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PROLOGUE	

	 Everyone	has	their	own	story.	 	I	am	wriHng	this	because	this	damned	war	has	haunted	

me	most	of	my	life,	and	has	haunted	our	naHon	from	the	defeat	of	the	French	at	Dien	Bie	Phu	

on	 June	 20,	 1954,	 to	 the	 fall	 of	 Saigon	 on	April	 30,	 1973.	 For	 too	many	 of	 us,	 that	 haunHng	

conHnues	to	this	day.		Like	most	soldiers,	I	had	no	desire	to	go	fight	a	war,	nor	to	go	protest	it.		It	

seemed	 like	 I	had	a	duty	 to	uphold	what	my	country	was	doing	 there.	 	 I	have	 thought	about	

wriHng	this	for	a	long	Hme,	and	now	with	quaranHning	myself	because	of	COVID-19,	I	have	Hme.		

You	will	see	that	I	menHon	very	few	people	by	name	because	God	has	helped	me	put	them	out	

of	my	memory.	 	Now	may	He	help	me	put	all	of	 it	 in	a	proper	prospecHve.	 I	hope	that	other	

veterans	of	Vietnam	and	other	wars	will	read	this	and	decide	to	write	their	own	story.	
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Chapter	1	
A	LITTLE	BIT	OF	HISTORY	BEFORE	THE	WAR	

I	was	born	on	April	1,	1946,	the	beginning	of	the	“Baby	Boomer”	years.	During	those	

Baby	Boomer	years	there	were	a	few,	seemingly	unrelated	events	that	would	change	our	world	

forever.		Prior	to	the	end	of	the	Second	World	War,	the	country	of	Korea	was	part	of	Japan.		

With	the	ending	of	the	war,	the	world	needed	to	decide	how	to	split	up	Korea,	just	as	it	had	split	

up	Germany.		At	the	Geneva	Conference	on	July	21,	1949,	some	staffers	at	the	Pentagon	

decided	that	the	easiest	way	to	do	that	was	to	split	the	country	in	half	along	the	38th	Parallel.		

Russia	was	given	control	of	all	of	the	land	north	of	the	38th	Parallel	and	established	a	communist	

government.		The	United	State	was	given	control	of	all	of	the	land	south	of	the	38th	Parallel,	

sehng	up	a	democraHc	government.		A	truce	existed	between	the	two	countries,	unHl	North	

Korea	invaded	South	Korea	on	June	25,	1950	with	75,000	troops.		Thus,	began	the	Korean	War.		

Nearly 5 million people died. More than half of these–about 10 percent of Korea's 
prewar population–were civilians. Almost 40,000 Americans died in action in Korea, and 

more than 100,000 were wounded. An	ArmisHces	was	signed	on	July	27,	1953,	bringing	an	

end	to	the	fighHng,	but	not	the	war.		A	peace	agreement	has	never	been	reached. 

Also,	in	1949,	the	China	Civil	War	came	to	an	end	with	a	total	death	of	almost	17	million	Chinese	

including	civilians,	with	Mao	Zedong	taking	control	of	mainland	China.		He	was	backed	by	the	

Soviet	Union	and	implemented	a	communist	government,	The	Peoples	Republic	of	China	(PRC).		

Chiang	Kai-Shek,	the	President	of	the	Republic	of	China	(ROC),	was	forced	to	exile	himself	and	

his	democraHc	government	to	the	island	of	Taiwan.		He	then	set	his	democraHc	government,	

backed	by	the	United	States.		The	two	China’s	have	had	scuffles	since	the	creaHon	of	the	two	

China	system,	parHcularly	in	the	Straits	of	Formosa,	which	separates	the	two	naHons 

One	of	the	more	significant	scuffles	took	place	 in	1960	and	was	a	subject	of	debate	 in	

the	Kennedy-Nixon	debate	on	September	29,	1960,	prior	to	the	elecHon.	 	 It	was	significant	to	

me	because	that	was	the	first	Hme	I	became	aware	of	the	conflicts	in	Southeast	Asia.					

France	occupied	Vietnam	as	a	colonial	naHon	beginning	in	1914.	 	In	December	of	1946,	

the	Viet	Minh,	led	by	Ho	Chi	Minh,	began	a	civil	war	to	free	themselves	from	colonial	rule.	The	

war	conHnued	unHl	 the	French	 lost	a	major	baRle	at	Dien	Bien	Phu	 in	1954.	 	Total	casualHes	
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included:	 French forces: 75,581 dead, 64,127 wounded, 40,000 captured; Communist forces: 

300,000+ dead, 500,000+ wounded, 100,000+ captured; Civilians: Over 150,000 civilians killed. 

 	 The	 InternaHonal	 Geneva	 Conference	 was	 established	 to	 bring	 about	 a	 peace	 seRlement.		

Nearly	23	million	people	had	died	as	a	result	of	the	three	wars.		On	July	21,	1954	the	conference	

divided	Vietnam	into	two	different	countries	along	the	17th	Parallel.		Above	the	17th	Parallel,	Ho	

Che	Minh	 set	 up	 a	 communist	 naHon	backed	 by	 the	 Soviet	Union	 and	China.	 Below	 the	 17th	

Parallel,	Bao	Dai	set	up	a	democraHc	naHon	backed	by	the	United	States.			

President	Eisenhower	sent	American	advisors	to	assist	the	Dai	government	beginning	in	

1950	and	that	support	conHnued	through	several	changes	 in	 leadership.	 	Being	a	typical,	self-

absorbed	teenager,	I	had	no	knowledge	of	what	was	happening	in	Southeast	Asia.	

The	 United	 State	 had	 a	 dran	 Army	 at	 that	 Hme.	 	 All	 eighteen-year-old	 boys	 were	

required	to	enroll	in	the	dran	and	could	be	called	up	(draned)	to	serve	the	naHon	for	two	years.		

President	 Kennedy	 established	 a	 deferment	 plan	 where	 men	 who	 failed	 the	 pre-inducHon	

physical,	 men	 who	 were	married,	 men	 who	 had	 dependents,	 and	 college	 students	 could	 be	

exempted	from	the	dran	for	a	number	of	years.	When	President	Johnson	became	president,	he	

changed	 the	 rules	 again.	 	 The	 only	 exempHons	 he	 allowed	 were	 men	 who	 failed	 the	 pre-

inducHon	physical	and	men	who	were	enrolled	in	college.	I	was	not	married,	I	didn’t	have	any	

children,	and	I	had	passed	my	pre-inducHon	physical.	As	a	result,	I	enrolled	in	college	and	began	

a	five	year	odyssey	too	elude	the	dran.	

On	August	 2,	 1964,	 the	USS	Maddox	fired	on	 three	North	Vietnamese	 torpedo	boats.		

They	 hit	 two	 of	 the	 boats	 and	 killed	 four	 Vietnamese	 sailors.	 	 It	 was	 alleged	 by	 President	

Johnson	 and	 his	 staff,	 on	 August	 4th,	 1964,	 the	 Maddox	 was	 hit	 by	 fire	 from	 the	 North	

Vietnamese:	This	was	later	proven	to	be	false.	 	However,	this	accusaHon	allowed	the	president	

to	go	before	congress	to	request	authority	to	aggressively	pursue	those	who	brought	war	upon	

the	United	States.	 	On	August	10,	1964,	Congress	passed	the	“Gulf	of	Tonkin	ResoluHon”	which	

gave	the	president	the	authority	he	needed	to	conduct	the	Vietnam	war.		On	March	8,	1965,	he	

deployed	35,000	Marines	to	Da	Nang.		The	Vietnam	War	was	on.	
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Chapter	2	

MY	PARENTS	

My	 father	was	born	on	December	3,	1911,	 the	 last	of	 six	 children	 in	his	 family.	 	 They	

lived	in	Colorado	Springs,	Colorado,	where	his	father	was	the	postmaster	of	Colorado	City.	 	His	

father	had	been	a	successful	photographer	unHl	his	studio	burned	down.		Dad	had	a	great	sense	

of	humor	and	was	a	liRle	on	the	wild	side.	 	He	was	the	first	in	his	class	to	have	his	own	car,	a	

Model	A	Ford	Roadster.	 	He	 loved	 telling	stories	of	 the	 fun	he	and	his	nephew,	who	was	 two	

months	older	than	him,	had	in	the	car.	 	One	of	the	stories	he	told	was	about	a	double	date	he	

and	his	nephew	had.	 	They	were	in	Dad’s	car,	with	his	nephew	in	the	trundle	seat.	 	Dad’s	date	

wanted	to	know	what	would	happen	if	they	turned	off	the	igniHon	key	while	they	coasted	down	

a	big	hill.	 	He	didn’t	know,	so	they	did	it,	and	nothing	seemed	to	happen.	 	When	he	turned	it	

back	on,	it	caught	all	the	fuel	fumes	on	fire,	and	they	roared	out	the	end	of	the	car	with	a	bang.		

When	 he	 was	 in	 high	 school,	 he	 and	 his	 nephew	 were	 walking	 around	 on	 Halloween	 night	

looking	for	something	different	to	do.	 	They	decided	to	hoist	a	cow	on	top	of	the	post	office,	

where	his	older	brother	was	 the	postmaster.	 	 They	 fed	 the	cow	ExLax	and	 it	died.	 	His	uncle	

didn’t	find	the	cow	for	several	days,	and	the	post	office	smelled	for	several	years.		The	FBI	came	

out	to	invesHgate	but	didn’t	find	out	who	did	it.		He	never	told	this	story	unHl	his	brother	died.	

Dad	 graduated	 from	 high	 school	 in	 May	 1929	 and	 aRended	 Colorado	 College,	 in	

Colorado	Springs,	 for	 two	years.	 	His	mother	hoped	 that	he	would	become	a	priest.	 	He	had	

other	 ideas	and	enrolled	 in	 the	first	five-year	veterinary	program	at	Colorado	State	University	

then	Colorado	College	of	Agricultural	and	Mechanical	Arts.		At	CSU	he	joined	the	Reserve	Officer	

Training	 Corps	 (ROTC).	 	 He	 graduated	 from	 college	 in	May	 1934	 and,	 as	 a	 veterinarian,	 was	

commissioned	as	an	inacHve	U.S.	Army	Reserve	Captain.	He	went	to	work	for	the	United	State	

Department	of	Agriculture	(USDA).	 	 	They	sent	him	to	the	University	of	Missouri,	in	Columbia.		

He	 hung	 out	 with	 the	 Agriculture	 students	 on	 the	 Columns,	 all	 that	 was	 len	 of	 the	 original	

administraHve	building.	 	There	were	4-leaf	clovers	growing	there	and	when	a	preRy	girl	walked	

by,	the	guys	would	spit	tobacco	on	the	ground.	This	was	a	real	complement	as	far	as	the	ag	guys	

were	 concerned.	 	 It	was	 their	way	of	 lehng	a	girl	 know	 that	 they	 thought	 she	was	preRy.	 	 I	

wonder	if	they	are	sHll	doing	it.	 	My	mom	walked	by	and	Dad	spit	tobacco.	 	He	found	out	that	
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she	lived	in	a	boarding	house	off	campus	and	started	eaHng	his	meals	there.	My	brother	has	a	

different	memory	of	 this	 story,	 so	 I	 am	 including	 it.	Dad	ate	 in	 a	boarding	house	off	 campus.		

One	day	he	noHced	a	sonball	game	in	progress	in	the	park	across	from	the	boarding	house.		He	

joined	 the	 game.	 	 One	 of	 the	 young	 ladies	 from	 the	 boarding	 house	 caught	 the	 ball	 on	 her	

thumb,	badly	spraining	it.		Being	a	veterinarian,	Dad	helped	the	lady.		She	was	beauHful,	so	Dad	

showed	up	for	more	meals	at	the	boarding	house.	 	Both	stories	show	the	immediate	love	that	

Dad	had	for	mother.		I	really	think	that	my	version	is	the	correct	one	because	Mother	was	never	

athleHc.		I	cannot	see	her	parHcipaHng	in	a	sonball	game.			

Dad	completed	his	course	around	Thanksgiving	and	was	gehng	ready	to	move	to	West	

Virginia.		He	asked	Mother	to	marry	him	and	go	with	him.		She	said	yes,	they	drove	to	her	home	

in	Kansas	City,	got	married	in	her	parlor,	and	len	for	his	job.	Can	you	imagine	showing	up	at	your	

girlfriends	 house,	 introducing	 yourself	 to	 her	 parents,	 and	 telling	 them	 that	 you	want	 to	 get	

married	in	the	parlor	in	two	days.			

	Dad	worked	in	several	different	locaHons	for	USDA	and	they	had	four	children.	 	Two	of	

them,	premature	twins,	died	shortly	aner	birth.	 	When	World	War	II	started,	he	was	called	to	

acHve	duty	as	an	Army	Veterinarian.	Dad	procured	food	for	the	military	for	the	duraHon	of	the	

war.		They	had	two	more	children	during	this	Hme.		One	of	the	sad	stories	that	my	Dad	told	me	

about	during	this	Hme	was	that	they	had	moved	to	a	holler	(small,	poor	village).	 	Mother	was	

pregnant	at	the	Hme.		The	was	no	doctor	in	the	area,	only	a	mid-wife.		The	babies	were	breach	

and	the	mid-wife	didn’t	know	what	to	do.	 	When	the	doctor	finally	arrived,	the	umbilical	cord	

had	wrapped	around	 the	babies	 and	deprived	 them	of	oxygen.	 	 They	both	died	 shortly	 aner	

being	born.						

Dad	came	off	acHve	duty	with	 the	Army	aner	 the	war	ended.	 	He	had	accepted	a	 job	

with	a	small	animal	veterinary	clinic	in	Kansas	City.	 	When	the	job	in	Kansas	City	did	not	work	

out	well,	he	returned	to	working	for	the	USDA,	and	we	moved	to	Limon,	Colorado,	in	1947	and	

then	 to	 Colorado	 Springs	 in	 1948.	 	 His	 job	was	 to	 inspect	 livestock	 on	 farms	 and	 ranches	 in	

several	counHes	throughout	southeastern	Colorado.	 	They	had	three	more	children	during	this	

Hme.	I	was	the	first	of	the	three.	 	We	lived	in	an	old	stagecoach	building	in	Bear	Creek	Canyon.		

It	burned	down	when	 I	was	five	years	old.	 	We	moved	 to	Colorado	Springs	on	North	Nevada	

Avenue.		This	was	the	first	house	I	remember	living	in.				
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Dad	was	acHvated	during	the	Korean	War	to	again	procure	food	for	the	military.	 	Aner	

the	war,	he	was	transferred	to	Denver	 in	to	be	a	 livestock	 inspector	at	the	Denver	stockyards.		

We	 lived	 there	 for	 10	 years	 across	 17th	 avenue	 for	 City	 Park.	 	 I	 loved	Denver	 and	 so	 did	my	

brothers	and	sisters.		He	was	then	transferred	to	Wichita,	Kansas,	to	be	the	head	veterinarian	at	

the	Wichita	stockyards.	 	He	remained	there	unHl	he	reHred	in	1971.	 	He	was	a	member	of	the	

Army	Reserves	 throughout	his	working	 career,	 going	 to	weekly	and/or	monthly	meeHngs	and	

going	to	summer	camp	around	the	naHon.	 	He	reHred	as	a	Colonel	and	the	commander	of	the	

Wichita	reserve	brigade.	 	With	the	Vietnam	war	going	on,	I	now	wonder	why	he	never	tried	to	

recruit	me	or	my	brother	 in	the	Army	Reserve,	parHcularly	when	he	knew	the	struggles	 I	was	

going	through.		I	guess	he	felt	it	wasn’t	his	place	to	do	that.	

My	mother	was	born	in	Kansas	City,	Missouri,	on	April	9,	1915.		She	had	an	older	brother	

and	sister	and	a	younger	brother.	 	Her	father	was	an	engineer	for	a	firm	in	Kansas	City.	 	Mom	

never	talked	much	about	life	during	the	Depression,	but	I	know	that	they	always	had	a	maid	and	

a	cook.	 	She	spent	several	summers	during	high	school	with	her	aunt	in	Sullivan,	Indiana.	 	She	

aRended	 junior	 college	 in	Kansas	City	 and	 then	 transferred	 to	Columbia	 to	finish	her	degree.		

That	 is	where	she	met	Dad	and	 they	started	 their	 life	 together.	She	never	 talked	much	about	

growing	up	in	Kansas	City,	at	least	not	to	me.	 	I	must	conclude	that	they	were	not	the	happiest	

Hmes	of	her	life.		

Their	first	home	was	in	Charleston,	West	Virginia	and	she	loved	it	there.		They	were	then	

transferred	to	another	area	and	lived	in	an	Appalachian	holler,	which	she	hated.	 	The	only	car	

they	 had	was	 Dad’s	 government	 car.	 	 One	 day,	while	 he	was	 home,	 she	 took	 the	 car	 to	 get	

groceries.	 	One	of	her	neighbors	saw	her	and	turned	her	in	to	the	authoriHes	for	improper	use	

of	a	government	vehicle.	 	As	I	menHoned	before,	while	they	were	living	in	that	holler,	she	had	

the	 twins	and	 they	died	because	of	a	 lack	of	proper	medical	 care.	 	 She	was	haunted	by	 that	

incident	unHl	they	returned	to	visit	over	50	years	later.	 	When	Dad	was	acHvated	into	the	Army	

as	a	veterinarian,	they	lived	in	several	different	towns	as	he	was	transferred	a	lot.			

Mother	was	a	nervous	person	and	struggled	at	Hmes	to	raise	seven	children.	 	She	told	

me	that	she	would	make	a	list	of	the	things	we	did	wrong	when	Dad	was	away	and	planned	to	

tell	him	all	of	 them	when	he	got	home.	 	During	much	of	his	career	he	would	 leave	home	on	

Monday	morning	and	get	home	Friday	night.		She	said	that	she	would	have	her	list	ready,	but	as	
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soon	as	he	walked	in	the	door,	it	didn’t	maRer	anymore.	 	Mother	adored	Dad,	you	could	see	in	

the	joy	her	eyes	every	Hme	she	saw	him.			

She	loved	telling	the	story	about	Dad’s	reHrement.		His	boss	with	USDA	called	them	on	a	

Wednesday	and	told	them	he	was	coming	to	town	on	Thursday	and	would	like	to	take	them	out	

to	dinner.		That	seemed	a	liRle	strange,	but	of	course	they	said	that	would	be	fine.		They	went	to	

one	of	their	favorite	restaurants	and	had	a	great	Hme.		Aner	dinner	was	over,	his	boss	told	them	

that	USDA	was	going	to	shut	down	the	Wichita	stockyards	the	following	Monday	and	Dad	had	

three	choices:	he	could	reHre	with	full	benefits	as	he	had	35	years	with	USDA,	or	he	could	go	

back	on	the	road	inspecHng	livestock	in	Kansas,	or	they	could	move	to	LiRle	Rock,	Arkansas,	and	

be	the	head	veterinarian	there.	 	He	didn’t	want	to	rush	them,	but	he	had	an	early	flight	out	on	

Friday	morning	and	would	like	to	be	able	to	tell	the	Secretary	of	Agriculture	their	decision	at	a	

meeHng	at	10:00.	 	They	took	his	boss	back	to	his	hotel	and	drove	home.	 	The	drive	home	was	

preRy	quiet.	 	When	 the	got	home,	Mother	got	out	of	 the	car	and	Dad	parked	 the	car	 in	 the	

garage.		When	he	came	in	the	house,	Mother	told	him	that	she	had	always	hated	LiRle	Rock	and	

there	was	no	way	she	was	moving	there.	 	He	told	her	that	he	had	hated	being	on	the	road	and	

there	was	no	way	he	was	going	to	do	that	again.		They	looked	at	each	other,	laughed,	and	called	

his	boss	telling	him	that	he	would	reHre	on	Monday.		His	boss	told	him	to	go	to	work	on	Monday	

as	usual,	take	anything	and	everything	he	wanted	out	of	his	office,	lock	the	door,	and	take	the	

keys	to	the	manager	of	the	stockyards.	 	Dad	was	to	tell	the	manager	that	the	stockyards	were	

officially	closed	at	that	Hme	and	the	manager	was	to	get	all	the	livestock	off	the	premises	within	

48	hours.		Dad	did	as	he	was	told,	when	home	and	was	happily	reHred	in	Wichita	unHl	his	death	

in	2000.		

Dad	was	a	workaholic.		He	said	that	he	was	really	good	at	turning	a	40	hour	week	into	a	

60	hour	week.	 	As	a	result,	he	had	no	hobbies.	I	worried	that	he	wouldn’t	find	anything	to	do	

aner	he	reHred,	but	the	opposite	was	true.	 	He	 loved	construcHon	projects;	he	would	go	and	

watch	them.	 	He	called	himself	a	sidewalk	engineer.	 	He	would	get	to	know	the	crews	and	buy	

them	donuts	on	their	breaks.	 	He	also	delivered	meal-on-wheels	unHl	he	gave	up	his	car.	 	He	

passed	his	 love	 for	 construcHon	and	how	difficult	what	 seemingly	 easy	 jobs	 are	 to	me.	 	One	

example	of	this	was	we	had	a	cinderblock	wall	that	ran	the	length	of	our	back	yard.	 	Next	to	it	

was	a	narrow	driveway.	 	I	pulled	into	the	driveway	one	night	and	hit	the	wall.	 	My	dad	told	me	

to	tear	the	wall	down	and	save	as	many	of	the	cinderblocks	as	I	could.		He	asked	me	if	I	needed	
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any	help	doing	that,	and	I	told	him	no,	“anyone	can	tear	a	wall	down.”	I	tore	in	down	but	wasn’t	

able	to	save	any	of	the	cinderblocks.	 	Aner	we	hauled	the	broken	ciderblocks	off,	Dad	rented	a	

cement	 mixer,	 bought	 new	 cinderblocks,	 bought	 sand	 and	 bags	 of	 cement	 and	 told	 me	 to	

rebuild	 the	 fence.	 	 He	 asked	 me	 I	 needed	 any	 help,	 and	 I	 said	 no,	 “any	 one	 can	 build	 a	

cinderblock	fence.”	 	When	I	got	done,	I	went	in	and	told	him	that	I	had	finished	the	fence,	and	

he	said,	 “what	 fence?”	 I	 said,	 “	 the	one	 I	have	been	working	on”	and	he	said,	 “	 I	don’t	know	

what	that	is,	but	it	 isn’t	a	fence.	Tear	it	down	and	save	as	many	cinderblocks	as	possible.”	 	He	

asked	me	again	 if	 I	 needed	 some	help,	 and	 this	Hme	 I	 told	him	yes.	 	He	 showed	me	how	 to	

knock	the	concrete	off	the	edge	of	the	cinderblock,	and	I	was	able	to	say	about	a	third	of	them.		

He	then	bought	more	cinderblocks,	sand,	and	concrete	and	asked	me	if	I	needed	some	help.	 	I	

told	him	yes,	and	he	taught	me	how	to	level	the	ground	and	run	a	stringer	to	make	sure	that	the	

wall	was	level	and	straight.		That	wall	is	sHll	standing	in	Wichita	today.	

On	another	occasion,	he	had	a	farmer	friend	that	needed	a	field	plowed	and	Dad	asked	

me	if	I	wanted	to	do	that	and	I	said	sure.		He	drove	me	out	to	the	farmers	house	and	the	farmer	

took	me	out	to	the	field	that	needed	to	be	plowed.	 	He	had	an	old	Ford	tractor	and	must	have	

been	 the	 second	 largest	disk	 in	Kansas.	 	He	 showed	me	how	 to	 start	 the	 tractor,	 told	me	he	

would	see	me	at	lunch	Hme	and	drove	off.		I	started	down	the	field	wishing	that	the	old	tractor	

would	go	faster,	then	I	came	toward	the	end	of	the	field.		As	I	slowed	down	and	started	to	turn,	I	

noHced	 that	 the	 disk	was	 going	 down	 into	 the	 bar	 ditch	 and	 headed	 up	 toward	 the	 road.	 	 I	

stopped,	put	the	tractor	in	reverse	and	tried	to	back	up.		I	was	smart	enough	to	realize	that	the	

tractor	 was	 not	 going	 to	 go	 backwards	 without	 damaging	 something,	 so	 I	 turned	 it	 off	 and	

waited	for	the	farmer	to	come	back.		He	came	back	at	lunchHme	expecHng	me	to	be	about	half	

done.	 	When	he	saw	what	I	had	done,	he	was	furious,	flipped	the	diskes	up,	turned	the	tactor	

around,	threw	my	lunch	at	me,	and	sped	off	down	the	road.		I	started	back	down	the	field,	going	

slow.		When	I	got	to	the	other	end,	I	realized	that	it	met	up	with	another	field,	so	I	didn’t	worry	

about	 it.	 	When	I	got	back	toward	the	road,	 I	made	sure	that	 I	didn’t	make	the	same	mistake	

again,	but	 I	am	sure	 that	 I	 len	100	 feet	or	so	of	unplowed	 land.	 	As	 I	 conHnued	to	work	 that	

anernoon	I	noHced	that	my	rows	weren’t	vary	straight	and	wondered	how	the	farmer	was	able	

to	make	them	straight.	 	At	five	o’clock	the	farmer	came	and	picked	me	up,	took	me	back	to	the	

farm,	and	gave	me	to	my	dad	aner	they	had	a	short	conversaHon.		On	the	way	home	dad	asked	
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me	 if	 I	 learned	 anything,	 and	 I	 said	 yes;	 I	 learned	 that	 seemingly	 easy	 jobs	 are	 really	 very	

difficult.		Dad	said	that	I	should	never	forget	that.	
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Chapter	3	

A	LITTLE	HISTORY	
As	I	said,	dad	was	acHvated	during	the	Korean	War.	 	I	have	no	memory	of	that	Hme	as	I	

was	only	five	years	old.		I	have	visited	with	my	older	sisters	about	his	mobilizaHon,	and	they	only	

remember	that	dad	went	to	work	in	his	Army	uniform	instead	of	civilian	clothing.	 	They	don’t	

remember	it	being	a	great	inconvenience	for	our	family.		I	have	a	small	memory	of	the	Formosa	

Strait	 incident	 between	 China	 and	 Taiwan,	 but	 only	 as	 it	 was	 a	 point	 of	 discussion	 in	 the	

Kennedy/Nixon	 debates.	 I	 was	 also	 vaguely	 aware	 that	 we	 had	 some	 kind	 of	 agreement	 to	

protect	South	Vietnam	aner	 the	end	of	 the	French/Indo	China	war.	 	When	my	oldest	brother	

enlisted	in	the	Air	Force	in	1959,	I	started	paying	some	aRenHon	to	world	threats,	but	not	much.	

Aner	all,	I	was	a	typical	teenage	boy	interested	in	girls,	sports,	and	to	a	lesser	degree,	school	-	

not	world	poliHcs.	

When	President	Kennedy	expanded	the	dran	in	1963,	I,	along	with	the	rest	of	my	class,	

suddenly	became	aware	of	Vietnam	and	what	was	happening	there.	 	I	hadn’t	realized	that	we	

had	troops	there	beginning	in	the	1950s	as	advisors	unHl	I	visited	with	a	classmate	who	told	me	

his	father	was	killed	in	Vietnam	as	an	advisor.	 	I	also	started	paying	more	aRenHon	because	my	

older	 brother	 had	 joined	 the	 ROTC	 at	 Kansas	 University.	 	 At	 that	 Hme	 President	 Kennedy	

decided	that	married	men,	men	with	a	family,	men	who	had	failed	the	pre-inducHon	physical,	

and	 college	 students	 would	 be	 exempt	 from	 the	 dran.	 	 However,	 aner	 the	 Gulf	 of	 Tonkin	

Incident	 in	1965,	President	 Johnson	 changed	 the	 rules	on	August	2,	 1965	and	only	men	who	

failed	their	physical	and	students	were	exempt.	 	I	now	wonder	how	a	fake	incident	could	have	

had	such	a	huge	impact	on	all	the	young	men	in	America.			

On	 the	first	Wednesday	 aner	 the	first	Monday	 in	 June	 1964,	 I	 received	my	first	 leRer	

from	my	Wichita	Dran	Board.	 	I	thought	I	had	been	draned,	but	dad	explained	that	I	was	being	

ordered	to	go	to	Kansas	City	for	a	pre-inducHon	physical	to	see	if	I	was	physically	fit	to	serve	in	

the	military.	 	 I	 received	my	 second	 leRer	 from	 the	 secretary	 of	 my	 dran	 board	 on	 the	 first	

Wednesday	aner	the	first	Monday	in	July	(July	8,	1964)	explaining	that	I	had	passed	the	physical	

and	would	be	classified	1A	(eligible	 to	be	draned)	unless	 I	planned	to	go	to	college	and	get	a	

student	deferment.	 	I	wrote	her	back,	telling	her	that	I	planned	to	enroll	in	college.	 	She	wrote	

me	back	telling	me	that	she	would	give	me	unHl	August	31,	1964	to	prove	that	I	was	aRending	
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college;	 at	 that	 point	 she	 would	 grant	 me	 a	 student	 deferment	 and	 reclassify	 me	 as	 being	

2S(student).	 	 I	 started	 college	 at	 Hutchinson	 Junior	 College	 in	 Hutchinson,	 Kansas,	 in	 August	

1964	and	received	my	2S	deferment.	 	She	was	a	really	nice	lady	who	was	probably	in	her	early	

finies.		It	was	her	job	to	keep	track	of	all	of	the	men	in	half	of	Wichita	who	were	eligible	for	the	

dran,	make	sure	they	had	the	appropriate	status,	and	dran	them	as	necessary.		I	always	had	the	

feeling	that	she	probably	hated	her	job,	but	knew	it	was	necessary.	

That	change	of	the	rules	brought	about	a	five-year	correspondence	with	my	dran	board.		

On	 the	 first	Wednesday	 aner	 the	 first	Monday	 of	 every	month,	 I	 received	 a	 leRer	 from	 the	

secretary.	 	She	sent	me	a	 form	that	 I	had	to	 take	 to	 the	college	registrar	 to	cerHfy	 that	 I	was	

aRending	 college	 in	 good	 standing.	 	 This	 process	 conHnued	 through	 the	 next	 three	 years.	

However,	her	 leRer	 in	July	of	1967	changed.	 	She	explained	that	she	was	 low	on	eligible	men	

and	was	going	to	reclassify	me	1A	(available	for	the	dran).		She	explained	how	I	could	challenge	

that	change,	and	I	would	get	one	more	year	to	complete	my	college	educaHon.	 	I	followed	her	

instrucHons	and	received	a	one-year	extension.			
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Chapter	4	

COLLEGE	HERE	I	COME	

My	 days	 in	 college,	 like	many	 students	 of	 the	 1960s,	 was	 rather	 tumultuous.	When	 I	

made	 my	 decision	 to	 aRend	 Hutchinson	 Community	 College	 on	 a	 Track	 &	 Cross-Country	

scholarship,	 I	made	 it	 so	 late	 that	 there	wasn’t	 any	 room	 in	 the	dormitory	 for	me.	My	coach	

found	me	a	room	in	the	back	of	a	widow’s	house.	 	I	had	kitchen	privileges	on	Thursday	nights	

from	6	to	7	if	I	wanted	to	bring	something	in	to	eat.		At	no	Hme	was	I	to	have	any	visitors	in	my	

room,	and	if	I	wanted	to	smoke,	I	could	go	out	to	the	garage	where	she	had	rented	a	small	space	

to	two	football	players	 from	Abilene,	Kansas.	 	As	a	result,	 I	spent	a	 lot	of	Hme	at	the	student	

union	 learning	how	 to	play	bridge,	 and	 I	 learned	how	 to	 smoke.	 	 I	 understand	now	why	 she	

wouldn’t	want	her	house	to	smell	of	tobacco,	but	I	was	sure	frustrated	at	the	Hme.	

		 I	was	absolutely	miserable.	 	My	coach	came	to	me	about	halfway	through	the	semester	

and	asked	me	what	I	planned	to	do	second	semester.	 	I	told	him	that	I	planned	on	returning	to	

school	and	he	said,	“Not	with	these	grades.”		I	went	home	to	talk	to	my	dad	about	dropping	out	

of	school	and	joining	the	Navy.	 	My	dad	asked	me	if	I	had	talked	to	my	coach	about	how	I	felt,	

and	I	told	him	no.		Dad	said	that	I	was	obligated	to	do	the	best	job	I	could	for	the	coach	for	the	

semester	 as	 the	 coach	 had	 paid	 for	 all	 of	 my	 expenses.	 	 I	 talked	 to	my	 coach,	 and	 he	 was	

surprised	 at	 how	 I	 felt	 as	 I	 had	 never	 said	 anything.	 	 He	 said	 that	 if	 I	 buckled	 down	 the	

remainder	of	the	semester	and	passed	all	my	classes,	he	would	get	me	 into	the	dorm	second	

semester.	 	 I	 did	and	he	did,	 and	 I	 spent	a	 fun	year	and	a	half	 living	 in	 the	dorm.	 	 I	have	 the	

fondest	of	memories	of	Hutch	Juco,	as	I	had	the	opportunity	to	compete	in	two	track	naHonal	

championships	and	one	cross-country	naHonal	championship.	

Toward	 the	 end	 of	 my	 sophomore	 year	 I	 visited	 four	 of	 the	 six	 state	 colleges	 and	

universiHes	to	see	where	I	would	complete	my	educaHon.	I	did	not	visit	Wichita	State	University	

because	I	knew	I	didn’t	want	to	live	at	home,	and	I	did	not	visit	Kansas	University	because	my	

brother	and	sister	were	going	there.	 	I	went	to	some	great	parHes	at	Ft.	Hays	State	University,	

Emporia	State	University,	and	PiRsburg	State	University.	 	I	knew	that	those	would	probably	not	

be	 the	 best	 atmosphere	 for	 me	 to	 conHnue	 my	 educaHon.	 	 When	 I	 visited	 Kansas	 State	

University,	I	was	lost	looking	for	the	Department	of	EducaHon.		A	boy	passing	by	saw	that	I	was	
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troubled	 in	 some	way	 and	 asked	 if	 he	 could	 help	me.	 	 I	 told	 him	what	 I	was	 looking	 for,	 he	

looked	 at	 his	watch	 and	 said	 that	 he	 had	 Hme	 to	 take	me	 there.	 	 That	 friendly	 atmosphere	

convinced	me	that	KSU	was	the	best	choice	for	me	and	my	love	for	the	college	conHnues	to	this	

day.	I	have	tried	to	remember	what	it	felt	like	to	be	lost	and	how	good	it	felt	when	that	young	

man	helped	me.		I	have	tried	to	follow	that	example	in	my	own	life.		A	liRle	touch	of	kindness	is	

an	easy	thing	to	do.	

 

The night of Dec. 13, 1968 was frigid, the temperatures dipping down to 15 degrees. Nichols Hall offered respite from the cold as it burned 
down to the ground. 
The cause of the fire was ruled as arson in protest of the Vietnam War, but a culprit was never arrested or charged. 
However, the last student inside Nichols on the night of the fire said he knows who is responsible and that the fire was not a war protest. 

Even	 at	 KSU	 there	 were	 hard	 Hmes.	 	 These	 were	 the	 60’s.	 	 I	 stood	 and	 watched	 as	

Nicholas	Gymnasium	was	burned	down	in	an	apparent	protest	to	the	war,	and	several	sororiHes	

were	fire-bombed	because	they	didn’t	 include	black	girls.	 	To	make	maRers	more	complicated	
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the	president	of	the	University,	President	McCain,	was	a	fraternity	brother	of	my	father.	 	When	

my	dad	was	on	campus	for	a	meeHng,	we	would	go	out	to	dinner	with	President	McCain	and	he	

kept	 asking	me	when	 I	was	 going	 to	 transfer	 to	 the	 veterinarian	 program.	 I	 knew	 that	 I	was	

never	going	to	transfer	from	the	EducaHon	department	to	the	veterinarian	program.		Despite	all	

the	troubles	of	the	Hmes,	I	had	a	great	Hme	and	a	good	educaHon.		

Like	many	college	students,	I	did	not	graduate	aner	four	years.	 	My	second	semester	at	

KSU	really	put	me	behind.		I	was	enrolled	in	16	hours:	English	Lit	2,	3	hours;	Geography,	5	hours;	

and	2	other	courses	for	8	hours.	 	The	English	Lit	course	was	the	poets	of	England,	taught	by	a	

lady	from	England,	and	I	just	didn’t	get	it.		I	failed	her	first	test	and	knew	that	there	was	no	way	I	

was	going	to	pass	her	course.		I	went	to	her	and	explained	my	desire	to	drop	her	class,	and	she	

said	she	understood	and	would	take	care	of	it,	but	she	didn’t;	I	received	an	F	in	the	course.		My	

Geography	professor	said	the	first	day	of	class	that	if	I	got	an	A	on	the	final,	I	would	get	an	A	in	

the	course.	I	got	the	A	on	the	final,	but	that	made	the	professor	mad	and	he	gave	me	a	D.	I	went	

home	for	the	summer	thinking	that	I	was	going	to	have	a	4.0	semester	on	13	credits,	instead	I	

had	a	1.8,	was	on	academic	probaHon,	and	spent	the	next	two	years	trying	to	get	those	grades	

up.	 	When	 I	 received	my	 leRer	 in	August	of	1968	 the	dran	board	 secretary	 told	me	 that	 she	

would	reclassify	me	1A	in	September	and	I	had	three	choices:	I	could	let	the	military	dran	me	

and	use	me	as	they	saw	fit,	or	I	could	join	the	service	of	my	choice,	or	I	could	leave	the	country	

(many	men	went	to	Canada).	 	She	wanted	me	to	let	her	know	what	my	decision	was.	 	I	visited	

with	Dad	about	this	and	he	said	that	the	decision	was	mine,	but	I	needed	be	thoughuul	in	my	

decision.	 	I	had	a	brother-in-law	who	was	serving	the	Army	in	Vietnam	at	that	Hme,	a	brother	

who	was	serving	in	the	Army	in	Germany,	and	my	dad	was	a	member	of	the	Army	Reserves.		He	

said	that	if	I	decided	to	go	to	Canada,	I	would	need	to	pack	everything	I	wanted	because	I	would	

not	be	welcomed	at	home.	 	While	 I	 never	 thought	 that	 going	 to	Canada	was	a	 real	opHon,	 I	

certainly	 learned	 how	 Dad	 felt	 about	 the	 situaHon.	 	 I	 knew	 that	 I	 needed	 to	 enlist	 in	 some	

branch	of	 the	military	and	because	my	dad,	brother,	and	brother-in-law	were	all	 in	 the	Army,	

that	seemed	like	a	natural	direcHon	to	follow.		I	now	wonder	why	my	dad	did	not	suggest	that	I	

join	the	Army	Reserve,	as	that	would	have	been	a	reasonable	answer	to	my	problem.	Without	

that	 suggesHon,	 I	 went	 to	 see	 the	 recruiter	 in	 ManhaRan	 looking	 for	 an	 MOS	 (military	

occupaHonal	specialty)	that	was	not	likely	to	send	me	to	Vietnam.		I	found	one,	an	Underwater	

Hard	 Hat	 Diver.	 	 They	 did	 dam	 and	 bridge	 construcHon	 under	 water	 and	 all	 of	 them	 were	
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staHoned	in	Germany.		I	was	an	accomplished	swimmer,	I	loved	to	scuba	dive,	and	I	was	in	great	

shape.	I	enlisted	and	let	the	secretary	of	the	dran	board	know	what	I	had	done.	
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Chapter	5	

WORKING	WITH	DAD	

 

The	new	Livestock	Exchange	Building,	at	702	East	21st	Street,	was	completed	in	a	year.	This	40-ofEice,	two	story	masonry	building	is	the	
structure	which	most	long-time	residents	of	Wichita	remember.	
Those	who	simply	drove	by	might	have	been	impressed	with	such	a	dominating	–	and	white	–	structure	in	the	midst	of	smelly	packing	
and	rendering	plants.	
Those	who	actually	entered	the	building	were	usually	impressed	and	even	amazed.	The	insides	seemed	Eilled	with	white	marble,	dark	
wood	and	glass.	It	housed	15	livestock	commission	Eirms,	a	national	bank,	stockyard	company	ofEicer,	the	Wichita	Terminal	Railway	Co.	
and	branch	ofEices	of	the	packing	houses.		
Two	tile	mosaics	greeted	visitors.	One	was	a	40-inch	by	45-inch	bull’s	head	on	the	Eirst	Eloor.	The	other,	on	the	second	Eloor,	was	a	4-foot	
by	6-foot	section	of	tiles	that	said	"Market	That	SatisEies"	and	was	surrounded	by	the	heads	of	a	cow,	horse,	pig	and	sheep.		
Sierra	Petroleum	Company	purchased	the	Wichita	Stockyards	in	1972.	By	1975	Sierra	had	purchased	the	last	commission	houses,	and	
private	treaty	sales	were	virtually	abolished.	Livestock	auctions	continued	for	a	while,	but	Sierra	Petroleum	shut	down	the	stockyards	on	
Aug.	1,	1980.	

I	normally	would	have	reported	to	the	inducHon	center	in	January	1969,	but	I	was	on	a	

delayed	entry	waiHng	for	a	slot	to	open	up	in	my	enlisted	program.		As	a	result,	I	did	not	report	

in	unHl	March	21,	1969.	 	During	that	interim	I	went	to	work	with	my	dad	at	the	stock	yards	in	
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Wichita.	 	We	len	home	every	morning	at	5:30	and	normally	got	home	around	6:00.	 	We	would	

see	each	other	occasionally	during	the	day	and	always	ate	lunch	together.	 	I	really	got	to	know	

him	as	a	man	not	just	my	father.		I	would	not	trade	those	months	for	anything	in	the	world.			The	

stockyards	were	a	series	of	pens	connected	with	alleys	that	ran	both	north	and	south	and	east	

and	west.		It	was	my	job	to	herd	animals	to	the	appropriate	pens	as	they	had	to	be	separated	by	

breed.	 	Then	I	would	herd	them	to	the	appropriate	slaughterhouse.	 	It	was	imperaHve	to	keep	

the	different	breeds	separated.			

There	were	two	incidents	in	those	eight	weeks	that	stand	out	in	my	mind	to	define	the	

kind	of	man	my	dad	was.			In	the	first	instance,	I	was	going	down	an	alley	at	the	stockyards	when	

I	heard	a	voice	that	I	recognized	saying	words	that	I	did	not	know	he	even	knew.		My	dad	was	a	

quiet	man,	but	that	day	he	was	ripping	into	a	rancher	in	a	way	that	I	didn’t	think	was	possible.		

The	rancher	had	brought	a	truckload	of	caRle	to	the	stockyards	and	released	them	into	the	yard	

without	them	being	inspected.	This	was	a	huge	violaHon	of	the	rules	governing	the	stockyards.	

As	a	result,	my	dad	had	to	shut	down	the	stockyards	unHl	he	could	make	sure	that	 the	caRle	

were	not	 sick	 and	any	animals	 that	 they	may	have	 come	 in	 contact	with	were	not	 sick.	 	 The	

rancher	was	backing	away	from	dad,	trying	to	find	out	what	he	needed	to	do	to	help	recHfy	the	

situaHon.	 	I	doubt	that	he	had	ever	been	dressed	down	like	that	before,	and	I’m	sure	he	never	

made	that	mistake	again.	 	Not	only	did	that	rancher	learn	about	my	dad,	so	did	all	the	others	

who	did	business	at	 the	stockyards.	 	On	our	way	home	that	night,	 I	 asked	my	dad	about	 the	

situaHon.	 	He	 said	 that	 there	was	 no	place	 in	 his	 house	 for	 that	 kind	of	 language,	 but	 some	

people	are	kind	of	like	old	mules.	You	have	to	hit	them	between	the	eyes	with	a	2	by	4	to	get	

their	 aRenHon.	 	He	 said	 that	 the	 rancher	was	not	 a	bad	person,	 just	 uninformed	and	a	 liRle	

selfish.				

The	second	incident	was	one	of	the	worst	days	of	my	life	to	that	point.	 	Dad	had	been	

appointed	to	head	up	a	task	force	of	veterinarians	to	eradicate	hog	cholera.	I	went	with	him	to	a	

small	 hog	 farm	 outside	 of	 Wichita.	 	 We	 had	 a	 small	 convoy	 with	 us	 consisHng	 of	 a	 large	

caterpillar	on	a	flatbed	truck	and	several	pickup	trucks	with	men	in	them.	 	When	we	arrived	at	

the	farm,	we	donned	health	care	garb	and	proceeded	to	test	the	hogs	for	cholera.	 	Dad	found	

one	and	we	stopped	tesHng.		He	had	the	caterpillar	dig	a	deep	trench	on	the	farm	and	then	we	

drove	 all	 of	 the	 hogs	 into	 the	 trench.	 	 We	 then	 stood	 around	 the	 trench	 with	 rifles	 and	

proceeded	 to	 kill	 all	 of	 the	hogs.	 	When	 the	pigs	were	 shot,	 they	 screamed	 like	a	hurt	 child.		
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Aner	they	were	all	dead,	which	took	a	couple	of	hours,	dad	covered	them	with	a	 lye	powder,	

had	 the	 trench	 filled	 in,	 and	 put	 a	 fence	 around	 the	 spot,	 telling	 the	 farmer	 not	 to	 plant	

anything	on	that	ground	for	100	years.		He	then	paid	the	farmer	market	price	for	all	of	his	hogs,	

but	he	also	ruined	his	business.	 	The	farmer	could	use	the	money	to	buy	new	pigs	and	start	his	

life	all	over	or	use	it	to	go	in	a	different	direcHon.		I	never	knew	what	he	did.		On	the	way	home,	

I	asked	dad	how	he	could	possibly	do	that	kind	of	work,	and	he	said	that	it	was	something	that	

needed	to	be	done	and,	therefore,	it	was	beRer	for	him	to	do	it	rather	than	make	someone	else	

do	it.	 	He	also	said	that	because	his	men	knew	that	he	was	willing	to	do	this	terrible	job,	they	

were	 willing	 to	 do	 it.	 	 He	 called	 that	 leadership	 by	 example.	 I	 have	 tried	 to	 emulate	 that	

philosophy	in	all	I	have	done.			
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Chapter	6	

I’M	IN	THE	ARMY	NOW	

	

On	March	21,	1969,	I	got	on	a	plane	in	Wichita	and	flew	to	San	Francisco	where	I	met	a	

soldier	who	took	me	and	several	other	men	to	Ft.	Ord	in	the	Monterey	Bay	area	of	California.		

Knowing	that	I	would	be	training	with	the	Navy	SEABEES	at	San	Diego		for	the	first	half	of	my	AIT	

(Advanced	Individual	Training),	I	was	in	the	best	shape	of	my	life.	 	I	was	running	every	day	and	

swimming	3	days	a	week.	 	Ft.	Ord	was	the	Basic	Training	and	Infantry	AIT	center	for	the	west	

coast.	 	Most	of	the	guys	there	were	18	and	19-year-old	dranees	from	Los	Angeles,	a	few	guys	

who	decided	to	join	the	army	instead	of	going	to	jail,	a	few	RA	(regular	army)	guys	like	me	who	

were	there	because	of	specialized	training,	and	a	few	members	of	the	California	NaHonal	Guard.	

		 Most	of	the	naHonal	guard	soldiers	were	looked	down	on	by	the	cadre,	but	ours	was	the	

excepHon	because	he	was	Art	Shell,	a	rookie	defensive	tackle	for	the	Oakland	Raiders.	 	Art	was	

the	biggest	man	I	ever	met.	 	 I	am	sure	that	the	height	and	weight	rules	had	been	changed	or	

ignored	 for	Art.	 	 Because	of	 his	 size,	 demeaner,	 and	 reputaHon,	Art	was	 appointed	 company	

NCO	 IC	 (In	Charge).	 	Because	of	my	4.5	years	of	college	and	my	age	of	23,	 I	was	appointed	a	

platoon	 leader.	 	The	first	 two	days	were	 really	easy.	 	We	all	went	 through	a	physical,	got	 the	

shots	we	would	need	to	go	to	Vietnam,	got	all	 the	equipment	we	would	need	to	get	through	

basic	 training,	and	get	our	haircuts	 (really	 just	a	shave).	 	All	 the	barbers	at	Ft.	Ord	were	 liRle	

Filipinos.		When	Art	went	in	to	get	his	haircut,	he	glared	at	the	barber	who	insisted	on	having	a	
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guard	come	in	to	make	sure	that	Art	didn’t	get	violent.		Art	had	an	Afro	hairdo	that	stood	about	

six	or	eight	inches	from	his	head,	as	was	the	custom	with	many	blacks	at	that	Hme.	 	When	he	

came	out	of	the	barbershop	with	the	same	hair-cut	we	all	had,	he	just	winked	at	us.		I	asked	Art	

when	was	the	last	Hme	he	got	into	a	fight,	and	he	told	me	he	beat	up	an	8th	grader	when	he	was	

in	the	4th	grade.		When	he	went	home	that	night,	his	mother	told	him	he	had	two	choices	in	life:		

One	was	to	fight	people	all	his	life	because	someone	was	going	to	challenge	him	because	of	his	

size;	or,	he	could	figure	out	a	way	to	bluff	those	people	and	make	friends	with	them.	

The	 third	 day	 everything	 changed.	 	 We	 were	 assigned	 to	 BaRery	 A	 3rd	 BaRalion,	 3rd	

Brigade	and	that	was	to	be	our	home	for	the	next	eight	weeks.	They	loaded	us	up	in	caRle	cars	

with	all	of	our	equipment	and	sent	us	up	the	hill.	 	When	we	got	to	the	quadrangle,	there	were	

DI’s	 (drill	 instructors)	 screaming	at	us	 to	get	off	 the	 fucking	 truck,	and	 it	was	all	 assholes	and	

elbows.	 	 Most	 of	 the	 DI’s	 were	 “shake	 &	 bake”	 Buck	 Sergeants	 (enlisted	 grade	 E5)	 with	 no	

combat	experience,	but	not	our	senior	drill	instructor.	 	He	was	a	liRle	Filipino	World	War	II	and	

Korean	War	veteran.		When	he	saw	Art,	he	told	Art	to	grab	hold	of	the	liRle	tree	in	front	of	our	

barracks	and	pull	it	out	of	the	ground.		Art	did	his	very	best	to	do	just	that.		I	learned	aner	basic	

training	was	over	that	he	had	killed	that	tree.	 	I	don’t	know	that	any	soldier	ever	had	an	easier	

basic	training	than	Art	except	for	the	mile	run.	 	As	I	said,	I	came	into	basic	training	in	the	best	

shape	of	my	life	and	set	a	Ft.	Ord	record	for	the	mile	run	in	4:33.	I	worked	with	Art	to	teach	him	

how	to	run	and	gain	the	endurance	to	run	the	mile.		It	must	have	paid	off,	because	he	graduated	

with	all	of	us	at	the	end.	

Basic	Training	was	exactly	what	they	said	it	would	be.		They	broke	us	all	down	and	rebuilt	

us	to	be	fighHng	men	with	the	basic	knowledge	to	survive	in	a	war	zone.	 	I	had	learned	a	long	

Hme	ago	how	to	play	the	game	and	rather	enjoyed	basic	training.	 	However,	that	was	not	true	

for	all	of	 the	men	 in	my	platoon.	 	One	of	 them	was	a	boy	who	had	decided	to	 join	the	Army	

rather	than	go	to	jail.		That	was	not	a	good	choice	for	him,	but	I	think	that	jail	would	have	been	

a	worse	choice.			He	had	no	military	bearing	nor	did	he	want	to	learn	any.		He	had	been	given	a	

few	 blanket	 parHes	 (aner	 lights	 out,	members	 of	 his	 unit	would	 grab	 him,	 hold	 him	 under	 a	

blanket	on	his	 bed,	 and	beat	him	up	a	bit	 to	help	 straighten	him	out).	 	 It	 didn’t	make	much	

difference.		One	day	the	DI’s	told	him	to	dig	a	6X6X6	foot	hole	behind	the	barracks	and	the	next	

day	they	were	going	to	make	him	fill	the	hole	up.	 	He	had	somehow	stolen	a	rifle	round	for	his	
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M-14.	 	That	night	he	snuck	out	with	his	M-14,	crawled	down	into	that	hole	and	blew	his	brains	

out.		It	was	the	first	Hme	I	saw	a	dead	man,	but	it	would	not	be	the	last.	

I	had	been	sent	to	Ft.	Ord	because	the	first	part	of	my	AIT	would	be	with	the	SEABEES	at	

San	Diego.		As	a	result,	I	had	to	take	a	different	PT	test	and	get	some	different	shots.		I	was	sent	

to	the	hospital	on	main	post	to	accomplish	those	duHes	and	another	soldier	was	sent	with	me.		

Aner	we	finished,	we	stopped	at	the	PX	to	buy	some	chocolate	(that	we	were	not	supposed	to	

have)	and	then	started	walking	back	to	the	barracks.	 	We	passed	a	young	First	Lieutenant	and	

saluted	him.	 	He	 returned	our	 salute	 and	 then	 the	 kid	 that	 I	was	with	 asked	him	 if	 he	 knew	

where	we	could	buy	some	dope.	 	I	thought	“Holy	shit!!	I’m	going	to	go	to	jail!!”	 	However,	the	

lieutenant	 looked	 around	 and	 then	 gave	him	 some	direcHons	 to	 a	 place	 behind	 the	 hospital,	

told	him	who	to	ask	for,	and	tell	the	guy	who	had	sent	him.	 	They	parted	with	fist	bumps,	we	

followed	 his	 instrucHons,	 and	 he	 bought	 the	 dope.	 	 I	 just	 knew	 that	 there	would	 be	 an	MP	

waiHng	for	us	at	the	barracks,	but	the	kid	just	said,	“Cool	it	old	man,	this	is	California.”		That	was	

my	first	encounter	with	dope,	but	it	would	not	be	my	last.	 	The	groundwork	for	the	troubles	I	

would	see	with	drugs	in	Vietnam	were	already	set	in	our	society	in	general	and,	obviously,	now	

in	the	military.	

A	 few	 weeks	 later,	 I	 had	 to	 go	 back	 to	 the	 hospital	 to	 take	 my	 final	 physical	 before	

starHng	training	in	San	Diego.		I	walked	into	the	doctor’s	office,	he	looked	at	me,	and	said,	“You	

fail.”	 	 I	 asked	 him	what	 he	meant,	 and	 he	 said	 that	 you	 have	 to	 have	 20/20	 vision	 to	 be	 an	

underwater	hardhat	diver.	 	That	informaHon	was	not	in	the	MOS	selecHon	book	but	was	on	his	

physical	form.		I	asked	him	what	that	meant,	and	he	told	me	to	go	see	the	man	two	doors	down	

and	he	would	explain	it	all	to	me.		The	man	told	me	that	the	Army	had	broken	my	legal	contract	

with	them,	and	I	could	go	home	that	day	if	I	wanted	to.		I	asked	him	what	would	happen	if	I	did	

and	he	told	me	that,	because	I	had	not	completed	basic	training	it	would	not	count	as	good	Hme	

(toward	meeHng	my	 three-year	 commitment)	 or	meet	 the	 requirement	 and	 that	 I	 would	 be	

reclassified	1A	and	probably	be	draned	within	30	days;	or,	since	I	was	already	there	and	almost	

finished	with	basic	training,	I	could	let	the	army	do	whatever	it	felt	was	the	best	for	the	military;	

or,	 I	could	go	through	the	book	again,	pick	3	MOS’s	and	the	army	would	guarantee	me	one	of	

them.	 	 I	knew	at	 that	moment	 that	my	chances	of	going	 to	Germany	 instead	of	Vietnam	had	

disappeared.		At	this	point,	I	needed	to	make	a	good	decision	about	doing	something	that	I	liked	

and	would	be	good	at.	
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Because	I	was	at	an	Infantry	MOS	training	fort,	lehng	the	Army	do	with	me	whatever	it	

wanted,	 didn’t	 seem	 like	 a	 very	 good	 opHon	 (the	 infantry	 are	 riflemen-they	 are	wounded	 or	

killed	more	onen	in	war	than	any	other	MOS),	neither	did	going	home	and	starHng	this	all	over	

again.		So,	I	went	through	the	book	and	picked	three	MOS’s	that	I	thought	would	be	interesHng.		

One	 of	 them	was	 a	 small	 engine	 watercran	mechanic	 and	 the	 other	 two	were	meteorology	

duHes.	 	The	Army	decided	that	 I	would	become	a	93F	(ArHllery	BallisHcs	Meteorologist)	and	 I	

would	go	 to	Ft.	 Sill,	Oklahoma,	 for	AIT.	 	Who	would	have	 thought	 that	aner	everything	 I	had	

been	through	over	that	past	five	years,	that	I	would	be	staHoned	within	500	miles	of	home	and	

KSU.		

As	with	my	iniHal	enlistment,	I	was	delayed	for	two	weeks	at	Ft.	Ord	waiHng	for	a	slot	at	

Ft.	 Sill.	 	 Fort	 Ord	 was	 in	 the	Monterey	 Peninsula,	 close	 to	 some	 of	 the	 most	 beauHful	 golf	

courses	in	the	world.	 	My	only	regret	during	that	delay	was	that	I	had	the	opportunity	to	play	

the	Pebble	Beach	Golf	Course	but	chose	not	to.	It	would	have	cost	me	$100	and	that	was	how	

much	I	got	paid.	I	have	always	regreRed	that	decision.	 	I	am	now	an	avid	golfer,	not	vary	good,	

but	 I	 love	to	play.	 	When	I	think	about	my	missed	opportunity	to	play	on	one	of	the	best	golf	

courses	in	the	world,	I	could	kick	my	buR.	

When	 I	 len	Kansas	State	University	 to	 join	 the	Army,	 I	had	been	daHng	three	different	

girls.		While	in	basic	training	only	one	of	them	kept	wriHng	me.		When	I	learned	that	I	would	be	

going	to	Ft.	Sill,	I	made	arrangements	to	go	to	KSU	and	see	her.		As	happened	in	those	days,	one	

thing	led	to	another	and	two	years	later	we	were	married.	

When	I	arrived	at	Ft.	Sill	in	June	1969,	I	was	assigned	to	BaRery	A	Fire	DirecHon	Center	

and	began	my	training	to	become	qualified	in	ArHllery	BallisHcs	Metrology.		We	would	learn	how	

to	 send	 up	 balloons	 with	 a	 transmiRer	 aRached	 to	 it.	 	 It	 would	 send	 back	 a	 message	 that	

allowed	us	to	determine	the	informaHon	needed	by	arHllery	for	accuracy.		Because	of	my	delays	

in	training,	I	had	more	Hme	in	the	military	than	any	of	the	other	soldiers,	so	I	was	made	a	squad	

leader	just	like	in	basic	training.	 	The	best	part	of	this	appointment	was	that	I	never	had	to	pull	

KP.		The	worst	part	was	that	it	was	my	fault	if	something	went	wrong,	but	I	guess	that	is	always	

the	way	it	 is	 in	 leadership	posiHons.	 I	graduated	top	in	my	class	and	was	invited	to	aRend	the	

NCO	Academy.		It	was	a	six-month	school	that	was	supposed	to	teach	me	how	to	lead	soldiers	in	

a	combat	situaHon.		They	tried	hard	to	prepare	for	the	things	we	might	encounter,	emphasizing	

management	by	example,	when	to	take	blame,	and	when	to	give	praise.		It	was	a	high	intensity	
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course	with	nearly	a	 third	of	 the	 students	washing	out.	 	 Fourteen	of	 the	 soldiers	were	 in	my	

MOS,	and	we	 formed	a	Hght	bond	that	allowed	us	all	 to	complete	 the	course.	The	best	 thing	

about	it	was	that	I	would	go	to	Vietnam	as	an	E-5	instead	of	as	an	E-3.	On	December	12,	1969	I	

graduated	2nd	in	my	class	and	went	home	on	leave	preparing	to	go	to	Vietnam.		Vietnam	was	a	

real	shooHng	war,	with	American	soldiers	dying	every	day	on	television.	 	 I	had	spent	six	years	

trying	 to	 avoid	 going.	 	 I	wasn’t	 parHcularly	 concerned	 about	 dying,	 but	 I	was	worried	 about	

gehng	maimed	or	burned.	 	I	made	up	my	mind	that	I	wouldn’t	do	anything	foolish	or	push	the	

envelope	when	not	necessary.		Not	that	I	was	a	coward,	but	I	knew	that	I	would	be	going	home	

to	get	married	and	I	wanted	to	make	sure	I	was	able	to	make	that	happen.			
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Chapter	7	
VIETNAM	3	MARCH	1970	–	18	JANUARY	1971	

My	year	in	Vietnam	was	horrific.		My	duty	was	simple	and	important.		I	sent	up	weather	

balloons	to	gather	data	for	arHllery	in	the	Central	Highlands.	 	Almost	all	of	the	arHllery	firing	at	

that	 Hme	was	 danger	 close,	 American	 personnel	were	 close	 and	 in	 danger.	 	 As	 a	 result,	 the	

meteorology	(met)	data	was	imperaHve	to	allow	first	round	accuracy.		My	crew	worked	at	night,	

flying	two	balloons	and	then	reporHng	the	necessary	data.		What	made	my	year	so	horrific	was	

the	wide-spread	use	of	drugs,	parHcularly	marijuana,	heroin,	and	hashish.	 	As	I	said	earlier,	the	

ground	work	 for	 the	 abuse	 of	 drugs	 by	 young	men	was	 already	 established	 in	 our	 society	 in	

general,	and	in	the	Army	in	parHcular.	By	the	Hme	I	returned	to	the	world,	everyone	in	my	met	

unit	was	using	drugs	and	two	of	 them	had	become	heroin	addicts.	 	 It	 just	about	killed	me	to	

watch	young	men	turn	into	drug	addicts.		I	was	able	to	get	quality	work	out	of	them	during	our	

shin,	but	the	rest	of	their	Hme	was	usually	spent	doing	drugs.		When	I	len	Vietnam,	I	knew	that	I	

never	again	wanted	to	be	responsible	for	other	people.			
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1966-1974. In July 1966, Oakland Army Terminal was renamed Oakland Army Base and reassigned from Commander, MTMTS to 
HQ WAMTMTS. Oakland Army Base was home to the largest military port complex in the world during the Vietnam era. Operations 
were handled by the Military Ocean Terminal Bay Area (MOTBA), a subordinate command of Military Traffic Management 
Command-Western Area (MTMCWA). Over 37 million tons of cargo passed through MOTBA and its associated commercial piers 
during the 8 years of the Vietnam conflict. During this period, the trend toward containerization changed the marine terminal and 
ocean shipping industry. A decision was made to not make a military investment in the extensive equipment necessary for container 
operations. As a result, the traffic manager responsibilities of MTMCWA expanded to include extensive coordination with carriers 
for the placement and scheduling of container traffic. Over 70 percent of Department of Defense cargo transported during this 
period through the Bay Area moved under MTMCWA and MOTBA management through commercial container piers in Oakland and 
San Francisco. 

At	 about	 10:00	 in	 the	 morning,	 we	 pulled	 up	 to	 the	 gate	 at	 Kansas	 City	 Municipal	

Airport.	 	Peter,	Paul,	and	Mary’s	song	“Leaving	on	a	Jet	Plane”	was	playing	on	the	radio.	 	 	My	

future	brother-in-law	gave	me	a	small	boRle	of	Crown	Royal	to	drink	when	I	got	in	country.	 	It	

was	against	the	rules	to	bring	alcohol	into	Vietnam,	so	I	hid	that	boRle	in	my	crotch	for	4	days.		I	

kissed	my	fiancée	Beth	goodbye	and	flew	to	Oakland,	California.	 	I	was	met	by	some	MP’s	who	

loaded	me	and	several	other	GI’s	on	a	bus	and	took	us	to	Oakland	Army	Base.		We	were	logged	

in	by	the	Hme	we	arrived.	 	Enlisted	personal,	 junior	NCOs,	and	senior	NCOs	were	assigned	to	

different	barracks	and	also	assigned	a	bunk.	 	We	were	told	to	make	sure	we	hung	around	our	

barracks	and	bunk	as	flights	len	for	Vietnam	24	hours	a	day.			

Within	a	few	hours	13	of	the	14	of	us	who	had	gone	through	the	NCO	Academy	together	

at	Ft.	Sill,	arrived.	 	The	14th	guy’s	dad	owned	several	grain	elevators	in	North	Dakota	and	had	a	

heart	aRack.		Our	comrade	was	given	a	hardship	discharge	to	take	over	the	elevators.		We	had	a	

great	Hme	talking	about	what	we	had	gone	through	and	what	we	expected	to	happen	when	we	

got	to	Nam.	 	We	talked	for	several	hours	and	then	hit	the	hay.	 	I	did	as	I	was	told	and	went	to	

sleep	in	my	assigned	bunk,	and	it	was	a	good	thing.	 	In	the	middle	of	the	night	I	was	awakened	

and	 told	 I	 had	 30	minutes	 to	 get	 lined	 up	 to	 fly	 to	Nam.	 	 I	 joined	 about	 200	 other	 soldiers,	

climbed	into	a	Flying	Tiger	aircran	and	headed	out.	 	Flying	Tiger	was	the	world’s	 largest	cargo	

carrier	and	their	only	cargo	was	soldiers.	 	The	nice	thing	about	flying	with	them	was	they	had	

stewardesses	who	really	tried	to	make	our	trip	as	easy	as	possible.	 	I	don’t	remember	how	we	

got	on	the	plane,	but	I	remember	that	I	was	lucky	enough	to	get	a	window	seat.				

Our	first	stop	was	in	Anchorage	where	we	had	to	get	off	the	plane	while	 it	refueled;	 it	

was	the	middle	of	the	night	and	colder	than	hell.	 	We	were	dressed	in	jungle	faHgues	with	no	

field	jackets	and	the	temperature	was	below	zero.	 	Our	next	stop	was	Tokyo,	Japan.	 	We	were	

given	a	few	hours	to	walk	around	and	flex	our	legs	while	they	cleaned	and	refueled	the	plane.		
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We	took	off	just	before	sunrise	and	headed	west.	 	We	flew	by	Mount	Fujiyama	as	the	sun	was	

coming	up.		There	was	an	updran	of	snow	that	went	several	thousand	feet	into	the	air	with	the	

sun	coming	up	behind	 it.	 	 It	was	one	of	 the	most	beauHful	 sights	 I	had	ever	 seen.	 	The	pilot	

spent	several	minutes	flying	around	it	to	make	sure	that	everyone	got	a	good	look,	and	then	we	

were	off	to	Tan	Son	Nhut.									

 

The	stewardess	opened	the	door	and	I	thought,	“My	God,	what	is	that	horrible	smell?”		I	

soon	learned	that	it	was	the	smell	of	burning	shit	and	diesel	fuel.	The	whole	country	smelled	of	

it,	and	I	never	got	used	to	it.	 	If	you	have	ever	seen	the	Robin	Williams	movie,	“Good	Morning	

Viet	Nam”,	that	scene	 is	accurate.	 	We	were	again	 loaded	on	busses	and	taken	to	a	recepHon	

center	where	we	were	assigned	a	barracks	and	assigned	a	bunk.		We	were	then	given	a	briefing	

on	what	we	 could	expect	during	our	 tour.	 	 They	 talked	about	everything	 from	snakes,	drugs,	

heat	and	venereal	diseases.		Just	as	in	Oakland,	within	a	few	hours	all	thirteen	of	us	were	there,	

we	drank	my	Crown	Royal,	and	were	assigned	to	units.		In	a	few	days	everyone	took	off	for	their	

units	except	me.	 	I	was	assigned	to	join	HHB	1st	Bn	92nd	ArHllery	on	ArHllery	Hill	Pleiku,	but	the	
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unit	was	moving	from	a	firebase	to	the	group	headquarters.	 	I	would	not	actually	join	them	for	

three	weeks.	

During	my	layover	at	Tan	Son	Nhut,	I	was	assigned	to	supervise	several	different	details.		

Most	of	 them	were	 fairly	 rouHne,	 such	as	policing	up	 the	area.	 	 The	first	duty,	however,	was	

horrific.	 	We	were	 loaded	 into	the	back	of	a	5-ton	truck	with	the	curtain	down	and	drove	for	

several	hours	out	 into	 the	boonies.	 	We	were	offloaded	at	a	firebase	 that	had	been	overrun.		

There	were	two	stacks	of	bodies,	one	Vietcong	and	the	other	American	service	men.		The	smell	

was	awful,	one	that	I	never	wanted	to	smell	again.		In	fact,	I	was	able	to	completely	wipe	it	out	

of	my	mind	for	many	years	unHl	I	aRended	a	barbeque	and	smelled	the	flesh	of	pork	burning.		

We	had	to	assist	the	graves	registraHon	guys	to	load	up	the	bodies	into	body	bags.	 	When	we	

finished,	we	got	back	into	the	5-ton	and	were	driving	back	to	Tan	Son	Nhut.	 	There	was	liRle	or	

no	conversaHon	as	we	were	all	lost	in	our	thoughts.	 	I	saw	more	death	that	day	than	any	other	

day	 during	 my	 enHre	 tour.	 	 This	 was	 an	 awful	 way	 to	 say	 welcome	 to	 Vietnam.	 	 That	 day	

conHnues	to	haunt	me.			

The	other	 significant	 thing	 that	happened	was	a	 formaHon	at	 the	South	Korean	 (ROK)	

camp	beside	the	airport.	 	They	were	known	for	their	harsh	discipline	and	no	mercy	in	combat.		

One	morning	 there	were	 trumpets	blaring,	drums	beaHng,	and	other	noises	coming	 from	the	

camp.		Those	of	us	with	nothing	to	do	wandered	to	the	camp.		They	had	a	huge	formaHon	with	

a	possible	1,000	soldiers	or	more.		A	single	soldier	was	brought	before	a	man	that	I	assume	was	

the	commanding	officer.		The	soldier	kneeled	down	in	front	of	him,	the	office	pulled	out	a	pistol	

and	 shot	 the	 soldier	 to	 death.	 	 I	 never	 knew	 what	 the	 soldier	 had	 done	 wrong,	 but	 it	

demonstrated	 the	 type	 of	 discipline	 with	 the	 ROKs.	 It	 also	 made	 me	 glad	 that	 we	 have	 a	

standard	of	jusHce	that	prevents	this	kind	of	discipline.	 	Later,	when	I	became	a	teacher,	I	onen	

joked	 that	we	wouldn’t	 have	 any	 discipline	 problems	 if	we	 could	 treat	 the	 problem	 that	 the	

ROC’s	did.	 	With	the	two	above	incidences,	I	saw	more	death	during	my	short	stay	at	Tan	Son	

Nhut	than	I	saw	in	the	rest	of	my	Hme	in	Vietnam.	

Chapter	8	

ARTILLERY	HILL	
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Most	 narraHves	 deal	 with	 acHons	 and	 events	 that	 took	 place.	 	 Mine	 is	 not	 much	

different,	but	I	am	only	going	to	talk	about	the	most	significant	events	that	took	place.	I	finally	

joined	my	unit	on	April	1,	my	birthday.		I	was	excited	and	nervous.		This	was	what	I	had	trained	

for.	 	 Would	 it	 be	 like	 what	 they	 taught	 us	 at	 the	 NCO	 Academy,	 or	 would	 it	 be	 something	

different.	 	 I	 soon	 found	out	how	different	 it	was.	 	 I	 len	Tan	Son	Nhut	on	a	civilian	plane	and	

landed	at	the	municipal	airport	in	Pleiku.	 	An	airman	met	me	with	a	jeep	and	drove	me	over	to	

the	Army	AviaHon	 camp,	 	 I	was	 loaded	on	 to	 a	 helicopter	 and	flown	 to	ArHllery	Hill	where	 I	

would	spend	the	next	10	months.		It	was	about	1900	hrs	when	I	got	to	the	hill.		A	SP	4	(specialist	

four)	was	waiHng	for	me.	 	He	walked	me	down	to	the	orderly	room,	took	my	paperwork,	and	

walked	me	back	to	where	we	had	come	from.		He	pointed	to	a	building	and	told	me	that	it	was	

our	barracks	and	operaHon	hooch.		No	one	seemed	to	be	around.		A	few	hours	later	some	guys	

started	showing	up	drunk,	and	then	we	took	incoming.		I	had	no	idea	what	to	do	or	where	to	go.		

All	 the	 guys	 started	 running	 toward	 the	 guard	 shacks	 around	 the	 perimeter	 leaving	 me	

completely	 alone.	 	 I	 had	 not	 been	 issued	 a	 weapon	 nor	 briefed	 on	 what	 to	 do	 in	 case	 of	
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incoming.	I	was	absolutely	petrified.		I	had	been	on	the	hill	for	only	a	few	hours	and	I	was	about	

to	die.		 	A	guy	saw	me	standing	there,	grabbed	me	and	pulled	me	into	a	bunker.		He	told	me	to	

get	to	the	back	of	the	bunker	and	not	to	say	a	word.		Aner	a	few	hours,	we	heard	voices	outside	

the	bunker.	 	Someone	said	that	the	LRRP	(long	range	reconnaissance	personnel)	and	the	FNG	

(fucking	new	guy)	could	be	in	the	bunker	but	don’t	just	go	in	because	the	LRRP	was	a	liRle	crazy.		

The	 LRRP	and	 I	 got	 to	be	preRy	good	 friends,	 and	 they	were	 right;	 he	was	 a	 liRle	 crazy.	 	He	

would	go	out	into	the	jungle	for	6	weeks	at	a	Hme	all	my	himself	and	look	for	the	Viet	Cong	and	

NVA.	 	When	he	 found	them,	he	would	call	 in	 their	 locaHon,	size,	and	type	of	unit.	 	Someone	

would	make	a	decision	about	how	to	deal	with	the	 informaHon.	 	 If	 it	was	decided	to	have	an	

arHllery	aRack,	he	would	wait	and	direct	the	fire.		If	something	else	was	decided,	he	would	leave	

and	go	to	another	locaHon	and	hide.		When	he	len	the	hill,	he	carried	6	weeks’	worth	of	MRE’s	

(meals	ready	to	eat),	his	45,	and	his	radio.		He	lived	by	his	cunning	and	insHncts.		

My	first	two	weeks	with	the	unit	were	a	disaster.	 	No	one	seemed	to	be	 in	charge,	no	

one	spoke	to	me,	and	I	was	not	assigned	to	anything.	 	Aner	about	2	weeks	the	lead	E-5	asked	

me	to	go	with	him	to	fill	up	the	water	buffalo.		We	used	hydrogen	calcite	and	water	to	generate	

the	hydrogen	gas	to	fly	our	weather	balloons	and	went	through	a	500	gallon	water	buffalo	ever	

week.		I	thought,	great,	I	am	finally	breaking	through	to	them.		We	drove	out	into	the	jungle,	he	

pulled	over	to	the	side	of	the	road,	laid	his	m-16	across	his	lap,	and	asked	me	who	and	what	I	

was.	 	I	was	older	than	any	one	in	the	unit,	I	was	college	trained,	I	didn’t	do	drugs,	and	I	didn’t	

drink	with	them.		He	told	me	that	they	thought	that	I	was	a	narc	and	if	I	could	not	convince	him	

otherwise,	 I	would	be	a	casualty	of	war.	 	 I	 thought,	my	God,	this	kid	 is	really	going	to	kill	me.		

How	can	I	convince	him	that	I	am	just	a	boy	from	Kansas,	wanHng	to	do	my	job,	and	get	home	in	

a	year	to	get	married?	 	Obviously,	 I	convinced	him	that	 I	was	what	 I	said	 I	was.	 	A	few	nights	

later	we	were	all	sihng	around,	and	they	were	passing	around	a	pipe	full	of	marijuana.		I	hated	

the	smell	and	really	did	not	want	to	take	part,	but	I	thought	for	my	own	safety,	I	ought	to	take	at	

least	a	hit.		I	took	a	hit	off	the	pipe	and	immediately	had	projecHle	vomit	all	over	them.		.		That	

one	hit	on	the	pipe	saved	my	life.	 	No	one	ever	asked	me	again	to	take	a	hit	and	if	a	new	guy	

joined	their	ranks	the	older	guys	filled	him	in	preRy	quickly.	

Our	unit	sent	up	two	weather	balloons	 in	the	morning	shin	and	two	 in	the	night	shin.		

One	night	we	all	got	drunk,	and	the	night	shin	didn’t	get	up	and	fly	their	balloons.	 	Our	new	

Warrant	Officer,	Mr.	Knight,	came	in	madder	than	hell.		He	woke	us	all	up,	fired	the	night	secHon	
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chief,	and	promoted	me	to	be	the	new	chief.		I	got	my	guys	up,	we	made	the	next	flight,	and	we	

never	missed	another	one	as	long	as	I	was	the	secHon	chief.	 	Our	shin	ran	from	1800	hours	to	

0600	hours.	 	We	had	a	big	tent	on	the	edge	of	the	fire	base,	close	to	our	working	hooch.	 	We	

would	 insert	 the	 canisters	 of	 hydrogen	 calcite	 into	 a	 55-gallon	 drum	 of	 water,	 capture	 the	

hydrogen	 gas	 in	 the	balloon	 and	fill	 it	 to	 about	 the	 size	 of	 freight	 car.	 	We	would	 aRach	 the	

radiosonde	to	the	balloon	and	release	it.	 	We	would	then	dump	the	water	into	a	big	pit	beside	

the	tent	and	go	to	work	tracking	the	balloon	and	determining	the	weather	in	the	area.	We	flew	

balloons	at	1900	hours	and	0100	hours,	and	I	broadcast	our	results	to	the	area	arHllery	units	at	

2100	hours	and	0300	hours.	 	The	arHllery	couldn’t	fire	if	the	met	data	was	more	than	8	hours	

old,	so	it	was	imperaHve	that	we	did	our	job.		There	were	12	met	units	across	Vietnam	and	one	

of	 us	 broadcast	 every	 two	 hours.	 	 However,	 the	 weather	 across	 the	 country	 changed	 so	

dramaHcally	from	the	delta	to	the	highlands	to	the	DMZ	(Demilitarized	Zone)	that	arHllery	units	

could	not	use	the	met	data	from	units	outside	their	region.	

Mr.	Knight	was	a	Warrant	Officer	4	(WO4).		It	was	an	unusual	rank.		Senior	NCOs	(E-6’s	&	

E-7’s)	who	were	outstanding	 leaders	 and	 technically	 proficient	 in	 their	MOS’s	were	 invited	 to	

aRend	Warrant	Officer	Candidate	School	where	 they	were	 taught	how	 to	be	an	officer	and	a	

technical	expert	 in	 their	given	field.	 	WO-4s	were	kind	of	 like	E.F.	HuRon.	 	When	they	spoke,	

people	stopped	and	listened.		The	only	ranks	that	usually	got	that	kind	of	respect	were	two-star	

generals	and	Command	Sergeant	Major’s.		Mr.	Knight	was	not	only	our	officer;	he	was	the	head	

of	the	Brigade	motor	pool.	
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155 mm Howitzer SP 

The M109 is an American 155 mm turreted self-propelled howitzer, first introduced in the early 1960s to replace the M44. It has been 
upgraded a number of times, most recently to the M109A7. The M109 family is the most common Western indirect-fire support weapon of 
maneuver brigades of armored and mechanized infantry divisions. 

The M109 has a crew of four: the section chief/commander, the driver, the gunner, and the ammunition handler/loader. The chief or gunner 
aims the cannon left or right (deflection) and up and down (quadrant). 

	
155 mm shell in tray	

Maximum firing range: 14,600 m (16,000 yd).        HIGH EXPLOSIVE ROUND SPECIFICATIONS:   
Shell: Separate-loading bagged charge              Weigh as fired: 43,2 Kilograms (95lbs) 
Muzzle velocity: 563 m/s (1,847 ft/s)                            Length (excluding fuze): 605.3 mm 
Barrel length: Bore: 3.564 m (11 ft 8 in) L/23;         Body Diameter: 154.7 mm 
Overall: 3.79 m (12 ft 5 in) L/24.5              Driving band diameter: 157.8 mm 
Rate of fire: burst: 4 rpm; sustained: 40 rph.           Fuses (with supplemental charge): 
Crew: 11                                                                         PD M51/A5, M728 Family, M557, M572, M739,M564, M577,M582, M732 
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The M107 175 mm self-propelled gun was used by the U.S. Army from the early 1960s through to the late 1970s. It was part of a family 
of self-propelled artillery that also included the M110.	The M107's combat history in U.S. service was limited to the Vietnam War.	

The 175 mm gun M113 only fires an HE projectile M437A2 or 
M437A1. The projectile weighs 66.78 kg (147.22 lbs), with the 
M437A1 containing 13.6 kg (29.98 lbs) of TNT and the M437A2 
containing 14.96 kg (32.98 lbs) of Composition B. 

175 mm Howitzer SP 
Mass

Combat: 28.3 metric tons 
(62,400 lb)

Length Hull: 6.46 m (21 ft 2 in) 
Overall: 11.30 m (37 ft 
1 in)

Width 3.15 m (10 ft 4 in)

Height 3.47 m (11 ft 5 in)

Crew 13 (vehicle capacity 5)

Caliber 175 mm (6.9 in)

Elevation −5° to +65° deg.

Traverse 60°[2]

Rate of fire Rapid: 1 rpm 
Regular: 1/2 rpm

Effective firing 
range 
Maximum firing  
range

12.5 mi (20.1 km) 
40 km (25 mi)[2]
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	This	Photo	by	Unknown	Aut hor	is	licensed	under	CC	BY-SA

8 inch  Howitzer SP 
Mass 28.3 metric tons (62,390 lb)

Length 10.8 m (35 ft 5 in)

Width 3.1 m (10 ft 2 in)

Height 3.1 m (10 ft 2 in)

Crew 13 (driver, 2 gunners, 2 loaders, (8 
support crew–other vehicle))

Armor 13 mm (.51 in)

Main 
armament

8" (203 mm) M201A1 howitzer 
2 rounds

	34

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/M110_howitzer
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/3.0/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vehicle_armour
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/M110_howitzer
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/3.0/


The 8 inch (203 mm) M110 self-propelled howitzer is an American-made self-propelled artillery system consisting of an M115 203 mm 
howitzer installed on a purpose-built chassis. Before its retirement from US service, it was the largest available self-propelled howitzer in 
the United States Army's inventory.  The M110's typical rate of fire was three rounds per two minutes when operated at maximum speed, and 
one round per two minutes with sustained fire. The M110 featured a hydraulically operated rammer to automatically chamber the 200+ pound 
projectile. 

 
Ammunition[edit] 
The howitzer fired separate loading, bagged charge ammunition, with seven different propelling 
charges, from 1 (the smallest) to 7 (the largest). 

Secondary 
armament

none

Engine Detroit Diesel 8V71T, 8-cylinder, 2-
stroke, turbocharged diesel 
405 hp (302 kW)

Suspension Torsion bar

Operational 
range

16 km to 23 km

Maximum speed 54.7 km/h (30 mph)

Projectiles.[18][19]

Type Model Weight Filler Muzzle velocity Range

HE HE M106 Shell (charge 
M2)

90.7 kg (200 lb) 594 m/s (1,950 ft/
s)

16,926 m (11 mi)

HE HE Mk 1A1 Shell 
(charge M1)

90.7 kg (200 lb) 408 m/s (1,340 ft/
s)

10,214 m (6.3 mi)

Dummy Dummy Mk 1 Projectile — — —

Nuclear M442 (W33) nuclear 
shell

— — 18,000 m (11 mi)

Propelling charges.[20]

Model Weight, complete Components
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On	29	April,	President	Nixon	gave	the	order	to	officially	invade	Cambodia.		This	was	great	

news	 for	 us	 as	 Pleiku	 was	 only	 29	 kilometers	 from	 the	 border.	 	 All	 three	 of	 our	 arHllery	

baRalions	 (155	mm,	 175	mm,	 and	 8	 inch)	 were	 assigned	 to	 go.	 	 	 Two	 baReries	 from	 each	

baRalion	were	selected	with	a	total	of	48	guns	and	their	support	vehicles.	 	Our	met	unit	was	

selected	to	go	because	of	our	closeness	to	the	border	and	our	proficiency	 in	our	 informaHon.		

As	the	convoy	was	moving	out	on	May	2,	we	got	pulled	off	the	line	because	another	met	unit	

was	not	able	to	make	their	required	flight,	and	we	needed	to	do	 it	 for	them.	 	As	a	result,	we	

stayed	in	place	and	the	other	met	unit	went	to	Cambodia.	 	When	the	guns	returned	to	the	hill	

on	 July	 22,	 they	 set	 up	 parapets	 across	 from	 our	 operaHons	 shack.	 They	 stacked	 sandbags	

around	 their	 guns	 to	protect	 them	 from	 incoming.	They	had	been	gone	 for	over	 two	months	

with	no	showers,	no	potable	water,	and	only	MRE’s	to	eat.	Once	they	got	the	parapets	built,	the	

soldiers	were	given	the	opHon	to	use	our	shower	building	or	use	our	mess	hall.	 	They	had	not	

had	a	shower	or	a	hot	meal	since	they	len	in	May.	 	As	most	of	the	soldiers	were	walking	down	

our	 road	 to	eat	or	clean	up,	 the	group	commander	came	driving	up	along	with	his	command	

sergeant	major.	 	The	driver	was	honking	his	horn	at	 the	soldiers	and	when	they	stopped,	 the	

CSM	started	beliRling	the	men	for	the	way	they	looked	and	that	they	didn’t	salute	the	general.		

The	soldiers	were	not	happy	about	this,	but	one	of	the	FSGs	(First	Sergeants)	stepped	in	front	of	

the	CSM,	explained	in	a	language	we	all	understood,	and	told	them	to	get	back	in	their	jeep	and	

go	back	to	their	headquarters.	 	 I	was	 impressed	by	his	 leadership	and	courage	but	wondered	

what	would	happen	to	him.	 	To	the	best	of	my	knowledge,	he	was	never	reprimanded	for	his	

language	or	acHons.				

Drugs	were	 a	 huge	 problem	 by	 this	 Hme.	 	 You	 could	 buy	 a	 one-pound	 bread	 sack	 of	

marijuana	for	$5	greenback;	opium	laced	cigareRes	were	sold	by	the	pack	and	by	the	carton.		All	

of	my	guys	parHcipated	in	one	way	or	another,	but	they	were	always	sober	for	our	flights.		What	

they	did	on	 their	 own	Hme	was	none	of	my	business.	 	My	1st	 SGT	was	 an	 alcoholic	 but	 also	

death	on	drugs.	 	This	was	a	common	ahtude	of	most	of	the	senior	NCO’s.	He	would	go	to	the	

NCO	club	at	night	and	drink.	When	I	finished	broadcasHng	our	2100	hour	met	message,	I	would	

M1 ("green bag") 6.3 kg (13 lb 14 oz) Five incremental charges (for charges 1 to 5)

M2 ("white bag") 13.56 kg (29 lb 14 oz) Base charge and two incremental charges (for charges 5 to 7)

M4 (dummy) 13.04 kg (28 lb 12 oz) Base charge and two incremental charges
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go	by,	get	him,	and	put	him	to	bed.	 	He	would	be	standing	tall	at	our	0600	formaHon.	 	I	never	

understood	how	he	 could	do	 that.	 	One	night,	 aner	 I	 had	put	him	 to	bed,	 someone	or	ones	

threw	a	fragmentaHon	grenade	(frag)	under	his	bunk	and	killed	him.	 	I	had	to	help	put	him	in	a	

body	bag	and	write	a	leRer	to	his	family,	telling	them	what	an	outstanding	soldier	he	was.		Two	

days	 later	a	couple	of	guys	from	CID	(Criminal	 InvesHgaHon	Division)	 landed	on	our	helicopter	

port	 behind	 our	 hooch.	 	 They	 set	 out	 back	 with	 the	 guys	 from	 around	 our	 and	 other	 units	

smoking	dope	for	 two	days,	got	back	 into	their	chopper,	and	 len.	We	never	heard	 from	them	

again.		

Incoming	and	small	arms	fire	was	a	constant	distracHon.	 	We	had	a	big	tent	where	we	

generated	hydrogen	gas	to	fly	our	balloons.		We	put	a	light	on	the	balloon	to	be	able	to	follow	it	

manually	 if	our	electronic	equipment	failed.	 	We	filled	the	balloon	with	gas	unHl	 it	was	about	

the	size	of	a	 railroad	car,	opened	 the	 tent,	and	 let	 the	balloon	fly.	 	At	 that	point	 it	became	a	

target	for	anyone	who	thought	they	could	shoot	it	down.		I	was	always	amazed	that	none	of	us	

ever	got	shot	and	none	of	the	balloons	ever	got	shot	down.	

Our	guns	fired	night	and	day	and	usually	over	our	heads,	as	we	were	are	the	west	side	of	

the	 hill,	 toward	 Cambodia.	 	 The	 guns	 fired	 in	 all	 kinds	 of	 weather.	 	 One	 night,	 during	 the	

monsoon	season,	 the	guns	were	firing	and	had	a	premature	burst.	 	The	 round	went	off	 right	

over	our	heads.		I	was	sihng	at	the	worktable,	verifying	our	data	when	the	round	went	off	and	a	

piece	of	shrapnel	came	through	the	roof,	went	through	the	table,	and	landed	between	my	feet.		

It	just	wasn’t	my	Hme.		Incoming	normally	came	from	the	west	and	onen	went	over	our	heads,	

as	they	tried	to	hit	our	guns.	 	The	problem	with	the	incoming	was	that	it	seemed	that	it	onen	

came	from	the	same	place,	a	mountain	about	25	klicks’	(kilometers)	away	from	us.		I	sent	lots	of	

tapes	 home	 with	 the	 sound	 of	 our	 arHllery,	 but	 never	 sent	 one	 home	 with	 the	 sound	 of	

incoming.		Our	guns	would	shoot	at	the	locaHon,	but	it	was	really	out	of	our	range.		Aner	about	

a	week	of	this	incoming	we	finally	got	a	fire	mission	from	the	fighters	at	Cam	Ranh	Bay.	 	I	was	

down	 in	 the	TOC	 (TacHcal	OperaHons	Center)	 aner	giving	my	nightly	 report	when	we	got	 the	

request	 for	 coordinates	 to	 the	 target.	 	 The	 FO	 (Forward	Observer)	 gave	 them	 the	 necessary	

informaHon	when	a	B-52	broke	into	our	conversaHon,	asked	us	to	put	a	light	on	top	of	the	TOC	

and	give	him	the	cardinal	direcHon	and	distance	to	the	target.	 	We	did	that	and	then	went	on	

top	of	the	TOC	to	see	what	would	happen.		We	never	saw	or	heard	the	plane,	but	suddenly	the	
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mountain	was	on	fire.	 	In	the	morning	all	you	could	see	was	burnt	ground.	 	That	night	we	took	

incoming	from	the	same	place.		Ain’t	life	grand.			

There	were	 some	good	Hmes	 in	Nam.	 	On	 the	1st	 and	3rd	Mondays	 the	air	 force	base	

would	keep	the	USO	band	that	played	there	on	the	weekend	over	 for	a	performance	at	0800	

hours.	 	Those	of	us	who	worked	at	night	could	go.	 	Beer	was	5	cents	a	draw	and	a	mixed	drink	

was	a	dime.	 	You	could	get	wiped	out	for	a	dollar,	and	we	onen	did.	 	One	morning,	as	we	were	

leaving	 the	hill,	 it	 started	 to	 take	 incoming.	 	 That	was	 really	unusual,	 so	we	decided	 that	we	

would	just	go	on	to	the	air	force	base	for	the	show.	 	When	we	go	there,	they	were	also	taking	

incoming,	so	we	headed	back	to	the	hill.	 	When	we	got	there,	they	were	locked	down	and	sHll	

taking	incoming.	 	So,	we	just	kept	driving	around	unHl	the	incoming	stopped	and	went	back	to	

the	show.		There	was	nothing	like	hearing	a	Filipino	girl	sing	“Proud	Mary”	or	“War.”		

I	was	able	to	take	a	one-week	R&R	(rest	and	relaxaHon)	trip	and	met	Beth	in	Hawaii.		We	

had	a	great	Hme	body	surfing	in	the	ocean,	watching	the	Bonza	Pipeline	on	the	north	shore,	and	

eaHng	pineapple	right	out	of	the	field,	went	to	Diamond	Head	and	the	Punch	Bowl	cemetery,	

visited	the	Arizona	Memorial,	and	all	the	other	standard	tourist	acHviHes.		We	rented	a	Mustang	

converHble	to	drive,	but	it	got	broken	in	while	we	were	on	the	North	Shore	and	Beth’s	purse	got	

stolen.	 	 It	was	a	 liRle	of	a	hassle	 to	get	her	airline	Hcket	 replaced,	but	not	bad.	 	She	got	her	

purse	back	just	before	she	flew	home,	so	she	didn’t	have	to	get	new	ID’s.	 	All	too	quickly,	the	

week	was	over,	I	flew	back	to	Vietnam,	and	Beth	flew	home.		I	was	always	amazed	that	the	guys	

always	came	back	from	R&R.		I	was	also	able	to	take	a	three	day	in-country	R&R	at	China	Beach.		

It	was	the	week	aner	Thanksgiving	and	Bob	Hope	had	just	played	there.		I	was	sorry	to	miss	him,	

but	it	was	great	to	get	away	from	the	unit.			

One	other	interesHng	thing	happened.		I	was	up	working	on	some	paper-work	when	the	

baRery	clerk	came	in	and	told	me	that	there	was	a	“round	eyed”	girl	waiHng	to	see	me	at	the	

orderly	room,	a	girl	from	the	United	States.	 	I	did	not	believe	him	and	told	him	to	go	away.	 	He	

convinced	me	that	he	wasn’t	kidding,	and	I	went	with	him.	 	Sure	enough,	my	liRle	sister’s	best	

friend	was	a	“Donut	Dolly”	with	the	American	Red	Cross	and	they	were	visiHng	the	hill.		We	had	

a	great	talk	for	about	an	hour	and	then	she	got	back	into	the	helicopter	and	flew	away.		I	took	a	

lot	of	kidding	over	it,	but	that	was	ok.		It	never	occurred	to	me	at	the	Hme	of	the	courage	it	took	

for	girls	 like	Brenda	to	become	Donut	Dollies.	 	She	could	have	stayed	home	and	watched	the	
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war	on	television	with	the	rest	of	the	naHon,	but	choose	to	see	it	firsthand	and	do	whatever	she	

could	to	make	the	situaHon	a	liRle	beRer	for	the	GI’s	fighHng	there.				

The	war	was	winding	down	and	units	were	leaving	and/or	turning	over	their	equipment	

to	the	ARVIN	(Army	of	the	Republic	of	Vietnam).		As	a	result	of	this	reducHon	in	force,	there	was	

no	American	 Infantry	 len	 in	 the	Pleiku	 region.	 	 The	aviaHon	baRalion	was	 training	 the	ARVIN	

pilots	how	to	fly	a	Cobra.	 	For	a	couple	of	hours,	they	pracHced	touch-and-go	landings	off	our	

port.		They	kept	circling	around	the	same	paRern,	and	we	thought	that	was	a	stupid	thing	to	do.		

Any	gook	could	dig	his	rifle	out	of	the	rice	paRy,	shoot	the	cobra	down,	and	disappear	before	

anyone	could	do	anything.		Someone	did	shoot	the	Cobra	down,	and	suddenly	there	was	ARVAN	

infantry	everywhere.	 	To	the	best	of	my	knowledge,	they	never	did	figure	out	who	shot	down	

the	Cobra,	but	that	training	stopped.		

The	worst	 night	of	my	 tour	occurred	during	 this	Hme	of	 reducHon	of	 forces.	 	A	 sister	

baRalion,	26	klicks	away	from	us,	had	stood	down.		They	had	loaded	all	of	their	equipment	and	

were	planning	to	convoy	out	the	next	day.		That	night	they	were	having	a	huge	party.		We	were	

laughing	and	talking	to	them	in	the	TOC	(tacHcal	operaHons	center)	when	all	of	a	sudden,	they	

said	that	they	were	taking	incoming	and	there	were	Vietcong	in	the	wire.		Our	guns	immediately	

started	firing	toward	them,	but	we	were	too	far	away	to	help.	 	We	listened	to	them	unHl	their	

radios	all	went	silent.		Two	days	later	we	were	command	directed	to	escort	the	remains	of	their	

equipment	to	Da	Nang.		In	order	to	get	there,	we	had	to	go	through	the	A	Shau	Valley.		The	road	

wound	down	through	triple	canopy	jungle	and	was	out	of	air	coverage	for	several	minutes.		The	

convoy	had		quad-50s	and	Cobra	support	going.		An	E-5	was	assigned	to	every	vehicle	to	provide	

small	arms	coverage.	 	I	was	a	two-digit	midgait	(less	that	100	days	len	in	country).	 	Mr.	Knight	

had	 taken	me	off	 regular	duty	and	had	me	verifying	all	 flights	 for	all	 units	with	 in	8	hours	of	

when	they	had	flown.		The	only	thing	I	was	doing	for	the	unit	was	broadcasHng	all	messages.	As	

a	 “free”	 E-5,	 I	 was	 supposed	 to	 go	 on	 the	 convoy,	 but	 my	 warrant	 office	 told	 that	 brigade	

commander	that	I	was	too	important	to	the	overall	mission,	and	so	I	was	replaced.		The	convoy	

had	no	trouble	going,	as	they	had	4	cobra	gunships,	and	6	quad-50’s	(four	50	caliber	machine	

guns	motorized	to	fire	in	succession).		On	the	way	back	to	Pleiku	the	convoy	only	had	two	cobra	

gun	ships	and	two	quad-50’s.	 	When	they	got	 to	the	boRom	of	 the	A	Shau,	 they	were	out	of	

coverage	for	the	cobras	and	they	got	hit.		Everybody	on	the	convoy	was	either	killed,	missing,	or	
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wounded.	 	I	have	always	been	thankful	for	Mr.	Knight’s	decision,	but	I	also	have	wondered	if	I	

was	just	being	a	coward.	
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Chapter	9	

IT’S	TIME	TO	COME	HOME	

 
Exhibition Image Gallery  
Aviation Museum & Library 
Departures - Level 3 
Sep 28, 2019 - Mar 14, 2021 

Flying the Freedom Birds 
Airlines and the Vietnam War 

Freedom Bird. For the Vietnam generation of U.S. military veterans, this phrase meant only one thing; the aircraft that brought them home at 
the end of their tours. However, these were not military aircraft, but commercial airliners under contract by the U.S. Air Force Military Airlift 
Command (MAC) and served by civilian crews and flight attendants. The airliners were not just used to bring the soldiers home, but to fly 
them into the war zone as well. During the course of the war, thousands of flights crisscrossed the Pacific Ocean. For military personnel, it 
was a deeply emotional journey in both directions. 

These flights were also a powerful and moving experience for a generation of young women who served aboard these aircraft as flight 
attendants. Few understood the emotional demands they would face. As Flying Tiger Line flight attendant Andee Wright recalled, “There was 
no special training by the airlines or the military about how to handle it. We relied on each other and the soldiers to manage.” These women 
allayed the fears of soldiers heading to war and offered support and reassurance to those headed home. In addition to the emotional impact, 
the flight attendants risked physical harm while flying to military bases in an active combat zone. As Captain Dwight Small, a pilot for Flying 
Tiger Line, recalls, “It was pretty hairy, especially in the early days. We turned off our running lights to avoid ground fire.” 

Despite the intensity of the operations, many flight attendants found the military contract flights rewarding and continued to serve on them for 
years. “I wouldn’t trade the experience for a million dollars,” stated Julie Kane, a flight attendant for Seaboard World Airlines. Her sentiments 
are echoed by Judy Meyer, who flew for United Air Lines, “It was some of the best flying I ever did.” Although these women were an integral 
part of the Vietnam War experience, their contributions are largely unknown outside of the veteran community. This exhibition, based on 
extensive interviews with the key participants of the airlift operations, provides insight into their experiences serving aboard the Freedom 
Birds. 

In	conjuncHon	with	the	reducHon	of	forces,	the	army	began	to	give	90-day	drops	(early	

reducHon	of	service	days).	 	That	meant	that	I	would	be	coming	home	on	or	about	December	3.		

My	fiancée	began	planning	a	Christmas	wedding.	Ninety	days	came	and	went	with	no	drop	and	
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the	next	type	cut	was	a	60-day	drop.		That	meant	I	would	be	coming	home	on	or	about	January	

3,	1971.	My	fiancée	began	changing	her	plans.	 	Sixty	days	came	and	went	with	no	drop.	 	The	

next	cut	was	a	45-day	drop.		That	meant	I	would	be	coming	home	on	or	about	January	18.			My	

fiancée	again	changed	her	plans	and	threatened	to	cancel	the	wedding	if	I	didn’t	get	this	drop.		

On	 Thursday,	 January	 14th	 I	 was	 working	 at	 baRalion	 headquarters	 when	 the	 company	 clerk	

came	running	in.		He	told	me	I	had	30	minutes	to	pack	what	I	was	going	to	take	home	and	get	to	

the	helo	pad.	 	I	had	kept	my	bag	packed,	so	I	grabbed	it	and	waited	for	the	chopper.	 	It	picked	

me	up	and	flew	me	to	the	Pleiku	Airport	where	a	plane	was	waiHng	with	its	engines	running.	 	I	

boarded	the	plane	and	was	the	only	American	on	it.		It	landed	at	the	military	airport	at	Tan	Son	

Nhut,	pulled	up	to	the	gate	under	armed	MPs,	let	me	off,	and	flew	off.	 	A	jeep	was	waiHng	to	

take	me	to	the	recepHon	center	for	out	processing.		Within	a	few	hours	11	of	the	13	of	us	were	

there.		One	of	us	had	already	gone	home	because	he	was	going	to	extend	his	tour	for	6	months	

and	was	home	on	leave.		The	other	guy	had	been	injured	and	was	already	home.		The	rest	of	us	

got	really	drunk.		SomeHme	during	the	night	of	January	17,	I	staggered	on	to	a	plane	to	fly	back	

to	the	world.			

As	we	 scrambled	onto	 the	plane,	 I	was	 lucky	enough	 to	get	a	window	seat	again.	 	As	

soon	as	we	cleared	Vietnam	air	space,	the	captain	let	us	know	and	we	all	gave	out	a	great	shout	

and	the	stewardesses	passed	out	dinner	with	a	chilled	Coke.	 	I	had	never	tasted	anything	that	

tasted	that	great.		I	soon	fell	asleep	or	passed	out.		Several	hours	later	I	woke	up	needing	to	pee	

worse	than	any	Hme	in	my	life.	 	The	guys	next	to	me	were	also	asleep	or	passed	out.	 	I	finally	

climbed	over	them	and	made	my	way	to	the	head	(restroom).		When	I	came	out,	the	stewardess	

was	standing	there	with	a	fresh	cup	of	real	coffee.	 	I	don’t	know	if	I	have	ever	enjoyed	a	cup	of	

coffee	more	than	that	night.			

We	landed	in	Honolulu	in	the	middle	of	the	day	on	Sunday,	January	17	as	we	came	back	

across	the	InternaHonal	Dateline.	 	I	called	Beth	and	told	her	that	I	was	really	on	my	way	home.		

She	said	that	was	great,	but	she	was	working	and	couldn’t	come	to	Wichita	to	meet	me.	 	She	

suggested	that	I	spend	a	few	days	with	my	parents	and	then	come	too	Liberal	on	Thursday.		We	

were	going	to	get	married	on	Saturday.	 	We	landed	at	SeaRle-Tacoma	airport	at	about	0200	on	

Monday,	January	18.		It	was	raining	and	about	40	degrees.	When	we	pulled	up	to	the	gate	there	

was	a	group	of	college	kids	waiHng	for	us	with	big	signs	that	said,	“Welcome	Home	Baby	Killers”.		

They	threw	roRen	eggs	and	tomatoes	at	us.	 	I	got	hit	in	the	face	as	I	went	in	the	building.	 	One	
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of	 the	 soldiers	who	was	waiHng	 for	 us,	 saw	me	 and	 laughed.	 	 They	 loaded	 us	 up	 on	 school	

busses	with	 the	 college	 students	 spihng	 on	 us	 and	 beaHng	 on	 the	 busses	 as	we	 pulled	 out.		

They	drove	us	to	Ft.	Lewis	Washington.	What	a	difference	from	today’s	homecomings.	 	 It	may	

well	be	that	the	great	homecomings	today	are	a	result	of	the	awful	recepHons	we	got.	 	I	know	

for	me,	there	is	a	biRer	taste	in	my	mouth	that	will	never	go	away.		

When	we	got	 there,	 they	broke	us	 into	 two	groups,	one	 for	 soldiers	who	were	ETSing	

(ExpiraHon	of	Term	of	Service)	and	one	for	soldiers	that	were	going	home	on	leave.		I	was	in	the	

second	group	as	I	had	a	year	len	in	my	enlistment.		We	could	clean	up	and	then	eat	or	we	could	

eat	and	then	clean	up.		They	recommended	that	we	clean	up	first	to	get	the	terrible	smell	off	us.		

I	remember	going	into	the	latrine	and	there	was	a	big	sign	on	the	wall	telling	us	that	this	was	

not	a	shiRer,	or	a	piss	tube	and	we	needed	to	remember	to	flush.	 	I	showered	and	put	on	the	

clean	uniform	that	I	had	packed	more	than	a	month	before.	 	Aner	I	got	a	bite	to	eat,	I	went	to	

personnel.	 	 They	gave	me	orders	 for	a	30-day	 leave	and	 then	 to	 report	 to	Ft.	 Sill,	Oklahoma.		

They	also	booked	me	a	flight	home	to	Wichita	with	a	stop	in	Denver	on	the	way.	 	They	issued	

me	a	Class	A	uniform	(dress	greens)	with	all	the	appropriate	hash	marks	and	ribbons	and	told	

me	that	I	would	have	to	wear	it	when	I	checked	in	at	the	airport.	 	They	also	gave	me	a	pair	of	

jeans	and	a	shirt	and	told	me	to	change	as	soon	as	I	checked	in	and	to	return	my	duffel	bag	to	

the	check	in	counter.		If	I	didn’t,	I	would	probably	be	subjected	to	hassles	in	the	airport.		I	was	to	

catch	a	flight	at	about	0530	and	be	in	Denver	at	about	0800.	 	I	would	have	a	two-hour	layover	

and	be	in	Wichita	at	noon.		I	called	my	brother	Robert	to	let	him	know	what	Hme	I	would	be	in	

Denver	and	called	my	dad	to	tell	him	what	Hme	I	would	be	in	Wichita.						

The	plane	arrived	in	Denver	at	about	0800	and	my	brother	was	waiHng	for	me	with	a	cup	

of	 hot	 coffee.	 	 He	 stayed	with	me	 and	 talked	 unHl	my	 plane	 len	 at	 about	 1000.	 	 The	 plane	

arrived	in	Wichita	about	noon,	but	my	dad	wasn’t	there.		That	was	not	a	huge	surprise,	as	Hme	

had	never	meant	much	to	him.		When	he	wasn’t	there	by	1230,	I	got	a	liRle	worried,	and	when	

he	wasn’t	there	by	1300,	I	got	really	concerned.	 	I	called	home	to	see	what	the	maRer	and	he	

answered	 the	phone.	 	 I	 asked	him	why	he	wasn’t	 at	 the	 airport	 and	he	 said	 I	 couldn’t	 be	 in	

Wichita	as	I	had	only	been	in	the	US	for	about	12	hours.		I	said	yes,	but	I	was	home,	and	would	

he	please	come	and	pick	me	up.			

While	I	was	going	to	AIT	and	the	NCO	academy	at	Ft.	SHll,	I	had	purchased	a	big	PonHac	

Bonneville.		It	was	a	great	car	and	I	looked	forward	to	driving	it.		When	I	got	home	it	was	parked	
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in	the	driveway,	covered	with	dirt.		My	liRle	brother	had	driven	it	and	had	three	fender	benders	

in	it.		The	insurance	was	in	my	name,	so	my	dad	did	not	get	it	fixed.		Someone	must	have	called	

the	 Sheriff’s	 department,	 because	 that	 anernoon	 the	 sheriff	 came	 and	 arrested	 me	 on	 an	

outstanding	warrant	for	not	appearing	in	court	in	August	1970.	 	My	dad	went	with	me	when	I	

appeared	 before	 the	 judge	 and	 explained	 that	 it	 could	 not	 have	 been	 me	 driving	 the	 car	

because	I	was	in	Vietnam	at	the	Hme.		The	judge	believed	me	and	dismissed	the	charges.	What	

was	wrong	with	 this	world?	 	My	fiancée	was	 to	busy	 to	come	see	me,	even	 though	we	were	

gehng	married	in	5	days;	my	dad	couldn’t	believe	I	was	really	home,	and	some	judge	thought	

about	puhng	me	in	jail.		I	think	I	was	a	liRle	biRer.		Welcome	back	to	the	World.	
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Chapter	10	

MARRIED	LIFE	AND	THE	ARMY	

Marriage	 is	never	easy.	 It	 requires	hard	work,	compassion,	and	the	willingness	to	truly	

listen	to	the	other	person.	 	Most	people,	during	the	courHng	period,	get	an	idea	of	how	those	

objecHves	can	be	reached.		Our	courHng	was	really	different	than	most	people	and	did	not	give	

us	 the	 opportunity	 to	 truly	 understand	 each	 other.	 	 Most	 couples	 spend	 several	 months	

together,	gehng	to	know	the	idiosyncrasies	of	their	partner.		We	did	not	have	this	leisure,	as	our	

courtship	was	all	long	distance.						

I	 cleaned	up	 the	Bonneville	 as	best	 I	 could	and	drove	 to	 Liberal,	 Kansas,	 on	Thursday.		

Beth	 was	 working	 so	 I	 went	 to	 see	 her	 father.	 	 He	 was	 the	 Buick	 sales	 manager	 at	 Hood	

Chevrolet.		He	took	one	look	at	the	Bonneville	and	said	that	wouldn’t	do.		He	had		given	Beth	a	

clean	1968	Thunderbird	in	prime	condiHon	and	Buzz	and	I	made	a	deal,	trading	cars.	 	Beth	got	

off	 work	 a	 1700	 and	 went	 to	 a	 shower	 unHl	 2100.	 	 We	 had	 dinner	 and	 spent	 the	 evening	

together,	and	I	went	to	the	motel	at	about	2400.		We	had	breakfast	together	and	spent	the	day	

taking	 care	 of	 last-minute	 details.	 	 Our	 friends	 and	 families	 showed	 up	 for	 a	 bachelor/

bacheloreRe	party	on	Friday	night,	and	we	got	married	at	1400	on	Saturday.	 	We	 len	Liberal	

early	Saturday	night	heading	toward	Vail,	Colorado,	 for	a	week-long	honeymoon.	 	 I	 thought	 it	

would	 be	 great	 to	 go	 skiing,	 it	 never	 occurred	 to	 me	 to	 ask	 Beth	 if	 she	 would	 rather	 go	

somewhere	else.		I	loved	the	skiing	and	Beth	didn’t,	but	we	did	not	know	how	to	tell	each	other	

what	we	 felt	or	were	 thinking.	 	 I	 believe	 that	was	one	of	 the	problems	 that	 lasted	all	 or	our	

married	life.	 	It	never	really	occurred	to	me	to	make	sure	that	Beth	was	ok	with	us	going	skiing	

and	 she	didn’t	 know	me	well	 enough	 to	 say	 that	 she	didn’t	 think	 that	was	a	good	 idea.	 	We	

could	have	gone	anywhere	in	the	world	if	we	had	known	how	to	talk	to	each	other.			

We	 spent	 the	next	 three	weeks	 visiHng	 family	 and	 friends.	 	We	 stopped	 in	 Liberal	 for	

Pancake	Day	and	got	caught	 in	 the	biggest	snowstorm	to	hit	our	part	of	 the	world	ever.	 	The	

snow	drins	on	Highway	83	headed	south	were	over	20	feet	tall	and	the	highway	was	closed.	 	I	

called	Ft.	Sill	and	talked	to	my	1st	SG,	who	I	have	never	met.	He	told	us	not	to	come	unHl	2	days	

aner	the	Oklahoma	Highway	Patrol	gave	the	all	clear.			
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Fort Sill's mission is to train artillery Soldiers and train them well. To do that, they are trained day and night to put "steel on target." 

Fort Sill's three-pronged approach to training and preparedness makes it one of the best training posts in the Army. It is comprised of the 
Field Artillery School, the primary training facility for field artillery Soldiers and Marines worldwide; the Field Artillery Training Center, home of 
basic combat, one-station unit training, and advanced individual training; and is the largest field artillery complex in the free world. 

We	finally	arrived	at	Ft.	Sill,	were	in-processed,	found	a	place	to	live	off	post,	and	started	

our	 lives.	 	 I	 was	 assigned	 to	 the	 Target	 AcquisiHon	 Department	 as	 an	 instructor	 in	 the	met	

school,	and	Beth	found	a	job	working	for	a	lawyer	in	Lawton.		When	I	arrived	for	my	first	day	of	

duty,	 the	1st	SGT	asked	me	 if	 I	knew	how	to	type.	 	When	 I	said	yes,	he	transferred	me	to	the	

headquarters	office,	and	I	became	a	clerk-typist	for	CSM	(Command	Sergeant	Major).	 	My	job	

was	to	type	up	the	weekly	roster	of	officers	in	the	department.	 	There	were	20	assigned	slots,	

with	 more	 than	 250	 officers	 aRached	 every	 day.	 	 I	 was	 to	 keep	 track	 of	 their	 personal	

informaHon,	who	came	in	new,	who	got	assigned	somewhere	else,	who	ETSed,	and	assign	them	

to	a	duty	day.		The	roster	changed	every	day,	so	I	was	always	a	liRle	busy.		The	only	bad	part	of	
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the	job	was	that	the	CSM	expected	me	to	break	starch	(put	on	a	clean,	starched	uniform)	twice	

a	day.		I	also	had	to	have	boots	that	you	could	see	your	face	in.		The	best	part	of	the	job	was	that	

the	colonel	was	the	head	of	the	golf	course,	so	his	driver	and	I	had	to	play	golf	at	least	once	a	

week.	

We	seRled	 into	a	rouHne,	planning	to	spend	a	year	at	Ft.	Sill.	 	However,	 in	the	August	

copy	of	the	Army	Times,	there	was	an	arHcle	that	said	that	the	Army	was	giving	up	to	90	day	

drops	to	go	back	to	college.	 	I	asked	the	CSM	if	it	was	true	and	he	told	me	to	go	find	a	college	

that	would	let	me	enroll	and	he	would	figure	out	a	way	to	make	it	work.	 	We	len	the	next	day	

for	ManhaRan,	Kansas,	to	see	if	I	could	get	back	into	KSU,	as	school	had	already	started.	 	I	had	

to	convince	the	Dean	of	the	College	of	EducaHon	that	I	was	serious	about	coming	back	to	KSU	

and	gehng	my	teaching	degree.	 	He	finally	agreed	to	allow	me	to	enroll	if	I	could	find	15	hours	

of	 credit	 that	would	 let	me	start	 school	 two	weeks	 late.	 	 I	 found	5	classes,	we	drove	back	 to	

Lawton,	packed	all	our	stuff,	I	processed	out	with	no	orders,	and	we	len	for	ManhaRan.	 	It	was	

my	first	understanding	of	the	true	power	of	a	Command	Sergeant	Major.	 	Only	they	would	be	

able	to	out-process	a	soldier	with	no	orders	and	send	him	off	to	school.	 	That	strength	became	

more	apparent	when	I	joined	the	Army	NaHonal	Guard	13	years	later.	
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Chapter	11	

OUT	OF	THE	MILITARY	AND	A	LIFE	WITH	PTSD	

Ask	 any	 soldier	 gehng	out	 of	 the	military,	 and	he	will	 tell	 you	 two	 things;	 “I’m	doing	

great”	and	“I’m	glad	to	be	out”.	 	The	truth	was	and	sHll	is,	that	those	were	just	lies.	 	The	truth	

was	that	I	wasn’t	doing	great.		I	was	mad	at	the	world	and	didn’t	know	why	or	what	to	do	about	

it.	 	I	had	a	hair	trigger	and	got	mad	at	the	stupidest	things.	 	 	I	completed	my	BA	at	K-State	and	

enrolled	in	the	Master	of	EducaHon	Program	at	Emporia	State	University.	 	The	GI	Bill	didn’t	pay	

for	master’s	 programs,	 so	 I	 got	 a	 job	 at	 Iowa	 Beef	 Packing	 Company	 (IBP).	 	 I	 had	 grown	 up	

around	 the	packing	house	 industry	 and	knew	a	great	deal	 about	 the	business.	 	 I	 had	 several	

different	jobs	while	with	IBP,	and	I	was	making	$15,000	a	year,	which	was	a	great	salary	in	1974.	

However,	I	was	not	happy.		I	knew	that	I	did	not	want	to	spend	my	whole	carry	in	the	business.		I	

had	spent	eight	years	training	to	be	a	teacher,	so	it	was	Hme	to	find	out	if	I	liked	it.	 	My	boss	at	

IBP	could	not	understand	why	I	was	willing	to	give	up	a	promising	career	and	when	he	learned	

that	I	had	signed	a	contract	for	$5,200	a	year,	he	said	I	was	“just	plum	crazy.”	

	 We	 len	 in	 June	 of	 1974	 to	 start	 our	 teaching	 careers	 in	 Concordia,	 Kansas.	 	 I	 was	

teaching	a	5th/6th	 combinaHon	 classroom	 in	 Jamestown,	 a	 small	 town	 just	outside	Concordia,	

and	Beth	was	teaching	Business	classes	at	Cloud	County	Community	College.				

I	finished	my	master’s	program,	coached	junior	high	football	and	track	and	thought	we	

were	set	for	 life	even	though	my	salary	was	only	$5,200	a	year.	 	 I	 loved	my	job.	 	There	was	a	

state	lake	just	outside	of	town	and	I	took	my	class	there	every	Friday	anernoon.	 	We	did	things	

like	 survey	 the	 lake	with	 home-made	 theodolites,	we	made	 plaster-of-pares	 relief	maps,	 and	

took	slides	from	several	spots	around	the	lake.	 	 I	was	able	to	He	my	enHre	curriculum	around	

the	 lake	 study.	 	My	 professors	 for	 Emporia	 State	 came	 out	 several	 Hmes	 to	 help	 us;	 	 I	 had	

become	 a	 respected,	 no	 nonsense	 coach;	 I	 was	 chosen	 to	 represent	 our	 school	 during	

negoHaHons.	 	 I	had	become	a	respected	member	of	the	community.	 	 	Then	the	school	board	

had	a	meeHng	with	 all	 the	 teachers.	 	 They	 told	us	 that	we	would	not	 get	 an	 increase	 in	our	

salaries,	that	we	were	already	over-paid	and	under-worked.	 	The	president	of	the	board	stood	

up	and	told	us	we	should	be	thankful	for	our	jobs,	we	needed	to	shut	our	mouths,	and	sign	our	

contracts.		That	really	pissed	me	off;	the	anger	that	I	had	tried	so	hard	to	hide	away,	came	flying	
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out.	 	I	got	up,	walked	to	the	front	of	the	room,	told	the	president	of	the	board	that	if	that	was	

how	he	 really	 felt,	 he	 could	 take	 his	 contract	 and	 shove	 it	 up	 his	 ass,	 and	walked	out	 of	 the	

meeHng.		Beth	had	no	idea	that	I	was	going	to	do	that,	and	asked	me	to	reconsider	my	acHons,	

as	she	loved	her	job.	 	I	told	her	that	there	was	no	way	in	hell	that	I	would	work	for	that	man,	

and	we	were	leaving	at	the	end	of	the	school	year.	 	Thus,	began	a	paRern	that	I	have	repeated	

all	too	onen	in	my	life.	

We	sold	our	house	in	Concordia	and	moved	in	with	my	parents	in	Wichita	while	I	looked	

for	 work.	 	 I	 sent	 out	 hundreds	 of	 resumes	 to	 businesses	 across	 the	 region,	 with	 almost	 no	

success.	 	I	got	three	interviews	with	call	backs	for	Coleman	Industries,	but	did	not	get	offered	a	

job.	 	 Aner	 the	 3rd	 interview,	 the	 head	 of	 PR	 told	 me	 not	 to	 apply	 for	 any	 more	 jobs	 with	

Coleman,	as	they	would	not	ever	hire	me.		When	I	asked	her	why,	she	said,	off	the	record,	that	I	

was	a	Vietnam	veteran	and	all	Vietnam	vets	were	druggies	and	baby	killers	 and	 they	did	not	

want	that	kind	of	person	working	for	their	company.	 	 I	was	devastated	by	her	remarks.	 	 I	had	

successfully	managed	a	military	career,	I	had	completed	both	my	BS	&	MS	degrees,	I	had	been	

considered	for	a	management	posiHon	with	IBP,	and	now,	I	was	unemployable.		I	had	never	met	

anyone	 like	 John	 Rambo,	 but	 I	 knew	 I	 was	 angry	 and	 frustrated.	 	 I	 fear	 that	 all	 too	 onen	

returning	veterans	face	some	of	the	same	discriminaHons	today.	

I	conHnued	to	look	for	work	unHl	one	of	my	friends	got	me	a	job	as	an	assistant	manager	

with	Pizza	Hut	in	Topeka,	Kansas.		I	worked	hard	and	managed	four	different	stores	for	Pizza	Hut	

in	Topeka,	including	the	first	$1,000,000	store	in	the	company.		I	len	Pizza	Hut	aner	2	years	and	

went	 to	 work	 for	 a	 Pizza	 Hut	 franchisee	 as	 an	 area	 manager	 in	 Brownsburg,	 Indiana.	 	 I	

successfully	 raised	 the	 sales	at	all	of	my	stores’	and	 I	brought	on	 line	 two	new	stores.	 	 I	was	

asked	to	become	the	area	manager	of	a	new	area	in	the	CincinnaH	area.		I	did	not	want	to	take	

that	change	and	quit	rather	that	do	that.	Thus,	conHnued	a	paRern	of	lehng	my	anger	cloud	my	

judgement.	In	the	10	years	following	my	return	from	Viet	Nam,	we	had	two	boys,	we	lived	in	13	

different	houses	and	I	had	15	different	jobs.	I	never	discussed	with	Beth	any	of	those	changes.		

We	ended	up	in	Liberal	Kansas	where	we	opened	a	fine	dining	restaurant.	 	When	that	business	

failed,	Beth	had	enough	and	filed	for	divorce.		 	She	soon	relocated	in	Gallup,	New	Mexico,	with	

the	boys	to	take	a	teaching	job	with	the	community	college	in	Gallup.	 	Like	many	divorced	men	

whose	wives	moved	a	 long	way	away,	 I	 saw	my	boys	during	every	other	holiday	and	 for	 two	

weeks	in	the	summer.	
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I	 chose	 to	 remain	 in	 Liberal.	 	 I	was	working	 at	 a	 convenience	 store	 part	 Hme	 to	 help	

make	ends	meet.	 	I	began	to	noHce	that	two	or	three	soldiers	were	coming	end	for	coffee	one	

weekend	a	month.		I	got	to	visiHng	with	them	and	learned	they	belonged	to	the	naHonal	guard.		

In	 visiHng	with	 them	 I	 learned	 that	 they	made	more	money	 in	 a	weekend	 than	 I	made	 in	 a	

month	working	at	the	convenience	store.	 	 	 	They	talked	me	into	visiHng	with	the	recruiter,	who	

convinced	me	 to	 try	 a	 year	 in	 the	 NaHonal	 Guard	 to	 see	 how	 I	 liked	 it	 aner	 a	 thirteen-year	

absence.		I	was	able	to	retain	my	rank	of	E-5	and	got	assigned	to	the	Fire	DirecHon	Center	(FDC).		

They	 used	 the	 same	 data	 that	 I	 had	 created	 in	 Vietnam	 to	 determine	 the	 firing	 data	 for	 the	

guns.	 	Coming	in	as	an	E-5	put	me	in	line	to	be	the	next	secHon	chief,	over	a	soldier	who	had	

been	there	for	several	years.	 	I	had	to	use	the	same	leadership	skills	that	I	had	been	taught	at	

the	 NCO	 Academy	 years	 earlier.	 	 Joining	 the	 NaHonal	 Guard	 gave	 me	 several	 leadership	

opportuniHes,	which	 I	 pursued.	 	 Those	 opportuniHes	 spilled	 over	 to	my	 teaching	 career	 and	

allowed	be	to	take	on	new	leadership	challenges	and	opportuniHes.	 	 I	was	able	to	rise	to	the	

rank	of	First	Sergeant	(E-8)	in	the	Guard	and	became	the	Director	of	the	local	technical	school.		I	

reHred	 aner	 spending	 23	 years	 in	 the	military.	 	 Joining	 the	 Army	 NaHonal	 Guard	 absolutely	

saved	my	life.	 	I	was	able	to	confront	the	ghosts	from	Vietnam.	 	I	learned	that	I	did	not	control	

the	fate	of	other	people,	they	made	decisions	and	I	needed	to	give	them	my	counsel	and	then	

let	them	live	with	their	decisions.	 	 I	have	had	10	different	jobs	in	Liberal,	most	of	them	in	the	

educaHonal	field	with	Unified	School	District	480,	Seward	County	Community	College,	and	the	

Tyrone,	Oklahoma	school	district.	I	married	Vedonna	on	February	15,	1986	and	helped	her	raise	

her	daughter	and	son.	I	sHll	get	angry	over	stupid	things	someHmes,	and	I	don’t	communicate	

my	thoughts	very	well.	 	Having	said	that,	I	have	had	a	great	life.	 	The	Lord	has	looked	over	my	

shoulder	and	allowed	me	to	achieve	things	beyond	my	wildest	dreams.			
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EPILOGUE	

I	have	a	friend	who	says	that	war	is	an	ungodly,	unnatural	thing	and	it	will	affect	people	

forever.		To	think	it	won’t,	is	just	plan	foolish.	Vedonna	will	tell	you	that	I	sHll	don’t	discuss	things	

with	her,	I	just	tell	her	what	I	am	going	to	do.	 	She	will	also	tell	you	that	I	get	angry	too	easily	

over	silly	things.		We	have	both	worked	hard	to	stay	married,	although,	I	am	sure	she	as	worked	

harder	than	me.		PTSD	is	a	real	thing.		It	is	a	condiHon,	not	an	illness.		It	is	something	that	can	be	

treated	and	coped	with,	but	 it	never	 really	goes	away.	 	 I	first	became	aware	of	 this	when	we	

were	living	in	Sioux	Falls,	South	Dakota.	 	I	was	managing	an	Arby’s	restaurant	the	day	that	our	

hostages	got	released	 in	 Iran.	 	One	of	my	best	customers	came	 in	 for	 lunch	and	talked	about	

how	 great	 it	was	 that	 they	 had	 been	 released,	 they	were	 heroes.	 They	weren’t	 heroes,	 they	

were	men	who	chose	not	to	come	home	from	Iran	when	our	president	gave	the	order	to	leave.		

I	immediately	got	violently	angry.		I	wanted	to	crawl	across	the	counter	and	beat	him	to	death.		I	

told	my	assistant	manager	that	I	had	to	get	out	of	there.		I	got	into	my	car	and	drove	to	an	area	

in	Sioux	Falls	that	I	didn’t	know	existed	and	drove	to	a	Vietnam	outreach	clinic	that	I	had	never	

noHced	before.	 	By	1700	there	were	about	50	Vietnam	vets	with	the	same	feelings.	 	 	I	learned	

that	night	 that	PTSD	(the	 feelings,	 fears,	and	frustraHon)	 is	part	of	my	 life.	 	 I	can	 learn	to	 live	

with	 it,	 or	 I	 can	 let	 it	 destroy	my	 life.	 	 I	 started	Whirlwind	Counseling	Center	 for	Veterans	 to	

assist	 others	 through	 some	of	 the	 same	 issues	 that	 I	 have	 struggled	with.	 	 Eight	 years	 ago,	 I	

turned	my	life	over	to	the	Lord.		That	has	not	made	the	feelings,	fears,	and	frustraHons	go	away,	

but	I	know	that	the	Lord	is	looking	over	me	and	life	will	be	OK.			

I	hope	that	this	essay	will	help	me	and	others	beRer	understand	who	I	am,	and	beRer	

understand	my	war.		If	you	would	like	to	visit	with	me	about	my	story	or	about	yours,	feel	free	to	

contact	me	at	ed.poley@gmail.com.			
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