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			Forward

			It’s taken me two years to the present to bring my book to this stage. Is is complete?

			Yes..... and, No. on one level it’s finished, however, the weight of the subject matter and logistics of gathering information and pictures from my fellow Vets was more problematic  than anticipated. This led me in making a decision to present what I have now less it not get done at all.

			In the coming year I  will  continue my quest to search out those who because of time and distance made inclusion in the first book impossible.  I also have 4 plus Chapters that I will include that are critical to make the book more whole as I envision it.

		

	
		
			Chapter 1:

			The Bank 
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			Nineteen years old and the breaks were finally coming my way.

			I would drive my new 400-cube 1965 Buick Wildcat up the circular ramp to the top deck of the Cobo Hall parking lot in downtown Detroit, Michigan. Cobo Hall, which was once the home of the Detroit Red Wings Hockey team and host to the North American International Auto Show and the rock bands Kiss, the Rolling Stones, Pink Floyd, Bob Seger, the Doors, and many more.

			The Wildcat was a decent set of wheels, infinitely better than the numerous buses I had been taking to work the past year. Once parked, I’d walk the few blocks over to West Fort Street and Third to start my night shift at one of the largest banks in Detroit. If I was early, I’d detour to have a Coney Island hot dog from a stand a block away, for which Detroit is famous.

			While working as a teamster for U.S. Royal Tires on the east side of Detroit, I had been attending night school at the IBM Institute of Detroit. U.S. Royal was a lot of heavy labor in a monster-sized warehouse spanning a block. Its five stories contained tires of every description, everything from Tiger Paw auto tires with the white walls to large aircraft tires.

			Prior to completing the course at the IBM Institute, I had been telling everyone there that I would be quitting as soon as my courses were complete. This I did, but without having secured employment first. My Teamster wage of $2.69/hour was big bucks then, and one could raise a family on it. I pounded the streets of Detroit, wondering if I had made the right choice. Thankfully Manufacturers National Bank of Detroit came through. (It has since been bought out by Comerica Bank.) 

			By contrast, the bank building was a different scene. Not your normal bank building, it housed the bank’s data processing center. I was part of a team that worked with an IBM 360 mainframe computer. The 360s were cutting-edge technology at a time when computers were just making their appearance in the commercial world. This was well before PCs, let alone mobile devices.

			The 360 took up tons of space and required special air conditioning. Primary storage was kept on large tape drives and magnetic drums, and secondary storage on IBM cards, the ubiquitous punch cards that were all over at the time.

			Vietnam, the draft, and everyone’s draft status were big concerns in those days. With a double draft deferment, I was able to assure my employers that they need not worry that I’d be taken from them. I was on the ground floor of a career job and life was looking good. Gone were the work clothes that reeked of rubber and on went the suit and tie.

			The IBM 360s were unique beasts. One couldn’t just go to Best Buy and pick one up. IBM only leased them to large companies for what amounted to thousands of dollars a month plus the expensive service contracts that came with them. No one but IBM CEs (customer engineers) were permitted to “crack the hood” and tinker with the interior. Hard to believe, but even basic handheld calculators had not been invented.

			Today I mess around with computers as a hobby, and a micro-controller sitting on my desk which now costs less than $30 could run circles around those 360s. Desktop PCs weren’t even on the scene and wouldn’t be for another 20 years or so. 

			Nowadays, stunning advances make their appearance almost weekly. Robotics, drones, graphics, space exploration—it boggles the mind! 

			Instead of the vast array of programming languages we have to choose from now, then it was mostly just COBOL and Fortran, and maybe assembly language or machine language if you were a customer engineer. Should you go into a bookstore or library in those days, you would be hard-pressed to find a half dozen books on computers. Ask for something about software and you’d get blank stares.

			Instead, most of what I learned was in-house training given by the IBM customer engineers on COBOL (a programming language geared to the business community). All very primitive, definitely not user friendly, slow going, and very high on the geek scale. With about four of us in our department working the night shift, we would process the previous day’s transactions for loans and discounts. They were to provide the vice president with daily updated reports the coming morning.

			We ran literally thousands of IBM cards through sorters, collators, and accounting machines, praying all the while for card jams not to occur. The machines operated at about 600 cards per minute. It was a rare night when a jam on some level didn’t happen. Notice of a jam would be announced by the racket of the cards piling into one another in a jumbled mess. Torn, ripped, and mutilated cards would have to be carefully picked out and taken to the Keypunch machine to be reconstructed. Then, with fingers crossed, we’d reinsert them into the stacked piles and resume the operations. Once this whole series of choreographed steps was completed, we marched the cards to a specific individual who used them as input for the 360. There was only one—yes, only one—keyboard for the massive 360. Once processed, the results were printed on large reams of paper tabulating the transactions.

			It was critical that the results balance to the penny. If not, it was back to the drawing board to work out the error. 

			On a good night we could finish in about five hours and then slack off for the remaining three hours of our shift in the employee lounge. A bad night had us stay until the accounts balanced, because we couldn’t pawn off our problems on the day shift. We had the occasional long shift.

			And now, I went from a cushy job at a bank to being in the infantry with the 101st Airborne Division in Vietnam, during a time when casualties were heavy and in the news daily. How did that happen?

			The pay at the bank was good, chances for promotion were excellent, and I could’ve retired relatively early. What’s not to like?

			Yes, the work was good—but repetitive and a little boring for my liking. How could I speed up the process? 

			As it stood, I had been accepted to Wayne State University in Detroit for Electrical Engineering, and the cost of tuition was a factor. Not to mention I was more than intimidated by all the math required when the calculators at that time were slide rules. (Slide rules were modified rulers, a portion of which could be slid to make reasonable mathematical calculations and provide fairly good estimates.)

			When I heard Uncle Sam was offering four years of paid college on the GI Bill in exchange for three years of service, well, you better believe I was interested.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2:

			 Geographical Overview 
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			Unlike most of the Army and Marine divisions restricted to certain regions of Vietnam—for example l the Marines in the North—our outfit, Company C 2/502, First Brigade, of the 101st Airborne Division, ranged all over South Vietnam. This was to change after I left and my outfit spent much of their time in the A-shau Valley 

			As a result, I participated in Search and Destroy Operations covering Saigon to the south, to as far north as Hue and Phu Bai, west along the Cambodian border, and east to the South China Sea. We would be choppered to our area of operation, and from then on everything took place at a blistering slog of about 2.5 mph, if that.

			Operating in different parts of Vietnam appealed to the explorer in me. That variety and anticipation of the new took a bit of the edge off the fear of what we might encounter. Travel maps found in travel agencies were replaced by military maps covered with contour lines depicting wild and crazy elevations that could run to thousands of feet. Horizontal and vertical grid lines marked off divisions in square kilometers, or “clicks,” as in saying we humped a couple of clicks.

			Lessen the weight and remove the aspect of having to be shot at, throw in a few creature comforts, and I would often say “humping” over what in large part is a wild and beautiful country would’ve been a good gig!

			The general term we all used for making our way through the field, jungle, and rice paddies was “humping the boonies.” For us, the majority of this was in the Central Highlands, a mountain chain that ran up the spine of South Vietnam. Of varying height and steepness, these mountains and their thick vegetation and cover were brutal to penetrate. Forget roads; a narrow path was a luxury. There was little if any habitation for the most part, save for the indigenous Montagnard tribesmen.

			Level ground was rare, and making it up those steep inclines with 60-pound rucksacks was yet another form of ongoing hell. Descending downhill wasn’t much relief either. The struggle of ascent was now replaced with what amounted to continual reps of leg squats.

			The general foliage was what we referred to as “triple-layered canopy” jungle. 

			Colors came in green, green, and more green. Colorful flowers were nowhere to be seen, as a rule. Very tall trees, followed by midsize trees, and then the heavy bushes/brush thorns, vines, and elephant grass made up that triple-layered mix. Slipping backwards while climbing, and the reactive motion to latch onto a clump of elephant grass for stability, would often leave you with “paper cuts” as it slid from your sweaty palm.

			Very little light penetrated that triple-layer canopy. Throw in low cloud cover and monsoon rains, and it all made for a depressing mix.

			We always traveled in single file, the Point Man, or lead, often with his ‘16 in one hand and a machete in the other, breaking a trail, as the Slack Man covered his flanks. The rest of us followed, trampling out a trail.

			Sometimes the height of the mountains was so great that the vegetation and foliage would change before our eyes in the ascent. This was because of the height and cooler temperatures.

			A region called Bao Loc fit the bill in this case, and another was by Da Nang. One day that found us ascending forever put us among very tall coniferous pine trees. Not the type of vegetation one connects with Vietnam, but more like you would expect in the Western United States. At this level the weather was noticeably cooler, made more so by the wind. One of our Troopers developed a high fever and we dug a small depression in the ground as protection from the wind until the “dustoff” chopper arrived to take him to the rear. No, it wasn’t all heat and tropical temperatures at these heights. 

			Bao Loc also had some of the steepest, most jagged areas we came across. Crazy vegetation and bizarre terrain were everywhere. I recall going up a steep slope made up of tall trees with the ground carpeted in rocks of all sizes. Strange, and super dangerous. At different stages someone would dislodge a rock and they’d come rolling, bouncing down at you at a speed that could take your head off. How we made it up to the top without anyone injured was a minor miracle. 

			An area made up of a spongy “floating” carpet of grass covering an area of quicksand was another weird topographical feature. Your foot would sink in and, if you were not quick enough, help would be needed to pull you out.

			At times in valleys we would avoid dense underbrush by following small streams, hunched over as we made our way through an overarching tunnel of interweaving vines and branches. The upside of making good time was offset by the downside of the larger water leeches that liked those same streams. 

			Also in some valleys were rice paddies. Most people are familiar with them. Flooded fields covered with rice plants, divided into plots of random size, and surrounded by berms and dikes to contain and regulate the water levels. One had to be careful not to step on the “cow pies” left by the water buffalo that share those fields. 

			Exposed and clear of trees, these rice paddies made for ideal ambush zones if you were unlucky to be caught in the open. We avoided crossing them at all costs and usually took the long way around. We didn’t venture there too often; that’s one positive of operating in the Highlands: not flat enough for rice paddies

			Now in another part of the country, just outside Da Nang, I recall a particular mountain. It kept going up, never ending—it could have been Mount Everest, or so it seemed. Constant rain and mist added to our misery. Often what appeared to be the top of the mountain was a “false summit.” We’d crest a ridge, have it flatten out somewhat, and then up again we went.

			Such was our height that sounds of choppers flying off in the distance started to come from below us, not above as expected. Our radio operators began picking up signals and communications way beyond their normal range. 

			It was our third day of climbing. By now our platoon had reached the summit. We were in a large expanse of huge trees and undergrowth. The air was in perfect stillness without a wisp of wind—but not just for that moment, it gave off the vibe of never having experienced a gust of wind. Everything that grew was blanketed in dense moss and lichen, some hanging down in long, eerie fingers. The complete and utter silence was broken only by the steady dripping of heavy moisture off trees and long tentacles of moss. Spooky to the max. No North Vietnamese Army (NVA) here, just a setting for Jurassic park, and T-Rex would fit right in. It was definitely right out of another world. There were just two of us that kept going to this point, leaving our squad to rest as we extended our patrol a bit further to see what lay ahead.

			It creeped us out, and we decided to rejoin our squad and then our platoon.

			Other operations found us among rubber plantations cultivated during French Colonial times. These we saw near the Cambodian border. In flatter terrain and nicely spaced apart, with better visibility than we were used to, it felt more like the forests back in the States in which we played war games. I was hoping to indulge in more of this “level,” less stressful type of “humping,” when the Tet Offensive cut short our stay in that region and we were brought to Saigon.

			The Coastline

			Running along the South China Sea, the Vietnamese coastline has many white sandy beaches.

			I’d often pick out particular areas that would make beautiful resort areas. Especially near Da Nang and looking down from the mountains to the sea. 

			Should I ever find myself back in that country, it would be to travel along that coast. The Central Highlands still give me chills at times while reflecting on them. Too many bad vibes there.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3: 

			Jump School
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			With my leave from Advanced Infantry School at Fort Dix, New Jersey over, I reported to Fort Benning, Georgia to begin three weeks of Jump School. When completed, this would give me the designation of Paratrooper.

			Jump school is focused on intense physical training during the first two weeks, with the final weeks being mostly jumping. 

			I was looking forward to this. In high school I had been a fair distance runner and could knock off miles all day long. Bring it on! 

			My first exposure to the whole Airborne (Paratrooper) thing was in basic training at Fort Campbell, Kentucky. It was home to the 101st Airborne Division, an elite division with a celebrated history—in particular in the Battle of the Bulge during World War II. Many books and movies have been made of their exploits of those times. 

			We would watch from a distance, viewing the jumps as the planes deployed strings of parachutes billowing as they exited the C-130 aircraft. 

			A neat feature of Jump School was the fact that it was attended by military from other branches of the service, not just the Army. Recon Marines, Navy Seals, even soldiers from other countries were included. Being all tossed in together allowed us to compares notes as to how these other branches of the service operated. 

			First Week

			The first week was mostly intense physical training and constantly having to knock out push-ups (20-50) at a time for the slightest infractions. 

			Drill Instructors (DIs) had to be addressed as Sarge. Lots, of “Yes, Sarge!” and “No, Sarge!” to their requests. 

			In the Marines, they addressed their Sergeants as “Sir.” In the Army, “Sir” was used for Officers. 

			One Recon Marine in our group was always responding to the DI with “Recon Sir” and not the required “Airborne.” This aggravated the DIs and he paid with many push-ups. Gravity always won out. 

			While on the subject of DIs, midway through my tour in Vietnam our first Platoon Sergeant completed his tour, returning Stateside. To my surprise, who should appear as his replacement—none other than Sergeant H., one of my Jump School DIs. Though he outranked me, by then I was the veteran with more combat experience. 

			I recall a firefight we were in that had been going on for way too long, ammo running low, the outcome still undecided. Gunships were on their way—hurry up! 

			The firefight had started at first light and it was now around noon. Sergeant H. made the comment to me that he was losing patience with these NVA because they were cutting into his lunchtime. It was the perfect time for a bit of humor, as the intense stress of the battle was eased by those few words. He turned out to be a decent Platoon Sergeant, and could get the job done, the key requirement in that business. 

			Back to Jump School. That initial week was like a combination of “tough mudder obstacle race, crossfit gyms, and triathlons”—it was inevitable that some wouldn’t make the cut. Those who didn’t make the cut (it could be for any number of reasons) were made to do menial jobs around the Jump School while awaiting reassignment orders. Adding insult to injury and to make their status more visible, they were made to wear a yellow helmet while with us. 

			Yep, the yellow helmet of shame, signifying cowardice. I’m not sure if things have changed these days, but being politically correct wasn’t high on Uncle Sam’s agenda at the time. 

			Second Week

			This week covered the fundamentals of jumping out of airplanes: aircraft exits and how to land. 

			Attempting to land standing up was prohibited. We were not skydivers jumping with performance canopies, for whom landing in a standing manner is the norm. 

			No, keep those knees bent and let the body absorb the impact by rolling to the side and onto your back. Known as a parachute landing fall (PLF). Two separate parachutes were carried. The main chute (T-10) on the back and the smaller reserve in the front around belt level should it be (gulp!) needed. 

			After some practice of exits at a ground level platform we advanced to the 34-foot tower to perfect our exits there. Picture a water tower with a door and a long zip line and you’ve got the idea. 

			Correct exits were needed to insure proper deployment of our parachutes. We would don a harness, and with the zip line secured to our back to simulate a parachute, off we would go. Lots of fun—it’s not too often I would that word in the Army. 

			The 300-foot tower was the next training aid. It looked like a tower taken from an amusement park. It would hoist you in an already opened parachute to the top. Once released, we would descend to the nice sandy drop zone below. This provides a real life experience with the feel of an actual landing. What it leaves out, however, is the factor that wind can play, spacing between jumpers, and other considerations. 

			With week two out of the way, it’s time to do the real thing: Let’s go to week three. 

			Third Week 

			The third and final week of Jump School. Five jumps away from graduating. 

			The first aircraft I jumped from was the C-119, known as the Flying Boxcar. Short and boxy-looking with a double tail, it made for an ideal jump plane. The C-119 was past its prime even then; few remain today. 

			The fact that it had plenty of clearance by the doors, making a clean exit easier, was a big plus. Nobody wants to have their ‘chute snag on the tail. The C-119 carried fewer jumpers, insuring that most would land on the drop zone, not in the trees. Check that concern off the list. 

			An aircraft held two “sticks” of jumpers, sticks being the row of jumpers exiting the door. One on each side of the plane. After a period of time in which we would be manifested, put on our parachutes, and the safety checks completed, we boarded the plane. Seated and facing each other, we climbed to altitude. 

			Located by the exit doors were the Jumpmasters. With many jumps and experience they were in command, and would orchestrate the jump once the time came. 

			That time is now. 

			“Get ready!” shouts the Jumpmaster. Made more alert, we face each other, awaiting the next commands. The basic web seating and uninsulated surroundings make for a noisy place and it’s about to get noisier. Colored lights by the door indicate we have reached jump altitude (approximately 1250 feet). The exit doors on each side at the rear are now opened. If it was loud before, it’s deafening now. The thin metal between us and the elements has been removed and the third dimension to the drop zone below is made more real. 

			“Stand up!” shouts the Jumpmaster, almost inaudible with the engines and rushing wind. 

			In unison we rise and face the rear of the aircraft. 

			“Hook up,” comes the next command. 

			We take the snap hook that is attached to one end of our static lines, with the other end draped over our shoulder and coiled on the main chute. We secure the snap hook to a long wire strung the length of each side of the plane. 

			“Check equipment!” 

			The final checks are to make sure everything is where it should be and secure, both for yourself and the jumper in front of you. 

			The Jumpmaster is leaning out, going through his final checks. Leaning out, he scans the aircraft and ground below. Wind speed, aircraft spacing, and approach to the Drop Zone, all have to click. His clothing and the skin on his face is distorted by the exposure to the rushing wind skirting the door. 

			The next to final command is screamed out: “Stand in the Door!” 

			The lead jumper in each “stick” takes position in the door, knees slightly bent, a hand on each side of the door. 

			“Go!” The final command. 

			Into the prop blast leaps the first jumper, and immediately is hurled back by the wind from the engine. Legs are together and elbows tucked to the side with the hands on the reserve chute. 

			Like a big centipede, the rest of the jumpers follow in an anxious shuffle and stream out. No turning back now. 

			The 15-foot static line unfurls and yanks the main chute open. It is four seconds max until the main chute is deployed. 

			One thousand.... 

			Two thousand...

			Three thousand...

			Four thousand... 

			Should you not feel the tug of the deploying canopy, that’s the cue to pull the reserve handle on the reserve chute. Exiting at approximately 1250 feet doesn’t leave much distance between you and the ground.

			Not to worry, the canopy snaps in the air and billows open. It gives a huge sense of relief and elation to have made it through that critical stage. 

			The noise of the engines, buffeting of the wind, vibration from the C-119, shouting of the Jumpmaster: All that is now replaced by a peaceful silence with the aircraft receding in the distance. 

			Voices of various soon-to-be Paratroopers carry far in the still air, making comments, and celebrating their survival. 

			What seemed far away is now taking on a sense of motion with the ground looming larger. Knees bent, eyes focused on the horizon as taught, I brace for impact. In this type of chute, that impact will be made at 17-21 mph—more than fast enough to get hurt. 

			Thud, toss, roll, tumble, and I made it, still in one piece! 

			Gathering up my canopy, I make my way to the staging area. Large kits bags are provided to stuff our chutes into. These in turn will be taken back to base and repacked by soldiers whose main job is to do just that. These Troopers are known as Riggers. Not just our chutes, but those for vehicles and a wide variety of other drops are handled by them. 

			Hey, that was fun! Finally, an activity in the Army I enjoy! 

			The Army has a world-class skydiving team known as the Golden Knights. Their sole job is to train for demonstrations and events around the world. Sounds like a good gig. I wonder if they take Troopers who wear glasses? Hmmmm. 

			Less than a week now and with four jumps remaining to graduation, the end is in sight. The intense Physical Training and harassment of the previous couple weeks has eased off. Most of the remaining days involve chuting up, getting manifested, and assembling by the tarmac. And waiting to board the plane. Pretty much a day-long procedure when dealing with hundreds of jumpers and multiple planes. Now, with an idea of what to expect, making it through my final four jumps and making it to graduation is my sole goal. 

			That I did, except for the third jump, which could have done me in. 

			The Third Jump

			Yes, the third jump proved to be a challenge. 

			Once more is was from a C-119. My exit and canopy deployment went fine. I was descending surrounded by countless other Paratroopers all drifting around me at various levels. 

			The spacing between each jumper varied depending on how we handled the risers. These are straps connecting the harness to the multiple shroud lines leading up to the canopy. The T-10 was the parachute used at the time, and control was very limited. Pull and hold the left riser turns left; repeat for a right turn. It wasn’t a radical shift, either, unlike with the sport canopies used by skydivers. 

			Skydiving is something I tried my hand at many years later. Skydiving ram jet canopies are extremely responsive. Pulling down on those toggle handles was like stomping your foot on the accelerator. A Model T up against a Ferrari. 

			A little below me and off to my side I see another jumper and the distance between us is closing. 

			This seems the ideal time to implement a plan that I thought would be cool. I can’t remember who exactly planted this concept in my head, but it was obviously someone who knew less than me. 

			It went something like this. I had heard that if crossing over the top of another canopy, you could more or less “skip walk” across this other canopy with no problem. The idea being that the air contained by the canopy maintained enough pressure to support you. 

			Yep! I want to hop, skip over the ever-nearing canopy and continue on my way. 

			Well folks, it’s the total opposite. Just at the point I overlapped his canopy from above, the partial vacuum above his chute steals my air, causing my canopy to crumple and momentarily collapse. 

			Suddenly I find myself enveloped by his chute and I’m all arms and legs flailing away attempting to get out. 

			With my chute having collapsed, I suddenly drop like a rock. Just in time—with almost zero distance between me and the ground—my canopy reinflates, leaving me barely time to gather my wits and make a shaky landing. 

			INCIDENT REPORT (taken from Parachutist Magazine, published by the United States Parachute Association, which I continue to receive from the time I was skydiving many years later as a civilian). After listing such things as age, sex, time in sport, total number of jumps, and skydives within the last 12 months, then...

			Cause of death: Hard landing under a collapsed canopy following a 150-foot drop to the ground. Taken to the hospital with head trauma, fractures, and internal injuries. Died one week later from her injuries.

			Articles like this are in the “Safety and Training” section of the magazine near the back. It is done for educational value and is some reading I could have used prior to my third jump. It could’ve been me that day, or in a wheelchair for the rest of my life. 

			In no way would I allow myself to even get close to any jumper with my remaining two jumps. 

			Completing Jump School, the highlight of graduation was the ceremony in which Jump Wings are pinned on our uniforms, designating us as Paratroopers. 

			Pretty cool. 

			All these years later, those Jump Wings are one of the few items remaining with me from my time in the Army. 

			As a civilian, those Jump Wings lived out their life on my keychain. 

			One day I decided to give them new life and incorporate them into a silver chain bracelet. Off to the jeweler. I now wear it daily

		

	
		
			Chapter 4: 

			Tan Son Nyut 
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			Let me begin at the end of my tour in Vietnam.

			I’m in the airport waiting lounge at Tan Son Nyut, Saigon (now renamed Ho Chi Min City) waiting for my flight to be announced. My new orders call for me to be reassigned to a yet-unnamed outfit in Okinawa. My Class A uniform lost at the cleaners last minute, I am still dressed in jungle fatigues.

			A good portion of the people are military with a nice sprinkling of civilians. I am totally relaxed, not having to walk on the edge of death anymore. Soaking up the good vibes of my surroundings, in a bittersweet way I am ready to put this chapter of my life behind me. Happy and extremely lucky to be leaving with all the body parts I arrived with, unlike many others, a cloud hovers knowing my friends remain in the darkness of the Boonies with more to follow in the months ahead.

			The sound of explosions came our way, not too far from the airport, and many people nearby scramble for cover. I remain at ease.

			My hearing, one of my more finely tuned senses, instantly recognizes the explosions as “outgoing” artillery fire, as opposed to “incoming,” the kind designed to really make you jump. 

			Those who have scrambled away now drift back to their seats. 

			Customs and security at departure wasn’t as strict in those days, especially within the military. Still, there is a nod to making an effort and we are asked to dump any contraband (dope, weapons of any sort, you name it), no questions asked, into a nearby bin. If you are caught with something past that point, it is off to the stockade. I have nothing to volunteer. Looking back, it would have been nice to bring one of the many possible war souvenirs that passed my way. An AK-47 hanging on my wall would have done the trick. 

			That small formality taken care of, it came time to board our “7-O-quick,” a civilian chartered Boeing 707. In no time, I am in transit to Okinawa, complete with real stewardesses in attendance, and best of all, air conditioning! I am in heaven. 

			Roughly 1700 miles later, I disembark at Kadena Air Base on Okinawa. In a short time, I find myself before the Army equivalent of the Human Resources Department. 

			An officer in charge looks over my records and presents me with a choice of postings.

			I’m more than a little taken aback by what he offers and pleasantly surprised with this turn of events. Before leaving for Vietnam I had been denied joining the Special Forces and other better positions as I had been told that I couldn’t get a security clearance because I was Canadian. Now I am offered that and more. My choices are:

			Option A: Special Forces aka the Green Berets. Well...nope. That would have me going right back to ‘Nam on any number of “cloak and dagger” missions. 

			Option B: Noticing on my records that I could type, the officer mentions they need an IBM keypuncher, and asks me if I am interested. Interested! Are you kidding? Visions of a cushy desk job, working in Class A uniform, minimal BS formations or spit and polish. 
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