





an upright slouch, still facing us and looking alive enough that I raised my CAR-15, flicked the selector to auto, and emptied the
twenty-round magazine in two long bursts of tracers that swept across his legs and chest.

I was worried that the soldier could be the lead of a much larger force, so we threw grenades past him and I got on the PRC-25
with our tactical operations center to notify them of the contact.

They sent a slick and two helicopter gunships that rocketed and minigunned the area, and we were extracted to our base at LZ
Betty. The next morning, I led two platoons of infantry to the area of contact and conducted a sweep, but we found only the body
along with his AK47, two loaded magazines, a sandbag and a sock full of rice, a small rubberized poncho, and two clean pairs of U.S.
military socks. I had gone into the field that day without any socks because all mine were dirty, so I sat down next to the body and
slipped on a pair. His decision to verify before shooting us had saved our lives and cost his.
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LZ BETTY, ENROUTE TO PATROL
BRUCE CAIN, WITHOUT HAT,
BOB ANKONY AND TONY GRIFFITH

The last incident happened early Saturday morning, July 27, 1968. It was our second day of an eight-day patrol in terrain of 50- to 150-
foot hills covered with short elephant grass, scrub, and cactus. It was sunny, with temps in the nineties. Because the heat had dried nearly
everything, once our canteens were empty we drank from muddy streams.

At first light, I ate an orange, skin and all, for breakfast. (By then I had reached the point where I could not stomach another meal of the
same rations.) Then I shook some foot powder onto my heat rash: thousands of tiny red, itchy bumps on my crotch, butt, and feet. I tied my
boots, and we mounted our gear and zigzagged northwest, where we came to a wide ravine covered in hip-high elephant grass.

“What do you think?” my assistant team leader, Bruce Cain, asked, kneeling down with my front scout, Tony Griffith, and me to scan
a stretch of thick vegetation on the far side.

“Idon’t know, it’s pretty big,” I said, scanning the area with my twenty-power spotting scope. “You just never know what’s in there.”

Setting my scope down, I said, ““All right, I think only one of us should cross first, to scout it.”

“You don’t think we should all cross together?” Cain asked.

“Nabh, it’s six of one and half a dozen of the other.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Well, if we all go and Charlie’s in there, they might run, thinking we’re a platoon.”

“So what’s wrong with that?”

“Nothing, but if they hunker down and open fire, we’re all gonna be in a world of shit.”

“So what’re you gonna do?”

“Send one man.”

“Then you gotta send Griffith.”

“Nah, Tony’s too new.”

“You can send me, Sarge,” Griffith piped up. “I can carry my weight.”

“Not this time, Tony—I’ll go,” I said, looking across the field again.

“Well, one of you better get going,” said Cain, “before the sun gets higher.”

“All right,” I said, picking up my CAR-15. My palms felt sweaty. “But give me a minute after I cross, so I can scout the area and give
you a wave.”

“We’ll do that,” Cain said as I stepped out into the wide-open field while my team watched from cover.

Moving ahead slowly and deliberately, I kept my rifle at my hip and studied the vegetation on the far side. I reached the middle and
most vulnerable
part of the ravine, imagining how it would feel to be hit with a sudden burst of bullets, when suddenly a Vietcong (VC), wearing just shorts
and an undershirt, jumped up in the grass seventy feet ahead, holding a rifle. For a moment, we stood facing cach other, both frozen in fear.
I'was 19, and he didn’t look any older. I raised my CAR-15 as he made a mad dash for a clump of vegetation. Taking aim, I let loose a long
stream of tracers that swept across his left hip and right shoulder.

But instead of falling, he only stumbled and kept on running. Not knowing whether I had hit him or whether he had friends in the area, T
emptied the rest of my magazine at him as he disappeared into the vegetation. Then I ran back as fast as I could.

When I got back to my team, I looked to where the VC had run, and said to Bill Ward, my radiotelephone operator, “Get Redleg Three
Five on the horn!”



It was time to call in our big guns at LZ Pedro, three kilometers south, manned with a battery of 105mm artillery. Ward dialed two
knobs on the PRC-25 to their frequency as I shot an azimuth at the enemy’s position with my compass. Afier writing down its direction and
range, I pulled out my map, figured our location relative to our reference point, and took the handset from Ward. Being our lifeline, it was
always wrapped in plastic and taped to protect it from moisture. I put it to my ear and squeezed the rubber-booted switch underneath.
“Redleg Three Five, this is Slashing Talon Five Niner, over.”

“Go ahead, Five Niner, this is Redleg Three Five.”

“Roger, Three Five. Request fire mission, over.”

I'then gave them the direction and range relative to the reference point on our map, known only to us and command so that enemy
troops monitoring our frequency couldn’t figure our location.

The fire direction center for the battery found our reference point on its maps and determined our position and elevation, along with the
enemy’s. With those factors and wind conditions known, the artillery crews could calculate the charges for their
shells, and settings for the guns. Then they swung three of their six 105mm howitzers in our direction.

Seconds later, high-explosive shells screamed overhead and slammed into the thicket of vegetation, exploding in plumes of bright
orange, shaking the earth, and sending up debris and clouds of black smoke. “Redleg Three Five,” I said amid the thunderous noise, “this is
Slashing Talon Five Niner. You’re on target. Fire for effect, over.”

“Roger, Five Niner,” LZ Pedro replied as each howitzer fired several more shells in rapid succession.

Moments later, we radioed cease-fire since it was obvious that if I hadn’t killed the VC already, he was certainly dead from the artillery.

We then mounted our gear and vanished into the hills.
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The First Cavalry Division would end the Vietnam War suffering more casualties than any other division: 5,444 men killed in
action and 26,592 wounded in action.1 Company E, Fifty-second Infantry (LRP), redesignated Company H, Seventy-fifth Infantry
(Ranger), participated in the two largest battles of the Vietnam War—the Tet Offensive and the siege of Khe Sanh—and air-assaulted
into A Shau Valley, the most formidable enemy-held territory in South Vietnam. It became the most decorated and longest-serving
unit in LRP/Ranger history.2 Company H also fought in Cambodia, and it lost the last two Rangers of the Vietnam War. Its lineage
passed to Second Battalion, Seventy-fifth Ranger Regiment. Since 9/11, the regiment is the only continuously engaged unit in the
Army. Today’s Rangers do not patrol. They don’t train allied forces or engage in routine counterinsurgency duties. They have a
single-mission focus: they seek out the enemy and capture or kill him. Their mission sets Rangers apart as pure, direct-action warriors.
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1. Marine Corps deaths available only in aggregate, not by unit.

2. See hitps://en wikipedia.org/wiki/Company E. 52nd_Infantry (LRP) (United_States).






