit

WOuld ki= everyone in thc track, but jt was better than stand-

1ng OutSide.

On the first night the ARVN major let me sleep in his

track, buしOll the next nigh=le tOld mc ! had to stay outsidc.

“Therc’s nothing to worry about,’’he Said. Hc smiled likc the

Public information o「ficc「 at Tay Ninh.

On the third day I was bcginning tu gct a little toudly.

What iroIly, =hought. “Writcr offed by North Vietnamese

mortars.’’They’d even have witnesses and “Madc in China’’

Shrapnel pieccs to pl・OVe it.

“I want the fuck ouしOf hcre,’’=’ina11y said to the ARVN

major. “Te11 your com1丁1allder tha=’m walking out of here

today.’’He smiled and said it wasup to mc.

That day one of thc South Vietnamese had his arm shat-

tered by an AK round and the maJOr Ca=cd for a Medevac.

When the choppc‘r tried to land, the North Victn租mcse

OPenCd up with a s:llvo or mortar rouIldsand thc helicoptc「,

a Jo=y Green Gant, tOOk off, leaving the ARVN woしmded on

the ground. I was begimmg to bclievc l’d ncvcr lcavc that

placc.

The ARVN cavalry was just oi=hC O川erside o十、the Cam-

bodial「 border. about t】1ree kilometers 「rom Pace, and cach

evening we had a fascinating light Show. We could hear the

arti=ery from Pace’s big gullS Whistlc overhcad and see the

a「ching trace「s †’rom thc Spooky gunshlPS. The seven-

hundred-f‘ifty-POund bombs shook the earth and sent out

Shock waves. One njght there werc two B-52 strikes, and the

earth heaved as if in agony. Throughout a= this the South

Vietnamese cavalrymen never fired thぐir weapons. They

WOuld just sit up on their tracks, PaSSing their dope in home-

made water pipes, and watch the war, llke spectators at a

football game. They would comment when a napalm bomb
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bi11owed spectacularly and duck inside whe11 a North Viet-

namese mortar round hit too cIose, but they took nopart in

the fighting.

The Soし1th Vietnamcsc troops Iooked upon me as a

Curiosity. They were vcry frjendly, Sharl11g tlleir food and tea.

They laughed openly when　=ook the first draw on their

Water Pipe made out ofa GI peach can.

We ate we=. We even had deer one day to go with our

Steady diet of rice, Chopped leaves and cam1ed tuna. The

South Vietnamese troops, Who wore only underpants, lived

Off the land. They could get by with only one resupply

Chopper a week, W皿e the Americans needed thi「ty.

By listemng tO the track commallder’s radio and watching

him mark his battle map’書could figurc out what was happen-

ing. Every time a new North Vietnamese position was

Sighted, the major would put a red dot on his map. By the

third day his map Iooked like it had chjckcn pox. I could

easily te]l that the batt]e was not gomg We11, despite what the

South Vietnamese were say]ng. The North Vietnamese, I

COuld hear on the radio, Were takjng a heavy toll of U.S.

Cobra gunships over Firebase AIpha in Cambodja. The South

Vietnamcsc have no Cobras, SO they have to use American

gunships for support, but the NVA had brought in an arsenal

Of.51-Caliber machinc guns and evcn some 37 mm ack-aCk

guns, Which can knock down helicopters with relative ease.

On one day alone, October　6, the Americans Iost three

Cobras over AIpha. This, Of course, WaS neVer mentjoned at

the Saigon follies. (=ater confirmed this with the air con-

tro11er in Tay Ninh and Major Cat, an ARVN Rangerwho was

there.)

On the aftemoon of my third day with the South Viet-

namese, One Of the merl tOld me a Medevac chopper was on

its way in. I could go back to Tay Ninh that evenlng. As I

left, the ARVN major smiIed. “You’re a very lucky man,’’he

Sと書id.
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Back at Tay Ninh l decided no=o depend on thesmiling

ARVN public information man aga上n, bu=o try a different

way.萱was wearing regular U.S. Army fatigues without any

markings. I had already shaved my beard and cut my hair, SO

=ooked like any other GI. Wandering out to the helicopter

Pad, l talked with some South Vietnamesc pilots.
“Anybody going to Pace?’’I asked.

“Yeah, that arti11ery major.’’said a chopper pilot in a

jaunty black flight suit.暮asked the arti11cry major ifI could

ride along and he agreed.

It was my fourth try to get into Pace and,aS OurChopper

neared.the besieged base, I asked mysclfagain汗it was rea=y

worth it. No matter how much I wanted to find out what was

happening, I felt like shouting to the chopper pilot, “Tum

back, I want out of‘here.’’But it was too late.

From the air, Firebase Pace looked like an ugly square

brown scar carved out ofthe thick green forest.

It sat astride Route 22, a muddy unpavcd l●Oad, and was

surrounded by severai scctions of barbed wire, rOCket screcns,

and an oute「 trench system threc sandbags dぐep. Even with

this protection, the one hundred ar剛erymen maming thc

two eight-inch and two 175-mm gunS had suffered ncarly 35

PerCent CaSua!ties in the first two weeks of the North Viet-

namese offensive. Already e11emy firc had knocked out olle

of the big guns, and was gradua=y whittling down the art江

Iery battery. Something had to be done to protect them. alld

it was obvious the South Vietnamcse weren’t doing the job.

The 「iftcen South Vietnamese armored persomlel carriers

three kjlometers down the road could possibly have knocked

out the NVA mortar rocket positions, but they didn’t move

or fire.
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There were also indications that relations between South

Vietnamese and Americans at Pace were none too friendly. A

heavy layer of barbed wire plus sandbagged defenses sepa-

rated the two compounds.

When I arrived at the base =ntroduced myself at the tac-

tical operations center to the first sergeant. Then暮met Capt.

Robcrt Cronin, Who commanded the company of ground

troops sent to protect the arti=ery at Pace (although, aCCOrd-

ing to MACV, there weren’t any American ground troops

there). We had a friendly discussion and he briefed me on the

military situation at thc base,

His company, Bravo, had been sent in thrce days earlier

when allOther company of thc First Cav Division was pulled

out-Which Cronin told me was “normal rotation policy.’’

Cronin had a heavy, neatly trimmed mustache, hom-

rimmed glasses, and a pjpe.萱fit weren’t for his helmet and

nak jacket he would havc looked like∴a StateSide insurance

salesman or stockbroker.

Cronin was l証ing a tactical, POSSibly a political, dilemma.

The North Vietnamese had built dn CXtenSive underground

bunker complex insidc thc treelinc along thc Cambodian

bordel・, On Pace’s northeastern sidc. From these bunkcrs,

NVA gumlCrS WOuld qしIickly set up ll mOrtar tube or rocket

laullCher. fire, alld duck back into their tunnels. Within

seconds the Americans would pour out machine-gun firc, fol-

lowed by artillcry and even air strikes; but by thcn the gun-

ner would havc jumped into his gopher hoIc and scしIrried

=-rOugh all uIlderground tunncl, CmCrglng about fifty meters

こIWay.

A= the ar剛ery and証r 「ire the Americans poured on thC

North Viet皿meSe Seemed useless. The battlefield technoIogy

developcd by the Americ細s, rePreSellting b冊o書lS Of do=ars-

electronically colltrO=ed B-52s, Spooky gしmShips which pour

Out c-1OしIgI- maChil-e-gu置1 bu=ets in a few seconds to fill up a
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footba11 field, and a11 the other gadgets-Seemed useless

against a few men with a mortar who cou]d pop up at wi11,

drop ln a few rounds, and duck back into the safety oftheir

tumel with virtual impunity. The elcctronic battlefield, the

Pride of the American military establishment, WaS being

thwarted by troops usmg the same kinds of mortars used in

the First World War. Cronin knew it, his superiors knew it,

and his troops knew it.

Cronin was very candid: thc :lr出lery commander wanted

more protection, he told me, and somebody had to go out

and get those North Victnamesc rocket and mortar tubes. I

had seen at Ben Het and Bu Prang that it’s suicide to sit back

and let the enemy pound your positions until there is nothing

left but shattered flesh and mud. Djen Bien Phu proved this

to the French.

Somebody had to go out alld get those North Vietnamese

bunkers, Or Within a day, maybe two, the encmy mortarand

rocket positions would multiply faster than thc rats who

Were also fighting thc Amcricans for domination of Firebase

Pace. When the North Vietnamese had enough fire-POWCr tO

knock out the camp’s big guns, they would rain a dcadly

barrage of fire on the Americans, COVerl【lg a SaPPer attaCk.

And that would bc it.

Whilc we were discussing thc tactical situation at Pace, a

mortar round landed about twenty yards from Cronin. “See

What I mean?’’he said after we dしICked into the TOC. “Some_

body has got to get thosc mortars.’’

Lt. CoL Robert J. McAffee was the operations officer for

Firebase Pace, the ho-1血o. He was very military. He stood

PrOud and crect. McA什ec didn’t st種y in Pacc at night; he

COmmuted daily in his own chopper.
“Hi, Colonel,,’I said・白Can you glVe me yOur aPPraisal of

thc situation herc?’’
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He said we were ``cIobbering them, and cIobbering them

good. We got fifteen hundred bodies.,’
“That’s interesting, CoIonel,’’I said. “How do you know?’’

He said patroIs were sent out to count the bodies. I didn’t

te11 him that during the three days I spent with the ARVN in

Cambodia I didn’t see anybody going out to count bodies.

“皿ank you, CoIonel,’’I said.

McAffee was an artillery ofncer and he wanted Cronin to

do something about the mortars and rockets pounding his

troops. The obvious solution would be to scnd those珊een

South Vietnamese armored personnel carriers against the

North Vietnamese. But the South Vietnamese APCs weren’t

moving, and Cronin knew it. Even ifPace were attacked, they

wouldn’t move. I knew-萱had just been there.

Cronin had a little over one hundred men in his company.

Giap had elements of one entire regiment surrounding Pace-

around fifteen hundred troops-Plus in reserve in Cambodia

lead elements of his three elite divisions. To hold Pace against

the North Vietnamese 208th Rcgiment would take at least

two more battalions of U.S. troops, and Cronin knew that

WaSn’t commg: he had to makc do with his one company.

From wha= could see during my three days with the South

Vietnamese, the North Vietnamese wcre masslng arOund

Pace, POSSibly getting ready for the final attack.

Even an artillery major at Pace admitted the North Viet-

namesc could take Pace if they wanted to spend a regiment.

WilS it worth i=o Gjap? Cronjn couldn’=ake any chances.

He had to do something.

When I saw Cronin kltCr that aftemoon, he told me he was

requesting permission to send out a platoon and a couple of

S(1uads, about thirty men, that njght.

The men at Pace were trapped. The North Vietnamese had

Cut the road to the north and had massed men along the

SOuthem portion of Route 22. I had talked a few days earlier

With a U.S. helicopter pilot in Tay Ninh who had bcen shot
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down over Route 22 a few miles south of Pace. An AK round

split his co-Pilot,s helmet bul missed his skull as the North

Vietnamese opened up with everything they had.負It wa§ bad

Shit,’’he said.

From Pace we could see the endless parade of ARVN

wounded limping back up Route 22. There was a reliefcon-

voy trying to fight its way north on 22, but it wasstill a long

way away. The North Vietnamese had the base surrounded.

None of this was ever reported at the five o’clock follies,

and the press was telling the American people that the battle

was over, a Victory for the Allies.

MACV didn,t even admit that Cronjn and his men existed,

at least‾ not at pace. To knock out the North Vietnamese

positions which were blasting the base from the Cambodian

side of the border, Cronin would llaVe needed at least four

companies. But politically America couldn’t afford another

Hamburger Hi1=f foし'r COmPanies that didn’t cven exist were

suddenly wiped out, the flak raised in Congress

horrendous. The brass would also be hard pressed to explain

how four companies got zapped in a battle that had already

been won. Once again the military had to compromise be-

tween political and military neccssities.

The American brass back in Saigon had t‘ew options. They

could reinforcc Pace with morc U.S. battalio重IS and push the

North Vietnamese back. From a∴Strictly military point of

view, this was their soundest move. But po旧cally the pitfalls

were too grcat. They could pし11l out the tWO hundred Ameri-

can troops, abandoning the big guns supporting the South

Vietnamese in Cambodia. But thc military perils of this op_

tio宣l Were eVen greatCr. Pace was the comerstonc o「 the de-

fense of northem Tay Ninh provincc. The South Vietnamese

didn’t have any trained troops to takc over the big gu11S at

Pace, and if they wcre abandoncd, the elitc ARVN para・

troopers and Rangers jn Cambodi種would be left without

long-range fire support. They would sti= have air power・ but
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they would lack the instant reaction of artillery, and with

their morale alrcady low, the loss of that fire support might

be all that was needed to create a re-enaCtment Of the rout in

Laos and the debacle at Snoul. Ifthe crack paratroopers and

Rangers desertcd, there would be　=ttle chance that the

POOrly disciplined men of the ARVN 25th Division could

Stand up to Giap’s shock troops. Without Pace, Tay Ninh

WOuld be vulnerable; if Tay Ninh fe11, Saigon could be next.

The brass had a third option: do nothing. But to do

nothing would be to invite military and political disaster.

Unhindered, the North Vietnamese could obliterate Pace, and

America in the fall of ]97] could not stand a Dien Bien Phu,

no matter how sma=.

That afternoon Cronin got the word什om McAffee. Fi手

teen men were to go out. Fifteen men against the North

Vietnamese 208th Regiment.



Inside Pace, ratS and men battlcd for control. The rats were

Winning.

There are probably no bigger or meaner rats than Viet-

namese rats. They have to be big and mean just to survive,

and war-ZOne ratS are eVen meaner than their city cousins.

They are a什aid of nothing. At Ben He= saw rats eat the

dead. Kick them in the head and they’d leap for your leg,

biting at your boots, SCOreS Of them scurrymg all around,

furry and black.

Thirty years of war had done something 「or the Viet-

namese rat-made him tougher, better able to compete with

man. Watching the war-ZOne ratS, it seemed to me that the rat

would eventually claim this planet after thc devastation of

war and garbage got to be too mしICh. I十、 victnam is a har-

binger of the future, aS many Vietnamcse believe, their sor-

row is just the beginⅢng Of a worlll apocalypse and we

should watch the rats. The grunts put it another way: “We

got a lot ofbad karma after what wc did here.’’

``Keep the door shut,’’said the cook, “SO thc rats won’t

getin.’’

Each day it seemcd there were more and morc rats. They

thrivcd on war. The grunts tried to ki= thc rats, Setting pea-

nut butter booby traps. but for every rat KIA, ten mOre Came

to take its place.
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From the cook’s hootch I could see some of the troops of

Bravo Company passing a pipe. They were sitting on a pile of

Sandbags, and as I watched them l wondered if they were any

different from the men I had seen at the battle of Queson,

When AIpha Company refused to go back into AK VaIley.

Then the entire division was cIose to revolt, but that was

1969, and it was the Americal・ nOt the First Cav, the pride of

the U.S. Army.

The one hundred American grunts guarding Pace were cav-

alrymen, descendants of the fabled horse soldiers who rode

With Crook against the Apache§, Charged with Teddy Roose-

Velt at San Juan Hi11, and ravaged southern cities with

Sheridan. It was the cavalrymen too who with Custer made

that fatal charge in 1876 on a riverbank in the Black Hills.

The First Cav fought with great honors in the Pacific during

the Second World War, and when the Vietnam war began the

First Cav was to be a showcase division. With between four

and six hundred of its own heljcopters, it was the most

modern fighting force in the world, a neW COnCePt jn mobife

Warfare. The First Cav was worth three Russian divisions, its

Officers bragged in 1965. It was thrown into the toughest

fights in Vietnam: It had been sent in to save the Marinesat

Khe Sanh. One of its members heralded the division with the

SOng “First Cav’First Team, AIways Number One.・・

“The mess hall doesn’t have any sandbags on it,・・ said the

C○○k.

“What?’’I said.

``It,s hard to prepare hot meals when there・s no protection.

Nobody wants to work in the mess hall-One direct hit and

We’ll get it, bleweee∴’

``It must be rough.’’

“Sure is. I don,t know how they expect me to do it.・・

While he talked I couId still see the men from Bravo sitting

On the sandbags, PaSS-ng their weed. Some wore nak jackets
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and helmets, but most wore only fatigue pants. They were

laughing.
白Excuse me,,, l said to the cook.高I’m going for a walk.,,

I walked over to the grunts sitting on the sandbags, and

one of them quickly hid the bowl behind his back.
``Can I have a hit?”

He hesitated for a minute, then broke into a grin and

handed me the bowl.
``What are you, man-CID?’’

負No, I’m a reporter.’’

``No shit.’’

We sat on the sandbags, looking out across no-man’s land,

toward that ominous treeline, PaSSing the bowl. We knew the

NVA were watching us too, but you can,t spend all the time

in the bunkers with the rats, yOu,ve got to come up for air

SOmetimes.

The first round hit about thirty feet away.
・・Incoming!,, one of them Shouted as we scrambled for

machine-gun bunker five.
負Shit, man, that was c重ose.”

“T○○ close.’’

We felt safe in bunker five; at least we were protected from

ShrapneL
買Asshole dinks, tryin’to do us when we’re doin’a bowl,’’

grunted one of the men as he grabbed a LAW (light assault

weapon, Which fires a 4 mm projectile) and fired two rounds

at the North Vietnamese rocket gumer in the treeline about

three hundred meters away.
“sit down, man,,, said another grunt・生You wanna draw

fire?’7

It was a very personal war there at bunker five. Only a

short distance separated us from them; after awhile we felt

we knew each other.
“Incoming! ’’
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We dropped to the floor, CrOuChing next to the safety of

the bunker wall. That round hit closer than the last.

Nobody saw Hooker get jt. He didn’t say anything. The

blood pumped out of his temple in quick spurts and then

flowed down his face, dripping on his shirt・ It,s amazing how

much blood a man has in him.

Hooker slowly touched his temple with a jerky movement

and looked at the blood on his fingers. Then he looked at us.
“I’m only twenty-One days short. I don’t want to die.,,

At first no one moved. We just watched the blood squirt-

ing out of Hooker’s temple. 1t was ljkea bad dream in which

SOmething is happenmg but you can’t move.

“You’re not going to die, Hook,’’one of them said as he

gently laid Hooker down. Then some medics carried him to

the medical bunker.

We dove into a safer underground bunker as more shells hit

around us. A candle flickered as about eight of us stretched

Out On air mattresses, hoping the bunker wouldn’t take a

direct hit from a rocket. Three sandbags may stop a mortar

round, but a rocket can cut through a bunker with ease.

AI Grana was Hooker’s buddy. Everybody liked Hooker,

he always made everyone feel good, “It’s the shits, man,

Hook getting it,’’said Al.

We all hoped Hooker would live, but nobody talked about

it. We didn’t even know how badly he was wounded. Hooker

had talked about going home. “Whoooeee, I’m just twenty-

One days short today,’’he had sajd. Hooker, like all the other

grunts, COuntCd off each day left in Nam. Some carved

notches on the bunker, Others wrote it on their helmets;

every man knew how many days short he was. The grunts are

SCared most when they first arrive and when they’re short.

The shorter they get the worse it is. They see too many of

their buddies get it just before going home. ``Charley ain,t

看ettin, you go, man,,, they’d say.
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After about an hour they got bad news: they couldn’t get

a Medevac for Hooker because the cei賞ing was too low for a

Chopper to land.
・・丁hey,ve picked up mass movements of dinks on the

radar,・・ said the sergeant. =Maybe up to four thousand・ Who

knows.’’

負Whaddya think they,re goin, to do?,, one o「 the grunts

asked.
=Who knows, but it don’=ook good.’’

Then they got the worst news.負Cronin,s sending fifteen

men什om the Third out at 2100 on a night ambush.’’

・・You gotta be shittin, me, man,,, said one of the men to

the sergeant.
“No shit, they十e getting ready now.’’

After the sergean=eft, the men talked abou=he mission.
りThey gotta be insane to send fifteen guys out beyond the

burr [perimeter]. Fiftcen guys against a whole regiment of

dinks.’’

=If they gct hit there,11 be no Medevac;’

=Sure as fuck the ARVN won’t try to help them.’’

=Most of them guys are newbies, man’thcy won’t know

what in the fuck to do ifthey’re hit.’’

At first AI Grana didn’t speak. He just listened. Then he

tumed to me.
待Do you rea=y think anybody gives a shit about us?’’

=喜don・t know:・ I said. =The politicians say they do, but l

don’t know.’’

Grana had a Zapata-tyPe muStaChe, longer than Army

regulation. He had been a student in Los Angeles before be-

coming a grul-t. He was a veteran and he knew thesituation

at pace. He knew they were surrounded, and he knew the

South Vietnamese wouldn’t help them if they got into

trouble. He also knew there would be no American help

either, and with the low ceiling thcre WOuld be no Medevacs

or cIose air support if the patrol got into trouble. Fifteen
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men going out against odds like that was suicide. There were

a=eas=ive hundred North Vietnamese regulars out there;汀

the radar was accurate, the「e could be thousands, the entire

208th Regiment.

Grana looked at me again.負Thjs is insanity. The whole

thing isjust insane.’’

None of the others spoke. Grana continued, SPeaking

SOftly・買Do you think言f anyonc back in thc worId really

knew what was going on here, they,d let this madness con-

tinue?"
白I don,t know・ Al,,, I said.負I don,=hink they want to

know, nOt really. It’s better Ibr their con§Cience.,,

負There must bc somebody who,l川sten. They can・t cover

it up forever.’’

``They’ve done very we11 so far;, i said.

We talked for about an hour. I told Grana and the others

tha= had become too cynical to believe anyti血g could be

done.
“I’m sorry, A看,’’寒said. “Ijust dor占know what it,11 take

to end this war. I hear the vote is coming up in Congressand

it’ll be cIose, bu= don’t know. I don,t have much faith left.・・

Somebody a§ked the time. The patroI would be going out

in a few hours.
“First Hook got it・ Next it,11 be those fifteen guys from

the Third Platoon. Tomorrow jt,11 probably bc us. How many

more wi11 jt take?’’Grana asked mc. I coしIldn,t answer.

He looked at me again. =Somebody,s got to do some佃ng

to stop this shit.’’

Later in the evenlng When the shclling stopped we crawled

Out Of the bunker and walked over to machine-gun bunker

rive・ One grunt’s mother had sent him a jar of pjckled pig§・

feet and hc was passing them around.
“Fucking asshole Cronin:, snorted one of thc grunts as he

SPeared a pig’s foot with his kn汀e.
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``Somebody oughta give Cronin a pickled pig’s foot.’’

Everybody laughed. In the Americal Division Cronin

PrObably would have gotten a grunt’s calling card that night-

a CS grenade, maybe even a frag.

The sergeant who had spoken to us before came over to

Our bunker in a hurry.
“They ain’t goin,’” he said.

“What?’’asked Al.

“When Schuler was giving instructions, Chris said, `Go fuck

yourself; I ain’t going.’”
“No shit,’’said another grunt. “That crazy Greek fucker-

he’s got balls.’’

“What did Schuler do?’’asked another.

“What could he do?’’said the sergeant. “Then five of the

Other guys said pretty much the same thing.”

“Whoooeee!’’ shouted one of the grunts, giving the

Clenched-fist salute. Some of thcm slapped skin palm to

palm.
“What do you think they’re going to do to them?’’one of

the men asked the sergeant.
“I dunno. Probably a court-martial.’’

That night the men of Hooker’s platoon decided to hold a

meeting in the morning and kecp in contact with the other

platoons. ``We got to stick together,’’one of them said.
“They can’t fuck with us all.’’

Next mommg We heard in the chOW line that Cronin was

drawing up court-martial papers 「or each o「the six men who

had refused to go on thc night ambush. Refusal of a direct

Order usually got a gru]lt five years at Leavenworth, and the

men of Hooker’s platoon were talking about it.

Hooker still hadn’t been evacuated, although everybody

now knew he would be all right. He came over to say good-

bye after breakfast-the traditional Army standby: eggS,
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bacon・ and the mushy brown porridge the grunts call負shit on

the shingles.’’

負Hey, man, yOu’re goin’home. Fucking bastard,・・ said one

Of Hooker,s buddies, glad he was okay.
``I couldn’t sleep, it hurt too much,,, he said. =But I feel all

right now.’’

After breakfast AI Grana came over and asked me whether

I’d worked for Robert Kemedy in the ’68 election; I told

him I,d helped put out campaign newspapers in the Iri§h

SeCtions of San Francisco. He then asked if I knew Ted

Kennedy. (I had met Ted Kennedy several times in the cam_

Palgn・ and was with him when Robert was killed, but I

doubted he’d remember.)

``Why?’’I asked.

“I’ve got an idea,,, he replied.

Grana then noticed a photographer taking pictures of us

talking. I,d run across him the night before; he was standing

OVer my knapsack with a flashlight.
“Who is that guy-do you know him?,,

“Some L.A. 7Tmes guy,,, I replied. But somehow he didn’t

look like a news photographer‥ for one thjng, he had onIy

One lens, and ] have never seen a professional war cameraman

use only one lens.

Later in the morning Grana and I walked over to the Third

Platoon’s bunkers and talked with the platoon leader.

負What happened last night?,, I asked.

“Oh, nOt muCh.,,

``I know about it, Lieutenant. Did you want to go

yourself? ’’

He djdn,t say anything, but it appeared he had not been

too eager to go on the mission. It was obvious he didn,t want

to talk about it, SO I spoke with the other men of the

Platoon.

The six that had refused were scared. From the day a GI
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takes the oath until he is discharged, he is a cog in thegreen

machine. The lifers run his life, and they keep power by

letting the GI know that no matter what he does the Army

will always have the last word. He is the Army’s prisoner,

GI-gOVernment issue.

The lifers knew they couldn’t have an army in which the

men decided when and if they wanted to fight. The only way

they could keep discipline-and the six men knew it-WaS tO

COme down hard and make an exampIc of offenders. In the

Army’s book of crimes, refusing to go into combat is one of

the worst. If the brass let the grunts get away with refu§ing to

fight, the entire system would face collapsc. As soon as other

unit§ leamed that grunts had told their lieutenant to go fuck

himself, they too would refuse orders. The grunts were afraid

Of dying short, and now most of‘ them were beginning to

§uSPeCt that the war was short. No one wanted to be the last

man to die in the war.

Chris was scared the most.
“Cronin said he wants to see me,’’he said.

``Good luck,’’I told him.

Cronin and the artillery major took Chris aside. Chris

SCratChed his neck nervously as they took turns firing qucs-

tions at him. I wanted to get a shot o白hem threatenlng the

COurトmartial, Since I knew from experience how the Army

COuld change the facts around, bu= didn’t want them to see

me. 1 pretended to shoot an airstrike, then suddenly swung

my Camera.

About thirty grunts were standing around talking when I

got back to bunkcr five. Somethjng about them was difL

ferent. They were the samc men I had seen the day before,

but somehow they werc different.
高Hi, Al, What’s up?’’

“We just had a meeting with SOme Of thc guys in other

Platoons. We ain’t goin’to let the旧crs (:o it to Chris and thc

others.’’
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“What are you going to do?,,

``First of all・ We ain,t going to go out beyond the burr. We

Were Ordered to go out on a patrol by Cronin, but nobody’s

going. And we had a vote. We ain’t lettin, the lifers fuck over

those guys.’’

白Right on’,, said a couple of other grunts.

``Remember when we talked last night?,, Grana said. ・・Do

you think we could get just one scnator back jn the world to

really listen to us`?’’

負Ah man’they don,t give a shit about us,”said one ofhis

buddies.
“Do you think Robert or John Kennedy would have lis-

tened?’’Grana asked.

“I wou]d have hoped so,’, I said.

“You know’,, Grana said, =before last nigh= didn’t have

any faith i萱l anything working, yOu know’through the

Sy§tem. But you said肌ere,s a key vote coming up in the

House, and that a SWitch of twentyイive votes coしIld end the

War. You gave me some hOPe, man.,, He paused for a

moment.高We11・ SOme Of us have been taIking about jt, and

We gOt an idea.’’

What’he said, if the men of Bravo wrote a petition to a

top U.S. se一一atOr telling him what was rea11y happcnjng at

Pacc? Would it do flny gOOd? Would anybody listcn・?

There waS a lo= didn,t havc the heart to te】=hem. Every

Senator has a huge sta「f of ajdes, aS many aS forty, SOme Of

WhOm do nothing but screcn maiI. The odds of a power佃

Senator evcr even seeing their petition wouId be one in a

thousand. Ir reports of My Lai could sit on liberal senators’

dcsks for wccks, What Chance wouid their petition have of

ever gettjng any attention`?

Thc ine-1 0f Bravo had another problem. Officia=y they

didn’t exist. They weren,t even allowed to send out mail: if

the Amcricall PeOPIc knew U.S. troops were being ordcred

into the CambodiaIl bordcr aI.ea, the brass cou】d face :l StOm
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of protest both from Congress and the people. So the grunts

could be overrun by the North Vietnamese or court-martialed

before their petition even got out.
“who are you going to write it to?’’I asked Grana.

負We talked about that, tOO. Do you think Ted Kemedy

would listen to us? Do you think he’d care?’’

=Yeah, I think so.’’ I couldn’t say no. “You know,

man,,-I hesitated for a second, because I knew Grana was

thinking the same thing-=the lifers will never let that peti-

tion out of here. Rebelling grunts, facing death, Sending a

petition to Ted Kennedy-that,s a scenario the Amy brass

wouldn’t like to see. They’re going to come down on you real

hard.’’

“I know,’’he said. “冒t wasjust an idea.’’

Grana knew the Army would try to make examples of the

six who refused to go, and if the other men in the company

joined their revolt the Army would bc faced with a growing

mutiny. If they couldn’t stop it at the platoon level, they

would have to crush the rebellion at company level.萱fwhole

companies refused to fight, the U.S. m冊ary could face open

mutiny in the ranks. He also knew the Army would do cvery-

thing it could to try to keep the story covered up so they

could deal with the men of Bravo without anyone in the

outside world knowing about it. A petition to Kcmedy-ifit

ever got to him-might save them・ But time was running oしIt.

They were facing two enemies-thc lifers inside and Giap,s

2O8th Regiment outside. There was ollly one way to be sure

Kemedy would get the grunts’petition, and that was for

someOne tO take it to him in person. l was the only one at

Pace who could do it, and we both knew it.

Bu= didn,t want to. Once the lif‘ers knew l had thePeti-

tion, they would probably try to kecp me at Pace until they

decided wha=o do. They had a11 the helicopters; it would be

a lollgWalk to Tay Ninh. Even i「I did get through, I could bc

picked up on the way to Saigon. My pl●CSS Card had l‘ull Out
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and I was now in the country ilIegaIIy. They could arrest me

and there was nothing anybody could do about it. I also

knew the Army might try to trump something up, maybe say

重engineered the refusal. Maybe, I thought, that was why that

``L.A. 77mes photograpller,, kept snapping my picture talking

With Grana and the others.
``The chances of you guys pu11ing this off aren・t very

good,’’I fina=y said.
負I know. But somebody,s got to try,・・ he said, looking at

“Anyway, my Chances of ever getting your petition to

Kemedy are slim. The Army may try to cover up the story,

the press will call me an ego-tripper, and I doubt if I’ll ever

get past Kemedy’s palace guards.,,

Grana said nothing.
“Okay,’’I said, ``I’ll try it.’,

I’ll never forget their look of hope when the men of

Grana’s platoon started passlng the petition. It passed quickly

to other platoons.
“I wonder when the lifers,l=ind out,,, said one ofthe men

in machine-gun buIlker five.
“I think they already know-here comes that arty coIonel,

McAffee or whatever it is.,,

There were about seven men in the bunker, StretChed out.

McAffee stuck his head in the bunker, and one ofthe grunts

Said` “Here comes the scumba-a-ag.,, McAffee pretended not

tohear.

None of them jumped up and saluted; in fact they ignored

him. They didn’t really hate him言t seemed he wasjust an

intruder.

McAffee seemed to feel uncomfortable. He looked at me

and said it was very dangerous for me in the bunker. =You

know’they have rocket positions in the treeline over there,,・

he said. =A direct hit would blow this place up.・・
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Nobody said anything. Then one of the grunts said to me,
“You don’t have to go, man.’’Another cleared the bolt ofhis

M-16 with a loud clank.
“I’d better move along,’’said McAffee. Then he walked

OutSide. The men watched su11enly as he pretended to inspect

One Of the bunkers, lifting a tarp canopy. “It looks okay,’’he

Said to his aide, Who stuck out his chest.
“What a fucking idiot,’’ said one grunt audibly, ``No

WOnder we’re in such a mess, With shitheads like that running

this place.’’

After McAffee left, One Of the grunts from the First Pla・

toon came over to bunker five and said there were already

forty・Six signatures on the petition. He also told us the lifers

Were Waming the men not to slgn it. “A Iot ofthe grunts are

SCared,’’he said.

They had to get a majority ofthe one hundred men in the

COmPany tO Sign the petition if they wanted to save Chris and

the others from court-martial.
“We’11 get the signatures,’’Grana said; “I know we wi11.’’

There was now a sense of comradery m Bravo Company.

They were all in it together and felt a growing solidarity.

Maybe two years before they would have fragged McAffee;

now they didn’t have to. They didn’t even hate him. “I just

feel so∬y for the lifers,’’one of the grunts said. “They just

don’t know where it’s at.’’

They had only contempt for McAf、fee and the other lifers.

McAffee was playing the movie colonel, but nobody wanted

to play his spear carrier, and McAffee knew it. As the hours

PaSSed and the men got more slgnatureS On their petition,

McAffee and the other lifers were losing more controI of the

unit.

They had to regain that control, and soon. McAffee sent

Cronin to bunker five. When CroniIl entered the bunker, the

men turned away, lgnOring him. “I want you a= to get shaves

and clean up,’’he demanded in a military voice. Sti看l the men
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IgnOred him. Then he grabbed a rifle and opened the bolt.
``This thing is filthy,,, he said.

負Oh shit’Who needs this・・・ said one of the grunts, and

Walked out. The rest gradually left, One by one, until Cronin

WaS alone with one man, trying to inspect his rifle.

After Cronin left’the men retumed.負We ought to do

SOmething about that asshole,,, one said.
“He’s not worth it・,, said another.負We・ve got more im-

POrtant things to worry about,’,

“Yeah」ike what about the dinks?,,

From bunker five we could see out over the tops ofthe

bunkers across the several hundred meters of no-man・s-land

to the forbidding treeline where they were waiting. They

hadn’t fired a11 moming・ but every man knew they were

WatChing.
“I wish we could let them know we have nothing against

them・’’one of the grunts remarked, looking out over his

M-60 machine gun. “Wejust want to get out ofhere.・・

“Hey・ maybe they know what・s going on. They haven・t

fired today.’’

“Bullshit・” said another grunt.いHow could they know?・・

“I don’t know. But they can see us and they can see we

ain’t doing anything to them. Maybe they・l=ay off.,・

“Yeah’’’said another.待If we lay off them, maybe they・11

lay o什us.’’

The men agreed, and passed the word to the other pla-

toons: nObody fires unless fired upon. As of about l100

hours on October lO’197l, the men of Bravo Company,

1/] 2, First Cav Division, declared their own private ceas。fi,e

With the North Vietnamese. For the first time since they got

to Pace, it was a= quiet on the Cambodian front.

Now there were no Ionger two sides at Pace, there were

four-the lifers; the South VietnameSe, Who seemed almost to

be spectators: the North Vietnamese’POSSibly massing for a
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final attack; and the grunts, Who, like the ARVN, Were OPting

out. To the grunts, it wasn,t the North Vietnamese who were

the enemy, it was the lifers. McAffee knew, When he heard

that grunt’s bolt click, that the grunts had power. They had

the machine guns, the light assault weapons. The grunts out-

gunned the lifers by about 30 to l. After taking 30 percent

casualties, eVen the artillerymen who manned the big guns

had low morale, Ifit came down to it, mOSt Ofthem might

join the Bravo Company rebelljon rather than side with the

lifers.

Grana came back from the meeting with the other pla-

toons and reported that they now had over 50 percent ofthe

company. They were bordering on open mutiny・ The only

thing that could save them now was public oplnlOn.
=What if they try to cover this up, Say it never happened?,,

Grana asked me.
=It,s very likely.,, I had seen them do it before・ The world

of the Saigon follies was like 1984. When the South Viet-

namese were routed in Laos it was a “victory.’’Thieu and his

cohort§ Were the “democracy’’slate.

``They,1l simply say it never happened. How can you have

a revolt in a unit that doesn’t exist? They’ll say I’m crazy, Or

that I made the whole story up. When it comes down to it,

who d。 yOu think they’11 believe,’’I asked, “ --me, Or the U.S.

Army?’’
負But we,ve gone too far. There must be a way to let the

people back in the world know the truth about what,s really

happening here.’’

``Hey, man, Wait a minute,,, said one of Al’s buddies. He

came back with a portable tape recorder.白It doesn’t have

any batteries, but maybe some of the other guys can

SCrOunge SOme uP.,,
仕That’s it.’’

“Now they can’t say it didn’t happen,’’said Al・

後考殺め
7萌高s Richard Boyle on Octobc,r lO, 1971, at用reba▲ずe Rece*

aboz‘t /WO kilomet郎所om ’he CZzmbodian border sitting in 4

bαnker with about a dozen grunts Q/ /he H厨Cby Di融i。n.

Last扉e’ht /hey were ordered. ‥ the 777ird P掲toon was

OIdered /O gO On "ig巾t‥ ‥

Let’s kill that and go back.

Oh man, keep itjust ]ike it is.

All巧ght … Ordered ,o go jnto扉eht combat 4SS。αlt …

n動t ambush ‥ ・ $eソe朋l〆‘/he men r帥祇d /O gOand"One

Of /he meen Jn ,he pat′OI wanted ‘o go・ 772is morning

SeVeml of /he men were /Old /h砂would be cowrl-martialed

fbr ‥ ・ What is /hat /br・ C7zris? What did ’hey /ellyouyo招

be court-martialed fbr?

For refusing a direct order.

for r帥I擁g a direct order. 77!e Other〆o/00nSタ/he S。。。nd

and用rst・ Were angered at ,he /訊ot ’hat ’he Army picked out

a /訪men /O P“nish・ 4nd ”OW Seソeral of’he men /わm /he

Second and　772ird p短00nS are Jn /his bunker. What

hqppened?

When we first came here they told us ourmission and that

WaS tO be on a defensive; but night ambush is an offensive

role・ And it’s plain suicide going out there in the middle of

the night.

* Although a few irrelevant conversational remarks have been deleted,

and m Places comments have been reworded for the sake of clarity, this

IS an accurate transcript of what the troop§ Said to me.「R.B.
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It’s plain fact that the NVA have been mortaring us every

fucking ‥ ・ yOu know, eVery day. And they hit us with ‥ ・

one guy got ‥ ・ in John,s squad there, One guy gOt WOunded

in the shoulder and in the head yesterday by a rocket.

Right in this bunker.

A Iot of the people are kind ofwondering ifanyone back

in the world knows that we’re out here, yOu know. Like they

say that only two batterie§ artillery are supposed to be here

but no grunts are here. We don’t even exist. We’rejust meat.

I heard lhat yowrpね100n may gO OWt /On唐h/.

Right. The Second Platoon is supposed to go on night

ambush.

Are yOu gOing?

No.

The Second Platoon is not moving from their bunker.

Fact is, they might lay off, they haven,t shot any today. If

they lay off, OnCe they know [we’re not firing]-they got

FOs 【Forward Observers〕 out there. Soon as we start going

out there, We’re sitting ducks, man.

You haven ’I gOl any rOunds ol/ day and you ha↓,en ’l #red・

/朽kind oflike a private cease了かe?

That,s true. Yesterday night they fired two rounds in. We

jumped up and fired LAWs [light assault weapons] and threw

everything we had at them, and as soon as we do that they

start餌ng rockets right back at us. Like today we haven’t

done nothin, but sit here and wait, and they haven’t done

anythingeither・ It makes you kind ofwonder. ‥

Makes you wonder-When you have an airstrike and right

after the airstrike, about fifteen seconds later, the dinks

Shoot right back at ya・

Wha子d /he), Iel′ you /his morning, /hc, `・aptain and /hc,

/iewlenan t?

Well, he says not to talk to the press.

He called us in one at a time, man, tryingto-

He said not to talk to the press. He said the strike wasn’t
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called off ’cause we refused to go: he said it was because

ARVN was out there. He said we was goin’out today.

Are yoまJ gOing out /Oday?

That’s what he said.

I’m not gomg Out tOday.

I know /h砂/Oldyou not /0 /alk /() /hepress, butdid they

tellyoα /hey were going /O COurt-martial you?

He told me he’d give me timeto think about it. Itold him,

man, I’ve thought about it all the way over here. I wasn’t

goin’tojeopardize my life. Nine times out often看got a good

Chance of not commg back.

I just been in the country three weeks. They try to say the

Old guys influenced me, When I been here for three days I

saw what’s goin’on for myself. It’s suicide going out there.

ARVN comes back all messed up, nO armS, nO legs. And they

Want uS tO gO Out there・

Sixteen men go out there at night. We don’t know what’s

out there, COuld be booby traps, COuld be anything. We don’t

know.

Let,s face it: if B-52 bombers can’t knock ’em out. and

napalm can’t knock ’em out, What are we gomg tO do?

What can fifteen men do?

Weknowtheygot.5l calsout there.

They got choppers down.

Not only that, We’re not even supposed to be out there.

They could see us, but We Can’t see them. They could see

us leave andjust wait. Once weget outside they can come in

behind us, Cut uS Off, then get us什om the front and back.

You can’t ca11 for air support, ’cause it won’t come in here.

We’re not mad just because of thjs, though; We’re generally

mad.

Back home the people do宣l’t know what the he=’s gomg

on, either. They’reJuSt deceiving the people.

You /hink /hc, PeOple don ’l An(川, /hc, /ruth ()f wha仁s going

のn hぐre!
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People that go home on leave [sayi everybody says, How’s

things back in the barracks over in Vietnam? What barracks?

We sleep out on the ground.

No one in the rear believes it, Even the MPs won’t believe

that we’re out here.

No, We neVer heard about it until two or three days before

We gOt here.

They told us we were comlng tO reSCue SOme gruntS.

They left and we’re still here. They didn’t say anything

about going outside this burr. It didn’t have anything to do

With going outside.

All wc wcrc supposed to do was pull bunker-guard.

We’re not supposed to be fighting this war anyway. We’re

SuPPOSed to be tummg it over to them.

You can te11 they don’t have their hearts in it, man.

They’re being pushed out there and they come runnmg right

back.

Do any of the people back in the world know that [De-

fense Secretary] Melvin Laird said something to the effect i

that our combat role had ended? And the fact was we were

Sti11 in the bush, man, When he said that.

Seven people got hurt one day in an ambush and that was

the day it [Laird’s statement] was in the newspaper.

Yesterday when Hooker got it in this very same bunkerit

didn’t seem like combat was over.

See that hole up there in that screen? That’s where the

Shrapnel came through here.

Man’s got twenty-One days left in the country and they got

him out here.

What happened /O him?

He got shrapnel in the head and the Shoulder and they

WOuldn’t Medevac him ’cause it was Iow ceiling and they

Wanted to send out a patrol and then what would happen`?

It was kind ofuseless to send out a patrol. When the patrol

got out we couldn’t support them from back here .‥
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COuldn’t get a medic out there’COuldn,t get no support out

there. There’s not a thing you can do out there with small

We had a helicopter crash out here・ We still got three GI

bodies. They sti11 haven’t got those bodies.

Do you belieリe /he people in /he United States arej拐ding

OZ‘t /he /rz/th aboz/t Wha待happening?

No. There’s no way o揃nding it out.

I don’t think I’d be here ifthey did.

Everybody covers it up.

I mean, yOu get letters from home, they be thinking you

back in Saigon.

You don’t want ’em to know any different. You don’t

Want ’em to worry.

They don’t think of what,s happening. Did you know

there’s no doctor here?

Do you /hi庇you’ve been /b常otten by /he American

people?

Yeah. I think we have been. Maybe not by our families,

but what can they do. They can’t go out and do thatmuch.

’cause they’re a minority.

What’s worse, We’rc not being supported. We have a short

age of ammunition. We have a shortage of everything. Once

We didn’t have a medic' They sent us out without a medic,

Out in the field. We almost revolted then. We should have.

Yeah, and then they tried to teach a guy in two hours how

to be a medic.

One hour.

One hour? One-hour crash course.

Couldn’t believe that.

Leamed a lot, didn’t you.

Yeah.

Well, /ook here. Why are youの,er here?

’Cause I didn’t want to go to prison.

This stinking, fucking war.
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Everybody over here don’t know why they’re over here.

It’s not accomplishing anything. I mean, yOu See What you

do. Have you ever accomplished anything out in the bush?

You go out there and you make contact, but do youaccom-

Plish anything really`? Every time you go out, the same-

We captured the b量ack-market flour that the VC bought

Offthe black market in Saigon.

Yeah, te11 them about that.

Made in Seattle, Washington.

Sixty-four tons of flour.

It was sent over in June ’71 from Seattle, Washington.

They left jt on the pad ovemight and the dinks came right

back and stole it.

1 heard /he AR W arc, Stealing your/と)Od.

They always steal our food. The ARVNs gooutand getit

and we can’t get it back from them.

We aren’t rebelling just against gomg Out On night ambush.

We’re rebelling against the whole situation, being stuck out here.

Do yoz‘ /hink you Je /蜜・hting/と)r den70CmCy hc’rC,?

How can it be a democracy with a one-man election?

Yeah, What kind of、democracy is that?

Everybody knew what it was about. Everybody knew that

election was phony.

Election一-it was no election.

You didn’t have a]1ybody else to vote for.

1t’s always the higher highers` ma宣1・ ‘hey don,t have to go

Ou=here・ They just send u▲∫ Out there. They get to sit back

here and talk.

It’s easy to te萱l someOne tO do somethin’, but it’s a diト

ferent story when you have to go oしIt there yourselr.

Just playmg gameS Ou=here.

Playmg With humall lives,

772e 4rIny Sal(l ;n所e Stars and StrlPeS所al /hc’ba(tle here

isのer. Do you beliel,C’/hat,

It’s obvious we十e bcing surroullded.
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Every bird that came in here yesterday got shot at.

It’s a proven f‘ac† that it’s not over言cause we had one guy

messed up yesterday.

You’re about the first reporter or any type ofperson con-

nected to the press we’ve talked to.

Yeah, they bring people over. Even, they brought these

football players from the NCAA and they had a lifer with

them so we couldn’t rap with them and te11 them how it

really was.

All they see is the good part.

What’d that sergeant m如or te11 y’all-nOt tO talk much. ‥

Yeah, don’t hang out your dirty laundry.

Another thing, man. I brought some peace shirts back to

the guys, and the NCO won’t even let us wear them just

’cause he’s against peace.

He calls us hypocrites ’cause we wear peace signs. Like we

Wan/ed to come over here and fight. Like we can’t believe in

PeaCe ’cause we’re carrying an M-16; that’s utterly ridicu!ous.

I always did believe in protecting my own country if it

Came tO that.

Yeah, ifit came down to that. but-

But see, I’m overhere fighting a war for a cause that means

nothing to me. It means nothin’but my life、 and life’s a very

dearthingtome, man. I havea he11 ofalot togo back to,

Dのyoz/ /hink /h少, ’d cour手martia/ /he whole company?

I doubt it.

It’s a possibility.

That’s what it’11 have to get down to. They’11 have to

COurt-martial the whole company. I said right away they can

Start tyPmg uP my COurt-martia量.

If they was expecting us to go on patrol, Why didn’tthey

give us that aCknowledgement before we left? When we left

We thought we were comlllg Out On the prlmary mission to

Pu11 defense perimeter guard on Firebase Pace. We weren’t

SuPPOSed to be operating outside this perimeter. That was the
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intention that I had before I left. Now we get out here and

they want us to go on a f硝een-man ambush.

You know, there’s a thing about giving an order, and

there’s a thing about uslng yOur head’tOO. It,s really like

everybody’s insane. It’s a suicide mission. You’re just not

usmg yOur head when you order fifteen men to go out there

When they know goddamn well there,s mortar tubes out

there and there’s probably around five or six hundred dinks

and they tell fifteen men to go out there. That ain’t uslng

your head.

Back in basic training they said all you can use in Vietnam

Do you /hinkyo最J be a杭e ifyou w'ent Out /ast n蜜ht?

No, man.

If you go out there at night, Say yOu take thirty or forty

men・ they’ll never find you no more. That’11 be the last they

See Of you, OnCe yOu Walk off this nrebase. ’Cause ifthey

Can’t go out there to get those dudes out ofthat chopper that

CraShed about four days ago, they ain’t going to go out there

looking for you in thejungle, man.

Who’s going to go out there and get us?

In order for them to get you they got to send somebody

else out, SO they gomajust leave you there.

They ain’t thinking that far ahead.

Imaglne the ARVNs comlng OVer there and rescumg uS!

ARVNs don,t even go after their own men, muCh less us.

Yeah man, do you think they,d tried to coverit up?

That’s all they’d do, I bet.

Nobody would even hear about it.

People back in the world wouldn,t hear about it.

We don’t have sufficient equipment to survive out there.

Each man takes his basic Ioad of ammo, leaving his rations

and stuff behind. He’d go out there and make contact. He,s

going to bum all that stuff up and then can,t get support

from his friendlies.
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You know, the biggest thing about it is most guys go home

next month.

The thing is, We’re all getting short.

Look at it this way, man. Ifyou went out there and some-

thing happened to you, like I was saying, yOu think people

back there in the world would ever hear about it?

That’s freakin’me out, man.

And they always say the grunt or the enlisted man is al-

WayS the one who screws it up. It’s never the leader. We’re

always the one, We always screw up, nOt them.

He [Cronin] was talking about the reputation ofthe com-

Pany. He said that if we talked to the news media and told

what was gomg On, the news media would distort it and twist

it up, and would destroy our company reputation.

Our company reputation don’t mean shit・

They told me last night they were bringing m a batallion of

ARVN some time today. They was supposed to be operating

in this area. Okay, if we refuse our mission last night, then

why can’t the ARVN go out on that patro=oday? Why isit

necessary to send the platoon out there?
’Cause the lifers want to get the body count. They don’t

give a damn ifit’s GI bodies.

They want some brownie points, that’s all they want.

Get their cards punched.

They ain’t gettin’them punched with my carcass.

Or my carcass either.

Actually we’re in a defensive role, SO rea11y we’re not dis-

obeying an order at all by not golng Out、 ’cause we’re just

trying to play our defensive role like we’re supposed to.

Just using good common sense.

It’s just like we’re so isolated, We’re isolated from every-

body, We gOt nObody to back us up. Who’s goingtobackus

up when we try to do something?

People in the world aren’t golng tO back us up’’cause they

don’t know about it. And we’re sure the lifers aren’t going to
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back us up’’cause they don,t give a shit about us. They come

to you and they’re nice when they want something to get

done, but they’11just stab you in the back ally Othertime.

They might do it in the future ifwe don,t stop ’em now,

you know. Keep sending out small patroIs. You can do it

anytime.

yoz/ guyS Were /iring ;nto CdInbodia, / z/nderstand, SO Jn

紹c/ yoα子e所o短ing /he /aw alreaのノ.

Right’that,s one way of gctting around it. They put us

right next to the border and let us fire into it.

Six [a sergeant] comes around the other day and tells us

that woodline is in Cambodia.

Yeah, he wants us to go into Cambodia.

Here they got us-We11, Outnumbered isn,t the word for it.

It could be a division out there.

They don’t even know what,s out there, COuld be any-

thing. They don’t know.

They go=o do something pretty quick. Long as they let

them mortar tubes stay out there, they could be bringing m

more and more stuff, man, then they’= rea/ly be doing us.

Then why don,t they bring more people, SOme traCks and

tanks, andjust rip the hell out ofthe place?

They should run an operation through here. man. Bring

about a couple of divisions ofARVN up here.

7her読“n 4R W armored gr。up, ab佃l /雄ec,n Of /hem,

/hree kilometon沈)W・n ,he ,Oad・ Why do you ,hink /hぐy

hayen ’t come z‘p here /O hc’佃.ソ

’Cause they don,t want to get fucked over. that・s why.

It’s mechanized now. they got amor about two or three

inches thick. How thick is this shirt`? Wow.

It was fumy the other day when Hook got it. He had his

flak jacket on’his steel pot on, and he was i11Side the bunker,

and he stillgotjt.

Now we got the petitio11.

So what’d they say now?
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They’re tellin’’em not to sign the paper.

See, they got us scared.

There’s a few people that don’t want to stick together on

this, SO What can we do?

Somebody waIlt tO read that, man?

Here, John, read it.

Read it for the tape.

Okay, this is the letter we’re sending to Senator

[Edward] Kemedy:

We the undersigned of Bravo Company, First Battalion,

Twelfth Cav, First Cav Division, feel compelled to write

you because ofyour influence on publjc opln10n and on

decisions made in the Senate.

We’re in the peculiar position of being the last re-

mammg grOund troops that the U.S. has in a combat

role and we suffer from problems that are peculiar only

to us. We are ground troops who are supposedly in a

defensive role (according to the Nixon administration)

but who constantly find ourselves faced with the same

COmbat role we were in ten months ago. At this writing

We are under siege on Firebase Pace near the city ofTay

Ninh. We are surrounded on three sides by Cambodia

and on all sides by NVA. We are faced daily with the

decision of whether to take a court-martial or partici-

Pate in an offensive role. We have already had six per-
SOnS refuse to go on a night ambush (which is suicidal as

Well as offensive), and may be court-martialed. With

morale as low as it is there probably will be more before

this siege of Pace js over.

Our concern in writing you is not only to bringyour

full weight of influence in the Senate, but also to en-

1ighten public opinion on the fact that we grouIld troops

Sti11 exist. In the event of mass prosecution ofourunit,
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Our Only hope would be public opjnion and your voice.

[Signed] *

Sp4 Albert Grana, Sp4 David L. Pawpa, Sp4 Derek Paul,

Sp4 Reuben Topinka, Sp4 John T. Van Belleghen, Sp4

Michael McNamara, Sp4 Danny K. Cooke, Sp4 Thomas

J. Bohning, Sp4 Edwin T. Karpstein, Pvt l Steve J.

Arigane11o, Sgt. Ph皿p D. Thompson, Sgt. Morris

Bloomer, Sgt. Steve Britton, Pfe. Mike Moore, Sgt,

Phillip D. Grandmason, Sp4　Demis L. Tvar, Pfe.

Royden O. Thomas, Pfc. Ronald James Patrick, Sgt.

George J. Corey, Jr., Pfc. Thomas L. Kendall, Sp4 Jerry

L. Frame, Sp4 Dale L. NichoIs, Pvt. Robert C, Tyon,

Sp4 David L Gibson, Sp4 Christos Panoutreleos, Sgt.

Nick Demas, Sgt. James Shaffer, Sp4 James P. Stevens,

Emest French, Sp4　Lawrence L. Savage, Pfc. Bemie

McKenzie, Pfc. Stuart Wilson, Sgt. Jerry Yancey, Pfc.

A皿ed F. Thompson, Pfc. David McPibbons, Sp4

Richard A. Neighbours, Sp4 Raymond D. Hoffman, Pfc.

Charles D. Coulson, Sp4 Rocky D. Gill, Sp4 David L.

Sherman, Sp4 Ceaser Hastings, Sgt, Walter L, “Tex’’

Weruli, Sp4 Steven Fugati, Pfc. Walter M. Payne, Pfo.

Asquith B. Willis, Sgt, Robert L. Jones, Pfo. Teddy J.

McGhee, Sgt. Gary J. Duderhoeffer, Sp4 Donnie H.

Clements, Pfc. Randy L. Abernathy, Sp4 Joseph D.

Parovich, Pfc. Chandler, S. Sgt. David A. Swallow, Pfe.

David A. Lewis, Sp4 Carlton Powell, Pfo. Lacy S, Ward,

Pfc. Samuel Johnson, Pfc. Richard E. Peacock, Pfc.

David W. Park, Jr., Sp4 James H. Essick, Pfc. Charles

Come11, Sp4 Harry C. Strieker, Jr., E-1 Kenneth K.

Tumer, Sgt. David A. Parr, Sp4 Joe DeMann.

* The names have been copied directly from the signatures on the

Petition and may not in all cases be accurate.-ED,
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Does anybody know what we,re fighting for?

Actually・ I tell you’the only thingyou fightin, foris your

OWn life. You fightin, to go back home, and you got to fight

your way outta here. You can’t go out there and justgive it

up. You fight for yourself, man. I know I am・ l’m fightin, to

go home.

You be out here in the bush fight証the VC and NVAand

you go to some city in Vietnam and then you be fightin’the

Vietnamese people.

Can’t send any mail out ofthis place, I don’t know why.

We don’t get any mail.

Do you /hink /h砂子e /′ying /O hide /he /わt /hat you子e

here?

Yes.

No mail, nO SuPPOrt, nO nOthin’.

/A grunt comes jnto /he bunker and says/.・ They had a

Cobra shot down" The pilot and copilot both got hit.

They got shot down today?

Fifty-One Caliber.

They’re shootin’down our birds all the time言ust like a

POPgun.

」耽ve yoα g砂S /ired /Oday?

No.

Why?

Won’t mess with them ifthey don’t mess with us.

So thcy haリen’t /訪ed at /his bz/nker all day, and you

haソen ’t /ired at /hem.

That’s right.

We’re not going to do it, either.

You get the feeling sometimes that they don,t really want

to fool around with us that much, unless we fire back.

They want us out ofhere, that’s for sure.

Let’s go. /履wghter/

Couldn’t take these guns out. I don’t think they want

these big eight-inchers out o書’here. VC want them out and
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the lifers wants them in, SO We gOtta Stay here.

Didn’t /hc, Peli[ion fIart (埴er /hey /ried /O Single鋤白ix

guys /と)r Cのurt-martial.?

That’s right.

How do you /わ/ abou/ /hat, Picking oz/t Si.r gwys /)r

co urt-I7つarIial !

It’s rotten. They’re trying to separate us, trying to keepit

from being unified. They know ifwe’re unified they can’t do

anything. They can’t court-martial the whOle company.

Just isn’t six people that don,t want to go out there,

they’rejust trying to blame it on six people.

The「C’s no way you can court-martiai the whole com.

Pany and keep it out ofthe papers and out ofnational atten-

tion. You can do it with sjx guys, and no one’11 ever hearofit

‘cept the Slar▲∫ and Stripc,S, But if you court-martia=he

Whoie company it’s bound to get out.

7協eSe are /he men who wc,re /us/ mpping.

John Van Belleghen from Cleveland, Ohio. I got seventy-

five days left.

This is Derek Pau=rom Munster, Indiana. I got about
ninety days left.

Reubcn Topinka from Chicago,皿nois. I got fifty-One.

Ceaser Hastings from Atlanta, Georgia, and I have about

two hundred and seventy 「ive left. Second tour. Believe me, I

knew what was golng On, I su「e 「egret voluntecrin’for a

SCCOnd tour in this scumしdg` bu=,m here now and so I gotta

Play my part, bu=’m not goin’there just to give my冊e

away, nOt jus=ike that.

David Pawpa, and I’m重’rom Oklahoma Gty. Got fifty重ve

days left and can’t wait to get out of this place. It’s a

bummer, man.

I’m Robert Jones from Atlanta. I just got in the country

again, WaS here part of the鉦st tour, Went in for reassign・

ment back in the world for some hardships and t]一ey Were

disapproved, SO I’m back over here agajn. Maybe about two
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hundred days left. Soon as it’s over I plan on makin, it back

to the world. And I’m not goin’to do anything stupid, nOt tO

make it back.

I’m Sp4 Albert Grana from Los Angeles, California. I got

fifty-One days left.

I’m Pfc. Payne from Baltimore, Maryland. I got three hun-

dred and fifty days left.

Sp4 Danny Cooke. I got about sixty days.

/At /his point we /〆t /he /ape rec。rder on while /he men

Went about /heir wsき/al routine /n machine-gun bunker /ire.

Some were reading /he Army七newspaper, /he Stars and

Stripes, While otheIS重l/ed sandbags. 77zeir cease了かe was still

in e解ct, aS /he men walkc,d aboαt Openly withoz/t helmets or

華ak /ackets. We didn’t know how long it would last./

What’s it say there, man`?

“・ ‥ Americans at Firebase Pace took a shelling attack

without , ,.’’

Oh, that’s a lie, man.

They say we took two shelling attacks without any

CaSualties.

Which day is that?

Look at this, man: “NVA gunners fired one 82 mm mortar

round ‥.”

One round-We gOt about twelve or thirteen rounds.

Oh, the way they lie in these motherfucking papers.

Is that incomlng?

No.

YES!

INCOMING! INCOMING!

Told ya.

Fifteen seconds. Fiftecn seconds. /U鋤a砂jt /の0k about

J研teen seconds between /he /ime we could hear /he mortar

pop 。研of /he寂bes in /he /reeline z/ntil ;t would `・Ome

C朋Shing down on ws.]
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/77~ere /s a /oz‘d cJX.plosion as ’he b“nker js peppered by

pieces of脇朋pnel. 1

Hey, that was a rocket.

/7協e b“nke売M-60 machine gun opens c/p On /he North

招etnamese gz‘nnerS bんz〆ing at /he /reeline, /

Have they set that.50-Cal. up yet, man?

Was that a rocket or mortar?

A rocket.

Is that tape recorder sti11 goin’?

Digit.

It’s got mud on it, but it,sgoing.

Hey, Where’s that.50-Cal. ammo, Tom?

They haven,t got any ammo up there yet.

Hey, What you got there?

/l /ook at my hands,・ /hey +e bleeding. / Shrapnel.

Shrapnel?

Maybe you better go check with the medic.

Hear that last one coming in a few minutcs ago?

Rockets.

Right over us.

I heard onc come in.

Have they set up the fucking.50 yet?

I thought maybe they,d leave us alone, man.

They should know better than that shit.

Somebody fire?

No, Idon’t think so.

They shot at us first.

/T72ere /s a /oud boom, and ’he gr。Z‘nd shakes. di oneの.

fZzcc膏bなgz/nS /iring. /

Going out!

Get down. Get down, Chief, dammit!

Shootin’direct Hre out there.

ISeye朋l men were hi[ c,arlier by sh胸pnel /ire /inm our

OWn gun∫・ 77zey were/諦ng at /hrec, h初めredyards. /

/Another kルd cxplosion手f heard. /
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What in the fuck was that?

Secondary explosion, man,

You okay, man? /to me/

I see you got some shrapnel.

I /hin短O, /don’t know wha/ Jt iJ. /didn’t/わl ;t.

Shrapnel什om what? That round?

You want a medic?

人心.

Incommg.

INCOMING, MAN, INCOMING!

Straight out.

Rocket or mortar?

Those are mortars gomg Out?

Ijust told them they hit the fucking ARVN compound.

They,re trying to hit that fucking bird out there. Get a

direction and how many rounds.

HERE IT COMES!

Bunker six, incomlng.

Get a direction, man.

/More machineiJun /ire. /

Get down, man.

How far out?

About twelve hundred.

That was close, man.

Yeah. Rocket’right over the top of us.

We got more shrapnel, man-look a=he holes in that
thing.

Incom工ng!

You all right’Al? They,re coming bcaucoup cIose, man.

Where’d my fucking pot [helmet] go, man.

They got three guys wounded over there.

They got two squads out there securing that Cobra.

Tell ’em to stay in their fucking bunkers, man.

They’re sending infantry out?

They want some dudes to go out to the woodline now.
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Hey, that was fucking recoilless-rifle fire. Check that out.

That’d fuckin’destroy this bunker.

Is there a helmet around here, man`?

That freaks me out, I Iost my clgaretteS.

We got to get that fucking.50 set up.

/772e men gO back /O reading Stars and Stripes duringa /z/l′

in /he脇elling. One of/he grunl高s reading.・ /

`∴. NVA gunners fired one　88 mm mortar and seven

roundsof‥.’’

Ahhh, kiss my ass.

妙杉んのe
After we finished the tape, AI Grana handed me the petitjon

With the sixty重ve signatures. It was two-thirds of the com-

Pany, mOre than anyone had expected. Time was rummg

Out. IfIwasevertoget out ofPace,it had to be now.

Grana shook my hand the way grunts shake hands, Clasp-

ing the thumb.
“I hope you can make them listen,・・ he said.

“I’ll try.’’

“Good luck.”

I shook hands with cach ofthe other men ill the bunker

the same way.

Without stopping by the TOC, I rushed to the gate where

the downed Cobra gunship had crashed. Another American

Chopper had landed about fifty meters away, aPParently to

COVer the Medevac ship which was commg tO get the Cobra

Pilot. As I ran for the chopper I could see the pilo=ying
there・ Wajting. Most ofhis leg had been shot away.

The chopper pilot agreed to take me to Tay Ninh andwe

took off, gyrating wildly to avoid the North Vietnamese

groundfire. We landed at the 25th Division headquartcrs. I

Wanted to avoid the smiling ARVN public information man

SO I hitched a ride on a Medevacchoppertoasecondbase at

Tay Ninh, Where the wounded were brought in from the

Choppers to the waiting ambulances. A steady procession of

dead and dying. The choppers would wait long enough for

the human cargoes to be emptied and then they would fly off

again for Krek or Firebase AIpha.

257
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I got a cycIo into town and managed to catch a bus for

Saigon. The ride took about three hours. Every time we were

stopped by the South Vietnamese police, I expected to be

tapped on the shoulder and asked: “May I see your passport,

please.,, I was hopmg the lifers at Pace wouldn’t find out I

had left until I was safely on my way to Saigon, but that wa§

too much to expect.

If I made it to Saigon I would have to make a decision.

The North Vietnamese were massing around Pace and they

could attack at any time. 1 had to get Bravo Company out of

Pace, and the way to do that was to break the story・ Ken-

nedy might do something to get them out. But I had to get

out of Vietnam before the story broke, because I knew the

authorities wouldn,t let me out with that petition if they

could stop me. And since I was now in Vietnam illegally’

they could throw me in jai= also faced another danger. If I

gave the story to the wrong man, he might simply call up the

Army, aSk ifit were true, and, ifthey denied it, ki11 the story・

That would alert Thieu and the CID that I was carrying the

petition, and ifthey got to me before I could get the petition

Out, they could suppress the story.

When I got to Saigon I went to see Don Johnson. I wanted

to break the story but I didn,t know how, SO I suggested a

PreSS COnference.
白Don’t be an idiot,,, Don said. =If you try that they,11

come in and bust your head. You,1l never get away with it.,,

He suggested giving the story to a reporter from a Chicago

daily, but I wanted to glVe the story to ajoumalist l could

trust. so I called one of my cIosest friends, a yOung French-

man, Roland Paringaux of Agence France Presse. Roland and

I had become good friends in Cambodia, gOmg tO Svay Rieng

together to do a story about South Vietnamese atrocities. He

was outraged when he learned that South Vietnamese

Rangers raped and pi11aged in Cambodian villages. They had
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even used one village for mortar target practice, but he was

one of the few newsmen to report it. Except for Alan

Dawson of UPI, One Of the top Vietnam JOurnalists, mOSt Of

the American correspondents didn’t think South Vietnamese

atrocities in Cambodia important. “The Rangers do even

worse to their own people,’’said a correspondent for one

national magazine, SIoughing off the story.

I trusted Roland and l knew he would write an honest

story. While I talked he typed out the story and within a few

minutes it was on the wire, gOing all over the world. “This’1l

really stir up the Army,’’he said.

After he finished, Roland said, “You know, When this

breaks they’11 probably be looking for you.’’

``Yeah, I know.’’

=Look, Rich,’’he said, ``stay here. You’ll be safe. I don’t

think they’d dare break into a French news agency.’’

The next moming l took the tape to Art Lord of NBC

News. After hearing the tape, Art said言`Do you think you’ll

be about to get out ofhere with this?’’

“I don’t know. I’11 sure try.’’

“Are you ready for the Bell Telephone Hour followed by a

little game they call Truth or Consequences?’’

The “Be11 Telephone Hour’’was a Hoat Vu torture. The

PrlSOner is stripped and strapped to a chair, and two elec-

trodes are attached to his testicles. The interrogator can in-

CreaSe the voltage at wi11.
“The problem is getting you out of here in one pleCe,’’he

Said. “Look, We gOt a guy Who works for us who can do

miracles. Give me your passport and we’ll try to get you an

exit visa.’’

Every news agency in Saigon has at least one Vietnamcse

On the payroll who does nothing but take care of corre-

SPOndents’documentation, entry and exit visas, and other

bureaucratic hassles. I didn’t think there was much chance
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that Thicuwould let me out, but it was worth a try.

Latcr that aftcmoon, I wcnt back to NBC to find out

about my cxit visa.
“I’ve got some bad ncws for you,,, Art said∴`The Depart-

ment o「 Immlgration said it wil=ake at least four days for

you to gct an exitvisa.’’

My only chance of maki喜lg it was to get out ofVietnam

be「ore the story broke. Oncc it hit the Vietnamese news-

PaPerS, I was sure they’d do something. I had to talk with

Don, although it was risky to try and see him, Since his

apartment would be the first place the Hoat Vu would be

WatChing.

I was bcginning to get rea!ly scared, SO I decided to make a

move of my own・ Across the street from Don,s apartment

WaS the national prcss center phone booth工decided to call

CVeryOne I knew who could help, eVen though I knew the

Phone was tapped.

When I c「ossed the street back to Don,s apartmen= was

fo11owed by two Victnamese, One Carrying a wa量kie-talkie.

Both wore white shirts outside thcir pants, PrObably to hide

their.38s. Hoat Vu.

They got into the elevator with me・ I expected it right

then’bu=hey made no move to grab me' They fo11owed

about flrteen feet behind unti= got to Don,s apartment.
When I Iooked back’they were waiting.

“I= wcre you, I’d stay o「f the streets,’’said Don.白And

Whateveryou do, don,t go out alone.,,

Chang Lee, Who headed his own news service, Tele-News,

CamC in carrying a Vietnamesc newspaper, Which he showed

me・ “Congratulations, Boyle. You,re a big hero.,,

Therc on the front page was the Agence France Presse

StOry about the mutilly at Pace with me named asthe corre-

SPOndent.arrylng a Petition rrom sjxty詰ve GIs to Senator

Kemedy.

A few moments later Art Lord ca11ed and said he had an
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idea. The NBC office was just upstairs, SO I fel= could make

it safely.

“There sti‖ may be one chance to get you out of here

before it’s too late.’’

“I’m listening’A「t.,, I was wjlling to try anything.

“You were wounded at Pace, right`?,,

“Shit,’’I said. “It was only a scratch.’’

“So what; anyWay, yOu look like death warmed over.

When was the last time you had any sleep?,,
“I can’t remember.,,

“Okay, then. We’11 go over to the national press director,s

Office and ask that he intervenc for you on humanitarian

grounds. We’11 say you have to get to a doctor right away.,,

It was really a long shot. After the story broke, I doubted

if even the press o珊ce would dare defy Thieu by interceding

in my behalf. They may have already been in trouble for

issulng me a PreSS Card.

Art went with me to the press office and explained how I

had been hit by shrapnel at Pace and that I was near collapse

from exhaustion. The secretary a=he press office looked
Very COnCerned. `●We know about your difficulties,’’she said,

“but ‖hjnk you are a good person.’’She tumed to herboss

and spoke in Vietnamese. “Yes,’’she fina11y said,白we wi=

help you get out of Vietnam.’’

They gave me a lctter from the national press office stating

that since I had been wounded in action I should begranted a

SPeCial exit visa on humanitarian grounds. When =eft, the

SeCretary lightly touched my arm and said, “Good luck, Mr.

Boyle, You know, yOu are Very lucky.’’

I couldn’t believe it. Even with all the anti-Americanism in

Vietnam, they were wi11ing to risk everythingjust to help me.

Art agreed to come along to the immigration center in case

they tried to grab me there. But with the letter from the

national press office, I got the exit visa in a few hours.
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As I strapped mysel白nto the seat ofthe big Pan Am 747,

for the first time I felt I could relax. But the plane didn’t

``Are you Mr. Boyle?’’asked a Vietnamese, leamng OVer

my seat.
“Why?’’

“Vietnamese Customs wants to see you about something.’’

“About what?’’I demanded.

“Something to do with your bag.’’

“Bu11shit,’’I yelled. “The only way I’m leavmg this plane

is to be dragged off.’’

The purser came over and said I wou獲d havc to go. “We’re

under- Vietnamese law here,’’he said. “Once they took two

men off after the plane was begimmg tO taXi down the run-

way. They called us on the radio and ordered us back and

then they came on and took them off. So you bettergo.’’

Just when I though= had made it, they wantedmetogo

back.
“Te= them that if they want me they are golng tO have to

COme uP here and get me, and ifthey do that, there’ll be one

hell of a fight, right here on your fucking airplane with every-

body watching.’’

“You must be crazy,’’said the purser.

“I don’t give a shit what you think. Just te11 them what I

said.,’

He quickly left. About twenty minutes passed. Then

another Vietnamese retumed. “They said you can go,’’he

told nle.

The engines revved up and the plane started to taxi down

the runway. As the plane left the ground, I felt li卜e a prisoner

Who had made it over the wall. I was free-almost.
“Are you Mr. Boyle?’’A man at the Honolulu airport

Customs station flashed a badge with a gold eagle on it. I

COuldn’t read the inscription.

``Yeah, Why?’’
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``Would you please come with us.’’

=What for?’’

“Step this way, Please.’’

There were four of them; they took me into a small room.
“Do you have any tapes?’’said the one with the badge.

“Why do you want to know?’’

He searched me and opened the cassette which had the

tape from the men of Bravo Company. I had come too far to

have it ripped off now, SO I said to the guy while he was

fondling it:
“That tape is for the Congress of the United States. Do

you happen to know the penalty for contempt of Congress?’’

The agen=ooked startled. Maybe it was the tone of my

VOice-he couldn’t tell if I was bluffing or not-but he handed

it back very quickly.

When my plane landed in San Francisco, I was met by

about a dozen newspeople, including two of my cIosest

friends, Frank Mariano and Am Bryan. Frank told me the

news: Senator Kemedy had public]y ca11ed for an investiga-

tion ofthe incident at Pace. The Army then pulled out all the

men of Bravo Company, Sending in Delta Company to

replace them. The men of Bravo were sent to Firebase Tim-

buktu, tO the rear, and were now out ofdanger. None ofthe

men would be court-martialed. The Army had backed down.

A few days later, the men of Delta Company heard about

the refusal of Bravo Company. When a Delta patroI was

Ordered out, tWenty men refused to go.

Then the Amy pulled out Delta Company, along with the

Cntirc company of artillery supporting the South Vietnamese

in Cambodia. The monster guns which fired shells as big as

tree trunks over a distance of thirty miles were left at Fire-

base Pace, SPiked so they would be ofno use to the NVA.

The U.S. Army was in retreat. The grunts had won.
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Although the Army admitted pu帖1g Out the men of Bravo

Company, Maj. Gen. Jack J. Wagstaff, COmmander of U.S.

Forces for the Third Military Rcgion in Vietnam, tOld the

Associated Press that Bravo Company had been withdrawn
“because of a]l this goddam flak, the possiblc harm it could

do to company morale and in line with normal rotation

POlicy.’’He went on to say:
“Therc was never any confrontation, neVer any refusal.

There was never an opportunity. The only refusal, if you

Want tO Ca= it that言s that they to]d a ncwsman they weren’t

going to go.’’

While the rest of the world was reading Le Monde’s ac-

COunt Of what happened at Pace言he Army was effectiveIy

COnCealing the t「uth什om the American people. Most Ame正

Can neWSPaPerS Carried the AP story with Wagstaff’s denial,

not the French version.

Although my main objective was to save the lives ofthe

men of Bravo Company, l wanted somehow to let the Ameri-

Can PeOPle know the Army was sti11 trying to cover up the

facts. So I ca1」ed a press confercnce in San Francisco the

momlng after I retumed. Firs† I read the AP story with Wag-

Staff’s denials, then played p地rts ofthe tape made by the men

Of Bravo Company under fire, aSking the several dozen news-

men present to decide for themscIves who was te=ing the

truth.

The Army so far had managed to kcep the Saigon press

COrPS aWay from the men of Bravo Company, but now there

WaS tOO muCh pressure. Although the AP was stil=’ePOrting

the Army version, UPI宜na=y sent their correspondents to

Firebase Timbuktu to interview AI Grana and the others,

Who ca11ed the patrol a “senseless suicide mission’’and said

their refusal was a “matter of common sense.’’The story of
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Pace was now making head血es in the States {一nd was being

COVered on nctwork tclevjsion.

Since I had promised the mell Of Bravo Company tha=

WOu!d persona=y place their pe佃o11 in Sel-atOr Kennedy,s

hands’=er=hC l-eXt mor一…g for Wasl血gton. The senator

WaS Out Or town・ but his aides, Dale Dehan and Ed Martin,

PrOmised a meeting as sooll aS it could be :lrranged・

While in Washington l was askcd by the People,s Coalition

for Peace and Justice to tes紺y at thc PeopIc・s Tribunal

Against Richard Nixon. Thc「e I met Don Luce. =old him I,d

been unsuccessfu=n my attemP=O 「ind out what had hap-

Pened to Long. Luce told me he,d heard Long was sti= alive,

in a military pr-SOn` S剛continu-ng the struggle. Long had

CVen managed to smuggle out a letter, Which was printed in

the New York 7Tmc}S.

I heard from some friends jn the prcss that the Pentagon

WaS trying to discredit me persona=y, Ca喜ling the story of

Pace “scavengerJOu「nalism,’’so萱flew to New York to meet

With leadcrs o「 the Vietnam Vetcrans Against the Wa「, the

group which staged the march on the Capitol in May 1971.
AI Hubbard and Mike Oliver, tWO O「 the group’s national

directors’Wanted to press Kennedy to go a11-Ou=‘or the

grunts at Pace・ A dramatic appeal from the brother Of J。hn

and Robert Kennedy on natjona=elevision usi-1g the GIs,

Petition and tape could have a tlemCl-dous impact on the

nation, they felt. A key vote to end the war was comlng uP i【l

the House, and a switch ofa few votcs was a= they figured

would be needed to end thc war.

I ca11ed Kennedy’s staf廿rom New York. Thcy promised to

arrange for the veterans to meet with thc senator, but when I

rctumcd to Washington l was told hc was too busy・ A=his

time I began to hcar of divisiveness within the veterans’anti-

War grOuPS. John Kerry, the most publicized vet spokesman.

had just nown to Washington to advise Kennedy’s staff that

the senator stay away from the Pacc a書、fair.
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Tim Butz, One Of thc ]eaders of the Washington, D.C.,

Veterans’Coalition, hearing of Kerry’s trip and of Senator

Kennedy’s refusal to meet with the men, Called a meeting of

several veterans’groups in the area. A lettcr to Kennedy was

drafted and a delegation of eight vets was selected to present

it at the senator’s office. The next day l went with the eight

to Kennedy’s office.

While we were waiting to see the senator, Ed Martin, his

top aidc, remarked that if Kemedy came out strongly for the

grunts he would be accused of using the GIs for his own

POlitical purposes. Kennedy, he said, had bitterly attacked

the charge on Hamburger Hill and been clobbered for it.

Martin admitted that Kerry had met with the Kennedy staff.
“He’s a bright boy,’’he said. (It has been rumored that Kerry

has been slated to run for Congress in Kennedy’s home state

Of Massachusetts.)

At last Senator Kennedy arrived. I handed the petition to

him, aS I’d promised the grunts I would, and asked him to

help.*

I told Tim Butz and the other vets what Kemedysaid二in

effect, he wouldn’t do anything more than he’d already

done-Write to Defense Secretary Melvin Laird calling for an

investigation of the Pace affair. He would not make the

dramatic appeal to end the war they had hoped for, SO the

VetS dccidcd to go to other congressiona=eaders for help.

During the next week, I saw as many congressmen as I

COuld, trying to te= them what I had seen in Vietnam. Rep.

Ron Dellums was very sympathetic, though he was afraid the

Pulトout vote coming up would lose in the House. Sen. Fred

Harris issued a press statement about Pace and sent a strong

letter to Laird, Stating: “I have received a tape recording ofa

dozen men [whoI raise‘ several important and disturbing

questions and convey the impression that their govemment

* See page 278ff for a fuller account of the meeting.
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no longer cares about them.’’He asked for a full congres-

Sional inquiry into the Army’s attempt to cover up the inci-

dent at Pace.

Sen. Mike Gravel’s staff expressed intercst in my informa-

tion about counterfraggings, eXPeCially what General Mataxis

had told me in Cambodia about the counterfraggings in the

Americal Division.

Then I saw Sen. Barry Goldwater. 「rhere have, he said,

been revolts at other times in American military history, eVen

the revolutionary war,

I called Rep. Paul “Pete’’McCIoskey, the antiwar Repub-

1ican from Califomia running for President against Richard

Nixon in the New Hampshire primary. At his home in

Virginia we listcned to the tape of the men of Bravo

Company. He was visibly moved and asked me to hold a press

COnference with him.

The next day McCloskey called Kemedy, inviting him to

join the press conference. Kennedy refused. Asked if the

senator would at least sit in on the press conference, Since the

Petition had been addressed to him, Ed Martin said no.

So it wasjust McCIoskey and me.
負The situation is clear,’’ he told the thirty newsmen

gathered in the Capitol hearing room.*

Many GIs in Vietnam are no Ionger wi11ing to obey

Orders. To order an offensive operation today is to in-

Vite wholesale mutiny. There is a growing dangcr of con-

frontation between American troops and thcir officcrs

which could prove ugly and disastrous. There is l王kewise

a growmg danger of confrontation, if not combat,

*Entered in the CongγeSSional Record, Oct, 28, 197l, HlO20-21・

Representative McCIoskey also had entered in the Recoγd of that date

the petition from the men of Bravo Company and other statements of

GI dissatisfaction and protest.-ED.
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between the diminishing number of American troops

and various groups of disaffected South Vietnamese.

This being the case, 1 suggest that the President has an

Obligation, aS Commandcr in Chief, tO PreSerVe the re-

ma…ng eSPrit de corps and profcssional competence of

Our Amy by disengaglng from Vic†nam at the earliest

PraCticable date.

If he fails to do so, the Congress must assume that

responsibi亜y. It behooves us to withdraw from Viet-

nam before the professional reputation and professional

COmPetenCe Of the Amy as well as its deterrent capa-

bility in the future is damaged bcyond repalr.

McCIoskey then pointed to the widespread fragglng, the

breakdown of the units outside of Vietnam and the racial

unrest, and concluded:

With the publication of the Pentagon papers and a

growmg Public realizatjon of the enormity o「the deceit

PraCticed upon the American people-and even the

Congrcss」n order to get us invoIved in Vietnam--keep

us there--and justify our rcmammg there」t is no

WOnder that our servicemen rebel at being asked to stay

behind to prcserve the Thieu-Ky reglme and to preserve

the pride and prestige ol’a presidcnt who does not want

to be the t、irst American President to Iose a war.

A few days latcr the House voted on settinga deadline for

the end o=he war. The measure was defeated by about
thirty votes.



November6, 1971

Specialist AI Gra)1a

FirebaseTimbuktu　.

Republic of Vietnam

Dear Al:

ForglVe me for not writing to you sooner but this was the

first cha量1Ce tO StOP aIld really do my head. Some good people

have let me use their cabin in Carmel, Califomia. Now a warm

fire is going and l can look out at the Pacific Ocean rolling

agains=he white cliffふI havejust finished the first draft of

my book, about what you and the men did at Pace. It,s im-

POrtant, I think, that people know as soon as possible what

happclled at Pace a11d what is happemng ill Vietnam.

Idon’t knowwhat to do, though. I feeladeep senseof

frustratio11・ I,ve tried, but it wasn,t enough. Maybe it was my

fault; l don’t know. Maybe people doIl’t wallt tO know. I

don’t know what it is, but you were right, they are not gomg

to let thc truth get out. They are too powerful, the wire serv-

iccs, the newspapers, the po]itjcians, the magazincs. It isjust

too much to fight.

Maybe to them you arejust meat. They say there were
“only eight’’killed last week. That’s fine, if you weren’t one

Ofthe eight. I’m pissed of「, l admit it. Maybe that’s why l

fai]ed to get them to listen; l was too angry. But I,m sorry, Al,

I couldn’t help it.

271
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I doubt now that the truth will ever get out; nObody wa11tS

to know. 1t,s easier oll their consciences to believe Nixon.

I wish I could rea11y tell them what it,s like at Pace. l wish

I could take every senato「 and every newspaper editor to Pace

forjust one hour, tO let them live in the mud with the rats, tO

let them see their buddies bleed right in front of them.

They wouldI一,t liste11. You can,t make pcople listen if they

don’t want to; theyjust tum off.

No matter what happens, thOugh, One帥Ilg lS Clear: yOu

and the others won a great victory over the冊ers. Both

Kennedy and Sen. Fred Harris assured me that they won’t let

the Army try to hang your asses alld that they’11 kecp after

Laird-in fact, it is the Pentagon whjch is now on the defensive.

When事told youguyswhen l ]eft that !’d try to haveyou out

in two days, I never believed it could be done. But when

Kennedy called for that i11VeStigatio11, the Army had to buckle

under. When your replacements, Delta Company, heard about

your refusal to fight, they quit too, a-1d the shit rea11y hit the

fan at the Pentagon. They were forced to pull a= U.S. troops

Out Of Pace completely.

When you guys started the whole thing, yOu Were taking o宣l

the entire U.S. military compIcx, and that’s tough. The brass

knew that ifthey let you get away with what you were doing.

and othcrunits found out abou白t, they’d be in trouble. Why

would allybody ill his right mil「d go out alld get ki11ed in Nam

when you guysgot away with te=ing the lifers to go fuck them-

selves`? You not only got away with it, yOu’re heroes to a hell

ofa lot ofbrothers and sisters here; Whe11 yOu COme home

you’1l see that.

You guys wcre right about the Army trying to coverup the

sIory. After I gave the story to the Frendl When I got back to

Saigon, the story was cabled to New York and the一一tO Paris,

where it made a= the PaPerS. The cditors o「 Associatcd Press

and Ullited書)ress ill New York子ired ol、書、 “1・OCkets’’to thcir
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bureau chiefs in Saigon, temng them to get offtheir ass alld

find out what’s happenlng. UPI and AP hadn,t heard a slngle

WOrd about Pace, but a newsman hates to tell his boss he

doesn’t know what’s happenlng. So the American wire services

frantically tried to find out from the Army. The briefer at the

five o’cIock follies told the press he had11’t heard about any

mutiny.

By this time everyjoumalist in Saigon was trying to get up

to Timbuktu to缶ld out who was lying, me Or the Amy. The

AP had its ass on the line, gOing with the Army pitch all the

Way. They would look pretty foolish telling hundreds of sub-

SCribing newspapers, “Sorry, We gOOfed slightly. I guess there

WaS a refusal.’’The Army tried to keep them away from you

guys to hush up the story as Iong as it couId. The story was

becoming too big in the States and the press was getting more

insistent about getting to Timbuktu.

Wire services like to kick each other in the balls every

Chance they get. UPI臆臆I guess it was my friend Dieter Ludwig-

finally got to see you and filed this story: “GIs who told their

Officers they would refuse to make a night ambush patroI out-

Side embattled Firebase Pace said today it was a `senseless sui-

Cide mission’and their refusal was a `matter of common

SenSe.’” The story also told about your letter to Kennedy and

that it was read into a tape and ``then spi正ted out ofPace and

later out of Vietnam’’by me.

Now it was obvious to many that the Army had been lying.

But then something happened. The story suddenly died. The

Washington fost, aS far as I know, Carried the two AP reports

giving the Army version, but the UPI story didn’t get in. This,

the newspaper read by most congressmen, WaS in effect giving

On】y onc version. A newspaper doesn’t have to use a wire serv-

ice story言t can select what it wishes, and the R)St decided

to run the AP, and not the AFPorthe UPI, StOry. Iofferedto

Write a story in Saigon for their correspondent, but he wasn’t
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interested. Instead he kept ru11ning stories about the Army

denials. More people in Amcrica were readi11g abou=hC de-

nials tha量l the actual event.

I go=o know a lot mo「e vets since comlng back. In

WashillgtOn I crashed for a 「ew days in a big ramblillg VetS’

commune which also serves as head(luarterS for the various

vets, antiwar groups. O丁a旧he peopIc I told about what was

happening to the grunts, the on]y ones who rea=y listened’I

mean really tuncd in, Were the Vietnam vets. TllCy・ mOrC thal-

anyone else, SaW the significance of what yoし1 did. They knew

you had won.

There,s something happenmg, man, it,s in the air, l swear

it. The「e are about two m冊on vets a= ove「 this count「y, and

a he= ofa lot orthem arc getting i=ogethe「・ Thcre’s this

beer ha= on DuPont Circle in Washington where a bunch of

the vets hang out. There are guys there likc Beagle・ Who was

a Marine recon point man.待I ki=ed three hundred VC, man,’’

he to喜d mc, =and you knowwhat廿ound out when I got back

here? I ki11ed the wrong people. Ain,=hat a mind blower`?’’

And there is Jim. who had part o「his leg shot away. “Do

you know what it,slike to shoot aman in the face? I mean’

see him die`?,, He said when he Came back from Nam, like

Beagle and the othervets in the bar he felt betrayed by his

own country, Sent tO bleed in d War tO make mjllionaires

「iche「.

Jim got drunk one night, and he got so t‘ed up he decided

to go see Nixon persona11y. Limping past the White House

guard at four A.M., he wasjumped by several security men and

whisked off to a psycho ward. They just couldn’t understand

why an ex-Marine who had seen his buddies blown away in

Vietnam and had come home to rind nojob and no futurc, a

man who wi= never walk right agaln, Why he would want to

see Nixon and shout∴`My God, yOu gOt tO StOP th上s shit.’’

He must be crazy, they thought. But there are lots of crazies
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around like him, and they’re rea11y getting fed up with the

way this country is heading,

For the first time we’re seeing young mcn beg on the

streets; yOu Can’t go a block in D.C. without someone asking

for a dime. The worst part is to seevets, their ¶oppy bush

hats pulled down, aSk you fora handout. I gave one a quarter

and asked him where he’d been;turnS Out hc was in the

Arizona Territory the same time as me. “No shit, man. Tllat

was bad then.’’

We rapped I‘or about halfan hour. He said he couldn’t find

work. Therejust isn’t any. “Things are bad in this country,’’

he said.負Just look around, man, yOu have to be blind not to

see it.’’Th料e are three hundred fifty thousand vets out of

work; eVen the govemment admits it. They gave it up to go

to Nam and now their country is saymg nO thanks.

You tell somebody youjust came back from Nam and they

shun you like you got some rare disease. They expect you to

shove a needle in theirarm, OrWhip out a bayonet or some-

thing. A New York State Chamber ofCommerce pamphlet

even urged businessmen no=o hirc vets because they were

junkies. Man, ain’t /hat a foot up the ass.

There were 。 lot ofvets who would gather at this beer hall

every night. Some wo「e Vietnam Veterans Against the War

P】nS; SOme, 1ike Beagle, WOre their camouflage jackets, Others

wore bush hats or Montagnard bracelets. But whatever they

wore, they a11 had that look in their eyes. They’ve seen it・

And you could tell by the way they greeted each othcr, S量ap-

ping the skin like you did at Pace--man, that other guy, eVen

though youjust met him, he’s your brother・ It was thc same

feeling you a11 had at Pace. You didn,t give a shit who the

other grunt was, he was you and you were him. That feeling

hasn’t died, Al言t’s getting stronger.

And we’d rap. We’d 「ap for hours. The vets were fcd up

with the peop!e mnnjng thc flntiwar demonstration in

Washington. ``If they took over this country・ they’d simply

`
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replace the cagles on the gCnCrals’un廿orms with red stars.

But jt would be the same,,, sajd one youngvet.
“Right on, man,’’sajd Cheyeme, anOther vet who had just

got out ofthe miljtary hospital. A旧he vets said they felt

that many in the antjwar movement treated待thejr GIs・, the

Same way white libera」s treated白their Negroes,, durmg the

S証ns down South. It was like t」一e Whitc missiollary bringing

the word to the heatl-enS. r「hey folt tl-ey Were being used,

that there was something m i=‘or thc otherguy.白I don・t

think they realIy glVe a Shjt about us,,, Beagle said.

We talked about what cou】d bc doJIC tO end tlle War. Al、ter

the People,s Coalition demonstration 11opped, a lot ofthe vets

decided they would never do anything with them again. Some

even believe the demonstrators were頼ua11y hurting the

CauSe mOre than helping it.

Beagle had a bushy blond beard and chewed a cigar wheIl

he spoke. ``I’ve beel「 getting fod up with their whole t「ip,,・ he

Said. “I’m 「edしIP With their ego-tripping, their phony Marxist

rhetoric・ and their ca=ing a= the cops pjgs.・,

A guy named John O,Connor saw o量le COP Chase several

hundrcd demonstrators durmg the Mayday demonstration.
“One fuckiIlg COP,’’he Said. =Some revolutionaries.,,

Each night our rap sessions at the beer hall grew, until some

nights there wcrc about twenty vets` W冊their gir冊ends.

bitching about thc way everytI-illg WaS gOing. We a旧、elt

POWerless. Our country was getting dceper into trouble. but

What could anybody do`?
“They,rc a1=he fucking same,,, said Jim. ・でan you tc‘旧he

d冊erence between Muskie and Nixon`?,,

“Right on, man,,, Cheyeme added.白There,s no difference

between the two parties.,,

One night Beagle came in w佃apiecc o恒apc‘r. m was

excited. “Hey, hear this.’’

He 「ead the Declaratjon o=ndependence.白Man言t says it

right here.旧he govemment fucks you over言t・s not on!y
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your right but your 「uckingduty・ man, yOurdαty to bring it

down. Thosc guys likc Jc件crson knew what they wcrc 〔1oing.’’

A Iot ofthc guys had nevcr read the Decla「ation of

Independence, Or at lcast hadn,t paid much attcntion to it.
寝It says it right here.” Bcagle went o-1.待IfJcfferson and

Pai-1C and thOSe dudes were hcrc tonight, do you think thcy’d

bc withNixon o「with uS“!’’

…Shit, man,当aid Chcycnne,買Nixon,s the samc as King

Gcorgc.’’

=Right on,,, Beagle added. =The PeOPle of this country

have been fuckcd ove「, Cheated, and lied to by all ofthem.

Johnson,s the samc as Nixon, aI「d Nixon’s the same as

Muskie or Humphrey‥ thぐy a= want to screw you.’’

・・That,s wha=his whoIc war was,,’Jim said, “a big ripof、f.

Fifty-fivc thousand guys died to makc some people rich.’’

=Everybody,s always trying to se= somebody out・’’said

Cheyeme" =Labor leaders sell out their mcmbership・ POliti-

cians se11 out thC VOtCrS, and even our own guys se= us out.”

負That・s why this war is sti= going,,, Jim s種id.待Therc’s

something in i=、or cvcrybody.’’

It was thc troops who pu11ed o廿the French Revolution

and it was 「ebelling soldicrs and sailors who stormcd the

Winte「 Palace in Russia in 1917. 11、thcre arc too many morc

Kent StzltCS, Or Jackson Statcs, Or Atticas‘ and the pcop]e

revolt, I think thc g「unts are gol11g tO be with the people・ nOt

with Nixon and the lifors. And I think thc Pentagon knows it.

1 hOPe that someday’bel、ore it is too late・ the American

people leam the truth. That you men o{ Bravo Company are

a cross-SeCtion ofthis nation. That the sixty-fivc men who

signed the petition to KonIledy represent a true indicator of

where our gencration is zlt」’ed up with th‘用es, the decep-

tions, Ofour own governmcnt.
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I’m sorry I,ve writtcn such a lollg-Winded ietter, but since I

don’t write often・ I usua11y w「itc a lot whcn I do. I have11,t

even told you about Kennedy.

Washington was a bad trip. I felt far bctter with youguysat

Pace. When you walk into a senator・s omce’yOu・re mct by a

WOman with a smile. Everybody,s always smiling, but you get

the feeling they don’t rea=y mean it. Each senator has his own

Praetorian Guard (With pinched co=ars a】1d modish sidebums

instead ofarmor) and jt’s theirjob to kcep their boss。S aS fa,

from the p「oleta「iat as possible・ They write their spceches,

answer thejr mail・ make arrangements fo「 tours; I suspect the

legislator himself of‘ten real-y doesn・t know what’s going on.

When I told some ofthe vets at the beer hall near DuPont

Circle that it seemed Kemedy wasn・t go-ng all out for you

guyS・ eVery One Of them said pretty much the same thing: You

Were their brothers and nobody fucks over a brother. The

next day there were cight vets in Kemedy,s office, SOme in

jungle fatigues, SOme Wearlng end-the-War buttons. As a

CapitoI cop nervousIy paced outside, Kemedy・s aides prom-

ised a meeting.

I met Kemedy the next moming. I was with Ed Martin, a

Boston newsman, When Kennedy came jn.
“I’ve come a long way to bring this and the men who

Signed it wanted me to te看l you something:・ I said as he sat

down〇位You know’there were tjmcs when J didn・t thjnk l・d

make it.喜was scared.,,

“Yes, I know what it must have bee掴ke,・・ he said,

I guess I told him everything you wanted me to say. That

yOu men were told you were going to Vietnam to ‘ight †・or

democracy, Only to discover that you werc fighting to make

Vietnamese al-d American profitcers 「ich and to suppress a

PeOPle seeking f「eedom. That you were -el・t to rot jn Vietnam;

nOW・ nObody gives a shit any more・ Peop看e back in the world

Say・ there were only eight k川ed in Vietnam last week. But
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what is i=ike, Senator, ifyou,rc one of the eight? Would you

have gone on that patrol, WOuld you have glVen uP yOu「 1ife

for Thieu and Nixon`? Would Nixon himself, WOuld he walk

point? Senator, I said’nOne Of these men want to be the last

to die. They love life,just as much as you, Senator, Or Nixon,

or the head of General Motors. They havejust as much right

to live as anyone else. Why throw away their lives any more?

Haven’t we killed enough?

I think l made Kennedy feel uneasy, because he stood up

very quickly.白What do you want me to do?,, he said. “I’ve

done everything I can.’’

I didn’t say anything.

Then-he continued, Saying it was he who had raised hell

about the charge on Hamburger Hi=・白I can’t stop the patroト

1ingor the k皿ng,,, he said. =l know how you must feel’

seeing your buddies blown away, but what do you want me

todo{7’’

待I don,t know, Senator,,, I said. =Look, I don’t want to

pressure you. You,ve got to Iook into your own head, into

your own conscience’and ask yourself if you are doing every-

thing you can. I can,t answer that.”

He looked at me for a long time.
負Senator, I’d like you to see this,’’看said.

It was a photograph I took from the helicopter over Pace

when l tried to land the first time. A South Vietnamese soト

dier had been shot through the neck. With each heartbeat・ a

huge purple glob ofblood would ooze out o「 his mouth・ fal-

1ing on his shirt. Within a few minutes his shirt was soaked

with blood. He knew he was dying. Whcn the chopper blades

started spiming, his blood whipped a= over the cockpit’all

over the mcdics, the other wounded, the crew, all over me.

Kennedy looked at the photograph and then handed it

back. As he started to leave, I said one last thing to him. “We

a11 know this country is in a bad way・ Most ofthose guys at
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Pace really didn,t think their petition would do any good;

1ike the rest ofus, they have nearly givcn up hope. Thcy,ve

been fucked over too many times. They still tried, they Still

had hope’but I don,t thjnk they’ll take jt much longer. Time

is running out.’’

He stopped but didn’t speak, and then he left.

I don,t know ifhe listened, Ai・ Maybe they rea11y don,t

Care, I don’t know. J don’t know what it’ll take to end this

War. I don’t know what it’11 take to make them listen. Ahalf

m皿on can march, and they don,=istcn. The polls show that

the majority ofthe American peopie want peace, and they

don’=isten. The grunts themselves, thcy’re throw看ng their

lives away for nothing, but they don,=isten. I don,t know

what it’= take.

Ifit,11 take words to end thjs senseless slaughter, I don,t

know what more can be said that hasn,t already been said.

Your tape, I think, SayS jt, but again they didn’t listen.

The most moving pIea for peace I have ever heard was

given by a young leader of the Vietnamese underground,

Nguyen Hong Long. I wish you could have known him as I

did, but now he isgone, =ke the thousands ofother

Vietnamese who fought for frecdom. !n Decembe「 o=969

he tried to free the island concent「ation camp ofCon Son,

Where there are thousands of、politjca量p「isoners. His ship, the

竹aina, WaS intercepted by atloti=a of Thieu,s ships on the

Mekong River. Whcn the f璃jna was seized, Long」umPed

On tOP Ofone ofThieu’s gunboats and ca=ed for the soldiers

Ofboth sides to lay down their wcapons a重ld end the War

themselves :
``The war lovers hate us because they know that they are

WrOng・ They call us draft dodgers and evaders, deserters and

betrayers. But the worid’knows that we are the 「i「st soldiers

for a humanity witllOut War, that we are the first soldiers in
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the last battlc o十’man against thc bcast in himsc旧’

At Pace a lot of tlle guyS i11 yOur Platoon said they had

nothillg against the NVA soldiぐrs. Thcy were jし1St SCarCd guys

like you.

Long said th種t someday soldje「s o† both Sides would sce

one another not as cnemics but as brothCrS. 1書’anything good

comcs out ofthis war, maybc it wi= bc that. For a short

w皿e at Pace yoしI didn’t shoot at the North Vietnamcsc and

they didn’t shoot at you.

You know, Al,川ncvcr forget somcthing Long once said

to me.
=No matter what happens to me,’’he said, “Or What hap-

pens to any ofus, it docsn,t matter. Thcy can kiil us all, but

thcy can’t kill an idea.’’

Whe11 the Hoat Vu took Long on Christmas E‘′e in 1969, I

saw somcthing in their f証es whilc they we「e beating him. 1t

was fear. You can chain a man’s body, but you can’t enslavc

his mind. The only prison is ofthe mind. Ifa man/わls free,

he is丘ee.

When I went to see Long’s mother to tell hcr what had hap・

pened, I told her about his drcam’the dream hc may never

livc to see comc true. That a= men, CVCryWhere, SOmCday,

would be rrcc. I think, A書, that many now share Long’s

dream. Every time a man rises什om his knces and shouts,

待I am free,’’thcy bccome morc afraid, bccause thcy know

they can,t stop him with bu=ets` Or tOrture, Or rePreSSion.

They can imprison a m冊on men like Long’but they can’t

StOP the idea of freedom.

1 think, Al, Licutenant CoIonel McA「「ee saw that. And he

was afraid, thcy wcre a= af、raid. Whcn a grL-nt tells his ser-

geant to go to hell, When a pr置SOner dcmands his freedom. ‥

they can use force, imprison thc body, but they can’t im-

pr]SOn thc mind. Whcn a man says言`I am free,” there’s noth-

mg they can do. Even汗he dies’he dies a free man. !t’s that
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SimpIe, Long’s ideこl. If‘you want to be frcc, a= you have to do

isbreak the Chainso白he mind. Tha白swhat you and the

Others proved dt Fjrc‘base Pacc.

The name ofthc ulldergroしmd movcment which t「ied to

StOP the war in 1969 WaS thC Long Hoa∴`丁hc Vietnamese

bclieve strongly in thC Cr種O白hc` Long Hoa, the FIower o子

the Dragon, When the spiritしIal power in man sha= ovcrcomc

the brutal force in himself’When iove shall overcomc death,

When peacc shall overcome war,,, Long said.

When I saw Long’s mother, =old hCraboしI=he FIower of‘

thc Drago喜l・ Shc had heard of thぐ!egclld, butし1nti=he11 Shc

had never undcrstood it. The iegcnd says that duri-1g the

tjme ofthe dragon, the worst time for mankind, a Sma= bud-

ding flower wi= sprlng uP. And jt wi= sprcad its petals

throughou=he wo「ld. Jt wi旧1e like a new evolution. Man

W川Iovc and be rrcc.

Thjs is the eve o川1e F!owcr o白hc Dragon.

緩







F案耽r備

仙e Ⅲa製m
THE BREAKDOWN

OF THE US. ARMY IN VIETNAM

“ ・ ‥ a direct report’SuPPOrted by photographs, Of one American’s
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