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Critic’s Roundup

At the holiday season the movie
industry reminds me of some rich old
uncle unsure of what to send the
nieces and ncphews he never did
know very well and who have
changed a good deal since he last saw
them, His solution is always the same
—he spends too much and sends too
much. The result is always the same,
too—a great heap of stufl under the
tree, little of which will be taken to
heart. Some of the scason’s loot:

John and Mary are, in fact, Dustin
and Mia, together for the first time,
but just the way you've always loved
them. Their vehicle could not be more
[ragile: a boy and a girl meet in a sin-
gles” bar, go quickly to bed, afier the
modern fashion, then spend the next
day getting acquainted, with the re-
sult that they really fall in love. This
reversal is aboul all the movie has 1o
offer in the way of novelty, but un-
der Peter Yates’s tactful direction, it
turns out to be a mildly chic, mildly
engaging little thing, played with ad-
mirable believability by its principals.
Tt is aimed preciscly at the squishy,
romantic hearts of the under-25 set
who now dominate the movie audi-
ence and it will surely provide them

Dustin Hoffman and Mia Farrow

with some innécent pleasure. Unlike
The Graduate, it is unpretentious and
will do no harm 1o any of their elders
shonld they happen to drop in.

I sometimes think Hollywood has in-
vented a special lens for looking hack
on turn-of-the-century America—one
that makes everything seem tinged
with golden hues and slightly out of
focus. It can be, in moderation, a
pleasant effect, and there are mo-
ments in The Reivers, hased on Wil-
liam Faulkner’s last novel, that are
very likable. It is, however, a ram-
bling and pointless movie in which a
white man (Steve McQueen) and a
black man (Rupert Crosse) borrow a
snazzy car from the leading citizen of
a small Migsissippi town and induce
that worthy’s young grandson (Mitch
Vogel) to join them on an excursion
to Memphis. There they introduce

him to the perils and pleasures of
manhood, coax him inio jockeying for:
them in a horse race they must win il
they are to retain gramp’s car, and
teach him how painful and trouble-
some big-scale prevarication can be.
Screenplay and direction strive so
hard to recapture that old-time lei-

Sieve Me(acen in The Reivers

sureliness that our interest in the
events of the siory is reduced to min.
imal levels. The Reivers evokes occa.
sional comfortable chuckles but never
the laughter thatis a way of acknowl-
edging a film’s relevance to an aud-
ence. Perhaps part of our trouble js
our present-day dishelief in the filn’s
insistence on such gentle, albejt
Faulknerian, treatment of a ram-
bunctious Negro in the South of 1900.

Gaily, Gaily, based on Ben Hecht’s
autobiographical sketches about go-
ing to Chicago in 1910, and the de-
struction of his country-hoy idealism
by that gaudy city’s political ang
journalistie life, is also an exercise ip
nostalgia. It is a good deal more fran-
ticin style than The Reivers, and rath.
ermore intrinsically interesting, sinee
we don’t get many movies about the
central fact of American life iy the
early days of this century: the cre.
ation of the modern urban miliey, Dj.
rector Norman Jewison striveg for
oxymoron—bhawdy innocence—apq
occasionally achieves it, but despite
the fibn’s lavishness and energy, it
doesn’t really work. Sereenwriter
Abram S, Ginnes has not succeeded
in stitching Hecht’s short picces into
a truly dramatie narrative, and scene
after scene pelers oul without achiey.
ing either comic or dramatic resolu.
tion. Jewison gets some nice isolated
moments out of Beau Bridges in the
leading rolc and from several of the

I vour taste in flops runs to ambi.
o you can do no better than
Writer-Director Richard Brooks’s
The Happy Ending. Tt was his admi.
rable intention to examine scriously
the institution of middle-class ma.
riages that have attained a certain age
—asubject taken up all too rarely by
American movivmakers, But the re-
suli is disgusting. The real issucs be-
Lween a man 2nd a woman whe have
been marsicd for o while are subtle,
very often unapoken, perhaps undra-
matizable. T's evade this defeet
Brooks has coneocted amelodramatic
travesty of relntionship in which a
gin-guzzling wife (Jean Simmons)
and  dull-witted mate (John TFor-
sythe) have at it for a couple of un-
pleasant hours. Their friends are
equally vapid, without saving grace
in style or intellect. I came to loathe
all of them impartially, but T came
to find Mr. Brooks even more con-
temptible. Tollowing the basically
sound fashion of making a highly per-
sonal statement on film, he has run
afoul of Catch 22 in the new esthet-
ic, which holds that if you should by
mischance possess a coarse, insensate
and pretentious mentality the film
willreflect these qualities. Mr. Brooks
finishes in a dead heat with Elia Ka-
zan for creating more eringes per lin-
ear foot of film than anyone else in
1969. Considering the kind of year it
was, that is no mean achievement.

The commercial intent of Marooned
is to place on the great sereen before
you a common currenl nig]llmzlre
—that a group of astronauts are
someday going to get hung up in or-
bit. The film plausibly places them on
that sky hook, then proceeds to de-
tail a possible, if not entirely plausi-

Russian Space shot there, And Johg
Slurges, who likes to make movieg
about shiny gadgets (Ice Station Ze-
bra, The Satan Bug), somchow keeps
the suspense building, right up and
over the feeble dialogue and the
wooden acting. The special effects are
swell and I ended up feeling nice and
tense despite myself, Any father who
refused to take his Jityle boy to Ma-
rooned during school vacation de-
served no better than a dull maroon
necktie for Christmas.

For adults, something very good in-
deed has arrived from abroad. It is
called Z and it is based on the histor-
ical record of the assassination of a po-
litical liberal in Greece in 1963. The
kill was made to look, by its right-
wing perpetrators, like a traffic acci-
dent, and we see now that not only
was it not an accident, it was also a
harbinger of the dictatorship that was
to come lo that unhappy nation.
Whal’s so good about Director Costa-
Gravas’ simple, forceful reconstruc-
tion of the event is its understate-
ment. There is almost no preachment,
just a steady piling up of clues, a slow
revelation of the lies with which the
criminals attempted to cover their
tracks. There is a fine performance by
Jean-Louis Trintignant as the judge
who patiently investigates the inci-
dent and puts his career on the line
when he is forced to the conclusion
that the conspiracy involves the most
powerful elements in the nation—po-
lice, army, government. [t scems al-
most irrelevant to speak of direction
and acting when you are dealing with
a film of this kind. Of course it is a su-
perior policier, expertly entertaining.
But it is also a powerful statement
about how easily any establishment

An astronaut performs some EVA in Marooned

ble, attempt to detach them from it.

supportling actos, but none achicves # Frightfully weak on characterization,

‘a really complete characterization,

its people created apparently by rif-

possibly because it wasn’t called for ™} #fling through old copies of Wings and

—indications being sufficient to the
director’s very broad purposes.
Again, itis alikable movie, but an us-
satisfying one. Q‘

q Astounding Stories, Marooned’s script

" nevertheless Lwists fate, if not char-
acters, in interesting ways—an incon-
venient hurricane here, a convenient

can turn vicious. It requires ouly a lit-

tle laziness, a little willed blindness, a

little corruption for it to have its own
way. On film decency triumphs, but
we know that in less than five years it
had lost out in reality. And that
knowledge chills our satisfaction as

we leave the theater.

by Richard Schickel
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The Massacre at Mylai

2l

he action at Mylai received only a passing mention at

the weekly Saigon briefing in March of 1968. Elements
of the Americal Division had made contact with the enémy
near Quangngai city and had killed 128 Vietcong. There
were a few rumors of civilian deaths, but when the Army
looked into them—a month after the incident—it found
nothing to warrant disciplinary measures. The matter might
have ended there except for a former GI, Ron Ridenhour,
now a California college student. After hearing about My.
lai from former comrades, he wrote letters t0 congressmen
warning that “‘something rather dark and bloody” had tak.
en place. Now an officer has been charged with murder of
“‘an unknown number of Oriental human beings” &t My.
lai, and 24 other men of Company C, First Battalion, 20th
Infantry are under investigation. Congressmen are_de.
manding to know what happened at Mylai, who ord_ered

Photographed by RONALD L. HAEBERLE

Sprinting for cover, men of Company C lft t

» >

he helicopters that ferried them in for the assault on Mylai

it, and whether or not U.S. troops have committed similar
acts in Vietnam.

Because of impending courts-martial, the Army will say
little. The South Vietnamese government, which has con-
ducted its own investigation, states that Mylai was “an act
of war” and that any talk of atrocities is just Vietcong pro-
paganda. This is not true. The pictures shown here by Ron-
ald Haeberle, an Army photographer who covered the mas-
sacre, and the interviews on the following pages confirm 2
story of indisputable horror—the deliberate slaug}_lter ofold
men, women, children and babies. These eyewitness ac-
counts, by the men of Company C and surviving villagers,
indicate that the American troops encountered little i_f any
hostile fire, found virtually no enemy soldiers in the w.llagc
and suffered only one casualty, apparently a self-inflicted
wound. The people of Mylai were simply gunned down.

“Guys were about to shoot these people,” Pho-
tographer Ron Hacberle remembers. “I yelled,
‘Hold it,’” and shot my picture. As I walked away,
I heard M16s open up. From the corner of my eye:
I saw bodies falling, but I didn’t turn to look.’

PHOTOGRAPHS © R. L. HAEBERLE
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Sprinting for cover, men of Company C left the helicopters that ferried them in for the assault on Mylai

it, and whether or not U.S. troops have committed similar
acts in Vietnam.

Because of impending courts-martial, the Army will say -

little. The South Vietnamese government, which has con-"

ducted its own investigation, states that Mylai was “‘an act
of war” and that any talk of atrocities is just Vietcong pro-
paganda. This is not true. The pictures shown here by Ron-
ald Haeberle, an Army photographer who covered the mas-
sacre, and the interviews on the following pages confirm a
story of indisputable horror—the deliberate slaughter of old
men, women, children and babies. These eyewitness ac-
counts, by the men of Company C and surviving villagers,
indicate that the American troops encountered little if any
hostile fire, found virtually no enemy soldiers in the village
and suffered only one casualty, apparently a self-inflicted
wound. The people of Mylai were simply gunned down.

“Guys were about to shoot these people,” Pho-
tographer Ron Haeberle remembers. ‘1 yelled,
‘Hold it,” and shot my picture. AsI walked away,
I heard M16s open up. From the corner of my eye
I saw bodies falling, but I didn’t turn to look.”
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““This man was old and trembling so that he could
hardly walk. He looked like he wanted to cry.
When I left him I heard two rifle shots.”

‘The OFter wag to destroy

Mylal 3 everything in it

These photog! aphs a1 the irsy de

tailed eyewitness account of Mylaiwere brought

3 | ESZler
1o light by Jos¢P %, areporter for the Cle veland Plain Dealer. He helped

llowing artiel, b
repare the fo
5)?0:1 Haeberle and reports fyop, L

Tom Flaherty and Keg Bragoy;o,

of Company C met for a briefing afye,
supper. The company cCOMmander, Cqpy.
tain Ernest Medina, rcad_the official prepared
orders for the assault against Mylai ang spoke
for about 45 minutes, mostly about the pro.
cedures of movement. At least two other com-
panies would also participate. They, like Com-
pany C, were elements of Task Force Barker,
named for its commander, Lt. Colone| Frank
Barker, who was to die in action three months
later. But only Company C would actually en-
ter the cluster of huts known as Mylai 4,
““Captain Medina told us that this village
was heavily fortified,” recalls one of his squad
leaders, Sgt. Charles West. “He said it was
considered extremely dangerous and he want-
ed us to be on our toes at all times. He told us
there was supposed to be a part of the 98th
NVA Regiment and the 48th VC Battalion
there. From the intelligence that higher levels
had received, hesaid, this village consisted only
of North Vietnamese army, Vietcong, and VC
families. He said the order was to destroy My-
lai and everything in it.”

Un the day before theif Mission the o

Captain Medina was a stocky, crew-cut, hard-
nosed disciplinarian whom his men called
“Mad Dog Medina.” Men respected him: to
Charles West he was one of “the best of-
ficers I've known.” Most of them had served
under Medina since the company had formed
the previous year in Hawaji as C Company,
First Battalion, 20th Infantry, 11th Light In-
fantry Brigade.

“As far as I'm concerned, Charlie Compa-
ny was the best company tg ever serve in Viet-
nam,” says West. ““Charlje Company was a
company, not just a hupgdred and some men
they call a company, we operated together or
not at all. We cared aboy each and every in-
dividual and each ang every individual’s prob-
lems. This is the way that we were taught by

Captain Medina to feg| toward each other. We

were like brothers.”

_Mylai 4 was one of nine hamlets, each des-
1gnated by a number, which were clustered
near the village Ofsongmy a name sometimes
used also for the hamlets_ The men of Com-
pany C called the area *pjpkville” because it
was colored rose on their mjjitary maps and be-
cause these fertile coast) plains long had been
known as Vietcong territory. Pinkville was
only seven miles northeygt of the provincial
capital of Quangngai, Where, during the Tet of-
fensive only a month bef(;re, Vietcong and
North Vietnamese troopg had boldly occupied
portions of the city. Soon Company C would
use the name Pinkville ngt only for the entire
area but for the single hamlet Mylai 4.
Company C had seen jts first real combat in

» Dased on his own interviews with Photographer
1FE CO""f’spondents Dale Wittner, John Saar,
and Stringers Kent Demaret and Jane Estes.

the previous weeks, all of it around Pinkville.
A couple of weeks before, sniper fire from
across the river had killed one man. His bud-
dies believed the fire had come from Mylai 4.
Two weeks before, enemy land mines had
killed five men and wounded 22. Several days
before, in a hamlet near Mylai 4, a booby trap
made from an unexploded artillery shell had
killed one of the GIs’ favorite squad leaders,
Sgt. George Cox.

“I was his assistant squad leader,” recalls
Charles West. ““On the way back to camp I
was crying. Everybody was deeply hurt, right
up to Captain Medina. Guys were going
around kicking sandbags and saying, “Those
dirty dogs, those dirty bastards.” ”

At the briefing, says West, ‘“Captain Me-
dina told us we might get a chance to revenge
the deaths of our fellow Gls.” Afterward the
men held a memorial service for George Cox,
but the ritual of mourning was more like a
pep rally for the forthcoming action.

““Captain Medina didn’t give an order to go
in and kill women or children,” says West.
“Nobody told us about handling civilians, be-
cause at the time I don’t think any of us were
aware of the fact that we’d run into civilians.
I think what we heard put fear into a lot of
our hearts. We thought we’d run into heavy re-
sistance. He was telling us that here was the
enemy, the enemy that had been killing our
partners. This was going to be our first real
live battle, and we had made up our minds we
were going to go in and with whatever means
possible wipe them out.”

Shortly after sunrise on March 16, 1968, a
bright, clear, warm day, the helicopters began
lifting approximately 80 men of Company C
from the base camp at Landing Zone Dottie
and delivering them [1 kilometers away in the
paddies west of Mylai 4.

Army Photographer Sgt. Ron Haeberle and
SPS Jay Roberts, both of the 31st Public In-
formation Detachment, came in on the sec-
ond helicopter lift. Haeberle, who had been
drafted out of college, had only a week left on
his tour in Vietnam. Neither man had seen
much action. They had volunteered for this op-
eration because the word was out that it would
be ‘“‘a hot one.” The squad the two were as-
signed to was getting its orders by walkie-talk-
ie from Captain Medina. Haeberle was carry-
ing three cameras—one for the Army, two of
his own. (He turned in his black-and-white film
to the Army. The Army took no action at that
time but apparently intends to use the film as
evidence in the court-martial proceedings.)
Roberts, a college student who had volun-
teered for the draft, took pad and pencil. Their

CONTINUED
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