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    DEDICATION


    Colonel Beckwith dedicates this book

    to his wife Katherine

    and their three daughters.
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    I COULDN’T SEE any reason for hanging around the Pentagon. I wasn’t accomplishing anything.


    It was April of 1980. After several months I was nearly certain Delta would now deploy to Egypt. That’s where we’d stage. General Jones, before leaving the Stockade with General Vaught the day before, had asked me to a briefing of the Joint Chiefs of Staff (JCS) this day. It would be another meeting, I was sure, like all the others I’d attended in the past five months. I was wrong. The meetings on Wednesday, April 16, 1980, were to be different.


    I’d been in the JCS tank before, when I worked for Admiral McCain of the Pacific Command. On those occasions the room was packed. This day, however, there wasn’t anyone there except the Chiefs of each service and some of us “Rice Bowl” people. Admiral Thomas Hayward, Chief of Naval Operations, was there; so was the Commandant of the Marine Corps, General Robert H. Barrow. So, too, was the Air Force Vice Chief of Staff, General Robert Mathis. Of course, the Army’s Chief of Staff, General E. C. Meyer, was in attendance, as were Generals Vaught and Gast. I chose a seat behind “Moses.” He turned and slapped my knee. He was grinning.


    General Jones began the brief. “As you all know, we have been working hard to develop a means to rescue the hostages from Teheran. We have been working the problem since November. Now I believe we have a sound plan. I want you to hear the plan and then to ask questions. It’s not a simple plan; however, we have tried to make it as straightforward as possible. Jim,” he turned to General Vaught, “how about starting off?”


    The Task Force Commander discussed the mission’s background. He was nervous at this meeting and didn’t articulate the various aspects of the overall plan as well as we’d come to expect from him.


    Next, I covered the ground tactical plan, the actual operation—how we were going go get from Desert One to Teheran, free the hostages, and escape. After I’d finished, General Barrow asked tactical questions: “What weapons will you carry? Can you interdict Roosevelt Avenue with covering fire, and from what location? How long will you be in the compound?”


    Then it was General Meyer’s turn. “Charlie, from the time you leave Egypt to the time you go over the wall you will be under stress—for thirty-six hours. I want you to tell me how you’re going to handle that. I’m concerned with what kind of condition you and the operators will be in when you go over the wall.”


    I explained I was going to discipline myself and catch sleep where I could—probably some in Egypt, and on the following day in the hideout. I talked about how Delta Force was going to rotate during that period—50 percent on alert, 50 percent standing down.


    General Meyer had another worry. “I’m apprehensive. How will the operation be controlled here in the Pentagon? I’m concerned that it be carefully controlled by only those who need to be involved—and by no one else.” He went on to talk about when the JCS regulated the chopping of the tree in the Korean DMZ, which was being used for observation purposes by the North Koreans, and the controls that had been placed on General Dick Stilwell. He spoke against the large number of both military and civilian people who had access to the JCS Control Center during that earlier crisis. He hoped it would be different this time. His admonition hit home. It was apparent General Jones, too, was anxious about this management problem. The briefing adjourned around 3:30 P.M.


    Because things seemed to be heating up some, I wanted to get back to Bragg to look into some last-minute details. General Vaught thought I should hang around a while, but wouldn’t tell me why. Something was up. General Gast, while we walked down to the Special Ops Division of the JCS, enlightened me.


    “We want you to stay in Washington, because we’re going to go over tonight to the White House and brief the President and the National Security Council.” I nearly fell over! The meeting I just left had been, certainly, a rehearsal for showtime that evening with President Carter and his foreign policy advisors.


    During the next three hours, I drank a lot of coffee with some of the guys in the ops office. I worried whether what I was wearing—a sport coat and tie—was right. Maybe I should be wearing a three-piece suit.


    In one of the offices I ran into Buckshot, who was in the Pentagon on another matter. I confided in him where I was going in a few hours. He became as excited as I. He was wearing his SAS regimental tie and he gave it to me to wear that evening. I wanted it for good luck.


    At 6:30, General Vaught, General Gast, and I, all in civilian clothes, were driven to General Jones’s residence in Fort Myer, Virginia. The General wore a smart-looking Harris tweed sport jacket, gray slacks, and tie. I figured my dress was appropriate. We climbed back into the car and were taken to the White House. During the drive, all jammed together, there was little talk but there was a tangible sense of purpose. We would never be more prepared.


    The Secret Service uniformed officer was shown some identification and waved us through the gate. I’d never been on the grounds of the White House before. We were led through the corridors and up and down the staircases that led to the Situation Room. I tried to memorize everything in sight. I was a long way from my pea patch.


    “The Room” is small, maybe 15 X 20 feet, and windowless. Comfortable office chairs were placed around a central conference table. Another row of chairs was situated in front of the paneled wood walls. There were some people waiting for us. Among them, Jody Powell impressed me by the way he talked and asked questions. As for the chief of staff of the White House, I expected he’d have a little age on him. But Hamilton Jordan looked awfully young. He wore Levi’s.


    I was introduced to the Agency’s man and to Warren Christopher, the Deputy Secretary of State. Cyrus Vance was talking to someone in the corner. Dr. Brown came in right behind us and had with him his Deputy Secretary of Defense, Mr. Claytor. Dr. Brzezinski appeared suddenly. Finally, Vice-President Mondale arrived, wearing a sweat suit and fancy sneakers—which did not impress me. I found a seat behind and between Dr. Brzezinski and the Vice-President. The President, in a blue blazer and gray slacks, walked into the room. Everyone jumped to attention. “Good evening, Mr. President.” He looked good.


    General Jones took the lead. After quickly introducing his party to the President’s group, he stated that we were there to explain the rescue mission plan and to answer questions. With that, he nodded to General Vaught. In his detailed introduction of the General, he referred to him as the Task Force Commander, which he was; as an experienced and brave airborne officer, which he was; and as an old-time Green Beret, which he wasn’t. I knew General Jones believed the information he gave the President, but I knew General Vaught had never served a day in his life in Special Forces. General Vaught did not correct the mistake once he stood up. Rather, he began to outline the proposed effort.


    He took everyone through the rehearsal period of the Delta Force, how the Marine pilots had come into the picture, how the Air Force would perform, and his own beloved Rangers. He did really well. Obviously, he had done some hard work between his briefing to the Joint Chiefs that afternoon and this one in the White House.


    General Vaught then launched into the actual plan. During this brief, Vice-President Mondale asked me for a pair of handcuffs, which we call flex cuffs; he played with these. It was a peculiar thing to do while listening to a vital brief.


    General Vaught outlined all his areas of responsibility, General Gast’s, and mine. He forcefully discussed the command and control of Desert One—the first stop in Iran of the rescue mission—and the Manzariyeh operation which brought into play the Ranger contingent. He concluded with an outline of the medical facilities and an assessment of the probability of success.


    He had occasionally been interrupted for clarification, once by Dr. Brzezinski and another time by Vice-President Mondale. I don’t believe either asked a key question. More important, I felt the President tracked very well with General Vaught.


    General Jones then introduced me. “Mr. President, this is Colonel Beckwith, who will be the ground force commander.”


    Before I could begin, Hamilton Jordan spoke up. “Mr. President, Colonel Beckwith is a Georgian. He’s from south Georgia, from Schley County.”


    The President looked interested. “Oh?”


    “Well, sir, I was born in Atlanta, but my folks are from Ellaville.”


    The President beamed. “Well, that’s right next to Plains. We must have been neighbors.”


    I began my brief by walking the President through the operation from Desert One to lift-off at Manzariyeh; how Delta Force would reach, before first light, the hideout area some fifty miles outside of the capital; and how it would lie concealed all day under camouflage material.


    Next, I described how six Mercedes trucks and two smaller vehicles from Teheran would arrive after sunset and transport Delta to the capital. I said I was going to go ahead at a certain point, using one of the small vehicles, to check the last part of the route through the city and eyeball the embassy.


    Once the trucks arrived at the east wall, which faced Roosevelt Avenue, Delta Force would climb over it. Then a high-explosive charge would be placed to blow a hole in the wall large enough for an 18-wheeler to be driven through it. The blast would also serve the purpose of blowing out all the windows in the surrounding neighborhood and causing confusion among the nearby Iranian population.


    At this point I explained how Delta had been broken down into Red, White, and Blue. The Red and Blue elements would be the assault groups and contained forty men each; White, much smaller, would be used in support.


    I described the task organization for each unit: how, once the explosive charge at the wall had been detonated, Blue would assault the DCM’s residence, the Ambassador’s quarters, the Mushroom, and the chancellery, freeing the hostages held in them: how Red would attack the commissary and the staff cottages to release the hostages there and to neutralize the guard posts at the motor pool and the power plant: and how, while this was being accomplished, White Element would neutralize Roosevelt Avenue and then seize and hold the soccer stadium which lay adjacent to the embassy compound.


    Covered by three machine guns, two M60s and an HK21, the freed hostages, together with Red and Blue elements, would move from the compound, through the hole in the wall, and across Roosevelt Avenue to the stadium. From there they would wait until the helicopters could lift them out.


    I then addressed the most troublesome part of the mission. “Mr. President, Delta Force’s biggest problem is not going to be taking down the buildings—we’ve been training for two years as a counterterrorist unit. Our worry is the control and handling of the freed hostages. We intend to put yellow armbands or sweatbands on the hostages so we can identify them. We have also assigned two Delta operators to each hostage. There is no way of knowing how they will behave. Will they try to protect their guards—that’s a syndrome common to situations where hostages have been held a long time. Will they attack the guards and acquire their weapons, and put them in peril? I would like permission to use your name, to say, ‘The President of the United States has sent us.’”


    The President laughed. “I’m not sure that will mean anything to them.”


    Then I explained how the medics had been given the task of counting heads at the stadium. No one would leave until all the hostages had been accounted for.


    There was a chance we would lose one or two helicopters in the soccer stadium, but the backup would be sufficient to get everyone out. The first chopper should be able to carry all the hostages, but the second was a prudent precaution.


    Red and Blue elements would leave next in the third helo, with White flying out last in the fourth. It was just a matter of rolling up the stick from the rear.


    Once in Manzariyeh, the hostages and Delta would be met by a Ranger contingent, which would secure the airfield and protect the loading of everyone on large fixed-wing Air Force C-141 StarLifters.


    That finished my part of the brief. I asked if there were any questions.


    “How many casualties,” the President asked, “do you see here?”


    General Vaught spoke up. “Mr. President, we don’t honestly have an answer for you. Perhaps six or seven Delta people might be wounded, and there’s a chance that two or three hostages could be injured.”


    I said, “When we go into these installations I know good and well that when we turn a corner and start clearing out the rooms, there, in the dark, a hostage will probably have overpowered a guard and taken his weapon. There are military men in the embassy just waiting for that opportunity, and I know there’s one CIA man who, given the opportunity, will do it. Once they have a weapon in hand they’re going to run out into the hall or down a staircase to link up with us, and one of my operators is going to take them out. Delta is trained to kill anyone carrying a weapon in such a situation. This is going to happen. I hope it doesn’t, but we gotta count on it happening.”


    The President said, “I understand. And I accept it.”


    Warren Christopher spoke up. He wanted to know what would happen to the guards. There was some confusion caused by my choice of words.


    “Mr. Christopher, it’s our objective to take the guards out.”


    “What do you mean? Will you shoot them in the shoulder or what?”


    “No, sir. We’re going to shoot each of them twice, right between the eyes.”


    This seemed to bother him.


    “You mean you can really do that. In the dark, running—”


    “Yes, sir. We’ve trained to do that.”


    “You mean you’re really going to shoot to kill? You really are?”


    “Yes, sir. We certainly are. We intend to put two .45-caliber rounds right between their eyes.”


    Mr. Claytor, the Deputy Secretary of Defense, interceded. “I’ve been down to Delta, Mr. President, and I’ve seen their shooting. I think it’s very good.”


    It was obvious Mr. Christopher had a worry. I believe he thought Delta was going to go in and shoot everyone. We had the capability to do it, but that wasn’t the plan. He might have thought some hostages would be killed if we went in shooting. But I think not. I’m convinced he was uncomfortable with our having to kill those armed Iranian guards. But that was precisely our plan. We were going to kill every guard in the four or five buildings and anyone who interfered in the assault. Any armed Iranian inside the buildings would be killed. We weren’t going to go up and check their pulses. We would put enough copper and lead in them so they wouldn’t be a problem. When blood began to flow, a lot of Iranians were going to turn and run for help, and when they did, Delta was prepared to hose them down. No question about it. That was the plan. Furthermore, I did not believe that the Iranians in the embassy would stand toe to toe and slug it out. Yes, there would be the odd person who would because of his religion and beliefs shoot to the death. We were prepared to help him reach his maker.


    Mr. Jordan asked, “In your shooting exercises, Colonel, did your men ever hit the American targets and not the Iranian ones?”


    “Sir,” I said, “Delta’s playing in the Rose Bowl, not the Toilet Bowl!” I explained that Delta expected to find roughly 70 to 125 people on the embassy grounds—not including the hostages. Twenty or 25 would be guards on duty, the others sleeping in a barracks. That building would be covered by machine guns. The only real threat was with the guards holding the hostages. They were all to be taken out.


    I sat down.


    General Gast was introduced and he covered the airlift portion of the operation: how we would fly to Egypt and to Oman and to Desert One, would be flown by helicopter to the hideaway and out of Teheran, and finally be air evac’d out at Manzariyeh.


    General Gast was very thorough, but one aspect of the air operation, which he had not mentioned, still bothered me. Delta was going on this operation without tac air. I was confused. I had been told in briefings many, many times—and had been given call signs—that if something truly bad happened I could call in fighter support. But, I’d also been told, because of flying distances, not to expect such support for at least an hour. An hour to get on station was one hell of a long time. That was a hard bone to swallow. There was also no tac air support tasked to follow us out of Manzariyeh. It didn’t make any sense to go through the entire raid only to get wiped out at the end by an Iranian jet jockey who happened to get lucky and knock down a C-141 carrying hostages and rescuers. General Vaught and I had had several discussions about this. The issue never seemed to get resolved. In the White House, it was.


    The President spoke out: “There will be air cover from Manzariyeh all the way out of Iran.”


    Whew!


    Someone said, “Mr. President, my agency now needs to know what your decision will be. Should we move forward and pre-position?”


    The President answered in a direct way. “It’s time for me to summarize. I do not want to undertake this operation, but we have no other recourse. The only way I will call it off now is if the International Red Cross hands back our Americans. There’s not going to be just pre-positioning forward. We’re going to do this operation.”


    Charlie Beckwith almost fell out of his chair. I just didn’t believe Jimmy Carter had the guts to do it.


    A date to go over the wall was agreed upon. April 24th we would enter Iran, 25th we’d hide out and go over the wall, and early in the morning of the 26th we’d leave Iran.


    The President said to General Jones, “David, this is a military operation. You will run it. By law you will keep the Secretary of Defense Dr. Brown informed; and I’d appreciate it if you’d do the same with me. I don’t want anyone else in this room involved,” and he gestured toward the table with his arm. At this point I was full of wonderment. The President had carved some important history. I was proud to be an American and to have a President do what he’d just done.


    When the meeting ended, everyone stood up. President Carter looked at me. “I’d like to see you, Colonel Beckwith, before you leave.” It was quiet in the room. He walked over and stood in front of me. “I want to ask you to do two things for me.”


    “Sir, all you gotta do is name them.”


    “I want you, before you leave for Iran, to assemble all of your force and when you think it’s appropriate give them a message from me. Tell them that in the event this operation fails, for whatever reason, the fault will not be theirs, it will be mine.”


    “Sir, I give you my word I will do that.”


    “The second thing is, if any American is killed, hostage or Delta Force, and if it is possible, as long as it doesn’t jeopardize the life of someone else, you bring the body back.”


    “Sir, if you’ve gone over my record, you know I’m that kind of man.”
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    IT WAS JUNE of 1962. My wife, two daughters, and I arrived in Southampton, England. The instructions I had received in Fort Bragg requested that my family and I take a bus to London and, after checking into a hotel, to call the headquarters of the Special Air Service (SAS) and receive further information about where and when to report to the unit.


    The dock was full of activity; but somehow, amongst the press of debarking passengers and the waiting crowd of homecoming well-wishers, I was found and greeted by an American major. He introduced himself as Bob Kingston and told me he had just completed a year attachment to the British Parachute Regiment. He’d come down to the pier to tell me how useful he thought I’d find my tour with the SAS. I tried to be polite and hear everything he had to say, but my mind was on collecting my luggage, clearing customs, and getting Katherine and the girls London-bound.


    Settled into the bus, somewhere beyond the cathedral town of Winchester, I had a chance to think about what Major Kingston had told me. He’d been the second person to rave about the Special Air Service. The first had been Col. I. A. “Boppy” Edwards, the CO of the 7th Special Forces Group.


    A few years earlier. Colonel Edwards had gotten together with an SAS officer, Lt. Col. John Woodhouse, and between them they had shaped an exchange program between the two elite units. The Brits would send the U.S. Army Special Forces an officer and a noncommissioned officer; and our Green Berets would reciprocate. A Sergeant Rozniak and I got into the program in 1962. We were selected to spend a year training with the 22 Special Air Service Regiment.


    I knew a little about the SAS. I knew that it shared with the Brigade of Guards a deep respect for quality and battle discipline, but unlike the Guards it had little respect for drill and uniform, in part because it approached warfare in an entirely unorthodox manner. During World War II, in collaboration with the Long Range Desert Group, the First SAS Regiment had conducted raids behind Rommel’s lines in the Western Desert on Benghazi, Tobruk, and Jalo. Then after the war, throughout the fifties, the unit had fought with distinction in Malaya. Working in small unit formations, some as small as 4-man patrols, the SAS had penetrated deeply into the Malayan jungle and there had hunted down, fought, and helped defeat a large, well-armed Communist guerrilla force. From this long campaign the Special Air Service had emerged with a reputation as perhaps the free world’s finest counterterrorist unit.


    This thumbnail historical sketch was all I knew. I had no idea how they assessed, selected, and trained their soldiers. Overflowing with the cockiness of youth, I was a hotshot Green Beret captain with Special Operations experience. I’d served a tour two years earlier in Laos. Our people in Fort Bragg had led me to believe I would lend to the Brits special skills and training methods we Yanks had learned. At the same time, I expected to pass along to our community information from the SAS. It didn’t always work out that way—certainly not in my case.


    In London, the adjutant of headquarters SAS, Maj. C. E. “Dare” Newell, told me he would drive us Monday to the Herefordshire home of the 22 Special Air Service Regiment, Bradbury Lines. Early Monday morning, Major Newell came by and picked us up. It was a hot summer’s day, and the green English countryside, especially west of Oxford, looked lush. Toward midafternoon we drove into Bradbury Lines.


    It was obvious the regiment had gone to a lot of trouble in making preparations to receive us. Several of the officers and their wives were waiting for us at our new quarters, which were situated directly across the street from the officers’ mess. Our rooms were completely furnished, and once we had unloaded our luggage from Major Newell’s auto, the wives took Katherine and the girls on a tour of the town that would be their home for the next year.


    I felt very comfortable in these new surroundings, even if I was surrounded by men from Cornwall and Wales, Liverpool and Glasgow, whose various brogues, accents, and dialects I would have to learn. I expect they had as much trouble with my Georgia drawl.


    After the second day, biting at the bit, I was called up to the regimental commander, Lieutenant Colonel Wilson.


    Once the pleasantries were concluded, I was informed I would be going to A Squadron. This was disappointing. I had hoped I would go to D Squadron. It was commanded by a big redheaded Scotsman named Harry Thompson, who had been to the States and understood Americans. In the short time I’d been in Bradbury Lines I’d learned that Thompson was part of the team that had so successfully dealt with the CTs (Communist Terrorists) in Malaya.


    A Squadron was commanded by Maj. Peter Walter. A small man and a very sharp dresser, he perceived himself—and was in fact—quite a ladies’ man. He’d come up through the SAS ranks, beginning as a sergeant during the Emergency. Walter was a very hard man who had the reputation of being physically and mentally tough. He also wanted you to think he was without scruples. His nickname was “the Rat.” At first I wasn’t very comfortable with him.


    There were four troops in A Squadron, and I would command Three Troop. I was taken by Major Walter to A Squadron Headquarters where I was introduced to my temporary troop sergeant, “Gypsy” Smith. Sergeant Smith then escorted me to Three Troop’s billets.


    Although the camp was World War II vintage, it showed none of its age. Bradbury Lines was, in fact, growing old graciously. The grounds and gardens were meticulously maintained by a crew of gardeners. The barracks had been recently painted on the outside a dazzling white with blue trim.


    Straight lines, square corners, yes, sir, no, sir, three bags full. That’s what I’d been taught. That’s what I knew. I was a captain in the United States Army. Straight lines. Square corners. Yes, sir! No, sir! Three bags full!


    I walked into Three Troop’s wooden barracks. The long room was a mess. It was worn and dirty. Rucksacks (called Bergens) were strewn everywhere. Beds were unkempt, uniforms scruffy. It reminded me more of a football locker room than an army barracks. Two of the troopers—I never learned if it was done for my benefit or not—were brewing tea on the floor in the middle of the room.


    I commented on the state of the room and on the men. I added, “What we need to do is get this area mopped down, the equipment cleaned, straightened, and stored, and the tea brewed outside.” Two troopers, Scott and Larson, spoke up at once. “No, sir. That’s not what we want to do. Otherwise, we might as well go back to our regular regiments. One of the reasons we volunteered for the SAS was so we wouldn’t have to worry about the unimportant things.” I didn’t understand that. I thought I’d been given a group of roughnecks to command. Also, I suspected the troops were not comfortable with me. Who was this bloody Yank who didn’t understand at all about freebooting behavior in a special operations unit? But I felt I had to bring the troop into line. My job, as I saw it, was to get them dressed smartly and to make parade soldiers out of them. Yes, sir! That was my job. I went home that night and told Katherine I felt I might not be able to handle this.


    Peter Walter, my squadron commander, would normally have an officers’ call at the end of each day. We’d go into his office and talk about the day. I found that whenever one of the officers addressed Major Walter he’d use his first name, and Major Walter, at his turn, would use the troop commander’s first name. When I asked a question, I would address my commanding officer as Major Walter. This went on for several days and finally Major Walter called me in. “Let me explain the form.” In a very precise and penetrating voice he told me that in the SAS system when an officer was in the midst of troopers or standing in a formation with what the Brits call ORs (Other Ranks), noncommissioned officers and enlisted men, they addressed each other using their ranks. “But, when we’re in a room like this and there are just officers present it’s always on a first-name basis. And that’s the way I want it to be. Do you understand?” And I said, “Yes, sir!” “There you go again,” he replied. That really made me uncomfortable.


    I couldn’t make heads or tails of this situation. The officers were so professional, so well read, so articulate, so experienced. Why were they serving with this organization of nonregimented and apparently poorly disciplined troops? The troops resembled no military organization I had ever known. I’m sure if I had been put in with a unit of the Coldstream Guards or the Household Cavalry I would have known what to expect. But the 22 Special Air Service Regiment! Well, this was too different, and for me the impact was too soon. I was adrift in a world that I thought I knew. I couldn’t predict what would happen next in any given situation. Everything I’d been taught about soldiering, been trained to believe, was turned upside down.


    I’d been in camp about ten days when I was told a sketch map exercise would be conducted. I was glad about this because I’d get an opportunity to observe the squadron in action.


    Peter Walter told me I’d accompany Sergeant Major Ross, who would design and formulate the exercise. Life was full of surprises. In the American military system officers usually ran everything. But this was Britain. Major Walter jumped into his flashy maroon Jaguar and took off for London, leaving Sergeant Major Ross and two or three other sergeants and me to go down to Wales, into the barren and harsh Brecon Beacons.


    This exercise would test the soldier on his ability to navigate over very difficult terrain using only a compass and a simple sketch map. Ross, a large man with blond hair, was not particularly liked by the officers and most of the ORs. He was a Scot, dour and introspective, and his nickname was “Gloom.” I found him very methodical and, not surprisingly, very professional. He and the other NCOs selected the proper area to run the exercise; it was quite difficult, and they discussed realistically how each trooper could solve the terrain problems they were setting up. Their aim was not to hand a soldier a complete, one-inch-to-the-mile military map, but rather a small sketch showing only major terrain features. A true magnetic north was also drawn in. To me this was realistic as a field exercise. We hadn’t done much of this at Fort Bragg.


    After we’d spent two days laying out this exercise, the squadron drove up in several 3-ton trucks. Major Walter and the other officers appeared and, as the sun went down, Peter told Sergeant Major Ross to get on with it.


    After last light, as each trooper was dropped off, he was handed a sketch and told to get from where he was to somewhere else in a certain amount of time. I went on each of these briefings, holding Sergeant Major Ross’s torch and clipboard. The instructions were very clear but very short. I remembered that if I were back in Fort Bragg, North Carolina, I’d be an hour answering questions. Sergeant Major Ross did not tolerate any questions. “This is your task. You are here and this is where your rendezvous point will be tomorrow morning and you bloody well better get hopping.” That was it. The soldier disappeared into the night.


    What I hadn’t realized until the briefings was that each man had only a certain amount of time to get from one point to another. The men, if they were to make their rendezvous points, would have to run most of the night—while carrying heavy Bergens and individual weapons.


    The next morning, when we began to gather up the men, we found them coming in pretty well shattered. Most were wringing wet. I looked again at the routes, remeasured the distances. Holy smokes, I thought, they’ve really covered some ground! If a trooper was late in arriving at his RV (rendezvous), he was not picked up that day and had to wait until the next morning, which meant there would be no rations for him that day. If a man not only missed his rendezvous but also got totally lost, he was severely punished. Peter Walter had him taken down to the nearest river, a rope was tied to his waist and he was thrown in with all of his gear, including sleeping bag. For the rest of the exercise, another day or two, this poor bloke stayed wet, day and night. That was the cost for not keeping up. I thought, “God, this is what we ought to do at home.”


    Little by little, I began to see the picture. The squadron was not playing games. They were deadly serious. They’d had a lot of experience, going back to World War II, whereas our own Army Special Forces hadn’t actually been established until 1954. The Brits had made lots of mistakes, but they’d learned from them. We Americans had a ways to go.


    A week later my free ride ended. I learned that the CO, Peter Walter, was up in Lincolnshire setting up an exercise similar to the one Sergeant Major Ross had run in Wales. This time, in Sherwood Forest, we would, along with an extended timed march, reconnoiter an objective and bring back information.


    The first night we made a long forced march in groups of twos and threes. I selected two chaps, the very two who had been brewing tea on the barracks floor a few weeks before, Lance Corporals Scott and Larson. Larson was a proud Scotsman. He was never afraid to speak his mind and usually he had something worthwhile to say. Scott spoke with a thick Irish brogue and had a wonderful sense of humor. I’d learned to respect them and they now appeared to be comfortable with me. We made the march and we made the time. But my feet were a mess. My soles were covered with large blisters. In Sherwood Forest I got my nickname—Blisters.


    The next afternoon we were given a forced point-to-point march, with the option of going in teams or going alone. Everyone chose to go alone. I studied the map all afternoon, memorizing my route. I said to myself, I’ve been to Ranger School and I’m a big boy. I’ll be able to handle this if my feet’ll hang in there. My feet were in terrible shape.


    I started after last light. It was a tough go; the forest was dense and the tracks poorly marked. About 2:00 in the morning, wringing wet, hurt and tired, moving through a particularly thick area, I stepped off into a hole about six feet deep. I fell to the bottom in a heap. I sat for a while smoking a cigarette. I was running against time, and I didn’t want to be embarrassed. Jesus Christ, I thought, you’re all alone. What in the hell are you doing sitting here, boy? I got my Bergen off and by leaning it against the side of the pit I was able to climb out. I pressed on. My feet were bleeding by now and it was very painful for me to move. By first light I’d reached the rendezvous point. I wasn’t the first man in. I wasn’t the last man in. I was in what you’d call the lower third of the class.


    That evening we went down to one of the pubs and drank a lot of warm beer. Although it hurt to walk, I walked anyway. I was too proud not to. Even the beer that night tasted good.


    After we got back to Hereford, a day passed uneventfully. Then the regimental CO, Colonel Wilson, called me in. “You’ve been wearing that odd-looking American-made green beret around the area. We’d like you to wear a proper beret, the one with the SAS regimental symbol on it.”
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    IF YOU’RE WHAT the Brits call an OR, you’re issued a beret from the regimental stores. Officers, however, wore tailor-made ones. A couple of the officers went with me to London where I was fitted. I was very happy when the postman brought me my sand-colored beret. I wore it with a lot of pride. Nobody had given it to me. I’d earned it. Nobody gives you anything in the SAS. You have to earn it.


    I hadn’t “earned” my green beret. I’d just been handed it. I got assigned to Special Forces and put the hat on. Now I knew that wasn’t right. Men ought to earn the right to wear a distinctive badge.


    I joined the Special Forces in 1958. I arrived at Fort Bragg as a parachute-qualified officer. I’d just done three years in the 82nd Airborne Division. Not that I wouldn’t have volunteered—that didn’t matter. I was assigned to Special Forces because they needed officers. No one had been assessed. I knew a hat didn’t make a good soldier. It’s good to keep your head warm and useful to throw up in when you’re flying and waiting in a plane to make a parachute drop and you get air sick. It’s good for that. But in the SAS I realized the importance of a system that permits an individual to earn the right to wear a particular hat.


    A month, maybe six weeks went by, and I saw that soldiers just didn’t come down to Bradbury Lines, knock on the door, and join the regiment. I’d seen selection courses run without the SAS taking a single individual. Nobody! They’d sent all forty applicants back to their permanent regiments. And I mean applicants from the Guards Regiments, the best of the British Army.


    I watched several selection courses. Blokes would volunteer and come to the SAS from their permanent regiments. For the first ten days the volunteers were put through rigorous physical training and map-reading courses. This was followed by another ten days when the recruits were required to endure long forced marches over the same terrain and against time. The men began to suffer from the continuous lack of sleep, with their judgment particularly affected. This phase concluded when the troopers marched forty-five miles in twenty-four hours while carrying a 55-pound Bergen and a 9-pound rifle. The tricky part was that the men were not told how long they had to complete the march—yet they all knew there was a time limit. This way, each volunteer had to go as hard as he could for as long as he could. The SAS was looking for men who would reach down within themselves to pull out those qualities they hardly knew they possessed. It’s like the moment when a marathoner hits “the wall,” when he’s burned out, when there’s nothing left, and yet he continues to push, to punish himself, and finds the guts to keep running. This phase is called “Selection.”


    The survivors then underwent ten to twelve weeks of additional training. During this period each man was subjected to rigorous mental testing. A board of carefully selected officers and NCOs put each man through a series of scenarios that required him to make difficult judgments.


    A troop is on patrol in East Germany; the recruit is in charge, the mission to blow up a refinery. As they are moving to their objective, they stumble upon two little girls; one is fourteen, the other twelve. What would the leader do? Would he kill them? Would he take them with him? Leave them behind? Tie them up? Of course there is no right answer. The board was interested in how a man thought.


    The candidate would be asked, “Who is your best friend?”


    “Paddy So-and-So.”


    “Well, let’s say Paddy gets into some serious trouble with the police and he asks you to lie to the police for him or on the witness stand. Would you do it?”


    Or, “You’re off on a 4-man patrol and one of the troop disobeys an order and you determine that you will, on returning to base, report him. But on the way back, something happens: you are discovered, and during a firefight he saves your life and is the most heroic individual in the troop. While they’re pinning the Victoria Cross on this chap, do you report him for being insubordinate?”


    At the end of this grueling examination the board would say, “Well, Tommy, you’ve obviously done well in this selection course. You’ve proven you’re fit, and you should be proud. Now, tell us what you don’t do well.” Based on what I observed, men who could not articulate their inabilities did not become members of the regiment.


    Finally, after all selection courses and tests had been run, the regimental commander personally accepted the individuals who were to be assigned to the SAS. As I said, whole classes washed out. In the SAS jargon, it was hard to be “badged.”


    What the regiment ended with, I thought, were men who enjoyed being alone, who could think and operate by themselves, men who were strong-minded and resolute. Those were the SAS characteristics I thought should be transferred to the U.S. Army’s Special Forces.


    Another noteworthy item involved the rank of an individual finally selected to join the SAS. In most cases he gave up his previous rank, the one he held in his permanent regiment. He would then have to work his way back up the promotion line. So, officers and ORs made a sacrifice to join the SAS. This was the case, for example, of my neighbor at Bradbury Lines, John Edwards. A permanent major in the Royal Highland Fusiliers, because there was no space in 22 SAS for another major, John in order to join the regiment had accepted the lower rank of captain.


    There was one SAS custom totally alien in my own army whose importance I fully understood. Over pints of bitters in the Sergeants’ Mess on those Saturday nights when the squadron was in Bradbury Lines, officers and sergeants would discuss freely situations that had developed during the week. The form here was that the regimental sergeant major would invite the officers in their mess to come to the Sergeants’ Mess. This was important. The officers would then literally run down the two blocks separating the Officers’ Mess from the Sergeants’ Mess. And it was in their mess where it all happened. No one ever left before first light on Sunday morning. We stayed and drank beer all night. This was the opportunity for the officers and the sergeants to whittle away at traditional form and egotistical illusions.


    This would be the time when my troop sergeant would say, “You know, Captain Beckwith, you made a bollix out of that inspection last week. Everyone laughed at you. You got too concerned about the missing button on Tommy’s uniform. All you had to do was tell the man to get it repaired. You didn’t need to embarrass him.” The officers sometimes would accept the criticisms; yet, in some cases they wouldn’t. Many times officers would argue amongst themselves, particularly between A and D Squadrons. These nights were filled with strong dialogue and many a good argument was had. Everybody got breathed on, even the regimental commander. A very intense scene, but it was a way of letting off steam. It was a very healthy environment. A lot got done.


    One morning, shortly after returning to camp from a field exercise, I heard someone banging on my front door. It was nearly 3:00 A.M. and I went down half asleep to answer the door. A trooper in full combat gear stood facing me. “Sir! You are to report to the guardhouse as soon as you possibly can with the following equipment.” And he handed me a piece of paper with the words “Crab Stakes” printed across the top. I started to get dressed. I was in a hurry but not in that big a hurry, because I didn’t know what was going on. When I finally arrived at the guardhouse, my troop was waiting. They were livid. They wouldn’t even speak to me. Down the road, a fair distance off, I saw another troop moving off. My troop couldn’t leave until everybody had been accounted for. Obviously, I was the last man to get there.


    Squadron Commander Walter gave me my instructions and we took off. Well, we had to struggle through various events, including a long speed march on which we were graded. Because we were the last ones to start, we never caught up. We came in last in everything. I crawled into my shell and didn’t say anything. I was just too busy trying to keep up. Saturday night in the Sergeants’ Mess I caught hell.


    “You bloody man, you. When someone knocks on your door, you better be ready and you better double-time next time. You were the last man in the squadron to get there and you live closer than most. Why didn’t you ask for some help? Didn’t you understand?” I didn’t. I had no idea that “Crab Stakes” meant a contest.


    Major Walter could have gotten me off to the side the day before and explained the form, but he hadn’t. He didn’t have to tell me what he was planning, but he could have said, “If you ever get instructions during the night marked ‘Crab Stakes,’ move in a hurry.”


    I was angry and embarrassed. Yet, Peter Walter was very keen, very clever. I began to recognize, maybe in the fourth month of training, what he was trying to do. It was when we went down to Corsica that I began to really understand.
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    THE SAS WAS invited by the French in September to undertake a combined exercise with one of their crack paratroop battalions located in Corsica. It was the famous Bérets Rouges, who had fought with gallantry in strongpoint Eliane at Dien Bien Phu and, three years later, had fought in the Battle of Algiers. For a time it had been commanded by one of France’s great combat colonels, Roger Trinquier. The lessons learned at the hands of the Viet Minh and the Fellagha had not been wasted on their officers and NCOs. They were extremely professional.


    We made the long drive from Ajaccio, north along the spectacular Corsican coast to Calvi, where the “paras” were stationed. On the right-hand side of the twisting road mountains rose, covered to their summits with evergreen oak. On the other side sudden glimpses of open sea or inlets and gulfs dotted the drive.


    That evening, our first with the French, was one hell of a night. It was spent drinking cognac, and those Frenchmen were as professional in this as in everything they did.


    The next morning, early, we were taken to a seventeenth-century fortress built during the Genoese occupation of the island. There, a very rugged obstacle course had been rigged. Vertical walls to be scaled by climbing drain pipes and jumps from balcony to balcony, or turret to turret, were the order of the day. One particularly hazardous obstacle was a wide moat that had to be crossed by sliding along a single steel cable. The French said two of their own troops had been killed when they’d slipped and fallen.


    The 1st BPC (Bataillon de Parachutistes de Choc) gave A Squadron of the 22 SAS a free ride through the obstacles in the morning. Two troopers within the squadron broke ankles during the afternoon. The next day we Brits formed 4-man patrols and went out into the hills to hunt down French units scattered throughout the maquis. A useful exercise, it lasted four days.


    We were then gathered in the boondocks. That night we were given plenty to eat and drink. In the morning we were stripped of our British uniforms and given coarse woolen uniforms on which were painted, in bold white letters, both back and front, the initials POW. The drill this time was to E and E (Evade and Escape).


    Each of us was given time to study a map of this mountainous northern region and, if we could, determine a route that would take us to an RV. The object was to get to the rendezvous without being captured by patrols made up of French paratroopers and local gendarmes. Before being dropped off, we were expertly strip searched. Some tiny compasses one or two of the troopers had tried to conceal were taken away. I paired up with my troop sergeant, Gypsy Smith.


    Loaded into trucks and taken deep into the wild Corsican countryside, we were dropped off and told to make for the RV. Visualize sixty 2-man patrols, every man wearing a POW jacket, fanning out throughout the granite mountain and rugged scrub country of northern Corsica, all making for an RV on the coast, all trying to avoid roadblocks, checkpoints, and roving patrols, and you’ll have an idea of what was happening that night.


    Sergeant Smith and I first tried to discover where we had been dropped. Once this had been determined, we chose a compass bearing, then climbed slowly through a jungle of boulders, evergreen plants, and shrubs. All night we moved over crude footpaths, climbed over granite outcrops, walked through oak groves and maquis-thinned fields, passed silent, dark, square stone-built houses surrounded by olive groves and ancient-looking villages hanging from hillsides. Northern Corsica is tough; very, very tough.


    At first light, nearly at our limits, Gypsy Smith and I hit the beach. We headed for the RV, which, we were told, was a nudist camp during the holiday season. We were the second pair to arrive. Lance Corporals Larson and Scott, the two who had brewed tea on the barracks floor, had been the first in. A little time later, Major Walter and his partner, who had taken a particularly rigorous route, arrived. I hadn’t even known the CO was out that night.


    After everyone arrived or had been rounded up in the hills above the beach, we were taken back to Calvi where the squadron did some partying. Peter Walter and I went out to dinner. He talked and I listened. He said he recognized I’d been under a lot of pressure, and he explained that, because my performance had lived up to the squadron’s standards, he and the men had accepted me as one of them. He felt that if I would relax and unwind I’d enjoy far more my year with the SAS. So when the unit returned to Hereford just before Christmas, I was as happy as I’d been for quite a while.


    Following the holiday break, the regimental commander asked me to stop in. “Charlie,” he said, “the regiment’s off to Malaya in January and we want you to go. You need to visit London and find out what your side has to say about this.”


    Our side was the Army attaché in the American Embassy who was a bit wishy-washy with me. “I don’t want to ask the State Department,” he said, “because if they get in it, it will become very complicated. I think you shouldn’t go. If something happens to you it will be difficult for us to handle. Think carefully about it, Captain. You ought not to go, but the decision really is yours.” Well, hell, if the decision was mine… I returned to Bradbury Lines to tell Colonel Wilson I’d accompany the regiment to Malaya.
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    IN MALAYA, THE Communists, known as the MRLA (Malayan Races Liberation Army), retreated into the jungle and in June 1948 began a campaign of full-scale violence. They had been unable to gain power by political means and now tried to seize it through terrorism. A state of emergency in Malaya was immediately declared. During the early stages of the crisis the MRLA, using tactics based on terror, met with considerable success. They followed the advice of the ancient Chinese general Sun-Zu, “Kill one, frighten a thousand.”


    The war rapidly escalated from isolated acts of terrorism to jungle battles between guerrilla bands and regular British Army units. Conventional military measures met with failure. The jungle, which covers four-fifths of the Malayan peninsula, simply does not lend itself to set-piece battles.


    Recognizing by early 1950 that this strategy was not working, the British authorities decided to isolate the guerrilla force from the civilian community. Spearheaded by the SAS, small-size units penetrated the jungle, there to live like the enemy, moving freely from base to base, solving their own supply problems, and hunting down the guerrillas on their own terms.


    When Britain moved Malay toward independence, the guerrillas lost their monopoly on nationalism. Deprived of their main sources of supply among the villagers—and losing their appeal among the people as a whole—the MRLA dwindled to a few hundred stragglers who hung on deep in the jungles of the north. In 1960, the Emergency was officially ended.


    The SAS operation I was part of was to occur along the Thai-Malaya border. This was an area still inhabited by small guerrilla bands. It was going to be more than just a routine exercise. The old blokes in the regiment thought that because there was a chance, however slim, of getting a kill, this would be a very good training operation.


    The regiment flew to Butterworth, which is across the strait from Penang in northern Malaya. I debarked with my troop, wearing complete British jungle kit. As we went through the terminal to get on the small planes that were going to ferry us to our base, Peter Walter came up to me. “Don’t say anything, Charlie. There’s some chap here asking questions about you. With your accent you’re sure to give yourself away. For God’s sake, let me do all the talking.”


    I caught a quick glimpse of an American embassy type up from Kuala Lumpur talking to Peter. I kept moving and didn’t breathe freely until I was aboard the ferry aircraft and Peter had come up to tell me he had taken care of everything. I didn’t ask how, and I didn’t care. All I wanted was to get into the jungle.


    We were flown to an old Gurkha camp carved out of the jungle a few kilometers from Gerik. The area had a few rubber plantations and one or two hard-surface roads. Some of the regiment had spent time there during the Emergency, and I could tell they were feeling good about being back. One was the Scotsman Harry Thompson. He told me many stories about fighting in these jungles. In February 1958, hard on the Malacca Strait Coast, in the state of Selangor, Harry Thompson had led D Squadron in a hunt for two guerrilla bands led by someone known as “the Baby Killer.” After nearly three exhausting weeks in the Telok Anson swamp, Thompson and his squadron finally cornered and captured the notorious terrorist. By then the men were suffering from their extended period in this huge swamp, and Thompson himself was walking on infected and ulcer-covered legs. No question he was an old hand. I had a lot of time for Major Thompson. A few years later, in Borneo, Harry Thompson would become second in command of the 22 SAS Regiment—and tragically die there in a helicopter crash.


    In the morning, bright and early—the Brits were great for starting before first light—we packed our Bergens and were picked up and driven down to the river, loaded onto boats, and taken to the training site. There we were met by Sergeant Major Ross and the other instructors. We then marched forty minutes into the jungle, where we prepared a bivouac for that night. From piles of old parachutes we were expected to make hammocks. I’d frankly forgotten how, so one of the sergeants who was helping gave me a hand. You take three silk panels and sew up the edges, making sure you don’t cut the shroud lines that attach the canopy to the pack tray. Then the shroud lines are braided, like a little girl’s hair, and these are used to tie the head and the feet of the hammock to the holding trees. All this, including hacking out of the jungle a spot you could call your own, took no more than a couple of hours.


    The following morning we were told we were going out on a land navigation exercise in groups of four. Sergeant Major Ross and I were paired. Ross had the reputation of being an outstanding navigator, and I’d liked the way he handled his job in the Brecon Beacons. I was to learn years later that Gloom, after leaving the SAS, took his own life. This morning, however, very much alive, he was in his element.


    We started moving through the jungle and pretty soon began to climb a large mountain. Sergeant Major Ross pointed out game trails and places where elephants had come through. I learned you could usually find water along these paths where it collected in the deep footprints left by these huge animals.


    For the first hour Gloom did all the navigating, explaining to us the terrain features we should be looking for. In jungle as heavy as we were in, it was hard to know where we were. The trees were so large that two men could barely join hands around them. Landmarks were difficult to see, so we were told to look for ridge lines or the tops of hills matching the contour lines on our maps. Streams were another matter. Sometimes we’d cross one and it wouldn’t be on the map. Then there was the one on the map that had dried up and was no longer a part of the terrain. So it was a matter of keeping up with the contours and shooting azimuths and back azimuths. This was tough jungle. The leeches were very bad. There were more leeches in Malaya than I’d seen, or was to see, anywhere in Southeast Asia.


    Following land navigation we did Immediate Action Drills (IADs). The Brits had had a lot of experience fighting the CT in Malaya, so they were good at this. We learned how to set an ambush, what to do if a troop ran head on into the enemy or into their flank, and how to respond if attacked while in bivouac. Drills for every eventuality existed. At first we walked very slowly through these drills. Gradually we got to go faster and faster and finally ran them with live ammunition. I’d never done this in the States. It was great!


    Afterward, Sergeant Major Ross informed us that the next day, in pairs, we would navigate through the jungle, arriving at various RVs where vehicles would pick us up and carry us back to Gerik. I selected a trooper named Kilpatrick, and he and I spent the rest of the daylight hours choosing the route we would take. I didn’t think it made any difference. I said to myself, “Knowing Gloom, hell, they’re all going to be tough!”


    We were released, and Kilpatrick and I took off. All day we climbed up and climbed down steep jungle ridges. There seemed to be an endless row of ridge lines, and much of that hot, steamy day we spent on all fours, pushing and pulling, sliding down one side of a steep river valley and struggling up the other. We went as hard and as fast as we could. When darkness fell and we still hadn’t hit the RV, we continued to move even though there was a rule in the SAS, because of the danger, not to march at night. For another hour and a half we plodded on. We were bound and determined to make that damn pickup point. Finally, figuring out we were serving no purpose at all, we stopped and hung our hammocks. I didn’t sleep very well that night. I know Kilpatrick didn’t either. Next morning we got packed up and started moving before dawn. The first light was kind of smoky. We had moved no more than 200 yards through the jungle when suddenly we came out into a rubber plantation. We traveled for another half hour through the rubber trees before we struck a tarmac road. We’d been so close the night before, yet so far away.


    We sat for ten minutes before we realized, “Hey, ain’t nobody coming to pick us up now. We missed the truck last night. We better get moving.” So we started walking, knowing we had another ten miles to hike. An old truck came along, which we hitched a ride on and rode the rest of the way to Gerik. In camp we learned we weren’t the only ones who’d missed the RV.


    Although others were still out in the jungle, I was sent off again immediately. As I walked into camp, Peter Walter came up to me and said, “I’ve got an aircraft waiting for you. You must get cracking. Get your gear, your troop is waiting for you. Straight away, get moving, right, right, right, and by the way, here’s a beer and a sandwich.”


    The dense jungle canopy was a rich dark green, and I thought how beautiful it looked. A 2-engine aircraft flew me into a small grass strip that had been cut out next to a border security outpost along which a broad muddy river ran. I was taken to a big open-sided pavilion near the river. It reminded me of being a kid again, going to a church picnic.


    I looked real bad. I’d changed my torn uniform for a new one back at Gerik, but my face and arms were cut up and there was dried blood all over me. Kilpatrick and I had busted our asses. I smelled


    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    
  


  
    

    GLOSSARY


    Special Military Terms and Acronyms


    
      
        	
          ADC

        

        	
          Assistant division commander.

        
      


      
        	
          APU

        

        	
          Auxiliary power unit.

        
      


      
        	
          ARVN

        

        	
          Army of the Republic of Vietnam.

        
      


      
        	
          ATT

        

        	
          Army Training Test.

        
      


      
        	
          Bérets Rouges

        

        	
          See BPC.

        
      


      
        	
          Bergen

        

        	
          Rucksack (British).

        
      


      
        	
          BPC

        

        	
          Bataillon de Parachutistes de Choc; crack French paratroop unit (Bérets Rouges).

        
      


      
        	
          C-130

        

        	
          Lockheed Hercules 4-engine multipurpose transport aircraft.

        
      


      
        	
          C-141

        

        	
          Lockheed StarLifter is larger than C-130 and lacks that aircraft’s versatility.

        
      


      
        	
          CIB

        

        	
          Combat Infantryman’s Badge.

        
      


      
        	
          CIDG

        

        	
          Civilian Irregular Defense Group (Vietnam).

        
      


      
        	
          CINCPAC

        

        	
          Commander in Chief, Pacific.

        
      


      
        	
          CJCS

        

        	
          Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff.

        
      


      
        	
          CJTF

        

        	
          Commander Joint Task Force.

        
      


      
        	
          CSA

        

        	
          Army Chief of Staff.

        
      


      
        	
          CT

        

        	
          Communist Terrorist.

        
      


      
        	
          DCM

        

        	
          Deputy Chief of Mission.

        
      


      
        	
          DCSOPS

        

        	
          Deputy Chief of Staff for Operations and Plans.

        
      


      
        	
          Delta Force

        

        	
          1st Special Forces Operational Detachment—Delta (SFOD-D).

        
      


      
        	
          DELTA Project, Detachment B52

        

        	
          Special Forces recon unit Beckwith commanded in Vietnam; also Project DELTA.

        
      


      
        	
          DOD

        

        	
          Department of Defense.

        
      


      
        	
          DZ

        

        	
          Drop Zone.

        
      


      
        	
          Eagle Claw

        

        	
          Code name of mission to free hostages in Iran.

        
      


      
        	
          E and E

        

        	
          Evade and Escape.

        
      


      
        	
          EEI

        

        	
          Essential elements of information.

        
      


      
        	
          EOC

        

        	
          Emergency Operations Center.

        
      


      
        	
          FAC

        

        	
          Forward air controller.

        
      


      
        	
          FM

        

        	
          Field Manual.

        
      


      
        	
          FORSCOM

        

        	
          Forces Command.

        
      


      
        	
          GIGN

        

        	
          Groupe d’ Intervention de la Gendarmerie Nationale; French counterterrorist unit.

        
      


      
        	
          GSG-9

        

        	
          Grenzschutzgruppe 9 (Border Patrol Unit 9); West German counterterrorist unit.

        
      


      
        	
          IAD

        

        	
          Immediate Action Drill; aspect of counterinsurgency and counterterrorist training, stressing readiness for any eventuality.

        
      


      
        	
          IR

        

        	
          Intelligence report.

        
      


      
        	
          IRG

        

        	
          Iranian Revolutionary Guards; also known as Pasdaran.

        
      


      
        	
          JCRC

        

        	
          Joint Casualty Resolution Center, assigned to search for bodies of men killed in Southeast Asia.

        
      


      
        	
          JCS

        

        	
          Joint Chiefs of Staff.

        
      


      
        	
          JFK Center

        

        	
          United States Army John F. Kennedy Center for Military Assistance (formerly Special Warfare Center).

        
      


      
        	
          JTF

        

        	
          Joint Task Force.

        
      


      
        	
          LLBD

        

        	
          Luc Luong Dac Biet; South Vietnamese Special Forces.

        
      


      
        	
          LZ

        

        	
          Landing Zone.

        
      


      
        	
          MAC

        

        	
          Military Air Command.

        
      


      
        	
          MACV

        

        	
          Military Assistance Command, Vietnam.

        
      


      
        	
          MACV-SOG

        

        	
          Military Assistance Command, Vietnam Studies and Observation Group.

        
      


      
        	
          MILPERCEN

        

        	
          See USAMILPERCEN.

        
      


      
        	
          MOS

        

        	
          Military occupation specialty.

        
      


      
        	
          MRLA

        

        	
          Malayan Races Liberation Party (Communist).

        
      


      
        	
          NVA

        

        	
          North Vietnamese Army.

        
      


      
        	
          OPSEC

        

        	
          Operations Security.

        
      


      
        	
          ORs

        

        	
          Other Ranks (British).

        
      


      
        	
          Pasdaran

        

        	
          Iranian Revolutionary Guards (IRG).

        
      


      
        	
          PINS

        

        	
          Palletized Inertial Navigation System.

        
      


      
        	
          Project DELTA

        

        	
          See DELTA Project.

        
      


      
        	
          RDF

        

        	
          Rapid Deployment Force.

        
      


      
        	
          REDCOM

        

        	
          Readiness Command.

        
      


      
        	
          RH-53D

        

        	
          Twin turbine heavy lift helicopter; called Sea Stallions.

        
      


      
        	
          Rice Bowl

        

        	
          Code name of planning phase of Iran rescue mission.

        
      


      
        	
          RV

        

        	
          Rendezvous.

        
      


      
        	
          S&T

        

        	
          Selection and Training.

        
      


      
        	
          SAS

        

        	
          Special Air Service; elite British military special operations unit.

        
      


      
        	
          SATCOM

        

        	
          Satellite Communications.

        
      


      
        	
          SAVAK

        

        	
          Iranian National Intelligence and Security Operation (under the Shah).

        
      


      
        	
          SAVAMA

        

        	
          Iranian (revolutionary) secret police.

        
      


      
        	
          SCIF

        

        	
          Secure Compartmented Information Facility.

        
      


      
        	
          Sea Lions

        

        	
          See RH-53D.

        
      


      
        	
          SEALS

        

        	
          Navy Sea, Air, and Land Teams—equivalent to the U.S. Army Green Berets.

        
      


      
        	
          SFOD-D

        

        	
          or SFOD-Delta See Delta Force.

        
      


      
        	
          Sit rep

        

        	
          Situation report.

        
      


      
        	
          SOTFE

        

        	
          Special Operations Task Force Europe.

        
      


      
        	
          STOL

        

        	
          Short Takeoff and Landing type of aircraft.

        
      


      
        	
          TDY

        

        	
          Temporary duty.

        
      


      
        	
          TO&E

        

        	
          Table of Organization and Equipment.

        
      


      
        	
          TRADOC

        

        	
          Training and Doctrine Command.

        
      


      
        	
          UW

        

        	
          Unconventional Warfare.

        
      


      
        	
          USAMILPERCEN

        

        	
          United States Army Military Personnel Center; also MILPERCEN.

        
      


      
        	
          ZSU-23-4

        

        	
          ZSU is a Soviet designation for self-propelled anti-aircraft gun, 23 is for caliber of gun (23 mm), 4 for number of guns.
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