A TIGER AMONG US

I had the honor of attending a presentation by Command
Sergeant Major Bennie G. Adkins at a recent Atlanta Vietnam
Veterans Business Association meeting. A Medal of Honor
recipient, this courageous Green Beret served his country
honorably, faithfully, and is still serving by presenting the truth
about Vietnam and the valiant men of Special Forces. This is his
presentation, with very little editing, as told by an unassuming
national hero.

After his introduction:
“Please, please take your seats. I’m a very humble individual.
It’s certainly humbling to wear a Medal of Honor when better
than 30 million have served our great country with honor and
distinction. At the present time, there are 73 living Medal of
Honor recipients. And to be one of those, is super humbling.
“You always say, why me, why did I survive when individuals on
each side of me paid the ultimate price. So with this, I feel like
I’m a teenager today at the age of 84, and with this, I had the
pleasure last year of traveling our great county and speaking for
250 days. This year I’m cutting back and just doing about 240.
(Laughter)
“I spent a little time in the military. First of all, I was in college
and more interested in good looking girls than academics, so my
father said, ‘I think I may be wasting money at the present time
sending you to school,’ so I dropped out of college. I was not
unemployed for long since at that time if you dropped out of
college you went to the head of the draft list. Therefore, I was
drafted into the military. The army decided I should be a clerk
typist. Let’s face it, there’s nothing wrong with being a clerk
typist. However, it didn’t quite fit my needs.
“I heard of an organization called the infantry, so I figured I’d try
it out. I spent a little time at Fort Benning learning what was
going on in the military, then I heard of an organization called
Special Forces. Well, I didn’t really know what I was getting into,
but I just had too much pride to quit. So I spent a year and a half

learning to be a Special Forces soldier and getting to wear that
coveted Green Beret. And with that, this was early 1961 – I was
one of the 3% that made it through the class.
“Within our Special Forces during that period we had to learn
light and heavy weapons, communications training with AM and
FM radios, and international Morse Code. We could put it on the
radio at 200 words per minute
then when you received the
copy you could slow it down to
the speed you needed to do this.
The reasoning behind this is that
throughout the world our
adversaries had directional
finding and if you were on that
key too long they would extend
you a little invitation with some
artillery coming in.
“I had the pleasure of serving with Special Forces in civilian
clothes when I was sent to Vietnam in early 1963. In Saigon, they
said I needed an international driver’s license. Well, two days
later I made a parachute jump into a mountain village that had
two old WWII duce and a half trucks that wouldn’t run. But the
village chief had a little donkey, so I guess that’s why I needed an
international driver’s licenses. (Laughter)
“I bring that up because 9 years and 18 body wounds later in that
country, my picture with the international driver’s license

showed up in the North Vietnamese Army wanting me dead or
alive. I’m asked today if I’d like to go back to visit Vietnam and I
reply, ‘No, the bounty still may be good.’
“As American forces increased rapidly in South Vietnam, they
decided I needed to go back to Southeast Asia in 1965 and
assigned me to a Special Forces camp. The Sergeant Major came
after me and said, ‘Ben I want you to be my Intelligence
Sergeant.’ I thought, ‘Shoot, I can do that, eat real food and
sleep in a real bed.’ Then when we reported to the Sergeant
Major about two days later, he said, ‘I have a problem. A-102
got hit yesterday and I have to send you out there.’ So I said,
‘Where is A-102?’ He replied, ‘Oh, a little place in the A Shau
Valley, you won’t mind that at all.’ Right.

GREEN BERET CAMP A-102 BEFORE THE BATTLE

“So, I went into this A Team and it seemed like I was there for
100 or 150 days and was shot at about every day by the North
Vietnamese. I think they were just zeroing-in their weapons. In
1966, the North Vietnamese decided we shouldn’t be there
anymore and put a full division on us. After a 38 hour battle, all
of the 17 Special Forces troops in there were wounded, some of
us with multiple wounds, and five Green Berets paid the ultimate
price.

GREEN BERET CAMP A-102 AFTER THE BATTLE

“Well, someone decided we’d be fighting long enough and told
us to close the camp. So, the executive officer and yours truly
went back in to pick up one of the Americans who was on a
stretcher, but when we came back out we didn’t have a ride, the
chopper was gone so we had to hit the jungle again. We were in
that jungle about 48 hours and the North Vietnamese were
chasing us….keep in mind this was a triple-canopy type jungle

and I was fortunate enough….and you probably couldn’t get by
with it today….but I had a little weapon that I worked with, an
old Browning automatic shotgun. I cut the stock off real short,
put an extra strap on it, then cut the barrel short and utilized
double-aught buckshot. From this podium to that wall over
there you could blow a door down with the weapon. Well, it was
an ideal weapon in the jungle.
“I decided I needed to
communicate with an
aircraft, so I took this
weapon and made an
antenna with it and
communicated with an
aircraft to come in and
pick us up. Well, they
shot the chopper down.
We were completely
surrounded by the
North Vietnamese and things were looking really bad for us.
Then things got real quiet….then there were all kinds of noises,
then some eyes….a 400 lb. Indochinese tiger was stalking us. It
had been eating off the dead bodies and was now stalking us to
the point that the enemy soldiers were more afraid of the tiger
than they were of us and backed off, so we had to run to get
away.

“We made it out, then the next day the weather broke and they
spent a little time patching us up and a short time later I was at
another site doing the same thing. I had the pleasure of serving
in Vietnam again in 1970 and 71 for another year. This time I
spent time in an organization called a ‘studies and observation’
group. This was an organization that didn’t exist and did not
exist for 40 plus years. What we were doing is still unknown and
thankfully I survived this, but the unfortunate thing about this is
that some SOG (Special Operations Group) people came up with
a wounded rate of about 125%. I know of one period of time
about 40,000 North Vietnamese soldiers were chasing these SOG
people, even to the point they wounded a couple SOG people,
cut their stomachs open while still alive, pour gasoline in them
and set them afire. We decided not to be taken prisoner.
Thankfully I survived all this and was pulled back to the states.
Well, they decided they weren’t quite finished with me yet so
they decided I’d run special operations programs all over the
world. My records indicate I was in 177 different countries, most
of those as an uninvited guest.
“Well, I survived that, too. Then they decided to make me a
Command Sergeant Major. I was in the third class of the newly
formed Sergeant Major Academy. I worked as Command
Sergeant Major of the jungle school in Panama. Since that time
I’ve operated some businesses and did some teaching at both
junior college and a major university. I finished my formal
education with a BA degree and a couple of master’s degrees.
Then they decided I needed a doctorate of law. I don’t know why

I needed a doctorate of law unless it was needed to keep me out
of trouble. (Laughter)
“With this in mind, they decided to declassify what we were
doing. After 48 years we could tell what we were really doing,
and it was decided I would be one of the individuals awarded the
Medal of Honor. I feel it is my duty to travel throughout the
country and support the better than 30 million who have served
this great country.
“With this, I have developed a non-profit foundation to award
scholarships this year via our board of directors to give enlisted
Special Forces personnel a smoother transition from military
service. The reason behind this, is that some personnel have
been in combat off and on for the last 17 or 18 years. Let’s face
it, even though they are highly trained and highly motivated,
they’re still suffering from PTSD. I have written a book and
insisted everything in the book be true and accurate, and we
decide the title would be ‘A Tiger Among Us.’ The proceeds go
into the foundation to help with scholarships.
“I appreciate your hospitality here, and may God bless you and
may God bless America.”
Standing ovation: Q&A period:
Q: “Is the reason the Medal of Honor took so long was to wait
for declassification?”
A: “That is correct.”

Q: “What was the connection between the Special Operations
Group files and the award?”
A: “The fact that many of the living members who were in the
battle with me were also SOG people.”
Q: “How did you grow up to prepare for this duty? What kind of
family did you have, were you hunting critters?” (Laughter)
A: “I had the pleasure of being born and raised on an Oklahoma
farm. A large family, we worked, learned to be conservative, and
I feel like this was something that I carried into the military. I
could have always said, ‘I don’t want to do this anymore’, but I
had too much pride to do that, and I did survive, and any Special
Forces guy could confirm what we when through. It took a
certain amount of integrity and a certain amount of religious
activities that is necessary to survive in a world of an elite type
of organization.
Q: “Sergeant Major, I was stationed around the Pleiku area and
commanded an armed cav troop there. One morning I got up
and my gun platoon sergeant said, ‘Sir, we’re missing a 20mm
cannon off a cobra helicopter.’ Well, he was right. I called C.I.D.
and they found out who got it. A guy across the airfield, a Special
Operations Group guy, stole my 20mm. (Loud laughter,
especially by Sergeant Major Adkins). They also stole a carriage
from an artillery unit to carry across into Laos, but I refused to
press charges. The C.I.D. was very unhappy about that.”

Another question: “You were wounded 18 times. Was that all at
once or over a period of time?”
A: “That was during the 48 hour escape and evasion.”
Q: “How did you function with 18 wounds?”
A: “You didn’t want to stop or you were dead. And that was a
horrible way to go.”
Thunderous applause at the conclusion of his presentation, yet
to fully understand this man’s sacrifice and bravery, one must
read his Medal of Honor citation.
Presented September 15, 2014 by President Barrack Obama:

Sergeant First Class Bennie G. Adkins distinguished himself by
acts of gallantry and intrepidity at the risk of his life above and

beyond the call to duty while serving as an Intelligence Sergeant
with Detachment A-102, 5th Special Forces Group, 1st Special
Forces, during combat operations against an armed enemy at
Camp A Shau, Republic of Vietnam from March 9 to 12, 1966.
When the camp was attacked by a large North Vietnamese and
Viet Cong force in the early morning hours, Sergeant First Class
Adkins rushed through intense enemy fire and manned a mortar
position continually adjusting fire for the camp, despite incurring
wounds as the mortar pit received several direct hits from enemy
mortars. Upon learning that several soldiers were wounded near
the center of the camp, he temporarily turned the mortar over to
another soldier, ran through exploding mortar rounds and
dragged several comrades to safety. As the hostile fire subsided,
Sergeant First Class Adkins exposed himself to sporadic sniper fire
while carrying his wounded comrades to the camp dispensary.
When Sergeant First Class Adkins and his group of defenders
came under heavy small arms fire from members of the Civilian
Irregular Defense Group that defected to fight with the North
Vietnamese, he maneuvered outside the camp to evacuate a
seriously wounded American and draw fire all the while
successfully covering the rescue. When a resupply airdrop landed
outside of the camp perimeter, Sergeant Adkins, again, moved
outside the camp walls to retrieve the much-needed supplies.
During the early morning hours of March 10, 1966, enemy forces
launched their main attack and within two hours, Sergeant
Adkins was the only man firing a mortar weapon. When all the
mortar rounds were expended, Sergeant First Class Adkins began

placing effective recoilless rifle fire upon enemy positions.
Despite receiving additional wounds from enemy rounds
exploding near his position, Sergeant Adkins fought off intense
waves of attacking Viet Cong. He eliminated numerous
insurgents with small arms fire after withdrawing to a
communications bunker with several soldiers.
Running
extremely low on ammunition, he returned to the mortar pit,
gathered vital ammunition and ran through intense fire back to
the bunker. After being ordered to evacuate the camp, Sergeant
Adkins and a small group of soldiers destroyed all signal
equipment and classified documents, dug their way out of the
rear of the bunker and fought their way out of the camp. While
carrying a wounded soldier to the extraction point he learned the
last helicopter had already departed. Sergeant Adkins led the
group while evading the enemy until they were rescued by
helicopter on March 12, 1966. During the thirty-eight hour battle
and forty-eight hours of escape and evasion, fighting with
mortars, machine guns, recoilless rifles, small arms, and hand
grenades, it was estimated that Sergeant First Class Adkins killed
between one hundred thirty-five and one hundred seventy-five of
the enemy while sustaining eighteen different wounds to his
body. Sergeant Adkins’ extraordinary heroism and selflessness
above and beyond the call to duty are in keeping with the highest
traditions of the military service and reflect great credit upon
himself, Detachment A-102, 5th Special Forces Group, 1st Special
Forces, and the United States Army.

Command Sergeant Major Adkins began his presentation by
stating he was a humble individual, and to wear the Medal of
Honor was super humbling. Albeit, Command Sergeant Major
Adkins did forget to mention that in combat he was one hell of a
fearless and pugnacious Green Beret. They don’t come any
better, or braver.

