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SATGON, VIETNAM °

The biggest chewing-out I ever received was from a @ voteran

. .
Morine Corps sergesmte - Drossed im somouflage wmiform of the Vietnemese
airborne, and wearing thoir strawberry red beb bovet, I waited ot the
 formrd U, S. Marife Corps commend post on “Opéretion Starlicht® lost
Augnote L A
"Why are you wearing that red beret," the sergeant, m‘etem'
of both l:oreé and VWorld War II, yelpeds "Thet will make a pretty target.”
I explained that I had rushed to tho battle area so quickly I didn't

have time to find a helmety that correspomients wore not issued helmets.

"Didnt g%g;,s wrong with you," he continued withehigh-pitched irritation.
ever teach you hew to steal? Vhat do you think this ig~—
& powler-puff =ar?" : ' 4 .
: (uere) :
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He then procecded to curse thirty-some Marine pz-ivataa, huddled arouad
w the rogimental radic set--without their heth :

"We wore mever taught %o fight a wer like this,” he M
as the battle cesualties begaig'ia pouring into the rear acrea, %% "And
even what we lecurmed we never practioce. Lok at those snuffies,” he said,
pointing a¢ tho privatess "We never taught them to huddle up in 2 bumch
like that," ' |

Teking o final, firoyy glemoe at me,)/ he sputterod, "“This just
is not the seme Warine Coxps." He turned on one heel and spun away,

I sheepishly hid my red beret in my uniform pocket and acked the
regimental ocommender if I could accompany the ground troops into tho battle
ereas I already kmew the mission would be to relieve an armored column
two miles away that had been pinmed MM and surrounded by the
Viet Cong for almost thirty hourse ;

“Hoy you can't go with the line aompaniaa--but you can go with tho
battelion headquarters,” he seid im a soft Southerm drawl. I protested
vigorously—but deeided thet was better then nothing. '

Y was inteottesl 15 e Setinlicn Sonmtisn, iring s faded vt
and mmm cerrying a huge plasticized mp,‘ who asked X if I was sima I wmated

to go along.

(Mozre)



decpe
dateline megn ine

page 3

"Oh, yes, we the press sre among the be blessed,” I éaplied‘,
drawing an 1;:%& mm halo above my head. He loughed; the troops
moved out through the helmot-high bushes; I stopped to take ‘photographs
of the bullot-riddled, burmed-out tonk; several hours leter, wo i
relioved Suppxy Column No, 21=-whioh is vhere I hed wanted to go in the
first ploces For thirty hours, the columm was isolated by hopping
Viet Gomg bends. ("It was just like whooping Indians eneireling a
prairiex wogon convoy," one corporal explainod.)s
: several months later, I followed the sergeant's adviee and

swiped 2 helmot. Om the sirgtrip of the battered, once~begicged Plei
Me Speeial Forcos camp, in Octobery, I foum the helmet of & dead
Vietnsmese soldier-~with a dime-sized bullethole in the middle of it,
T kmew he wouldn't need it anymore.

I was luxtm days iatez- to rue my words to the batitalion commander that
correspondents are "emong the blessed,"” when Dickey Chappelle was'
killed by @ mine she mever saw, (she died with e 1little flower in her

helmet)e

(More)
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Her death accentuated the uitra-prateativm\sn and super-chivalry
of Americen commsnders in allowing & woman to accompany their units into
battle, or evem, when I visit fromt-line units, I'm ordered to return
to the base camp by dusks ("Men gritiget killed all the time," one Marinme
captain explaineds "But if a womar gets killed, it's a big insult to
the commender and he's asked zlot of qu stions.”)

This is just one of the problems of being & woman correspondent
in a war zone with nearly 200,000 American troopse The commanders are
more cautrious; the old-time veterans are mmemx openly insulted and
sometimes wiwon't even speak 0 me,

But, the multituies of others are copenly fascinated to have a woman
Elfiem bubble. It's often

arcuntn around, It's like living in a
ingisted that I make a fozhole~to~foxhole tour im the frontline areas to talk
with the privates and corporals, These foxhole chitchats-~-rather than
interviews with ambassadors and generals--are the most amezing. My
perasonal rule of reporting is %o listem %o the "Saigon commandos®, but to
tall with the privates and sergesmtsto find out what's going ome

Automatioally, the first two questions the privates ask are: How
dmmgx Vhere is your home in the States? (Nebraska and then New York),
How long have you been in Vietnam? (Four years).

(ore)
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I'm often more astonished with the troops than they are with me,

I remember in ome foxhole, the priva;:ew had brought along his tape
recorder ond listened to surf musie throughout the days, In another
foxhale; a privete explained how the first night he couldn't
tell the difference between a duck md & Viet Cong paddling through the
waters ("Wow, I cam," he explained, "The Viet Cong swishesl) Another
explained how he had nonchalantly sat through thé whole night while
a Tiet Cong sniper pumped small ayms fire into his foxhole—and he
laughed the n xt morning that he hadn't been scratched.

One nicht, while the 1731'd Airborne Brigede was bivouacked X
on its firot offensive operation into the jungled Communist stromghold
of D-Zome, the compeny mext to us-=about 500 yards away--received
mortar fire sporsdically throughout the nights But, the Negro sergesnt
was nuch more omotionally worried about the diseriminetion agaimt: his
vhite wife on Okinawa=-and he cursed segregation as the mortar rounds
ra;i:ied' aﬁmﬁ use In another case, @& ;t;;/hg young private ’frcm Los
Angeles was much more upset about the autumn rioting in California
than the sniper bullets buszing into the operstiomal arens

(u9re)
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me, gen in 2 men's world expeet more from a woman,

Perhapsy my bigoest challenge is that most of the fellows stationed
here expect ne to be a living symbol of their wives and sweethoaris
they left behind in the United States. And they expect it oven in the
fields

I should be fghe feminine, but not fragile; I should bo sble to
change from a sportedress to a fligztsa;t as nost women ohéingé
housedressen, I should look fresh in fatigues during & 5 a.m. dowmpours
Or secaling o slippery rice dike on a dark patrols ,

They cxzpoct me %o be 4 typloal mrima even with eold water
instesd of cold creamy soup chinocise 3.aatéad of cheeseburgers,
fatigue uniforms imstead of = cotton frooks. (Im 1962, vhen I first
visited the Merine helicopter squadron in the Mekong Delta, the
commender snepped,; "You'll wear fatigues all the times Ve don't want
women Wig with legs down here."). Always, it's more important to
wear lipstick than a pistols ‘

Of all the men in the coumiry, it is aﬂn the omes I have met
for only & moment that I remember the longestseesUs 5, Airborne medie
Levy, who so deliecately bandeged a blister on my foot before an
over-night patrolss."You mever teke care of my footeies that way," the
sergoant cracked..,the young medic went h‘%& 7 pome "under a fifty-otar
flag,"” killed by friemdly artillery. There was the Airborne sergesnt

ho

ST T s

BHe once om an operation made my momming coffee in a

peagh can--now sent home wit: a wounded le There was the 9~28 pilot who
took me on 2 bombing reid im 1963--and ‘thzg; missions later,%;adepa low
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strafing pass trying to cut off the heads of the Viet Cong with the
plane propellers~-but he never puiled ups Eﬁé His grave was a rice peddy
dikee

I errived in Vietnam on Valemtine's Day, 1962, It was golden luck
reinforced m by women's intuition——I semsed thaet a major conflict would be
ehmiﬂs up in Asia before I left American im April, %961»

My reporting 1life has vacillated with the @an/ flipflops in the
Vietnam situation. Im early 1962, I traveled omly in the provimces. Om
my first helicopter combat halieépter mission, in the old banans~shapod
H-21, the pilot explained that he used his "Grey Ghost" fa to hunt
ggt tigers and "to chase butﬁsrfl{em" Today, exactly four yeara' latery
divisions of America's most meder‘;;hsppara roum that seme high plateau
arca, The correspondents' fad of ridimg helicopters quickly fadeds today
they talk of B~52 SAC bombers and double~the=speed=~of-sound Phantom jots.
In 1962, I remember driving akm without escort along dusty Route 19 in
the northern provinces; today, there are more than two Amecrican and Korean
divisions proteoting the arcas In 1962, I made trips to the
npavolintionary™ strategic hamlets; today, Amcrican ﬁ;:-;a brigades
are securine those seme villagog.

The Vietnemese gemerals I interviewed then are now out of pover——or

out of the country. The colonels aere now generals——working siﬁe-bﬁai&a

with American tactical unitae
(More)
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Then, in 1963, the battle ahiftad to the streets and papgodas of

Saigons saffron-robed Buddhist bomea bonzes were more influewtiel—then-
nawmrthy’thw fatigne-clad gemerals, Then began the era of the coup d'etat..es
on the first one in November, 1963, my apartment situated half-ablock
from the Presidential palace was looted b fleeing Diemist troops snd
riddled with mechinegun bullets, (One bullet shattered a book called
“Problems of Freedom—-South Vietnsm.").
I covered the September 13, 1964 abertive coup S.n @ tm, racing

to the Seigom suburbs to interview the Vietnamese ooup*lm/ @nd then
fleeing back to the center of the city to cable £ before the tonks sealed
off the post office and the Vietnumese cclonel k MGW of the building.

- Sos to me, the war is mot simply a war, but a hellish, dancing
madness. Folitico is as important as axilitary npera:bioue; Vietnumese
gentiment is more = pivotal than American W“ﬁm of the most
i difficult of oll problems for a corgspen correspondent is to twist onme's
mind to feol--one can rarely understand--a foreign culture of a differecnt

centurye To do that type of reporting, one must be lucky enough to work
with knowledgeable, professional Vietnsmese journalists. In ny case,

they ave the umsimkable Pham Xuan An~-the dean of the Vietnomese press
corps—~and Nguyen Hung Vuong, who is always lmte—ma% sometimes as much as

a week, Togother, we form the most undigciplined triumvirate in recent
Vietnemese history, spending hours sipping coffee with Vietnamese sm officers,
Puddhist lenders, or visiting fortunetellers, prayer meetings and an occasional

opium den,
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Bven as o Phi Beta EKappa ond an honors graduate from the Columbia
!l‘n:.varsity craduste School of Jourmalism, I find the classical
textbook rules imadequate in this Mtable War, whq;}mhioh permeates
every facet of Vie nsmese life, eovery fabrie of the aéciety from which
no one cen escapes It Is & Var without on exit.

T live in o brown half-house made of teaky in a world made ‘of
tears, shatteored dreams and everyvhere the dead and the dyimgz almost-
deady where the Américan men are so ,lkmely and the Vietnsomese are 80
gad. My major personal difficulty is to laugh=-if only occasionally=-

for all of Victnanm coricse
w30
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