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Prof essional journalist report the war

Menoi rs of
Ray Funderburk, PIQ 9'" Infantry Division
Vi et nam 1967- 68

| was ready to enter the war in Vietnam Wth a
background in radio and tel evision reporting and havi ng
edited two newspapers and one magazine, ny journalistic
credentials had al ready been establi shed.

That was probably the reason | got the strange phone
call fromthe Pentagon that day. | was sitting in the
Public Information Office of 5'" Army Headquarters in
Chi cago after making nmy usual cocktail circuit at the
I1linois Athletic Cub, which required a m ni mumof three
martinis, when the phone rang.

"You haven't been to Vietnamyet, so you gotta' go,"
the strange voi ce of the assignnent officer rasped. "They
need a PIO bad at the 9'" Infantry Division. That's where we
are sendi ng you."

"Where is the 9'" stationed in country?" | asked.
"Mekong Delta, south of Saigon. They are getting
involved in nore battles than anyone and aren't getting the
coverage in the nedia. W feel you can handle the chore.”

"When do | go?"

"Three weeks. Get ready. Orders are on the way."

I f 1 had thought quickly enough, | would have asked
nmore about the Mekong Delta. But | didn't, and had to find
out the hard way.

JULY 1967

The airplane ride across the Pacific was nothing short
of a ghost trip. Everyone on the bird was headed to Vi et nam
and there wasn't nmuch laughter. |In fact, there were
several stern faces on those who were naking their second
trip.

When we | anded in Saigon, it was raining. Not just
sprinkles, torrents of poundi ng nonsoon rain, pelting your
body |i ke a giant shower.



We hustled into a bl eak wooden barracks that |eaked.
Qur guide told us to pick a cot and told us to be ready to
board transportation at 6 a.m the next norning. W had no
food, no water, nothing. | asked about food and was
poi nted to anot her wooden buil di ng nearby where snoke tried
to rise into the pounding rain.

"Mess hall," the guide nunbl ed.
Satisfied to remain, | picked out a canvas cot and
pl opped down. My butt was i medi ately soaked. | | ooked up

and found several shrapnel holes in the roof froma nortar
attack in the past.

The next norning our transportation arrived. W were
herded out into the pouring nonsoon to board our transport-
-a friggin deuce and a half truck.

Here | am an officer--a major--sitting in the back of
a bouncing, runbling truck conplete with hard wooden bench
seats and a wet group of conplaining A's. Wat an
i ntroduction to conbat.

We rode and rode, passing flooded rice paddies, water
buffalo up to their bellies in nud and water, farners
sl opping around in the rice paddies trying to plant.

After two hours we arrived at the gate to the
conmpound. A small guard shack, with openings for entry and
exit past heavy barbed wire, housed to burly MPs. After
t hey checked everyone's orders and I D cards, they |et us
pass. The truck pushed through the flooded dirt road to
the buil ding where three flag poles supported linp flags,
one of which was the stars and stri pes.

"Headquarters, 9'" Division," shouted the driver
wi thout getting out. "Oficers off here, enlisted nen stay
aboard. "

| jerked ny duffle bag, tossed it out the rear and
hopped down. M boots sank into the norass as | sl opped
toward the door, dragging ny wet duffle bag.

As | entered, a young soldier stood up from behind a
smal | wooden fol ding desk and sal ut ed.

"Wl come to the A d Reliable headquarters,” he
shout ed.

“Maj or Raynond Funderburk, replacenent for the PIQO
Where do | sign in?" | asked w ping ny hands, trying to get
t he noi sture off.

"Sir, the Chief-of-Staff has been expecting you. This
way, sir," he responded.

We wal ked down a narrow hal | way nmade of warped pl ywood
with plywood floors that noved when each step applied
pressure.



"Right in here, sir,"” the young sol dier pushed open a
pl ywood door.

Sitting behind a | ong, handnade desk, sat a rather
heavy colonel with a pouch. His short, grey hair was
recedi ng and the face was a mass of winkles. Behind
puf fed eyelids shone bright green eyes. He got up and
ext ended a hand.

"Wl come to the A d Reliables,” he said. "My nane is
Col onel Hunt, chief-of-staff. W' ve been expecting you.
Ceneral Ewell asked the Pentagon to send us the best PIO
they had on the shelf and you were el ected. Could have been
your Masters Degree in Journalism your two newspapers you
edited and the magazi ne--Infantry Magazine, wasn't it? Sit
down, let's tal k about what's happening."

"What's with this "Ad Reliable" stuff?" | asked. It
was the wong question. Hunt |launched into a half hour of
di scourse about the 9'" Division's history in warfare,
especially in Wrld War Il where it earned the nick-nane
Od Reliable. I wished I had never asked the question.

"Now, here's our problem" Hunt | aunched into another
hal f hour of conbat discussions, flavored with the | ack of
publicity the unit was getting. "W need press coverage.
The PI O we brought over fromthe States--well, let's say
he's not cutting the nustard, if you know what | nean. The
Commandi ng General is livid. W are kicking ass out in the
field and no one knows how well we are fighting.

You know General Ewell's third star rests on how nuch
publicity he gets--or rather the unit gets. Right now, we
are a secret organization. No one knows we are here and
what we are doing. You ve got to straighten that out.

Wi | e assigned here, you work directly for nme. No one el se
wll screwwth you, and if they try, send themto ne.

Ckay, you have your marching orders. Go down to the supply
sections, draw your weapon and sone jungle fatigues and
boots and then get over to the PIO shop in the norning.
expect big things fromyou, Funderburk. Big things!"

Conmpl etely drenched, tired and slightly confused,
t hanked the colonel for his warm wel cone, saluted and
dragged ny duffle bag back down the bouncing plywood fl oor
toward the front entrance. | asked where the supply section
was and the young soldier took me to the doorway and
pointed to a row of netal huts about two bl ocks away.

"Where do the officers sleep?" | asked.

He pointed to a row of large tents in the opposite
di rection.



| was so wet | finally gave into the nonsoon and
wal ked sl owy through the rain, dragging ny duffle bag.

At the supply section, they issued ne fatigues, jungle
boots, sleeping bag, web belt, first aide kit, and then |ed
me into the arnory where a slimyoung sergeant asked ne to
sign for a .45 caliber pistol.

"I don't want a pee shooter, Sarge," | said. "I wear
gl asses and if those get knocked off, | can't see anything
but blurs around nme. Besides, a .45 is good only in an
el evator. Wat el se have you got?"

He di sappeared around a corner then canme back hol ding
a short, shot-gun |ike weapon. He pushed a lever and it
broke into two parts. "N-79 grenade |l auncher. Bursting
radius of 20 nmeters in both directions. Can't mss
anyt hing you shoot at, mgjor. Want one?"

"Hel |l yes, never shot one but | bet | can |learn real
fast if sone VCis nmaking ny life mserable.”

"This is how you load it," he denonstrated, slipping a
large bullet-like grenade into the barrel then closing it
with a loud 'snap.' He unloaded the |auncher and handed it
to ne.

"Don't forget to take off the safety before you try to
shoot sonebody. You'll have to sign for it. 1'll give you
twenty rounds of ammo. [|'Il even throw in a pouch to carry
t he grenades,” he sm | ed.

That young sergeant didn't know it, but he had just
saved ny life by giving ne an M-79 grenade | auncher.

Later, during several conbat actions, it would nean the
difference in life or death. | learned to |ove that weapon
and carried everywhere | went, even to the toilet.

An uneventful night in the officer's tent, with
| eaki ng canvas rai ning down on ny sleeping bag, past until
mercifully, the sun cane up and | was able to slip out of
my wet clothes and don new, clean jungle fatigues.

After a warm breakfast of S.O S., | headed to the PIO
of fice.
As | entered, | was shocked at the appearance of the

office, the nen, the scattered trash and the PIO sitting
behind his Arnmy netal desk with a bottle of Scotch whisky
in front of him wth a water glass that held about three
shot s.

He staggered to his feet and extended a hand. He
smled broadly, show ng yell ow teeth surrounded by three
days of beard grow h.



"Wel cone to Vietnam you poor bastard,” he | aughed,
shaking ny hand with a linp grip. "You ve got your work
cut out for you with old Hunt. He's a whip driving old
sucker trying to nmake general. He'll bust your butt for
nothing if you don't watch it. He's on ny ass constantly
about getting publicity for the unit. Hell, he want's
press coverage so he and the CG can get pronoted, that's
all."

My introduction was brief. | told the former PIOto
take his whiskey bottle and depart the office and not to
return. All of this was said in a cal mvoice, of course.

"But | don't |eave for three days," he whinpered.

"Good, stay drunk for three days, but don't bother
com ng back here. You're tinme is up as PIO |'mthe new
guy on the block and things will change."

| said that | oud enough so the staff could overhear.
There was no barrier in the open bay, so nbst conversations
were easily heard by others. I watched as sone of the
staff menbers buttoned their fatigue jackets and began to
straighten up their desks.

As soon as the drunk left, | called everyone together.
"My nanme is Major Raynond Funderburk. | ama
prof essional journalist and a soldier. | was sent here to
take over this failed attenpt at publicity and turn it
around. And, that's exactly what | intend to do. | have
not nmet you all individually, but | intend to do that this
afternoon. | want each nan to be prepared to talk to nme and

tell me of your background, what you are currently doing
and what you would like to do in this office. At the sane

time, I'll tell you what you will be doing. It will be an
even trade. | want you doi ng what you are best at. If it's
witing, then you'll be on the editorial staff. If you a
good with a canera, you'll do that as well. W are here to

get publicity for those poor souls out there sl opping
around in the rice paddies, facing death every day. We owe
them the best we can do to nmake sure they are represented
in the nedia back hone. |I'ma professional journalist. |
wite better than nost of you, can use a canera better than
nost of you and can pick up a mcrophone and go on the air
better than most of you. So, don't try to bullshit nme. |
have done broadcast journalism print journalismand been
the editor of so many publications | can't recall the
nunmber. Let's all work as a team and | will be your best
supporter.”



"Ch yeah, if there is anything | hate is having
sonmeone cone down on ny people w thout going through ne
first. |If that happens, and | nean even if it’s a col onel
or general giving you a hard tinme, you cone to ne ASAP.
"1l take care of him regardless of his rank. No one
screws with ny people or they have ne to answer to.
Under st ood?"

| could see sonme smiles on faces that weren't smling
when | arrived. | could sense the group was beginning to
i ke the new boss.

"Now, who is senior?"

"I amsir, Sergeant First Cass Domnic Cruz."

"Sergeant Cruz, why don't you and | take a little
wal k. "

We both left by the back door and wal ked down the
wooden sidewal k made of pallets laid out across the nud.

"Sgt Cruz, what's wong with the nmen?"

"Do you want it straight, Mjor?"

"Straight is the only way I want it, now and as | ong
as I'min charge. Don't ever try to bullshit nme. | can't
stand a bullshitter. Be up front, all the tine."

"These nmen are disgusted. The old PIO was drunk al
the time, didn't care what was happeni ng, not taking care
of his men. They are bored. W have seventeen nen and not
enough work for everyone."

"Do you have a unit newspaper?" | asked, puzzl ed.

"Yes sir, but it isn't published but once a nonth, and
then it's a piece of trash.™

"Well, you'll have a weekly one very shortly. How
about a unit magazi ne?"

"You' ve got to be kidding? Mgazine? No way."

"We'll have one of those al so. How many reporters do
you have in the field?"

"None, sir. Al our reporters are here at the base
canp. "
“"Well, howin the hell can you report what this unit
is doing by sitting in a base canp.? W need to be in the

field with the troops, in conbat with them"”

"Sir, if I may, you m ght be stepping on sone toes by
sending our nen into the field."

"Whose toes?"

"The battalion commanders. They have enough to worry
about w thout having a reporter |ooking over their shoul der
every day. Especially a stranger they know nothi ng about."

"Tell you what, Cruz, you let nme handle the politics,
you handl e the nen. You nmeke sure they all have a weapon,
know how to use it and al so a tape recorder and canera.”



"Sir, weapons we have. Tape recorders and caneras, no
way! "

"What ? You don't have caneras and tape recorders? How
do you expect to cover this war, witing on toilet paper?
Don't worry, I'll take care of that very shortly."”

We returned to the office and | gathered up the staff.

"Gents, we have twelve Infantry battalions in this
division. | intend to send a reporter down to each
battalion to be enbedded with them and cover their action.
| am going to buy tape recorders for radi o use and caneras
to capture the conbat as it happens.™

| could see the sudden brightness in their eyes.

"Ww, this old guy is for real’

Now, let's begin the interviews. And based on what
you tell nme, you will be assigned to the field or remain
here to acconplish editorial tasks. kay, let's start with

you," | pointed to a | anky young man with long hair, too
| ong.

“Your nanme is Sullivan, right?"

"Yes, sir. | used to be a reporter on the Col unbus
Daily News in Colunbus, Chio, until | was drafted. | have a

degree fromChio State in journalism”

"Then you're ripe to go into the field and do what you
have been trained to do. And, you can nake a trip to the
bar ber shop and get those curly |ocks taken off or 1'Il do
it for you, do we understand each other?"

The young man bl ushed and nodded.

"Don't get me wong. You're a soldier first, then a
reporter. You mght have to fight alongside sone infantry
inthe field, so | want you | ooking as good as they do, not
| ooking |i ke sone base canp sl ob. Understand?"

He nodded and sm | ed.

| made all ny remarks to each man | oud enough so the
rest could hear what was happeni ng.

NEXT MORNI NC

| attended the norning operations briefing and was awed by
t he anmount of eneny contact we were nmaking in the field. As
we left the briefing, | asked Colonel Hunt to |let ne neet
wi th himand the Commandi ng Ceneral sonetine during the
day.

"Hell, let's do it right now He hasn't nmet you yet
and I'msure he'll have sonme gui dance to give you as well.
Let's go into his office,” Hunt said.



W entered the CGs office and | was conpletely taken
back. He was a slender man, slightly hunched over with a
sharp face and narrow eyes. One hand | ooked like it had
been run over by a tank. Later, | found out it had been
run over by a German tank in the Battle of the Bul ge.

"Funderburk, we aren't getting any nedia coverage back
in the states,” was his opening remark. "My wife keeps
sendi ng ne clippings about the Cav, the Marines, everyone
dam outfit but the 9'" Division. | want news to get back to
t he people who are paying for this dam war."

| decided to lay it on the line. "General, would you
like to know why you aren't seeing any nedi a coverage?"

"Why hell yes, if you have an answer, go for it," he
replied.

"Sinple, sir. Your PIOstaff is sitting on their ass
in base canp. W need to get those reporters out in the
field with the maneuver battalions so they can be in the
thick of conbat when it happens. Only then can they report
the war properly,” | told the old general.

"Why not. Sounds like a plan to ne. Hunt, make it
happen. Send those boys out in the field to each one of the
twel ve battalions,” the general said.

"There's nore," | offered. "These reporters need
caneras and tape recorders. They can't properly report the
war w thout tools. Just |like a nmechanic needs tools,
reporters need tools as well."

"Good. Get themtools. Wat el se?"

| decided things were going too well to push it, so |
told the general and colonel that was all for now | kept
t he weekly newspaper and magazi ne ideas in check for the
time being.

ONE WEEK LATER

| had just returned from Japan after buying fifteen
Ni kon camera sets, conplete with filters, flash attachnents
and tel escopic lenses--along with twenty high quality, but
rugged tape recorders. | net with the staff.
"Gents, these Nikon caneras are the best you can buy.
| f you don't know how to use a canera of this quality,
pl ease say so and we'll hold sone |essons right here in the
shop. By the way, who does your film devel opi ng?"
"The Signal Battalion, sir," said Sgt Cruz.
"I's that why the quality of your prints is so poor?"
"Yes sir, and it is getting worse."



"I's there nothing going well with this outfit?" |
si ghed, making a nmental note to visit with the Signal Corps
battali on commander and find out why we were getting such
poor service.

As it turned out, two of the soldiers were nore than
expert with a canera and were able to hold training for the
rest destined to travel to the field. At least |I had a
start on getting some good photography out of the conbat
zone.

ONE MONTH LATER

One of ny better field reporters was involved directly
with a conbat assault and got some really wonderful action
shots of VC being killed and captured. He was el ated that
he was able to get the photos. He and | could hardly wait
until the black and whites cane back fromthe Signal
Battal i on.

W waited and waited. After two days, | went to
Col onel Hunt and conplained. He called up the Signal
Battali on commander and the three of us net in Hunt's
of fice.

"(kay, Funderburk, you called the neeting, let's hear
what you have to say," Hunt said.

| took out sone of the photos ny man took of the
conbat and laid themon the desk. They were yellow from
not being properly washed after being devel oped in
chem cals. The stains were obvious.

"This is crap, gentlenen. | can't hand this to a
network bureau chief in Saigon and ask himto use it. He
would toss it in the can. W have to have better quality
control on these prints. | amworking wth professionals
i n Saigon and they expect professional products from us,
not crap like this."

Hunt's face got red. "Col onel Johnson, anything you
want to add about your filmlab and it's quality control ?"

Col onel Johnson's face got redder. "I haven't seen
these prints before now. | understand why you can't use
them WMaybe |1'd better go check out the lab and see if we
can't do better next tine."

Hunt smrked. "You have one nore chance. |If you fai
to make it better, your gone. I'll get ne sonebody who
knows how to run a damn photo | ab. Now, both of you get the
hell out'a ny office and get back to work."



Johnson couldn't wait to catch nme outside to try to
chew ne out for not inform ng himof the problem "Wy
didn't you cone to ne first?" he asked, pleadingly.

"I talked to your sergeant in charge of the |lab and
the young lieutenant in charge of the lab and both told ne
to back off. Said they were swanped with intelligence
photos that were a |ot nore inportant than sendi ng news
stories back hone."

Johnson was aghast and said he would talk to al
concerned and nake our work a priority. That was ny first
success in the staff war within the headquarters.

Later, the photo quality kept getting so bad,
decided to take nmatters into my own hands.

| had a sergeant naned Farley. He was the world's
best scrounger. What is a scrounger? It is one who can
steal, borrow, beg, sell, buy and do other matters of trade
and come back with exactly what is needed to acconplish the
mssion. So | called upon Farley to help with the photo
| ab situation.

Seens two of ny nen had earlier worked in photo | abs
and would love to continue to do so.

"Farley, what would it take to have you go out into

Vietnamand return with a photo | ab?" | asked.
The old sergeant paused for a nonent, then sml ed.
"Six pairs of jungle fatigues, size small. Six pairs of

jungl e boots, size small and two bottles of Jack Daniels."”

"l understand the clothes, but what are you going to
do with the Jack Daniel s?"

"Drink it while I'm busy trading, of course.™

The next day Farley departed in a jeep fromthe
office, with his fatigues and two bottles of whiskey. |
tol d hi m goodbye and wi shed hi m | uck.

ONE VEEK LATER

| was sitting at ny desk when the phone rang. It was
an MP at the main gate.

"You got a sergeant naned Farl ey working for you?"

"Sure do, why?"

"He's at the gate driving an Air Force truck. Says he
works for the PIO "

"Let himin and thanks,” | said, wondering where he
got an Air Force truck

Farley pulled in and stopped, hopped out and snil ed.
He went to the rear of the van and opened it up and waved
for everyone to see inside. It held a conplete photo | ab.



Laying on the floor were boxes of devel oping chem cals and
stainless steel trays to hold the wash.

"Where in the hell.." | started before he held his
hand up and shook his head.

"No questions, sir. Just results. The | ab was not

being utilized sitting in a depot in Saigon. It now wll
be used for its intended purpose, which nakes it absolutely
okay with the Governnment, | amsure.”

TWO WEEKS LATER

| was sitting in ny office, which by now was portioned
off with plywod so that | had a snmall cubicle in the rear
of the metal building, when ny phone rang. It was Col onel
Hunt .

"My office, NOW™

| walked in to find Colonel Johnson sitting very
smugly in the corner, big smle on his face.

"Johnson tells nme you stopped sending his lab filmto
be devel oped. Wsat the hell's going on?"

"Sinple, I got ny own lab. Now | can contro
quality."

"Where did you get it?"

"Found it sitting in a depot in Saigon. Not being
used, so they let nme sign it out for use as intended."

"That sounds |ike a bunch of bullshit, Funderburk. You
don't just find a conplete photo lab waiting for you in
Sai gon. "

"Sir, you said the CG wanted publicity. [If | have
hi gh quality photos, the news nedia will use them over
others. If you will et me run the PIO shop and see what
can do to increase the | evel of press coverage we are
getting, then we can make it work. Trying to interfere and
gquestion ny every nove won't nmake it happen.”

“In other words, you're telling ne to mnd ny own
busi ness and l et you function,” Hunt qui pped.

"Exactly, sir. You don't need to be bothered trying to
run the PIO shop, that's what you hired ne to do. Gve ne
nmy head and let ne do ny thing."

Hunt smled. "I like you, Burk. You got balls."

He turned to | ook at col onel Johnson. "Get the hell outa
my office. Funderburk has this under control."

From that day forward, neither Hunt or Johnson
attenpted to tell nme howto run the PIO office. Thank God!




LATER

As in all wars, the Stars and Stripes newspaper was
printed and distributed to the units in conbat situations.
That was the case in WN'I, Korea and now Vietnam The S&S
was a government printing establishnent manned and operat ed
by a m x of Federal enployees and mlitary personnel --al
of whom had newspaper backgrounds.

One Sunday norning | grabbed a jeep and drove into
Saigon as it was only a 20 mle drive north. Wth sone
confusion and a ot of question asking, | finally found the
S&S office and went in to introduce nyself.

The man in charge was a civilian dressed in his
| eisure suit with a colorful bandana around his neck. He
| ooked as though he was preparing to go on the set to shoot
a scene from"Jungle Boy." H's nane was C ark.

"Wl come to the world of conbat reporting,” dark
said. "How can | help the 9'" Infantry Division today."

"Well, I wll get right to the point. W aren't
receiving a lot of ink in the Stripes of late. How can we
get nore coverage?"

"Sinple. No reporters to send out your way. Al the
reporters | have are up north where the real action is. You
guys in the Mekong Delta ain't doing nuch. No need to waste
good talent,” Clark grinned, trying to be funny.

"You need tal ent--good reporters? How about us making
a deal. 1'Il give you ny best reporter--this guy was
drafted fromthe Pittsburgh Press. Good man. |'Ill give
himto you on loan to work full tinme, here in Saigon."

Clark was astounded. "You'd do that? Wsat's the
cat ch?"

"Sinple, I want to see a story or at |least a photo in
every edition of the Stripes. Doesn't have to be front
page stuff, but | want the 9'" Infantry Division to be in
ink. You do that, and I'll give you ny best man."

"Deal . \When can | expect hinf

"Gve nme two days to set it up. Can you provide sone
sl eepi ng arrangenent s?"

"W have a set of apartnents we rent for our
personnel. | will give hima room rent free. He'll have to
eat on the econony like the rest of us. W live here in
Saigon like the natives."

"H's name is Mllhany. Good man. Good writer,
excellent with a canera."”

"What ki nd of caneras have your guys got?"

"The best. N kon."

"Ww, we don't even have Nikons. Geat. W gotta
deal . "




| returned to base canp, which was call ed Bearcat. Wy
Bearcat | haven't the faintest idea.

Sergeant Cruz was upset |1'd bartered off Ml hany.

"Major, you just can't send one of our guys off to
Sai gon without orders or nothing! It ain't kosher."

"Cruz, how many little deals have you pulled in the
Army for the alnobst twenty years you' ve been around? How
many shady deals, twists of truth, borrowed goods--how
many ?"

Cruz smled, shook his head. "You really don't want to
know, major."

"Get Mcll hany ready to nove out to Saigon. Can you
round up a jeep for himto have in the city?"

"MAJORI A jeep?”

"Yeah, one of those things we drive around the base
canp. W have nore than we need here anyway. Get a jeep
signed out to him™

"How s he gonna' get gas in Saigon wthout any
orders?"

"Cruz, | thought you were an operator? Make it
happen, okay?"

"What if the MPs catch himand find out he's AWOL or
sonet hi ng?"

"Cruz, will you just take care of business. Thank

you.

TWO WEEKS LATER

Col onel Hunt called ne into the office.

"How the hell did you do it?" he grow ed, smrking.

"Do what ?" | answer ed.

Hunter held up the latest edition of Stars and Stri pes
and pointed to the photo and headlines 9'" Division Body
Count Soars was spl ashed across the front page. A photo of
a nound of VC bodi es supported the story.

"Ch that. Well, the CG said he wanted coverage. He's
getting coverage."

"Don't be a smart ass, Funderburk. Just tell ne how
you did it."

"You hired ne because | was a professional and as |ong
as | perform | would ask that you not question ny every
move. | will do things you probably never heard of, but
remenber one thing, colonel, I amgoing to get results.”

"“I'n other words, you aren't talking?"

"Yep. M secret. As long as | don't break any Arny
regul ati ons, why worry."




LATER

My agreenment with the Stars and Stripes worked so well
even the major news agencies in Saigon took notice. |
recei ved a tel ephone call one day from George MArt hur
Bureau Chief for Associated Press in Saigon.

"Maj or Funder burk, could you drop in sonme day and
let's talk. | see your unit all over the Stars and Stripes
and we never even covered your unit nuch before. W need
to find out what you guys are doing in the Delta."

| made arrangenments to nmeet with MArthur the next
day.

Wien | found his office in the Caravel Hotel, | was
shocked to see how well they were living. Each reporter
had his own suite and all of themwere stocked with food
and booze. MArthur was a nice guy, a real pro.

"Call me George," he started. "I try to get to know
all the unit PIOs because we call on you guys periodically
for support. You seemto know the ropes, with all the ink
you're getting in the Stars and Stripes. W never have any
calls fromyour unit, though. Why?"

"George, I'ma professional journalist just |like you.
| know a good story froma bad. | know you have a war to
cover and can't afford to send a reporter out to a unit
every time some PIO hollers. So, let's nake a deal. 1"l
only make a press call to AP when | have a real story. |

won't call you when we christen a new ness hall, or expand
our laundry capability. But when | call, | want an AP guy
on the ground ASAP. ['Ill fly a chopper into Saigon to pick
up your guy. | promse--only good stories."”

"You' ve got a deal, Funderburk. Just don't waste ny
time wwth the human interest crap. | need hard news to
ship back to the New York."

"l know what you need, and |I'll nmake sure you get it."

THE SAME DAY

As | left the AP office, | noticed CBS was on the next
floor up. So, | took the elevator and went up to their
office. |1 was introduced to Dan Bl oom CBS Bureau Chief, a
nice guy but all business. | proposed to himthe sane

concept | related to AP.

"If you can prom se nme that when | send a reporter and
canmera crew out, they'll have a news story, not sone soft
news, |I'll send themout."



"If I call you and tell you to get your crew to the

helipad, that will nmean | have a breaki ng news story--hard
news. |If you find out that's not the case, then | won't
expect to see you anynore. |'Il keep ny end of the bargain
if you wll do the sane."

"You' re on, Funder burk. How about a shot of vodka?"

Fromthat tinme on, CBS always sent out a canmera crew
when | made a press call.
| was able to convince ABC, NBC, and BBC to do the

sanme thing. Al | did was ask that they respect ne for
bei ng a professional and know ng a good story when | saw
one. It worked well. | never called the nmedia unless |

had a hard news story.

PAYDAY PARTY

| had a deep regret having sent twelve of ny best
reporters to the field, knowi ng the conditions they nust
live with to survive. C-Rations, nud, bugs, |eeches, no
running water. It really worked on ny m nd.

So | canme up with a novel idea. Each payday all the
field personnel would be recalled to the base canp for a
Payday Party. | told SFC Cruz to set it up

"W gonna' bring all those dirty, stinking guys back
here to our nice, clean office?"

"Wul d you rather go out in the field for this gig?"

"“I"mjust kidding, major. No of fense. What do you want
me to do?"

"W need good food--those guys have been eating C-
Rations for thirty days. Al so, we need booze. W al so need
sonme nusic and sone sort of entertainment. Any ideas?"

Cruz grinned. "Got a couple. | know we can get sone
steaks in Saigon. I'll call a buddy of mne who works at
the General O ficer's Mess in Saigon. He'll steal us sone
steaks. Booze? Well, I'll let Darnell take care of that.

Music? Stone will be in charge. As for entertai nnent, what
do you have in m nd?"
"Can't you get sonme skin flicks to show?"

"Sure, if you'll send nme to Hong Kong."
"Don't be a wise ass. Get sone skin flicks to show
t he boys when they get drunk. It'lIl do them good to see

what's waiting for them when they go on R&R "

SEPTEMBER 1°'- - FI RST PAYDAY PARTY



Darnel |l took Mdss, made hima colonel, and stole sone
of the General's booze for the payday party. Cruz went
into Saigon and cane back with a case of frozen 'T' Bone
steaks. Stone fetched sone potatoes fromthe ness hall and
borrowed one of their large charcoal grills, conplete with
charcoal and starter

The nmen began drifting in fromthe field. As they
entered the office, they were a little confused but very
shortly got the drift of what was cooking. Cruz sent them
all to the hooch to get a shower and clean civies if they
had any. Mbdst had stashed sone jeans and shirts to wear on
R&R.

Several soldiers fromsurrounding offices ventured in
to find out what the wonderful snell was, and they were
di spat ched qui ckly by our door guards.

Around dusk, nost of the nmen were either drunk or on
the way. Everyone relished the steaks and baked pot at oes
and the booze fl owed generously.

Then Cruz set up the 16 mm projector and began rolling
the filmof sone busty broads bouncing around a single,
nude guy who obviously was hung |ike a stud horse.

The nmen went crazy and | aughed until tears showed. It
made ne feel great to know | had set this whole gig up to
|l et the nmen escape the horrors of conbat, the threat of
death and the misery of the nmud and filth. | took in al
the smles and | aughter and it warnmed nme inside to know ny
men were happy and carefree, even if just for a day.

The party went on into the wee hours.

About 0300 hours, the MPs arrived.

"We got conpl aints about the noise, ngjor,"’
MP shout ed.

"Have a drink. Lighten up, Sarge. These guys have
been in conbat for a nmonth. How many conbat m ssions have
you been on here in base canmp?"

"We'll have to report this to the Oficer of the Day."

"So report. Just |eave us alone.”

The MPs left after it becane obvious their orders were
not going to be followed. | assunmed | would hear about it
t he next day. And, sure enough, Hunt wanted ne in his
office at 0700 hours.

one burly

NEXT HUNG OVER MORNI NC



"What kind of an exanple are you setting for your
men?" Hunt started. "Drunken Pl O people were staggering al
over the base canp |ast night--even this norning at
reveille this nmorning, | saw a coupl e puking on the parade
grounds. "

"They were just letting off sonme steam colonel. They
were out in the slime and crap for a nonth, eating C s
while you and | dined on trays at the officer's ness--and
had cocktails in the officer's ness while they grabbed an
occasional hot beer in the field. They also are sending in
sone fantastic photos that are appearing all over the world
in every newspaper. Those drunks are the nen who are

maki ng you a general, colonel. And getting the old man his
third star. Wthout them we all have no press--none!"”
"Well .well,"” stammered Hunt. "Maybe you could hold it

dowmn a little with your parties.”

"W are going to have one every payday, from now on.
So everyone should prepare to accept the Pl O boys doi ng
their thing once a nonth. | don't believe that is asking
too much, do you?"

"They don't have to be so obvious, do they?"

“I wll tone them down sone, just for you, colonel."
Knowi ng full well they would never be sedate and | woul dn't
really give a dam anyway.

So, it becanme a nonthly affair that everyone, field
men and garrison nen, |ooked forward to. | |ooked forward
to it as well because it neant nmy guys were getting at
| east one good neal a nonth and all the booze they could
hold. It neant a lot to ne and | know it neant a lot to
t hem

ANOTHER PAYDAY PARTY CAPER

Lobsters were on the nmenu this tinme. From whence cane
the spiny crustaceans | had not idea. But | found out
qui ckly.

Seens the MPs in Saigon found a vendor pushing a cart
full of live | obsters around one of the mlitary barracks.
Upon cl ose inspection, underneath the | obsters were
grenades--1ive grenades.

The MPs confiscated the contents of the cart and put
the lobsters in the General Oficer's nmess kitchen cool er.
How the | obsters made the 20 mles journey to ny office,
haven't a clue. But, | do know they were very tasty during
our Payday Party. And, everyone enjoyed the creatures
until the MPs showed up



"W understand you had | obsters for your party
tonight,"” said the huge MP, swinging his billy club back
and forth.

| couldn't avoid telling anything but the truth.

"Yes, we had sone |obsters. Cane fromone of our
bases on the river near Me To. They have sone great shrinp,
too."

"We think you got those |obsters from Sai gon. Stole
them fromthe General's ness."”

"Now, Sarge, nmmking accusations |like that will get you
no where quick. What evidence do you have? You mnmust have
sone evidence to prove your assertion.”

"We checked your garbage. Found | obster claws and
tails.”

"Were they marked ' General O ficer's Mess' claws and
tails?"

The Sergeant was turning red.

"No, but they were definitely |obsters."”

"Until you can identify themas the sanme | obsters
taken, as you claim fromthe General Oficer's Mess in
Saigon, | would appreciate it if you would exit the
prem ses and not bother us anynore. Come back with
evi dence that you can prove these are the sane | obsters,
and I will confront whonever is to blanme. Thanks and good
eveni ng. "

The MPs | eft, obviously annoyed but never returned.

My guys couldn't stop |aughing after the left.

“Maj or, you sure throw one hell-of-a-party when you
throw one. Lobsters, booze--nman if the poor slobs out
there in the bush knew what we were doing, they'd riot and
stormthe place," Darnell said.

"Don't forget that's the guys you work for. It's
their story you' ve got to tell. The story about young nen
comng over to this hell hole and putting their lives on
the line for Freedom | think that's what we are fighting
for, but I"'mnot sure all the tine. | just don't want you
men to forget why you' re here and the inportance of what
you are doing. W owe it to themto do our dead |eve
best. To tell Anerica how good they are and what heroes
they are and how they slop through the nud and sline and
never conplain. That's why | bring you nen in every payday
to remnd you of your inportance. Yes, we eat well and
drink too nmuch, but we are brothers. W are one and we
alone will make the difference in those guy's lives. Sorry
about the speech, but | get real enotional thinking about
those nen out there while we sit eating | obsters stol en
fromthe friggin' MPs. Wat a dichotony--|obsters and C s."



HUGE WEAPONS CACHE

Hunt calls nme into his office.

"The old man's had it with the national nedia. He
want's sone action on the honme front. He's waiting in his
office to talk to you. You' d better have a good answer."

Not knowi ng what my good answer m ght entail, |
entered the general's chanbers and reported to himwth a
crisp salute that he failed to answer, just waved nme to a
chair.

"I"'msick and tired of getting these dam letters from
my wife." Sewell tosseda packet of letters bound with
rubber bands at Funder burk, who dodges them and they spil
on the floor and scatter. Funderburk nakes a nove to pick
t hem up.

"Leave the damm things alone. God dammit | want to see
the O d Reliable patch on national television. MW wfe
keeps sending ne letters wondering if we are still in
country. She never sees the patch cone across the screen.
|"msatisfied you' re getting press coverage in the Stars
and Stripes, but damm it, the Stars and Stripes isn't
circulated in Fairfax, Virginia, where ny wife |ives. Now,
son, get out there and do sonmething to get this unit in the
news. "

Shaken, | agreed to respond, saluted and left, not
really knowi ng what | could do to make this mracl e happen
Back at the office, | gathered the office staff.

"Gents, | just got ny ass chewed by the CG He wants
sonme national news coverage. Has anyone got any idea what
we m ght have in the way of news that could be interpreted
to be national in scope? |Is there anything happeni ng?”

Moss speaks up. "The second of the forty-seventh found
a huge weapons cache yesterday."

"What ' s huge?"

"Over five hundred weapons. Sone even artillery pieces
| eft over fromthe French.™

| sucked in a |large chest full of air and shout ed.
"THAT" S I T!"

Cruz quickly asked, "What's it?"

"The | argest weapons cache of the war. Quick, Cruz,
get the MACV PIO on the horn. | need to spread the news."

"Whoa, wait a minute," said Captain Reysen. "How do
you know it was the | argest weapons cache of the war?"

"Do you know of a larger one?" | asked.

Si | ence.



"See, you don't, nor does anyone el se, probably. So
who is going to shoot down our clain?”

Cruz notions for nme to take the phone. | was talking
to Col onel Jam son at MACV Public Information.

"Col onel, we just found the | argest weapons cache of
the war."

"How do you know that?" he repli ed.

"Over five hundred weapons, including old French
artillery pieces. Mny are still wapped in protective
grease, never been fired."

"l said, how do you know it's the | argest weapons
cache of the war?"

"Do you know of one |arger?"

Long pause on the phone. "Actually, no."
"Then why are you doubting ny word. Let's put the word
out to the media and I'll bring sone of the weapons to

Sai gon tonorrow for the press to see at the 5" ocl ock
follies.”

"You get the weapons here, I'Il notify the nedia."

"Thanks, colonel. W'I|l be there with bells on."

| notioned to Cruz. "Get nme Col onel Tower, conmander
of the unit, on the phone."

Reysen was still shaking his head in disbelief. "I've
heard of nmanagi ng the news before, but this takes the cake.
You're making all of this up."”

"Reysen, if you can nane ne a weapons cache | arger--
even | arger by one weapon--1 will imediately back off.
Until that happens, we have the |argest weapons cache of
the war and you' d better get on board and start planning a
trip dowmn to the unit first thing in the norning, conplete
with at |east two photographers. | want one shooting the
weapons, anot her shooting those guys who found them
Under st ood?"

Reysen shrugged and sat down behind his desk.

Cruz notioned for ne to take the phone. "Col onel
Tower," Cruz whi spered.

"Col onel Tower, congratulations. Your unit has found
t he | argest weapons cache of the war."

"How do you know that,"” Tower responded.

"Just take nmy word. Pl ease have your guys line the
weapons up in neat rows, by type of weapon, because | wl|
have ny phot ographers there first thing in the norning to
shoot sone photos. | want those soldiers who found them
avai lable to be interviewed. Also, when we get through
wi th the photography and interviews, | would like to take
one or two of each kind of weapon with nme to Saigon to show
the nedia at the 5 Oclock follies. Then the next day,



"1l bring themout to see the whol e bunch. How s that
sound. "
"Sounds |ike you're making a nmountain out of a nole

hill, Funderburk. W just were doing our duty and not
| ooking for glory."

"Col onel Tower, you lead the battalion, I'll do the
public rel ations, okay?"

"Ckay, we'll be |ooking for your guys in the norning."

5 O CLOCK FOLLI ES

| stood on the stage in front of over 300 nenbers of
the press corps in Saigon at the daily press briefing the
nmedi a naned the "5 Oclock Follies.” The nane cane from
sonme of the ridiculous clains nmade by the senior officers
briefing the medi a--nost of whom had al ready been to the
scene of action and knew the real story that was being
bl own conpl etely out of proportion.

"The 9'" Infantry Division has found the |argest
weapons cache of the war. Several of those weapons are in
the foyer for you to | ook at and | have photos of the
entire batch to pass out. At 1000 hours tonorrow, we wll
have a | arge chopper at the helipad to take canmera crews to
the unit to shoot the entire batch of weapons. Do | have
any questions?"

A dozen hands shot up. | recognized one man from BBC.

"Just who is able to substantiate your claimfor the
| ar gest weapons cache of the war, sir?"

"Good question. |If anyone here can tell ne of a
weapons cache that exceeded over five hundred individual
weapons, including some French artillery pieces, please
rai se your hand and be recogni zed."

| purposely paused for a long time, scanning the
audi ence. No hands.

"The helicopter will depart for the field at exactly
1000 hours tonorrow. Thank you, and the weapons and photos
are waiting outside for your inspection.”

TWO WNEKS LATER



Hunt calls ne in the office. "Wat mracles did you
create to have the Pentagon calling the old man?"

"I don't understand," | answered.

"The friggin phone's been ringing off the wall from
t he Pentagon. Even the Chief of Staff of the friggin Arny
call the old man this norning congratulating himon the
| ar gest weapons cache of the war. Wat's going on?"

"Believe your press reports. W found, well the second
of the forty seventh found, the |argest weapons cache of
the war two weeks ago. Al | did was get the nedia
involved in covering the story."

"Who said it was the | argest?"

"I did."

"No one refuted your clain®"
"Nope. "

"And the press went for it?"
"Yep."

"General Ewell wants you in his office, now™

| wal ked in and found three others in the office. Two
colonels and a captain from Personnel .

“Maj or, you have done sonet hi ng above and beyond the
call of duty. Your quick reaction to ny demand for
publicity has resulted in every major conmander in the Arny
calling nme to congratulate ne for sonething I didn't even
know we did. | don't know how you do it, but I can't knock
success. It is ny please to award you the Arny
Commendat i on Medal for this outstanding job"

The young captain opened a box and handed the
medal to the general who pinned it on ny fatigue jacket.

"Qut standing work, Major. You are certainly
l[iving up to your reputation for creative PlO work. Keep up
t he good job!"

So, | got a nedal for meking up a story that everyone-
-including the Arny brass--accepted w thout even
challenging the claim Actually, it turned out to be the
| ar gest weapons cache of the war. Man, | love this PR work.

ESCORT SERVI CE

For some reason, and | have finally realized it was ny
ability to el aborate nore than others, the CG chose ne to
escort all the VIPs that visited the 9'" Division.

One day he called ne in to announce there were four
Air Force colonels waiting to be shown the results of their



bonmbi ng m ssion the day before. It was called an "Arc
Lite", a code word for a massive B-52 strike that dropped
hundreds of 500 pound bonbs on a single target.

Practically nothing survived an Arc Lite; humans, aninmals,
trees--nothing. The expl osive power was enornous and earth
shaki ng.

The general told ne to take himhelicopter and to show
the Air Force officers what they had acconplished for us
with their bonb strike.

| gathered up four flack vests and four helnets and
wal ked out of the headquarters to greet the four col onels.

"Ch, we don't need those things," one said, poo pooing
the idea of wearing protective gear.

"After what we did yesterday, there won't be any
living thing out there to harmus. Save your gear for
soneone who needs it."

| threw the four sets in the chopper and we took off.

As we circled the scene, bel ow were hundreds of bonb
craters, |like soneone had spread Swi ss cheese on the ground
below it was so full of holes. Trees were shredded to the
stunp, vegetation was m ssing. Just row after row of fresh
dirt piled up around deep holes in the ground.

As we touched down, the Air Force officers junped out
and ran to the nearest bonb crater and |eaped in. Like
kids playing in a sand pile, they |laughed and tossed dirt
cl ods at each ot her.

Suddenly, shots rang out. Then a nachi ne gun opened
up. The VC were firing at the helicopter and the nen in the
depr essi on.

Pani ¢ spread quickly. The four crawl ed out of the
hol e on hands and knees and noved to the helicopter and
pul l ed thensel ves in and hugged the floor. Meanwhile,
bull ets were sl apping the ground around the chopper and a
coupl e whi zzed through the open door.

"For God's sake, man, get us out of here," shouted one
of the Air Force officers as he donned the flack vest on
backwards and popped a helnmet on his head. "Get us out!
NOW "

Wen we | anded at the headquarters and the CG wal ked
out to greet us, the four hopped out and shook his hand.
One of themturned and pointed at ne. "He al nbst got us
killed," he said.

Later, the CGtold me they were very appreciative of
the trip to the conbat zone, but were going to remain at
35,000 feet for the rest of the war.

FEMALE ESCORT DUTY



The CG called me and asked that | nmeet himand the
senior WAC in his office. | hurried over to be introduced
to a femal e Brigadier CGeneral in charge of the Wnen's Arny
Corp. She was over in Vietnamto see the war and wanted to
be shown conbat. She was very excited.

She al so was dressed all wong. Wth high heels and
seersucker skirt and bl ouse, she wasn't dressed to go into
the field.

"Get her sone fatigues and boots while we chat,”
directed the general.

After | asked what sizes she wore, | called down to
the office and told Cruz to fetch sonme cl ot hes.

"I gotta' get duds for a wonman?" Cruz conpl ai ned.

"Cruz, just do it, okay?"

Begrudgi ngly, Cruz went to supply and brought back the
right sized uniformand boots for the |ady general. | took
theminto the CGs office, was thanked and went back out to
round up the general's helicopter while the fenmal e general
changed clothes. It wasn't long until she appeared, al
conbat ready, conplete with a web belt and a .45 cali ber
pi stol on her hip.

“If the girls could see ne now," she | aughed as we got
aboard the helicopter.

| told the chopper pilot to take us down the river to
Dong Tam one of our forward base canps where | was sure
she m ght enjoy touring the area.

On the way, she got on the m ke and told nme what she
really wanted to do. "I want to see conbat. | want to see
gunfire and VC and all hell breaking loose. | didn't cone
four thousand mles to have a friggin tour of the canp
sites. | want action."

To satisfy ny femal e charge, | got on the radio and
cal |l ed our division operations center and asked where we
m ght have some eneny contact. They told ne and |
instructed the pilot to fly to that |ocation

"W are going to join a battalion in contact with the
eneny. They are defending a small base in the reeds. The
reeds are terrible, tall, hard to nove through them but
the VC use the tall reeds to get close to our nen.”

As we touched down, the femal e general hopped out and
ran to the sandbagged berm and pl opped down next to a
soldier firing his I-16. Before | could run to catch up
wi th her, she had grabbed the NM-16 fromthe trooper and was
firing out into the reeds |like crazy. She ran out of amm
and demanded the sol dier give her another clip. He
responded and she kept firing.



Eneny rounds were flying all around, sone striking the
sandbags where she lay. Wthout hesitation, | ran up to
t he general, grabbed the M- 16 out of her hands, pulled her
up on her feet and pulled her back toward the chopper.

"Take you hands off me, soldier!"” she shout ed.

"You're going back to the base canp, general. | can't
afford to have a femal e general killed while |I'm escorting
here around the AO "

"Stop jerking ne, okay. I wll go quietly."

Wen we arrived back at base canp, the commandi ng
general had already heard of the incident and nmet us at the
hel i pad.

"Understand you got in a little conbat,” he smrked.

"Yes, now can | have a Cl B?" she responded.

"Not quite. You have to serve in a battalion or |ower
for six nonths of conbat to be awarded the CIB."

"Damm, that's why | wanted to see action. To wear a
CI B so show those grunts in the Pentagon | was in conbat."

“I"l'l give you a Bronze Star if that will make you
happy. "

"Oh, ny, would you?"

"Step into nmy office, mam I1t'l|l be ny pleasure.

have a drawer full of Bronze Stars we give all the tine."

"Can you have a photographer cover the awardi ng?"

The CG | ooked at ne. | nodded and left to grab a
phot ographer fromthe office.

So, it wasn't long before we received a nice letter
fromthe Pentagon. Enclosed was a photograph of the fenale
general standing next to General Wstnorel and, sporting her
shiny new Bronze Star awarded for valor in conbat.







