





ba to Andersen and shouted, “The trung ui (lieutenant) is d.ead.” Ha-
en had hardly gone a dozen yards when fire from NVA rushing up an-
ther slope cut him down. N

’ Then ll)(lalus Bingham left a bunker to reposition a claymore. a.nd

didn’t get 6 feet before a bullet struck him in the head, appare.ntly kl”l.ng

him. The Yard with Bingham could not even risk checking him, the fire

was so furious.

One Yard in a trench below Andersen fired several bursts, then
jumped up to ull back. He attracted intense fire and fell into Ander-
sen’s lap, dead. The bullet that struck him would have hit Andersen h?d
the Yard not taken it instead. Four men had died in less than four min-
utes. . '

It was up to Andersen now, the senior .man.

Small-arms fire rattled closer on all sides, and grenades lobbed up
from below the hillcrest, beyond the defenders’ vision. The danger
wasn’t just the NVA they saw, but the more numerous enemy crawling
and scurrying nearer behind small rises and from bomb crater to bomb
crater. ’

Andersen dashed across the hill to look for Hagen but couldn’t see
him anywhere—just one hundred khaki-clad NVA almost at the top! He
ran back for his M-60, fired one belt at NVA coming up his own slope,
then sped to the other approach and ran belt after belt on the one hgn(;
dred assaulting enemy. By then grenades started coming from behin
him as NVA closed in from his rear. .

Now within a dozen yards, just beyond the curvature of the hill,
NVA popped up their heads, cracked a few shots at Andersen, then
dropped back down. N ' -

Covey arrived, took one look at that hillside alive with NVIQ,
scrubbed the snatch mission and called for fighters. But it would be
more precious minutes before they were overhead. . .

Fighting a westerly headwind, the helicopters were still a dozen mt
utes away. The Cobra gunships went to full throttle, leaving the slower
Hueys behind. . .

Meanwhile RT Kansas was pulling hand grenade pins, countmghto
three then heaving the grenades to airburst above the NVA—thiT tAi)j
were out of grenades. A North Vietnamese grenade exploded besn‘ eb o
dersen’s M-60, rendering it useless—he spun his CAR-15 off his ba
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and kept shooting, then he tossed back one enemy grenade that wen
off in front of him, leaving bright spots in | vision, but he kept shoot-
ing. More shrapnel tore into him, then an round slammed through
his web gear and lodged in his elbow, knocking him down. He stum-
bled back to his knees and kept shooting.

The perimeter was pinched almost in b when Andersen grabbed
his two remaining Yards, circled below a1 around the nearest NVA
and somehow managed to reach the surviv. on the opposite side. e
found Bingham, started to lift him, and saw he, too, was dead, from a
head wound. All around him he heard R22sss, 228sss, 22ssss as bullets
flashed past his ears.

Andersen dragged Bingham’s body back to where Bill Queen lay,
wounded. Only Rimondi wasn’t yet hit and st fired furiously. Ander-
sen put them in a back-to-back circle just off the hilltop where they
would make their last stand. An AK slug already had destroyed their

team radio, another had shot Andersen’s lit ¢ vival radio out of his
hand, so Rimondi tossed the One-One another survival radio, their last.
Now the NVA were streaming, rolling ¢  hillcrest like a tidal

wave, their rattling AKs blending together into one never-ending burst,
Andersen’s men were shooting not at NVA but at hands wielding AKs
over parapets and around bunkers. There was no place left to fall back
and they could no longer spare five seconds to ta  to Covey—Andersen
was shooting NVA not much farther away tt  the end of his CAR-15’
muzzle. The time it took to speed-change a CAR-15 magazine meant
life or death.

From the air it looked like an ant mound, with moving figures every-
where. Cobra lead rolled in and sparkled 20mm cannon shells around
the surviving RT Kansas men while Covey’s ¢ -10 slipped sideways to
strafe with machine guns and rockets. Then at last fighters arrived,
adding splashing napalm and groaning Vulca :annons to the melee,

Precise Cobra gunship fire stacked NVA ir ont of RT Kansas’ final
holdouts, then at last the assault ebbed, turnc  and the surviving NVA
fled for cover, just as the Hueys arrived. :

The smoke-shrouded hill was an unforgettal  sight: Beneath wisps of
napalm flames lay khaki-clad bodies all the way up the slopes, then heaps
of dead NVA radiated outward from a handful of dark green figures.

Though wounded repeatedly, Andersen crawled out tc  re his CAR-
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1§ to cover<the landing Hueys as they came in, machine gur?s.blam?ii
while their escorting Cobra gunships sprayed cannon and mmlgutnqm_
all around them. With Rimondi’s help, Anc.iersen got as m;:nly zlthe
mates’ bodies as he could find abza;}d the flrdst Huey, then helpe
nd others aboard the second.
wolljrrllgz(rj Stl;;z: 2flighter and Cobra attack, few NVA fired at the Hueys
1 ay. .

" tl;lzzlpliltf(:e(fjlizsw:vc})’unds, three hours later Andersen z.acco.m;;agledd ;;-Z

Bright Light mission, commanded by Noel Gast, Wth‘l;l inc l’l, ;dams

Cobra and Indiana. Along with Jimmy Reeves and Sam In']un A ,

and even the CCN commander, Lieutenant Colon?l Donnie IZC hl, ! 0);

searched the hilltop, recovered Lieu;erl;ant I-;agens body and thos

nards but never found Bruce berg. .

Sev:li::; rt‘liigNVA had recovered their own bodies anq withdrawn.
The Bright Light team withdrew under llght ground fire. i
Lieutenant Hagen had died, along with Bingham, Berg was (;)resulti ¢

dead, three Yards had died, Rimondi and Queer! both suffere rfml a;:‘ ‘

frag wounds, Andersen had been struck by both smalcl‘—adrms ir

shrapnel, and their other Yards, too, had all been wour(; e .f. o
Against this, Tony Andersen learned, the USAF ha éondlr e

185 NVA lay dead on that hill. Little RT Kansa's had wiped ou e

battalion. But compared to the loss of his best friends, that gave

isfaction. ‘

Sen’l"sf[:: r]ifl”s?(t;snsas debriefing resulted in one 9f SOG’s most drzlalm:;;ct

documents, and a quote from Anderien :odinsp\rtec:hC(zzzzleI:e;z; (()ent "

i ved on a plaque: “I lookea up at tne
l::ehaar:id“;:trt‘/g;akhaki-uni}‘lz)rmed NVA with pith heln.1et, c.hes't w'eb.g:?;
green Bata boots and an AK, Type 56, and no other identifying insignia.
him.” '

Thi’;t’ls jﬁgtt perfect,” Pezzelle said. “It epit.omi'zed tbe SOG ;old;ert:rl;os

knew what his job was, which was gathering intelligence, then he

fights when he has to.” ,
arolgi::t iril:uteiant Loren Hagen’s family was presenteq the U.%Arz:" (S,
final Vietnam War Medal of Honor; Tony Andersen, his O'rle-l nzss "
held together what remained of RT Kansas through. t_hose fina Rmmondi
saults, received the Distinguished Service Cross, while Queen, Ri )
Berg and Bingham were awarded Silver Stars.
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A few days after coming off the hill, Tony Andersen took the bodies
of his three Montagnard teammates to their  le village, a place where
they’d feasted and drunk rice wine together. As his truck rolled in, fear-
ful women looked up from their work, knowing unannounced visitors
meant bad news, and sobbing started as soon as the truck halted.

The entire village gathered at the headman’s nghouse, where in
their tribe’s tradition, Andersen told of the fa n1 n’s bravery and the
many NVA they’d killed. It gave comfort to mothers and sisters to know
their men had fought honorably, and to the  sthers and fathers, great
pride that they’d killed so many of the detested North Vietnamese. The
Montagnard boys’ dark eyes watched, as they ung on Andersen’s every
detail as the interpreter related the battle.

Despite the tragedy there was pride in the village.

When Andersen returned to his truck he  ind a cluster of nervous
Montagnard boys, one of whom explained t  anted to return with
him, learn how to fight and go kill the NVA. Mc  of the eager faces be-
longed to thirteen- and fourteen-year-olds, standing erect and swelling
their chests to look older. Andersen nodded to the two oldest, who
grinned and scrambled happily aboard the truck.

SOG’s secret war continued into the fall of 1¢ |, as teams documented
the continuing NVA buildup. By October, seven of every nine missions
had teams fighting for survival, yet they were always ready to go back,

~as if it were still 1965 and America was fighti win.

In early October, USAF Captain Jim Cryer spotted an N'VA reg-
iment walking a Laotian road in broad daylight, which led to three
days’ incessant bombing—directed as well Covey Riders Lowell
Stevens and Larry White—which practically  »ed out the entire unit,
quite likely one of the most effective air attacks of the war.

That same month, NVA tanks were spotte in southern Laos, their
first significant appearance there in over twc :ars. When CCC com-
mander Lieutenant Colonel Mike Radke reported this, the civilian II
Corps adviser, John Paul Vann, shouted, “T ’s a lot of horseshit!”
Vann’s humility returned as evidence mounted.

In Saigon there was a hesitance to accept  G’s warnings by mini-
mizing and nitpicking intelligence reports, wh  came to a head during
a briefing for General Abrams. Chief SOG had st presented recon



