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Bill Moyers next week returns to the 
network news wars when he joins 
NBC News as a regular commentator 

on "NBC Nightly News With Tom Bro-
kaw" . . . 

"I think it's a good thing to do at this stage in 
my life," Moyers said yesterday ... 

His new job has the title of senior news analyst 
and be is free, under the terms of what is 
believed to be a two-year contract with NBC, to 
continue production of major programs for the 
Public Broadcasting Service, although he said he 
expects to reduce his workload with the public 
network ... 

NBC News has been without a regular com-
mentator since John Chancellor retired in July 
1993; Moyers is not expected to fill quite the 
same role . . . 

"Ill do two or three commentaries a week 
eventually but I expect to start slowly. TV is 
changing and I have to find the right thrust and 
pace—it's been nine years, after all,' he said, 
since he left network news . .. 

Unlike Chancellor, Moyers probably will not 
join anchor Brokaw on the news set but will 
report "maybe from an office, like Andy Rooney." 
Moyers said he will contribute "essays .. . hard-
hitting, Bill Safire-like reportage and analysis." 
He will also have a role in coverage of the 
national political scene through the 1996 elec-
tions and recalled yesterday that in 1992, PBS 
and NBC collaborated in coverage of the political 
conventions . . . 

Moyers also plans to travel, "I still consider 
myself the reporter" . . . 

According to sources at NBC, Moyers has 
been wooed by NBC News president Andy Lack 
for at least a year. The two have been friends for 
years. "We've shared the same foxholes," Moyers 
said Lack yesterday .. . 

Lack, then a ('PS producer, worked with Moy-
ers on a documentary on abortion in 1977 during 
the latter's first stint with CBS News. Moyers said 
that Lack was instrumental in talking him back to 
the network in 1981 as the senior news analyst, 
replacing Eric Sevareid .. . 

The restless Moyers left CBS News for a 
second time in 1986 amid turmoil at the network 
but said yesterday he has missed the opportunity 
"to be topical," as well as the 'regularity and 
stability" of daily broadcasts. He called NBC News 
"a good place and a perfect match for me" . .. 

The 60-year-old Moyers had a bypass oper-
ation in May 1993 and, despite "a false alarm" 
this past Thanksgiving, said he has been feeling 

For PBS. Moyers's Public Affairs Television, 

BIN MOON% who's returning to network news 
as a commentator for NBC. 

which is run by his wife, Judith, is completing an 
eight-part series due to air this summer called 
The language of Life," a survey of the poets of 
our time, and a 90-minute special for the fall on 
Bill T. Jones, the celebrated African American 
dancer. Down the road is a study of the Book of 

"We've produced over 250 hours of television 
for PBS over the years," he said yesterday. "But I 
decided at the time of the bypass to cut back" . . . 

Moyers was deputy director of the Peace 
Corps in the Kennedy administration and special 

' assistant to President Johnson from 1963-67. He 
left the White House to become publisher of 
.',Newsday. His 1971 book, "Listening to America," 
;;'rasa a bestseller, as were four books based on his 
.' TV series, including "Joseph Campbell and the 

Power of Myth" . . . 
In recent weeks, the liberal Moyers has been 

something of a lightning rod for conservatives 
liager to cut back or even "zero out" funding for 
14xiblic broadcasting and he has not hesitated to 
14 return fire . . 

He said yesterday there is nothing in his NBC 
a-yontract that bans him from speaking out on the 
14altroversy; "there are no conditions on my 
~toioe. As needs be, I will speak to that and other 

" However, he said he's laid aside "the 
I don't grind it anywhere" . 

'210/loyers predicted that public broadcasting will 
aprvive. "I think the people in Washington under-

- Wind that Americans didn't vote for a wrecking 
gun The challenge is to deliberate on the future 

how it can be funded" ... 
Lack, in a conference call yesterday, called 

"the last of a breed. There are precious 
c(few individuals who can have a dialogue with the 
Illiountry every week about the soul of America. It 
ktiikes an extraordinary mind to be able to em-

brace that kind of dialogue. You need a lot of 
wisdom under your belt" . 
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A
 leatherbound signed first edition of this book has been published by 

T
he E

aston P
ress. 

M
y daughter, E

lsa A
rnett, contributed m

ore to this book than I 

can adequately credit. E
lsa put her ow

n prom
ising journalism

 career 

o
n
 h

o
ld

 to
 h

elp
 m

e tack
le th

e p
ro

ject. W
ith

o
u
t th

e in
tu

itio
n
, th

e 

discipline and the encouragem
ent of the daughter, the father w

ould 

have drow
ned in the m

inutiae of his reporting life—
and never com

-

pleted this account of it. 
T

he G
ulf W

ar w
as the m

ost controversial story of m
y life and I am

 

indebted to m
y fiancée, K

im
berly M

oore, for encouraging m
e to go 

to B
aghdad in the first place and urging m

e to stay on during the 

bom
bing. K

im
berly has been invaluable in proofreading both the hard-

cover and paperback editions of this book. 

O
ld friends w

eighed in w
ith indispensable support. N

ot only did 

D
avid H

alberstam
 defend m

y controversial television reporting w
hile 

I w
as in B

aghdad, but on m
y return hom

e he introduced m
e to the 

skilled literary agent L
ynn N

esbitt. S
he secured m

e this book contract 

w
ith S

im
on &

 S
chuster, w

here editor A
lice M

ayhew
 took m

e in hand, 

testing the skills she had honed in tw
enty-five years of nurturing 

reporter-authors and overcom
ing their shortcom

ings. A
lice and editor 

E
ric S

teel brought the project to fruition and I ow
e them

 both m
y 

heartfelt gratitude. N
ina A

rnett w
as encouraging from

 the beginning, 

and w
ith her fam

ily helped m
e try to unravel the tangled threads of 

the V
ietnam

 experience. 
I am

 appreciative of T
ed T

urner and T
om

 Johnson of C
N

N
 for 

unhesitatingly granting m
e tw

o years' leave to w
rite this book, and 

for the support that they and other C
N

N
 executives have given m

e, 

A
cknow

ledgm
ents 
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us, and the m
edics began their w

ork. T
hree of them

 w
orked over a 

seriously w
ounded paratrooper. "K

eep pounding his heart, keep it 

beating," one m
edic urged as another applied m

outh-to-m
outh re-

suscitation. T
hey stayed w

ith it for an hour as bullets ricocheted around 

them
 but the paratrooper died. 

D
on P

ratt, C
haplain V

avrin and I did the best w
e could to help 

com
fort the other w

ounded, checking their com
press bandages and 

bathing their heads w
ith w

et cloths. T
here w

ere over thirty w
ounded 

lying there by noon. including S
ergeant G

erald M
ahoney, w

ho had 

been hit in the knee and the thum
b on the first assault. "I'll be nineteen 

years old on O
ctober 17 and I'll have m

y birthday in the hospital and 

I don't like that," he said. C
haplain V

avrin patted his head and said 

to m
e, "T

hey are terribly brave boys and I'm
 glad I'm

 here today," 

and then craw
led over to soothe a delirious soldier w

ounded in the 

thigh. 

B
y early afternoon despite the best efforts of all, tw

o of the troopers 

w
ith serious sucking chest w

ounds had died, and a sw
eat-soaked m

edic 

in a blood-stained jacket said w
hat everyone w

as thinking: "W
e need 

helicopters to get these people out. C
an't w

e get helicopters?" T
he 

problem
 w

as that the jungle had a triple canopy, tow
ering tw

o hundred 

feet over our heads. W
e w

ould have to blast a clearing out of the trees 

w
ith dynam

ite and that took tim
e. B

y late afternoon the com
pany 

engineers had carved out a landing zone scattered w
ith broken trees 

and stum
ps, and overhead a gap had been left in the canopy that let 

the first rays of sun into that dark jungle. T
he landing zone turned 

out to be too sm
all for the arm

y evacuation helicopters and one that 

tried to com
e in slapped its rotor blades against the trees. T

he sm
aller 

air force H
I1-43s w

ere able to com
e in and P

ratt and I helped load 

the w
ounded. 

B
y early evening the battalion com

m
ander, C

olonel John T
yler, had 

brought in tw
o com

panies of reinforcem
ents from

 behind the V
ietcong 

p
o
sitio

n
s. T

h
ey

 search
ed

 th
e crest o

f th
e h

ill, w
h
ere th

ey
 fo

u
n
d
 

trenches and tunnels and the bodies of eleven of the enem
y. 

T
he colonel w

as not happy to see m
e. H

e told P
ratt, "T

he general 

told us this guy is not w
elcom

e around here," but he talked w
ith m

e 

anyw
ay. "T

his is how
 it has to be in D

 Z
one. T

here is no other w
ay 

to rout them
 out. W

e have been here before and w
e'll be back again. 

If they w
ant to fight like this then w

e'll fight." 

I pointed out to the colonel that eleven paratroopers had been killed, 

forty w
ounded, and to continue to fight that w

ay m
eant establishing 

a one-to-one kill ratio at best, w
hich did not bode w

ell for the future. 
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T
he colonel sm

iled confidently. "L
ook, son, w

e're going to get better 

at this and the V
C

 w
orse." In the early evening P

ratt and I clim
bed 

on the last helicopter out. M
y trousers w

ere w
et—

I discovered that 

w
e w

ere sitting in tw
o inches of blood, trapped by the lip on the m

etal 

floor from
 the dead and w

ounded of earlier flights. 

I w
rote m

y story late that night. B
ecause w

e w
ere restricted from

 

detailing specific num
bers of dead and w

ounded, I m
entioned that the 

unit had sustained heavy casualties, reasonable enough, - I assum
ed, 

because nearly half the com
pany had been hurt. T

he next day, at the 

daily m
ilitary briefing by A

m
erican and V

ietnam
ese officials in Saigon, 

w
hich w

e nicknam
ed the F

ive O
'C

lock F
ollies, m

ilitary officials quar-

reled w
ith m

y num
bers, describing the casualties as light. W

hen I 

objected, they explained that for a com
pany-sized unit the losses w

ere 

indeed heavy, but w
hen assessed against a w

hole battalion they w
ould 

be considered light and that's how
 they w

ere looking at it. 

I w
as infuriated at the sleight of hand and there w

as nothing to 

prevent it happening in the future. 

Supply C
olum

n 21 

T
H

E
 JO

H
N

S
O

N
 A

D
M

IN
IS

T
R

A
T

IO
N

 grew
 alarm

ed at V
ietnam

 new
s cov-

erage and tried to lim
it it. T

he A
P

 w
as a prim

e target. M
y graphic 

battle reports and stories of riot gas experim
ents on m

ilitary opera-

tions, and equipm
ent failures and w

eapons shortages in U
.S

. A
rm

y 

com
bat units had so angered W

ashington that P
resident Johnson or-

dered the F
B

I to rake through m
y life and try to com

e up w
ith som

e 

dirt to silence m
e. A

P
 H

eadquarters w
as aw

are of the generalities, but 

only m
uch later did w

e learn the extent of W
hite H

ouse unhappiness. 

P
ress secretary B

ill M
oyers observed in a 1965 m

em
o that the cov-

erage of C
B

S
 reporter M

orley S
afer and m

e w
as "irresponsible and 

prejudiced" and because w
e w

ere foreign born w
e did not have "the 

basic A
m

erican interests at heart." M
oyers prom

ised to "tighten things 

up" and Johnson scraw
led "good" on the m

em
o. P

residential assistant 

Jack V
alenti w

rote a m
em

o to Johnson prior to a m
eeting w

ith W
es 

G
allagher and other A

P
 executives: "Y

ou m
ay w

ant to bring up the 

problem
 of P

eter A
rnett, w

ho has been m
ore dam

aging to the U
.S

. 
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I spent m
y youth in B

luff, N
ew

 

Z
ealand, until m

y father sent 
m

e to a prestigious boarding 

school to further m
y education. 

B
ut I rebelled against the strict 

authority and played the double 
B

-flat bass tuba in the school 
band instead of cricket and 

rugby. I longed for adventure, to 
see the w

orld. I still do. 

A
 rainy day in the coastal province of 

B
inh D

inh in V
ietnam

 in February 1967. 

L
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e
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the cam
p holds out. If the V

ietcong drives us aw
ay I w

ill go to another 

cam
p
.' " 

E
d
 W

h
ite su

g
g
ested

 I call th
e sto

ry
 "T

h
e A

n
g
el o

f D
u
c C

o
." 1

 

favored any title w
ith the nam

e F
lorence N

ightingale in it, and w
e left 

it up to editors, w
ho used both ideas in their headlines. R

eaders sent 

bundles of clothes and cosm
etics to the P

entagon to pass on to the 

needy nurse. W
hen I returned to S

aigon, John W
heeler kidded m

e 

about m
y corniness. H

orst com
m

ented on the story w
ith unconcealed 

m
errim

ent, "D
at's w

hat happens w
hen.,1 leave him

 alone in the field 

at n
ig

h
t." 

T
he 173rd 

T
H

E
 U

.S
. A

R
m

y buildup w
as concentrated near S

aigon and they 

w
ere inundated by reporters and photographers. W

e drove out to the 

U
.S

. A
rm

y's 173rd A
irborne B

rigade cam
p at B

ien H
oa each day, 

traveling the distance in half an hour or so, burriping across the final 

stretch of din road that w
ound through an old V

ietnam
ese cem

etery 

w
ith rust-colored headstones. O

live drab ponchos w
ere strung betw

een 

the graves to shelter soldier sentinels from
 the searing sun. T

he cam
p 

tent lines w
ere spread out across a sm

all plateau of scrub-covered sand 

dunes, and by design overlooked the busy B
ien H

oa air base in w
hose 

defense the brigade had been deployed. T
he paratroopers w

ere re-

puted to be am
ong the elite of U

.S
. m

ilitary forces, and I w
as eager 

to see how
 they w

ould fare against V
ietcong guerrillas. 

T
heir com

m
ander w

as B
rigadier G

eneral E
llis W

. W
illiam

son, 

w
hose lean, ram

rod stance and crew
 cut graying hair m

erited the 

nicknam
e "B

utch" his m
en used out of his earshot. W

illiam
son had 

strode.off the plane w
ith his troops like G

eneral M
acA

rthur w
ading 

ashore in L
eyte in W

orld W
ar T

w
o. T

he unit's inform
ation sergeant, 

D
on P

ratt, had been w
arned by W

estm
oreland's chief spokesm

an, 

C
olonel B

en L
egare, to caution restraint: "G

et to your general before 

the press does, and m
ake sure he know

s that he is to em
phasize the 

defensive nature of your m
ission. T

he 173rd is here to defend air bases 

and not to fight a w
ar. M

ake sure he know
s that." B

ut P
ratt m

issed 

W
illiam

son at the airport and the general told the press that he had 

com
e to V

ietnam
 to fight W

orld W
ar T

hree. 
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