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WITH THE APC TANK COMPANY

Having terminated the "Rice Robbery" Operation, A-Company began
to leave the hamlet and go back toward the bivouac site of the previous
night. Over the heads of the American soldiers walking leisurely in a
stream along the road through the hamlet, tin-plate placards were seen,
some hung up horizontally across the road, and some nailed on tree trunks.

"Heroes of Vietnam challenge American invaders to a decisive battle
manifesting the might of our long tradition. We are convinced of our Vic-tory."

"Nothing is more precious than Freedom and Independence. We will
never live a.~slaves of foreign powers."

"Young men!Join the Liberation Army. Let us point our guns at Ameri-can Imperialists!"

On the same day, A-Company was ordered to return to the front line
outpost "Liz", and the soldiers waited for helicopters at the bivouac site.
It was a place not far away from the seashore, and commanded a wide view,
only with bushes here and there on sandy ground. B-Company appeared
to have encountered the NFL in the village they had attacked, and sounds
of fierce fighting were heard all through the day to the evening.

Suddenly, a gun was fired at the back of the soldiers of A-Company
gathered together waiting for helicopters. An attack of a sniper from
behind a tree in the hamlet. Immediately, a showet.of bullets was discharged
in that direction. The moment the attack ccased, there was another
shot. Once again, a counter-attack with a downpour of bullets and hand
grenades shook the air. Before long, about a dozen helicoptet's arrived, and
carried us away from the bivouac site with the soldiers of the Company.

On that day, the APC tank company of the same battalion lost one
tank, hit by rockets of NFL. Three American soldiers were killed and
wounded. We were told that four NFL soldiers were also killed in the
fighting. We chose this tank company for our next troop to follow, and
returned to Camp Duc-Pho for the night.

The next morning, we were again on a helicopter to fly to "Liz", and
around 8:00 a.m. started on the march with the company consisting of
five APC tanks. We were given our place in a tank in which Lieutenant-
Colonel G., commander of this tank company, was also in charge of a machine-
gun. Each tank carried five or six infantrymen, in addition to the regularcrew consisting of the driver, gunners etc.

The five APC tanks slowly went down the steep slope of the hill topped
with the base. The caterpillars transmitted unreduced the ups and downs
of the ground, and the tank rolled and pitched more violently than a ship
out on a stormy sea. Containers of drinking water and various other articles
in the vehicle rattled down over us. From time to time, we were thrown
on or under other co-passengers in the tank. The inside was unbearably
hot. They opened the flap on the top, to put their heads out, or to sit on
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U. S. bombardment has left huge craters, reminding one or the damage done. (In Quang-ngai)

the edge of the hatch.
At the foot of the hill spread fields of sugar-cane, sesame, tapioca and other

crops, with huge craters dug here and there by bombing and bombardment.
The tanks made their way as they chose, without paying a particle of at-
tention to the crops in the fields. Needless to say, the ten wide caterpillars
left in their wake all the crops miserably torn and crushed.

There was a farmhouse. The tanks passed through the field in front of
the house at a distance of about 20 yards. An old man in black clothes, and
a boy of ten years or so, stood looking on astounded. Two or three American
soldiers sitting on the tank waved at the boy. But the expression on the boy's
face was not changed at all. In the case of children in Saigon and in the vicini-
ty of large bases, however, they would at once run up to the American
soldiers, shouting "0. K.", or "Number One!", begging things from them
as did the poor children in Japanese cities shortly after the surrender. At
an American base in Binh-Dinh Province, I saw soldiers throwing canned
foods and candies to the crowds of children they had called to come on the
other side of the wire-net partition. They were amusing themselves by in-
tentionally throwing the canned foods and candies as far away as possible to
Sl'e the children run after them like dogs to get them first.

If, in slums of the United States, a Vietnamese should do a similar thing,
scattering dimes to children, how would these soldiers feel about it? A
.Japanese cameraman, who is a personal friend of mine, saw an American
~oldier open a can of food and show the contents to children. When the
children begged for it he emptied the can into the ditch, before the longing
('Y('Mof these children. Wherever American soldiers arrive, children are
dc!(rad\'d to beggars. In this village, children had not yet been turned
ililn )u-KKars, so they did not run up to the Americans.

'I'h\' h\'rd of cows being driven by a boy ran away in all directions, fright-
('lIrd by the tanks, In the meantime, the tanks headed toward a paddy
li,'hl 1'I'!(iOIl,
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"Do not enter my field."

these laughs and smiles have all sorts of meanings. But, the expression of
anger is the same, and means the same thing, regardless of race and stock.
The expression of anger can communicate its meaning directly to all different
peoples on the earth. Without a word, he glared at the foreigners' tanks
that broke through levees and packed hard the ground they had just finished
plowing. His face testified that all U. S. "Pacification Programs" would
be utterly futile.

The tank company advanced another three hundred feet, and approached
a stream about 16 feet wide. A woman in black clothes, who was also plow-

ing with an ox, rushed up at full speed to the foremost tank. As there
was another tank between that tank and ours, I could not catch the words
she was shouting, but only saw her shaking her fists at the American soldiers
on the tank, her whole frame trembling with rage. She must have been
telling them to go away. This tank company had no interpreter. That
means that, right from the beginning, they did not care to listen to what
the peasants had to say.

Two American soldiers descended from the first tank to examine the wading

point with mine detectors. In the meantime, three soldiers went over to
the three or four farmhouses on the other side of the stream, for investigation.

They came back after a while, bringing two transistor radio sets. They
had plundered them. "Booty", they said, and explained to us, "We should
take these things away from them. For they listen to broadcasts from Hanoi
and the Viet-Cong." Both of the radio sets were "Made in Japan". If this
be a plausible reason to plunder radio sets, all Vietnamese homes in Saigon
are in danger of being plundered.

"Anyway, American soldiers are still not too bad, one has to say," obser-
ved the Vietnamese cameraman by the name of W., who had been with the

army six years already. "As for soldiers of the Government troops, they
pocket most of the things they plundered in that way. But American soldiers
generally hand them over to the Vietnamese Government."

Nevertheless, there is no guarantee as to how the Government officials
will deal with them.

The work of detecting mines was over, and the tank company crossed the
stream. Three children were standing side by side on a levee, watching
the tanks moving away. They were the children who had seen the radio
sets plundered from their own houses. Strangely enough, the soldiers who
had robbed the family of the radio sets waved their hands to these children.
Were they fools, or were they too naive? If not, their attitude showed that
in the eyes of these Americans, Vietnamese people did not count as
human beings. Naturally, the children stood looking at them coldly,
without making the slightest move to respond.

The tank company once again entered an area of vegetable fields. Pea-
IIlItM,sweet potatoes, red beans, water melons-the tanks crushed all these,
IIIHIiJlC'rcased their speed. After a while, we came out on a vast plain covered
wit h 11I",~esections of rice-paddies. Golden waves of ripe rice rolled over
HI"" of', he paddies; and here and there, peasants were already reaping their
hlll'vnt.

v ANGER OF PEASANTS
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The tank company left the vegetable fields and marched into a rice paddy
region. In this area two crops a year can be raised and it was the busiest
season for the peasants, reaping the first crop while planting the second.
About 50 yards away from the tanks advancing through rice paddies, which
had just been plowed, five women were planting rice. They were working
in a row facing this way; but they never lifted their faces, looking as if they
had not noticed the tanks that passed right in front of them. They intently
bent over their work, pushing young rice plants into mud under the water.
It was not that they did not notice the tanks, of course. They knew too
well that it was safest to pretend not to see anything. Sorrow and angermust have been seething in their hearts.

The tanks broke through a levee and entered a rice-paddy which was
being plowed. A man and his wife, aged around 50, were working with
a plow drawn by an ox. They, too, pretended not to see anything at all.
But they were obliged to stop working, as the tank~ cut across their way at
a distance of only 15-20 feet. The man lighted his pipe while waiting. He
took a puff, and then, turned his face to us. The face I saw! I thought:
I have never seen eyes burning with rage so furious as this. There are endless
varieties in the expressions of men's faces when they laugh or smile; and
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