
“Reality was the first casualty in Grenada” 

WARNEWS: UNDER 
NEW MANAGEMENT 

by Bernard Diederich 

When, during the invasion of Grenada, Secretary of State 
George Schultz announced that newsmen were no longer 
“on our side,” he was correct. It’s a far, far different world 
with wars far different from World War U, when our 
civilization was threatened and it would have been treason 
for a newsman to report from the “other side.” As a youth 
in the Pacific theatre of that war I saw my first foreign 
correspondent: He was uniformed and could have been a 
general. 

It all began to change during Korea; not all newsmen 
were accredited in that United Nations war. When, in 
April, 1965, President Lyndon Johnson ordered the U.S. 
Marines and 82nd Airborne ashore in the Dominican Re- 
public, some of us went ashore with the first wave of 
Marines. Daily we crossed the Marines’ lines to cover the 
rebel side of the war. Then came Vietnam and the great 
myth that the press lost that one. Nicaragua and El Salvador 
require continuous crossing of lines to get the full story, 
and the cost in lives of newsmen has been high. Newsmen 
have not changed; it is the nature of the wars that has 
changed. And, like Grenada, most of them are undeclared 

During those first three days of the invasion of Grenada, 
when the press was banned by the Reagan administration, 
a reporter like me, crossing the U.S. Marine lines around 
Queen’s Park, was repeatedly asked: “Hey, you from Time, 
what the hell’s going on here?” If he had listened to the 
radio, he would have been even more confused. And if 
he had read the line in George Orwell’s Homage to Car- 
alonia,“we saw great battles reported where there had been 
no fighting,” he would have understood that the invasion 
news was under new and exclusive management. As fright- 
ening as was the press ban imposed by the administration 
in Washington, even more frightening was their misman- 
agement of the news when they had an exclusive! Yet the 
administration won: It received widespread support from 
a public that preferred to be banned-along with the press- 
from Grenada and to savor the inflated official reports. 
This is a sad commentary on how the public views the role 
of the press in a free society, and there is more than a 
touch of irony here for those of us who have covered the 
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fiefdoms of such Caribbean dictators as Rafael Trujillo 
Molina, who managed the news in his Dominican Republic 
for thirty-one years until his assassination in 1961, and 
Dr. Fransois “Papa Doc” Duvalier, who decided what 
Haitians should hear and read. 

For them, as for other dictators in our hemisphere, cen- 
sorship has been one of the principal arms of power. In 
Grenada, the People’s Revolutionary Government had 
feared that freedom of expression would undermine the 
revolution. When the bloodied Revolutionary Military 
Council replaced that government, it booted out foreign 
newsmen and banned them from the island, promising to 
allow them back once they had cleaned up their act. 

As seven of us were sailing down the coast of Grenada 
on D-day morning we heard a broadcast from the invading 
forces citing a litany of crimes committed by the Revo- 
lutionary Military Council. High on the list-actually, the 
second crime cited-was the expulsion and banning of 
newsmen from the island. Reassured, we begged Captain 
Alfred to increase the speed of his sNrdy little fishing boat. 
We judged by the radio reports that the invasion would be 
over by mid-momin-y, these reports said, the U.S. 
Marines were in command of the quay at the Grenadian 
capital of St. Georges. But when we clambered ashore at 
St. Georges into the arms of members of the People’s 
Revolutionary Army (PRA), we found the invasion had 
hardly begun. The U.S. Marines wouldn’t even land on 
this side of the island until evening, and even then they 
remained encamped in Queen’s Park on the outskirts of 
town. 

Futuristic war machinesocrisscrossed the skies and hopped 
over the rugged green hills behind the quaint town, un- 
changed since the nineteenth century. We felt the con- 
cussion of their bombing runs and rocket attacks and saw 
one Sea Stallion crash in flames. We saw Spectre, the son 
of Puff-the-Magic Dragon of Vietnam days, puff off six 
thousand computerized twenty-millimeter rounds and set 
afire Bulter House, the prime minister’s offices. But noth- 
ing the radio reported matched what was happening on the 
ground. As we sat literally on Fort Rupert’s doorstep. 
Radio Trinidad broadcast a war communiqut from U.S. 
sources describing how U.S. Marines were storming the 
fort, although only lizards were stirring on the ancient 
battlements before us. With the first bombardment in the 
morning, the garrison had fled, leaving one dead comrade 
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behind. 
The only accurate radio report we heard was the first 

one shortly after dawn on October 25, having been awak- 
ened by war planes on the outer Grenadian island of Car- 
riacou, which we had reached by outboard motorboat ftom 
Union Island after an air charter from Barbados. That report 
was from Radio Free GrenaW‘We are being invaded.” 
The female announcer then joined in the chorus of the 
ludicrous with an absurd Churchillian threat before going 
off the a i r  “No other forces must be allowed to land on 
this shore!” 

Colonel Jimmy Ashworth, commander of the U.S. Ar- 
my’s psychological operations, confirmed that it was his 
“psy-ops” radio station which we had picked up at 1560 
on the dial-the Voice of America’s Caribbean fre- 
quency-at eight o’clock that morning. He declined to 
give the location of the station, which shortly changed to 
the frequency used by Radio Free Grenada, and by Thurs- 
day they had rolled ashore at the Point Salines Airport a 
radio transmitter which the Navy just happened to have 
available. 

Psy-ops had a field day. Its reports were picked up and 
disseminated throughout the world. There was no com- 
petition. The seven of us in St. Georges were kept away 
from the Cable & Wireless telex office by a PRA order 
backed up by a machine gun nest. Only at nightfall Tuesday 
were our pleas to be permitted to use the telex facilities 
answered, but it was too late: Communications, intention- 
ally or unintentionally, had been cut by the bombing. The 
PRA soldiers who careened down to the “Carenage” 
(waterfront) from Fort Frederick in their little jeeps had, 
as it later turned out, more accurate information. They 
informed us that the old folks home behind the town near 
Fort Frederick had been bombed and thirty people killed. 
Actually it was the mental hospital that had taken 250- 
pound bombs, resulting in the death of eighteen bedridden 
inmates. The PRA soldiers described &he ambush of a U.S. 
jeep near the airport at Point Salines, which turned out to 
be true, but then declared in psy-ops fashion that they were 
now “pushing the Americans back, off the airport.” 

With daily deadlines to meet, four of our group prevailed 
upon Lt. Colonel Fred Smith, whose 22nd Marine Am- 
phibious Uni! had landed north of the town during Tuesday 
night and bivouacked in Queen’s Park, to fly them to the 
V.S.S. Guam, the flagship of the invasion fleet, where they 
hoped to file their stones. Vice Admiral Joseph Metcalf 
U, the thin, cigar-chomping veteran of the evacuation of 
Saigon, was surprised to see them. They spent twenty-four 
frustrating hours under perpetual escort and learned they 
were unwelcome, unwanted, and not permitted to file a 
line. The four-Edward Cody of the Washington Post, 
Don Bohning of the Miami Herald, Moms Thompson of 
Newsday, and Greg Chamberlain of the Guardian (Lon- 
d o n t w e r e  given a choice on Thursday morning: return 
to Barbados or cover the assault of Richmond Hill. The 
storming of Richmond Hill seemed to the administration 
to strike just the right note. It recalled another Caribbean 
war, when a colonel of the Rough Riders rode up another 
hill. The dispatches of dashing war correspondent Richard 
Harding Davis, who covered the ride up San Juan Hill in 
Cuba, helped make Theodore Roosevelt president of the 
United States. 
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The three of us who had remained in Grenada spent 
Wednesday afternoon observing the Marines take Fort 
Frederick without firing a shot. From the hills we watched 
the evacuation of the St. George’s Medical School Grand 
Anse campus, and, as the sun was setting, we decided to 
see if newsman Alister Hughes, who was a Time magazine 
stringer among other things, was still alive in the Richmond 
Hill prison on a neighboring hill. That morning his wife 
had voiced the fear that he was dead. The guards had fled 
the night before and evaporated, as had most of the PRA. 
There were no Cuban resisters in this sector. Inside. the 
jail was bedlam. A guard had killed one prisoner and locked 
his body in a cell. The prisoners were in the process of 
breaking locks on cell doors. Hughes was as large as life. 
As we departed with Hughes and other political prisoners, 
we warned the common prisoners not to leave because the 
Marines would surely shoot them, mistaking their gray 
uniforms for those of PRA soldiers, and promised we 
would ask the Marine commander to send food and arrange 
an orderly discharge for those who deserved it. We spent 
the early evening searching out the Marine commander 
and informed him of the prisoner’s needs. 

When we finally returned to Barbados to file our stories, 
twenty-four hours later, Thursday afternoon, we heard the 
latest radio report: Marines were storming Richmond Hill 
and encountering stiff resistance from Cuban defenders. 

The ban was bad enough but, in presenting its case, the 
administration strained credulity with a strong dose of mis- 
information. Reality was the first casualty in the Grenada 
“war,” and there was something strangely Orwellian about 
the whole affair-as if “1984” had arrived early. Before 
the invasion Deputy Prime Minister Bernard Coard had 
successfully convinced the Central Committee of the ruling 
New Jewel Movement that all personal loyalty belonged 
to the party, which was supreme over all. He wanted “Big 
Brother” to run the show. Blood followed. Then came the 
contradictory declarations from the U.S. fleet, when Wash- 
ington made it appear the administration had suddenly 
adopted Orwell’s “newspeak” with its “war is peace” and 
“ignorance is strength.” 

1 recall thinking of Ernie Pyle when we found the body 
of a young Marine pilot on the beach near his destroyed 
helicopter. A few days later, when President Reagan’s war 
with the media became news, the attitude of the soldiers 
suddenly change to “don’t talk to the messenger”-the 
media. Pyle hated the blood and sweat of wartime jour- 
nalism and gave his life for it in the hope, not of being 
the best but the last war correspondent. In the new scheme 
of things, Ernie will be the last of that breed. 

EPILOGUE 
Back in Grenada in February with Carl Mydans, one of 
the outstanding war photographers (and who, with his wife, 
spent two years in a Japanese prisoner-of-war camp after 
their capture in the Philippines at the outbreak of World 
War It) ,  we experienced the change. Small of stature, Carl 
stands tall as a patriot. In a little Grenadian town he got 
out of the car to photograph a jeepload of Army M.P.s. 
He returned to the car crestfallen. “Did you see that? They 
accelerated and snarled at me. Why?’ 

“It is fallout from Mr. Reagan’s victory over the press,” 
said a fellow newsman, and “a bad precedent for all of 
us.” m 


