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To Friends of Norman Lane, 
 
I never had the honor or privilege of knowing the man in the center photo above, and most definitely he did not 
come from Brownsville or Haywood County, Tennessee, as did SFC William A. Ferrell (please see the previous 
July 31, 2015, update). Many of you – maybe most of you – will not recognize his picture. But if you happen to 
have read, or perhaps have a copy of We were Soldiers Once . . . and Young: Ia Drang – the Battle that Changed 
the War in Vietnam, you may remember him, because his photo was adopted as the cover of the New York Times 
bestseller. This essay is adapted from four major sources: 
1. Moore, LtGen. H.G., and Galloway, J.L. 1992. We Were Soldiers Once . . . And Young: Ia Drang – the Battle 
That Changed the War in Vietnam. New York: Random House. 
2. Robert L. Bateman. "Rick Rescorla: Hero of Ia Drang and the Twin Towers." HistoryNet.com, April 4, 2013. 
http://www.historynet.com/rick-rescorla-hero-of-ia-drang-and-the-twin-towers.htm (accessed August 30, 2015). 
3. Gwin, L. 1999. Baptism: A Vietnam Memoir. New York: Random House. 
4. Bill Gertz, "Remember Rick Rescorla." Rick Rescorla Memorial Web site, entry posted September 20, 2002, 
http://rickrescorla.com/articles/remember-rick-rescorla-bill-gertz (accessed August 23, 2015). 
 
This picture of then-Lieutenant Rick Rescorla, 1st Platoon Commander, Bravo Company, 2nd Battalion, 7th 
Cavalry Regiment, 1st Cavalry Division (Airmobile) – according to Robert L. Bateman, in his April, 2013, article 
for HistoryNet.com – was taken by legendary war correspondent Peter Arnett. Then (in 1965) 26 years old, Lt. 
Rescorla had been born on the coast of England, in Cornwall, in 1939, and he had served with the British Army on 
Cyprus during the 1955-1959 Cypriot insurgency (which claimed the lives of almost 400 British military 
personnel), as well as with the Colonial Police in Rhodesia. According to the Bateman article, Rescorla came to  
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America and enlisted in the US Army in 1963, because England and the British Army did not have any "hot" wars 
in progress. He completed OCS with the Infantry School at Fort Benning in April, 1965. On receiving his 
commission, he was assigned as a Platoon Leader with Bravo Company, 2nd Battalion, 7th Cavalry Regiment 
(Bravo 2/7). As you refer to the previous (July 31, 2015) update, you will recall that the 1st Cavalry Division 
(Airmobile) had only taken on its new designation in early July, 1965, and the Division had shipped out for 
Vietnam on August 16, as had been announced in President Johnson's July 28 press conference. Robert Bateman 
has written that Rick Rescorla knew war, and that he came to the US to pursue that ambition. He would soon realize 
that desire, many times over, in the Ia Drang Valley of Vietnam. 
 
There is perhaps one particularly objective, quantitative measure of Lt. Rescorla's impact on the events of 
November 14-19, 1965, in the battles at both Landing Zone (LZ) X-Ray (November 14-16) and LZ Albany 
(November 17-19; the battle that took SFC William Ferrell's life). The Index section of We were Soldiers Once . . . 
and Young contains references to Lt. Rescorla on thirty-six different pages.  
 
The fighting between LtCol. Harold G. Moore's 1st Battalion, 7th Cavalry, and the 7th, 8th, and 9th Battalions of 
the 66th People's Army of Vietnam (PAVN; North Vietnamese Army) Regiment had begun at about 12:15 p.m. on 
Sunday, November 14. By 3:00 p.m., help was on the way from 3rd Brigade Headquarters, based at Catecka Tea 
Plantation, southwest of Pleiku. Three platoons of Bravo Company, 2nd Battalion, 7th Cavalry were relatively close 
at hand and easy to move, and they – including 1st Platoon Commander Lt. Rick Rescorla – boarded Hueys for the 
flight to LZ X-Ray. At about 5:00 p.m. the flight of Hueys – commanded by Maj. Bruce Crandall, Alpha Company, 
229th Assault Helicopter Battalion and ferrying in the Bravo 2/7 reinforcements – arrived at the hot LZ. Bravo 2/7, 
under the command of Capt. Myron Diduryk, assembled in the vicinity of LtCol. Moore's command post, where it 
served as a temporary battalion reserve. Lt. Rescorla's 1st platoon, together with 3rd platoon, was subsequently 
deployed on the northeastern side of the battalion perimeter, along with elements of Bravo 1/7 and Delta 1/7.   
 
At 6:50 a.m. on Monday, November 15, the enemy assault shattered the early-morning stillness at the battalion 
command post, clearly indicating that the south and southeast sections of the X-Ray perimeter were under 
extremely heavy attack. While Lt. Rescorla and his platoon maintained their positions on the northeastern side of 
the X-Ray perimeter, Charlie Company, 1st Battalion, 7th Cavalry, with the support of Lt. James Lane's 2nd 
Platoon, Bravo 2/7, bore the brunt of the heavy enemy attack. The battle for this position finally wound down after 
2½ hours, at between 8:50-9:20 a.m. Only then were Capt. Diduryk, Lt. Rescorla, and 1st and 3rd Platoons of 
Bravo 2/7 ordered to move into the Charlie Company sector and to assume the responsibility of defending that 
perimeter. The time was 9:41 a.m., Monday, November 15, 1965; by 10:00 a.m. surviving NVA soldiers were 
withdrawing. At 9:10 that morning, Capt. Joel Sugdinis and his Alpha Company, 2/7 Cavalry reinforcements, 
including 24-year old Lt. Larry Gwin, who served as Executive Officer for Alpha 2/7, and 38-year old SFC William 
A. Ferrell of Stanton, Tennessee, who served as Platoon Sergeant for 2nd Platoon, landed at the still hot LZ X-Ray.  
 
According to Capt. Diduryk, on reaching the Charlie 1/7 sector: "When I arrived, only a handful from C/1/7 and my 
platoon [Lieutenant Lane's 2nd platoon of Bravo 2/7] which was attached to them were left. That company suffered 
heavy casualties. The enemy got as far as the southern edges of LZ X-Ray but didn't quite make it. . . ." Lt. 
Rescorla would never forget the scene as he moved his men into the battle area: "There were American and NVA 
bodies everywhere. My area was where Lieutenant Geoghegan's platoon had been. There were several dead NVA 
around his platoon command post. One dead trooper was locked in contact with a dead NVA, hands around the 
enemy's throat. There were two troopers – one black, one Hispanic – linked tight together. It looked like they had 
died trying to help each other. A lot of dead North Vietnamese. . . ." Lt. Rescorla was ordered to take some men and 
go help Lt. Lane. "We policed up all the weapons, packs and ammo and made two piles: One NVA, one American. 
. . . That night when we got hit and various of our weapons jammed or went out, we used the spare Charlie 
Company weapons. . . . We had plenty of time to clear fields of fire, dig in, register the artillery, and get ready for 
the night." 
 
Having spent the afternoon [Monday, November 15, 1965] preparing his platoon positions, Lt. Rescorla walked 
back to Diduryk's command post – . . . just about dusk. "Are your men up for this?" asked Diduryk. "Do you think 
you can hold?" Rescorla replied: "We're as ready as we'll ever be. But if they break through us, sir, you'll be the 
first to know. This CP is less than 50 yards behind us." 
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The first rush, by at least 300 North Vietnamese, was beaten off in less than ten minutes . . . At 4:31 a.m., twenty 
minutes later, they came back. . . . Over on the perimeter Rescorla's men fought on. . . . At 5:03 a.m. the third at
came, against Lieutenant Lane's platoon. . . . At 6:27 a.m. the North Vietnamese commander launched anothe
heavy attack, this time directly at Myron Diduryk's command post. Again the men of Sisson's and Rescorla's 
platoons bore the brunt. . . . Specialist 4 Pat Selleck of the Recon Platoon was hauling more ammo to the line: "I 
heard bugles blowing. I saw in the light of the flares waves of the enemy coming down at us off the mountain in a 
straight line. One had a white hat or helmet on and it was like he was directing the line of march. His weapon was



slung over his shoulder. They just kept coming down like they didn't care. The line company was shooting them 
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ang loose and wait for the rest of 2/7 battalion, clean weapons, wolf down hot rations. No sweat.' By 

g Valley, . . . the word among LtCol. Robert 
cDade's troopers [2/7 Cavalry, minus Bravo 2/7 and one platoon of Alpha 2/7, plus Alpha 1/5 Cavalry] was that it 

e column of American 
oops strung out through the jungle, waiting for orders to move. It was 1:15 p.m., Wednesday, November 17." The 

he 
ompany. Help all the platoons get their s--t together.'" . . . At about 5:45 p.m., Rescorla gathered the platoons.         
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ay light." At 6:45 p.m. the first lift ships roared into the small Albany clearing and Captain Myron Diduryk's 
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 fire; the pilot was clearly upset, hunched low. He jabbered into his mike, 

like ducks in a pond."  
 
Forward of Rescorla's troops, the number of moving enemy dwindled. . . . Resc
th
limping run back the way he had come. I fired two rounds. He crumpled. . . ." 
 
The night attack had failed; it broke against the firepower
a
precisely six men lightly wounded. Not one was killed.  
 
All units on line began a search-and-clear sweep at 9:55 a.m. on Tuesday, November 16. Peter Arnet
re
foxhole busily snapping pictures [see the photo of Lt. Rescorla on page 1, credited to Peter Arnett]. 
 
Lieutenant Colonel Robert McDade and the rest of his men of the 2nd Battalion, 7th Cavalry [Capt. Diduryk, Lt. 
Rescorla, and Bravo 2/7 had joined in the defense of LZ X-Ray at about 5:00 p.m. on November 14, and Capt. 
S
of November 15]  had begun marching toward LZ X-Ray from LZ Columbus, three miles east, at around 9:30 a.
 
At 11:55 a.m. the first unit to leave [X-Ray] was Bob Edwards' Charlie Company, what was left of it. . . . Delta 
Company [1/7] began lifting out of X-Ray at 12:45 p.m. . . . Lieutenant Rescorla: "We were flown away, . . . Below 
us the pockmarked earth was dotted with enemy dead. Most of the platoon were smiling. Suddenly a grenadier
to
he had no stomach for the bloodletting. Each soldier would see the battle through his personal lens. . . ."          
 
Back at Camp Holloway, at Pleiku (see map, page 3), Lt. Rescorla recalled: "Bravo 2/7 spent a comfortable night 
[Tuesday, November 16] rolled up in poncho liners, sleeping in platoon formations alongside the road near the 
Holloway landing zone. Awakening on the morning of 17 November [Wednesday], relaxed by the prom
would be heading back to An Khe, the mood was 'We've done our bit; it's home to beautifu
h
midafternoon, . . . men were swilling beer at the NCO and EM [enlisted men's] clubs . . ." 
 
Thirty-one miles southwest of Camp Holloway, in the Ia Dran
M
was going to be a walk in the sun, . . . The word was wrong. 
 
"A deadly ordeal by fire was beginning in the tall elephant grass around Albany and along th
tr
beginning of the Battle at LZ Albany was described in the previous (July 31, 2015) update.  
 
Lt. Rescorla recalled: "At about 1600 hours [Wednesday, November 17], Captain Diduryk walked up. 'Get the 
Company together. Battalion's catching hell. We may have to go in. You're the only platoon leader left in t
C
. . ."You know the battalion is in the s--t. We have been selected to jump into that s--t and pull them out." 
 
"Across the field [at Camp Holloway] the first lift ships were sweeping in. . . . Word spread that we were on a 
suicide flight. . . . We piled onto the Hueys without the usual loading instruction
gr
troopers bailed out into the tall grass. The cavalry had ridden to the rescue. . . . 
  
Lt. Rescorla recalled: "First pass over Albany I stared down into the smoke and dust. Between the trees [were] the 
scattered khaki bodies of at least a dozen NVA. . . . Firing snapped around us. We circled out to safety. . . .
second pass I saw the blackened track of the napalm. American bodies and equipment dotted between the anthills 
and scrub brush. Getting ground
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12 feet over the LZ. Too high." 
 
The sound of two bullets hitting forced Rescorla back. "Looking sideways I saw a trickle of blood down the pilot's 
sleeve. The chopper dropped a few feet. The pilot yelled at the gunner. The gunner snarled, 'Get out.' I hesitated. 
'Get the f--k out!' Four of us dropped a bone-jarring ten feet. The gunner kicked out the boxes of C-rations and th
rained do
T
voices." 
 
Now inside the battalion command group perimeter, Rescorla took stock. "The battalion sergeant major sat a
a tree with a bandaged ch
O
company commanders." 
 
Lt. Pat Payne, Recon Platoon Commander, Delta 2/7, recalled: "Lieutenant Rescorla was one of the best combat 
leaders I ever saw during two tours in Vietnam. He walked around and pepped everyone up by telli
d
spoke in a whisper. We were awfully glad to see him and the others from Bravo Company [2/7]."  
 
Between about 10:30 p.m. and midnight, Hueys from the 229th Assault Helicopter Battalion, being flown by 
Capt. Sugdinis of Alpha 2/7 referred to later as, "the bravest pilots I had even seen," came into Albany to evacu
the critically wounded and to deliver medical supplies. After the evacuation of these critically wounded was 
complete, "the Albany clearing perimeter could settle down for what was left of the night." But the killing and 
dying and terror continued unabated outside the American perimeter. Lt. Rescorla recalled, "I walked up to the lone
figure of Lieutenant Gordon Grove standing in the northwest corner of the perimeter. He was a former sergeant 
who had come up through OCS. 'My platoon's out there,' he said. 'I came back in to get help but I was ordered not 
to go back.' He was desolate. He kept looking at the tree line as if expecting his men to show up." [SFC William
"Pappy" Ferrell, from Stanton, Tennessee, had served as Platoon Sergeant – second-in-command under Lt. Grove – 
for 2nd Platoon. An e-mail from Larry Gwin, who served as XO for Alpha 2/7 during the battles at X-Ray and
Albany, dated August 26, 2015, relates that there were only four survivors of 2nd Platoon, Alpha 2/7. Lt. Grove and 
two men who had been wounded managed to crawl back into the Albany cle
S
position on the morning of Thursday, November 18, and was evacuated.]   
 
As dawn broke over the Albany battlefield on Thursday, November 18, a profound shock awaited the Americans 
who had survived the night. The terrible task of policing up the battlefield fell to the troops of Capt. Diduryk
Bravo 2/7 and Capt. George Forrest's Alpha 1/5. As Capt. Diduryk recalled: "Next d
th
intermingled. It was a hell of a fight; some North Vietnamese were bayoneted. . . ." 
 
Lt. Rescorla took a path down the western flank of what had been the battalion column. He called it "a long, bloo
traffic accident in the jungle. One trooper dead with weapons laid out next to him, pack of cigarettes clenched in his 
hand. . . . One [NVA khaki body], wearing a pith helmet, was very young with a soft, round-featured face, lying 
belly up. He was dying, eyes flickering, shirt soaked with blood." On the dying soldier Rescorla noticed somethin
shiny. A big, battered old French army bugle carrying a manufacture date of 1900 and the legend "Couesnon & Cie
Fournisseurs de L'Armee. 94 rue D'Ancoieme, Paris." On some long-ago battlefield, perhaps Dien Bien Phu, the 
victorious Viet Minh had taken it as trophy. . . . Now, here in 
th
would blow it time and again on the battlefields of Vietnam. 
 
As recalled by Capt. Sugdinis, "We remained at Albany all day on the 18th without contact, and again pulled in 
tight in a defensive perimeter for the night. . . . The next morning, the 19th [Friday], we continued to police the 
battlefield . . ." Lt. Rescorla recalled, "We pulled out of Albany that day. Several soldiers [were] still unaccounte
for, but the press corps had started arriving." From Albany the survivors of 2/7 were flown to LZ Crooks, six miles 



away.  The next day 2/7 was ferried by helicopter back to Camp Holloway, and on Sunday, November 21, they 
were carried back to An Khe base. While the remnants of the battalion stood in ranks at Camp Holloway waitin
board the trucks that would carry them
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d said: "You boys must have put up a hell of a fight." Lt. Rescorla replied: "No, it wasn't us. The credit 
elongs to them." He pointed toward some of the American dead – the men of Charlie Company, 1st Battalion, 7th 

r 
y 

ays 
just like Iwo Jima. Another battle we had 

on for the United States." As LtGen. Moore and Joe Galloway wrote, years later, "That little flag flew over 

m
bugler blew the sad and bitter notes." 
 
As the 2nd Battalion pulled into An Khe base [on page 1, the photo on the left is of "Hong Kong Mountain" at An 
Khe, which served as the first home for the 1st Cavalry Divisio
p
blew "Garry Owen" on it to the wild cheers of the battalions.  
 
Lt. Rescorla added, "Captain Diduryk came up to me. The band was playing Garry Owen. . . . 'I'd also like to use 
the bugle as Bravo's bugle for the rest of our tour,' the Captain added. 'OK?' I agreed, saluted, gave him a 'Garry 
Owen, sir,' and then trudged off to join the survivors making their way slowly up the hill to the mess. About 150 
had been killed [The actual numbers of American military personnel killed at LZ X-Ray and LZ Albany are 79 and 
155, respectively.], 130 wounded, some maimed for life. I recalled those bright, young faces. They would not gr
old with us. If I ever got the chance I would say to them: You were a ragtag bunch but Uncle Sam never sent 
men into battle."  Lt. Rick Rescorla, 1st Platoon Commander, Bravo Company, 2nd Bat
C
Vietnam, then added: "I wasn't crying. It was the rain. Hell yes, it was only the rain."   
 
Lt. Rick Rescorla and the 1st Cavalry Division (Airmobile) had arrived in the port of Qui Nhon aboard the USNS
Maurice Rose, in mid-September, 1965. One Tuesday morning, thirty-six Septembers later, Rick Rescorla began 
the day as he usually did. He got up at 4:30 a.m., kissed his wife goodbye, and took the 6:10 train to Manhattan. 
Rescorla, now vice president for security at Morgan Stanley Dean Witter, was at his desk in a corner office of
South Tower of the World Trade Center by 7:30. Outside the day was clear and bright. But when the first hija
airliner slammed into the North Tower at 8:46 a.m., Rescorla sprang into action. For this was the morning of 
Tuesday, September 11, 2001. According to Bill Gertz, in his September, 2002, article for the Rick Rescorla 
Memorial, Rick Rescorla had pressed Morgan Stanley executives to conduct evacuation drills, in the aftermath of 
the unsuccessful February, 1993, bombing at the World Trade Center. Every few months, all 2,700 employees in 
the South Tower would be marched, with Rescorla at the bullhorn, down the long winding stairwell and out of the 
building. On 9/11, the evacuation was real. By the time the South Tower was hit by the second hijacked airline
9:03 a.m., most Morgan Stanley employees were out of the building. But Rescorla's work was not finished. He and 
two assistants went back to look for three missing employees. Rescorla was last seen on the tenth floor of the 
burning South Tower. He died when the building collapsed at 9:59 a.m., together w
a
South Tower and Building Five of the World Trade Center, six were lost on 9/11. 
 
O
photographer for the Bergen County, (NJ) Record shortly after five p.m. on the afternoon of 9/11.  
 
It was about 11:45 a.m. on Monday, November 15, 1965. The lead elements of LtCol. Robert Tully's 2nd Battalion,
5th Cavalry reinforcements had begun arriving at LZ X-Ray. An arriving 2/5 Cavalry sergeant came up to Lt. Rick 
Rescorla an
b
Cavalry." 
 
Later, recalling the arrival of the men with LtCol. Tully's battalion, Specialist 4 Pat Selleck – the 24-year old soldie
with the Recon Platoon, who had been hauling ammo to the line earlier that morning – said: "I remember one gu
had a small American flag on the back of his pack. When I saw that I felt very proud. It's something that's alw
stuck with me. This American flag was put on top of a blown-up tree, 
w
Landing Zone X-Ray for the rest of the fight, raising all our spirits."  
 



Six days and two costly battles later, Lt. Rescorla and the 2nd Battalion had pulled into An Khe base. As Moore 
ere preparing the personal 

ffects of our dead to be sent home. We cheered them as they passed." 

ext Friday will be September 11, 2015, the somber fourteenth anniversary of 9/11. On that day, please take a 
member Rick Rescorla and the two American flags, and take the time to thank a veteran. And thank a 
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