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were landing. We had to hold that creekbed, and it had come down to 
Nadal and his men to do it, face-to-face with a very aggressive enemy. 

Like every other unit in the battalion, the 3rd Platoon's weapons 
squad was understrength. It had two M-60 machine-gun teams, each 
authorized a gunner, an assistant gunner, and two ammunition bear-
ers. In reality, one team was down to three men, the other to only two. 
One team consisted of the gunner, Specialist 4 Russell E. Adams, 
twenty-three, of Shoemakersville, Pennsylvania; assistant gunner Spe-
cialist 4 Bill Beck, twenty-two, of Steelton, Pennsylvania; and ammu-
nition carrier PFC John Wunderly. Russell Adams was exactly four-
teen days short of completing his Army obligation when he landed in 
X-Ray. At five feet eight inches tall and 145 pounds, Adams was small 
but wiry; he handled the heavy M-60 machine gun with ease. Beck was 
six foot two, lean and hard. The other M-60 crew was made up of 
Specialist 4 Theron Ladner, twenty-two, a tall, thin native of Biloxi, 
Mississippi, and his assistant gunner, PFC Rodriguez E. Rivera. 

Bill Beck says Russell Adams was his best buddy, a calm, soft-
spoken man with big hands. "He didn't talk much, never bitched-just 
oiled his M-60," Beck says, adding: "We moved toward the creekbed 
after chow. Suddenly fire was everywhere and Jerry Kirsch, three yards 
directly in front of me, got hit with machine-gun fire and dropped 
screaming, rolling on his back, yelling for his mother. That scared the 
shit out of me and I jumped to the left for cover, beside a soldier on 
the ground. He was in a firing position and looking at me. It was 
Sergeant Alexander Williams. He had a small hole in his forehead and 
he was dead." Williams, twenty-four, was from Jacksonville, Florida. 

Beck says: "I jumped up as fast as I jumped down and ran forward 
toward Adams, who had gone past Kirsch. We were in the open about 
thirty yards left of the creekbed, moving parallel to it toward Chu 
Pong. Nobody had told us how far to go, so we kept moving. I beard 
Bob Hazen yelling about Lieutenant Taft getting hit. I saw him leaning 
over Tuft when an NV A blasted him and his radio exploded into 
pieces. His back was to the creekbed. That all happened at once, you 
know, thirty seconds. We kept moving. Adams, firing from the hip, 
blew away an NVA aiming his AK at us through the fork of a tree." 

. Over o~ the _east side of the creek Bob Hazen lay, briefly uncon-
scious, beside his dead lieutenant. When he came to, he helped drag 
Taft's body back to the creekbed. "We were under fire. I looked over 
~o our right and behind us was an NVA leaning up against a tree facing 
it [t~e tree). We had bypassed him. The medic and I saw him up tight 
agamst that tree, pith helmet on, tan uniform, pistol belt, and a 
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Curiously, the North Vietnamese forward of D~al, ~evney, and 
Marm's platoons did not press their advantage. Dunng this lull, many 
of the Bravo and Alpha Company wounded and dead were carried 
back to the battalion aid station. Alpha Company's Sergeant Hansen 
says: "We were carrying out one rather heavy Alpha trooper, Specialist 
Jerry Kirsch, in a poncho when the man on the left comer of the litter 
was shot in the back. He went down immediately. He was Specialist 
Scott Henry. The round that hit him was fired from very close. I 
comforted Henry; then we got Kirsch on out. Kirsch was gut-shot but 
survived. When I got back to Henry, he was dead. I think about him 
often, dying alone on that open field. He was an engineer attached to 
our battalion." 

Up the slope, Lieutenant Joe Marm was trying to evacuate his 
casualties. "My weapons-squad leader, Staff Sergeant Robert L. 
Parker, organized a party to get out the wounded. He came back about 
twenty minutes later saying he could not get out because we were 
surrounded. Whether we were or not is still a question to me; it may 
have been friendly fire. But the enemy were maneuvering to our flanks. 
I asked permission to withdraw with the wounded. We policed up the 
dead. We had quite a problem with all the wounded, but met little 
resistance going back. When we reached the ditch which was our 
forward line of departure, the wounded were evacuated back to the 
clearing and we were resupplied with ammo. Water was in very short 
supply." 

Among the wounded flowing into the command-post aid station 
during this brief lull was Specialist 5 Calvin Bouknight, who was the 
medic with Lieutenant Dennis Deal's 3rd Platoon. Bouknight had 
been assigned to the battalion aid station for over eighteen months as 
one of t~o medical assistants to the surgeon. By late October, our line 
comp~mes were short a total of eight platoon medics. We checked 
battalion personnel records and found some soldiers who had previ-
ously s~rved as medics. Some of them were pressed into service; others 
were given r~fresher training and were designated reserve medics. Joe 
Marm d:scnbes the_ situation in his platoon: "My platoon medic was 
a short-timer and did not accompany us to Chu Pong. SFC [George] 
McCulley, the platoon sergeant, carried the aid kit and we planned to 
use Staff Sergeant Th T • ' H h omas olhver as our medic when the need arose. 

e lifiad been a combat medic during the Korean War and was well 
qua ed." 

Still, we did not have gh . Spe · 1- B . enou medics to go around, so we sent down 
c1a 1st oukmght and s · 1- d" 1 pec1a 1st 5 Charles Lose a senior me 1ca · 
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