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Chapter 1




  
In The Beginning




  18 April 69




  "Where the fuck are we?"




  "We're in some holding area. We'll be sleeping here tonight then they'll truck us out tomorrow to duty posts."




  "Fuken bastards."




  "What's a matter, Dave?"




  "I joined up on the buddy system. We get to boot camp, the fuken DI split's me and my buddy up. I asked him what about the buddy system. He tells me to shut the fuck up and says we made it this far together. I couldn't believe it, but I wasn't about to argue with this hillbilly fuck. I then make some close buddies in boot camp. I get split up from them because most of them are grunts and I'm going to cook school after ITR (infantry training).




  I ask why can’t I go with the other guys who are grunts. I'm told to shut the fuck up and go where I'm told. The thought crosses my mind, why do I have to go to ITR if I'm going to be a cook anyway. I don't say anything. The same fuken story follows me thru ITR, cook school and now staging (the 14-day duty before one was shipped off to Nam). I meet you pricks from the east coast and now it happens again."




  "If we're pricks why do you give a shit?"




  "Well, I've come accustomed to seeing your ugly fuken faces."




  "Fuck you Chicago pimp."




  "What the hell was that?"




  "Welcome to Nam rookie fucks! That was outgoing. When it's incoming, you’ll really hear some shit."




  2330 hours




  "What the fuck was that?"




  "You heard what that guy said, it's outgoing."




  "Outgoing shit! What the hell do you think incoming sounds like?"




  "Probably like your girlfriend douching."




  "Fuck you! I'll give you my girlfriend."




  "No thanks, I already had her and I wasn't impressed."




  "Fuck you!"




  19 April 69




  0530




  “Let’s go rookie fucks, time to go see Charlie and his Ho Chi Min buddies. Everyone out front for your transportation to your new and beautiful homes.”




  “New homes my ass. VC bastards probably know more about where we are going than we do.”




  “God damn, I haven’t been here 24 hours and I hate this place already. Look at this place! Look around, it looks like a great big field house full of racks (beds).”




  “That’s exactly what it is, Dave. There’s probably another group coming in tonight, like we did last night. Shit, I wonder how often they change the sheets.”




  “BA-IT, BA-IT they better change them today.”




  “You fuken hog from Boston—cutting cheese like a dog.”




  “You call him a hog, then you call him a dog – how can that be? Is that some kind of a Chicago thing?”




  “With a smell like that it’s easy! That smelly son of a bitch.”




  “C’mon, let’s go to chow before roll call.”




  0630




  Bruce Mikalac from Maine was struggling with the so-called breakfast.




  “Dave, if you cook like this, you should be shot for aiding and abetting.”




  “Yeah, wow this stuff is terrible,” DeVown from Boston added.




  “Stick to toast and milk boys until you get adjusted. Besides, I think you boys are going to be eating a lot of c-rats.”




  “What time is roll call?”




  “7 o’clock.”




  “Anyone want to bet we don’t get dispersed before 8:30?”




  “Knowing the jolly green circus, it’ll be closer to 9.”




  0700




  “What the fuck did I tell you? What the fuck did I tell you? Cluster fuck, cluster fuck.”




  “Gees, take it easy Dave.”




  “I tell you, Bruce, Dave’s got a point.”




  “Yeah that little fucker always has a point.”




  “You know what, you guys, let’s stand over by the perimeter. I don’t want to be in the middle in case something happens.”




  “There’s another thing that little fucker does. He’s always thinking.”




  0800




  “What the fuck did I tell you? The first six-by (transportation truck) is pulling in right now.”




  “It doesn’t say Boston-bound does it?’




  “That was good one Tom. I wish the hell it did.”




  “How many does that hold?”




  “Well, if I remember right, in staging they held 7-8 a side, so that obviously makes 14-16.”




  “Now who wants to bet they’ll put 20-25 in each one?”




  “Yeah, talk about moving targets. Fuken green machine.”




  Three more six-by’s came in and the troops were separated. The First Marine Division and the Third Marine Division were getting most of the Marines.




  Dave watched as his newfound buddies from the east coast were loading up. He did everything he could not to cry. What would that look like for a Marine to cry, even if he was just a cook, a job he had no choice over. These guys made fun of him because of it and because that’s what Marines do. Deep down they knew Dave was a stand-up guy and had no choice in the matter of his MOS (military occupation). He had proven himself in staging when a pimpie corporal put him in charge of the squad during war games. Dave protested that he wasn’t a grunt and one of the others should lead. The corporal wouldn’t hear of it. He was fucking Dave around and the east coast boys knew it. Dave was called into the operations tent where they explained the coordinates for calling in air strikes, given a radio and instructions. The second squad was to take a small heavily hidden and guarded hill about two miles away. “There may or may not be heavy resistance along the way.” Dave’s eight-man squad included all east coast Paris Island Marines. They did a good job of pretending that they hated west coast Marines. West coast Marines or Hollywood Marines did their boot camp in San Diego and east coast Marines did their boot camp in Paris Island. Someone started the rivalry and it could be intense, at times.




  Dave put Bruce on the point. He and Bruce hit it off pretty good, and Dave knew the others would follow Bruce to hell and back. These guys were wild and did not take the war games seriously. This would be a problem. Dave knew these poor bastards were going to be in the shit pretty soon and they really needed to take this more seriously. They had an uneventful trek until they got within two hundred meters. The shit started. Of course these were war games and the bombs were loud but not real. These guys were laughing and screwing around. Dave gave the order to move for cover. They gave him a funny look as if to say, “What the hell are you talking about?” Bruce, who was about 10 meters ahead, came back to talk to and report to Dave. The others then took cover. Bruce reported that he saw activity and it looked heavily fortified. A frontal attack would be impossible without heavy casualties.




  “Fuck em,” came from more than one voice, “Let’s charge em!”




  “Listen up you guys. I gotta a better way,” Dave said, half pleading, half ordering.




  He was hoping Bruce would speak up and he did right on key. “What do have in mind, Dave?”




  “Look. Come here you guys this is important, and you can bet you are going to have to do this someday.” They reluctantly gathered and listened as Dave explained the coordinates for an air strike. It was actually kind of simple. It reminded Dave of when he was playing grammar school football and the coach explained the passing zones. The 1-2-3 zones where three to five yards from the line of scrimmage positioned just outside the ends and covering an area about four yards across. Zones 4-5-6 were about five to ten yards and the 7-8-9 zones were about ten to fifteen yards.




  The air strike call was by a map with an overlay. Dave knew their location from the briefing, so to estimate the enemy’s position was not that hard to figure. It did take a little bit of a brain so in real war you did not call the bombs in on yourselves. They had already heard of such things.




  Dave took the radio from Pete, also from the Boston area. He called in the numbers.




  “Now what the fuck do we do?”




  “We wait. If I fucked this up, they will call one in on us and we’ll have to run like hell for cover.” The call came in less than ten minutes but it seemed like an hour to Dave.




  “Sector 367 a direct hit with probable heavy casualties, proceed with caution.”




  “You did it, you little fucker. You did you little sonuvabitch. Do you believe that little bastard did it?” The compliments were flying. Yes, when you are a Jarhead and swore at, it means one of three things; you’re being fucked with, you are being complimented, or you are being challenged. “Hold on you guys we are to proceed with caution. We don’t know how many are still alive.”




  “Fuck em,”




  “Full speed ahead!” Well, Dave thought, I got them this far let them have some fun.




  The trucks were now just about fully loaded and guys were waving and joking around. Dave was put into a six-by all by himself to head over to MWHG, Marine Wing Headquarters Group. This would be his home for the next 12 months and twenty days, a tour of duty for a Marine.




  “Shit, they could have sent a Jeep for you new guy.”




  “Yeah, no shit. They got those grunts stuffed in like sardines and I’m riding alone.”




  “The green machine in action.”




  
Chapter 2




  
MWHG




  The ride to the "wing" only took about 10-15 minutes. Dave felt like shit. The good-byes to his east coast buddies were full of insults and insincerities. They all new if it wasn't done this way the scene would have been very sad and very emotional. And everyone knows that Marines are not supposed to be emotional and show their feelings. Those poor guys. They are really going to see some shit. God please protect them and keep them alive.




  Dave and Bruce promised one another they would stay in touch, but each knew it might not happen.




  “Hey buddy, what’s that smell?” Dave couldn’t believe the stench coming from across the road as they drove to his new home.




  “Those are the guys going home. Even the body bags can’t contain the smell.”




  Oh my God! Oh my God!




  "Here you are, new guy. Go in that door there and check in with the office pinkies." (Office pinkies were those Marines whose MOS was administration).




  "Thanks for the lift. Maybe I'll see you around."




  "Yeah, maybe."




  0930


  Admin office, MWHG




  "PFC, meet Top Stone." (Top was usually designated to a First sergeant E-8 on the military pay scale. A PFC was an E-2.)




  "Hello Top."




  "What's the MOS?"




  "3371."




  "A cook, shit, Gunny Hackner will be glad to see you."




  "Top, are you saying we should send him down to E mess (enlisted mess hall) and not to O mess (officers mess)?"




  Oh shit, I don't want to go to O mess with all those fuken officers.




  "Well, what's the man power report?"




  "About equal."




  "Send him to E mess."




  "Yes sir, Top."




  "Don't call me sir I work for a living."




  "Yes, Top." The office pinkie winked at Dave.




  As Top walked out the door, the office pinkie rolled his eyes. Dave didn’t much care for office guys but he came to realize that their MOS was picked just like his, out of a hat or a dart board or some other bizarre means. No one really knew how they were chosen. Time would really change Dave’s mind about these office guys, but he did not know now how these guys would have a direct effect on his future.




  “I think you’ll like E mess better. They got some real crazy fucks down there. Where you from?”




  “Chicago.”




  “No shit, I think Kessman is from Chicago. Isn’t he Joe?”




  “I don’t know and I don’t give a fuck.” Joe was busy typing something for the major.




  “Fuck you.”




  “Fuck you, too.”




  “You see how we all get along here in lovely Nam, don’t you Dave?”




  “Yeah, I’m getting that warm fuzzy feeling of home all over again.”




  “I’m not sure how big a rush they are going to be down there. Maybe they will give you two days to get all your gear. If they do, milk the shit out of it. Relax as much as you can. Here’s all the shit that you need from us. Go out this door, take a right then another right, walk across the grinder and you’ll see the mess hall at the end. Gunny Hack’s office is in the back. Hey, good luck and if you need anything let me know.”




  “Thanks.” Man that was nice as shit of that guy. I’ll have to buy him a beer at the club. Gee, I wonder if they have a club here.




  1000




  “Where the fuck are you going Marine? Don’t you salute an officer?”




  Dave had seen the officer approaching from the moment he stepped onto what they called the grinder. Dave put his sea bag over his right shoulder so he could pretend that he didn’t see the first lieutenant.




  “Sir, I didn’t see you.”




  “Put that fuken sea bag down and salute, you rookie.”




  “Yes, Sir.”




  Dave was easily identified as a rookie because he was wearing stateside utilities and carrying an overstuffed sea bag full of other uniforms. Dave snapped off a crisp salute. He always could salute after he witnessed a DI almost bite off the thumb of a fellow recruit for not having his thumb tight along his forefinger. The sight of that DI doing that always made Dave laugh. The poor recruit’s thumb still had not healed a month after the incident. Dave never saw him again after boot camp graduation.




  “That’s more like it. But remember not to release until I release first.”




  “Yes sir.” Chicken shit, I didn’t release first. I know the fuken rule.




  “Carry on.”




  “Aye aye, Sir.” Mother fucker, mother fucker it must be a hundred degrees at ten in the morning and this chicken shit is playing games. If the rest of this place is like this, I’m in deep shit.




  Dave picked up his sea bag, looked to see if the officer was looking and then took his hand and made like he was holding his dick and shook it as if he were rolling dice. This was an old Chicago thing that one did when encountering a jag-off (or jack-off as they said in Chicago). It was a ten-minute walk across the grinder to E mess. With the weight of the sea bag and the run-in with the officer, Dave was drenched in sweat. Dave knocked on Gunny Hackner’s door and was told to come in. Gunny Hack (as he was called) was tall, thin, gray and very worn looking. He looked to be about sixty but you could bet he wasn’t even fifty; because, if he was, he would have thirty plus years and be retired from the Corps.




  “Hello PFC, I’m Gunnery Sergeant Hackner and that drink of water over there is Lance Corporal Copperfield. Where you from?”




  “Chicago, Gunny.”




  “Hell, Gunny, can’t we get some boys from Kentucky? I’m tired of all these northern boys.”




  “Relax Coppie, Kes will probably be glad to see him. I think he lives right near Chicago.”




  Copperfield had a southern drawl like he just got off the plantation. A lot of it was exaggerated for show, and he always seemed to have a shit eatin grin on his face.




  “PFC, we’ll put you on Wortman’s watch. He’s a short timer and he won’t be with us much longer so keep that in mind. Weinstein will probably be the next chief cook. Coppie take him over, put him in with Smitty and Jennison.”




  “Okay, Gunny. C’mon Chi-cau-go follow me.”




  What kind of way did he say Chicago? Is this guy for real?




  Dave and Coppie walked across a small road to the E mess hootch. It was a regular brick building built by the French sometime in the 1950s.




  “Hey all you shit birds, we got a new cook.”




  Several heads popped out from what were called cubicles. They were basically storage cabinets and other furniture dividing up the areas for some resemblance of privacy. The doorways had a stringy type vinyl that you might see in a Bogart movie. Of course the often-asked question of ‘where are you from’ was asked practically by everyone. Most of the guys were dressed in their white cook’s outfit; which consisted of white pants, white t-shirt, and white hat. They were getting ready to go on duty for the dinner meal. One shift rose at 0430 and cooked breakfast and lunch. The other shift started at 1130 and helped with the back up at lunch and then cooked the dinner meal. The second shift was usually done at 1800-1815. The next day the shifts were reversed.




  Dave would be bunking with Smitty, a splib from South Carolina, and Jennison, a hillbillie from Tennessee. Dave had never heard the term splib until he went to boot camp. In boot camp you really did not have an identity. You were a shit bird, a pussy, a motherfucker, a broad anything but a human. Terms like hillbillie, splib, northern trash, white trash, Irish dogs, Italian scum, Indian shit were used frequently in everyday activities, especially if one screwed up. Smitty worked in the spud room. The spud room was where salads and different dishes were made for the cold food bar. Smitty was a nice guy but very quiet. He was also a short timer and just yearned to be back with his wife and young child. In the short time Smitty had left, he and Dave became pretty good friends. Jennison and Dave would be on the same watch and got along pretty good, but Jennison kept his distance from not only Dave but everyone. Dave blew it off as being a Marine thing – don’t get close to anyone because you or they will soon be gone.




  The next day, Copperfield took Dave to all the places he had to check into. Dave picked up his M-14, jungle fatigues and jungle boots. Everything had to be signed for right down to the GI skivvies. One formality that Dave didn’t much care for was going to see the NCO (non-commissioned officer) in charge of Marines who wanted to re-enlist in the Corps.




  “I don’t want to go over there.”




  “Listen, rookie, you have to. Each one of those lines on that chit has to be signed by the person in charge.”




  “I’m not re-upping.”




  “I know. No one is but you still have to see this guy.”




  “Who do we have here, Coppie?”




  The NCO in charge was a nice Hawaiian guy. He lifted weights every day and it showed – he was huge.




  “We got a guy from Chi-cau-go.”




  “No shit a gangster uh? Well give me your chit, I’ll save the bullshit for someone who’s interested. And I can tell you’re not interested.”




  “No offense, sarge, but that’s right.”




  “Well, if you should change your mind you know where I am.”




  The rest of the day things went smoothly and quickly. Dave would not be able to milk two days out of this like the office pinkie thought. The trip to see the Chaplain was uneventful. The Chaplain mentioned that more Marines should be in church, but he understood that some had duty on Sundays.




  “Young man, don’t wait until your time of despair to come to the church. Everybody comes to God in time of need. Remember all prayers are heard but not all prayers are answered.”




  The last thing on the chit was to see the corpsman. They were all Navy guys, and the Marines were taught to hate all members of the “canoe club.”




  “You ready for your VD talk from the Navy boys?”




  “Fuck them.”




  “Hey, Chicago (the pronunciation was more like the way it should be said), take it easy. You’ll never know when they can do something for you.”




  “Fuck em.”




  The VD talk was the standard military hub. They will treat it twice. The third time you picked up the clap, you were out with a dishonorable discharge (or DD as it was called) and maybe even brig time in Leavenworth. This was all pretty standard stuff with the Uniform Code of Military Justice. The sodomy part always kind of threw Dave. Not the part about one guy popping another guy in the ass, as a matter fact Dave thought the queer bastards should not only get a DD but should be shot, tortured and hung. The part that threw him was the blow job. He didn’t know of any Marine that ever turned down one or would turn down one from abroad. Also, what asshole would turn someone in to the CID (criminal investigator department).




  21 April 69




  0430




  “Whew it’s early.”




  “Not so loud,” Jennison said, “Dave, you’ll wake up the others. We really respect one another’s sleep.”




  “Yeah I understand. Sorry.”




  Dave was new so that meant he had the egg line for the morning shift and meat when he was on the later shift. Dave could not get over the fact that there were fresh eggs in Nam and they were cooked to order. The troopies were allowed two, the lifers were allowed as many as they wanted. The chow lines were divided. The troopies, E-4 and below came in one door. The lifers, E-5 and above came in another door on the other side of the mess hall. An E-4 or corporal was considered a NCO (non-commissioned officer) and probably belonged coming in with the lifers, but many of these guys were promoted in Nam and were by no means considered lifers. These guys didn’t really want to associate with the lifers let alone eat with them.




  The “B” watch consisted of Wortman (soon to be leaving), Weinstein (soon to be chief cook), Jennison, J.J. Fair and Dave. JJ was a sissified guy who had a very high I.Q. No one could figure how he got into the Corps or how the hell he got out of boot camp. Jennison cut Dave some slack and let him have the lifer side for the egg detail while he took the troopie side where the traffic was much heavier. Dave thought this was damn nice of Jennison and would pay him back with a drink at the club. After Dave and JJ got the lunch meal in the oven, they had time to sit for a while. Jennison told two egg stories. The first one was about how a fat ass lifer came in and ordered six eggs! The other was when Al Shinnick from Seattle got pissed off and would only make over easy eggs on the troopie side. The gunny got wind of it and raised hell. The gunny threatened to write Al up (writing someone up was the equivalent of pressing charges). Al told the gunny that he could care less. Al was a ballsy guy. There were not any witnesses to Al’s insubordination, so the gunny backed off. The gunny also figured that it would not look very good writing a guy up for not cooking the right eggs. Al remained an E-3 until he rotated back home.




  
Chapter 3




  
Guard Duty




  1 May 69




  Dave wasn't "in country" very long when he was assigned to guard duty. The rumor going around the barracks was Dave might have to work during the day and have duty at night. This proved to be false, and Dave was very thankful because a few of the cooks had him convinced that the gunny could not make him do double duty. Dave was all prepared to go down and see the major about this so-called injustice. Well, that never happened, and that was a good thing because Dave found out that the gunny was well within his rights to give double duty if he wanted to. If Dave had gone over the gunny's head, he would have been in deep trouble. So much for the barracks’ lawyers. Dave learned from that time on to find things out for himself.




  Dave hated guard duty. The hours varied from the inner perimeter to the outer perimeter. The outer perimeter was along the fence line which separated the so-called good Vietnamese civilians from the compound. On the opposite side the fence, separated the Marines from the ARVN (Army of the Republic of Viet Nam). Both of these groups were supposed to be friends and allies of the Americans. Yeah right. On the street side of the compound there were not any walking guards, but there was a big MP house by the main gate. On the west side of the compound there was a small MP shed that had a gate that was raised for incoming and outgoing traffic. The "friendlies" as the civilians were called never gave Dave any trouble but they still had to be watched. During Tet (a Vietnamese holiday) of ’68, a grenade came over the fence and injured a couple of MP's that were in one of the guard towers. There were three guard towers along that particular fence line.




  The ARVN fence line was the worst duty to pull. Their music was on all the time. The twing twang would drive the guard crazy. Often guys would pay up to one hundred dollars for someone to take this duty. Dave never paid anyone to take this duty, but he once said that he would rather walk through shit for four hours than have that post.




  The inner perimeter had the best duty because the time was divided into three-hour shifts. 930 (2130)-1230, 1230-0330, and 0330-0630. The 930-1230 shift was the best because you were off relatively early and then you could sleep or do whatever during the day. The three places to watch on this duty were the motor pool, the helo pad and the general’s hootch. The general’s duty was the worse. You never knew if he was in there or if he would show up. Oddly, no one could recall ever seeing a general there or anywhere else on base. The motor pool was the best duty, and one might find an open truck and grab a little sleep. The sleep wasn’t worth it though because, if caught, the punishment was severe, usually costing one a stripe.




  18 May 69




  Dave was in country one month and wasn’t doing real well mentally. He was still on boring guard duty. Guard duty was lonely and of course made one think of home.




  “Hey Dave?”




  “What, who’s there?”




  “Sam, Sam Winters.” Sam was a splib cook who arrived two weeks after Dave and was immediately put on guard duty.




  “What’s going on, Sam? Where’s your post?”




  “I’m on the fence. You in the motor pool?”




  “Yeah.”




  “Lucky fuck.”




  “I know.”




  “Hey, you two shut the fuck up.”




  “Who’s there?” Sam asked in a loud whisper.




  “Shit, anybody that big has to be the Chief.”




  “Is that you Dave?”




  “Yeah, Chief, what the hell are you doing?” The Chief was a great big Indian from Oklahoma. He and Dave met early on and hit it off right away.




  “I’m on guard duty.”




  “What the fuck is an MP doing on guard duty?”




  “Well, I got into a little trouble and they’re punishing me.”




  “Hey, Chief, meet Sam, he’s another cook.”




  “Hey, Sam, nice to meet you. Where you from?”




  “South Carolina, you?”




  “Oklahoma. How is it that we’re talking to this little shit from Chicago?”




  “Just bad luck I guess.”




  “Fuck both you guys. Two big tall sonsuvbitches!”




  POP POP POP




  “What the fuck was that?”




  “Get down!”




  “Scatter.”




  “Aw fuck, I cut up my leg.” Dave was bleeding pretty good.




  “Sshh!”




  “Dave, get over here with me and Sam behind this building. Crawl, here we’ll cover you.”




  “Okay, but what the hell was that, incoming?”




  “I don’t know.”




  Dave made it to cover without incident. At this point they could all see the far guard tower.




  “Guard tower one, guard tower one come in, what was that over?”




  “This is guard tower one. I have no idea.”




  “He’s a lying fuck. How could he not know?”




  “Sshh, Sam. Guard tower one this is Chief did you hear small arms fire?”




  “No, negative. Over.”




  “He is a lying fuck,” Dave added.




  “I’ll bet that cocksucker threw some firecrackers out there.”




  “Sam, you might be right,” the Chief said.




  “Asshole, motherfucker we ought to report his ass,” Dave was hot.




  “Fuck em.”




  “Hey, Dave, you okay?”




  “I’m okay. I have a pretty nasty cut on my knee is all. How about you guys?”




  “I cut my hand when I dove.”




  “So did I,” added Sam. Dave started laughing.




  “What’s so fuken funny,” the Chief grunted.




  “We’re all bleeding. What color do you guys have?” Now the Chief and Sam were laughing.




  “You’re a funny little fucker, do you know that Dave?”




  “Hey, I’ve heard people say that everybody bleeds differently. We’re here to prove them wrong.”




  “I don’t believe differently meant the color but the intensity.”




  “Oh, thank you, Dr. Winters.”




  “Fuck you Dave!”




  “Fuck with me.”




  “I’ll fuck all over you.”




  “Bring a lunch because it will take you all day.”




  This type of banter was a significant part of the Viet Nam language among GI’s. It helped to ease the tension of the everyday grind.




  The Chief, Sam, and Dave never did find out if they were fired at or if the tower guard was throwing out firecrackers to scare the shit out of them. Whatever the case, they were plenty scared and that particular spot was never looked at the same way. They all used do caution whenever they approached that area for the rest of their time on guard duty.




  
Chapter 4




  
Fan Time




  24 May 69




  "Hey rookie, when are you getting off guard duty?"




  Bob Pritly spotted Dave walking to the mess hall. Pritly was a big Georgian who had a southern drawl that at times was hard to understand. He was a funny guy to read. Sometimes he could be a good guy and then, at other times, he could be the biggest prick in the world. His MOS was a cook but because he was about 6'6" they put him in charge of the mess men. The mess men were the poor guys who pulled the mess hall duty. Talk about a shit duty. Of course, this was relegated to the people who were new in country.




  "I'll be off in about week or maybe sooner if a new cook arrives."




  "How was it?"




  "A pain in the ass, but Butch helped me out a lot with the people he knew."




  Butch Groton was the night cook and had been in country over two years. He did his initial 12 and 20, extended for 6 months, took a thirty-day special leave, extended again and then again. He was now a short timer on his third six-month extension. Nam was wearing on Butch. You could see it in his eyes. He was there for Tet of ’68. He was actually wounded but refused to put in for a purple heart because of his MOS. Cooks were definitely a funny lot. Butch said he couldn’t put in for the heart because the poor grunts were in the shit day in and day out and it wouldn’t be right. Needless to say, Dave liked Butch a lot. Butch knew a lot of people and being a cook did have some benefits.




  There was a lot of trading going on. Food counted for quite a bit of great trading bait. With Butch’s connections, Dave spent a good portion of the month in the motor pool first shift.




  “Hey rookie...”




  “Do you have to call me that? I’ve been here a month.”




  “Hey rookie (Dave’s plea was to no avail), Smitty, Workman, and Vinson (the other chief cook) all got their orders.”




  “Good for those guys, especially Smitty he really misses his family.”




  “Maybe you should be thinking about something else.”




  “Oh yeah, what’s that?” Before Pritly could answer, Dave screamed, “Fans!”




  “That’s it, rookie, scream it out so everyone knows. Workman already has sold his. Smitty was saving his for someone and I hear Vinson has a prospect at the motor pool.”




  “Fuck, is that right?”




  Fans were a luxury beyond belief. Some were being sold for as high as a hundred bucks. The PX (commissary where one could buy what-nots) couldn’t keep them on the shelves.




  “Sarge, Sarge, is your fan still available?”




  “Shit, Dave, I forgot about you.”




  Yeah right. “Did you sell it already?”




  “No, but I got a guy coming over. The hell with him; you can have it for twenty bucks because cooks are tight.”




  That fuken fan is worth about five bucks. Cooks are tight, uh?”




  “Sold, thanks Sarge, and good luck back in the world of round eyes.”




  “Thanks Dave. Look me up if you ever get to Columbus.”




  “I will. I will.”




  Dave walked over to his cube, plugged the fan in and just sat there feeling the nice breeze.




  “Hey Chicago, nice fan,” Pritly stuck his head into Dave’s cube.




  “Yeah it feels great!”




  “How much?”




  “Twenty bucks.”




  “You were fucked.”




  “I know but I had to have it.”




  After discharge from the military, if one were to visit a VA facility one of the first things asked, because it took priority, was if the applicant had a purple heart.




  
Chapter 5




  
A-Watch




  A week after Dave bought the fan, he was taken off guard duty. Another rookie took his place. Dave was switched over to A-Watch where Kessman had taken over as chief cook. Kes, as he was called, was from Riverdale, Illinois. It was just a little south of Chicago so he and Dave hit it off right away. Streets, areas, and parishes were always topics of conversation. Rainbow Beach, Cal Beach and Hyde Park were areas they were both very familiar with. Kes was one of the unusual Marines. He was drafted and taken out of the line where the army boys were because the Marines weren't meeting their quota at the time. He was twenty-four at the time and couldn't believe they picked him instead of some younger guy. His protests were to no avail, and soon he was off to boot camp.




  Kes was, by far, the oldest cook in the unit. This earned him the nickname of "old man" so affectionately given by Dave. Kes was a barber back in the "world" and was married but no kids. He would pick up extra money cutting the cook’s hair. He was a good barber and the base barber was not. Word spread and pretty soon he had quite a few customers besides the cooks. As usual, there was always humor to be found in the Corps.




  "There's some real Marine Corps planning for you. Let's take a professional barber and make him a cook. Shit, I bet the base barber was probably a cook in the world."




  "More like a fuken butcher."




  These statements were said on more than one occasion. No one could recall who the first guy was to say it.




  The month of June just started and it seemed, to Dave, that he had been there a year already instead of just over a month. He couldn't imagine how in God's name the grunts did it. The gooks in the mess hall were a pain in the ass – sneaky, lying back stabbers. These Vietnamese were occasionally given fruit at the end of the day, after the last meal, usually around six o'clock or 1800 in military jargon. Dave rarely gave fruit to any of the workers because he hated them that much. One day, he gave a little girl who was about two years old an apple. As he walked away, he glanced back to see the little girl’s mother (mamasan) grab the apple away from the little girl. Dave went nuts and ran toward the mamasan. As he approached her, she pulled down her pants, which look like black pajamas and shoved the apple up her vagina. Dave was in shock from what he just witnessed. He went into a frenzy and had to be restrained from going after the mamasan. He would have been in big trouble if he had touched this mamasan, or worse, if he would have tried to retrieve the apple. Dave was crazy and mad enough to do such a thing. Well, needless to say, he spread the word on this incident, and this mamasan was shut out by the cooks. It really didn’t matter because the other Vietnamese help would sneak her food. Whenever Dave saw this, he would grab the food from whomever and prevent it from getting to this mamasan. His actions were in vain because she always managed to get fruit or other food. He knew this but he felt a sense of personal satisfaction whenever he was able to take food away from her.




  On A-Watch, Dave hung around with two Mexicans, Marty Gonzalez and Steve Moytoya, both from Texas. As with any group or unit, military or civilian, there were cliques. Dave didn’t care much for working his way into a group so he usually took the point of least resistance. Marty and Steve were good guys but Dave knew that even with these guys he was considered an outsider because he was a not only new in country, but he was not a Mexican.




  Off duty, Marty, Steve, and Dave did a lot of drinking. Dave starting lifting weights every other day to curtail some of the drinking; otherwise, he knew he would be heading for the liver farm. As always, when alcohol was involved there was a lot of joking and screwing around. And as it would be, sometimes things would get out of hand. One time, Marty and Steve got into it and Steve threw a knife at Marty. Well, Steve missed Marty but barely missed Smitty. Kes was there and couldn’t believe what he had just seen. Smitty ran out of the barracks and wasn’t seen for hours. Just another reason Smitty was always on the edge. Soon after the knife incident, both Marty and Steve passed out. They woke up the next day not remembering a thing. Another time when the sauce was flowing pretty good Steve and Dave got into it. Punches were thrown, but two drunks aren’t really going to do much damage. Marty broke it up before it got out of hand. Steve was bigger than Dave especially weight-wise so it was probably a good thing that Marty broke it up. Steve and Dave kept swearing at one another all the way back to their perspective cubes. After this incident, Dave did not hang around with these two guys very much. Things had run their course and Dave was smart enough to realize it. Steve’s drinking got worse. Nam will do that to you. There was an area called the burner shack. This was where there were gas burners about four feet by two feet. They were used to put under a great big grill that the cooks called “Iron Mike.” Iron Mike was used for grilling food in big quantities, like hamburgers. It could hold about two hundred burgers and three cooks were needed to control the food. Of course three being needed, two were usually assigned. Steve was in charge of lighting the burners and bringing them into the mess hall. This duty was usually assigned to a cook who had very little time in Nam or to a guy who had become a little bit out of control. Both of these applied to Steve. One day Kes had called for the burners to be in place under Iron Mike. Lunch was going to be a bitch and “Mike” was really going to be needed. Well, the burners were not in place and Steve couldn’t be found. Kes finally got fed up and said he would light the fuken burners himself. When he went into the shack there was Steve passed out, really passed out. His face was pressed against the screen and his mouth was wide open. Flies were flying in and out of his mouth. Kes said it was the grossest thing he had ever seen. Dave was with Kes and he agreed. Kes actually thought Steve was dead until he kicked him and Steve groaned. After that, and until Steve left, he was called fly face and/or shit breath.




  
Chapter 6




  
June and New Meat




  The month of June brought in many cooks; the first being Jim Mason from Arkansas. Everybody got along with Mason, but nobody particularly liked him. He was simpleminded and was forever saying something stupid. He was on Harry Weinstein's watch, and Harry would pick on him unmercifully. Hell, Harry would pick on anyone who would let him. His big thing was to pick on any new guys by calling them “new meat” or “rookie.” One day as the watches were working the lunch crowd, as mentioned this was the only time the two watches crossed one another, Harry was riding Dave pretty good with the rookie stuff. Any time they crossed paths, Harry would yell, "Hey rookie." Dave ignored him pretty good but Harry kept it up.




  "Oh, so you don't like being called rookie? Hey rookie, hey rookie?"




  "What do want jew boy?" Dave finally said.




  "What'd you say rookie?"




  "You heard me jew boy."




  "Oh, you don't like being called rookie?"




  "It really doesn't bother me jew boy."




  Harry never called Dave a rookie again. As a matter of fact, they stayed cold towards one another. Casual talk about sports was the extent of their conversation.




  Jim Walter was another cook who arrived in June. He was from Pennsylvania and was a pretty nice guy. Dave used to call him bald eagle because he was losing his hair at a rapid pace. Jim would chase Dave around the mess hall pretending to be mad. Kes didn't care about the playing around as long the work was getting done. The cooks liked this and respected Kes for his hands off attitude. Dave would remember this philosophy for the rest of his time in Nam.
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