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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.

Ben Het　　41

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.’’
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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?’’
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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
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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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