VIETNAM——THE WHOLE THING
WAS A LIE!" A MUCH DECORATED
COMBAT VETERAN'S TESTIMONY

Mr. GRUENING. Mr. President, In' The depths of my aversion to this ideology special forces In Californla. The joke was

the February 1966 issue of Rampgrts,
there is published an article entitled
“Tha Whole Thing Was a Lic!” written
by former M. Sgt. Donald Duncan, holder
of the South Vietnamese Silver Star, the

" Combat Infantry Badge, the Bronze Star,
and the U.S. Army Air Medal.

The article illustrates Master Sergeant
Duncan’s disillusionment with the var-
jance between whai he was told about
the situation in Vietnam and what he
actually found there.

The article is well worth reading and
I ask unanimous consent that it be print-

f

f

ed in full in the Recorp at the conclu-’

‘ston of my rcmarks.
The PRESIDING OFFICER. With-
.out objection, it is so ordered.

(See exhibit 1)

Mr. GRUENING. Mr. President, cer-
tain statements in the article are worth
underscoring. Master Sergeant Dun-
can makes the observation that:

“The whole thing was .a lle. We weren't
preserving freedom in South Vietnam.,
There was no freedom to preserve. To.volce

- opposition to the Government meant jall

.-or death. Neutralism was forbidden and
punished. Newspapers that dign't say the
Fight thing were elosed dewn. Deople are
.not even free to leave and Vietnam is one
of those rare countries that doesn’t fill its
American visa quota. It’s all there to see
once the Red fllm 1s removed from the eyes,
We aren't the freedom fighters. We are the
“Russlan tanks blasting the hopes of an
Asian Hungary.

He further states:

It's not democracy we brought to Viet-
nam—it's anticommunism. This i{s the ouly
choice the people in the village have. This
is why most of them have embraced the

- Vietcong and shunned the alternative. The
” people remember that when they were fight-

ing the French for their natlonal independs-.

ence it was the Americans who helped the

" French. It's the American antl-Communist
bombs that kill their children, It's Amer-
ican anticommunism that has supported one
dictator after another in Saigon. When

. anti-Communist napalm burns their chil-
dren it matters little that an anti-Com-
munist special forces medic comes later to
apply bandages.

- These are important observations by a
fighting man who served 18 months on
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Latvia” "Hov#a out Vietnapr, Ari?” *T.. -

he'l with Vietnam. I wouldn’t blend. 'There
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(By Donald Duncan) the theory that speclal forces men cannot
When I Was drafted into the Army, 10 years' be prejudiced about the color or religion of

ogo, I was n militant anti-Communist. Ltke other people.

most Americans, I couldn’t concelve of any- After graduation, I was chosen to be & .

body cheosing communism over democracy. procurement noncommissloned oflicer for
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was, I suppose, due in part to my being Ro- made that I was now a procurer. After secing '
man Catholle, In part to the stories in the how we were prostituted, the enalogy doesn’t
news media about communism, and in part seem a bad one. General Yarborough's in-
to the fact that my stepfather was born in structions were simple: “I want good, dedi-
Budapest, Hungary. Although he had come' cated men who will graduate,. If you want
to the United States as a young man, raost him, take him. .Just remembar, he may be
of his family had stayed In Europe. From ' on your team someday.” Our final Instruc-
time to time, I would be given examples of | tions from the captain directly in charge
the horr=s of life under communism.*©0f the program had some succinct points.
Shortly after basic training, I was sent to. I stood In shocked disbellef to hear, “Don't"
Germany. I was there at the time of the So- $end me any niggers. Be careful, however,
vlet suppression of the Hungarian revolt. hot to give, the impression that we are
‘Everything I had heard about communism prejucliced in special forces. You won't find
was verified. Like my fellow soldlers I felt it hard to find an excuse to reject them.
frustrated and cheated that the United Most will be too dumb to pass the written
States would not go to the ald of the Hun- test. If they luck out on that and get by the
garians. Angrily I followed the action of the Fbhysical testing, you'll find that they have
brute force belng used agalnst people who. 8ome sort of a criminal record.” The third .
were armed with sticks, stolen weapons, and , tuan I sent to Fort Bragg was a 'nigger.”
a desire for independence. ; And I didn’t forget that someday he might
While serving in Germany, I ran across the be on my team.
special forces. I was so lmpressed by their - My first Impressions of Vietnam were
dedication and elan that I declded to volun- galned from the window of the jet while fiy- -
teer for duty with this group. By 1958 I~ ing over Saigon and its outlying areas., As .
had been accepted into the speclal forces I looked down I thought, “Why, those could !
and underwent training at Fort Bragg. I- be farms anywhere and that could be a city -
was soon to learn much about the outfit and - 8hywhere.” The ride from Tan Son Nhut to ’i
i
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the men in it. A good percentage of them the center of town destroyed the initlal il-
were Lodge Act people—men who had come luslon.

out from Iron Curtaln countrles. Their My impressions weren’t unique for a new
anticommunism bordered on fanaticism,.’ arrival In Saigon., I was appalled by the
Many of them who, like me, had joined spc- heat and humldity which made my worsted
cial forces to do something positive, werg 1@ uniform feel like a fur coat. Smells. Ex-
leave Beeause things weren't happening fash Daust fumes {from the hundreds of blue and
eniough. They were to show up later in Af« While Renault taxis shd military vehleles.
rica and Latin America in the employ of . Human excrement; the foul, stagnant, black
others or as independent agents for the CIA.  mud and water as we passed over the river

Initially, tralning was aimed at having, on Cong Ly Street; and, overriding all the

U.S. teams organize guerrilla movements in Others, the very pungent and rancld smell
foreign countries. Emphasis was placed on ©0f what I later found out was nuoc mam, a
the fact that guerrillas can’t take prisoners, sauce made much in the same manncr as
We were continuously told, “You don't have sauerkraut, with fish substituted for cabbage.
to kill them yourself; let yowr indigenous No Vietnamese meal is complete without it.
‘counterpart do that.” In a course entitled, People—masses of them. The smallest chil-
“Countermeasures to Hostile Interrogation,”’ dren, with the dirty faces of all children of
we were taught NEVD (Soviet Security)| their age, standing on the sidewalk unshod -
methods of torture to extract information.; and with no clothing other than a shirt-
It became obvious that the title was only; Walst that never quite reached the navel on
camoufiage for teaching us other means of! the protruding belly. Those a little older
interrogation when time did not permit more, wearing overall-type trousers with the crotch .
sophisticated methods; for example, the old. seam torn out—a practical alteration that
cold water-hot water treatment, or the dcu-f eliminates the need for dlapers. Young,
cate operation of lowering a man’'s testicles grade school girls in their blue butterfly
into a jeweler’s vise. When we asked directly - sun hats, and boys of the same age with
if we were belng told to use these methods, - hands out saying, "OK—=8Salem,” thereby ex-
the answer was, “We can’t tell you that. The! hausting their English vocabulary. The
mothers of America wouldn't approve.”: women in ao dals of all colors, all looking
This sarcastic hypocrisy was greeted with. beautiful and graceful. The slim, hipless
laughs. Our own military teaches these and, men, many walking hand in hand with other

" even worse things to American soldlers. men, and so misunderstood by the newcomer.

They then condemn tho Vietcong guerrillas' Old men with straggly Fu Mah Chu beards
for supposedly doing those very things., I'staring impassively, wearing wide-legged,

active combat duty in Vietnam. -The' Was later to witness firsthand the practice of ' pajama-like trousers,

position of the United States in Vietnam
- and its future course of action should
' be judged in the light of these observa-
; tions and the other matters discussed in
; this article.

Exmsrr 1
THE WHOLE THING WaS A LIE

(M. Sgt. Donald Duncan left the U.S. Army.
in September of 1965 after 10 years of service,
' including 6 years in the special forces and 18,

months on active combat duty in Vietnam,
. While in Vietnam he rccelved the South

Vietnamese Silver Star, the Combat Infantry
- Badge, the Bronze Star, and the U.S. Army Air,
* Medal. He was nominated for the American
. Bllver Star and was the first enlisted man in
_Vietnam to be nominated for the Leglon of

Merit. Both nominations are still pending.
. He participated in many missions behind
. enemy lines in war zone D, Vung Tao, and the
. An Khe Valley. Last March he turned down
" the offer of u fleld commlission to the rank of,
captain. Instead he left Vietnam on SBeptem-
ber 5, 1065, and received his honorable dise
charge ¢ days later.).

{
>
9

turning prisoners over to ARVN for interro-:
gation and the atrocities which ensued.

Bars by the hundreds—with American-
. style names (Playboy, Hungry i, Flamingo)

Throughout the tralning there was an ex-' and faced with grenadeproof screening.
citing aura of mystery. ~iints were con-; Houses made from packing cases, accom-
tinually being droppec ¢ at this very' modating three or four famiiles, stand along-

moment special forces mdi. were in varlous: side spacious villas complete with military

~ Latin American and Aslan countries on secret ' guard. American GI's abound in sport shirts,

misstons. The anti-Communist theme was: slacks, and cameras; motorcycles, screaming
woven throughout. Recommended reading: t0 make room for a speeding officlal in a
would invariably turn out to be books on | large, shiny sedan, pass over an intersection
brainwashing and atrocity tales—life un- that has hundreds of horseshoes impressed
der communism., The enemy was the enemy.: in the soft asphalt tar. Confusion, noise,
There was no doubt that the enemy was: smells, pcople—almost overwhelming,
communism and Communist countries.’ My initial assignment was In Saigon as-
There never was a suggestion that special | an area speclalist for 3d and 4th Corps tacti-
forces would be used to set up guerrilla war-' cal zone In the special forces tactical oper-
fare against the government in a Fasclst-. atlons center. And my education began here.
controiled country. The officers and noncommissioned officers
If would be a long tirie before I would: were unanimous in their contempt of the
look vack and realize that this conditioning Vietnameso.,
abouiv the Communist conspiracy and the: There was a continual putdown of Salgon
enemy was taking place. Llke most of the officlals, the Saigon government, ARVN

.men who volunteered for special forces, I! (Army Repui.ic of Vietnam), the LLDB

wasn't hord to sell. We were ready for it.: (Luc Luong Dac Biet-Vietnamese Special
Artur Fsohs, my classmate and roommate, Forced) and the Vietnamese man in the:
was living for the day when he would “lead! street. Tho Government was rotten, the of-

. the first ‘stick’ ol the first team to go into. ficlals carTupt, ARNV cowardly, the LLDB
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all three. and the man in the street an
ignorant thief. (LLDDB alsd quallfied under
Sthiel.™)

I wns shocked, I was working with what
were probably some of the most dedicated
Amerlcans in Vietnam. They were sup«
poscdly in Vietnam to help “our Victnameso
friends” in thelr fight for a democratic way
Obviously, the attitude didn’t fit,

It occurrced to me that if the people on
“our slde” were all these things, why were
we then supporting them and spending $1.5
million & day in thelr country? The answer
was nlways the same: “They are anti-Com-
munists,” and this was supposed to explain
everything.

As n result of this insulation, my Initial
obscervations of everything and everyone
Vietnamese were colored. I almost fell into
the habit, or mental Iaziness, of evaluating
Vietnam not on the basis of what I saw
and heard. but on what I was told by other
biased Americans. When you see something:
contradictory, there is always a fellow coun-
tryman willing to interpret the significance
of it, and it won't be favorable to the Viet-
namese. This i5s due partially to the type of
Vietnamese that the typical American meets,
coupled with typical American prejudices.
During his working hours, the American sol-
dler deals primarily with the Vietnamecse
military. Many (or most) of the higher
ranking officers attained their status through
family position, as a reward for political as-
sistance, and through wealth, Most of the
ranking clvilians attained their positions in
the same manner. They use their offices
primarily as a means of adding to thelr per-
sonal wealth, There {8 hardly any soclal
rapport between GI Joe and his Vietnamese
counterpart.

Most contact between Americans and Viet-
namese civillans Is restricted to taxi drivers,
laborers, secretaries, contractors, and bar
girls. All these people have one thing in
common: They are dependent on Americans
for a llving. The last three have something
else In common. In addition to speaking
varylng degrees of English, they will' tell
Americans anything they want to hLcar as
long as the money rolls in, Nelther the
civillan nor military with whom the Ameri-
can usually has contact Is representative of
the Vietnamese people,

Many of our military, oflicers and eniisted,
have exported the color prejudice, referring
to Vietnamese as *“slopcs’” and “gooks’—two

words of endearment left over from Xorea. -

Other fine examples of American democracy
in actlon are the segregated bars. Although
there are exceptions, in Salgon, Nha Trang,

. and Da Nang, and some of the other larger

towns, Negroes do not go into white bars
except at the risk of being ejected. I have
scen more than one incident where a Negro
newcomer has made a mistake and walked
into the wrong bar. If insulting catcalls
weren't enought to make him leave, he was
thrown out bodily. There are cases where
thls sort of thing has led to near riots.

It is obvious that the Vietnamese resent
us as well. We are making many of the
-same mistakes that the French did, and in
some instances our mistakes are worse. Ar-
rogance, disrespect, rudeness, prejudice, and
our own special brand of ignorance, are not
designed to win friends. This resentment
runs all the way from stiff politeness to ob-
vious hatred. It is so common that if a
Vietnamese working with or for Americans
is found to be sincerely cooperative, ener-
getic, consclentious, and honest, it automa-
tically makes him suspect as & Vlietcong
agent.

After my initlal assignment in Balgon,
which lasted two and one-half months, I
volunteered for a new program called Project
Delta. This was a clazsified project wherein
specially selected meon in special forces were
to traln and organize mnall teams to be in-

FE

. but not by Project Delta.

from CIDG funds.

. they had been cheated.

filtratedd into Laos, The primary purpose of
dropping theqe teams into Laos was to try
and find the Ho Chi-Minh trajl and gather
informnation on traffic, troops, weapons, etc.
This was purely a reconnaissance intellt-
gence mission, but the possiblility of forming
guerrilla bases later was considered. There
was some talk of going into North Vietnam,
Another outflt,
Special Operations Group (SOG) was al-
ready doing just that. SOG was a comblined
{forces effort. The A, Alr Force (U.S.)
Navy, Army, and detached speclal forces per-
sonnel were all in on the act.

Project Delta was patd for by Uncle Sam
We had to feed, bilict,
and clothe the Viethamese. Free beer was
supplied and lump sums of money were
agreed on, money to be pald after comple-
tion of training and more to be paid when
the teams returned.

Here we are in South Vietnam to help
these people “preserve their freedom, etc.,”
willing to risk our lives to that end and
here we are paying them to help themselves.
These wcere men Rlrcady being pald thelr
regular pay in the Vietnamese Army and we
actually had to pay a bonus each time they
went to the fleld on training misstons or
made a parachute jump, all of which was
supposed to be a normal part of their duties.

Originally. it was thought that the teams
would be composed of four Vietnamese and
two Amerlcans. Although many of the peo-
ple we were training had natural aptitudes
for the area of operations, strong and effec-
tive leadership was lacking. It was empha-
slzed constantly to the Pentagon and to the
ambassador by those Intimately involved in
{he training program, that if any degree of
succeas was to be reallzed it waa imperative
that Americans must accompany the teams,

When at the last minute we received a
firm “No Go" for the U.S. personnel, we asked,
“Why?"* The answer was that it was an
election year and it would cause great em-
barrassment i{f Americans were captured in
Laos. Anything of that nature would have
to watt until after the electlon, The reac-
tion to this declsion on the part of the Amer-~
lcans was one of anger, disappointment and
disgust. A

The one thing that made {t possible to nc-
complish the things we did was the relation-
ship we had established with the Vietnamese..
Each man took it upon himself to establish
a friendly relationship with the men on the
teams. We ate the same food, wore the same
clothes, llved {n the same tents, shared the
same hardships. We worked more hours and
carried the same loads. We made ourselves
the guinea plgs in experiments. 'The pitch
was, “We don’t ask you to do anything we
won't do ourselves.” It worked, We had
dedicated teams.

After the decision to ellminate Americans
from the drops, the Vietnamese felt that
Petty complaints
became rampant; e.g., tf we do not get wool
sweaters and better watches we will not go.
They felt this was one more example of Amer-
icans standing back advising Vietnamese on
how to get killed without risk to themselves.
We started getting an increase in a.w.o.l.’s.
The Americans had to watch their teams

. board the infiltration aircraft without them.’

Hands were shaken but with eyes averted.
"Good lucks” were said but with bent heads.
We felt guilty. We had strongly advised that
the teams not be sent until the Amerlcans
could go, but to no avall.

Like everyone, I was disappolnted. This '

was the one thing, If I had to single one out,
that made me really start questioning our
role in Vietnam. It suddenly occured to me
that the denial of American participation
was not based on whether it “was right or
wrong for us to ba golng to Lacs. The pri=-
mary concern was tho possible embarraase
ment to President Johnasoa durlng an elec-
Hoa cumpalga. -0 this end wo sent

[y
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' for the teams.

people on a mission that had little or no
chance of success. It became apparent that
we were not interested In the welfare of the
Vietnamese but, rather, in how we could best
promote our own intcrests. We sent 40 men
who had become our friends. These were
exceptionally dedicated people, all volun-
teers, and thelr commanding officer showed
up drunk at the plane to bid the troops fare-
well—just all boozed up. 8ix returned,’'the
rest were kllled or captured.

As it turned out, the mission found
damned little, Most teams didn’t last long
enough to report what, If anything, they
saw. The slx survivors came completely
through the areas and observed no troop
movements, no concentrations of troops, and
little vehicle traffic, day or night. In the
final stages, two of the project helicopters
flew two misslons a day for 4 days, looking
They saw nothing and were

not fired at. As for the highway from Tche-
pone to Muong Nong, one helicopter flew
the highway, taking pictures with a hand-
held 35-millimeter camera. It was low
yenough to take straight-on shots of people
stending in doorways.

To many in Vietnam this mission con-

+ firmed that the Ho Chi Minh trall, so-called,
and the traflic on 1t, was grossly exaggerated,
and that the Vietcong were getting the bulk
of their weapons from ARVN and by sea.

It also was one more plece of evidence that

the Vietcong were primarily South Viet-

namese, not imported troops from the north.

One more thing was added to my growing

lists of doubts of the “official” storles about

Vietnam.

When the project shifted to in-country
aperations Americans  went on  drops
throughout the Vieteong-held areas of S8cuth
Vietnam. One such trip was Into war zone
D north of Dong Xol, near the Micheilln
plantation. There 18 no such thing as a typl-
cal mission. Each one is different. But
this one revealed some startling things.
Later T was to brief Secretary of Defense Mc-
Namara and General Westmoreland on the
limited military value of the bombing, as
witnessed on this mission.

As usual we went in at dusk—this time in
a heavy rain squall, We moved only a nom-
inal distance, perhaps 300 meters, through
the thick, tangled growth and stopped. With-
out moonlight we were making too much
nolse. It ralned all night so we had to wait
until first light to move without crashing
around. Moving very cautiously for about
an hour, we discovered a deserted company
headquarters position, complete with crude
tables, stools, and sleeping racks. After re-
porting this by radlo, we continued on our
way. The area was crisscrossed with well«
traveled trails under the canopr. /~ -
hours later we reached the cu..-~ -
rubber plantation without inc.: - .
ing to the thick growth surrounding tue
plantation, we skirted the perimeter. We dis-
covered that it was completely surrounded
by deserted gun positions and foxholes, all
with beautiful fields-of-fire down the even
rows of rubber trees. None gave evidence of
having been occupled for at least 3 or 4 days.
We transmitted this information to the Tac-
tical Operations Center (TOC) and then the
team proceeded across the plantation, head-
ing for the headquarters and housing area
in the center.

When we arrived at a point 100 meters
Ifrom our destination, the tcam leader and I
went forward, leaving the team In a covering
position., As we got closer, we could hear
sounds from the houses, but assumed these
were only workers. The briefing had ne-
glected 1o tell us that the plantation was sup-
Posc. L0 bo deserted. Crawling, we stopped
about 20 meters fross the Arst line of houses.

. Lifting our heads, wo received a rude shock.

Thesd weren't plantation workers. These
were Yictoang oldlers, complets with biue

-
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uniforms, webbing, and many with tho new
Sovict bloc weapons. The atmosphere scemed
" to be oue of relaxation, We could even hear
a transistor radio playing musle. After 30
or 40 minutes we drew back to tho team posi-
tion. We reported our find to the TOC and
estimated the number of Vietcong to be at
least one company. The whole team then
retraced the two kilometers to the jungle
and moved into it, Crawltng into the thick-
est part, we scttled down just as darkness
and the rain closed in on us.

Underneath ponchos, to prevent light from
our flashlights escaping, the Vietnamese
team leader and I, after closely poring over
our maps, drafted a dectalled message for
TOC. In the morning wo sent the message,
which gave map coordinates of a number of
small landing zones (LZ's) around the area.
We also gave them s plan for exploiting our
find. It was falrly simple. Make simultane-
ous landings at all LZ’s and have the troops
move quickly to the deserted Vietcong gun
positions and man them. At the sight of
bombers approaching, the Vietcong would
leave the housing area for the jungle. This
- would Involve them baving to trave. across

two kilometers of open plantation into pre-

pared positions. We told TOC that we were
golng to try and get back to the housing area
s0 we could tell them If the Vietcong were
still there.
the next scheduled contact, they were to as-
sume that we had been hit and hadn’t made
" 1t. If thils occurred it would be verification
of the Vietcong presence and they were to
- foilow through with the plan, We would
stay in the area and Join the Rangers when
they came In.
. Thls tlime;, we were more gautious in eur
trip across the plantation., On the way, we
~ found a gasoline cache of 56-gallon drums.
We took pictures and proceeded. Again the
Vietnamese team leader and I crawled for-
ward to within 25 meters of the houses. It
was unbelievable. There they were and still
"with no perimeter sccurity. Now, however,

there was much activity and what scemed

like more of them. We inched our way
around the house area. 'This wasn't a com-
pany. There were at least 300 armed men in
front of us. We had found s battalion, and
all in one tight spot—unique in itself. We
got back to the team, made our radio contact,
and asked if the submitted plan would be
implemented. We were told, yes, and that
we were to move back to the edge of the
Jungle. There would be a small delay while
coordination was made to get the troops and
helicopters. At 1000 hours (10 s.m.) planes
of all descriptions started crisscrossing this
+ small area. I contucted one plane (there
were so many I couldn’t tell which one) on
the Prick 100 (AN/PRS-10 transmitter-
recelver for alr-ground communications). I
was told that they were reconning the area
for an operation. What stupidity. No less
than 40 overflights In 45 minutes. As usual,
we were alerting the Vietcong of impending
action by lefting all the armchalr com-
. mandos take a look-see. For about 30 min-
utes all was qulet, and then we started to
notice movement. The Vietcong were mov-
ing out from the center of the plantation.
Where were ‘the troops? At 1400 hours Sky-
raiders showed up and started bombing tl.e
center of the plantation. Was it possli.c
‘that the troops had moved in without our
knowing it? TOC wouldn't tell us anything,

The bomblng continued throughout the af-’

ternoon with never more than a 15-minute
letup. Now we had much company in the
Jungle with us. Everywhere we turned there
were Vietcong. I had to agree that, !n spite
of the raln, it was a much better placo to be
than in the housing center, Why didn’t we
hear our troops firlng? :

Finally, the bombing ended with the day-
light, and we crouched in the wet darkness

FEB 70 1856

If they didn't hear from us on

' tions,

outguess

wlithin hearing distance of Victcong elements.
Darkness was our fortress. About 2030 (8:30
p.m.) we heard the drone of a heavy alreraft
in the rainy sky. Wo pald little attention
to it. Then, without warning, the whole
world lit up, leaving us feellng exposed and
naked. Two huge flares were swinging gently
to earth on their parachutes, one on each
side of us. At about the same time, our radlo
contact plane could be heard nbove the
clouds. I grabbed the radlo and demanded to
know, “Who the hell is callinpg for those flares
and why?"

“What flares?”

“Damn it, find out what flares and tell
whoever Is calllng for them that they're
putting us in bad trouble.” I could hear the
operator trying to call the TOC. I figured
that friendly troops in the arca had called
for the flares to
Crack—crump. I was lifted from the ground,
only to be slammed down again. I broke in
on the radio. “Forget that transmission. I
know why the flares are being dropped.”

“Why?"

““They're being used as markers for jets
dropping what sounds like 750-pounders.
‘Tell TOC thanks for the warning. Also tell
them two of the markers bracketed our posi-
tion. I hope to il they knew where we are.”
A long pause.

“TOC says they don't know anything about
flares or jet bonibers.”

Another screwup. “Well how about some-
body finding out something and when they
find out, how about tellng us unimportant
folks? In the meantime, I hope that ‘goonle-
bird' (C-47 plane) has its running lights on.”

“Why?”

“Beeausa any mement now the pllet is
going to find he is dawdling around in a bomb
run pattern. Come back early in the morn-
ing and give me the hot skinny.”

“Roger—we're leaving—out.”

I was mad, a pretty good sign that I was
scared. The bombing continued through the
night. Sometimes it was “crump” and some-
times it was *crack,” depending on how close
the bombs fell. When it finally stopped
sometime before dawn, I realized that it was
a dazzling exhibition of flying—worthless—
but impressive. The flare ship had to fly so
low because of the cloud cover that its flares
were burning out on the ground instead of
in the air. The orbiting jets would then
dive down through the clouds, break through,
spot the markers, make split-second correc-
and release their bombs. However,
while it was golng on, considering what a
small error became at jet speeds, a small
error would wipe us out. Should this hap-
pen, I could sce a bad case of “'C'est la guerre”
next day at alr operations. I couldn’'t help
wondering also how ‘“Charlie” was feeling
about all this—specifically the ones only 25
or 30 meters away., It didn't seem possible,
but I wondered If the shrapnel tearing
through the trees tops was terrifying him as
much as us.

First thing in the morning, my Vietnamese
counterpart made contact on the big radio
(HC~162D). After some talk into the mike,
he turned to me with a helpless look:

“They say we must cross plantation to
housing area again.”

“What? It's impossible—tell them s0.”

More talk. “They say we must go.
want to talk to you.”

When the hollow voice came through on
the side band, I couldn't bellieve it—it wna
the same order. I told them It was lmpossi-
ble and that we were not going to go.

“You must go. That is an order from way
up.”

That figures. The Saigon wheels smelling
glory have taken over our TOC. “My answer
15, Will not ccmaply; I say again, will oot
comply. Tell those people to stop twying to
the man on the ground. I they

They

light thelr perimeter...

want someone to assess damage on the hous-
ing area send a plane with a camera. Better
yet, have the Rangers look at it, there’s more
of them.”

“There are no other friendly troops in the
area. You are the only ones that can do it.
You must go. There will be a plane in your
area shortly. Out.”

Up to this point we had assuined friendly
troops were in the area and that if we got
in trouble, maybe we could hold out until
they could help us. No troops. Little won-
der the Vietcong are roaming all over the
place not caring who hears them.

Soon a plane arrived and I recelved: *"We
must know how many Vietcong are still
in the housing area. You must go and look.
I5 is imperative. The whole success of this
mission depends on your report. Over.”

“I say agaln, Will not comply, Over.”
(Hello court martial.) I looked at the Viet-
namese team leader. He was tense and
grim, but silently cheering me on. While
‘waltlng for the plane I asked him what he
was going to do. He replied: N

“We go, we dlie. Order say we must go, so
we go. We will die.”

Tell me Vietnamese have no guts.
other transmisston froin the plane:

“Why won’t you comply? Over.” -.

These type questions aren’t normally an-
swered. I knew, however, that the poor
bastard up there had to take an answer
back to the wheels. Well, he got one: “Be-
cause we can't. One step out of this jungle
and it's all over. I'm not golng to have
this team wiped out for nothing. There are
no Vietcong in the village; not since 1400
yesterday. The misslon was screwed up
when yeu started the bombling witheul send-
ing in troops yesterday. As for the mission
depending on us, you should have thought
of that yesterday before you scrapped the
plans ang didn’t bother to tell us. Over.”

“Where are the Vietcong now? Over.”

“Which ones? The ones 25 meters from
us, or the ones 35 meters from us? They're
in the jungle all around us. Over."”

“Roger. Understand Vietcong have left
houses—now in jungle—have information
necessary—you do not have to go across
plantation.”

This was unbelievable.
be a comedy—a bad one.

Shortly after this uplifting exchange, the
bombers returned, and we spent the re-
mainder of the day moving from one Viet-
cong group to another. We would come upon
them, pull back, and then an A1-E (bomber)
would come whining’ down, machine-gun-
ning or dropping bombs.

I discovered that the old prop fighter-
bombers were more terrifylng than the jets.
The jets came in so fast that the man on
the ground couldn't hear them until the
bombs were dropped and they were climb-
ing away. The props were something else.
First the droning noise while tn orbit. Then
they would peel off and the drone would
change to a growl, Increasing steadily in
pitch until they were a screamlng whine.
Under the jungle canopy, this nolse grabbed
at the heart of every man. And every man
knew that the plane was pointed directly at
him. The crack of the bomb exploding was
almost a relief, Many of these bombs landed
25 to 35 meters from where we were lying
on the ground. The closest any of us came
to being hurt was when a glowing piece of
shrapnel lodged in the pack on my back.
I couldn't help thinking, “These are our
planes. They know where we are. What
must it be llke for a woman or child to hear
that inhuman, impersonal whine directed
at them in their open villages? How they
must hate usl” I looked around at my team.
Others were thinking. Each of us died a
little that day in the jungle.

An-

On TV it would

Contimesd
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At 1730 (5:30 pm.) the last bombd was
dropped. A great day for humanity. Almost
28 hours of bombing in this small area with
barely a break,

On the next afternoon we were told by
radio to quickiy find an LZ and prepare to
leave the aren. We knew of only one within
reasonadble distance and headed for it. A

. short distance from the LZ we could hear

voices. Vietcong around the opening. We
were now an equal distance between two
groups of the Vietcong.

Finally they allowed the pickup ship to
come in, Just as the plane touched down
and we started toward It, two machinegun
positions opened up-—one from each side of
the clearing. The bullets sounded like gravel
hitting the aluminum skin of the chopper.
My American assistant took one position
under fire and I started firing at the other.
Our backs were to the aircraft and our eyes
.on the jungle. The rest of the team started
climbing abonrd. The machineguns were
atill firing, but we had made them less ac-
curate. I was still firing when two strong
hands picked me up and plumped me on the
floor of the plane. Maximum power and we
still couldn't make the trees at the end of
the clearing, but had to make a half circle
over the machineguns. All of a sudden
something slapped me in the buttock, lift-
ing me {from the floor. A bullet had come
through the bottom of the plane, through
the gas tank and the floor. When it ripped
through the floor it turned sldeways. The
slug left an 8-inch bruise but did not
penetrate. Through some miracle, we were
on our way to base—all of us. We would all
gt drunk tonight. It was the only way we
wottld sleep without rellving the past days.

It would be at least 3 days before any-

body would unwind. Thrt much is typical.

I had seen the effect of the bombing at
close range. These bombs would land and go
for about 15 yards and tear off a lot of foliage
from the trees, but that was it.
cdrop these things in somebody's hip pocket
they don't do any good. For 28 hours they
bombed that area. And it was rather amus-
ing because, when I came out, it was esti-
mated that they had killed about 250 Viet-
cong in the first day. They asked me how
many Vietcong did I think they had killed
and I sald maybe slx, and I was giving them
the benefit of the doubt at that. The bomb-
ing had no real military significance. It
would only work If almed at concentrated
targets such as villages.

One of the first axloms one learns about
unconventional warfare {s that no insurgent
or guerrilla movement can endure without
the support of the people. While doing re-
search in my job as an area specialist, I
found that, in province after province, the
Vietcong guerrillas had started as small
teams. They were now In battalion and
regimental strength. Before I left, the Viet-

Unless you,

cong could put troops tn the field in division .

strength in almost any province. Such
growth 1s not only impossible without popu-
lar support, it actually requires an. over-
whelmling mandate.

We were still being told, both by our own
Government and the Saigon Government,
that the vast majority of the people of South
Vietnam were opposed to the Vietcong.
When I questioned this contradiction, T was
always told that the people only helped the
Vietcong through fear. Supposedly, the
Vietcong held the people in the grip of terror
by assassination and torture. This argu-
ment was also agalnst doctrine. Speclal
Forces are taught that rellable support can
be gained only through friendship and trust.
History denled the terror argument. The
people feared and hated the French, and they
rose up against them. It becamas quiio
obvious that a rminority movement could
not keep tabs on a hostlle majority. South

Vietnam is a relatively su.zil country, dotted
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with thousands of small villages, In this
very restricted area companics and battalions
of Vietcong can manecuver and live under the
very noses of Government troops; but the
pcople don't betray these movements, even
thought It {5 a relatively stmple thing to pass
the word. On the other hand, Government
troop movements arc always reported. Inan
action agalnst the Vietcong, the only hope
for surprise Is for the Government to move
the troops by helicopters. Even this is no
guarantee. Gen. Nguyen Khan, whlile still
head of the Saigon Government, acknowl-
edged that Vietcong sympathizers and agents
were everywhere—even in the inner coun-
clls—when he made the statement: “Any
operation that lets more than < hours elapse
between concepilon and implementation is
doomed to fallure.” He made these remarks
in the last days of his regime, right after a
personally directed operation north of Salgon
ended in disaster,

To back up the terror theory, the killing of
village chiefs and their familles were pointed
out to me. Those that were quick to point
at these murders Ignored certain facts.
Province, district, village, and hamlet chiefs
are appointesl, not elected. Too oiten petty
officlals are not even people from the area

but outsiders being rewarded for political”

favors. Those that are from the area are
thought of as quislings because they have
gone against their own by cooperating with
Balgon. Guerrlllas or partisans who killed

.quislings in World War 1I were made heroes

in American movies. Those who look on the

Vietcong killings of these people with horror.

and use them as justification for our having
to beat them, don't reallze that our own
military conslder such actions good strategy
when the tables are reversed. When teach-
ing Special Forces how to set up guerrllia
warfare in an enemy country, killing un-
popular officials is pointed out as one method
of gaining friends among the populace. It
1s recommended that speclal assassination
teams be set up for this purpose.

I know a couple of cases where it was sug-
gested by special forces officers that Viet-
cong prisoners be killed. In one case in
which I was Involved, we had picked up
prisoners in the valley around An Xhe., We
didn’t want prisoners but they walked into
our hands. We were supposed to stay in
the area ¢ more days, and there were only
elght of us and four of them, and we didn't
know what the hell to do with them. You
can’t carry them. Food is limited, and the
way the tronsmission went with the base
camp you knew what they wanted you to
do—get rid of them. I wouldn't do that,
and when I got back to operation base a
major told me, "“You know we almost told
you right over the phone to do them in.”
I sald that I was glad he didn't, because it
would have been embarrassing to refuse to
do it. I knew goddam well I wasn't going
to kill them.
with guys with their hands bound it's an-
other. And I wouldn't have been able to
shoot them because of the nolse. It would
have had to be a very personal thing, llke
sticking a knife into them. The major sald,
“Oh, you wouldn't have had to do it; all you
had to do was give them over to the Viet-
namese.” Of course, this is supposed to ab-
solve you of any responsibility. This {s the
general attitude. It's really a left-handed
morality. Very few of the special forces guys
had any qualms about this. Damn few.

Little by little, as all these facts made
thelr impact on me, I had to accept the fact
that, Communist or not, the vast majority
of the people were pro-Vietcong and anti-
Salgon. I had to accept also that the posl-

. tion, “We are in Vicinam becauss we are in

sympathy with the aspirations snd desires of
the Vietnamese people,” was o lie. If thiz is
& lie, how many otheru are there?

I @i pose that one of the things that botae

’

In a fight it's one thing, but

ered me from the very beginning In Vietnam
was the condemnation of ARVN as a fight-
ing force: “the Vietnamese are cowardly
¢ ¢ * the Vietnamese can’t be disciplined
¢ * ¢ the Vietnamese jJust can’t understand
tactics and strategy * * ¢ etc.. ete.” But
the Vietcong are Vietnamese. U.S. military
files in Salgon document time and again a
Vietcongz company surrounding two or even
three ARVN compahies and annihilating
them. These same flles document instances
of a Vietcong company, surrounded by ARVN
batiallions, mounting a ferocious flght and
breaking loose. I have seen evidence of the
Vietcong attacking machine-gun positions
across open terrain with terrible losses. This
can't be done with undisclplined bandits.
For many years now the tactics and strategy
of the Vietcong have been so successful that
massive fire power and alr support on our
tide 1s the only thing that has prevented a
Vietcong victory. These are all Vietnamese.
What makes the difference? Major “Charg-
ing Charlle” Beckwith, the special forces
commander at Plet Me, used the words "dedi-
cated,” “tough,” "disciplined,” “well-trained,”
and "brave” to describe the Vietcong—and,
almost in the same breath, condemned the
Viethamese on our side.

It became obvious that motivation is the
prime factor in this problem. The Vietcong
soldier belleves in his cause. He belleves he
is fightlng for natlonal independence. He
has faith i{n his leaders, whose obvious dedi-
cation is probably greater than his own. His
officers live » °° -»me huts and eat the

same fov:l -ment counterpart
knows ti -~ in their positions
because . . . ¢ reward for poli-
teal favore. L.¢ iGivws uis oflicers’ primary

concern is gaining wealth and favor. Their
captains and majors eat In French restau-
rants and pay as much for one meal as they
make In a week. They sleep tn guarded villas
with thelr mistresses. They find many ex-
cuses for not belng with their men in battle,
They see the officers lie about thelr roles in
battle, The soldier knows that he will be
cheated out of his pay if possible. He knows
equipment he may need is being sold down-
town. Hlis only motivation s the knowledge
that he is fighting only to perpetuate a BYyS~
tem that has kept him uncducated and in
poverty. He has had 50 many promises
made to him, only to be broken, that now he
belleves nothing from his government.

I have seen the South Vietnamese soldler
fight well, and at times ferociously, but
usually only when in a position where there
18 no choice. At those times he s fighting
for survival. On Project Delta there were
many brave Vietnamese. When I knew them
well enough to discuss such things, I asked
them, “Why do you go on these misslons
time and again? You are volunteers. Why
do you not quit and do less dangerous work?"
The answer was always the same: “We are
friends. We fight well together. If we quit,
it will make the project bad.” Never, “We
are fighting for democracy—freedom—the
people’—or any cause. The enemy he was
fizhting had become an abstraction. He was
fighting, and fighting well, to sustain the
brotherhood of his friends. The project had
created a mystique of individuallsm and
citeness. .He felt important. Trust and
{aith was put in him and he returned i1t in
kind, The Americans dldn't condescend to

. him. The life of every American on the team

was dependent on the Vietnamese, and we let .
them know we were aware of it. We found
out carly that appealing to them on the basls
of patriotism was a waste of time. They felt
that ther v o nothing more than tools of
the scho.. .o Salgon politicians.,

ARVLY  -0ops and thelr commanders know
that if L.cy don't bother the Vietcong they
will be safe from Vietcong attacks. I'll never
forgct what a shock it was to Nind out that
various troop commanx{ers and district chiefs

. ed
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were actually making persoudt deals with
“the enemy.” The files In Salgon record In-
stances  whero  goverament  troops  with
Anicrlean advisers wera Lold by the Vietcong
to lay down their weapous and walk away
from the Anicricans, The troops did just
hat aud the Vietcong promises of safety to
the troops were honored.

n an effort to show waniug popularity for
tho Vietcong, great emphasis was placed on
fgures of Vietcong defections, Even if the
unlikely possibility of the correctness of
these figures is accepted, they are worthless
when compared to ARVN desertions. The
admitted desertion rate and incidents of
draft dodglng, although deflated, was stag-
gering. Usually, only those caught are re-
ported. Reading OPSUMS (Operational
Summaries) and newspapers while in Viet-
nam, I repeatedly saw references made to

. hundreds of ARVN listed as missing after

the major battles. The reader Is supposed to
conclude that these hundreds, which by now
total thousands, are prisoners of the Viet-
cong. They are definitely not listed as
deserters, If this wero true, half of the
Vietcong would be tied down as guards in
‘prisoner-of-war  compounds——which, of
course, is ridiculous.

This lack of entbusiasm and reluctance to
Join in battle wasn't dlfficult to figure. The
majority of the people are either antl-Salgon
or pro-Vietcong, or both, and ARVN Is drafted
fromi the people.

. I was not unique among my contempcrar~
les in knowlng most of these things. How-
ever, whenever anybody questioned our

 belng in Vietnam—in light of the facts—the

. have to fight them at home,

old rationale was always presented: *“We have
to stop the spread of communlsm somewhere.
If we don't fight the commies here, we'll
If we pull out,
the rest of Asia will go Red. These are un-
educated people who have been duped; they

. don’t understand the difference between de-

_ friends.

mocracy and communism.”

Belng extremely anti-Communist mysel?,
these ‘‘arguments’ satisfied me for a long
time. In fact, I guess it was saylng these
very same things to myself over and over
again that made it possible for me to par-
ticipate in the things I did in Vietnam. But
were we stopping communism?
ing the short period I had been in Vietnam,
the Vietcong had obviously galned n
strength; the Government controlled less
and less of the country every day. The more
troops and money we poured in, the more
+people hated us. Countries all over the
world were losing sympathy with our stand
in Vietnam. Countries which up to now had
preserved a neutral position were becoming
vehemently. anti-American. A village near
Tay Ninh in which I had slept in safety 6
mionths earlier was the center of a Vietcong

operation that cost the lives of two American

A Speclal Forces team operating in
the arca was almost decimated over a period
of 4 months.
(USOM), civillan representatives, who had
been able te travel by vchicle in relative
safety throughout the countryside, were
belng kidnaped and killed. Like the mili-
tary, they now had to travel by air.

The real question was, whether commu-
nism is spreading in spite of our involvement
or because of it.

The attitude that the uneducated pc'u;ant
lacked the political maturity to decide be-
tween communism and democracy and ‘“we
are only doing this for your own good,” al-
though it had a famlillar coloniallstic ring,
at first seemed to have merit, Then I re-
membered that most of the villages would be
under Vietcong control for some of the time
and under Government control at olher
times. How mony Americans had such a
close look at both sides of the cloth? The
more oiften Government troops passed
through an area, the more surely it would
become sympathetio 0 the Vietcong. The
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Vietcong might sleep in the houses, but the
Government troops ransacked them. More
often than not, the Vietcong helped plant
and harvest the crops; but invariably Gov=
ernment troops in an aren razed them. Rape
is scverely punished among the Vietcong.
It Is so common among the ARVN that it
is seldom reported for fenr of even worse
atrocities.

I saw the nirborne brigade come into
Nha Trang., Nha Trang is a government
town and the Victnamese airborne brigade
are government troops. They were orig-

.inally, in fact, trained by speclal forces, and

they actually had the town in a grip of
terror for 3 days. Merchants were col-
lecting money to get them out of town;
cafes and bars shut down.

The troops were accosting women on the
strects, They would go into a place—a bar
or cafe—and order varleties of food. Wheun
the checks came they wouldn't pay them.,
Instead they would slmply wreck the place,

_ dumping over the tables and smashing

dishes. While these men were accosting
women, the police would just stand by,
powerless or unwilling to help. In fact, the
situation is so difficult that American troops,
if In town af the same time as the Viet-
namese airborne brigade, are told to stay
off the streets at night to avold coming to
harm.

The whole thing was a lie. We weren't
preserving freedom in South Vietnam.
There was no freedom to preserve. To voice
opposition to the government meant jail or
death. Neutralism was forbidden wnd pun-
ished. Newspapers that didn't say the right
thing were closed down, People are not
even free to leave and Vietnam 18 one of
those raore countries that doesn't fill its
American visa quota. It's all there to see
once the Red film is removed from the eyes.
We aren't the freedom fighters, We are the
Russian tanks blasting the hopes of an
Aslan Hungary.

It's not democracy we brought to Viet-

nam—it’s anticommunism. This is the only .

cholce the people in the village have. This
1s why most of themr have embraced the
Vietcong and shunned the altrenative.
people remember that when they were fighta
ing the French for their national independ=-
ence it was the Americans who helped the
French. It's the American antlcommunlist
bombs that kill their children. It's Ameri-
can anticommunism that has supported one
dictator after another in Saigon. When
anticommunist napaim burns their children
it matters little that an anticommunist spe-
cilal forces medic comes later to apply
bandages.

One day I asked one of our Vietnamese
hellcopter pllots what he thought of the last
bomb rald, “I think maybe today we make
many Vietcong.” In July, when Mr. Mc-
Namara asked me how effective the bombing
was in war zone D I told him. “It's an ex-
pensive defoliant.
pocket it was only eilective In housing areas.”
He didn’t scem surprised. Ip fact, his only
comment after my recital of my team's ex-
periences In war zone D, was when he turned
to General Westmoreland whio was sitting on

my right, “I guess we still have a small
reaction problem.” Ambassador Taylor said
nothing,

While I was in Vietnam the American
and/or Salgon Government was forever carp-
ing about North Vietnam breaking the
Genevae accords., Yet my own outfit, speclal
forces, nhad first come to Vieltnam in civilian
ciothes iraveling on clvillan passports for
the specific purpose of training and arming
the ethnlc groups for the CIf..a violnt!on
of the accords. The Salgdh respect for the
accords was best symbollzed 'by a political
cartoon in the Salgon Post. It showed a man
urinating on a scroll labeic” Geneva accords
1654, When the troops of
covered the arms cache at Vung Ro Bay, Gen,

The-

Unless dropped in a hip’
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Nguyen Khan pointing at the weapons, hap-
pily presented them to the threce ICC men as
proof to the world that Hanol was breaking
the accords. Evidently they were too pollite
to point out that they had been found by
men wearlng American-supplied uniforms,
carrying American weapons; men who had
been tralned by Americans and were being
paid by Americans. Neither did they inen-
tion that the gencral flew to this spot in an

American helicopter and that the weapons

were being loaded onto an American-made
ship manned by American-trained sailors.
It had taken a long time and a mountaln
of evidence but I had finally found come
truths. The world is not just good guys
and bad guys. Anticommunism is a lousy

substitute for democracy. I kaow now that’ '

there are many types of communism bhul
there are none that appeal to me. In the
long run, I don't think Vietnam will be bet-
ter off under Ho's brand of communism.
But it's not for me or my Governmeni to de-
cide. That decision 1is for the Vietnamese.

I also know that vrc have allowed the crea- - -

tion of a military monster that will lle to
our elected officlals; and that both of them
wlll lle to the American people.

To those people who, while ¢ “loring the
war and bombings, defend it wae basis
that it is stopping communisni,- remember
the words of the Vietnamese pilot, "I think
maybe today we make many Vietcong.” The

Nazi bombing of London didn't make the

Londoners qult. We have no monopoly on
feellngs for the underdog. Pecple of other
nations will continue to be Increasingly
sympathetic to this small agrarian country
that is being pounded by the richest and
mest powerful Naulen In the world,

When I returned from Vietnam I was
asked,
have never been in Vietnam, ér in any war,
protesting 11?" On the contrary, I am re-
lleved. X think they should be commended.
I had to wait until I was 35 years old, after
spending 10 years in the Army and 18
months personally witnessing the stupldity
of the war, before I could figure it out. That

“Do you resent young pecople who,

these young people were able to figure it out .
80 qulckly and so accurately is not only a
credit to their intelligence but a great per- ~

sonal triumph over a lifctime of- condition-
ing and indoctrination. .I only hope that
the picture I have tried to create will help
other people come to the truth without
wasting 10 years.
the war in Vietnam are not agalnst our boys
in Vietnam. On the contrary. What they
ere against i8 our boys being in Vietnam.
They are not unpatriotic. "Again the oppo-
site Is true. They are opposed to peopie, our
own and others, dying for a lie, thetevy cor-
rupting the very word “democracy.”

Taere are those who will believe that I
only started to feel these things after I re-
turned from Vietnam. In my final weeks
in that country I was putting out a very
small information paper for speclal forces.
The masthead of the paper was a flaming
torch. I tried in my own way to bring a
Iittle light to the men with whom I worked.
On the last page of the first issues were the
names of four men—all friends of mine—re-~
ported killed in action on the same day.
Among them was Sergeant Horner, one of the
men I protured for special forces whea he

Francisco.
To those friends I wrote this dedieation:
“We can best immortalize our fallen mem-
bers by striving for an eénlightened future
where man has found another solution to his
problems rather than rosorting to the fue
tility and stupidity of war.”
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Those people protesting ~

-was stationed at the Army Presidio in San .



