WALLACE TERRY

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

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

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

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

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

*What would happen to my wife and kids,™ John says to me. “It
wiruld be Bloody stupid.”



MISSING PABES

For both of us, Victnam is making less sense each day.

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

May 4.

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

May 5,4 am.

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

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

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

He insits.

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

“Sare, sure,” he says,
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