WALLACE TERRY

Wally Terry, whe graduated from Brown Univernity and was editor of
the sehool’s daily paper, worked as & reporter for the Washington Post
and Time magasineg wud was the antbor of Bloods, o berseller abowe
Wack servicemen in the Vietnam War!!

I first went to Victnam on assignment for Time magazine in March
of 1967, This led 1o a cover story dealing with the porformance of
ihe black soldier in our firsy fully integrated war. When T didn"c wile
wnder fire, Time asked me to retum later that year.

For many reasons, 1968 was not a good time for me. Eight vears
inte my profession, 1 had seen poo much death, covenmg the avil
rights movement and the orban dots, Close fricods like MAACTE
leader Medgar Evers and o white minister, Tim Rech, had been muar-
dered in the South, Dr. Martin Luther King, my son's godfuber,
would be next. Mow [ would be back im Vietrnam, When, T won-
dered, would God lower the curtain on niy play?

Saigen, 1968, | am living 3t the Embassy Hotel, [ am hungry for
a guide o Vietnamese culture, and | find one—John Cantwell, a
Tisve correspondent from Australia, He boves Asia, s people, its
langueages. He can speak three diabects of Chinese, We arc like room-
meatcs becanse we are the only Time reporters staying at the hotel.

One night, John and 1 take a bagful of hambargers up to the
roof of the hotel to warch the rocket attacks and flare drops around
the city. We decide this is one war we don’t want to lose owr bves in.

*What would happen to my wife and kids,™ John says to me. “It
wiruld be Bloody stupid.”
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For both of us, Victnam is making less sense each day.

Onece a champion weight lifrer, JTohn seill sooffs himself with vita-
miins, drinks only fruit jube, and carres around a portable chest
cxpander. He relishes guna bur not as mch as the birds he keops in
our office at the Time villa He loves to stand ar the wop of the stairs
whistling ar them, wying to coax them oo sing.

May 4.

The Communists have sopped shelling for a few days. In thar beef
respineg, | decide it is safe enough for my wilie, Janice, to make her fiest
visit to Saigon from Singapore where weve rented an apartment for
her and our three children. Her plane arrives in the afternoon, Tohn
and 1 take her to dinmer. Johns spins us tabes of his journeys to Phoom
Perih and Vientiane,

May 5,4 am.

Sabgon ix shaken by rounds of mortars and rockers. It sounds like
the Tet offcnsive all over again. John and [ agree there's mothing
we can do whike it's sull dark, We decide to meer at 8:00 ar the
Timae willa,

8am
We doa't have much time before the deadline on this story. One of
s hes g gen voa milicary brcfing au vhe public affairs office, and one
of us hes to soe what damage has been dome 1o the cige 1 el John
o go o the bricling, T will book around the strects.

“Mo, man,” John says, *Janice is here, She'll be frightencd. You
shauld stay with her, I'll go out.™

He insits.

“eay.” 1 sae “Bur wharever vou do, stay away from Tan Son
Mhuae and Chalon, the Chinese sector of the cine.”

“Sare, sure,” he says,
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B30 am.
O his way out, Jobn runs inge ancther jowrnaliss, Frank Palmos,
Palmos asks if e can come along, Then three more reportcrs—
Bruce Figgot and Ronald Laramy of Reuters and Michael Birch of
the Australian Associated Press—want (o come wo,

All five pile into the Mini-Moke, a small jeep, and set our, fol-
lowing the Saigon River. John drives straight inte the Cheolon sector,

B30 A,
Frank Falmaos, visaibly shaken, his clothes porn, staggers into the vilks,

“They're all dead,” he cries out,

I'm stunned. T call Janice, I need help, | can™t find anyone o
help me go get John.

Worried, Janice puts in a <all wo Zalin Grant, He and 1 had
worked together in Time's Washingron burcawn, and he has jost
returned to Saigon as a correspondent fior the New Repaiic,

Zalin—we call him *Zip™—had done his milivary service a5 an
army intelligence officer and was then hired by Tisre, one of the few
newsmicn whe could speak Vietnamese, In 1967 he came back home
and, in one of his first stageside assignments, stood up oo black rioters
in Newark, That's when [ met him—at the Time Washington burcau,

Gty fartle wbite dwide, 1 thought. He wore handmade Tralian
suits and drove 3 Porsche, Cockrure of Iinrelf, oo, T thought.

Zip had picked up his nickname playing foothall, We played
some touch together, He wasn't bad, Bur he couldnt play basker-
ball worth a lick. And when he opened his mouth, out fell the gries.
A Southemer! From South Carolina!

I had grown up in Indiana, afraid of the Soarh. And after T saw
the former slave markets on a trip to Charleston, I had nighermares.
But it was Zip's character that made me forger his accent. He was
tough, brave, and fair,

When Janice phones Zip, she says, “Something has happened to
Cantwell, Wally needs vou.™

“Where is he!™ is all Zip says.
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Palmos's slory.
When Zip arrives at the villa, | pour some scotch into a paper cup,
part it i Palmios’s hand, and ask him go tell hes story.

They had driven five miles from the center of downtown Saigon
inte Cholon, he says, after they caughe sight of two helicopter gun-
5||ipu: Iul.l-tl'.l.llg :I.g.’l.iliﬂ L Cnenmy !:nrn:. Th-q," Icﬁ 1J|-|: Min n_:l.ul:_ Tran
Cluee Toan, for a side sireer, Minh Phung. John then turned off onto
a dirt road, Mo, 46. There, they ran into scares of Vietnamese flecing.

*We drowe against them,”™ Palmos says,

An ald lady shouted, “WC!WC! Go hack ™

Joha dreove fifty more yards. Two figures holding nfles moved 1o
the center of the road. Another Eu,um .l|:lr.l-|:=rﬂ|:| fram behind an il
drum wath an AK-47 asaule nfle. I-nhll. :I;nppl;d. thie Hilu-.‘-{nl{.,
turned off the engine, and raised his hands in surrender,

He kepr saying, “Bao elid. Bae o, ™ Press, Press,

It was a Viet Cong swicidal senke force. They opened fire poant-
blank. Palmos says he jumped free and ran for cover. When he
thought their clips had been spent, e leaped from his hiding place
and ran for his life.

Zip and [ exchange glances. We are thinking the same thing:
Howr miwech dlid be readly see?

Zip i oot convineed they are dead. 1 don®™ want 1o beleve i,
cither. All T can think is, T bave to find Jobm. [ler Inim g there, I be
i alive, or dead or capiwred, T lave 1o ko, T owe Inwi thar.

11:30 am.
Fap and 1 chimb anee another Mini-Moke, We look for an army unit
that ix supposed to be going into the Cholon arca. We find i, but
it's sralled. & rank had thrown a tread. [t would be hoors before it
Was IMAVing again.

=We'll have 1o Bo s :Ium:.,"' ?.i]'.! VS, "‘_]qﬂm coald be Hﬂdmﬁ (73]
death.®

I think tor myself, Pus it the rigle man. Zip speaks Viermanrere,
He can Invmdle i,
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We stop a few blocks from the intersection of Tran Quoc Toan
and Minh Phung. We ¢an hear bullers whisding close by, We ger
out, walking in a crouch. We approach some Vicmamese sitting on
the sidewalk, They are very polite. They offer us & seat and some e,

Zip speaks to them in Viermamese. Yes, they say, the Vier Cong
are i the area,

Dhespite the gunfire, we are anxiows o get through. Zip spots a
police precinet station. He thinks they can help us.

We are wshered into the commander®s office. He is wearing a flak
jacket and sitting down o breakfist.

Zip loses his cood, How can this man be so nonchalane while his
m;ﬁlﬂmmmd 5 l:ninH OVEITUR |.'Agr the Vied l:'.-:mg,? ?..'ipr olrsss the
commander in Vietnamese and Fl‘lgliﬂl.

Amazingly, the commansder docs not get upset. He knows Zip is
telling the truth,

“I've ot an armored car,”™ he savs, “I7ll ger my jeep, and we'll
i ot and we what's h:n‘u:ning,_"'

|-I¢ E iy ik E'i.rl:u.ll}'.

We follow his peep and armored car like a convoy. Bur when we
come to the imtersection of ‘Tran Quoes Toan and Minh Phung, the
pedice dare not go further, We are on our own again,

1:00 pw.
Wi hire a cab, a little yellow and Blue Benaulr, and offer the driver
$10, a king's ransom, for cach block he will drive us on Minh
Phung. He drves two blocks into the sound of automatic-weapons
fire, then waves us out of the cab.

We start walking down the street ssde by ssde, like gunslingers on
the way to the OLE, Corral, Suddenly it becomes so damn quice.

Along the sides of buildings and i doorways, South Viernamese
paratrocpers smile knowingly at us. They aren’t budging. We start
walking past them, The street 15 absolutely deserved mow.

We are walking on the edge.

Zip whispers, *This is imposable,™
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There is o way of getting to John and the others wnl the U8,
Arpy units mowve closer. The Viet Cong are everywhere. Ie would be
suicidal,

We drive back to the Time villa. Central Saigon is surreal, There
is fighting going on a few miles away, yvet here it is absolutely calm—
almcse bovely.

300 raL

Zip ralks o some refugees who tell us thae they have seen some
bosdics amd are pretty sure the white men are dead. We are still
hepeful thar they are only unconscious. We climb back in the
dimi-Moke.

The Americans are now pushing into the arca, We are finally able
to drive down Minh Phong, At road Na, 46, we spot a demaolition
team. They eell us it is seill too dangerous to go farther. When we
sy We Aré gedng to ey amyway, they give us each a carbine. We walk
down the dirt road.

There, we find them,

T am towr overwhelmed to ooy

Laramy i% sitting up in the Mini-Molke, his arms still upraised.
Th: nthm are {an th: B;nhuﬁd. T|'|.l'_'ir h-c}diﬂ are full of hobes. Caked
in blood. Covered with flies. Bloated from the heat. John has been
shet rwelve times.

I want to touch Jahn, bur Zip waves me off. *Thon’t toach any-
thing,” he warns, “There might be booby traps.”

We walk back to Minh Phung. The demolition ream has called
an ambulance, but the driver refuses vo come closer, Tl arca is sl
hostibe. We are going 1o have 1o bring the bodies out ourselves,

Finally, the demalition team affers to drive us back in. But wien we
get there, they keep a safe distance, Only Sesdrey, a black sergeant, is
willling, 1o come up and check for booby traps, He separates the bodies.

Zip and T starr loading the bodies into the back of the Mini-
Maoke, I raise John's shoulders gemhy [ don’t want to huet kim any
mere than he has been hurt already.

326



WALLACE TERRY

“This is o tme for a show of reverence,™ Zip says. “Weve got
Mmmﬂmhﬂtrﬁﬂﬂgﬂﬂu!ﬂ]mmu fast a5 we can,™

Sucdenly, nearty thirty young men about sixteen to twenty-five
years-old wearing black pajamas, run right by us, in formation. They
leok at us with pure hatred. They arc clearly Vietr Cong. Probably
they arc John's killers.

Why don't they kill ust Perhaps it is their rush o get our of
the area.,

Zip gets into the driver's sear. [ slide in beside him, holding the
bodies. We drve back to Minh Phung and load them into the
ambulance.

500 rm,
Zip gocs back 1o his hotel, There is blood all over his pants, but he
doesn’t care,

I g tor our hotel tomeet Tanice. All that I found on John's baxdy
was & whistde the Vier Cong had no use for, the one John played for
his birds. Tt is all that is left of him. I skip it into Janices hand. We
cry together,

The nexe day, when T walk into the daily press bocfing, the press
corps bursts into applusc. 1 look to see who is coming in behinsd
me, but there is no one there. The applause is for me, And for Zip.
And, 1 will abways feel, for our comrades who died doing their jobs,

Today Fip lives i Pans with his wife, Claude. He is worcking on
his fourth book on the Vietnam War. T know Zip took those ks
that day as much for me as he did for John.

All the absurd distinctions society would make between us—
black and white, Morth and South—vanished that day. Zalin
Grant and | found what many soldiers were discovering ar the
same time in Yietnam. A bonding ook place, a5 much for us as it
disd tor the soldiers who nsked their lives oo pull their comrades
out of the line of fire,

In one solitary moment, in the hoesor of it all, we discoversd what
Dr, King dreamed of: The sons of slwves and former shaveholders
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could st at the same able. We found o better viston of oursehees
and of our nation.
We bocame more than friends. We became as brothers.

Wallacr Trrry aad Zalin Grant recevoring b badies off firar grarmaliots bilksf by
e Vit Cormg om Mary 5, [ 968 in Ladgom, Ticrman,



