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Dedication

With much love and thanks to my children, Melissa, Liana, and James, and grandchildren, Jackson, Lily, Elizabeth, and William, for your love and for your forgiveness for all I should have done.

With deepest respect and admiration for the Congo Navy Cubans: loyal, brave, proud compadres. They put their hearts and guts in harm’s way, not for fame, glory, or riches, but to contribute to the defeat of an evil philosophy; no medals, accolades, or even official recognition.

Rene Gough, “Gooch,” the ultimate swim buddy (a special few will understand).

I hope this story, and the hostage rescue that triggered it, will help my children, grandchildren, and all readers appreciate:

(a)   the contributions by special operations warriors and their families to the preservation of freedom and civilized behavior in your increasingly volatile and hostile world;

(b)   the importance of intelligent, imaginative, and resolute leadership at all levels, and

(c)   an appreciation for the diverse profiles of the men and women with the qualities of mental toughness, humanity, and courage to prevail at the tip of the spear on our country’s behalf.
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Brigade 2506 Museum and Library: for ensuring that the deeds and memories are not lost in the mists of time and to revisionist historians.

Alan Horn, faithful, unflinching friend

Larry Bailey, Tom Dunton, John Fleming, Tom Greer, Harry Humphries, David Janke, Mike Kammerer, Don Mann, Gage McAfee, Lou Morin, Roger Neff, John Roat, Bob Schoultz, Brad West, Maynard Weyers, Charles Hardeman, Janet Joy Ray, Per Bang-Jensen and others unnamed: all contributed.

Indonesia School of Business & Cultural Learning Institute: Original American Business Pioneers & Special Friends—like trying to explain SEAL bonds—What a book these stories would make: Dave Herron, Frank Morgan, Dan Emmett, Andy Bartlett, Joe Bartlett, Roger Perrin (token Scot), and those who have moved on too soon: Peter Jennings, Tony Granucci, Chase Waring.


Names and Places

The names of many cities and locations in Congo have changed over the years, principally after Joseph-Désiré Mobutu (Mobutu Sese Seko) came to power. Albertville became Kalemie, Léopoldville was changed to Kinshasa, and Stanleyville is now Kisangani. Elisabethville has become Lubumbashi.

I’ve changed the names of some of the people in this story for national security reasons, and in certain instances they were changed, as I saw it, simply to protect the guilty.


Preface

On a November morning in 1964, the skies over Stanleyville, Congo, filled with elite Belgian Régiment Para-Commandos, delivered into action by US Air Force C-130’s. The joint operation, code-named “Dragon Rouge,” remains the largest successful US hostage rescue mission in history.

The triggers for the operation were brutal massacres in and around Stanleyville in northern Congo, which became the catalyst for my mission. A Chinese- and Soviet-backed insurgent group, the Simbas, had captured Stanleyville the previous August and escalated their activities amid the political chaos raging throughout the Congo. They instituted a reign of terror that included torturing and killing missionaries and thousands of Congolese citizens while also taking hostage hundreds of white missionaries and US officials. They threatened to kill them all unless the US withdrew support for the current Congo government.

As the Belgians parachuted in to rescue the hostages and Lieutenant Colonel “Mad” Mike Hoare, the 5 Commando Commander and acclaimed British/South African mercenary, approached on the ground, the Simba rebels herded priests, nuns, and missionaries into Lumumba Square in downtown Stanleyville. Some attempted to escape and the rebels opened up and gunned down women and children in the streets.

During those horrible hours while the massacre began, a group of Cuban soldiers, led by an experienced American paramilitary officer, Rip Robertson, was operating independently with their own column. They began shielding children from Simba atrocities and shepherded many to the airport and out of the country. There were still many murders at the hands of the Simbas, but by the end of the day, Belgian paratroopers and US/Cuban-exile soldiers had expelled the rebels, rescued the hostages, and loaded hundreds of them onto US Air Force transport planes that flew them to safety.

One of the children was Ruth Reynard. Only four years old at the time, she was rescued by Juan Tamayo, a machine-gunner who sheltered her with one arm as he fired his weapon with the other during the five-mile ride from the missionary compound to safety. He covered her head to protect her from the expended, hot machine gun cartridges. For many years she believed that the man who saved her life was a mercenary. But she would learn later that he was a Cuban freedom fighter. “Imagine that,” she said when she found out. “A Cuban in the Congo!”

Headlines around the world carried stories and photos of the horrific massacre and successful rescue. But none of the published accounts addressed what really happened.

In the urgent months that followed I was part of a team that built and launched the Force Navale Congolaise, a navy capable of defeating the rebels. Ultimately, we were instrumental in breaking the back of the Simba insurgency and my mission in the Congo would culminate in success. Along the way, we cracked an international political mystery. I was a twenty-six-year-old Navy SEAL, a Lieutenant (Junior Grade) posing as a much older Commander.

—James M. Hawes


Introduction

This is a firsthand, “names, dates, and places” account of what really happened inside a Cold War CIA program that’s been kept out of the history books. It’s the story of an American Navy SEAL who fought to aid a fledgling democracy in the Congo and stem the tide of communism in Africa. James M. Hawes built and commanded the Force Navale Congolaise, a clandestine mercenary navy at the very tip of the spear, and was point man for a successful, little-known paramilitary operation.

Hawes was commander of this covert Navy, a Vietnam vet of just twenty-six without a formal place in the chain of command. He frequently had to interpret situations, adapt, modify plans on the fly, and damp down confrontations among a group of brutal and self-serving mercenaries, all while delicately balancing between averting potential disasters and maintaining resolve. It’s the story of an American naval officer under contract to the CIA who secretly built, staffed, and controlled a clandestine naval enterprise in a war zone in the heart of Africa. What they accomplished in the Congo is told in its entirety here for the first time, using recently declassified government documents, interviews with those involved, and most importantly, the memory of the commander himself.

* * *

At the time of the Stanleyville massacre, the Congo was only a few years into its declared independence from Belgium. And the country’s mineral resources—the copper, cobalt, uranium, diamond, and gold deposits—had made it an attractive strategic battleground and a superpower pawn. Following independence, a secession war began in the mineral-rich Katanga Province. This rebellion unleashed other tribal insurrections that ravaged the Eastern Congo like a Cold War Ebola virus. Officials in the fledgling Congo government, and in the US, were preoccupied with combating communism, which they feared would lead to a loss of control over Congo’s strategic mineral wealth and to diminished US influence throughout Africa. Chinese Premier Chou En Lai stated that the key to control of Africa is control of Congo.

Political strategy in the Congo had been muddled for the US. Throughout this period the policy had been to spread support to all political parties, covering all bets if one faction were to fall, so that ODYOKE (the cryptonym used to refer to the US government) would still maintain strength in its relationship with whoever was left standing. There was legitimacy to this strategy as local alliances were constantly shifting and a clear winner was not obvious. But the volatile Congolese government made that strategy a significant risk.

Congolese Prime Minister Tshombe and President Kasavubu displayed open hostility toward one another, which created concern in DC. The embassy and the State Department understood that any breach between the politicians would strengthen the rebel position and probably escalate the fight into an all-out national rebellion and civil war. “We are busting a gut to prevent a split between our two Congolese prima donnas—Tshombe and Kasavubu,” a National Security staffer wrote to President Johnson.1

In Congo’s capital city of Léopoldville, the CIA was getting nervous. The Agency’s Chief of Station, Larry Devlin, sent a cable to Headquarters warning of the growing possibility of a loss of US influence in the Congo. Their concern at the time was about trust. ODYOKE had played all sides to win for so long in this volatile, unpredictable political climate that their reservoir of trust was “disturbingly low.”2

Devlin continually urged General Joseph Mobutu, Commander in Chief of the Congolese forces, to help the two warring politicians get along and work together. But at one point Mobutu finally advised the COS that it was too late.3 He believed that Kasavubu had already decided to remove Tshombe and appoint someone else. Fears of physical “liquidation”4 spread through the Congolese government, and everyone was on edge.

Back in Washington, it was time for the US agencies to take matters into their own hands to maintain US influence in the Congo. While the anti-government rebel forces, the Simbas, were disorganized and volatile, the infighting in the Congolese government made the threat of their success real. Moreover, ODYOKE had good reason to believe the Simbas had monetary, if not personnel, support from Cuban and Soviet communists attempting to assert their influence. The US would need to take steps to weaken the rebel position and, in doing so, strengthen democracy and prevent the proliferation of communism in the region. And its discovery of US involvement was not an option.

All covert operations were administered by the 303 Committee, named after National Security Action Memorandum 303. The high-level, interdepartmental body, previously known as the Special Group, had been set up to approve and supervise covert operations. Because of the members’ concerns about “speculative publicity” in recently published books concerning covert activity, the name was changed because it was believed that “303” reflected something “utterly drab and innocuous.”5 Peter Jessup, a member of the National Security Council staff, wrote in his May 1964 memo that all the suggested name changes were “repulsive but might suit our purposes.”6

The 303 Committee (then as the Special Group) first approved major funding to strengthen a de facto government in the Congo on October 27, 1960. The job fell to the CIA. The Agency was aware that the Simbas were successfully transporting Soviet-supplied guns, ammunition, and supplies across Lake Tanganyika, nearly 450 miles long and 45 miles wide. On such a massive body of water, they had no problem remaining undetected, moving weapons and materials across the lake from dusk till dawn. From the declassified US documents, it’s clear that the Congolese government was ringing alarm bells about how this unchecked weapons supply line was strengthening the rebels.7

Consequently, ODYOKE turned its focus to stopping the flow of guns streaming across the lake in support of the rebels, in order to help minimize the threat of Chinese or Soviet-bloc influence.8 By the time of the Stanleyville Massacre, with the Soviet and Chinese-backed Simba rebels gaining strength, it was agreed to fund and put into action a “pocket Coast Guard,” which would become the Force Navale Congolaise, the clandestine navy secretly built and commanded by James M. Hawes.

The Navy’s mission was specific: stop the flow of weapons along Lake Tanganyika. But how to accomplish it would be left completely in the hands of a twenty-six year-year-old Lieutenant Junior Grade, fresh from running raids against the North Vietnamese.

—Mary Ann Koenig
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Note: Albertville changed its name to Kalemie as part of the Zairianization policies of the early 1970s.


Chapter One

Into the Heart of Darkness

Huddled on their knees on the floor of a dilapidated warehouse, a group of killers-for-hire glared up at me with that universal challenge: “Who the fuck are you and what are you doing here?”

I didn’t know it at the time, but I was about to help them break into their safe.

A banging sound had brought me in here, blasting from behind the warehouse doors. It was a 1930s vintage structure perched across the midsection of a quay above the swampy overflow from Lake Tanganyika.

The clanging continued relentlessly even as I slid open the doors and stepped inside, coming face to face with this bunch of khaki-clad misfits. Weapons were either lying haphazardly on the floor or slung casually over their backs. Nearly every one of them had a sidearm strapped on. They were sullen and dirty, and a heavy cloud of black tobacco smoke soiled the air.

A dozen heads turned in my direction. They were pulled into a tight circle around a four-by-four metal safe, and one of them was beating the hell out of it with a crowbar. It was their spoils of war, the loot they’d “liberated” while on a recent assault. I had just crashed their party.

I knew these guys were 5 Commando mercenaries, LCol “Mad” Mike Hoare’s troops. Probably the most famous mercenary in modern history, the colorful “Mad” Mike collected a hodgepodge of experienced soldiers, pretenders, and combat castoffs the way others collected stamps. He had ability and charisma, and never shied away from an opportunity to inflate his reputation. His exploits in Africa are said to be the inspiration for Daniel Carney’s novel and film The Wild Geese, which starred Richard Burton and Roger Moore.

Over the next few months I would learn firsthand of the vicious nature of this 5 Commando band of cutthroats, the way they almost revered a code of duplicity instead of loyalty, and how their ruthless tactics adhered only to a pale version of military standard. These all-white paramilitaries from former British Colonies in Africa, Europe, and the UK were definitely not your well-disciplined combat troops. They had little respect for treatment of civilians and property, particularly safes, and they would demonstrate their shady conduct many times while I worked with them. But right now, I was having my maiden encounter, and it wasn’t going that well.

My entrance was only a momentary distraction, however, and they quickly got back to work. The hellish banging started up again as one of them slammed the crowbar repeatedly across the safe. A tall, lanky guy in a dirty uniform walked up carrying a burlap sack. He fished a sizeable quantity of C3 plastic explosive out of the bag and began to pack it onto the safe. It was a pitiful sight.

I was a Navy SEAL, and the “D” in my UDT training stood for demolition, so I caught myself about to laugh at their amateurish blundering. This was my first indicator that professionalism was not the hallmark of a 5 Commando Congo mercenary. I was fresh from covert activities in Vietnam, well trained to improvise and survive, so I moved to a tactic that I hoped would give me the upper hand.

I knew that first impressions could make or break an officer and that this initial confrontation would be pivotal if I were going to succeed in the Congo. If the 5 Commando thought I had rank and knowledge on them, I would command their grudging respect. My mission was to build a mercenary navy and defeat the Communist-backed rebels, and 5 Commando would be the source from which I would recruit the naval personnel. Which meant I needed them to believe I had the US government behind me. Luckily for me none of them knew just how far behind. And if they made that assumption that I was a Commander, I wasn’t going to discourage it. It was a good thing they didn’t know I was just twenty-six years old, and only a Lieutenant JG. I stepped forward.

“What are you trying to accomplish?” I asked.

“We’re getting into this safe,” one of them responded with a decidedly irritated tone.

“Well, you’re about to blow up the entire warehouse,” I said. “And especially whatever’s inside that safe.”

They initially stared back at me with blank faces. These were twitchy guys, heavily armed, and the last thing I needed was to piss them off. Then I noticed that a few heads had begun to turn, and they were exchanging glances, looking around for reassurance whether they should believe me or not.

This was my opportunity. That edge of doubt was creeping in. I had knowledge they obviously didn’t. I wasn’t going to show them up, but I was going to show them the difference between real military training and make-believe.

“You want me to show you how to do that?” I asked.

There was no reply, just the physical gesture of them backing away from the safe, sullen and distrustful.

I was pretty sure that the mercenaries had heard that I had been sent there to remake everything. To build a navy, bring in personnel and boats, and run the operation. And I was aware that they were watching me closely. I knew that what I was doing at that moment would forge their impressions of me, and they would spread that word, for better or worse.

I leaned in and made an assessment of the safe, then picked up an empty tin can lying on the floor and formed a simple “shaped charge,” an explosive technique used to focus the energy and the effect of the blast. I knelt over the safe and examined the mechanism, then I sectioned off just a small piece of C-3 and packed it firmly into the tin can. I positioned the can perfectly at the combination lock, properly inserted the blasting cap, and lit it up. There was a sharp blast and an intake of air from the anxious onlookers as a neat hole appeared where the lock had just been. I stood back and watched the door to the safe swing wide open.

The mercenaries mumbled their approval almost simultaneously as they dug for the contents. It was a paltry haul. An atmosphere of disappointment pervaded the warehouse as I turned to walk away and finish reconning the place for my new base of operations. There was a lot of work to be done to secure the old warehouse if I was going to run the mercenary navy out of there.

“Hey,” one of the guys called after me. “Don’t you want your cut?”

“No,” I said. “It’s yours.”

I learned later that from this incident the word spread that the American should be well received.

But the American wasn’t supposed to be there.

The Congo’s recent independence from Belgium had triggered a secession crisis by one of the country’s most mineral-rich and wealthy provinces. It led to an opening for the Soviet bloc to exploit rebellions among local tribal factions. The US saw the country as a strategic geopolitical necessity against communism, which meant the Congo was turning into a superpower battleground. The US feared that losing influence in the Congo was the next step to losing Africa.

The CIA had sent me to the Congo to conduct a clandestine operation, under as deep a cover as possible while still enabling and sustaining the conduct for a successful mission. The suits in Washington recognized that the communist rebels needed to be contained. The strategy was to cut off their supply lines and strangle their resource base, which would require battle-tested and seaworthy hands. And the world could not know we were responsible.

We were holding back the line on insurgent, violent communism. It was the boiling years of the Cold War and Africa was becoming a hotbed of potential dominoes that might fall the wrong way if we didn’t pay attention. And as all eyes were focused on that other communist battleground in Southeast Asia, the US government wanted to keep Africa involvement as quiet as possible and ensure that no one could find our fingerprints on this op. Consequently, one of the most important elements in my Congo mission was to cover the ass of the US government. They needed a guy who had the knowledge and covert experience to make this a successfully play.

The CIA had determined that I was that guy.


Chapter Two

Incubating a Covert Warrior

My road to the Congo was a long one, and it started with my upbringing. I was lucky to be parented by a loving mother and father. They instilled in me the notion that I could do anything I set my mind to, which throughout my life has been both a blessing and a curse. They encouraged me to meet any challenge, make my own decisions, and live with the consequences. I grew up in Wisconsin and Texas and lived a small-town America life, with quintessential experiences like picking corn and peas for the local cannery in the summer, delivering newspapers on my bicycle on subzero Wisconsin winter mornings, and operating a jackhammer digging water wells during the blistering Texas summers. It taught me solid ethical values and an appreciation of hard work.

I was very fortunate to receive a scholarship to a wonderful school, Wayland Academy, in Beaver Dam, Wisconsin, for my entire high school period. Ray Patterson was the headmaster when I was there, and he went on to build two NBA teams, the Milwaukee Bucks and the Houston Rockets. He was a first-class mentor and changed my life. After my father, he was the man who influenced me the most.

After graduating from Southern Methodist University, I joined the Navy, like my father. He had been in the Pacific theater during WWII. Since childhood I had a dream of becoming a Frogman after seeing the Richard Widmark film The Frogmen. Years later I realized these circumstances of my upbringing had given me the character and spirit I would need to pass the rigorous Navy SEAL training.

After Officer Candidate School and being commissioned as an Ensign, I was ordered to the USS Vega, which was home ported in Oakland, California.

I completed Damage Control School and Atomic, Biological, and Chemical Warfare Defense School and reported aboard the USS Vega (AF-59) assigned as the Damage Control Assistant (DCA) and “R Division” (Repair Officer) in the Engineering Division. In one of life’s ironies, I was the DCA and also the officer son of a WWII sailor. My father made every major sea battle in the Pacific from 1943 to the end of the war aboard the battleship USS Maryland. His battle station was in Damage Control. He was extremely proud of his son’s commissioning, which is still a warm and vivid memory for me.

Toward the conclusion of my six-month cruise to the Western Pacific, the USS Vega was visiting the Yokosuka Naval Base in Japan and there I considered applying to become a Frogman. But my eyesight was enough to keep me out the SEALs altogether. To enter the Navy and attend Officer Candidate School to become an “unrestricted line officer,” I needed a medical waiver. My eyesight was 20/200, the worst allowable under the required medical standards, if correctible to 20/20 with eyeglasses. So I purchased contact lenses with my first Navy paycheck. I was fully aware that my eyesight might prevent me from even entering the Frogman training.

I went to the Yokosuka Naval Base Hospital and timed my eye exam to occur during the lunch period. There was a corpsman striker, a medic-in-training, on duty in the ophthalmology unit. I knew his minimal medical experience would yield the least resistance to my desired result.

I said, “Corpsman, I need to get back to the ship. Can I read the chart to complete this exam?” With contact lenses in, I read the chart and passed with an excellent 20/15. There was nothing on any of the forms that questioned contact lenses or anything related, since the forms had not kept pace with technology. My application sailed through channels and I got immediate orders to report to Underwater Demolition Team Replacement Training, Class 29, commencing January 2, 1963. I was in.

Unlike enlisted personnel, officers carry their medical records between stations. I looked at my file, and saw the last page was the original waiver, the one that had allowed me to enter OCS with correctable vision. The waiver clearly showed my uncorrected eyesight as 20/200. It would have been so easy, right then, to remove that page containing the waiver. But I just could not do it. It would have betrayed my oath as an officer. In my mind, I saw a distinction between taking advantage of the fact that standard forms were not up to date with science and actively removing a document from my file.

Wearing my contact lenses, I’d already taken my pressure test in a decompression chamber, which took me down below 200 feet simulated water depth. I knew my contact lenses would enable me to do all that was required and that I would not endanger my teammates or myself.

Finally, I was off to the US Naval Amphibious Base, Little Creek, Virginia, with my original waiver regarding my eyesight safely and securely inside my medical file, praying that it would not be scrutinized.

Entering training was a whole different world. There were grueling, twelve-to fourteen-hour days of endurance events—swimming, running, climbing, and combinations. Or others that concentrated on demolitions or covert harbor and beach reconnaissance, night exercises paddling into the beach, hiding the rubber boats, patrolling to an objective, then withdrawing out to sea, undetected. But always water work—some days spending twelve or more hours in the water, interspersed with rigorous physical challenges. We’d run and swim seemingly endless miles, or navigate obstacle courses, and our boat training, always conducted in the heaviest surf available, went on continually, day and night, moving from one event to the next with a 250-pound rubber boat perched on the heads of our seven-man boat crew.

It was relentless action designed to allow you to learn that your physical limitations are imposed by your mind. But it wasn’t just endurance or physical stamina and strength. There were other important lessons embedded there, such as the triumph of mental toughness and the appreciation of the concept of “team.” Exhaustion causes mistakes, and at those moments mental fortitude needs to take over. “Strong of mind and body” wasn’t just a catchphrase, it was a reality, with the emphasis being strong of mind, since many quitters were very strong of body.

One thing those training days made clear was that looks truly were only skin deep. Guys who seemed to have it all—tall, muscular, fast—sometimes fell out quickly. And others with little obvious physical ability persevered through a sheer strength of will. In those most extreme circumstances I saw men who would rather die than quit. We all had to be alert for it, particularly our instructors who were responsible for every trainee’s safety. The last thing anyone wanted to see was a guy lying lifeless at the bottom of the pool or ocean. I remember an afternoon when that was exactly what happened.

We watched an officer swimming with forty-pound packs become so exhausted that he simply threw up his arms and sank rather than quit. Luckily for him there was an alert instructor there who saw this and fished him out. They quickly shot some air into the guy, then threw him back in the water. He finished the training.

There was another officer in my class who could not do the free dives to sixty feet because his ears would not clear. I remember his last chance. He went down and surfaced holding the stone, proof that he had done it, plus two broken eardrums—that is pain. He was kept out of the water for a couple of days for the eardrums to start to heal, then he was back at it.

It’s no mystery to me that there is such mutual respect and camaraderie in SEAL training. It produces a belief that any challenge can be overcome, and that the most important value is the one of “team.” Going through BUDS (Basic Underwater Demolition/SEAL training) allowed me to work with individuals who understand mutual support under any conditions. This intense training and the trust that develops are unique to the US Navy SEALs.

Halfway through training, Class 29 was down to the hardcore few; the quitters had been jettisoned away. Now, only an injury would drop a trainee out of the program.

But at formation one morning, my nightmare began. There had been a discovery of my original 20/200 waiver at the Bureau of Medicine and the 20/15 discrepancy in my eye exam allowing me to enter training, which the ophthalmologist called “a medical phenomenon.” Over the next few days I was bounced from instructor to training officer to ophthalmologist. The instructors at the training unit had tested me by the most rudimentary standards—a hand held in the air and a demand of “Mr. Hawes, how many fingers do you see?” I had been told by the training officer that I might be eligible for a court martial, and the ophthalmologist had assured me that I was not a medical phenom, and that there was absolutely nothing to revoke the lethal “20/200” test result.

At every stop, I would recount the same truthful story to every officer, leaving out none of the details. Absolute truth was my only hope. My future as a Frogman was in serious jeopardy.

Finally, I reached the court of last resort—the Senior Medical Officer of the Atlantic Fleet, the Admiral. I had stood at attention in so many meetings, telling my story, that by the time I came before the Admiral I knew I had to take a calculated risk. I had reached the end of the line and had nothing left to lose. As he surveyed me with a pair of piercing eyes that looked as though they were examining my soul, I was unable to remain silent any longer. I took a breath and with all the intensity I could muster I said, “Sir, I am standing first in my class at this time, so don’t tell me that I am not physically qualified.”

He stared at me for another interminable period, the silence thick and gnawing. He knew what he was doing. He was waiting for me to cave. I stood rigidly and fiercely at attention. Finally he said, “All right, I will recommend a waiver.”

It had never been done before. I thanked him and said that I would make him glad of his decision. I saluted and withdrew. Elated, I raced back to the training unit to face the punishment I knew awaited me. I’d been absent for far too long and my instructors were going to make sure I paid. And even that made me happy.

I will always be grateful for a Navy that produces officers who are not afraid to judge a situation on its merits. Maybe that is part of the culture of “command at sea,” where there is no passing or spreading around responsibility, and the captain is entirely accountable. But I still didn’t know if the waiver would be approved, and if I would be in training or out.

In those days, all training was conducted by the Naval Amphibious Schools command, not the operational UDT/SEAL Teams. And after a few days of uncertainty, I reported to the Commanding Officer of the Naval Amphibious Base, a “four-striper,” Captain Lee, who told me he had on his desk a request for a waiver so that I could complete training. He said he could forward it approved or disapproved. Then he asked, “How would you like to come back as an instructor?”

I assured him enthusiastically that I would be very pleased to return as an instructor after I operated in the Teams for a couple of years. He responded in an even tone. “I don’t think you understood me, Ensign. I have a waiver here for you to complete training that I can forward either approved or disapproved. How would you like to come back as an instructor?”
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