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Shop Where You
See This Sign
of Excellence

The above Eagle on the front door of a firearms
or sporting goods store indicotes two things. (1)
The owner supporis the FIREARMS DEALER
CODE OF ETHICS for foir and honest business
representation. And (2}, supports the Firearms
Dealers’ Lobby which works for legislation of
benefit to all fireorms owners and sportsmen.
Support those who work to support you.

National Association of Federally Licensed
Firearms Dealers 7001 N. Clark St. Chicago,
llinois 60626 {312)-338-7600

CHEMICAL

S Shield

Leading Non-Lethal Weaponry
Co. requests dealer and dist-
ributor inquiries.

We offer the most technically
advanced and widest product
line in this exploding industry,
coupled with marketing support.

Exciting new products and pro-
motions always under devel-
opment.

Contact-

LFR INDUSTRIES, INC.
P.O.Box 131, Kennesaw, Ga.
30144

404-427-8018

Manufacturers of
"*STATE OF THE ART"
Non-Lethal Weaponry
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Memo From The Publisher...

Our apologies for being late once
again. We were delayed in our efforts to
tie up as many of the loose ends of the
BAYO-PAWLEY AFFAIR as possible.
Welocated an individual who was Bayo’s
second in command, and who did not go
on the mission, due to an injury, through
our contacts in the Cuban exile com-
munity. He claims to know what hap-
pened to Bayo’s strike team.

As this issue goes to press, we are
immediately starting preduction on Issue
Three, in hopes of getting it to you in two
months’ time, Wish us luck!

Recently, we read reports of a number
of demonstrations targeted against the
Spanish government’s execution of five
convicted cop killers. The “liberal”
conscience of the world once again
poured into the streets of the capitols of
Europe, protesting the ‘“‘outrage.” But
where is that same conscience when the
new communist governments of
Southeast Asia stomp their boots on the
helpless, voiceless populace? Is this
racism or mere hypocrisy? Do these self-
styled liberals feel that Asiatics are
dispensable, or is the cause of communist
agrarian reform so holy that it
automatically confers the right of
massacre on its high priests? Why do the
pacifists and the liberals fail to protest
the atavistic policy of the Khmer Rouge
who have forced four million people into
the jungle, to die of thirst, hunger,
dysentery, malaria, typhoic and
cholera? Truly incredible!

The McGoverns, Kennedy’s, Tunneys,
Cranstons and Mansfields beat their
breasts about President Thieu oc-
casionally closing opposition
newspapers. Why no anger now, when in
Vietnam there is no opposition press,
period?

And why did the Ford administration
fail to evacuate the 40,000 Vietnamese
refugees on Phu Quoc island?

We can surmise that in the ad-
ministration’s haste to disassociate itself
from an ignominious defeat, it simply
ignored the responsibility of providing
the option of freedom to 40,000 human
beings. We would like to hear from the
administration its justification of its
callous desertion of thousands who
wished to flee the communists.
Therefore, we would appreciate our
readers writing their Congressmen and
Senators, requesting they, in turn, force
the administration into answering for its
failure to act. We expect the typical
bureaucratic soft shoe routine, but
maybe it will make the bastards
reconsider their folly and lack of back-
bone. Send us copies of their responses,
and we’ll publish them.

The pandering of many liberals and
Third World nations toward Idiot-Amin,
village dictator of Uganda, is a perfect
case in point. Amin, noted for his forcible
eviction of 40,000 Asiatics from Uganda,

and the cruel liquidation of thousands of
his political opponents, is described as a
““brother” in the summer issue of CORE
Magazine. CORE’s unqualified support
of such a tyrant would make even the
master of the big lie, Hitler, blanch.

The probability of civil war in Portugal
draws closer daily. The radical left is
once again determined to implement its
will on the majority, and elections be
damned. However, it appears that the
socialists and the moderates will fight. If
war breaks out, the anti-communist
majority will undoubtedly secure the
northern part of Portugal. Due to the
lengthy border with Spain, it should not
be difficult for American volunteers to
join the anti-communist forces. We’ll
carry an area assessment and analysis of
the situation, if war does break out.
Meanwhile, brush up onm your Por-
tuguese.

WE NEED YOUR HELP! We've in-
cluded a customer profile and reader
preference survey card attached to the
subscription blanks. To give you the kind
of magazine you want, we need to know
what you prefer to read. Please assist us
in this matter by numbering the articles
of both issues in order of preference.
Note the reader profile card. We need
this information to entice more ad-
vertisers, which in turn means a better
magazine for you. Do not sign the card;
simply fill out and entrust it to the postal
service. We appreciate your assistance!

Reviews...

Mexican Military Arms, by James B.
Hughes, Jr., Deep River Armory, Inc.,
5700 Star Lane, Houston, TX, $4.50, 7’ x
10”, 135 pp., 72 photos and illustrations.
This well-documented volume provides
a comprehensive survey of Mexican
bayonets, rifles, handguns, machine
guns, submachine guns and cartridges.
An extremely interesting and well-
written book that is invaluable for those
interested in Mexican small arms.

Political Violence and Insurgemcy: A
Comparative Approach, edited by
O’Neill, Alberts and Rossetti, Phoenix
Press, Box 837, Arvada, CO 80001, $12.95,
5% x 8%, 518 pp.

Edited and authored by a team of
USAF Academy professors, Political
Violence and Insurgency thoroughly
analyzes and compares insurgencies, in
Africa, Ireland, Uruguay, Guatemala,
Thailand and Iran. It provides a
framework for analyzing all insurgencies
and guerrilla wars that will be of value to
both the beginning student of insurgency
and the military expert. It already has
been adapted as a text by the USAF
Academy and the National War College.
A counter-insurgency library under one
cover.










Beyond Cloak and Dagger: Inside the
CIA by Miles Copeland; Pinnacle Books,
1975, $1.75.

Probably no intelligence service in
history has had to go through the trauma
to which the Central Intelligence Agency
has been subjected in recent months.
Former CIA types have written books
telling all (or perhaps all the little they
knew), newspapermen have probed the
CIA’s activities with a zeal that probably
makes the Soviet’'s KGB envious, and
congressional committees have brought
to light innermost intelligence secrets.

Much of this is the inevitable result of
the public and official reaction to
Watergate, The U.S. Government has
beenin effect undergoing a purge, and no
government agency is escaping — or
probably should escape.

Part of the CIA’s woes are also its own
fault. In its zeal to carry out its mission to
protect the United States from foreign
foes it clearly overstepped its charter
and infringed on the civil rights of in-
dividuals. This is still a nation of laws.
Disregarding those laws by govern-
mental bodies, whatever the reason may
be, is dangerous and totally unac-
ceptable. The lesson has been learned
from other countries where a little
erosion of democracy and civil rights
eventually resulted in the destruction of
that democracy.

Congress, therefore, is justified in
investigating the CIA’s activities. The
nation, however, and the CIA, would in
turn be justified in expecting that
congressional probes be conducted in a
responsible manner and that intelligence
secrets not relevant to the rights issue
notbe exposed to the public spotlight and
the eager eyes of the KGB and assorted
other foreign intelligence services.
Congressmen unfortunately cannot resist
those TV cameras and the opportunity to
appear on the 6 o’clock news — and to
hell with this nonsense about secrets! (Of
course, there is the obverse side of the
coin, too, in such cases as that of Mr,
Kissinger who conducts his trade in total
secrecy and does not seem to understand
that the Constitution did not empower
him, personally, to make commitments
for the United States to foreign nations.)

As for those prying newspapermen, the
general quality of reporting in the U.S.
today is so poor that this need be no real
problem to the CIA. Certainly if it can
protectits secrets from the KGB it should
be able to shield these from eager-beaver
reporters who expect overnight fame by
unearthing some minor activity of the
CIA.

Then there are the former CIA em-
ployees who write books about what they
did, who they knew and what they
learned in the CIA. One of these, Philip
Agee’s Inside the Company: CIA Diary,
was reviewed in the last issue of
SOLDIER OF FORTUNE. Miles
Copeland’s book is another ‘‘inside’” look

ANOTHER LOOK
AT

THE CIA
Review by Jay Mallin
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into the Agency. Copeland himself tells
what the glaring spotlight has done to the
CIA:

*“‘As things now stand, in June of 1975,
the Agency has seemingly been clob-
bered into powerlessness. Its critics,
however worthy their motives, have
accomplished what the Soviets’ KGB has
been trying to accomplish for years.
While the Soviets still have capacity to
support politicans of the Third World who
would establish communist dic-

tatorships, we are without the means to.

support their opponents. Even if we have
such means, in view of our proven
inability to keep secrets, no foreign
statesman in his right mind would accept
our support — not, anyhow, on the ‘open
and aboveboard basis’ with which we
must offer it. Unfortunately, other
countries of the world do not share our
post-Watergate conscience.”

Copeland admits that his own book
“reveals ten times as many top secrets”
as still another ‘‘inside” book written by
Victor Marchetti, also a former em-
ployee. Nevertheless, itbecomes clear as
one reads Copeland’s book that it is not
just another expose of the CIA. True it
does appear to reveal secrets regarding
past operations of the CIA, its
operational techniques and its current
capabilites. But one gets the distinct
impression that Copeland has been most
careful not to tell the KGB anything it
does not already know. Copeland has
been highly circumspect in not revealing
the names of any but publicly known CIA
officials, and even in this respect he is
cautious: ‘‘Although ‘Mother’ and the

others — ‘Jojo,” ‘Kingfish,’ etc. — are
now easily identifiable as the result of
recent press revelations, I have thought
it politic to respect their professional
anonymity in my book.”

The CIA probably has been hurt by the
spotlight of publicity, but the reviewer
also gets the impression from the
Copeland book that in the long run the
CIA will be perfectly capable of taking
care of itself. Copeland tells of James
Schlesinger coming in as new head of the
CIA and launching a purge of certain top
officials. But some of these did not care
to be fired and “managed to conceal their

existence from Mr. Schlesinger
altogether.”” Funny, yes, but a bhit
chilling, too

Beyond Cloak and Dagger could well
be called a basic handbook on in-
telligence. Copeland discusses types of
spies (based on actual cases): the
“Enﬁly," tlle (‘Mickey’” the “Philby”
(obviously named after Soviet agent
H.A.R. Philby) and the “Willie.” He
describes positions within the CIA:
station chief, desk officer, case officer,
resident. He tells of different intelligence
functions:  conventional espionage,
counterespionage, ¢ Third World”
operations, special operations,

For the layman interested in intel there
is much to be learned here. There may
even be some things for the professional
spy to learn.

Copeland writes in a flowing, attention-
holding style. The book has the structure
of a textbook and the attraction of a good
spy novel. Throughout, the book is seeded
with fascinating details and anecdotes.

Item: The story of the French intel
officer who was offered $25,000 by a
Soviety “colleague’” for copies of
dispatches. The Frenchman advised his
headquarters and was instructed to ask
for more money. He did and the Soviet
agent upped his price. Again the Fren-
chman advised his ghq, again was told to
ask for more money. This went on until
the price reached $125,000. At this point
the Frenchman asked to be transferred
because “they’re getting dangerously
near my price.”

Item: A newly-independent counfry
charged that CIA agents werz trying to
overthrow the government. U.S. of-
ficials, however, were able to convince
the government's leaders that the
American embassy was too small to
harbor CIA agents. The prime minister
became miffed, feeling that his govern-
ment was evidently not important
enough to be intrigued against by the
United States. A junior CIA official had to
be dispatched to ‘‘do something,
anything” to convince the country that
the U.S. was indeed intriguing against it.

Copeland spells out some of the
technical and operational capabilities of
the CIA. If these claims are even par-
tially true (one must take into account
the possibility that at least a few claims

continued on page 54
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Onset of the Dark Ages

by Lt. Col. Alexander M.S. McColl

There was a distinct element of racism in the lack
of concern by the majority of the American people
for the fate of the peoples of Southeast Asia. Imagine
what would be the outery and demands for action if
similar disasters had been falling on the heads of
Israel (and this may yet come to pass).

Of course there are very few Americans of Viet-
namese or Cambodian descent and orientation,
surely far too few to make a politically effective
voting bloc, and with no influence at all in the media,
so it is not hard to decide, just below the level of
verbal articulation, that, after all, the Vietnamese
and Cambodians are expendable little brown foreign
heathens, whose defense from conquest, en-
slavement and massacre was obviously not worth
the bones of the first clean-cut White son of an
American Mother. Of course.

Deep down inside every tribe, every nation is a
conviction that all outsiders are ultimately hostile
barbarians from the Outer Darkness, and the grand
ideal of the Brotherhood of All Mankind is just that,
a noble ideal, a fitting subject for sermonizing and
oration but certainly not something for which sen-
sible White Christian Americans should be expected
to take on the hardships and hazards of combat
soldiering. Especially if it gets in the way of the
Great American Dream of Getting Ahead, and more
especially if the beneficiaries are nasty corrupt little
brown heathens, who don’t even speak English.

Once this point is reached, it is not at all hard to
come up with all kinds of lofty moral reasons for
finking out. We have heard them all, and I shall not
reiterate them here.

Israel, of course, is a different case. Her people
are White, they are supported by an articulate and
very powerful constituency in this country, and
enjoy an excellent press. The fact that they are not
Christians is more than counterbalanced by our
carefully nurtured sense of vicarious guilt for the
ghastly ¢rimes inflicted on the Jews by the Nazis.
One does not ask, of course, in what way the Arabs of
Palestine participated in this crime to deserve being
thrown out of their homes by way of expiation.

Soif Israel gets into trouble, there will no doubt be
a great, warm, spontaneous, carefully orchestrated
outpouring of sympathy and support for them,
especially from those least likely to be asked to give
up comfortable and profitable civilian pursuits and
take on the risks and inconveniences of plain hard
infantry soldiering in the Middle East.

But one wonders. This, of course, may be suf-
ficient to get us thoroughly committed to fighting the
war, but will it see us through to a satisfactory
conclusion? From the form that was shown last time
round, I doubt it. There is no reason to hope that we
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will have other than a repetition of the whole sorry
tale of piece-mealing, pussyfooting strategy in high
places and treason in the streets that we had over
Vietnam. The fact is that we are thoroughly
corrupted by our own prosperity and flabby
thinking, and collectively lack the courage, loyalty
and discipline to play the role to which History has
called us.

What is to be done? I wish I knew. I wish that I had
a positive solution to offer, a ringing call to arms,
perhaps. How does one change the thinking, the very
base-line assumptions of a whole generation?
Hardship and danger, courage, loyalty and
discipline are old-fashioned, unpopular and very
disturbing words, almost wholly alien to the narrow,
hedonistic selfishness of the ‘“Now Generation’’ and
the Age of Aquarius. And it is all too true that these
words have been far too often shamefully exploited
by power-hungry leaders, including the rulers in
Hanoi, who for their own aggrandizement have
brought thirty years of death and destruction onto
their own people. There is little glamor left in the
idea of high adventure in one’s country’s uniform
defending the frontiers of an embattled Christen-
dom.

Weakness and corruption of the spirit within, the
march of the Barbarians without. One is reminded of
the time of the breaking-up of the Roman Empire,
the collapse of the old Mediterranean civilization,
the onset of the Dark Ages. Yet Christendom sur-
vived, and the names of the heroes and saints of that
age are honored and remembered even yet: Aetius,
Charles Martel, Roland of Roncesvalles, Columba of
Iona, Benedict of Nursia, Augustine of Canterbury.
The Goths and the Vandals, the Huns, the Vikings
and the Saracens, all were either thrown back or
converted, and of the institutions of the older time,
only the Holy Church survived.

But meanwhile let us not forget these things:

— that the South Vietnamese and the Cambodians
— even the Buddhists — were fighting and dying for
the defense of Christendom and against the sworn
enemies of God and His Holy Church.

— how appropriate it was that the insignia of the
late U.S. Command in Vietnam was the Crusaders’
sword and shield, and its color scarlet red — in the
rubric of the Church the color of blood, and hence of
martyrdom.

—that the disaster in Southeast Asia is not only an
appalling human tragedy for the peoples of Viet-
nam, Cambodia, and Laos, but also an avoidable and
irreparable defeat for Western Christendom and the
final requiem for the United States as a great power.

— that the last time round, the Dark Ages lasted
about five hundred years.



Now You Can Catalo
Your Valuable Guns With
This New Lifetime Gun

Owners Record Book!

A Priceless Reference . . . Your Gun Owner's Record Book
@ For fire or theft insurance claims. comes complete with a mixed

: \If_vc})’relrr‘] sgggi% g t%l:anénjoyment of assortment of 25 pre-printed gun
your gun collection. record sheets — 10 sheets for pistol;
10 for rifle; 5 for shotgun. Or you may
specify 25 sheets of all pistol, all rifle
or all shotgun data. All sheets are
pre-printed with appropriate data
headings (gun maker, date pur-
chased, amount paid, where pur-
chased, serial number, caliber, barrel
length, stock style, wood used, finish
and checkering, special identifying
marks and much more). These
sheets provide everything you need
for completely describing and iden-
tifying each of your guns. Additional
record sheets are available for $1.50
per set of 25 sheets.

Gun Owner’s
Record Book

$7.50 — Complete with 25
loose-leaf record sheets.
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Whether you own a few guns or a large collection, you'll want
this long-needed Gun Owner’s Record Book for permanently
recording the pertinent data on each of your guns. This
16-steel-ring looseleaf binder, with durable vinyl cover, is
designed for a lifetime of use — no cardboard or other
short-lived material to deteriorate in a brief time. Convenient
6" x 9" size. Removable loose-leaf record sheets.

For Your KNIFE Collection ... A
Similar 6” x 9” vinyl-covered, 16-
ring looseleaf notebook is avail-
able for permanently recording
data on each of your knives.
This Knife Collector's Record Book comes with 25 record
sheets, in your choice of folding-knife data or straight-knife
data. Additional 25-sheet packets may be obtained for $1.50

Protect your guns and enjoy them more. Order your Gun
Owner's Record Book, log each of your guns, and keep this
reference book in a safe place. It will pay for itself many times
over. Use the convenient order form below to get your copy,

per packet. Knife data headings include: maker, date pur-
chased, price, condition, blade style and material, handle and
bolster materials, serial number and other pertinent informa-

tion, including space for a photo.

------------1
To: A. G. Russell Company 1705- Hwy. 71 N. Springdale, Ark. 72764
Gentlemen: Enclosed is $7.50 (check or money order) for my Gun
Owner's Record Book, including 25 record sheets as follows (select
one):

O Mixed assortment {10 pistol, 10 rifle, 5 shotgun record sheets; O 25 pistol sheets.
O 25 rifle sheets. 0 25 shotgun record sheets. Also enclosedis 5 for

additional sets of gun record sheets @ $1.50 per set:
set(s) of pistol sheets. set(s) of rifle sheets.

today!

set(s) of shotgun

sheets.
0 Also enclosed is $7.50 for a KNIFE COLLECTOR'S RECORD BOOK, with 25 sheets for
(Specify straight or folding knives). Send ______
additional sets of folding knife sheets; send sets of straight knife sheets, @ $1.50
per set.

TOTAL AMOUNT ENCLOSED $

A. G. Russell Company

1705 Highway 71 North
Springdale, Arkansas 72764
(501) 751-7341

Name

Address

City State, Zip.

| understand that if | am not fully satisfied with any of these items, | can promptly get all my money back, no
questions asked. by returning all merchandise.

N* T I TIIs
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FLACK

Sir —

Except for one subject, the first issue
was very good. Also, the future articles
as given in the brochure, are good.

The bad article (i.e., subject) is the
paramedics. I am completely unin-
terested in this adventure, and I fail to
see how it can ever be of any real use
(except, of course, paratroop assaults).
Cut the paramedic thing out of the Fall
issue, and quit pushing it.

We mnormally don't print anomymous
letters. However, we thought it advisable
to emphasize precisely why we're into
PMRS. Adventure is not limited to pulling
triggers or blowing bridges. The human
race can be assisted in other ways than
Enocking off communists or right-wing
dictators. If you don 't like our involvement
with PMRS, we'll be bappy to send you
your money back.

Dear Sirs:

Hopefully, this will be a Christmas
surprise and this is why I would like it
(the 1st issue) sent to my mother-in-law.

Thank you.

Ms. B.B.
Springfield, VA

Yes, it should be quite a surprise!
Perbaps you are trying to tell ber
something ?

Gentlemen:

Just received my first issue of Soldier
of Fortune. GREAT! The Urban Street
Survival and Underwater Knife Fighting
sections were A-1; so were the Auto Mag
Mini-Sniper, Israeli Galil and Springfield
Armory M1A sections.

One complaint: the picture on page 23
— unnecessary. We all know that such
things happen. I've seen worse but I don’t
like it shoved in my face. Besides, some
reader’s wife or small child could get a
hold of your magazine.

But outside of page 23, your mag was a
real winner. You’ve hooked me. I can’t
wait for the Fall issue. Keep up the good

work.
S.D.E.

Boston, MA

We 've had a lot of pro and con comment
on page 23. The purpose of printing that
particular picture was to illustrate the
atrocities that the anti-Rhodesian terrorists
perpetrate; that  these  self-styled
“freedom-fighters'' that are supported by
naive, bead-in-the-sand professors and the
leadership of the World Council of
Churches are nothing more or less than
atavistic butchers who could well ride in
the company of Attila the Hun or
Genghis Kban.

We regret that the picture offended

10 SOLDIER OF FORTUNE

individuals but we felt it necessary to
graphically convey what terrorism is all
about.

Sir:

I guess you have received many letters
like this one, from people like myself,
who are really interested in becoming a
professional like yourself, and some from
the FBI and CIA, and nuts. I don’t know
anyone who I can talk to. I have had it
with S of F and M.A.C.I. I think they’re
only interested in the money they want
you to send in, and not anything else.

I'm willing to travel anywhere, but the
problem is paying the 12 to 13 hundred for
the fare, and living expenses. How can
someone starting get started, when there
are so many old pros around? Where do
you look — not the want ads, that’s for
sure.

How in hell can you get started? I could
lie, but those who know would know that
I'm lying. I know weapons, explosives
and the bush, and I'm good and willing to
take a chance. All I want is a chance.
Thanks for taking time to read this, and I
would be grateful for any advice.

Thanks

Carl Fredericks

P.O. Box 4021, Station F
Cincinnati, OH 45204

We recommend Rbodesia. Getting
there, of course, is the problem. The
Rbodesian Army and BSAP both accepi
able and willing young men without ex-
perience, especially those who indicate an
interest in settling in the country. The only
other avenue of approach is obtaining the
funds to go where the action is and hope
you can climb aboard. Perbaps some of our
readers can give you some advice.

Sirs:

If not for my responsibilities, I would
donate much more than this. I wish your
effort much success.

An Ex-Special Forces Medic

We received the above communication
along with a box of medical supplies for
PMRS. We don't know who be is but many
thanks.

Dear Robert K. Brown,

Ireceived your info packet, by the slow
boat, just before the evacuation of
Vietnam.

At that time, I was in Cambodia, flying
for one of the many airlines. As far as I
knew at that time, the only mercenaries
in the area were Asian, and with similar
pay scale. A few ex-military did become
involved in the fighting from time to
time, but were either run off by the U.S.
Embassy or in one particular case,
panicked and ran the first day on the line.

I knew of one Frenchman and one

Australian who did fight for a period of
time with the Khmer Army, but in both
cases without pay. So, all in all, the flying
was the only paying proposition.

Of course, with the collapse of both
Cambodia and Vietnam, all has changed.
However, if the U.S, was to supply the
finance, something could be started. Son
Ngoc Thanh still has a large force of Kh-
mer Krom and I know many people
would be willing to return to the area.

This brings me to my own affairs; I am
interested in your magazine, SOLDIER
OF FORTUNE, and would like to become
a subscriber. A good magazine would sell
well here and in Australia. I am a
member of an organization that follows
this type of profession. As well as being a
pilot, I have served with the Special Air
Service (SAS).

I am particularly interested in
Colombia, South America, as it has been
rumored that they require security
guards to protect the emerald mines.
Any info you may have on the subject
would be welcomed.

I apologize for not replying sooner, but
was caught in both the evacuation of
Phnom Penh and Saigon.

D.A.
Tauranga, NEW ZEALAND

We bhave no knowledge of job op-
portunities in Columbia. There is a firm
involved in a similar type work in East
Africa but we have yet to determine the
type of personnel they prefer.

Dear Sir:

Congratulations on a truly fine
magazine! It’s worth the long wait, many
times over.

I'd like to offer a comment, though,
regarding a statement of Mr. McNair’s
on page 25. There are any amount of VN
vets who’d bristle at being dismissed as
“road-bound,” especially by someone
who never as much as made an ap-
pearance there. If Mr. M. had ever had to
face a sizeable and determined portion of
the North Vietnamese Army, in such
terrain as can be found along the Laotian
border, he’d doubtless be less inclined
toward such sweeping judgements.

As for the rest of the magazine, I hope
it gets the response it deserves. But do we
really have to wait till Fall for the next
issue?

Impatiently,

Mel Dodge
Willows, CA

We regret we're late once again. At
present, our limited capital precludes us

from publishing more than four times a
vear. With the grace of God and a few more

70 hour weeks, we will get your next issue
to you in two montbhs.












BAYO-PAWLEY
AFFAIR

A Plot To Destroy JFK
And Invade Cuba

Copyright by SOLDIER OF FORTUNE Magazine 1975

By Miguel Acoca and Robert K. Brown

Five months before he was shot to
death in Dallas, a group of conspirators
attempted to destroy John F. Kennedy,
by political means. The group, which
included officials of Time Inc., former
ultra-conservative assistant Secretary of
State and Assistant Secretary of Defense,
William D. Pawley, disgruntled CIA
agents and anti-Castro Cubans, proposed
to spirit two Russian colonels out of
Cuba, to testify that Soviet offensive
ballistic missiles were still based on
Cuban soil. Their testimony, if true, and
ifit could be proved — would have meant
the end of John Kennedy’s political
career, for it would have shown that the
Cuban Missile crisis had ended, not in a
qualified U.S. victory, but in a
-monumental bungle eclipsing the Bay of
Pigs disaster.

Such a revelation would have so

discredited Kennedy that he could have
been defeated in the 1964 election, by
someone willing to topple the Castro
regime by direct American military
intervention — Barry Goldwater, for
instance. Alternatively, the disclosure
could have forced Kennedy, himself, to
re-impose the blockade, order air strikes,
and land the Marines. To the dedicated
cold warriors and adventurers who
planned “Operation Red Cross,” — as
the plot was christened — that outcome
was equally desirable.
- Operation Red Cross, however, did
fot succeed. The ten Cubans who took
part in it are missing, and presumed
dead; so is a Mafioso, who served as a
key contact in bringing the plotters
together. Time Inc., which bank-rolled
the adventure on the recommendation of
Life Managing Editor George P. Hunt, is
out $15,000, and Pawley, who used his
yacht in the operation, isn’t saying much.
One of the three CIA agents who ac-
companied the operation, is dead; the
other two are unidentified.
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This story is an excerpt from the unpub-
lished manuscript, Ripped Cloak, Rusty
Dagger: JFK, LBJ and the CiA's Secret War
Against Castro

Miguel Acoca was a staff writer for Life
magazine for nine years, operating out of
Life's Miami office. Since the demise of
Life, he has been employed by the
Washington Post and Newsweek in Paris,
Madrid and Lisbon.

Robert Brown, a long-time, free-lance,
photo-journalist, has been a close observor
of the Cuban scene since his first visit to
Cuba in 1958. He was one of the
organizers of an anti-Batista movement at
the University of Colorado in 1958,
journeyed to Cuba in '59, and '60. In
April, 1960, after baving determined the
Castro regime was going communist, be
began supporting and working with anti-
Castro exile organizations.

Brown first became aware of the Bayo-
Pawley affair in the summer of 1967 while
researching a yet uncompleted manuscript,
Ripped Cloak, Rusty Dagger: JFK LBJ &
the CIA’s Secret War Against Castro. In
early April 1964, Brown flew to Madrid to
co-author the book with Acoca. Work on
the manuscript was terminated when
Acoca was ordered to Lisbon to cover the
coup.

Subsequent resesarch clarified some
aspects of the story while raising even more
questions that are yet umanswered. A
major coup was scored when Terrance
Spencer, the Life photographer who ac-
companied the Bayo-Pawley operation,
was located and SOF obtained the
bhotographs he took on said operation.

Kennedy was assassinated a few
months after the Cubans disappeared
over the side of Pawley’s yacht, the
Flying Tiger I1, as it lay off the southeast
coast of Cuba in June 1963. The two
events may not have been entirely
unrelated.

In today’s context, Operation Red
Cross, seems, at best, bizarre; to un-
derstand the actions and motivations of
the parties involved, it’s necessary to
recall the national atmosphere and the
mood of the restive Cuban exile com-
munity in Miami, in the spring of 1963.

It was almost eight months after the
missile crisis. The assassination of John
F. Kennedy was five months away. While
the rest of the country thought that the
missile crisis ended in victory, to those
closest to the situation — the Cubans in
Miami and the CIA contingent there —
the Bay of Pigs remained unavenged, a
defeat which had been raised to the
degree of moral sin, and the sinner, to an
armed band of Americans and Cubans,
was President John F. Kennedy.

‘These angry men — including CIA
guerrilla warriors acting as advisers,
controllers and directors of secret
operations against Fidel Castro’s Cuba —
had been gleeful the previous year when
intelligence reports said that the Soviet
Union was arming Castro with missiles.

The Soviet move had seemed a perfect
provocation for moving against Castro,
and wiping out the ‘“Communist
beachhead 90 miles from the U.S.”.

But Kenndy was marching to a dif-
ferent drum. He not only refused to
confirm the present of missiles in Cuba,
he acted as if the shipments of missiles
were the chimera of madmen. Angered
by Kennedy’s silence, they began to leak
hard intelligence reports to favored
newsmen. One of these, Hal Hendrix,
began to report the build-up in the Miami















“Did the Kennedys know about ‘Operation Red Cross?’ "

launching platform for Soviet missiles
aimed at U.S. cities, turned Miami into a
hive of conspiracy where plots were
hatched in bars, swimming pools,
boatyards, and hotel rooms. The climate
of tension, fear and distrust of President
Kennedy was such, that even the most
outlandish plot could be sold to backers
who wanted to embarrass — if not
destroy — the President who had failed
them.

In the spring of 1963, Eduardo Perez,
known as Bayo to Cuban exiles, Mafia
figures, FBI and CIA agents, began to
show a letter he claimed he had received
from a guerrilla unit operating in Cuba.
The smuggled letter said the guerrillas
were holding two Soviet army missile
colonels who had defeated and wanted
asylum in the U.S. The colonels — the
letter stated in no uncertain terms —
knew where Nikita Khrushchev, with
Fidel Castro’s connivance, had hidden
missiles in violation of the agreement
with President Kennedy.

Bayo was no. ordinary exile. He had
fought alongside Fidel Castro’s brother,
Raul, and had become his military aide.
After turning against Castro, Bayo, who
was the only living holder of the rebel
army’s highest military award, the
Frank Pais Medal, equivalent to the
Congressional Medal of Honor, went to
work for the CIA. He reputedly engaged
in anti-Castro operations out of Guan-
tanamo Navy Base in Cuba, and later,
when the CIA organized its massive
Miami network, he became part of the
hand-picked team of the Tejana III, the
legendary gunrunning converted U.S.
Navy sub-chaser, which was used to
supply the Cuban underground before the
Bay of Pigs. Bayo fought World War II in
the U.S. Army, and was a naturalized
U.S. citizen. He was hard-bitten and often
bullied men working with him, but he had
an air of self-possession and intense
determination.

An American soldier-of-fortune pilot,
Howard Davis, who had been active over
the years in aiding Cuban and Haitian
exile groups, stated that Bayo had
worked for the CIA and operated out of
Guantanamo Naval Base. Bayo didn’t
limit himself to fighting Castro’s Com-
munism in Cuba and the surrounding
waters. In February, 1963, Bayo and
another soldier-of-fortune set off a bomb
at the front door of the Miami residence
of a suspected Castro G-2 agent, which
blew the front of the house away.

The letter from the underground, was,
to put it simply, explosive; and Bayo
tossed it out as bait to hook right-wing
political enemies of John Kennedy in the
Florida conservative establishment. But,
he told Cuban exile friends who had tried
to mount anti-Castro raids with him
before and after the Bay of Pigs, “I want
no part of the CIA.”

What he had in mind was to find
somebody rich enough to pay for
weapons, equipment and a boat to go to

Cuba to exfiltrate, to use secret war
terminology, the two assets and bring
them to the U.S. Then, according to
Bayo’s scenario, the two colonels would
expose the President of the United States
as a fool, at best, and a liar at worst.

Like so many Americans and Cubans
participating in the secret Caribbean.
war, Bayo was frustrated and had
developed an intense hatred of Kennedy
and his policies. He also mistrusted the
CIA and the haughty professional U.S.
military officers assigned to train and
control Cuban raiders.

By early 1963, Bayo was bitter. His
plans to mount an operation designed to
topple Haiti’s President Francois
Duvalier, the hated ‘“Papa Doc,” was
getting nowhere. Like many exiles, CIA
strategists, and President Kennedy
himself, Bayo thought that Haiti was the
ideal base for attacks against Cuba, and
“Papa Doc” an easy target.

In those early weeks of 1963, Bayo, told
friends he had to go back to Cuba,
because ‘‘My people are waiting for me.”
Bayo’s friends included a group of
Americans who were serving as self-
appointed advisors to any Cuban or
Haitian group that desired their talents.

Joseph C. Garman, a tall, lanky
Kentuckian, who came to Miami im-
mediately after the ill-fated Bay of Pigs
invasion to ‘“join up”’, and stayed on to
become a free-lance military advisor to
various exile groups, related that, “Bayo
had separated from the original ‘Com-
mando L’, one of the most daring and
effective non-CIA Cuban exile groups and
now had a small group of his own. He
wanted to go to Cuba and make some hits
and we wanted to go with him. Lynn
Clark, a West Coast freelance
photographer, was selling him on taking
us along, not only because we knew what
we were doing, but also so we could get
photographs of the action, which would
raise more money.”’

asylum. If they could be gotten out, it
would result in a lot of publicity and
money to get more guns and make bigger
hits. We finally drifted away from him
because he was always stalling — always
supposed to leave and never did. We got
our weapons back that we had stored
with him and that was it.”

Another long-time Miami soldier-of-
fortune, Jerry Patrick Hemming, first
met Bayo in early 1960. He and Davis
introduced Bayo to a third American
adventurer who had worked for the
dictator Trujillo until the latter’s violent
demise. ‘“John,” who had lost his
lucrative job upon Trujillo’s death, was
plotting with a group of Haitian exiles, to
put together one of their periodic at-
tempts to overthrow the atavistic dic-
tator of Haiti, Francois Duvalier.
Relizing that the Haitians involved were
short on military training, not to mention

combat experience, “John’’ was looking
for some type of commando group to
bolster the eager but amateur Haitians.

“Bayo met with ‘John’ several times
and ‘John’ was impressed,” Hemming
relates. ““In fact, the two of them signed a
formal agreement in ‘John’s’ living room
which stated that in return for helping
overthrow Duvalier, the new Haitian
regime would grant the Cubans bases
from which they could operate against
Castro.”

‘“The Haitians were supporting Bayo
all the way,” Jerry continued. “They
were paying for the fiberglassing of his
boat, provided money for weapons — the
whole bit. ‘John’ admitted to me that he
was impressed with Bayo. He had a hell
of a strike force and a hell of a record.”

While the Haitian plot sputtered along,
anew factor crept into the picture. In the
winter of 1963 two Miami-based soldiers
of fortune who had seen Bayo’s letter
journeyed to New York to meet with a
wealthy New York CPA and financier,
Theodore Racoosin who allegedly had
high contacts in the Kennedy ad-
ministration. One was Howard Davis, a
pilot who had flown for the anti-Batista
rebels and later aided anti-Castro
elements and a Swede whose family was
close to the New York CPA. The purpose
of the meeting was to interest Racoosin
in supporting and perhaps funding
Bayo’s projected operation or finding
someone who would.

Davis’ recollection of Racoosin’s
subsequent involvement is worth quoting
at length:

“‘We discussed Bayo's plan with
Racoosin and he came down to Miami in a
week. When he arrived, he said he had a
bigh official in the Kennedy administration
interested in getting the Russian missile
technicians out of Cuba. He would not
identify who it was. He met with Bayo and
at that time was satisfied that there were

indeed such technicians that had defected.

“Later”, Garman continued, ‘“Bayo
told us that two Russian officers had .
defected in Cuba. They wanted political

Racoosin returned to New York and we

"didn't hear from bim for a week. Then be

called and told me that they (his contacts in
the administration) were trying to check
out Bayo's story; that no intelligence
reports were available that would support
the story.

Bayo had claimed that he had men in the
mountains, a group, a column in Oriente
province, that somebow, these Russian
missile technicians had defected and were
in the mountains with his men. All Bayo
was waiting for was transportation and
weapons to go in and bring them out.

Now comes the sticky part. Bayo said the
Russians didn 't trust the CIA. He insisted
on being given a boat, weapons and
support, so that he could go in and con-
vince the defectors to meet with American
intelligence agents. Racoosin suggested
that an intelligence agemt accompany
Bayo to Cuba, to meet with the Russians.
Bayo refused, restating that the Russians
did not trust the Americans. He insisted be
should go alone.

SOLDIER OF FORTUNE 17



























Rormount Publications For
The Professional Adpenturer

The Plumber’s Kitchen 1( OSS Special Weapons
The Secret Story of American Catalog

Spy Weapons Reveals the secret bag of tricks of the American
Delves into the history of the NDRC’s Divi- spy agency — The OSS. Over 200 illustrations,
sion 19: The agency that developed spy wea- plus data, specs, and cut.a\:vay drawings. Learn
pons for the OSS,0ONI and other clandestine about the Limpet, assassin’s pens, time pencils
organizations. Included are full data on wea- and more. $5.95
pons, original photos, specifications, con-
tract and production data, and a glossary of

secret code names. Nearly 300,8x12 pages.
$12.95

“PLUMBER'S KITCHEN CIA Special Weapons
Supply Catalog

Lists over 300 pieces of exotic and specialized

&ﬁ‘ ! hardware of the espionage trade. Over 100 illus-

L trations. $5.95

>
ﬁxrﬂ‘] Walther P-38

- Pistol S=="ym=

\, /| George C. Nonte covers
a < | all the facts of the P-38 from
LOCKS, PICKS & CLICKS history to repair and conversion
i 3 s i ion — plus a section on other contempor-
Everything about: search techniques, sim- installation — plus a.
ple methods of entrances and openings with- ary double action military autos. $3.98
out keys, forced entrances, lock picking, | \ <

\safes and more! 50 illustrations. $5.95 ) ( American Small Arms

hin WWII — VOL.
Deal The First Deadly Research in WWII — VOL. I

VOL. I — “Hand & Shoulder Weapons, Helmets

Blow & Body Armeor”’ — nearly 300 photos of new
An encyclopedia of gut fighting — the most designs o,f weapons devised during WWII —
complete training course in toe-to-toe com- many you’ve never seen before. $8.95

bat. Presents an easily learned method of ,

effective in-fighting. Over 200 illustrations. M e

L$12.95 - o

> 2N\ {
Arms Manuals From Normount — The Standard Texts

Guide To Combat Weapons of S.E. Asia — $7.50 Illustrated Arsenal of the Third Reich — $14.95

Camouflage — $4.00 The Krag Rifle & Carbine — $1.50
New Ways of War — $3.00 The Rough Riders — $5.95

& — ]

ORDER TODAY — WE PAY POSTAGE

Prompt Shipment — Satisfaction or Refund

Normount Technical Publications
Dept SF. P.O. Drawer N-2 Wickenburg, Arizona 85358 USA

26 SOLDIER OF FORTUNE






MYTHOLOGIES ...

trained security forces. Frelimo, for
example, could never have physically
overcome 60,000 troops; its victory lay in
the paralysis of the will to resist; a
paralysis which resulted from a
defeatism emerging from a totally
unimaginative military approach. Had

the Portuguese not placed their faithin a

ponderous inflexible conscript army
(which could have no real stake in
Mozambique) instead of compact
flexible forces drawn from the in-
digenous population (which would in fact
have been defending its homeland) the
result would have been very different.
Commenting upon this in a newspaper
interview, Major Hoare (whose strategy
of highly mobile flying columns in the
Congo revealed an imaginative and
highly intelligent military grasp of
irregular warfare) stated that Frelimo
would have been destroyed long ago by
an imaginative and determined ap-
proach. Mozambique is becoming a
pedestal for the scheol of thought which
stresses the inevitability of the domino
strategy, and which thereby argues that
there can be no ultimate defense against
terrorism. For, this school of thought
argues, if an army of 60,000 could not
contain terrorism, how can the limited
manpower resources of Rhodesia do so?
The answer lies in fundamentally false
premise of the view that numbers are
necessary to contain terrorism. To this
school of thought I would reply that the
deployment of large numbers is
disastrous to successful COIN warfare.
The absorption of increasing numbers of
military personnel into terrain which
renders conventional warfare impossible
is the strategic objective of the terrorist,
as it results in a profound dislocation of
economic and political life. Viewed in
this light, limited manpower resources
are not a key to ultimate defeat, but to
ultimate victory, as they necessitate
tactical and strategic thought adapted to
evasive guerrilla tactics.

2. That the problem of terrorism can
only be resolved by compromise and
negotiation: The answer to this perverse
mythology was succinctly formulated in
a speech by Lt. Genl. Walls on 19th July;
the essence of which was that terrorism
is not a means to an end (an end which
can be negotiated) — but a way of life (or
rather anti-life). The second myth quoted
above is continually fostered by the left-
wing establishment in the West, which
knows full well that compromise with
terrorists — the implacable enemies of
all civilized government, infused with
racial hatred — can only be interpretated
as appeasement, inevitably leading to
ultimate surrender. The latest victim of
this myth was General Spinola, who now,
no doubt, has ample time in his new
Brazilian surroundings to reflect upon
the shortcomings of his military-political
philosophy. In his naive theorising about
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the “political” solution to Portugal’s
colonial wars, and a “multi-racial
Lusitanian federation,” he discounted a
more vigorous and imaginative military
approach. In my opinion, Spinola’s
strategy — or rather lack of it —
emanated from the fact that he was a
military conservative. As a traditional
cavalry officer he could not confront the
new type of war which confronts the
Zambesi salient: the conflict in which the
enemy’s assault is psychological, rather
than representing the classical military
configuration of attack and defense. He
thus thought in the military vacuum
which afflicted General Westmoreland
and other commanders in Vietnam who,
as officers in World War Two, were
essentially orientated towards a war of
mobility and clearly formulated objects
of attack, a strategic approach of which
armour was the chosen instrument. After
four months of ‘negotiation” and
political cant, the end product of such
theorising has been outright surrender,
and the familiar abandonment of
Europeans in Mozambique and Angola to
exile, dispossession and (with particular
reference to Angola) all the horrors of
another Congo. With regard to the former
British territories, this conception of
‘“‘compromise’ abandoned Cyprus to the
(still unresolved) tensions of alien
national groups (the recent Graeco-
Turkish conflict was ignited by these
tensions), the Middle East to the
perennial cycle of war — culminating in
naked political blackmail of the West by
oil producing states, whilst in Ulster it
destroyed ordered government and left it
completely vulnerable to the mutual
terrorism of rival para-military groups.

3. That the terrorist war in the Zambesi
salient represents a “national war of
liberation’’ against the established
government. That this is total rubbish
can easily be proved by the fact that, as
the Minister of Defense stated in a
television interview on July 22, the
largest number of atrocities have been
committed against Africans (as was the
case in Kenya during the Mau Mau
emergency). In other words, the people
on whose behalf the “insurrection’ has
been instigated are proving to be its
major victims. This fact underscores the
basic tenet that the terrorist is essen-
tially a criminal (seeking influence and
power within a chosen area with the
familiar instruments of the criminal —
terror and intimidation), and certainly
not a soldier. Hostile news media seeks to
identify the former with the latter. This is
reflected in the willful and glib confusion
of the two terms “guerrilla” and
““terrorist.” A guerrilla is essentially one
who places a strain upon his opponent’s
conventional forces by a process of at-
trition both psychological and
physical; this process centering upon
demoralising attacks — particularly
upon supplies and lines of com-

munication — whilst avoiding the
classical military configuration. His
enemy, however, remains his armed
assailants. (This was the tactical
philosophy of Von-Lettow Vorbeck,
commanding the German forces in
Tanganyika during the First World War,
as well as Lawrence of Arabia.) The
terrorist’s major object of attack is the
civilian population within the theatre of
operations. By a calculated process of
intimidation and terror he seeks to un-
dermine his assailant’s authority within
a chosen area. His attacks upon his
assailant are, admittedly, based upon
guerrilla tactics, but this is necessitated
by a combination of numerical weakness
and physical cowardice. His object of
attack, however, is not so much the
enemy itself but the prestige of that
enemy within the eyes of the civilian
population. In short, it is the object of
attack and choice of amoral methods of
persuasion as a chosen instrument of war
which distinguishes the terrorist of today
from the guerrilla fighters of the Boer
War and of World Wars One and Two.

From my foregoing remarks, it is
apparent that the enemy’s major assault
is not upon the physical forces of
Rhodesia and South Africa, but rather
upon the moral fibres of both nations. In
this battle for the national mind the
terrorist has some formidable allies,
some unwitting (e.g. those who see
compromise as the ultimate road to
security), some conscious exponents of
the terrorist’s ideology ( the most notable
exponent is, of course, the English-
speaking Press in South Africa). To such
agencies of subversion, Cicero is the
spiritual counterpart when he stated: “A
nation can survive its fools, and even the
ambitious. But it cannot survive treason
from within. An enemy at the gates is
less formidable, for he is known and
carries his banners openly. But a traitor
moves among those within the gate
freely, and his sly whispers rustling
through all the alleys are heard in the
very halls of government itself. For the
traitor appears no traitor; he speaks in
accents familiar to their victims and
wears their face and their garments, and
appeals to the baseness which lies deep in
the hearts of all men. He rots the soul of
the nation; he infects the body politic so
that it can no longer resist. A murderer is
less to be feared.” It is another way of
saying what the Prime Minister stated in
a speech on July 22, that defeat can only
come from within. Only when the
shadowy and insubstantial basis of
terrorist effectiveness can be shown for
what it is — by that ‘reasoned
assessment” of which General Walls
spoke — can the battle be ultimately won.

Reprinted From ASSEGAI
The Magazine of the Rhodesian Army

R









white Rhodesians are not temporary
expatriate settlers, they are largely
third, fourth, and even fifth generation,
permanent citizens. They are perfectly
willing to let their land evolve into a
multi-racial society based on ability (the
franchise now has educational,
proprietary and income floors), but they
are not about to turn it into the dic-
tatorship of a racial majority. When you
think about it, it is obvious that there is
no people, nation, cult, tribe or group
anywherein the world which, if placed in
that position, would feel otherwise. Just
walk up to any householder, in any free
country, and tell him that youve got
fifteen people in his front yard who have
just, by virtue of a clear majority, voted
him and his family out of his house, and
see what answer you get!

So Ian Smith, Rhodesia’s prime
minister says, ‘‘Let us evolve.” The
African National Congress says, ‘“No.
Turn everything over to us now, and lotsa
luck.” That is what is known as in-
transigence. The positions of both sides
are clear. It is difficult to propose a
compromise.

The U.N. (which Mr. Smith charac-
terized to me as a “‘communist-managed
terrorist organization”) continues to
propagandize in what appears to be an
intellectual vacuum. I have now been to
Rhodesia twice and I have seen a good bit
of it, from the capitol city, through the
game parks, cattle ranches, tobacco
farms and chromite mines, to the mined
and wired outposts on the frontier. I do
not claim to know it well, but I do know
that it in no way resembles the fanciful
“Simon Legree” plantation that is pic-
tured in the press organs of Britain and
America. People who choose to pop off in
public about a country should try to know
at least a little about it from first-hand
experience. As long as the grotesque
tyrant of Uganda, Idi Amin, is taken as a
spokesman for black Africa, a reasoned
view of Africa’s problems will remain out
of reach. As to that, in both Rhodesia and
South Africa I was told that ‘Field
Marshall” Amin (‘““The Cook With All
The Firewood,” to use my favorite
among his many official titles) is in
himself the best possible propaganda for
white supremacy. He is certainly safe
from his enemies, though possibly not
from his friends.

Since my visit last year (1974) I have
encountered a great deal of personal
American interest from people who want
to help this gallant little country in its
struggle for peace and progress. I have
no position nor channel in this matter,
and all I can suggest is that anyone who
is interested should go see for himself.
Travel to Rhodesia is not forbidden by
the U.S. government, though it is
discouraged. I was asked to broadcast
the BYOA message — “Bring your own
ammunition.” This is not easy, but by
careful reading of the fine print, various
perfectly legal arrangements can be

made. A box or two of .458 solids is ever
welcome.

For those who contemplate a long stay
and full participation in the struggle, we
should note that service under a foreign
flag, except as specifically authorized by
treaty. forfeits U.S. citizenship. I am not,
however, inclined to take this proposition
as final. After all, if Alger Hiss, a con-
victed traitor, can be re-admitted to the
Bar, it would seem that a man who took
up arms in a foreign land in what he
sincerely held to be in the best interests
of the United States (in this instance, its
only free-world source of indispensible
chromite), might quite reasonably ex-
pect to win his day in court as well. (A
cynic might assert that justice is a
matter of fashion, and that today, while
we all are theoretically equal before the
law, those on the left seem to be more
equal than others. Could be. One must
take one’s chances.)

Anyone who contemplates any sort of
short term adventuring, bounty-hunting,
or filibustering should forget Rhodesia.
They want help but they don’t want
roisterers. However, if you wish to leave
the socialist morass for a good long time,
and settle in a frontier land as a part-
builder, part-soldier, you will be — if you
are a solid citizen — most welcome
(BYOA). But to go to Rhodesia just to get
in a bit of shooting and then split is not a
workable notion.

On the subject of weird notions, while I
was-there some real curio up in England
dreamed up a plan to recruit a British
commando to fight in Rhodesia, but
against the Rhodesians. Asit turns out he
was a dishonorably discharged private in
the British paratroops — a total yahoo —
but he got plenty of publicity. Mike Hoare
was wryly amused at the idea when we
discussed it. “Wait ’til that group gets to
Dar (es-Salam),” he chuckled, ‘“and
finds no quarters, no food, no beer, and
no money. Might teach ’em a good
lesson.” It’s odd how some people think
that there is big money to be made as a
professional soldier. There never has
been before, and there is not likely to be
now or in the future. The mercenary,
paradoxically, must have reasons much
better than money to motivate him.

The war in Rhodesia is strictly hit-and-
run, with inferminable stretches of
boredom punctuated by short periods of
deadly action. Since the country is, for
the most part, thickly wooded and since
most actions take place at night, it is
good pistol country. While the supply of
serviceable duty pistols and ammunition
is severely limited, modern American
combat pistol techniques have been
studied and practiced to very good effect
— witness the notable third place taken
by Lionel Smith, a pilot for Air Rhodesia,
in the 1975 World Championships in
Switzerland. When one must tend one’s
farm on a perpetual Yellow Alert, as is
the case in many parts of the country, a
pistol is much handier than any long gun.

A farmer was murdered by terrorists
during my 1975 visit — needlessly, I
regret to say. He was watching
television, with his assault rifle put away
in another room, when the attack came.
After the “freedom fighters” had hosed
down the house — to no effect — the
farmer told his wife to hit the deck and
ran for his gun. If he had been wearing a
good belt gun (and had been well
qualified in its use) he could easily have
dropped the killer who kicked open the
door, and probably meost of those with
him. As it was, he took too long to go into
battery and was killed by an AK-47 burst
fired through the door of his gun room.
This was one of the nontypical cases in
which the terrorists murdered a white
man. Mostly they kill blacks.
Presumably they find it easier, since
most of the blacks are unarmed.

At the present time the farmers who
ask to be armed ask mainly for assault
rifles, shotguns, and machine pistols. But
the two local combat pistol clubs are
busy promoting practical competition
and it may be that their efforts will help
to spread the word. If so, the whole
frontier will be notably safer.

As long as the supplies of ammunition,
beer, and biltong hold out, it’s hard for a
real man to be downcast; and there are a
lot of real men in Rhodesia. I've met a
good number personally. Ray Chapman
and I will not forget a great evening we
spent at Charlie Mackie’s cabin — quite a
long way from Salisbury. We had enough
ammunition, and Charlie had both plenty
of  biltong and an apparently
inexhaustible supply of home-brew. We
felt that we had to save him from
debauchery, so we drank his beer and
swapped sea-stories until the cock crew.
The next day we spent among buffalo,
elephant and antelope, but we metno AK-
47’s. Perhaps next time, .. .

Whether Rhodesia constitutes a lost
cause, I cannot say. I do not know that it
matters. We — the western powers —
held the future of the world in our hands
in 1945, and we could truly have
programmed an edifice of liberty that
could have lasted for centuries. That
would have been a great cause to fight
for. But we blew it, and now we see the
result. Prospects for any sort of happy
ending have not been dimmer since the
fall of Rome. So why worry about a lost
cause? Some of the best men in history
have fought for lost causes — and we
think no less of them for that. We all lose,
in the end, because we all die. But that
doesn’t mean that it is futile to do our
best as long as we can.

No, I do not know that Rhodesia is a
lost cause, any more than human
decency is a lost cause. They are both
imperiled — but peril is unquestionably
the spice of life — and Rhodesiais a great
country, well worth fighting for.

R
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The Solar still, shown above, is an effective device for obtaining
water in the desert. The problem is ‘‘quantity.”” It is unlikely

personnel in a survival situation would
continued from page

nearby Edwards Air Force Base.

Desert survival training was essential
to the FTX. War in the desert is hard
enough on conventional armored and
infantry units with their administrative
and logistical trains to provide shelter
and the essential water and food to the
front-line soldier; but to the Green Beret,
operating hundreds of miles behind
enemy lines, pursued by an active CI
force and depending entirely on his
communications and his wits to
maneuver and conquer, war in the desert
is literally a matter of survival.

Let’s look at the conditions in which
they survived:

The land itself is mostly dark,
weathered crystalline mountains and
desert valleys. There is sparse
vegetation among the sand dunes, black
lava flows, dry stream beds and dry
lakes. Sandstorms can reduce visibility
to zero and often extend to 600 feet and
more above the ground. Heat refraction
— the cause of mirages — is prevalent
during the hotter parts of the day. It may
seriously distort shapes and confuse
range estimation. Glare is significant,
particularly in lighter colored areas, as it
reduces long-distance definition of ob-
jects and slows adaption to night vision,
and under extreme conditions it can
cause eye damage.

The average daily temperatures in
August range from a low of 70.7 to 102.7
degrees; average humidity ranges from
28.7 at 0800 to 19.3 at 1600. Of 31 days in
August, 21 will be clear, seven party
cloudy and three cloudy. There is an
average of a half-inch of rainfall in
August and the wind velocity averages
4.79 miles per hour year-round.
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But those are averages, reality is
something else again. During August
1975, the temperature on the desert was
closer to 120 degrees on the average
during the hottest part of the day.
Variations of 30 to 40 degrees during a 24-
hour period were common, 60 degree
variations occurred. Strong winds up to
55 knots were experienced.

The Marine Corps, in the conduct of
conventional training at Twentynine
Palms, uses Wet-Bulb Globe Tem-
perature Index readings to control
training in periods of intense heat.
Condition I occurs at 80 degrees when
heavy exercise and marching at stan-
dard cadence should be conducted with
caution; Condition II, 85 degrees, calls
for the suspension of heavy exercise and
marching for unacclimatized troops in
their first two or three weeks at the base;
Condition III, 88 degrees, suspends all
physical ftraining for troops not
thoroughly acclimatized by at least 12
weeks of living and working in the area,
and those troops that are thoroughly
acclimatized will carry on limited ac-
tivity only six hours a day; Condition IV,
90 degrees, suspends strenuous activity
for all troops.

Keeping in mind that none of the Green
Berets were at the base long enough to
meet even the minimum acclimatization
period and that the mission must be
accomplished despite heat conditions (if
a team is hit by the CI force, it must take
immediate evasive action, whatever the
temperature, it can be readily seen that
Air Force survival techniques were vital
to the training.

Jacks and Eckelberg took over
training for the first five days. For two
days, the Green Berets learned the ef-

CONTAINER.

amount of plastic and containers to build four to six stills to
provide daily minimum water requirement.

fects on a survivor of hunger and thirst,
fear and anxiety, cold and heat, pain,
injury and illness, fatigue and boredom,
loneliness and isolation.

The next step was to learn about water
requirements and sources, how to con-
serve body water, problems if body
water is not maintained, how to
recognize poisonous snakes, food
requirements and sources, and self aid.

The training continued into the making
of fires, plant and animal foods, hunting,
trapping and gathering, locating water,
shelters, care and use of clothing and
setting up ground signals for air-ground
communications.

Then the desert itself was the
classroom for three days, and the theory
was put to the acid test.

Part of the training involved the killing
and eating of snakes. Because it was not
assured that snakes could be captured by
such a large group, some 48 snakes of
different varieties, timber rattlers,
sidewinders and several nonpoisonous
types were brought in live and killed and
eaten in the field. As snakes go, they
were a sorry lot and a common complaint
was that there wasn’t a decent meal for
one man in the whole bunch. But
everyone got a taste and many of the men
brought back bigger snakes than they
took out — so much for the belief that
they wouldn’t catch any. (Some of these
are now household pets, hopefully
caged.)

The desert appears barren and in-
capable of sustaining life. Actually it
teems with life-giving sustenance, if the
survivor has a sharpened wit to find it.

Although vegetation is sparse, there is
mesquite, creosotebush, cacti, yucca,
palo verde, smoke tree and the unique



Joshua Tree (so named by early Mormon
pioneers because its branches reach
upward like two arms stretched out in
prayer). The few cottonwoods, willows
and California fan palms all indicate
shallow water.

All of the vegetation, however, is not
edible. Generally, desert plants with a
milk sap — other than the barrel cactus
— are poisonous. If a survivor cooks a
strange plant, it is best to test if first by
holding it in the mouth for a few minutes.
Ifit has a disagreeable taste (very bitter,
nauseating or burning), spit it out and
don’t eat it, as it may be poison. All red

_beans are dangerous.

Contrary to popular belief, all rat-
tlesnakes won’t move their tails for you
as a warning. A rattler will give the
familiar rattle if he’s coiled and has time.
Step on him and he’ll bite first and rattle
afterwards. The sidewinder won’t rattle
at all, but he’ll hiss, if he has time.

If bitten, the survivor should forget the
old prospectors’ cure of taking a stiff
belt of whiskey.or any other stimulant.
Stimulants should not be taken at all,
they only make the blood rush faster to
the heart which is not what the survivor
wants if he is to survive.

Also, forget about cutting a deep cross
on the wound and either sucking the
poison out or using some sort of suction.
Many people have been severely injured
and even crippled by the cutting routine.

If bitten, the survivor should use a belt
or some other material for a constricting
band and tie it between the bite and the
heart just tight enough to produce a
distention of surface veins. Check the
pulse to make sure circulation has not
stopped.

Leave the band in place 15 minutes,
then release for one and a half minutes.
Reapply for five or ten minutes and
release for another one and a half
minutes, gradually increasing the time
“off” and decreasing the time “on.” This
allows small amounts of poison to flow
through the veins and increases the
probability of it being harmlessly ab-
sorbed by the body.

The survivor should be kept quiet and
calm as possible. The first two hours are
not crucial in a sidewinder bite. Of
course, evacuation is a “must” if at all
possible.

In the unlikely event there is ice
available, it should be packed around the
bitten part.

If swelling occurs above the con-
stricting band, remove it and apply it
above the swelling.

If after 15 minutes the victim feels no
intense dryness, no tightness of the
mouth, no headache, no pain and no
swelling of the bitten area, the bite
probably is not poisonous.

Perhaps the best signaling device is the
mirror. A mirror can be improvised from
a ration can by punching a hole in the
center of the lid. To use the mirror,
reflect sunlight onto a nearby surface,

slowly bring the mirror to eye-level and
look through the sighting hole. The
survivor will see a bright spot of light.
This is the aim indicator.

Holding the mirror near the eye and
slowly manipulating it, the survivor can
put the bright spot of light on target, such
as an aircraft.

In areas where only rescue by friendly
forces is anticipated, the mirror can be
used freely. Even if no aircraft or ground
parties are in sight, sweep the horizon.
Mirror flashes can be seen for miles,
even in hazy weather. In hostile areas,
the signal mirror must be used only as an
aimed signal.

Once the desert survival course was
completed, the Green Berets were ready
to tackle the desert, the CI force and their
mission, but problems of another sort
appeared.

In the planning, Major Beard had
requested C-130 aircraft for the airborne
insertion because of the limited
capabilities of local airports. The Air
Force provided a C-141 jet-propelled
troop transport which necessitated
moving the troops some 60 miles by
vehicle to Palm Springs Airport, the
closest airport capable of handling the
giant Star Lifter. And Palm Springs was
capable only of handling aircraft when
tower personnel were available,
gen;rally only by appointment after
dar

On the night of the insertion, the
helicopter pilot flying medivac from the
drop zone developed severe dehydration
and flew off to the base hospital with a
roar. The C-141 was already airborne, but
because of no medivac on the DZ, the
drop was delayed, then aborted as fuel
became a problem after more than three
hours of flying. The C-141, unable to
return to Palm Springs because the
tower personnel had gone home, flew to
San Bernardino, about a 100 miles from
Twentynine Palms. The drop could not be
rescheduled and the troops were put into
the field by vehicle, more than a day late.
A second C-141 drop was cancelled when
the aircraft developed landing gear
problems. Of course, the troops were
already at Palm Springs and chuted up
when the problem occurred.

Despite disappointment, the Green
Berets set out on their missions as if all
had gone well. The 13-man operational
detachments set out across the desert
carrying the 200 pound box of ‘gold
bars’ and keeping a wary eye out for
Hartwell and his CI force. Each team
was augmented by a West Point cadet,
five of whom had earlier parachuted into
Twentynine Palms with the 5th Special
Forces Group. One cadet, a sophomore
named McCollom, gave a vivid display of
the value of survival training and his own
grit.

McCollom’s team was hit by the CI
Force the second day of the problem at
0730, before the aerial resupply of water.
They took immediate evasive action and

set out for the rally point. McCollom,
without a hat and with very little water,
became separated. By 1030 he had not
rejoined his team and by 1200 the alarm
went out.

The FTX ground to a halt as the
operational detachments set up outposts
where they could see the surrounding
desert; the Gamma Goat-mounted Cl
force began a systematic search, and the
medivac helicopter flew in sweeps, aided
by the single-engine U6-A attached to the
Special Forces headquarters detach-
ment. The element of the 5th Special
Forces Group suspended its training and
joined in a mounted search, the Marine
Corps search and rescue team began
sweeps and two more helicopters from
Los Alamitos Naval Air Station near Los
Angeles joined the search. At nightfall,
fires were lit and the search continued.

Shortly after 2000 hours, McCollom
walked into the main base proper and
reported with a grin, ‘“Here I am.” He
was in better shape than most of his
would-be rescuers. Sure, he had seen all
the helicopters and noticed the ground
activity but he thought they were after
prisoners, not on a rescue mission — and
he’d be damned if he was going to be
captured. The young cadet had traversed
slightly more than 15 miles of the rugged
desert in about 12 hours, eluding all ef-
forts to find him and he made it to his
rally point. On the way he had found
shade to rest in, gullies to hide in and
water to drink, arriving with a full
canteen.

His adventure points up another thing
about the desert. It may look barren and
devoid of concealment but a determined
trooper can blend with the land and move
undetected — if he knows what he’s
doing. Even an observer in a helicopter
finds it difficult to locate a man in the
desert unless the chopper slows to about
40 knots and drops to less than 100 feet
above ground level, a risky procedure
when whipping through thermals and
downdrafts created by rising hot air and
desert canyons.

With the cadet accounted for, the play
of the FTX began anew and the weary
troops resumed their march. Periodic
aerial resupply of water sometimes was
ignored. In many cases the CI force was
able to locate an operational detachment
by sighting the aircraft. A descending
parachute was a dead give away.
Sometimes the teams chose to bypass the
water rather than tangle with the CI
force. Every step of the way, the lessons
in desert survival paid dividends.

At the conclusion of the FTX, all teams
were in position to take the dummy
airstrip under mortar fire and the
problem was concluded with a bang.

Because of the aborted parachute
operations, the teams spent their last day
at USMCB Twentynine Palms,
parachuting, three per lift, from the U6-
A. It was a welcome morale booster they
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had surely earned after two weeks in the
desert.

As the C Company, 3d Battalion
element was leaving Twentynine Palms,
Company C, 2d Battalion was in place to
run the desert FTX again for a new group
of Green Berets.

There are no skir-irritant plants such
as poison ivy native to the Mojave Desert,
but there are a few which might affect
persons with individual  allergies. The
oleander has been imported and used as
a shade-producing and wind-protection
plant in developed areas. Although the
oleander is an unlikely plant to be found
in the AO, the men were warned that its
sap is poisonous and can cause severe
illness in adults and possible death to
children. The smoke from a burning
oleander also is poisonous and it should
not be used for a barbecue or working
fire.

The main edible plants are the fruit of
cacti and legumes, bean-bearing plants
such as mesquite, palo verde and iron-
wood.

There are few barrel cacti in the AO
but this and other desert plants with wet
pulpy interiors can be used to cool the
body and retard body water loss.
However, this should be done with
discretion because more water may be
lost from the body in the process of ex-
tracting and applying the pulp than is
saved from the external cooling effect.
There also is the possibility of unnoticed
cacti spines causing additional com-
plications.

The idea of conserving bedy water is
especially important in the desert. Man
can live for weeks without food but only
two days without water in daylight
temperatures of 120 degrees in the shade.
And he’ll live that long only if he finds
shade and doesn’t move. If he moves at
night, he’ll only last one day without
water. However, on ten quarts of water, a
man can be expected to survive three
days in day temperatures of 120 degrees
and be able to move at night. Of course he
can expect to survive longer if the
temperature is lower and if he has more
water.

As a rule of thumb, a man needs at
least a gallon of water a day in the hot
desert. With that gallon he can move
about 20 miles each night; if he tries to
walk during the day he’ll get only ten
miles.

The only way to conserve body water is
to control sweating and that means that
the survivor must keep his shirt on, also
his pants and his hat. Clothing helps by
not letting perspiration evaporate so fast
that the survivor can get only part of the
cooling effect. The survivor may feel
more comfortable without clothes in the
desert because the sweat evaporates
fast, but it takes more sweat. Desert sun

will burn even if the survivor has a good
tan, so keep covered.

Shade is 2 necessity. If the survivor has
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material to make a cover, keep it open at
all sides to allow the air to circulate.
Don’t lie down. It can be 30 degrees
cooler one foot above fhe desert than it is
on the desert floor itself. When the sur-
face sands are at a temperature of 150
degrees, the ground temperature 18
inches below the surface is only 61
degrees. A shallow foxhole is frequently
a good survival measure for con-
servation of body water, particularly if
the foxhole is shaded in some manner.

But conserving body water by itself is
not enough. The water lost through sweat
must be replenished. Here, too, the
desert will provide if the surviver keeps
his eyes open and knows what to look for.

The desert tortoise is not only a source
of food but may also have up to a pint of
water in sacs just under the shell. But
there is danger. The desert tortoise
should be left alone except in emergency
as it may be a carrier of salmonella,
bacteria that attacks the intestines,
kidney and liver.

There are other ways to find water.
The Mojave Desert is home to doves,
quail, owls, hawks, roadrunners and
cactus wrens. Seed eating birds must
have water daily. The survivor should
keep his eyes open for birds.

The presence of mountain quail usually
indicates water within a mile. Flocks of
birds will circle over a water hole. Doves
flock to water holes in the morning and
evening. Bats, prevalent in the Mojave
Desert, must drink free water daily.
They tend to drink at dusk and their
presence is an indication of water.

While there are no streams or lakes in
the AO, there are dried-up stream beds,
water courses that can become
dangerous when flash flooded, dry lakes
and lava formations.

In stony desert country, dig at the
lowest point on the outside bend of a dry
stream channel. It is a likely place of
water. In some deserts it is possible to
collect dew. One method is to scoop out a
hole, line the bottom with a piece of
canvas and fill the basin with pebbles
taken from a foot or more beneath the
surface. Dew may collect on the rocks
and trickle down onto the canvas. The
water can be collected early in the
morning.

Dew may sometimes collect on ex-
posed metal surfaces such as the covers
of tin cans, as well as on stones or small
desert plants. Drain the dew into a cup or
mop up with a cloth. It is possible to mop
up as much as a quart of dew in an hour.

Where lava formations are cliff-like
verticle columns, a likely place to find
water is at the foot of the cliff or at the
foot of a pile of lava rocks. Most lava
rocks contain millions of bubble-holes
and ground water may seep through
them. Springs may be found along the
walls of valleys that cross the lava flow.
Some flows have no bubbles but do have
“organ pipe” joints — vertical cracks
that part the rocks into columns a foot or

more thick and 20 feet or more high. At
the foot of these joints, the survivor may
find water creeping out as seepage or
pouring out in springs. '

Seepage is likely to be found where a
dry canyon cuts through a layer of porous
sandstone.

When digging for water, it is more
likely to be found in loose sediment than
in rocks.

If nature will not provide, it is possible
for the survivor to manufacture his own
water. One way is a Solar Still.

A Solar Still creates water by
evaporation and requires a transparent
plastic sheet about six-foot square — a
poncho is too heavy. To make a still, dig a
bowl-shaped hole in the soil about 40
inches in diameter and 20 inches deep.
Add a smaller, deeper sump in the center
bottom of the hole to accommodate the
container, a cup, steel helmet anything
that will hold water. If plants are
available, fleshy stems and leaves can be
used to line the hole and generate
moisture. Place the plastic sheet over the
hole and put dirt on its edges to hold it in
place. Put a rock no bigger than a fist in
the center of the plastic sheet and lower
tue plastic to about 15 inches below
ground level. Be sure the plastic sheet
does not touch the inside of the hole and
that the rock is over the container at the
bottom of the hole. Put more soil around
the top of the sheet to hold it firmly in

place.

The sheet is now in the shape of a cone
with an angle of about 30 degrees so that
water will run down the inside of the
sheet and drip into the container. It takes
about an hour for the air to become
saturated and start condensing on the
inside of the cone. If a tube is available, it
can be inserted in the container and run
up the side of the hole allowing the sur-
vivor to suck up the moisture without
dismantling the still.

Shelter in the desert means protection
from sun and heat. The survivor will use
whatever natural shade he can find, a
cave, rock ledge or wall of a dry stream
bed. A dry canyon in the desert is a
dangerous camping ground, however, as
cloudbursts. may cause sudden and
violent floods which sweep along a dry
valley in a wall or roaring water.

In some deserts fuel is extremely rare.
Twigs, leaves, stems and underground
roots will burn. Dry animal dung gives a
very hot fire.

General speaking, food was not a
problem for those survivors because man
can go for weeks without food. However,
the snakes were eaten to show that it can
be done. Snares and small traps can also
be built to catch small game. The Mojave
Desert is home to rabbits, foxes, coyotes,
bobcats, skunks, some deer, ground
squirrels and other rodents and bats.
Unfortunately all are subject to rabies
























THAILAND...

crew, the affair was a strategic blunder
of major proportions. The ‘“‘rescue’” was
obviously an improvised maneuver, not
an expression of a consistent on-going
foreign policy for the area. Unlike the
Israelis, who subscribe to the consistent

retaliation ethic, the United States, by its

actions in the Pueblo incident and to the
seizure of American fishing vessels in
South America, had given no indication
that it would use American troops in such
a manner.

Ostensibly, the goal of all U.S. foreign
policy in Southeast Asia has been to keep
as many countries as possible from going
Communist. Obviously, it was too late to
change the fate of Cambodia, but by
using Utapao Air Base in Thailand as a
jumping-off point for the Marine strike
force, the United States put that country
in an untenable position regarding its
neighbors.

Thailand had sent 5,000 troops to fight
with us in South Vietnam, had allowed
American air bases to be built on Thai
soil, and had allowed refugees to enter
from Laos, Cambodia, and Vietnam.
The United States was ignoring Thai
sovereignty for a useless (in terms of
Thai national defense) attack on Cam-
bodia, which could easily result in
economic and military retaliation on
Thailand from its Communist neighbors.
The Thai government told the U.S. in
advance not to launch its attack from
Thai soil. The U.S. ignored the warning,
and as a result, the Thai ambassador was
withdrawn for a time, the Thai students
demonstrated, and the timetable for U.S.
troop withdrawal was advanced and
finalized.

Also, this attack gave a field day to
Communist propaganda, since not only
did we ignore the sovereignty of a
friendly nation (the very definition of
imperialism), but to much of the world,
the attack looked like a superpower
taking advantage of a small country,
Cambodia, that was in economic and
military disarray from an extended war
started by the CIA-assisted ouster of
Sihanouk and the Cambodian “In-
cursion” of 1970. It is, in fact, unlikely
that a similar attack would have been
launched against a more developed or
more strategically important Com-
munist country, such as North Korea.

The moral of the story is that the
United States should not improvise
tactics which do not complement long
range goals. A secondary moral might be
that aircraft carriers and other large
ships should be equipped to launch such
attacks without the necessity of utilizing
nearby neutral soil.

U.S. FAR EAST POLICY

It is unlikely that the United States will
ever return to its position of pre-
eminence in Asia held in 1945. Japan had
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been the strongest country in the area
from the 1930’s onward. In 1945, we oc-
cupied the Japanese islands with the
acceptance of the Japanese people, who
had been encouraged to accept us by
their Emperor, who himself had seen the
light (and the mushroom cloud) in
August of that year. It is unlikely that
American forces could have occupied
Japan for long with the use or threat of
conventional weapons alone.

Since that time, other countries have
acquired the bomb, making our use of it
unlikely again in Asia (unless tactical
“nukes” become an accepted part of
conventional war, for example in Korea).
Likewise, those Asian countries which
were devastated by Japan, and which
have since become Communist, have
been rebuilt to the extent that a land war
would take an inordinate amount of U.S.
resources (as demonstrated in
microcosm by the Vietnam war).

The most drastic change in the balance
of power in Asia after 1945, occurred in
1949 when China became a Communist
country. Perhaps the second most
drastic change occurred this year, when
Indochina went Communist. In other
areas, however, such as Korea, Malaya,
and the Philippines, the Communist
challenge was met and destroyed. As Lee
Kuan Yew, leader of Singapore, says,
“Communism is like smallpox, and some
countries now are immunized.”

THAILAND: BACKGROUND

Thailand is a country of 240,000 square
miles, with a population of about
35,000,000. Its capital, Bangkok, contains
about three million people. It is an in-
dependent, constitutional monarchy,
surrounded by former British or French
colonies, whose new governments are
strongly opposed to any pro-West regime
in Thailand.

The two principal loyalties of the
average Thai are to the royal family
(King Bhumipol, his wife Sirikit, and
their children) and to Buddhism
(Therevada or classical Buddhism,
which is the religion for 93« of the
population). Any government which does
not assault these loyalties is likely to be
met with a degree of pragmatism.

Although the average Thai feels no
inferiority to or hatred for foreigners, the
Thai government must make certain
anti-American statements, in order to
pacify nationalistic Thai students, as
well as the leftist regimes on her borders.

As the reader is undoubtedly aware,
Thailand’s northern neighbor, Burma, is
a former British colony, with a
nationalistic socialist government, which
in recent years has placed many
restrictions on the entry of foreigners
from the West. To the northeast of
Thailand is Laos, and to the east is
Cambodia, both former parts of French

Indochina, and both with new Communist
regimes. Both Laos and Cambodia are
particularly concerned with the rightist
leaders who escaped into Thailand when
the Reds took power.

To the south of Thailand is Malaysia, a
Muslim monarchy and a former British
colony, which is strongly interested in the
fate of the Muslims living in the southern
three provinces of Thailand, and which
can be considered a potential operating
base for Muslim rebels who may decide
to become active again in those
provinces. Meanwhile, the southern
border is comparatively quiet, with Thai
and Malay security forces joining in
combined operations against the Thai
Communists, who assault various
military and police units along the
border.

The new democracy in Thailand seems
to even encourage demonstrations and
strikes, as a sign of an open political
climate. Some of the most vocal
demonstrators have been the university
students, the farmers, and the police.
Even the garbagemen, by going on strike
in Bangkok, had their say in the govern-
ment,

The students are perhaps the most
persistent demonstrators, due to their
position as the intelligentsia in a un-
der-educated country, to their com-
paratively large amount of leisure time
(not tied to all day labor, like the
majority of the population), and
probably to a certain amount of in-
spiration from leftist leaders in neigh-
boring countries. Undoubtedly, what is
upsetting to Americans about the success
of their demonstrations is that
Americans have become conditioned to a
government that is unresponsive to
demonstrations of any sort, particularly
those by students. Many Americans
have, in fact, come to feel that any
government which ‘‘gives in” to
demonstrators is automatically ‘‘weak.”

Possibly due to the tropical climate or
the gentling effects of Buddhism, the
Thais are an extremely tolerant people
(with the possible exception of a
prejudice against Cambodians). The
latter is a part of a long standing rivairy
between the two countires, involving,
among other things, disputed territory.

This dispute goes back centuries, but
one recent incident occurred during
World War II. The Thais had become
‘““allies” of the Japanese, in order to
prevent the devastation of their country.
In exchange for this alliance and for
letting Japanese troops use Thailand as a
gateway to Malaya, Thailand received
several provinces of Cambodia, which
they had to return at the end of the war.
The author first learned of this rivalry
from a Thai woman who was telling him
of her patient attitude, “I am not
prejudiced against anybody, even
Cambodians.”

Thailand is the one country in
Southeast Asia which was never



colonized. For one reason or another, the
King of Thailand, in the last century, was
able to convince the French and the
English that his country was better left
alone, perhaps to act as a buffer state
between French Indochina and the
British territories of Burma and Malaya.
In this century, also, the Thais have
shown themselves adept at ‘‘bending
with the wind.”

During World War II, Thailand allied
itself with Japan and declared war on the
United States, a declaration which was
first lost in Washington diplomatic
channels (by the Thais) and then ignored
(by thie Americans). By 1945, American
OSS agents were operating in Bangkok,
with the assistance of the Thais,
reporting Japanese froop movements
and working out a plan for a favorable
post-war Thai government.

The latest example of the Thai “reed in
the wind” philosophy is the balance that
the Thais are frying to strike with the
new Communist power center in In-
dochina. The Thais negotiate with the
North Viethamese and other Communist
governments, while at the same time
allow U.S. bases to remain in Thailand
for several more months (a wait-and-see
period, in which the Communist govern-
ments can stablize and their intentions
can be determined), until March 19th of
this year.

With the end of the Indochina war, the

air bases lost most of their reason for
being in Thailand. During the Mayaquez
affair, they were shown to be a positive
liability to peace in the area. However,
on the offchance that the Communists
plan an all-out invasion of Thailand, a
tactic that has not been used by the
Communists since 1950 in Korea, the
air bases will be there at least a little
while longer.

With pro-Communist demonstrators in
Bangkok and Thai Communist in-
surgents on the borders being supplied by
the Pathet Lao and the Khmer Rouge, the
Red governments are likely to believe
that whatever they want can be gained
without general war. Meanwhile the
Thais have beefed up their border
Hefenses, and are quite likely to handle
any long term insurgency without
becoming dependent on American
manpower or sophisticated weaponry.

How can Americans help the Thais
fight the Communist insurgents? Ac-
cording to their prime minister and the
finance minister, what Thailand wants
most from America is capital investment
and tourism. What Thailand does not
want is American bases or exploitative
investments (i.e., the kind of investment
which benefits the investor to the
detriment of the country which owns the
resources). The Thais need and ap-
preciate the aid they receive from the
World Bank, from USAID, and from

Department of Agriculture experts, but
what they need more of is private money.
The American investor, who refuses to
put his money any place except where
the American military has bases, and the
American tourist who avoids upcountry
towns for some imagined danger, does
not have much love for the future of
Thailand.

As far as military aid is concerned, our
best course may be to help build small
arms factories, like the M-16 plant
recently constructed in South Korea, so
that the Thais can become self-sufficient
in the weapons they need most —
somewhat along the lines of Israel
(which grew tried of being told by other
countries what it could buy and when it
could buy them). The M-16, for example,
now has a mystique in Asia, even ex-
ceeding that of the AK-47.

One thing the Thais do not want is
foreign troops operating independently
on Thai soil. The Thais have not forgotten
how American airpower destroyed vast
areas of Vietnam, reducing much of the
population to the status of refugees living
on doles of “miraclerice.” Nor have they
forgotten how the American presence
inflated the Saigon economy and em-
ployed thousands of people in short term
‘“‘non-Asian” occupations. Likewise the
presence of large numbers of foreign
troops would be a propaganda boon to the
Communist terrorists, who, so far, have
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In Chiang Saen the author hired a long-
tail boat to cross the Mekong River. We
motored to within ten yards of the Laos
shore, but the boathoy were concealed in
the trees (neither the Thais nor the Laos
invest in elaborate watchtower-type
defenses).

U.S. troops are scheduled to be out of
Thailand on March 19th, their time.
According to the Bangkok Post (August
28,1975, p. 3), the pull-out will affect over
100,000 Thai nationals:

“Over 100,000 Thais, including
bargirls, taxi and samlor drivers,
hired wives and air base employees
will be affected by the total with-
drawal of American troops from
Thailand, according to a survey of the
National Economic and Social
Development Board.

The survey pointed out that the
most hard-hit business will be bars
and nightclubs, and about 15,450
employees, 13,815 samlor drivers, and
10,000 hired wives will be affected.
The survey, however, said that the
bargirls, hired wives, samlor and taxi
drivers are mostly local inhabitants,
who will return to their former oc-
cupation — farming. The affect to this
group of people, therefore, will not be
so serious, the survey noted. The U.S.
pull-out will (also) mean unem-
ployment for 48,299 air base em-
ployees.”

Among the unemployed were base
security guards, who protested and
petitioned American and Thai officials
for severance pay and compensation
while they were on strike. The Thai
government settled with some, but not
all, of the striking security guards this
August. Riot police, armed with carbines
and Uzi submachine guns were stationed
around Government House, to protect the
guards who were being paid off from
those who were still on strike.

In general, the Thai economy has great
potential. The rice crop is not only suf-
ficient for the population but is a source
of foreign revenue. Recently, for
example, Thailand traded rice for oil
with Red China. The rice crop has been a
major factor in Thailand’s weathering
the storm of inflation and recession.

Tourism is another major source of
revenue, and, unlike certain forms of
foreign aid, tourist money comes without
strings attached. The reason there is so
much tourism, is because Thailand is
perhaps the most seductive country on
earth, with a tropical climate, tolerant
people, beautiful girls, fine food, and an
incredible number of things to see and
do.

THE KUOMINTANG

One of the intriguing, but little men-
tioned, aspects of the political and
military situation in Thailand is the role
played by the Kuomintang (KMT) Army.
Much of my information on this subject

comes from Bangkok Post reporter
Kamthorn Sermkasem, who managed to
infiltrate the normally restricted KMT
camp in northern Thailand.

The Mae Salong camp is located off the
Phaholyothin Highway, north of Mae
Chan in Chiang Rai province. Much of the
economic and social life in the town of
Mae Chan also seems to be controlled by
the KMT. The camp is commanded by
General Tuan Shi-Wen. According to
General Tuan the history of the KMT in
Thailand is the following:

“When Communist forces swept
through China in 1949, the Kuomin--
tang 93rd Army Division was driven
into northern Burma, from where it
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was determined to fight back against
the Red troops.

Needing quick funds, the KMT
turned to opium frading as a means
of providing its war fund. Opium
trading was not illegal in Southeast
Asia at the time. Trafficking con-
tinued after the KMT were driven
from Burma to Chiang Khong in 1956,
and to the present camp on Doi Mae
Salong two years later.

The big break came in 1967, when
the Thai government launched a large
scale crop replacement plan in con-
junction with the United Nations, to
persuade the hill tribesmen to give up
their opium crop for other more
conventional crops.”
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General Tuan maintains that the 5th
KMT Army gave up opium trafficking, in
favor of its new tea planations. He
blames the Shan groups in Burma for the
drug which continues to flow down from
the Golden Triangle. According to
Kamthorn, the route taken by the Bur-
mese opium is from the Shan States, by
boat downriver to the Andaman Sea,
where it is dropped off at the Thai port of
Phuket. From here, it is taken overland
to Songkhla, then by ship to major
Southeast Asian cities, including Hong
Kong, from where that destined for the
United States is sent.

Although less is grown now in Thailand
than in the past, the KMT undoubtedly
has some connection to what is grown, as
well as to a certain amount of gun-
running along the border. According to a
recent report: ‘‘Hong Kong has con-
tributed U.S. $20,000 to Thailand, to help
a United Nations project to convert
opium fields in northwestern Thailand to
the production of other crops . . . The
United Nations Fund for Drug Abuse
Control has contributed about U.S. $2.08
million for Thailand to implement the
five-year crop replacement program in
Chiang Mai, which began a few years
ago.”

The “northwestern” area mentioned is
between Chiengmai and Burma. The
Mae Salong camp happens to be in the
center of this area, with easy access to
the hill tribes, to the Burma border, and
to the main North-South highway. The
hill tribes, of which there are at least six
in this part of Thailand, grow the opium
and the Kuomintang act as middlemen.

Obviously the men who marched with
Chiang Kai-Shek are getting old. New
recruits for the KMT army are Thai and
Meo youths. Often they are raised from
childhood at the camp. Occasionally,
Bangkok parents send their sons to the
KMT base to learn military discipline. In
the camp school, they are taught Chinese
language and history, though the 5th
KMT army severed all contacts with
Taiwan some time ago. The Thai
government supplies the KMT with small
arms for self protection and for
operations against Red Meo terrorists in
the northern provinces.

RECENT ACTION, NORTH AND
SOUTH

Following are two incidents, one along
the Laos border and one along the
Malaysia border. They are taken from
the Bangkok Post (August 16, 1975, p. 1),
which, incidentally, is one of the most
vital and least censored newspapers in
Asia (certainly a far cry from the pap
now being published in the Philippines
under the martial law, for example).

These incidents illustrate the current,
comparatively low level of firepower
being used by the insurgents (note the
specific mention of the M79 grenade
launcher, one of the most effective small
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arms developed by the United States
during the Vietnam conflict). Also notice
the cooperation between Thai and
Malaysian government forces against
the Thaicoms near Betong.

BPP OUTPOSE SAVED BY AIR
STRIKES :

CHIANG RAI. A band of 150 heavily-
armed Communist terrorists engaged
Border Patrol troopers in a two-hour
battle yesterday near the Laotian
border before they were driven off by
air strikes.

One BPP trooper was killed and 12
wounded in the fighting, which
erupted in broad daylight.

Reinforcements from the Border
Patrol’s Dararasmee Camp in Chiang
Mai were moving towards the Therng
District here yesterday afternoon,
backed by two armoured personnel
carriers.

The assault began at about 3:45
p.an. yesterday, when the terrorists
moved in on the Ban Bang Kha out-
post in Therng District, less than 8
kilometers from the border.

Official reports said the insurgents
bombarded the post with M79 grenade
launchers, rocket-grenades and light
mortars. :

The 40 defenders held out, as the
terrorists scored direct hits on the
makeshift hospital, the radio com-
munications shack and the main
camp arsenal.

A radio message was flashed to
BPP headquarters at Chiang Kham
District and a helicopter gunship and
two ground-attack aircraft were
called in to strafe insurgent positions.

The battle continued for another
hour before the terrorists finally
broke contact.

RED AMBUSH KILLS 2

KUALA LUMPUR (UPI). Two para-
military policemen were killed and
six others injured in an ambush by
Communist terrorists Thursday, near
the border town of Betong, inside Thai
territory, the Inspector-General of
Police said yesterday.

Maniff Omar said the incident
occurred while the men, traveling in
two armoured cars, were returning to
their regional border command post
in Betong. They were ambushed by an
unknown number of terrorists near
the village of Ban Elai, northeast of
the base and 7 miles from the
Malaysia-Thai border.

He said four of the six para-military
policement were injured seriously and
were airlifted to a hospital in Penang,
210 miles north of here. All are
members of a joint Malaysia-Thai
unit, patrolling against Communist
terrorists along the border.

Military sources said joint follow-up
operations were mounted by both
Malaysian and Thai troops.

This is the second biggest single
casualty toll suffered by Malaysian
security forces. Eleven Malaysian
rangers were killed in June near the
Malaysian border town of Kroh, about
280 miles north of here.

As in Vietnam, the insurgents have the
initiative, and the apparent ability to
attack or break contact at will. However,
the attacks are directed against small,
isolated, readily identifiable targets,
such as police stations and armored cars,
which provide maximum publicity with
minimum risk. This sort of attack has
been going on along the Korean DMZ and
in Israel for twenly years now. Ap-
parently, it is something that some
countries have learned to live with.

The Bangkok government may have
further trouble with the Muslim residents
of the South. In the past, the government
has neglected the development of the
provinces of Pattani, Yala and
Narathivas, perhaps because of their
distance from Bangkok, and also because
the people there speak Malay and
practice a different religion from the
Buddhist majority. In any case, Por Su, a
leader of the Muslim rebels, has given
the Kukrit government three years to
make improvements, or his followers
will once again fight for the creation of a
separate Pattani Republic. (Once school
of thought suggests that the Maylays and
Muslims simply want more local
autonomy. — Eds.)

On August 12th, university students in
Bangkok and Chiengmai protested
against the arrest of eight farmers and
one student, in connection with previous
demonstrations. The university students
wanted to force the government to in-
vestigate the mysterious murder of
eleven farmer leaders in the north. The
eight farmers and one student were being
held in the district jail in Lamphun
(Lumpoon), a town 14 kilometres from
the northern capital of Chiengmai
(Chiang Mai).

On August 15th, Kukrit agreed to free
the “Lamphun 9”°, even though they had
not yet been brought to trial. However,
the students continued to demonstrate in
Bangkok and Lamphun for the arrest of
the killers of the farmer leaders.

Meanwhile, the police were upset that
the nine people they had arrested had
been released, even though the nine had
already had turned over to the
prosecutor’s office and were no longer a
police concern. Policemen in various
towns, including Phitsanuloke, Pichit,
Chiengmai, and some from Bangkok,
went on strike and gathered in Lamphun.
On August 19th, they took over the city
hall and other government offices,
demanded that Kukrit come and speak to
them personally. Kukrit refused, saying
that the protest was just a cover for
police dissatisfaction with his recent
decision to decentralize police power, by
turning investigative power over to the
district offices and moving the Provin-
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attrition is in a group that is already
motivated, and often has combat ex-
perience.

Ranger School starts with three weeks
at the Ranger Training Camp at Fort
Benning, Georgia. Ranger students give
up all rank while they are students and
are addressed by the cadre only as
‘“ranger”. Training starts about 3:30 in
the morning with a fast run of two or
three miles, and is topped off with an
obstacle course that competes with the
mountains of Southeast Asia for
ruggedness. During the day, training
time is filled with hours spent in hand-to-
hand combat, bayonet drills, bayonet
assault courses, forced road marches
with full field gear, map and compass
courses, classes on small unit tactics and
patrolling, weapons and marksmanship,
and hours spent writing minutely
detailed operations’ orders.

The next phase of training was con-
ducted in the Blue Ridge Mountains of
northern Gerogia. There the student
received training in mountain climbing,
rappelling, building rope bridges,
heliborhe operations, and spent two
weeks field training exercises with little
food and almost no sleep.

The mountain phase was followed by
three weeks in the swamps of Eglin Air
Force Base in Florida, where the Ranger
student became proficient in small boat
naviation on pitch black rivers in the
dead of night and become familiar with
the feel of cypress knees and mangrove
roots as he patrolled through chest deep
swamps at night.

At the conclusion of the course, the
Ranger student who had successfully
commanded the required number of
patrols and was able to complete the
course, was awarded the small black and
gold Ranger tab to be worn on the left
sleeve of his uniform, identifying him as
a member of that elite group.

In addition to the Ranger training
required of all men who served as ad-
visors to the Vietnamese Ranger units,
most of the men were graduates of the
Airborne School and were Special For-
ces’ qualified. Prior to their assignment
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to units in Vietnam, the advisors were
also required to attend the Military
Advisor’s Training Course at the John F.
Kennedy Center for Special Warfare at
Fort Bragg, North Carolina. There the
men were given Vietnamese language
training for half the day while the other
half was spent in training specifically to
be an advisor. By the time the advisor
finally arrived at his Vietnamese unit, he
was ready to operate effectively with
them in the field.

The first Vietnamese Ranger units
were organized when Major Lew Millet,

-‘who had won the Medal of Honor while

serving with the 27th Wolfhounds in
Korea, was sent to Vietnam to organize -
units of special shock troops among the
Vietnamese. It was decided that they
would be modeled along the lines of the
American Ranger units which had
distinguished themselves so well during
the Second World War and the Korean
War. The original training team was a
Mobile Training Team sent with Major
Millet from the 1st Special Forces Group
in Okinawa. The Vietnamese Ranger
training camps were established at
Trung Lap, Tet Son and Duc My
(pronounced Zook Mee).

The Vietnamese Ranger concept was
different from both the American Ranger
and the Vietnamese Infantry concept, in
that the Ranger Command was divided
into seven separate groups, one for each
Corps Tactical Zone, one for the Capital
Special Zone and two to cover the bor-
ders. Each Ranger group had respon-
sibility for its own zone with the Rangers
being recruited from that Corps Tactical
Zone. As with American Ranger units,
each man was a volunteer and their
families often suffered at the hands of the
Viet Cong because they were Rangers.
The Rangers were feared by the Viet
Cong because of their dedication, high
morale and deserved reputation as fierce
soldiers in combat. Rangers were
recruited from the areas in which they
would operate because of their
familiarity with the terrain and people.

Whenever the 37th Vietnamese Ranger
battalion with which I served went into a
communist controlled area, soldiers
from the battalion were used to point out
those they knew to be communists. On
one ocassion, we went into a village to
learn that one of the Ranger’s fathers
had been executed the night before
because his son had joined the Rangers.

From 1961 until the collapse of the
South Vietnamese government, the
Rangers and their advisors distinguished
themselves in numerous engagements
with the enemy. The first U.S.
Presidential Unit Citation awarded to a
Vietnamese unit was awarded to the 52nd
Vietnamese Ranger Battalion for actions
at Phuc Tuy on November 11, 1965. The
44th and 42nd Ranger Battalions each

received two U.S. Presidential Unit
Citations and the 37th and 39th Battalions
received one each. The 44th Battalion
also received the U.S. Distinguished Unit
Citation for actions in 1965.

Every one of the original Ranger
battalions received numerous Viet-
namese decorations and are listed in Viet
Cong and North Vietnamese Army
dispatches as Yankee imperialist pup-
pets, gangster or hoodlums, which is an
indication of the serious casualties the
Rangers were inflicting on the com-
munist troops. When the enemy was ahle
to fix the Ranger Battalions, they had
standing orders to commit maximum
forces as the communists realized that
the destruction of the Biet Dong Quan
would be their most effective weapon in
destroying the morale of the South
Vietnamese Army.

Attending the reunion of the Society of
Vietnamese Rangers were the men who
had served with these units. These were
men who had spent months at a time in
the field within a few feet of their Viet-
namese counterpart, usually a battalion
commander or executive officer. They
served as liason with other allied troops,
artillery forward observers, and were
usually the only link between that bat-
talion and the fighter planes and bom-
bers that flew the air strikes. The advisor
was also usually responsible for coor-
dinating chopper combat assaults and
medical evacuations.

They made friends with the Viet-
namese, shared meals with them, visited
in their homes, attended their weddings
and funerals, gave their last cigarette to
a dying Vietnamese Ranger, stretched
out under a porch in the pounding
monsoon rains, fought shoulder to
shoulder with him, learning his ways and
respect for him.

The advisors reminisced about
restaurants in Saigon, Da Nang and Hue,
battlefields in the Delta and Central
Highlands and buddies who were no
longer around to attend these reunions.
For a while, men who had been par-
ticipants in uncommon situations were
able to gloss over the agony of war and
share the memories with those who could
understand.

After dinner at the club, the group split
up to go back to civilian jobs, military
units and one man left to go to a new job
with the British South Africa Police in
Rhodesia.

The reunion next year promises to be
much larger, as those who were not able
to attend this one on such short notice
have already indicated that they plan to
be at the next one. Next year the reunion
will again be held at Fort McPherson and
in 1977 the reunion will be held in
Bangkok, Thailand at the Dusit Thani.

Additional information can be obtained
from Don Valentine, P.O. Box 29965,
Atlanta, Georgia 30329.
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ANOTHER LOOK AT

continued from page 7

are made to shake up Soviet intel, to send
itlooking for will o’ the wisps), the CIA is
able to find out just about anything about
the Soviet Union, or any other place for
that matter. Copeland writes:

“In the late sixties and early seventies,
the effectiveness of the CIA’s clandestine
services reached unprecedented heights.
Their technicians had planted olive-sized
radio transmitters in the offices, toilets,
and bedrooms of top Kremlin officials,
and had done it by means of ‘unwitting
carriers’ — that is, by janitors, plum-
bers, electricians, and even cleaning
women who didn’t know what they were
doing — and the transmissions were
being monitored twenty-four hours a day
by satellites. As early as 1957, the CIA’s
espionage branch could read' what was
being written on a typewriter by iden-
tifying the minute differences between
sounds made by various letters as they
were typed, but now they can break
theoretically unbreakable diplomatic
codes . . . by listening in to barely

THECIA...

detectable differences in the sound of the
click-click-click of code machines
through  long-distance = monitoring
devices, and breaking down the systems
by which the machines made minute-to-
minute changes . ..”

Enhancing the value of the book is the
information it contains on foreign in-
telligence services, Soviet, British,
French and others. Copeland raises the
intriguing question of the extent the
United States, despite detente is
presently being subverted by the KGB.
The argument is offered that the Soviet
effort is a far-reaching program which
‘“capitalizes on American social
weaknesses, not Soviet military
strengths.” The enemy, i.e., the United
States, is lulled into a false sense of
security (detente is a major factor) while
at the same time the Soviets are ‘‘ex-
ploiting the Americans’ almost
masochistic propensity for self-criticism
and the phenomenon of social sensitivity
known to propagandists as ‘the con-

science of the blameless.’” Notes
Copeland, “We love to find fault with
ourselves, while being tolerant of our
enemies.”’

One final, curious note — the same note
with which Copeland ends his book. He
writes: “To those who are concerned
with where the recent castration of the
CIA has left us, there is one lingering
consolation. It is a card we still have left
up our sleeves known as ‘music,’ and to
which reference must be omitted . . . . So
long as any CIA employee is free to
report to the press any Agency secret he
happens to find offensive, for whatever
reason, those officials who must use
‘music’ will go to extraordinary lengths
to protect themselves. For anyone who
has worked in the U.S. Government for
any length of time, it takes but little
imagination to predict what this could
mean. The cabals of the past will, by
comparison, seem like Sunday school
classes.”

Threat — or put-on?
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Above: Seven targets have a two inch 10
ring and total of three inch diameter. Each
target receives two shots. Course covers
216 yds.
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rewards are obvious. Jim Clark is one of
the few men who has really gotten behind
me."”

To promote this year’s match Burgess
invested three thousand dollars. He sent
five thousand flyers to shooting clubs,
magazines and police departments.

. Burgess also wrote to specific instructors

and marksman teams.

“I suppose these flyers were opened
and immediately recognized as a hoax. I
only heard from two police departments
and had no responses from the various
marksman teams and instructors,”
Burgess said.

The event received very little national
attention but Burgess knows he has
created enough excitement and gossip in
the shooting world to insure his success.

“I’'ve had a lot of calls since October
11th from people complaining they had
not heard about the match but I know
they did. They will be here next year.”

The next match will be held in
Laramie, September 4th, 1976. The top
forty shooters will be able to qualify until
twenty-four hours before the match.

One week before the match this year,
only a dozen shooters had bothered to
qualify. Burgess had advertised he would
take the top forty. Seven of the entrants
were from Laramie and surrounding
towns. Burgess explains, “Even the local
fellows were waiting for the hot shots to
arrive. When they didn’t, they joined in
the fun and took a shot at the money.”

Two of the local contestants were
excellent shooters and had qualified at
the beginning of the summer. They were
David Thompson and Don Sneddon, who
placed 3rd and 4th.

The match drew a response from
another nationally known shooter, Al
Nichols, named by Jeff Cooper in 1974 as
a Senior Master of the Pistol in Cooper on
Handguns, participated in the match.
Like Jim Clark he was enthusiastic but
finished out of the money. And like Jim
Clark he will be back next year and more
prepared for the NSL.

st
$5,000 — William Belt — Model 14 (K38)
Smith and Wesson, six inch barrel

2nd
$2,000 — Robert Dawson — Model 14
(K38) Smith and Wesson, six inch barrel-
bull barrel Bo-Mar rib

3rd
$1,500 — David Thompson — Model 19
Smith and Wesson, six inch barrel

4th
$1,000 — Don Sneddon — Model 25 1955
target .45 Smith and Wesson

Additional information concerning
next year’s match maybe obtained from

Robert O. Burgess, National Shooters
League, 504 Lyons, Laramie, Wyoming

§2070.
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Meanwhile, Pawley arranged for the
PBY to search for signs of Bayo’s party.
For several days, the PBY attempted to
establish radio contact with the group —
but no luck. Nothing was ever found — no
boat, no debris, no life jackets, no bodies.

There are a variety of theories as to
what happened to Bayo and his team.
One theory is that they made it to shore
and were eventually wiped out by either
Castro’s militia or a Russian unit. Others
believe that they were let off too far from
shore, that they ran into heavy seas and
sank with all hands.

Eddie Baez, a leader of ‘“‘Commando
L,” the exile group that sank the Russian
freighter Baku in March of 1963, believed

‘the latter. He blamed the skipper of the
launch, characterizing him as in-
competent. Baez maintained that if Bayo
and his team had been killed in a
firefight, some word would have seeped
out. Certainly, reports would have
filtered back if any of Bayo’s team had
managed to exist in Cuba for any length
of time.

Finally, in a brief interview on October

.15th of this year, Pawley admitted to a
SOF investigator that he participated in
“Operation Red Cross,” but was sur-
prised to find out that we were publishing
an account of the affair. He stated that,
“They should get the information from
me . . . or they are going to have a very

inaccurate book.”
Apparently, he was quite confident that

his involvement would never reach the
public eye, as he said, “I have a letter
from Life magazine — they own the
pictures — that no pictures would be
released, and no article written without
my consent! I've got that in writing! . . .
It’s sort of a top secret deal!”

When queried as to what happened to
Bayo’s commando team, Pawley replied,
“We were never able to trace the men. I
had a flying boat (the CIA PBY-6A) over
the area for five days leoking for them. I
think they were captured, killed or their
boat sank.

Pawley seems to lean toward the latter
theory, as he pointed out, ‘I put them
into a smaller boat that I'd brought
(Towed behind the Flying Tiger II from
Miami). The small boat had ten men in it.
It shouldn’t have had ten men with all the
guns and ammunition and everything
else.”

Asked if he really thought that Bayo
could produce the two Russians, Pawley
stated, “We thought, or frankly knew,
that it was one of those one-in-a-thousand
chances — that there was anything to it.
For a while, I thought that these men
were Castroites, trying to capture us. But
we took precautions against that! They
refused to take the two rubber boats that
I'had there, so if they had problems with
their boat, they probably sank like a
rock. If they got ashore, they may have
been killed off by Castro’s people — or
they may have joined Castro’s people
and still be down there, living happily!”

If Bayo and company did indeed make
it to shore, and were either captured or
killed, the question is, why did Fidel not
publicize the event? It was his custom to
conduct a TV special, and rave about
American imperialism, whenever CIA
agents or those he wished to portray as
CIA agents, were apprehended. Perhaps,
ifin fact, there were Russian defectors in
the mountains, Bayo’s people were
eliminated and the whole affair was
hushed up, to eliminate any em-
barrassment that would have occurred
from having to admit that such defectors
existed.

And there are many who question
Bayo’s true motives. Some observers
believe that he may have been plotting
the assassination of Castro, or that he
simply created the whole defector story
out of whole cloth, to obtain enough
equipment and weapons fo return to
Cuba, to conduct guerrilla operations
against Castro.

Many of the activist Cuban exiles, who
were aware of Bayo’s claims, were
skeptical. ‘““‘Alpha 66,” another militant
exile group, refused to support Bayo.
Tony Questa, another leader of ‘“‘Com-
mando L,” who is presently in a Cuban
prison, considered the letter, ‘“a farce.”

After a few weeks, the heirs of Bayo
and his team, contacted Life, in an at-
tempt to obtain the same benefits paid
those CIA agents who were killed — a
lump sum or monthly payments of
$10,000. They were told to contact the
CIA, that Life would not pay them. They
were not heard from again and it is
unknown whether they did receive any
CIA death benefits, although they were
certainly entitled to them.

Efforts to shed additional light on
“Operation Red Cross,” by contacting
the participants who returned, have been
relatively unproductive. When in-
terviewed in 1967, John Martino refused
comment, as he was “. . . afraid of
something.” He died in August of this
year. Efforts to locate the heirs or the
Cubans that crewed on the Flying Tiger
II, have been fruitless. The Life Regional
Editor had clammed up, as was noted

earlier.
Attempts to contact Pawley by phone

in 1970 were unsuccessful. His secretary
stated that he had no knowledge of any
“Eddie Bayo” and that he refused to
discuss the subject. A call to his office
after his brief phone interview with the
SOF investigator brought no results even
though we left a message with his
secretary that we were going to publish
this article and forwarded copies of
Terry Spencer’s photographs.

We have not been able to contact either
George Hunt or Racoosin to get their
version of the story.

As we go to press, another bizzare
explanation of the fate of Bayo and his
men came to light. During our efforts to
identify the individuals in Spencer’s
photographs, we located a Cuban exile

who knew Bayo’s second-in-command,
who had missed going on the mission due
to an injury received in a tractor ac-
cident. This Cuban exile, who later
married Bayo’s widow, and then
divorced her, told our contact that he had
been told by Cubans who had crewed on
the Flying Tiger II during Operation Red
Cross, that Bayo and his men had been
killed when they and their launch had
been hit by a round from a 57mm
recoilless rifle. Qur contact was unclear
as to whether the recoilless rifle had been
fired from Pawley’s yacht or another
ship - whether it was done on purpose or
was a mistake. In any case, he claims
that the man who fired the weapon was
killed shortly after he returned to Miami
- that the Flying Tiger II's crew and
Bayo’s second-in-command are fearful of
detailing precisely what happened.
After 12 years, the mysteries
surrounding Operation Red Cross still
stand. Who has the answers? Are there

still missiles in Cuba? ﬁ
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the Aguan Valley.

Meanwhile, Speakman would super-
vise and help the jumping personnel on
with their gear. We’d be suited up and
ready to go when we reboarded the C-47.
Seven of us would be wearing full gear —
the five primary jumpers and two
backup men, in case something (such as
heart failure) happened to one of the
primary five prior to the jump. Speak-
man would also be wearing main and
reserve chutes (a paracommander I'd
brought along but wouldn’t be using as
Speakman feels, and rightfully so, that
be has better control of the situation on
jumps such as this, using military static
line techniques). He would be suited up
just in case one of us got hung up on a
static line outside the C-47, and would be
responsible for getting the guy down
safely, conscious or unconscious, if that
unlikely event occurred.

Hemming was back. After the C47 was
refueled, we all reboarded the aircraft.
We would have four other passengers

aboard —_ two traveling
photographer reporters on leave from
NBC who had happened to be in Central
America at the time the hurricane
struck, and a Salvation Army Brigadier
and nurse who had heard we were bound
for the Aguan Valley and wanted aride to
Tokoa, a city to the south of our sector in
the valley that had a usable airstrip.
Time permitting, they would be landed
there after the paradrop had been made.

Everyone was secured in makeshift
seats or to cargo webbing on the sides of
the old aircraft. The jump door had been
removed and all the crew at this point
were still smiling — a facial expression
that would soon disappear from all our
faces.

At 3 PM, disturbingly late, the old
‘Gooney Bird’ roared down the runway,
became airborne and picked up a
heading for Bonito Oriental, across yet
another mountain range, the tops of
which appeared to be completely ob-
scured in clouds. It was still raining, in

PMRS

torrents, Simms elected to fly east along
the coast, past a town called Trujillo, to
the mouth of the Aguan River, and thence
up the valley.

Damn the rain! — it was going to be
tough enough finding the DZ, let alone go
tooling up a valley bordered by rather
steep mountains which, in places, came
up from sea level to 6000 feet in less than
a mile. When we reached out jump
altitutde of 2000 feet, the rain had become
so heavy that Simms had less than half a
mile of forward visability.

Speakman was pointing out the town of
Trujillo through the open door. Then, out
the starboard windows we could see the
Aguan valley as we rounded the point of
mountains just south of Trujillo. It didn’t
look good. What we could see, between
rain squalls were thousands of acres
mostly under water, and we wondered
how deep the mud was on the land not
covered by water. As we crossed the
Aguan River and then headed south

UPDATE

On 6 and 7 September 1975, PMRS directors held an organizational meeting at
SOF offices, now located in Boulder, Colorado. In attendance were Robert K.
Brown, Dr. John Peters, Alex McColl and George Speakman.

The following policy decisions were made:

1. PMRS will be incorporated as a non-profit foundation in Michigan;

2. A list of qualified volunteers will be maintained at SOF headquarters;

3. APMRS representative in the Washington, D.C. area will personally contact |

the embassy of any foreign country hit by a natural disaster and explain in detail
what our capabilities and requirements are. (We are presently seeking an in-
dividual to fill this position.);

4. A PMRS team or teams will be selected from our master list of volunteers
and an operational headquarters will be established in Boulder, Colorado, upon
determination that the affected country will provide in-country logistic support
and transportation;

5. An annual fee of $5.00 will be levied for Active and Associate memberships,
and an additional fee of $10.00 will be required of volunteers to help defray initial
administrative expenditures;

Directors will receive no salaries.

Application blanks and copies of the organizational meeting minutes are being
forwarded to those who have already expressed an interest in PMRS. This
material is available, free of charge, to other interested parties.

During this meeting, the media carried reports of an earthquake in Turkey. We

cabled both Ankara and the Turkish embassy in Washington, D.C., offering our}

assistance. F. Pelit, from the Turkish Consulate, acknowledged our offer but no
subsequent action was taken by the Turkish government.

We have established liaison with Blair E. Nilsson, President of the National
Association of Search and Rescue Coordinators (NASARC), EOC Camp George
West, Golden, Colorado. We will be attending the NASARC Convention which will
be running from the 4th through the 7th of December, and will carry a report on
said conference in our next issue. Parties interested in further information on
this organization should contact Mr. Nilsson.

Application blanks and copies of the organization meeting minutes are being
forwarded to those who have already inquired, and are available, free of charge,
to all other interested parties.
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HONDURAS...

along the river, the rain obscured almost
everything, making it impossible to pick
out any DZ. Simms would continue south
until he spotted Tokoa and then, knowing
his exact location, would turn and head
north again toward our area.

Speakman was now lying in the open
door, lashed by wind and rain, trying in
vain to spot some relatively safe DZ on
which to put the five of us whose lives he
was now responsible. I was glad it was
him and not me who had to make the DZ
and exit decisions and then live with
them if something went drastically
wrong.

Back north droned the old C47 —
through the rain and wind and Speakman
again could not find a suitable DZ. As we
approached the sea, Simms made a
shallow 180 degree turn out over the
valley and again headed south. Tension
was mounting. Another fruitless pass up
the river and all we could see was water,
both on the ground and in the air. I
glanced up toward Simms; sweat was
pouring off of him as he coaxed the old
bird around again and headed toward the
coast.

Anofher grim fact was presenting itself
— time. We were running out of it. It
would soon be dark and Simms would
have to land this aircraft, knowing there
were no lighted airfields in nothern
Honduras.

Speakman yelled, “There it is!”’ The
rain was letting up and, sure enough,
there it was — Bonito Oriental, too big to
be mistaken for any other village in our
sector (several hundred thatched roof
houses, three miles east of the Aguan
with an unnamed tributary of the Aguan
flowing along its northeastern border).
Bonito — surrounded by water. Our only
chance would be to jump into the village
itself. It didn’t sound good — rescuers

_crashing through their thatched roofs —
but it looked better than landing in the
water.

Simms was now circling the village,
cautiously avoiding the mountains which
rose steeply to the east of town.

Speakman shouted, “Stand up! Hook
up!” and the five of us stood up and at-
tached our static lines to the cable
running down the center of the aircraft.

Hemming checked our harnesses,
capewells, static lines and reserves —
making sure all were secure and that the
ripcord handles of the reserve chutes
were freed in case we had a main chute
malfunction. All OK.

Speakman again, ‘‘Move to the door!”
and the five of us moved.

Thompson would go first with DZ
marker panels, extra smoke grenades,
radio and a Very flare pistol. If time
permitted, and the lull in the weather
held, we would orbit until he was on the
ground and could inform Speakman by
radio or smoke of the wind conditions on
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the ground prior to the other four of us
being put out.

No one was thinking of hostile savages
now — too many other goddamn things to
worry about just getting on the ground,
let alone worry about what was going to

happen if and when we got there in one

piece. Speakman was still lying in the
door, throwing out smoke grenades to
check the wind drift, as Simms settled
the plane on a simulated jump or smoke
run over Bonito. Course correction

.directions were being carried from

Speakman to Simms via Hemming on
foot. In the mounting confusion (I think
we later referred to it as the proverbial
Chinese fire drill), we found that the
jump light system and intercom had
failed. Speakman yelled for one more
smoke run as Simms banked to the right
heading back toward the DZ.

“Stand in the door!” he shouted to
Thompson, and Thompson moved
automatically to the door, the four of us
behind him closing ranks.

And then it happened — Speakman had
just thrown a smoke grenade when —
Bam!!, it exploded just a few feet outside
the door. I grabbed Thompson just in
front of me as he winced involuntarily
from the blinding white flash and con-
cussion, almost losing his footing and
falling out of the open door.

Dead silence — even in the roar of
engine just outside the door. For an in-
stant we wondered whether the two men
in the door, Speakman and Thompson,
were alive. Then they turned toward us,
ashen but intact.

We all got a little ashen-faced when we
noted a hole, a foot and a half in diamter,
in the side of the aircraft, just two feet
behind the door and one foot above the
control cables to the tail. Close — too
goddamn close. Speakman and Thomp-
son were now mouthing unkind words
about goddamned Communist Saboteur
smoke grenade makers, and Hemming
was dashing forward to reassure Simms
that although his plane did have a gaping
hole in its superstructure, it was still
indeed flyable. The rest of us were just
mouthing epithets and feeling sick.

The Salvation Army Brigadier and
nurse were at this point saying nothing.
They were experiencing a form of so-
called culture shock, amounting to the
absorption of a new language, consisting
mainly of four-letter words spoken by the
motley and somewhat shaken group in
their midst. They were also experiencing
another emotion — stark terror — what
with the smoke grenade blowing a hole in
the airplane, and Hemming, having
regained his composure, nonchalantly
remarking that if the explosion had been
a foot lower, it would have severed the
confrol cables to the tail assembly,
whereupon, all aboard would have had to
jump. Needless to say, we’d never have

gotten everyone off within the 2000 feet of
altitude we had.

All of this, of course, took place in
much less time than it takes to tell it.
Thompson was still standing in the door,
and both he and the four of us lined up
behind him were now avidly looking
forward to jumping out of the aircraft.
The jumpers usually experience most of
the hazard on operations such as this, but
right now leaving this aircraft was
looking much less hazardous than
staying aboard. Simms, who had
proceeded somewhat farther down river
than originally intended, was banking
again, heading back on a hot, or jump,
run.
~ Jerry Hemming has a way of upsetting
people. Actually, he has many ways of
upsetting people, one or more of which
will undoubtedly be the cause of his
sudden demise. But, on this occasion he
chose, deliberately or not, to upset both
the jumping and non-jumping personnel
aboard by his seemingly casual
remarks: first, about the grenade and
confrol cables, and then, by vocally
musing about the fact that is was indeed
almost dark, and by comparing the
relative hazards of night parachute
landings in snake-infested tropical flood
waters to day landings in snake-infested
tropical flood waters. He also, as an aside
for the benefit of those remaining
aboard, noted that northeast Honduras
has no lighted landing fields, implying
that Simms (whom, in a heated
discussion moments before about the
location of a suitable DZ, Hemming had
loudly proclaimed should be driving a
bus rather than flying an airplane) —
would have to fly back to La Cieba, in the
darkness, through the rain, and then, if
God so willed that he even found the
airfield, would have to land this big
unwieldly bird on this airfield, made
pitch dark by its lack of lights.

Now Simms, with his experience
garnered from both legitimate and
somewhat questionable enterprises in all
parts of the world, can probably make
better landings in the dark than most
pilots can in the bright of day, but most of
those remaining aboard had not yet
experienced Simms’ great skill at night
landings and were therefore somewhat
disconcerted by this impending event.

‘Hemming shut up as Speakman yelled
at him; “Goddman it, Jerry — tell
Simms to come five degrees left!”
“Ready?’’ He looked up at Thompson.

Ed glared down and wryly replied,
“Just get me the hell out of here!”

Bonito was coming up fast. Speak-
man’s right arm was raised, his hand
poised above Thompson’s calf. Fractions
of seconds ticked by and I could sense
rather than see Thompson’s muscles
tensing slightly, waiting for the signal
that would send him out into space, down
into a place where, even if he survived
the jump, he knew not what to expect.



Then I heard Speakman yell, “Go!”,
and Thompson was gone. I could see his
chute open and he was headed ear-
thward. It looked like he’d make it into
the village OK.

Then it was my turn as I heard Speak-
man shout, “Stand in the door!”’

As if in a dream I moved to the open
door, the wind and drizzling rain
beckoning me. Then I felt the plane
banking left again, and as it did, I could
see the sunlight reflected off the water-
covered land, 2000 feet directly below
me. The sun was on the horizon to the
West, large and red; it would be dusk
when I hit the ground.

I heard Speakman shouting to Darley
standing just behind me, “Remember,
you can steer! Stay close to J.P. He’ll
keep you away from trouble.”

I hoped I could keep me away from
trouble, let alone Darley. Now we were
headed back toward the DZ.

Speakman was saying what I already
knew, ‘“No time to orbit to see what
Thompson has to say. This will be a hot
mn!"

I nodded, looking for smoke from
Thompson. Yellow meant he was OK, red
meant trouble, and a red parachute flare
fired from the Very pistol meant bad
trouble. It didn’t make much difference
what we saw, as the four of us had
decided to go anyway. We couldn’t leave
Thompson down there alone under any
circumstances.

Here I was again. Why, I don’t really
know. I only know that I've never felt
more alive than at times such as this.
Some people call it a death wish, I guess,
but I thought of a well understood, often
felt saying from among those who served
inNam, that I once heard my old friend,
R.K. Brown, quote, “You have never
lived till you have almost died, and for
those who fight for it, life has a flavor the
protected will never know.”

We were about a mile from the edge of
the village now.

Speakman was again lying in the door
as I heard him saying, “J.P., stay out of
the trees, out of the river, and for God’s
sake, stay out of trouble. Wish I were
going with you.”

I grinned down at him, ‘“You’re getting
stupid in your old age, George,” I
replied.

Still no sign of smoke from the village.
Thompson would be on the ground by
now. No smoke could be bad news — had
he been hurt in the fall? Was he un-
conscious? Was he dead? What kind of
trouble were the five of us getting into? A
thousand thoughts rushed through my
mind.

Speakman was concentrating on that
certain, undefinable but definite, exit
point in the sky that would get his people
down with some degree of safety, within
the limited confines of the DZ below. If he
screwed up now, each man’s chances of
survival fell precipitously. This is where

art and feel for timing comes in, that is
found under extraordinary stress, only
with long experience, and unless you're
an exception like Speakman, only rarely
then. One thing I did know was that I felt
better with Speakman in the door beside
me than with any other man in the world
right now. I could sense his hand poised
above my left leg. I felt a wave of nausea
as the edge of the village appeared
below. Christ, what had happened to
Thompson?

Then I feltit, the sharp blow to my calf,
and I lurched out into nothingness,
counting out loud, ‘‘one-thousand one,
one-thousand two, one-thousand three . .
.” ThenI felt the harness tighten, my legs
swing down and that beautiful opening
shock as the T-10 blossomed above me. If
I had counted to four thousand and still
hadn’t felt the chute open, I would have
started initiating emergency procedures
immediately, because from 2000 feet you
have exactly 22 seconds to do something
definitive, in the event that your chute
doesn’t open and you are destined to
smash into the ground at between 120 and
160 miles per hour.

I looked up, checking the canopy; it
looked good — no holes that weren’t
supposed to be there, etc. Then I noticed
something out of the corner of my eye —
the suspension lines on my left didn’t look
right. The left steering line had somehow
ripped out of its housing on the riser,
flipped up and become tightly entangled
with the suspension lines much higher
than I could reach, and I noted that I was
descending in a lazy left turn. Pulling on
the intact right steering line didn’t seem
to make much difference.

Then, I noticed another problem to
contend with — my old friend Darley,

who was drifting ever closer, heeding
Speakman’s last words of advice to him,
“Stay close to J.P.” However, he was
getting uncomfortably close. If le got
directly above me it could be disastrous
for both of us. I would capture his air, his
chute could collapse and he would then
come crashing down through my chute. I
shouted some rather pointed remarks
concerning he and his relatives, politely
requesting that he stay close but not that
goddamn close.

Darley still contends I was trying to put
him in the river. I noted that my rate of
descent wasn’t really much affected by
the steering line malfunction, and it
looked as if I'd make it into the village
OK. I also found I could steer somewhat
by pulling down on a riser, thereby
spilling air out of the opposite side of the
chute. Response was slow but better than
nothing. Also, I didn’t relish the idea of
using my reserve chute, as it was only 24
feet in diameter, non-steerable, and had
arate of descent much greater than that
of the big 32 foot canopy above me.

Now the ground was beginning to come
up at me faster. I got a last glimpse of
Darley at 200 feet — the height of the
mahogany trees in town. The thatched
roofs were coming up faster. In horror, 1
saw that the yards around each hut below
were fenced by ten foot high stakes, the
tops of which had been whittled to
spearlike sharpness. The entire village
below was dotted with thousands of
sharpened stakes. I might as well be
jumping into an Indian tiger pit.

Less than a hundred feet to go and I
was vainly trying to steer with the risers
— but steer where? The stakes were
everywhere below. I told myself not to
panic. At fifty feet to go, the ground was
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have their own universal language. They
sensed he cared and they responded
accordingly.

A good example was a man with a
horrible skin infection which covered his
entire body with ulcerated running sores,
and which he’d had for more than 30
years, and for which he’d been made a
virtual outcast because of the fear his
fellow villagers had of contracting his
disease. This poor and gentle man had
walked night and day for over 20 miles
through unbelievably fearsome terrain to
seek help he’d long since even given up
hope of finding. He waited on he fringe of
the crowd of hundreds gathered around
the makeshift dispensary until 11:00
P.M. the night of the day he arrived.

As those hundreds we had been unable
to see on that particular day were
dispersing to find suitable shelter for the
night, only then did this shy and weary
man approach Gary and respectfully ask
him, in a kind of sign language, whether
Gary might possibly help him. We’d run
out of tropical medicine by this time but
Gary found a few capsules of a new
wonder drug antibiotic called
Minocycline, produced by the Lederle
pharmaceutical people. He broke open
the capsules and made a sort of paste by
adding a little water to the powder
contained therein. He told the man to
apply it three times a day. Gary told us
later that he did this more as a gesture of
kindness than as treatment, because he
had no idea what kind of disease the man
had. He, of course, never expected to see
the man again.

Now, most of us involved in this kind of
work don’t believe in miracles, but the
seven of us in .Honduras that month
aren’t as adamant about disclaiming
miracles since then.

Two days later the man again reap-
peared in Bonito. He had gone back to his
own village and within 36 hours his skin
lesions had almost completely healed. He
had then walked back through the twenty
miles of water and mud, carrying his
most valued possession — his pig. This he
gave, with tears of joy and gratitude
streaming down his face, to Gary.

Now, to most of us, having lived in a
land of overplenty, such a gift would not
have a great deal of meaning. But for a
man as poor as this Honduran, to give
such a gift would be like one of us giving
up all we had ever owned. For the pig has
a special significance in this part of
snake-infested Honduras, since the pig is
apparently immune to snakebite.
Whether this is because of his tough skin
or some other physiological mechanism,
Ihave no idea. Horses, we were told, die
within minutes after being bitten.

As Luis phrased it, ‘‘If you’re riding a
horse, and he gefs bitten by Barba
Amarilla, you better be looking for a
place to jump off him, because he’s going
to jump one time and he’s going to be
dead when he hits the ground.”
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Superstition? Maybe, but if my horse
gets bitten by a Fer-de-lance, I'm going
to be jumping off him before he hits the
ground. Ever think about being pinned
under a dead 800 pound horse with a
mean 14 foot snake lurking about just
waiting to bite you just for the hell of it?

Back to the pig. The pig also likes to
eat snakes, and, therefore, anyone who
can afford one, keeps a pig in his house
and yard — to keep the snakes away.
That turned out to be the reason for the
stake fences Armando and I had
narrowly missed. The fences were there
to keep jaguars, which were also
prevalent in the area, from eating the
pigs.

Darley is now the proud owner of a
genuine Honduran snake-eating pig, who,
as far as we know, is still happily rooting
about in the Aguan River Valley. Gary
was also given a live chicken by an an-
cient Honduran lady, although he can’t
recall what miraculous cure prompted
this gift. I think the second team ate the
chicken. Said Sosa threatened to have the
local army of one arrest Darley and
chain him to a tree until the rest of us had
gone, and then desiroy the recently
restored runway so we couldn’t come
back to get him.

On the third day, a STOL aircraft
landed to supply us. The pilot related a
strange tale of a weird paralytic illness
that was killing children in the isolated
village of Sico, which was about 60 miles
due east of us, it, too, being completely
cut off by water. It was decided that the
dispensary would be left in Darley’s
charge while I overflew the Sico area in
the STOL craft to pick out a possible DZ
— where I and possibly one other jumper
could get into. Speakman would, of
course, have the final say as to whether
we jumped or not. We would ten fly to La
Cieba to check with the local military
authorities as to the validity of the rumor
and to request their permission to check
out the rumor if they felt it worthwhile to
do so.

We left at 5:30 A.M. the next morning,
overflew Sico, which we found to be
totally isolated by water. It was in a
triangle formed by the confluence to two
rivers and a larger channel which had
been cut between the two rivers about
one mile upstream from the town. There
was, however, an old section of dry
riverbed that could be used as a DZ. (We
had decided not to jump directly into any
villages again.)

We then flew back to Bonito to pick up a
stretcher case — a woman hemorrhaging
internally, and flew her to La Cieba,
where there was a hospital. Upon landing
at La Cieba, and while waiting for an
ambulance, we met a unique individual
— Steve Macks, who was loading a
beautiful red and white Cessna 180 which
sported a Robertson Conversion, giving it
excellent STOL capability. Steve was
flying for Wings of Hope (or MAF —
Mission Avaiation Fellowship), had been

flying in Honduras for some time and
knew the Sico area well. We asked him
about the area and discussed with him
the rumored outbreak of a fatal paralytic
illness. He felt he could get the 180 in and
out of Sico, using the same dry river
channel as a runway.

Then we met with Drs. Fernandez,
Rodriguez and Rivas, who were in
charge of medical operations in our
sector. Their assistant, Dr. Jeff Smith, a
U.S. Public Health expert, on loan to
Honduras through Partners of America
(AID) and the Vermont State Medical
Society, attended the meeting. We in-
formed Dr. Fernandez of Steve Macks’
interest in our proposed mission. He was

.aware of Marks’ ability and felt that if

Steve thought he could do it, then it could
be done. Dr. Rivas would go with Marks
to assess the medical situation there. We
would stand by, ready to jump if they
couldn’t get in and out by plane.

To make a long story short, they made
it in OK, and Rivas was still there when
we left. We never did find out what the
strange disease, which did exist, was. In
the meantime we were assigned an area
halfway between La Cieba and the Aguan
Valley, an area controlled by a Captain
Theresin whose headquarters was
located at Trujillo, a beautiful city of 5000
people, on one of the most beautiful
halfmoon-shaped bays I've ever seen.

Several days before all of us were
finally extracted, after our mission had
been accomplished and another team
had arrived to take our place, I learned
an interesting bit of history. Trujillo is
the only point of the North American
continent upon which Columbus actually
set foot. He established a fort there in
about 1512, of which the sea walls and
cannons are still standing. Truijillo’s
other claim to fame is that it is the place
where the author O’Henry did much of
his writing. To three of us in 1974, Trujillo
will primarily remain in our memory as
the place where Darley almost blew the
three of us out of existence.

It seems that many years before, on a
distance 4th of July-type of celebration,
someone in Trujillo had the brilliant idea
of charging the old cannons on the sea
wall of the old fort, and firing them as
part of the celebration. The guns were
duly loaded, but apparently only one was
fired. It had had the desired acoustic
effect but also a somewhat undesirable
side effect. Many pieces of the cannon
ended up as much as 12 blocks away. It
seems that the cannon loader was a bit
generous with his powder and the cannon
itself had blown up. Theresin couldn’t
remember whether the other cannons

had been unloaded or not.
On our way out, the three of us spent

one night in Trujillo. During that night,
being unable to sleep, we strolled out to
the old fort which was situated on the sea
wall about one hundred feet above the
white sand lined beach, overlooking the
magnificent bay. A full moon shone



brightly overhead and the whole scene
was indescribably beautiful. Darley, the
only smoker in the group, was of course
smoking a cigarette as we sat and talked,
about the usual things guys away from
home talk about — your girl, your wife,
your kids, what we felt we’d really ac-
complished in Honduras, what impact we
might have had or be having, etc. We
wondered about the morality of tam-
pering with another people’s culture.

For example, many of the children in
the area we had been in, die before they
are two weeks old. They die of tetanus
because the father of the newborn child
cuts the umbilical cord with his machete,
the same machete he’s been cutting trees
down with, digging in the ground with,
ete. So we told Said, Ramon and Lais, to
tell their people to put the machete in the
fire before they cut the cord, in order to
kill the tetanus germs so that the children
would live.

Now, a people who barely existed from
crop to erop, whose crops had just been
wiped out at harvest time by hurricane
Fifi, who would be unable to plant their
next crop because 80% of their fields
would still be underwater at planting
time, and who would be at or near
starvation levels for some time fo come,
will now be raising and having to feed
many more mouths just because we told
them to heat, sterilize their machetes
before cutting their children’s cords. We
waltz in, give them the benefit of our
great knowledge, garnered from our
much more ‘advanced and sophisticated’
culture, and, miracle of miracles, we
save their children from the deadly
scourge called tetanus — and condemn
them instead to die from another scourge
called starvation.

We talked of the responsibility that
comes with knowledge. Should we render
aid, if the so-called benefits of that aid
create other, as great or greater cultural
problems, while we are unwilling or
unable to see to it that the problems
we've created by our so-called
humanitarian efforts can be effectively
handled by the recipients of those efforts.
We also wondered about how Columbus
must have felt as he stood where we now
were, viewing this beautiful scene only
500 plus years earlier.

During this discussion, I was seated ¢n
the seawall directly in front of the cannon
that smoker Darley had elected to sit
upon. Thompson was just to my left.
Earlier in the evening I had told them the
4th of July story, and now, as we talked,
Thompson turned to me and asked if I
smelled something burning. Then it hit
all three of us at the same time. Anyone
who has been around weapons or ammo
can recognize the smell of burning
gunpowder, which was what we suddenly
agreed was recognized. Darley, con-
cerned more with nostalgia and the
philosophy of morality, than with the
lives of himself and his friends, and
inexplicably not finding a handy ashtray

in the deserted 500 year old Spanish fort,
had nonchalantly flipped the lighted stub
of a cigarette into the nearest non-
flammable receptacle, which happened
to be the cannon we were comfortably
gathered upon and about. Needless to
say, that old fort was never deserted as
rapidly as by us that night, Smoker
Darley now believes what the Surgeon
General has been telling him for years:
“Smoking can be hazardous to your
health.” (By the way, the cannon didn’t
blow up.)

Two days later, we were picked up at
La Cieba by Howard Davis, in a classy
blue and white three-hundred and fifty
thousand dollar twin engined Piper
Navajo, complete with bar, autopilot,
weather radar, stereo hi-fi, Playboy
magazines and all the other blessings
needed to survive the constant threats
(mainly boredom) of our ‘highly ad-
vanced society.” Several hours later, as
we approached the myriad of lights
below named Miami, I wondered
whether the three of us might not be
better off worrying about tetanus, the
next crop and suitable ways of
dismounting from a leaping horse just
bitten by a mean snake, rather than
worrying about whether gas will cost 95
cents next year if we don’t do what Henry
Kissinger says, or maybe it doesn’t make
a goddamn bit of difference what anyone
says, or the damn taxes that pay for
programs which all of us can see aren’t
working worth a damn — taxes on money
we struggle harder and harder to work
less and less for, because we of course
deserve it.

What in hell great things are we all
doing to deserve more for? I wondered
about the purpose of my existence, and,
then, I, too, like the Honduran Villager
who has just watched his newborn child
die of tetanus, felt sorrow, for myself and
for my advanced society. But it was a
fleeting feeling, because at that mament
Darley was handing me an issue of
Playhboy with the centerfold folded out.
And I smiled, being distracted by one of
the really important things in my
civilized life. I still think from time to
time about the now starving people near
Bonito Oriental, and how I really should,
being the humanitarian that I am, go
back and help.

And I might just do that, next year,
maybe, when I have more time. Got to go
now — just noticed that my girl, who's
looking disturbingly healthy tonight, has
just strolled into the room with the latest
issue of Penthouse. First things first —

maybe.
had

MILITARY BOOKS AND FILMS,
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Send 50¢ stamps or coin for catalog.
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___GLASSIFIED ADS

CLASSIFIED ADS

REQUIREMENTS 20c per word per insertion,
including name and address — minimum
charge $5.00. Copy must be accompanied by
remittance. Mail to SOLDIER OF FORTUNE.
Classified, P.O. Box 587, Arvada, Colorado
80001. Insertion will not be made without
payment. We reserve the right to delete or
change any copy which we determine to be
objectionable. Please typeor print all adds. We
do not furnish proofs. Include name and ad-
dress in counting number of words. Post office,
zip code and state each count as words. Ab-
breviations such as A. P., 20mm, U.S., etc.
each count as one word. Hyphenated words are
counted as two words.

NEVADA SITE: 50 ACRES, LEVEL, QUIET
AND REMOTE. LOCATED IN NORTHEAST
ELKO COUNTY VALLEY. 5% CASH
DISCOUNT. SALE PRICE $5000. TERMS IF
DESIRED. FOR PIX AND FURTHER IN-
FORMATION, WRITE OWNER, P.0. BOX
1907, RENO, NV 89505.

Apollo-Soyuz embroidered official emblem,
$1.25; Military price list closeouts, 25¢; Club
emblems made fo order, reasonably; Em-
blems, Box 365, Monroe, NY 10950.

Thompson 1928 Sub-machine gun replica
models. Full size, wood and steel construction.
Completely finished and assembled. $35.00 ppd.
Dealers inquire. Repro-Products, P.O. Box 71,
Prairie View, 1L 60069.

Writer for Normount Technical Publications
wants information, photographs, full details on
grenades, hand-thrown and projected, from all
nations and eras. Data will be used in
Police Military-oriented ID manual con-
tracted for by NTP. Also needed: information
on improvised weaponry, all phases and types,
for inclusion in extensive book contracted for
by Normount in 1972. Write: S. Frederick
Kerns, P.O. Box 406, Rowlesburg, WV 26425.

Wanted! MILITARY TECHNICIANS and
Professional Adventurers. Overseas countries
use and need these experts. To know who and
where to write, send $5 for one, $9 for two, or
$16for three to: Pierre walt, World Wild Geese
Association, Box 33, Newark, OH 43055.

FIRECRACKER MATERI(ALS widely
available; information $1. Fight gun control.
Criminals can MAKE GUNS from pipe,
matches, etc. Convincing details, another
dollar. SANFORD, Box 41003F, Washington,
DC 20014.

WANTED: Chi-Com, North Korean, North
Vietnamese marked weapons, grenades, flags,
etc. WATSON, SCANDINAVIA, Wi 54977,

CUSTOM DESIGNED MINIATURE ELEC-
TRONIC CIRCUITS TO FIT YOUR NEED.
Timers, delay switches, miniature
microphones, electronic proximity switches,
highgain audio amplifiers are just a few. No
catalogs are available, SUBTRONICS, 3665
Beal Rd., Franklin, Ohio 45505.

Former Airborne, Ranger, Special Forces, RA
Officer seeks military employment anywhere;
all offers considered. Write KJG, 3470
Evergreen Road, Pitfsburgh, PA 15237, or call
collect: (412) 364-6228.

WANTED: EMPLOYMENT AS MER-
CENARY on Full-Time or Job Contract basis.
Preferably in South or Central America, but
anywhere in the world, if you pay tran-

sportation. Contact Gearhart, Box 1457,
Wheaton, MD 20902.
YOUNG GREEK NATIONAL seeks em-

ployment as mercenary on full-time or job
contract basis. Write SVSV, P.O. Box 564,
Athens, GREECE.

INTERFLIGHT — Skilled professional crews
with appropriate aircraft for short-term
contracts. Helicopter, STOL, heavy transport,
aerial delivery. When performance counts.
Box 55, Willow Springs, CA 95372.

WANTED — all items re: Foreign Legion;
Frerich Colonial; Mercenaries; Commandos,
Paras; Flying Tigers; Yangtse Gunboats;
China Station Units. Gene Christian, 3849
Bailey Ave., Bronx, NY 10463,

SENSATIONAL INTELLIGENCE LETTER
describes frends in international violence,
espionage, karate, mercenaries, brawlers.
gaa;grle $1. Horizone, Box 67, St. Charles, MO

CANNON AND HOBBY FUSE 3 32/ diameter,
waterproof. New, different, better, 15 feet, $1.
55 feet, $3. 95 feet, $5. Postpaid, Other goodies.
Catalog — 15c. Zeller Enterprises, Drawer W-
2X, Wickenburg, AZ 85358.

SOCIETY OF FRENCH INDOCHINA AND
VIETNAM Organized to bring together those
interested in the coins, medals, artifacts and
history of Vietnam, from ancient times to the
present. Contact: Capt. Don Valentine, P.O.
Box 29965, Atlanta, GA 30329.

SOCIETY OF VIETNAMESE RANGERS
Wants fo contact all members who served with
the Biet Dong Quan, Especially interested in
contacting personnel who served with the 11st
Ranger Bn, 1965-67, the Laotian and Cam-
bedian invasion, Ben Het, Dai Sieng, An Loc
and Loc Ninh. Contact: Don Valentine, P.O.
Box 29965, Atlanta, GA 30329.

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING ORDER FORM

SIGNATURE

: Piease refer to heading on first page of this section for data terms, freq di closing dates, etc. :
| |
| 3 2 ) 4 5 i
: 6 7 8 9 10 :
| 11 12 13 14 15 |
: 16 17 18 19 20 :
| 21 22 23 24 25 |
: 26 27 28 29 30 :
| 31 32 33 34 3 |
: SIGNATURE MUST BE PROVIDED BELOW :
| PRINT NAME i
| aporess |
: cITY STATE zIP :
: L

Muzzle Couplings. A slip-on device with
threaded muzzle end on which to place af-
tachments. Colt Woodsman, P-38, Luger,
Ruger Auto, and Remington, Mossberg, Marlin
.22 Rifles — $25. each. D.A.Q., Box 50269,
Cicero, IL 60650.

AUSTRALIAN ARMY ISSUE SLOUCH HATS,
complete with puggaree, chin strap, hat badge,
and Army manvual wearing instructions. State
size and send overseas bank draft for
Australian $15, add Australian $7.50 for Air
Mail or Australian $2 for surface mail. Make
payable to WIKING. Australian Army Special
Forces, or Assault Troops T-shirts with motifs.
State chest measurement and send overseas
bank draft.for Australian $8. Add Australian $4
for Air Mail or Australian $1.50 for surface
mail. Make payable to WIKING. Print name
and address. Write Air Mail to: WIKING, P.O.
Box 26, Rosamna 3084, Australia.

Canadian Broadcast Journalist would like to
contact Canadians who have served as mer-
cenaries and/or who plan to serve as mer-
cenaries. Desires information for special TV
program. All replies kept confidential. Call
collect: B. Korman, (416) 925-3311, extension
3226, or Write: B. Korman, CBC, Television
Current Affairs, Box 500, Terminal A, Toronto,’
Ontario MSW 1Eé.

-WANTED- by collector - U.S. ISSUE, NON-
MAGNETIC, FROGMAN KNIFE. Also want
RANGER-SOG or SPECIAL FORCES’
KNIVES, AND ANY S.P.I.W. or STONER
SYSTEM BAYONETS. Top dollar paid for any
uvnusual U.S. bayonets. Please write: BOB
MECKE, P.O. Box 201, Ridgewood Station,
Brookiyn, NY 11227.

YOUNG MAN, experienced EXPEDITION
member, seeks opportunity to go on expedition
to UNEXPLORED parts of SOUTH AMERICA
or elsewhere. Interested in artifacts, placer
gold, treasure sites, caves, just plain ex-
ploring, or what-have-you. Single, healthy,
bondable, can travel, primitive living con-
ditions or danger OK. Steve Tappan, Box 1017,
Ruidoso, NM 88345,

““SUPPRESSED INVENTIONS’ (100 MPG
Carburetors, etc.), $4.95. “’Survive the Coming
Depression’’ (Uncensored — 80,000 words),
$4.95. ‘“Samson Super-Strength Secrefs’/, $8.95.
“/Can You Survive?’’ (Patriot Defense Data),
$4.95. 'Aikido’”’ (Mind Power Defense), $4.25.
‘‘James Bond Sp‘l’’ (Homemade Munitions),
$6.00. Guarantees. Amazing Lists. 20¢ Fry’s,
879-0 Park, Perris, CA 92370.

FORMER GREEN BERET, OFFERS EX-
TENSIVE MILITARY EXPERIENCE TO
INTERESTED PARTIES. S.F.F., Box 1408,
Brownsville, TX 78520.

WANTED: War Photos for Collection: Algeria,
Katanga, Congo, Vietnam, Sudan, Biafra,
Chad, Oman and Rhodesia.. $1. each. Send
C.0.D. World Wild Geese Association, Box 33,
Newark, Ohio 43055, or call: (614) 366-4234.

DIPLOMAS and references for EX.
MERCENARIES. If you are an ex-mercenary,
prove it for $10.; receive your honorary
diploma of Advisor of Military Science, and
references, and beiong to: World Wild Geese.
Association. Send proof and fee: WWGA, Box:
33, Newark, Ohio 43055. :

UNITED NATIONS REMAILS. Send your
greeting cards from a foreign country! 25c
each. LIELL; 291-14 Street; Brooklyn, NY
1215, ’

Researcher interested in contacting ex-
servicemen who have reason to believe they
were hypnotised, while in the military. All
replies held in ‘strict confidence. Write Tom,
P.O. Box 50842, Tucson, AX 85703.

International Operator, former Army officer,
bondable, seeking assignment as: Courier,
Organizational Specialist, General
Representation, Situation investigations,
IAAZe;cténary Operations. Contact SOF, Code
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