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••• 
In the early morning hours of January Jl, 1968, 
people in urban areas throughout southern Viet 
Nam were awakened by the beginning o~ the noW­
famous Tet offensive. It was the first time in 
the war that there had been any such sustained 
fighting in the urban areas. And as the Ben 
Tre solution--of destroying places and people 
to "deny• them to the liberation forces--was 
applied throughout the south, urban residents 
saw for themselves a face of the war that they 
had only heard of second-hand before then. 

Many townspeople took part in the first wave of 
the offensive. In the provincial capital of 
Tra Vinh in the Mekong delta, for example, 
there was one squad made up of students from 
the local Sai-gon government high school, led 
by one of their teachers. Others decided to 
join the liberation forces during the course of 
the offensive. 

It is all too easy to imagine the motivations 
of those who joined the offensive in the tidy 
categories of political commentary. But real 
people and actual situations do not come in 
such n~at packages. This story--translated 
from SAI-GON TA D6t, a collection of stories 
and sketches by Tran Hieu Minh published in 
1971 by the NFL's Liberation Publishing House 
--tries to catch some of the complexity, the 
fuzziness, of how one young man joined, and 
some of the things he began to learn from his 
new comrades. 

In the new wave of offensives up and down 
southern Viet Nam this year 9 more Vietnamese 
of all ages•have found themselves, caught up in 
equally unexpected situations and making 
similarly unanticipated decisions. Because 
they are real people and real situations, 
obviously they are not just like this story. 
But Trin Hieu Minh helps put a bit of flefrh on 
the dry bones offered by news reporters and 
political commentator~. 
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Dedicated to uni~ X, which in every 
wave since the Tet Mau-than (1968) 
offensive began has tAen in S~i-gon 
striking deep and staying inside the 
city many days each time . 

• 1 
My :family had already moved. In the empty house, I 

suddenly :felt apprehensive. I wanted to run a:fter them, 
but I still didn't feel like sitting up. I lay on my back 
in bed with my legs dangling down to the floor. A:fter a 
while I stood up, went over to the window, and looked out 
at the blocks ~:f houses along the big street, half afraid, 
half angry. I thought back over the way my mother had 
acted, what she had said not l.ong ago when she was trying 
to convince me to go. I remembered the answer I had given 
everyone. "Anybody that wants to go, go on. I' in staying 
here." 

I remembered how restless the little kids had been, 
happy like they were going out to play instead o:f fleeing 
:from the enemy. I remembered how calm my big sister Hai 
had been, like when she tol.d everyone, "OK. If you want 
to go, go. I:f you want to stay, stay." 

I remembered what my :father had said. "I:f you stay 
here, seeing that head of hair will be enough to make them 
toss a grenade in on you.• 

Dad wasn't threatening me, but he wasn't just 
acolding me either. It was al.ways that way; Dad tl:.ought 
I was so s.poiled that it was impossible to teach me 
anything, so even though he wasn't trying to scoid me or 
threaten me, he was always jumping on me like that. 
Obviousl.y I was "spoiled" like that because o:f the 
society around me, but it was partly because o:f my father9 
too. In this Sai-gon s-ociety, what good did it do to 
s-tudy hard? What good was it being good-natured and well­
behaved? So :far I'd never actually stolen anything or 
swindled anybody, but I was de:finitely not good-natured or 
well-behaved. I kept on going to school--sometimes 
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passing, sometimes flunking--but old as I was-, I still 
hadn 1 t got my Bae II certificate . 1 And I was so slow that 
even if I took the test again thi~ year I still wasn't 
Sllre of passing~ 

Because what good did it do to pass? Take my sister, 
Hai. She studied a lot harder than I did, she was much 
better behaved, and not only did she have her Bae II, she 
had even passed all her exams in the Faculty of Letters. 
But still the only kind of job she could find was as a 
s~cretary at that USAil) office. Lately Dad had run back 
and forth taking her to work at the ''Viet Nam Paper Mill", 
but wasn 1 t the "Viet Nam Paper Mill" as 

0

much an American 
buS:i.ness as USAID?

0 

Didn't it do its bu~iness in American 
money, even though it hired mostly Vietnamese? 

And if' I studied hard enough to pass, what would I do 
after I finished? I could join the army, or teach, or 
work for the Ministry of Health like my father did now, 
every day bending over his bicycle four times, morning and 
afternoon, from home to the office, from the office back 
home. T{le whole family saved up to join a hui, 2 and 
eventually were able to buy a Velo-solexJ for-Hai. Sis 
was a woman already, and we didn't want her to seem 
"wilted.". St ill, if they had given the bike to me, I 1 d 
have turned it back over to Dad. I'd rather just pretend 
to relax wandering around the streets-, unless I got a 
chance to ride around with my friends on somebody's 
Japanese motorcycle. 

1 Hac 1r (Baccalaureate II): a certificate indicating a person has 
passed the comprehensive examination at the end of high school-­
thus, the equivalent or a high school diploma, 

2Hui: a sort of rotating credit association, Any number of people 
~orm a group and contribute a set amount of money to a pool every 
month. Each month a different member of the group is chosen by 
lot to reoeive the money for that month, minus a percentage of 
"interest• divided equally among the members who have not yet 
taken the pooled money. A person who does not need money in a 
part~cular month need not take part in drawing the lots if there 
are others who want the money and have not yet had their turn, 
The average interest is relatively low, but those who take the 
money earliest--in other words, those who need it most--pay 
relatively high interes-t, while those who can afford to wait until 
the last few drawings actually earn interest. 

3velo-solex: a French rim-drive motorized bicycle, 

r 
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So obvious1y I was a spoiled kid. I lay around the 

house until I got tired of it, then went to s.chool. When 
I was tired of school, I cut class and wandered around the 
a~reets. When I got tired of that, I went back home to 
~leep ... Generally I lived the way I wanted to--or at 
least I didn't live the way my folks wanted me to. As far 
as Mom goes, I sometimes-. felt sorry for her and wanted to 
give in to her--eat and go to bed on time, study 
regularly, But I never felt like that for long--no more 
than three days, five days at a time, and then back to my 
old habits. 

As for Dad, it wasn't that I didn't like him. I knew 
I made him sad, but even when I felt sorry for him I did 
jus,t the opposite of what he wanted... Sometimes it was 
just because of him that I went a little far out. Like 
letting my hair grow out. At first I felt all right about 
it, but I didn't like it all that much. And then one time 
when I was too lazy to go to the barber, Dad saw my hair 
and called out, "Letting your hair grow out the way those 
hoods do, huh?" 

So since then I'd worn my hair long. 

It was the same way with the clothes I wore--my 
maroon jeans and dark gray 11Montagut • shirt. I knew they 
really knocked Dad I s eyes out, so I wore them more and 
more. I didn't do it because I didn't like Dad, or 
because I wanted to make him sad. It was really that I 
wanted to do the opposite of what people around us said 
was right, was good, and the representative of the 
"establishment II in my family was Dad. 

And then these last few days the guns had started 
firing again, and especially since yesterday evening 
everybody had been getting more and more agitated because 
th~y heard the fig~tin~ coming in ag~in tow~rd Phu-lam and 

.Phu-dinh. The "Viet cong II had come in at Tet, and then at 
the flrst of this month had mounted a second offensive, 

,with fierce fighting right in finh Phung Street near here. 
':!'he people talked a lot about them. 1 didn't think of 
~hem as cruel and wicked--quite the opposite--but the idea 
a:,f following them had never occurred to me, How on earth 
a,ou1d I follow them? I couldn't even manage my father's• 
k:ind of common, every-day city life, so how could I 
p,oasably keep up with the exceptional way they lived? Not 
t,o mention my own life-style that, much as he loved me, 
a:lways singed Dad I s ears and knocked his eyes out, and 
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made him jump on me every time he opened his mouth. So 
how could they possibly put up with me? It was bound to 
be just like Dad had said. All they'd need would be to 
s~e my head of hair, and they'd dedicate a grenade to 
kicking me out along with the rest of the Americans' 
"free world". 

So if it had been just Mom's coaxing, then probably 
I'd have gone along with my family to stay at my aunt's 
house in Ward III, near the "Commoners Hospital", even 
though I hadn't liked the idea of crowding in and impos~ng 
on them like that in the first place ... But this time 
besides Mom coaxing me, there had been Dad pushing me and 
jumping on me. And there were the little kids happy and 
chattering as if they were going to the Cape ,4 and Hai 
obediently getting everything packed and saying if you 
want to come come, if you want to stay, stay. All that 
made me mad, nearly furious,, the way I was furious at the 
kind of life people around us were living. ao I answered 
everyone, "Whoever wants to go, go. I'm staying here." 

So while everyone was bus-tling around getting things­
straightened up and ready to go, I came upstairs here, 
took off my pants, threw them on the bed post, and lay 
down on my back with my feet dangling down to the floor ... 
But now that everybody was gone, I suddenly felt 
apprehensive. Well, if they come in here, what then? Out 
in the streets, in this neighborhood some of the families 
had moved away, but most of them were staying on. You 
could hear shooting up at the end of Hau-giang Street. If 
they came straight here they'd make it

0

tonight. But were 
they headed this way? 

Maybe they'd turn off in the direction of C~u-tre and 
Blnh-thai, to go towards Minh Phung, into Tr~ Quoc Tow 
Street like before. Or maybe they'd turn down toward 
Rach-cat, Blnh-tien ... like they had at Tet. I was hoping 
t~ey wouldn't come through here. Besides, the place was 
crawling with our troops, and they'd have to cross Hau­
giang Street to get here, so they'd also have to pass the 
Phu-dinh crossroads and the R~-no and Phu-lam bridges ..• 
On the other hand, this time they were fighting everr"here: 
from Ba-chieu and Gia-dinh to the Dai-d;ng and Cao-dong­
hung theaters, and in Wards I and Ii they had given the 
order to evacuate ... S:O where could you go to get away 
from it? 
4The Cape: Vung Tau, called Cap St Jacque~ by the French, on the 

coae~ east 0£ Sai-gon. 
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I was standing, gazing out the window at the b1ocks 

of houses beside the big street, calculating, hoping, 
thinking 1ike this. To be honest about it, I was 
repeating to mys-elf the things I'd heard peop1e s~ying to 
each other the past few days, to overcome the fear and 
anxiety in my heart. But this reasoning, that argument .. . 
they sti11 didn't help me throw off my fear, my anxiety .. . 
I cou1dn't go a1ong with my family, because that would 
have meant giving in to my father, Hai, and a11 the 1itt1e 
kids~ I wondered if I should go out with my friends. But 
deep down I realized that if I had evacuated along with my 
family that would have been the right thing, the good 
thing to do. I couldn't make this right, good decis~on, 
even though staying behind 1ike this I didn't know what 
might happen to me. 

To get rid of these nagging thoughts I c~ne back in 
away from the window and went downs-tairs: to look for 
snmething to eat, because in the afternoon when the who1e 
fami1y was eating in a hurry so they cou1d 1eave, I hadn't 
got back yet. When I got back, and everyone was packing, 
Mom called me to come down and eat, but I didn't. So now 
I'd go look for something to eat first, and then I'd 
decide what to do--whether to go out with my friend~, or 
whether to go back upstairs and sleep ... 

But when I finished eating, I suddenly remembered 
that it was past curfew time already. Most days we 
thought it was nonsense to pay any attention to the 
curfew. Except for a few big street~, we could get around 
with no troub1e at a11, especially inside our 
neighborhoods. But today the guns were blasting away. In 
my pocket I had the draft exemption papers that were good 
unti1 September so I cou1d finish the Bae II exams--papers 
Dad had chased around after for a year. But in these 
c-ircumstances-, once I was out, if some bunch of soldiers 
grabbed me they wou1dn 1 t pay any attention to whether I 
had my papers. So I didn't have much choice but to close 
the doors and shutters, go back upstairs·, 1ie down, c1ose 
my eyes and try to s1eep. 

I kept tossing and turning, but finally I fe11 as1eep 
for I don't know how 1ong, unti1 I woke up with a s-tart 
and rea1ized what had happened. They had come--the Viet 
congt ... There wa~ the sound of guns going off, of dogs 
barking--everything was in an uproar. Machine guns were 
firing insane1y out in the big street. The troops on our 
side had a11 pulled out to there. But from their side, 
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the Vietcong side, you could only hear them firing from 
maybe t:he ~ay-go bridge. But inside the different 
neighborhoods, judging from the barking dogs, they we~e 
spreading out all around. They had come in fas~er than I 
could have imagined. 

I got up, stepped out from under the mosquito net and 
tried to make out my watch in the glow of the night light. 
Past four-th~rty. They must be making camp. Foot~teps 
coming, a knock at some door echoing everywhere. A cheer, 
people calling out slogans.--the people welcoming them. A 
shout echoing, a cry, a chase--they caught someone! ... 

I listened carefully. Footsteps, knocks at doors 
again and again from all four sides- of my house. 
Eventually they'd get here. What should I do now?... But 
I didn't have time to be afraid any more. My mind was• 
suddenly blank as- if I'd forgotten how to think because I 
heard echoing up from downstairs the sound I lclop t klop t ... 

And then, "Open upt Open upt" 

I rushed over to the wardrobe at the head of the bed. 
I opened the door, climbed in, closed it again, and locked 
it from the inside. This was. where I had hidden from the 
draft squads for more than a year, while Dad was still 
trying to get the exemption papers for me. 

After they called once at the door and didn't get any 
answer, they left. But right away another group cazne. 
More knocks~ more calling, then a loud clatter at the 
door, footsteps entering the house, and the sound of 
furniture being pushed around. They'd come into my houfre. 
A shouted ques~ion, an answer, laughing and joking 
ilogether ... My heart began to beat harder still, because 
along with all those sounds down below, I could hear the 
footsteps of someone beginning to come up the stairs, ... 
walking around on the floor. And then a voice. 

"Hey, go over to the window. Check out those tall 
buildingst" 

They'd come up. Two people. The one who'd just 
spoken moved over towards my bed, and around the wardrobe 
where I was hiding. The one over at the window turned 
back. They were talking together. 

"From here you can get a good look at the tops of 

I 

r 
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those houses facing the street.• 

"We'll have to check everything out carefully." 

•There's nothing around here. Just the two guns 
they're firing up there at the end of the street.~.• 

So it was light already, they could keep a good 
lookout from here, and today they'd stay here ... Before 
I'd had a chance to worry any more about my fate here in 
the wardrobe, I heard more footsteps on the stairs., and a 
question echoing up from the foot of the stairs. 

"Anything up there?" 

The one near me answered, "Nothing to report." 

The one by the window went on, "The whole family must 
have evacuated." 

The person who'd just come up walked to the middle of 
the room. "Looks like a government worker's house." 

•~ea, but just an ordinary one." It was the person 
near me. He'd stepped over by my desk, and I heard him 
shout, ''Would you look at that t... Look at that hairt 11 

I remembered the photo of me under the glass on the 
desk. The person by the window added, "A cowboyt"5 

•Music, schoolbooks, newspapers, novels ... " 

That was the one by my desk again. The person who'd 
just come up had also gone-over there, and must have been 
looking through my school books when he put in, •one of 
their students." And then, "Mus.t be one of the children 
in the ·family. He's studying, but maybe his father's in 
the police, or a s-ecret agent, or ... 11 He stood up, then 
went on, "You tw·o search the place again carefully, then 
one of you stay up here and keep a lookout at the window 
there. One of you come down to eat and get some rest. 
They 1 11 probably come hunting for us today ..• " 

As soon as he'd finished speaking, he turned around 
and went back to the head of the stairs. I guessed he was 
the commander. The other two sent an answer after him. 

5Cowboy1 deri~ive Sai-gon s1ang for pseudo-hippie 1ong-hairs. 
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"OK, you go on down, and when we've looked around again 
carefully one of us will come down.• 

The commander's footsteps sounded farther and farther 
down the stairs. Up here the person by the window said to 
the one inside, 1'Put the mosquito net up. 11 

I remembered my bed with the mosquito net and blanket 
and pants all jumbled up together. 

•Hey, look at these cowboy pantst• 

''Put them on and see what you look like." 

Snickering. They were joking about the jeans and the 
"Montagut" shirt I'd thrown on the bedpost yesterday 
afternoon. After that I heard them·talking and realized 
that the one in the middle of the room had put my pants 
on. He came back in front of the wardrobe, looked into 
the mirror on,the front, looked at hims.elf, danced around, 
then turned around, opened his eyes· wide and asked the one 
by the window, 1'Do I look like one? 11 

"You are onet 11 

1~ut what about my hair?" 

11If we stay here another ten days,·your hair will 
look just like his." 

He had put on my pants and was sashaying back and 
forth in front of the mirror on the wardrobe. The two of 
them were roaring. Then suddenly the one in the middle of 
the roo~ put one hand on his hip, po~nted to his 
reflection in the mirror with the other, and said to the 
one by the window, 1'Do me a favor and put a bullet through 
that cowboy in the wardrobe. Get rid of the whole 
worthless .lot of them!" 

5-:i.tting curled up inside the wardrobe I couldn't tell 
that they were joking. I couldn't te.l.l that the one near 
me was pointing at his own reflection in the mirror and 
joking. I thought that he had realized I was hiding 
inS:ii.de the wardrobe and was te.lling the other one to shQot 
me. I panicked and burst out through the wardrobe door. 

11Ah 1 • • • Ah t . • • " 
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I was grabbed and my arms held tight. 

out, "I •.. I ..• " 
I stammered 

Then echoing up from downstairs,, ''What I s going on?" 

The person holding my arms answered from behind me, 
''This kid was hiding in the wardrobe." 

"Turn him.loose.• The commander had looked at my 
face, then given the order. He had already reached the 
top of the stairs, with maybe three or four others behind 
him, their guns ready. The commander walked over toward 
me slowly and asked , "Who are you? And why were you 
hiding in the.wardrobe? ... • 

Well, that was the first time I had met any of the 
Liberation soldiers fighting in Sai-gont Before this I'd 
only seen their pictures on TV and in the books- and papers­
in town. 

They let go of my arms, and I told them everything-­
about myself, who my parents were, what they did. About 
Hai and all the younger kids. Where the family had gone 
and why I hadn't evacuated along with them. That day the 
only thing I said about that was I had stayed behind to 
watch the house, afraid that if everybody left some gang 
of soldie~s and hoodlums would come and cart off all the 
furniture ... 

After that I followed all of them downatairs. Only 
one of them stayed upstairs to keep a lookout at the 
window. They were all very young, even the commander. 
From then on I called him Brother--Brother N~. 

N~ told me not to worry and to stay in the hous.e 
with them. Today, when they realized they were in here, 
the S~igon troops out on the main street would come in to 
hunt for them, but there was another unit outside to cut 
them off. Still, we'd have to be ready in here. I 
shouldn't worry, just stay in the house with them, help 
them with anything I could, and then if I wanted to go 
along with them they would certainly welcome me. If not, 
I could just stay behind in the house. 

Some of them were busily chipping a hole in the wall 
out toward the surrounding houses. The sound of their 
chipping echoed through the whole neighborhood, like cries­
and answers • 
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Some of' them were taking care of' the f'ood and water. 
I showed them where the rice, sauce, vegetables and meat 
were ... Mom had lef't plenty of' everything. I of'f'ered to 
cook the rice f'or them, but Nl:un wouldn't let me. He 
pulled me down beside him on the divan and asked me all 
about the s.ituation in the neighborhood, the other side's 
soldiers, security f'orces, police, the district and 
Si!ction and neighborhood chief's ... and on to all kinds of' 
ordinary people, I told him what I knew. 

He broke in to ask why I'd let my hair grow out so 
long. I answered that it was a Beatles hair style, so 
then I had to explain that they were an Eng~ish mus~c 
group and why they had that name. Then somebody asked, 
"What about respectable people--do any of' them wear their 
hair like that?" 

The question conf'used me, because bef'ore this I 
hadn't thought of' anyone as "res.pectable•! As f'or me, 
obviously they didn't think I wa& respectable letting my 
hair grow like this. 

When they saw me hesitat~, they burst out·laughing, 
and then ~hanged the S:Ubject. They were really f'un! 

• • 11 
It had only been one day, but I was like a new person, 

That night, atanding with them on the street outside 
my neighborhood waiting to cross the main street in f'ront 
of' u~, I didn't even remember that my hair was still long. 
I didn't think about being my parents• son, Hai 1 s kid 
brother, the big brother of' all the little kid~, or about 
being the spoiled child of' the f'amilyt 

Actually, I did happen to think about it one~. That 
was when I Wa$ going along in their ranks out of' the 
neighborhood and into the street. Then, in the silent 
column, I happened to think: Well, I'm going with them. 
Now what? ... But the whole day bef'ore that I really 
hadn't thought about it yet. There'd been so many events 
that day--f'rom the people in that part of' town, to these 
men in my own houset 
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The people in that part of tDwh seemed busy, merry, 

and there were lots of people on the streets that I didn't 
recognize, even though I had seen them nearly every day. 
Such a jubilant scene seemed really strange. But the 
thing that was most surprising of all to me was these men. 
They were all really natural, cheerful, close, If there 
was something they d idn I t know, they aslced me right away; 
and I didn't hesitate to ask them or tell them anything. 
Even Nam, who I learned was a company commander, called me 
to go along with him every time he went around in the 
area. Those times, when I saw the people around there I 
really felt proud. I didn't have many friends around 
there, but I thought if only all my friends from the other 
&treets could see me now~ 

Maybe that's why in the afternoon when Nl1m asked, 
1'How about it? Going with us?• I nodded right away. 

But until nightfall, moving along in this silent 
colwnn through all the alleyways in the neighborhood, 
sometimes I suddenly stopped short: Am I really going 
w~th them? Shouldn't I ask to turn back? How can I 
possibly follow them? I felt a vague tingling like I was 
missing s-0mething, wa~, afraid of loosing something ... 
Some shadowy something in my mind dogged every step I took 
through the alleyways until suddenly it fell strangely 
s-ilent. Especially when we came out to the main street 
outside and, looking at the street before me, I thought 
that when that street was crossed I would have followed 
them into a new life, completely different, completely 
&trange ... 

But I couldn't think about these things for long. I 
didn't get any chanc·e to think about them for long. I had 
no way of knowing how many units we had, or what way we 
would go after we'd crossed the street, but in the alleys 
before me the ranks were swelling, and those thoughts in 
my mind scattered in the midst of the ceaseless tramping 
of their feet. When we came out on the main street, we 
heard that many had already got across. I waa, standing in 
the road at the head of our company, in back of Nlim, and 
had just started to have second thoughts about going with 
them when suddenly, from up at the end of a block of tall 
hou&es, enemy bullets came raining down. Sparks flew from 
the pavement, and I was pushed back into the shelter of a 
wall at the end of the alley. 

Nl1m turned and walked back down the line, aending 
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down the order to bring the gun~ up quickly, to open fire 
on the enemy troops in the ta11 building and cover the 
other units so they could get across. He had just 
finished speaking when I heard him ask, •where are you 
going, Trang?" 

•The battalion sent me up to see why we were . 
stopping." The urgent voice of a woman. Fo1lowip.g the 
shadows, she rushed up to where we were. I still couldn't 
get a good look at her face, but heard her ask, "How come 
you're just standing here instead of going across?• 

She was standing right beside me, her ,.srm breath 
brushing against my ear. Her voice was clear and sharp in 
the darkness, as if she were scolding our whole group. 
But somebody in the group spoke up to taunt her. "Don't 
you see the bullets they're shooting? What do you want, 
a body of brass and skin of iron?" 

Before he'd finished speaking, she cut him short, her· 
voice still more severe. "What brass and iron? Go on ' 
across when they stop firing a minute. How long are you 
planning to wait?" 

Another man, speaking with a local accent, kept on 
teasing her. ''You're out of your mindt If you're so 
smart, go on acrosst" 

But she brushed him off, "What do you mean, out of_my 
mind . Why not go? " 

She grabbed my arm. She had nearly shrieked that 
last sentence over the deafening explosions of a volley 
that had just rained down; Sparks flashed up from the 
surface of the street. But_ as soon as the bullets 
s;topped, she grabbed my arrn, jerked me along, and streaked 
across the street. Behind u& several others hurtled 
across as if they were sucked along. 

Everything happened so fast that I didn't have a 
chance to look ·back, but I could hear them keep on firing 
behind us, sticking right to our heels. We quickly 
hunched down and ran after the units that had already 
crossed, and by that night everyone had got here to New 
Cho-lcm. Everybody was repeating the story of how when 
our group had been pulled across the street by Sister 
Trang {that woman), then the ones behind had done the same 
thing, following her, group by group, dashing across every 

l 
l 
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time they finished firing a burst. After that, the 
company brought up a gun and found a place they could 
shoot from to cover the rest of the company and the 
ba~talion, so they could all get across easier. 

+ + + + 
So, I had gone with them. 

Here in New Cho-10'11. these days of the second wave 
terrified the enemy: 

During Tet when these men had fought their way in, my 
friends and I had driven around on motorcycles to watch, 
from over toward Han~-xanh around to the radio station, 
past Phu-nhuan and Go-vap, back to the front of the US 
Embassy and "Independence" Palace... We went all around 
in.Cho Thiec, Ban-co, and around the An-quang Pagoda, 
too .. : We had seen the fire and smoke, the bombs ... some 
directional bombs falling from airplanes onto the roof's of 
houseS"., onto the tops- of blocks, of buildings, sometimes 
bullets whizzing just above our headst 

But this time I was right in the middle of the 
battlefield, involved in all the fighting. Really fierce. 
We were contesting every street, every corner, every house 
with them; fighting infantry, tanks, airplanes, and all 
their tear gas ..• Everybody said fighting inside the city 
was very different from fighting outside, and this wave 

.~as quite"diff'erent from the one before. In this wave 
they'd come in units- that weren't small, but often when 
they looked around they could only see a few of their 
brothers swallowed up in the maze of streets and alleys, 
and couldn't tell where they were themselves. Even to me 
these parts of town seemed completely foreign. The 
streets were deserted. Everyone had fled at the sound of 
approaching gunfire, afraid that the other guys would 
destroy everything as in the wave before. Around us there 
was nothing but smoke, fire, tear gas, and collapsing 
brick and plaster ... there were many times I thought I'd 
be knocked out or buried in itl 



18 how i b~ 4. 

l,be.~.k°"' f?i~"'-~ 

There was nothing to be seen here but sceneffi of death 
and destruction, but for these men •.. life continued 
cheerf'ul.ly. That was something I couldn't have imagined. 
They didn't act like they were ffl.ghting the enemy. Often 
on our end we were chipping holea, in the walla tD move 
down, while on the other end they were digging brick$ out, 
too, to move up. The "chunk, chunk" echoed from the walls 
of all the hous~s to the enemy's ear~ like the sound of 
Death knocking at their door, but when they echoed back to 
where we were, our men were putting on a skit. They were 
acting out a acene of the enemy counter-attack againstt us 
the day before--aome crouched down going up to the end of 
the S:treet only to wait, then jump back, and the ones 
behind them turning tail to hide while the others trembled 
and quaked, trying to force a shout, "Forward t Forward t 11 • 0 • 

The way the men imitated them made everybody around clap 
their hands over their mouths to keep from bur&ting out 
laughingt 

Those were thing~ I could never have imagined. And I 
would never have dreamed of the scenes where the men who 
had come back from fighting the enemy--as soon as. they'd 
put down their AK's, B-40 1 s and B-41 1 s ... with muzz·leSJ 
atill smoking--picked up plas~ic guns that some kids had 
left behind, to shoot at each other. They hid, crawling 
around the corners of houaes;, and it seemed like they had 
only now s.;t;arted the real fighting. Some of the othera 
gathered around a wind-up oar or tank and sent it running 
"r-r-r-r" around the floor. Then wherever it went, these 
men backed away from it hugging their anti-tank guns. 
These were guns whoa,enames made the enemy's faces go 
pale, but still theS:e guyA hugged their guns and backed 
away as if they were completely terrified of the tiny 
cars ... 

I was attracted to these men, and what I liked best 
was when they gave me a gun. They had taken a lot of 
enemy guns, and that day Brother Can, my unit commander, 
had picked out a brand new AR-15, with deep black steel, 
and handed it to me. But Nam saw it and immediately told 
them to trade it for an AK. With three bandolier& of 
ammunition cove~ing my chest, I looked quite impres~ive. 
From then on I, too, could hide, could shoot, could attack 
shouting, rush forward stabbing, s~ashing, killing the 
enemy along with the others. I waa with them all the wayl 
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After the night we dashed acros~ the streev. from my 
part of town to New Cho-1cm. here, some of the men had a 
discussion, and I got to sit in. Some of them praiaed 
Si.ster Trang for having been sharp and daring in leading 
us across the street while the enemy machine gun was 
firing down from the high building. Some other~ S£ow1ed 
and s:e.id that it had been useless adventurism, and might 
have got some people wounded at a time when the company 
had ordered a gun brought up "bo give covering fire s.o 
everyone could get across safely. The first men responded 
that the actual result was that no one had been wounded, 
and that even though the company had planned to bring up a 
gun to cover us, in battle every person, every group, 
every unit which had the initiative to advance quickly 
must be encouraged, and it hadn't been uaeless adventurism 
at a11 ... 

That day one of the people who had spoken out 1oudeat 
to cut Trang down had been Can, my unit leader, who 
carried a B-41. He called Trang "Madam Battalion". The 
night we crosaed the street he had been standing beside 
me. He wa5:, the one who had told Trang, ''You I re out of 
your mind! I£ you're so smart, go on across!" But she 
had pushed him aside, taken my arm and pulled me across 
the street. So now when I heard him•putting Trang down, I 
thought it wasn't out 0£ pride or because he hated her, 
but because now that he was reminded of that night, he was 
angry again because he hadn't been able to use his B-41 to 
take out the enemy machine gun up in that building. He 
was always wanting the company to let him use his gun to 
"shut those guys up". But his hopes had gone unsatisfied 
a11 the same, because in the fighting there had been no 
time we needed a B-41 and were able to use it. That 
n.:i.ght, even though he had been standing on the sidewalk 
with me right beaide Nam, Nl:un had turned back and aaid 
just to bring up a light machine gun, and nhe £ire from 
that had been enough to shut them up. 

Sn that was Can's situation, and as for the other$ 
who were putting Trang down, we11 1 they didn't feel that 
way deep down. I noticed that secretly they a11 admired 
her, though on the surface some of them didn't want to 
admit it, and were even looking for an ·excuse to cut her 
downl 
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Since the night we'd crossed over here, Trang had 

often come over where our company was, and I found out 
that she was the guide for this unit. I really respected 
her, though frankly I hadn't liked her very much at first. 
It seemed like all the other men around were the same, and 
that's why we had several discussions like that. Can 
called her 111'-ladam Battalion" because he was naturally 
sarcastic, and not because he wanted to be cruel. The 
others often, just for fun, treated her like a "high-level 
cadre". Maybe that was because Trang always sounded very 
seYere like somebody giving orders. She was always 
criticizing the men and reasoning with them, something I 
pers9nally didn't like at all, especially in a woman. 

Before this the enemy had had a lot to say about 
thes.e folks--things that few people believed, especially 
frince this Tet when everyone had a chance to find out for 
themselves, to see with their own eyes what these folks 
were likeo But that didn't mean there was no apprehension 
in anyone•s,heart about them. Like my friends, for 
example. We always thought of them as people "with no 
emotions, who jus~ live by reason". I had sometimes 
defended the idea that they were like that when I was 
talking with my friends. I said, too, that in order to 
live up to such high ideals they would have to "kill their 
emotions every day•. They would turn into "iron and 
atone" ... So I imagined that if I met them I would find 
them to be harsh and cold, but obviously that was not 
true. Ever since they had come into my house and up to my 
room, I had heard these guys- joking together, and 
following them since then I had seen that they were 
perfectly friendly, cheerful people. Except for the time 
when they'd asked me in the beginning, it seemed like they 
had forgotten all about my long hair. They had promised 
to do me a favor and cut it off, but once when I'd 
reminded them, they said, "Let it be. What's the rush! " 

And I could see myself that there wasn't any rush, in 
the mid st of all thes·e days when we were so busy fighting, 
and I often forgot all about it myself. 

Still, every time I met Trang and heard her talking, 
arguing, criticizing, reasoning with the men ..• I felt 
uneasy. I thought that women, more than anyone, should be 
emotional. But if she was like this, what were the men 
really like? So it was only when they decided to push 
deeper into the city that I really began to und·erstand 
about her and the men ... 
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That day they decided that .one way or another we 
ought to get out of' this area, cross Tong doc PhuCYI1g 
Street, and push on f'urther. This advance would really be 
hard, because if' we could do that, even though we wouldn't 
yet hold Cho-lan it would seem like Cha-lan had fallen 
into our· hands. The enemy would look tor every possible 
way to keep us from doing it. The f'ighting would :really 
be bitter, so what did the wounded f'ighters think? The 
ones who were lightly wounded insisted on going with the 
unit, but it would be impossible f'or the f'ive who were 
s-eriously wounded to go. If' we tried to take them with us 
it would not just be an obstac1e to our f'ighting, but it 
might be dangerous f'or them, too. And as for taking them 
to the rear, we were having trouble getting in touch with 
the outside at the time. Under the circumstances all f'ive 
of them asked that we just leave them there so our unit 
could use all its strength for the advancet 

The meeting took place on the ground f'loor of a three 
story house that hadn't yet collapsed. Some of the 
wounded men were lying on the tile floor, and others were 
propping themselves up against the walls. The rest of us 
were standing and squatting in front of them ... I had 
expected that the discussion would be lively and everyone 
would argue a lot at this meeting, but in&tead no one said 
much and they reached a decision quickly. That moved me 
deeply. We knew that if the seriously wounded men stayed 
here, the units behind us would make contact and get them 
out in spite of all the obs-tacles. And if not, then the 
city people, even though they'd evacuated and left the 
place deserted, would still return cautiously to look for 
them and take care of them, and then send them to the 
outside. In the Tet wave there had been many wounded men 
and women who had recovered and returned to their units 
that way. 

All the sam.e, fighting inside the city like this with 
the enemy still inside and out, there would be many things 
that would happen so suddenly that no one could get away, 
and looking at the men I couldn't shake my anxiety. 

After the decision was made, everything was silent 
inside the house. The lightly wounded men propped 
themselves up on their guns, or leand against the 
furniture or the columns of the house, and made their way 
toward the uninjured, but they didn't pass up any chance 
to lean on their comrades. And the seriously wounded men, 
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in fresh white bandages, lay quietly on the floor or 
slwnped against the walls ... The s-cene outside was a town 
in ruins, the sounds of' guns and bombs, of airplanes and 
tanks, columns of smoke, flames ... After the meeting, 
that afternoon, that night, the next morning, all the 
lightly wounded men would be going past all of those 
things with the unit, driving deeper. And the other men 
would be staying in the midst of these scenes, and 
whatever else might await themt 

For some reason I happened to think of my family. I 
remembered Dad, Mom, Hai and the little kids who'd 
evacuated to \ ard III. As I had followed these men and 
listened to their conversations, I had found out that 
their struggle was directed toward more distant goals, but 
just now it was to liberate S~i-gon, to literate the 
people of S-a.i-gon, including my family who were now in the 
middle of the city. They wanted my family to escape the 
shameful conditions of the past--my mother to be able to 
love her children confidently, my father to have a chance 
to be the head of the house, and not worry about his 
children or be ashamed of them. Hy big sister, Hai, to 
have the chance to live a wholes-Orne youth, and the young 
children to get to grow up uninhibited and unblemished, 

:not spoiled like me ... 

So what about these men in front of me, the ones 
bout to move out into fierce battles, and the wounded who 

.-.;,fould stay behind in these scenes of destruction--were 
•;hey doing this because of theory or because of' feeling? 
~:•hat was something I hadn 1 t had a chance to think about. 

just felt more restless and excited than I ever had 
-•ef'ore. 

Then, suddenly, I heard a voice. 
i;;;;;;;;;;t;ay here. 11 

"Please let me 

Everyone turned to look in Trang's direction. Until 
__ ,w she had s:at alone off' in a corner as if she had no 

.ace attending the meeting. And actually that was true, 
;:::::::mce she wasn't a member of this unit, but had been sent 
--t!: from the city to lead the unit in. 

She spoke up timidly, not at all like most days. 
-:ing everyone look at her, she hurried to explain • 

.a.1 &tay here to take care of' these men. Bes~dea, I'm 
:ti.liar with the streets, and I'll find some way to get 
!touch with the outside and take them out or id nm "Ul 1 
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them in among the peop1e if' that's more convenient ... " 

Then I understood that she had only become timid 
because she was afraid what she said wou1dn 1 t be accepted, 
and the commander wouldn't agree to 1et her stay behind 
with the men. The battalion politica1 of'f'icer w-as at this 
meeting. When she finished speaking, she didn't want to 
raise her head and 1ook him in the eye, but stared down 
and rubbed the tips of' her toes ... But the political 
of'f'icer looked at her hair and nodded. "OK, Trang, you 
stay here ... " 

After that the meeting broke up. Trang went back to 
the battalion command post with the political of'f'icer 
before returning to stay with the bad1y wounded men. I 
couldn't get over the f'ee1ing when all the men 1ooked 
after her with such a tremendous sense of' regret and 
shame t 

iv 
When I 1earned about Trang, the most remarkable thing 

to me was that she had once been in an entertainment 
troupe. I asked her about it and she scolded me. "What's 
so strange about that? They needed me, so I went. Why 
not?" 

But actual1y she hadn't just worked as an 
entertainer. Before that she had been a 1iason agent f'or 
a hamlet, then a vil1age, then a district, and then had 
been chosen to aerve in the city. She had always liked 
the theater, so after that she had been chosen to go &tudy 
in a class f'or entertainment troupes. When she returned 
she had given shows in the liberated zones, and also up 
near enemy outposts and in the outskirts of' the towns. 
Sometimes she performed, and sometimes she took up her gun 
to go on operations, shoot down airplanes, or chase 
Rangers. The sound of' her singing had mixed in"with the 
sound of' guns, and her dances had sometimes sparked the 
f'1ames that burned down outposts~ f'ort& and strategic 
hamlets in many places ... 

And then when someone was needed to go to S~i-gon, 
she asked to go and was accepted. Then her way had 1ed to 
a hamlet on a branch of' the Mekong River and on into 
Sa.i-gont I had always been fascinated by amazing 1ivea,, 
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and what could be more amazing than this period of less 
than twenty years in Trang's life. Surely she wasn't 
unemotional, and if her outward attitude. made me 
miaunderstand, maybe there were many things I hadn't been 
around her long enough to understand. ~here was something 
about me,= too. Before this I had alw~ys thought that even 
thoug:h I was not so very 01<1.-I was. already sophis;t;icated, 
and I was very tired of life. I had already learned a lot 
about life ... So now when ~•d heard just this part of the 
story of Trang's life, I suddenly realized that I hadn't 
learned anything at a11 yet. I s-ti11 didn't understand 
anything about these men and women, about the lives they 
had lived! 

ll'1~en Trang had been chosen to go to Sai-gon she had 
just turned seventeen, She knew something al.Jout Sai-gon 
from before, and this time she had been assigned to an 
area and just told to go and find some way to feed 
herself, to make a living ... She had gone there, found a 
place to live, a place to work, and every time she came 
back out to report it made a11 the men on the outside cry. 
One of them asked if she shou1dn 1 t s-tay there to work on 
the outside, because he was afraid she couldn't bear to 
return to such misery ... 

1vasn 1 t it this time in Sai-gon that had made Trang so 
mature and s-evere? Because during this time she didn't 
just have to worry about hiding from the security police 
and informers who were following her trying to capture 
her, but every day she had to endure so much shame at the 
hands of the people she worked for. I asked myself why in 
those years my family had never happened to hire her, and 
Dad, Mom, Hai, the little kids, all of us ... why hadn 1 t it 
been us who mistreated her the way others had? 

I felt ashamed to hear the men recalling the 
suffering she I d had to endure, as if it -had been me and my 
family, and no one else, who had brought it on her, on 
someone who wanted nothing but to liberate us! 

But she hadn't thought about those things, and no 
matter how great the suffering and shame, she had asked to 
return to the city, to experience the hardships, to 
endure, to build the foundations for the revolution, to 
wipe out the thugs, to lead the struggle,,, She had done 
all of that! 

Living inside Sai-gon I couldn't help but know about 
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these activities. I had joined some of' them, too, like 
the teach-ins, taking to the streets, all-nighters6 ... 
But I had joined in my own way, sometimes f'or f'un, 
aometimes because it gave me a chance to cut up and make 
mischief', or because of' the contagious atmosphere. I had 
never thought seriously about these activities, and I 
hadn't paid any attention to the people like Trang who 
were active in them, either. 

But she had been there. And she had worked 
completely dif'f'erently f'rom me, to bring about things like 
the Tet "incident" that had just passed, or this second 
wave that had brought al1 these men into Sai-gon. I 
remembered the leaflets-, the banners, the flags, the 
demonstrations, and the jubilant, tumultous scenes in my 
own part of' town this time when these men had come in ... 
I wasn't curious enough to ask where Trang had been in the 
city, but why couldn't all of' these things, that happened 
in my :[illart of' town have been her doing? Why couldn't she 
have been the very one to prepare all of these actions 
before she went out to guide the men in·? Why couldn 1 t she 
have been the one who told them to come to my house, even 
though there I was inside with my long hair and weird 
clothes? 

Why couldn't it have been her? 

I was more and more amazed at her, and tried to 
remember how many other people there were in the city I'd 
never paid any attention to before. People in my part of 
town, right on my own alley. Really, I didn't know 
anything about life at all t 

Trang met us once more before we pushed deeper into 
the city. 

After people had returned f'rom that meeting we had 
before, during the afternoon and evening all the units 
decided to advance. That very night many sections moved 
out a~ong Tong doc Phucmg Street, right in the hear~ of 
Cha-1<711 . 

6 

. 
All-nightere1 uuring the urban political struggles of the mid-
sixties, one custom that took hold was that instead of breaking 
up and going back home after demonstrations, students would meet 
together all night to discuss the problems confronting their 
country, and to plan future actions, 
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Our unit was. the only one to run into any obstacles. 

The whole morning afterward we were blocked and kept back. 
One section of our company, including N~, with my group 
following him, had two helicopters circling around right 
over our heads. That kept up, and then two heavy machine 
guns suddenly appeared up in a tall building, halting us 
in a small section of town. 

Three of our men were wounded. Trang, who was not 
far away, ran to us. The two men who were just lightly 
wounded, as soon as they were bandaged up, asked to try to 
go along with us, but she had to carry the third man back 
with the other group. When she was finished, she came 
back with us. In the shattered city, obscured by heavy 
shelling and flames, those of us in each part of town 
tried to find out news about each other and hoped that we 
might meet. But as Trang ran back and forth to where we 
wer~, she wasn't hoping to see us still close to her. She 
was no less anxious than we were to see us get out of here 
and follow the units that had gone on ahead. 

But the two heavy machine guns in that tall building 
about a hundred meters up the street continued t.o point • 
our way and take turns firing down on the empty section of 
road in front of us. This stretch of road, its surface 
plowed up, lighted by fires and clouded by smoke, seemed 
about to burst into flame. Amid the smoke and flames,, the 
three men who had jus-t been wounded continued to bleed. 
And the enemy helicopters were closing in tighter with 
every circle, launching an unending stream of rockets and 
flying close to the roof of the house where we were 
hiding, s.ometimes fanning our hair up as we stood inside 
the house. 

N~m, ci.n, Trang and I were in the house. Several 
other men were peering out from under the eaves waiting to 
cross this empty stretch of road in front of us so they 
could take cover in the block of big buildings on the 
other side and follow the units which had gone on ahead ..• 

N~ first looked out on the empty stretch of road, 
then followed the two helicopters overhead, and looked up 
at the two flames flaring one after the other from the 
window frame up in the tall building across the way. He 
knew that all of us inside the house and out under the 
eaves were waiting for him. And he could hear as clearly 
as. we could the sound of' the guns of the units ahead of' us 
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gradually slipping away and getting lost over on the other 
side! 

Suddenly he whirled around and looked at Crui--looked 
at the loaded D-41 in his hands. Until now, Crui had been 
hugging his gun to his side, fidgeting and looking up at 
Nam. Nam turned back. Crui quickly asked, "Can I shoot 
it?" 

N~m didn't answer, but turned to look out the window 
towards the right. There, beside the house where we were 
s-tanding, was a house with a low attic. Crui looked in the 
s.ame direction,. and asked N~ again, "Can I go over 
there? 11 He went on, ''There I s no place else. 11 

It seemed like he'd said this to himself, but the 
words encouraged Nam. He looked back and nodded. Crui 
turned at once and shot like an arrow across to the roof 
of the next house. He had gone out from the city to 
follow the revolution, and his old mother and rounger 
brothers and sisters were living in L~ng Cha Ca. Before, 
his mother had had a thatched house, but it had been 
burned along with five hundred others when the enemy 
launched a sneak clear-and-destroy attack through the 
whole area, takin 9 the land to put up tall buildings 
around Tan-sCYJ1-nhut airfield. He was always saying that 
however many battles he might fight, he would still keep a 
few B-41 rounds back to shoot into those buildings. 
Everybody remembered the time in the Tet wave when he had 
fried more than thirty of the enemy with one shot. 

When he flashed out hugging his gun, Nam turned back 
and crossed to the middle of the room, then suddenly 
sighedt Today it was clear, not like the first day when 
I 1 d met him in my house, when I was so afraid. Before, we 
had thought of commanders as real "terrors" who knew only 
a "rule of iron", ordering troops and subordinates around 
in battle, and if anyone hesitated they would pull their 
gun and shoot them on the spot! 

But Nam wasn't like that. None of them were like 
that. I'll always remember N~m for the time at the 
first when he was sitting talking with me,. and called me 
to go around with him in my neighborhood, along with so 
many other things that had happened these past few days, 
like when he told the men'to take back the AR-15 and give 
me an AIC. He knew how much I liked that gun! 
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When Nam turned in away from the window, beside me 

Trang put out her hand and grasped my shoulder. I heard 
her hand clap down hard on my shoulder, and like her I 
turned to look' after Cw. He was already lost in the 
attic of the house, and I couldn't see him any more. The 
only thing I could see was the old plaster wall and the 
dark gray roof over the attic. I knew he was climbing up 
to the attic and aiming his gun towards the tall building. 
Here, the enemy's two heavy machine guns were still taking 
turn~ firing crisply toward us, the sound searing our 
minds. A minute passed. Suddenly, 1'ka-whaml II I saw 
stars and my ears were ringing, but I also noticed the 
smoke billowing up from the tall building. The sound of 
their heavy machine guns stopped short. And then the 
voices of our comrades echoed up from outside. "Hurrah~ 
Hurrah~" 

Their shadows streaked across the empty road, and 
were lost among the buildings on the other side. 

While that was going on, Trang had taken her hand off 
my shoulder and run back with Nam, over to the attic of 
the other house. I turned to look in that direction. The 
attic had collapsed. Brother Cw? .. , Quickly I ran after 
Nam and Trang. 

In the attic the furniture, bricks and plaster, wood 
and tiles were all jwnbled up together. I squinted, and 
looking carefully I could see Nam bent over amid the 
rubble. Trang was pulling away everything around him. 
She asked, ''How is he?" 

Nam didn't answer, He bent over, lifted Cru1 up and 
carried him out of the wreckage. Trang stood aside to let 
him pass. So did I, and then with her I followed N~m back 
inside the house where we had been. 

Nam set Cru1 down on the divan right beside the 
entrance. Cw's face was covered with blood and dusted 
~ith plaster, and so was the rest of his body. Trang 
jwnped toward him, knelt down and put her ear to his 
chest. After a minute her face brightened. "Nothing to 
worry aboutt He's just knocked out~" 

She was talking with Nam. I felt ~iddy. I had been 
with the men for more than a week, in Can's unit, and had 
learned how to fire the B-40 and B-41. Just now Nam had 
hesitated before giving the order to fire, and I had 
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realized that it was because this neighborhood was so 
crowded there was no opening where the B-41 could be fired 
toward the tall building the enemy were in. But when N.lm 
had agreed to give the order, and Can had streaked out 
with the gun, I had completely forgotten about the dangers 
there might be--that in such a narrow attic, when Can 
£ired the recoil from firing the round would be strong 
enough to make the attic collapset 

I hadn't thought about that, but Can understood it 
very well. And yet his only hope was that N.lm would give 
the order so he could take his gun up into the attic. Nlim 
had understood, but still had to give the order, and then 
had turned back from the window and sighed. Trang had 
understood, too, and had clapped her hand down so hard on 
my shoulder. 

Once again facing these men and women I didn't know 
if they were ratiqnal or emotional, I only knew that I was 
excited and restless. But I didn't have much time to be 
restless or excited, because as soon as he was laid down 
on the divan, C~ came to and insis~ed on following the 
other ~en across the street right away. He had been 
buried when the attic collapsed, bleeding from his mouth 
and nose, and even though Trang had washed him off, still 
there were s-wollen places;, bruis·es- and s:erapes; on his face 
and all over his body. Even though there was nothing 
serious that could be seen from the outside, how could we 
be sure he had the strength to s11.ay conscious and go with 
the othersR S~ N~m cut him off. •Let me see if there's 
anything wrong with you.• 

Trang was painting mercurochrome on all his wounds 
that were still oozing blood. She stopped what she was, 
doing, too, looked up at him and said, 11You can't go 
anywhere. Let me take you back with the others." 

But C~ snapped up like a spring. He brushed Trang 1 s 
hand away and stood up. "Not I can go. 11 He put his arm 
around my neck. "Help me, friend~ 11 

He pulled me along toward the·door. There was 
nothing N~m could do but follow us. 

Trang, bottle of medicine in one hand, wet red swab 
in the other, stepped out and stood looking after u~. I 
went with them to the end of Tong doc Phucnig S~reet, 
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turned toward Nguyen Trai Street, and plunged deep into 
the city ... and I couldn't forget her look. I thought I 
would never be able to leave thes~ men and women! 

July 1968 

+ + + + 
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