Station in an hour or so.
They said they would be
there to see me off.
A short time later we
were given instruction
to board a bus and were
taken to Union Station.
While waiting to board
the train our families
Lois & Cathy at
and Ed’s neighbor Lois
Union Station.
Siterlet arrived to see
us off. After saying our goodbyes, we boarded
the train and started our journey, next stop Salinas California. Ed and I shared a sleeping compartment which had upper and lower bunks. We
pulled out of the station wondering what the hell
we got ourselves into. I told Ed, look at it this way
we only had 1,094 days left, we laughed. The trip
was filled with a lot of stops along the way and
woke me up every time it would make a stop then
start again.

BASIC TRAINING
FORT ORD
Reception Center 7-7-64 to 7-19-64.
Basic Training 7-20-64 to 9-11-64.

Fort Ord Reception Center.
On the morning of July 7th, Ed and I arrived at
the Los Angeles Induction center early in the
morning. We filled out the required paperwork
and we were given our physicals. This was my
first taste of hurry-up and wait with the Army. After lunch, we were directed to go into this large
room and wait until an Army Officer arrived. He
came in and stepped in front of us. He said that
we were about to join the Army after reciting, the
Oath of Allegiance. “Gentlemen raise your right
hand and recite after me saying your full name.
I “_________________”, do solemnly swear that
I will support and defend the Constitution of the
United States against all enemies, foreign and
domestic; That I will bear true faith and allegiance
to the same; and that I will obey the orders of
the President of the United States and the orders
of the officers appointed over me, according to
regulations and the Uniform Code of Military Justice. So help me God.” He then said gentlemen
you are now in the Army. We left the room and
went back into the main waiting area to wait for
transportation to the train depot. I called my parents telling them we were going to be at Union
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We arrived in Salinas at around 4:30 AM on the
morning of the 8th. There were 10 of us inductees in our group from the Los Angeles Induction
Center. One of the guys was appointed as the
point person and got three cabs to take us to Fort
Ord, which is about 10 miles West of Salinas. We
arrived at around 5:00 AM and there was activity already going on even in those early hours.
We stood outside a building that read reception
area. We were then checked in and processed
and filled out more paperwork. A few minutes later I experience my first taste of Army life. They
assembed us in groups and marched us over to
the mess hall for breakfast. I was surprised by
the great meal or maybe it was that I was starved,
in either case, it tasted great. I had French toast,
ham, cantaloupe, milk, coffee, and orange juice.
After breakfast we were assigned to a barracks
that was near by and claimed an empty bunk.
Afterward, we reported outside and were taken
by a deuce in a half truck to the supply buildings
where we were to get our Army clothing. We were
measured a fitted for fatigues, boots, shoes, and
our class A dress and summer uniforms. We also
received our caps, belts, socks, underwear and
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with chocolate milk. You could drink all you wanted, and I was a big milk fan. We were then taken
over to our barracks in the induction center where
we would spend the next 9 days.

Letter Home - July 10th, 1964.

Fort Ord Reception Center stock photo.

a duffel bag. Along with our clothing, we were
given a single wool blanket, two sheets, a pillow,
and pillowcase.
During the day we were given lunch and dinner
both were, in my opinion, were very good. The
strange thing was that there was a sign in the
mess hall that read, “Take all you want but, eat
all you take”. In fact, they wouldn’t let you leave
unless your tray was enpty of all food, then and
only then you could leave. They would only let
you make one trip through the line. The cool thing
was they had two milk machines next to each
other one with regular whole milk and the other
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The Typical Military Milk Machine

We made it. Got in at 4:30 AM then took a taxicab from Salinas to Fort Ord. The group was split
between three cabs. The trip out here was wild.
All of us standing outside at the base at 5:30 AM.
Filled out some paperwork and had breakfast. I
like the food and had French toast, ham, cantaloupe, milk, coffee, and orange juice. After breakfast, we went to the supply depot and got our new
Army clothes.

Extended Story.
The shock of it all was starting to set in once we
arrived at the Induction area barracks. The barracks were built during the Second World War
and maintained as if they were built last week.
Two-story wood structures very starkly painted
green on the outside with white walls inside with
dark linoleum flooring. One bathroom on each
floor located at one end and the sergeant’s room
on the other end. It had a half dozen sinks side
by side with a simple mirror and a single light

The Old WWII Military Barracks We Lived In

Blue Color - Fort Ord Basic Training Company C-5-1 & Mechanic School B-2-4.

bulb above it on the wall. The four commodes
(toilets) were side by side with no partitions between them and a couple of urinals. On one end
was the shower room with several shower-heads
sticking out of the wall. This was the first experience for me in this type of group living and I was
a little taken back but got used to it pretty quickly. We were assigned a bunk, mine was located on the right side almost halfway down on the
bottom floor. I had the top bunk and Ed was on
the bottom bunk below me. On the ceiling were
light bulbs spaced several bunks apart down both
sides of the barracks. I didn’t realize it at the time,
but I had chosen a bunk that had the light that
was directly above my bunk, which was really annoying.
We were taken over to the barbershop and stood
outside the building. Ed and I had made friends
with one of the guys from the LA Induction Center, Rick Ivie. He was wearing his high school let-

terman’s jacket and was in the group before us
to get their hair cut. He went inside to the 4-man
barbershop and within two minutes he was walking out the door. At first, I didn’t recognize him
without hair, but the jacket let me know that it was
Rick. Next Ed and I took our turn and sat down.
The day before we went to LA, I had my dad give
me a close haircut losing that long-swept back
haircut I had. I didn’t want the Army to take my

Here’s the Basic Training Haircut
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Typical Latrena In Old Barracks at Fort Ord.
Fort Ord - Basic Training Recruits arriving at Fort Ord.

golden locks. Sitting in the chair I was laughing at
myself knowing they didn’t have any to cut off. To
my amazement, I saw some hair falling from his
clippers. I thought how could they have cut any
hair, I must be bald. Later I looked in a mirror and
was amazed that I didn’t have any hair on either
side of my head and maybe a quarter inch on
the top. We then marched back to the barracks
had dinner and just enough time to clean up, put
things away and hit the rack.
Well, the next day was filled with firsts. We were
called out onto the company street in our new
fatigues and booths looking a little strange compared to other soldiers on base. The new fatigues
were dark in color whereas the ones worn by sol-

diers who had been there for a while were faded.
We hadn’t been instructed on anything including
on how to salute, march, or anything else military.
While waiting to go up to the hill (That was referred to as the Basic Training Companies that
were located higher on the base) we did different kinds of duties and received our inoculations.
Hell, Ed and I were saluting just about everything
that walked in front of us for the first few days,
commission officers, sergeants and anyone who
had a stripe on their arm. We did finally received
instructions on who to salute, how to salute,
march, stand in formation and addressing officers
and non-commission officers.

One day in the induction center we marched over
to an area not too far away from our barracks.
There were about 20 of us that were sent along
with this sergeant for temporary duty assignments
for the morning. The group was split into a front
and back-line. The sergeant said that he wanted
us to raise our hands for jobs as he called them
out. Remembering what my dad had told me the
day when I join the Army, don’t stick out and don’t
volunteer for anything”. The sergeant looked at
his clipboard then shouted out, “Who wants to be
a driver?” A few guys raised their hands and he
picked two. “OK, you two are going to be driving
hand lawnmowers”! See dad was right don’t volunteer for anything. The sergeant started again,
“Now, who wants to go to the movies?” No one
immediately raised their hands and the sergeant
repeated: “Now come-on, Who wants to go to the
movies?” Slowly a couple of guys thought what
the heck and raised their hands. The sergeant
said, “OK you two step out of line and report to
the theater down the street.”

days. Once on “K.P.” (Kitchen Police) where I
would clean the dining room and peel potatoes. I
like the peeling of potatoes. They would use this
machine that was like a small vertical drum with
course abrasives on the inside. You would put a
few potatoes in the drum, turn on the water and
flip the switch. After a short time, you would turn
off the machine and take out the now skinless
potatoes and you would repeat the process until
you were told to stop. I was doing too good of a
job and made sure that all the eyes of the potatoes were gone before I stopped the machine.
The bad part was that I was grinding away too
much of the potato. The Mess sergeant wasn’t
too pleased with all my perfect spuds, and sent
me back to the dining room to do set-up for lunch.

Now, no one could figure out what job to take and
not to take. Eventually, he started picking people
for duties and I ended up over at the Army Airbase
to trim sidewalks. The bad part was that they gave
us hand trimmers like big steel scissors. You can
imagine how many offices are walking around an
airbase. I would trim some, jump to my feet and
salute the officer then start trimming again. This
went on for a few hours until they came back to
pick us up for lunch.
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Fort Ord - Basic Training Old Barracks & our mechanic school barracks a few buildings down.

I only had duty maybe three times during those

Typical Mess Hall.
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Extended Story The Test.
They were also giving a lot of tests to find out
what we would be suited for as a permanent job.
I thought to myself they better not change my job
to something I don’t want. We had signed up on
the buddy plan and they promised in writing to
send us to mechanic school. We had to take the
test anyway, it was just the way they did things in
those days. One of the tests was where we went
into this building that had two rows of cubicles or
dividers, a chair, headphones and a hand switch
to make a decision on which phrase was correct.
They would broadcast some short clips of different gibberish or sounds. You would pick the one
you thought was correct with the English translation or what it meant. After a few minutes of
picking these options, they came by and excused
people to leave. I sat there for well over an hour
and a half. Test after test went on until now there
were only a few guys left. The sergeant explained
that we were the best of the group and that whoever passed the next series would be sent to the
Presidio of San Francisco after Basic Training for
Language school. Wait a minute, I kind of panicked thinking I wanted to be a mechanic, not an
interpreter. Just in case, let’s say, I didn’t try too
hard and was excused.
One day while we were standing in our group
and waiting for the sergeant to arrive to hand out
the duties we noticed that one of the guys was
missing. The Sergeant arrived after about ten
minutes and told us that our missing group member would not be coming because he pulled out
a knife and stabbed someone. He went on to say
that he was taken to the stockade and most likely
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Testing in Reception.

be Court Marshalled. Thinking to myself that this
place was without a doubt dangerous, and you
don’t know what kind of environment they came
from and you should be aware. There were lighter times too and during one time at the reception
station they did let us go to the movies. Interesting that the movie they were playing was Steve
Reeves in “The Slave - Son of Spartacus” which
I really enjoyed. Funny how things work out and
that 25 years later Steve Reeves would become
a good friend and business partner. Now after the
time we spent at the Reception Center we were
more than ready to get to Basic Training although
somewhat apprehensive we were ready to take
the next step.

BASIC TRAINING
Company C, 5th Battle Group, 1st Brigade
July 20th to September 11th.

BASIC TRAINING C-5-1 - started July 20th
and ended September 16th. Basic Training B-5-1.
On July 16th we went up the hill for Basic Training at, Company “C”, “5th Battalion”, 1st Brigade
or what we would call home for eight weeks at
C-5-1.
Our Company Commander was 1st Lt. Thomas
G. Kelly and his 1st Sergeant William White both
of who I would not have any interactions with.
The Drill Instructor was Sergeant First Class Kiyoshi Afuso. Both Ed and I remember him and
his very strict nature. Although now looking back
I know he was trying to make sure that we were
prepared for what would eventually happen to us
in the future. We did have some interactions with
him on several occasions. As a side note, I talked
with him by phone back around 2008 or 2009, he
was at that time living in the Hawaiian Islands,
then a couple of years later passed away.
The morning of July 16th arrived and two hundred of us lined up on the company street at
the Reception Center to be driven to our Basic
Training Company. We were loaded onto these
tractor-trailers trucks. They had railings running
down the sides lengthwise with bench seats.
Must have had at least 50 guys in each of the
trailers. After boarding, we started up the hill to
our company that was located only a few blocks
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Beveridge’s platoon. Not sure what everyone
else was doing for the next couple of days because the voluntary squad leaders reported to a
leadership orientation school. We learned quite
a bit of what was expected out of us all the way
down to how to make a bed the correct way. We
were now responsible for the men in our squad.
Things you needed to know by heart. Your General Orders as written below that we were required to recite back to the person in charge,
perfectly when asked. Mostly used during guard
duty inspections. They would say “What’s your
6th general order?” Then you would say, Sir My
6th General Order is, then recite it. They would
ask you at least two or three of them before moving on to inspecting the next guy.

away on 4th Avenue and 4th street just west of a
long row of buildings that were stables during the
early ’40s.
As the trucks pulled up to the company street the
drivers lowered the back gates and the drill instructors were waiting for us. They were yelling to
get our asses out of the trailers and run to make
a long single line on the street-facing front. As
everyone was scrambling around and dropping
hats, duffel bags, and falling down as the drill instructors were yelling at us making it as difficult
as possible.
Once lined up and all had calmed down the head
Drill Instructor Sergeant Afuso started at the farthest right end as we faced him then would say
“name and serial number”. Stopping every once
in a while, to make a derogatory statement along
the line. He approached Ed and Ed shouted
out, Helmer E. and his serial number. As Afuso
turned and faced me next, I yelled out “Helmer G.
RA19813175 Sergeant.” He stopped in his tracks
and looked at me eye to eye and said, “Do you
know him?”, I replied, “Yes Sergeant! He’s my
cousin!” Afuso looked at us and said, “We have
big trouble here.” Then he moved down the line.
Thinking to myself my father’s words came back
to me again, don’t volunteer for anything and
don’t stick out, keep a low profile. I see that some
things are just out of your power to control.
Afuso walked back to the center of the group and
said, Gentleman! I have high standards, then
looking up in one quick motion raised his hand
over his head saying, as high as the sky! He
explained that it was his job to get us ready for
Vietnam and want to make sure we were trained
properly.
I thought, what is Vietnam, Ed and I hadn’t heard
about any Vietnam or upcoming war, what the
heck. Guess not following the news during those
days had now become an issue.
The next thing they did was to separate us by
alphabetical order by last name. Our group was
taken over to a barracks and we all file in and
closed the door. On the other end of the bar169

Below are the General Orders:
Sergeant Afuso.

racks, a sergeant walked towards us, his name
was Sergeant Lopez. He was the biggest man I
had ever seen. Maybe 6’5” 300 pounds. Come to
find out later he was at one time a football player
for the Army. One of the meanest looking guys
I ever have seen, never did see him smile even
once. He told us that we would be going to a
different barracks in a few minutes but wanted to
go over the rules and such. After a few minutes,
he said that he needed a few volunteers, here we
go again with dads’ commands don’t volunteer
for anything. He said that he needs some squad
leaders, immediately my hand went up. Seventeen years old I was among the youngest there,
Lopez looked at me and said, “Can you whip everyone in here?” I yelled out, “Yes Sergeant!” No
one raised any issues or challenges, so Lopez
said alright you’re the first. Three others were
picked and that was that. We were to report in
the morning to him for assignments and training
as leaders.
Ed and I were assigned to 2nd platoon, Sergeant

1. Take charge of this post and all government
property in view.
2. Walk my post in a military manner, keeping always on the alert and observing everything that
takes place within sight or hearing.
3. Report all violations of orders I am instructed
to enforce.
4. To repeat all calls from posts more distant from
the guardhouse than my own.
5. Quit my post only when properly relieved.
6. To receive, obey, and pass on to the sentry who
relieves me, all orders from the Commanding Officer, Officer of the Day, Officers, and Non-Commissioned Officers of the guard only.
7. Talk to no one except in the line of duty.
8. Give the alarm in case of fire or disorder.
9. To call the Corporal of the Guard in any case
not covered by instructions.
10. Salute all officers and all colors and standards
not cased.

11. Be especially watchful at night and during the
time for challenging, to challenge all persons on
or near my post, and to allow no one to pass without proper authority.
You needed to memorize your service number,
mine was RA-19813175. RA stood for Regular
Army (3) year enlistment, US was a prefix for
Draftees (2) years and ER (6) months Army Reserve and so on.
In the Army, there are 12 types of haircuts available, all are short. When I was in the induction
center and my hair was short already it became
even shorter with the number one cut called the Induction Cut. The Induction
Cut is what you get when
you are thrown in to boot
camp. The Induction Cut
is a clipped haircut with no
guard attached to the hair
clipper; essentially, the
hair is at a nearly shaved
length and will look like
facial stubble (i.e.you’ll
be left with no hair). It’s a
Sergeant Lopez.
great haircut to scare people.
Most of my time in the service I sported a Regulation Cut. The Regulation Cut is the (usual) haircut of higher-ranking military officials (though not
all sport Regulation Cuts!). The Regulation Cut
allows up to two inches of hair on the top of the
head although the hair
is rapidly tapered down
the sides and back of the
head (using first a pair of
scissors and then a hair
clipper). The taper is done
to the skin, which means
that the line of hair running across the sides and
back of the head blends
into the skin. A Regulation haircut actually looks
quite good and leaves
some length on the top to
Sergeant Beveridge.
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style. The exception to this was when I was in
Vietnam. Sometimes I was unable to find a barbershop for a couple months out in the boonies
but most of the Army compounds had them operated by Vietnamese and I always worried one
of them would take a straight razor to my throat.

Letter Home - July 16, 1964, C-5-1 2nd Platoon.
Went up to the hill today (Basic Training) Received results on the tests we took at the reception station. I became the Basic Training Platoon
Corporal today.

Extended Story Continues.
We went up to Basic Training on July 16th but basic would not officially start until July 20th. Eight
weeks of intense training, lucky for me I had just
ended my high school track season a few weeks
ago and was in good physical shape. Ed not so
much because he wasn’t an athlete and was out
of school for a full year. There were times when
we were running back from the rifle range and I
thought Ed was going to pass out. I would encourage him as best I could but several times, he
would have to do chin-ups before dinner for being
too slow. He eventually did get in good shape
and did well.
We were up before the Sun at 5 am and usually
asleep by 10 pm as that’s when lights were out.
There were times we were in the field and didn’t
get back to midnight. Weekends were mostly
cleaning the barracks from top to bottom and
cleaning our gear like shining boots than have an
inspection before lunch on Saturday. Sometimes
we would be escorted over to the Post Exchange,
so we could purchase things like toothpaste,
shoe polish, stationery, and other essentials. I
would train my squad on how to make their beds
properly, display their wall and footlockers. What
goes where, how to roll their socks, fold shirts
and underwear, how to properly place booths and
shoes under each bunk event how to place their
toothpaste and toothbrush in the footlocker.

Letter Home - July 22, 1964, Fort Ord.
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Extended Story - Money.

We have 6 pm to 9:30 pm to write letters home.
Barracks are good we have hot showers cold
drinking water. There are twenty guys living on
the bottom floor and twenty guys upstairs. I’ll be
calling you on Sunday at around 9:00 am. I’m
having a great time up here. We get up at 5:30
am, I’m glad I joined. I can break my M-14 rifle
down in 8 parts in 30 seconds.

Ed and I figured out that we were making 12 and
a half cents per hour for 24 hours per day that
extended out 30 days comes to $74.00 a month.
You probably ask what you could possibly spend
money on during Basic Training when you were
restricted to the company area. Well, as I said,
there were things like haircuts, supplies at the
P.X. (Post Exchange), donations in a jar at the
table where we would go in to get paid. They said
it was some type of charity, but I think it was for
a party once we graduated and they could celebrate.

Extended Story Continues.
Some of the first training we received was for the
proper care of our weapon, an M-14 rifle. It was
a 7.62 mm gas-operated fully or semi-automatic
shoulder type weapon, in other words, a pretty
bad-ass weapon of its’ time. Our company barracks was located on 4th Avenue between 4th &
5th Streets on the Westside. The original building on the other side, the east side of the street
was used for horse stables in the 1940s. During
the 1950s and 1960s, they were converted into
classrooms. One of the buildings directly across
the street from our barracks was the building/
classroom where we learned how to take care of
the M-14. Before firing even one round of ammunition we had to know that weapon inside out. I
was always good at taking things apart and was
among the fastest in the company to completely
break it down and reassemble it in under a minute.

One story comes to mind with the money that we
spent. Every few days a lunch truck would drive
down the company street and sell hamburgers
and other food items. No matter how much I ate
in the Mess Hall at dinner I was always hungry a
couple of hours later.
One time and I’m not sure anymore who suggested it, but Ed and I with a couple other guys
decided to leave the restricted company area
and walk a couple of blocks south to where the
bowling alley and cafe were located, guess my
hunger got to me. So, we’re sitting there eating
and having a good time when all of a sudden,
the head drill instructor Sergeant Kiyoshi Afuso
walks in. He looked around and noticed us sitting
in the corner of the cafe and walked towards us.
I thought that’s great a fine example I am, squad
leader sneaking off the company area along with
my cousin.

Letter home, July 30, 1964, Fort Ord C-5-1
2nd Platoon.
Kind of rough up here but I’m in pretty good shape.
Started Basic Training so far so good. The 15th
of August is our open house and I hope you guys
will come up. I contacted Carol and you’re supposed to call her. Could you please send me
$10.00 I’m running out of money? I had to buy
a bunch of things from the P.X. like shoe polish,
Brasso, cotton balls toothpaste and get haircuts
each week costing seventy-five cents each. We
do our own laundry which is coin-operated. Today I’m writing letters in my spare time. We have
been receiving our inoculations and later today
we’ll receive our 4th sets of shots. Here’s Carol’s
phone number CA2-6781.

Do you remember when I told the story about
the first day we were in Basic Training and Afuso found out that we were cousins, he said “We
have big trouble here”, well there you go, he was
right! He asked what we were doing there, and
we said that we were hungry, and he said to get
back to the barracks now! The funny thing was
I don’t think we got in trouble for it. He looked
mean and stern, but I think he was a nice guy and
cut us some slack. Needless to say, we were on
our best behavior from then on.
Basic Training photos Fort Ord.
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letter before and after this one it looks like we
were off for a three-day pass. Ed and I took a bus
home and then back to Fort Ord. This was a big
mistake for a three-day pass, as we lost too much
time traveling. The bus was not an express bus
that went from Fort Ord to Los Angeles without
stops. This bus stopped at every little town along
the way each time for a minimum of ten to fifteen
minutes. We left before noon and didn’t get home
until midnight. Then back on the bus and another ten to twelve hours up. At one point coming
down highway 101 around the Malibu area the
bus broke down and the engine could not make it
up the small hill. We pulled over and had to wait
until they sent another bus from the Los Angeles
area. That cured me in taking buses anywhere.
Sunday morning Ed, our parents, Cathy and my
girlfriend Carol Zarate went for breakfast over at
the Tyler Center in El Monte. Probably right before going, we took the bus back to Fort Ord.

Despite the unusual number of cases--56 were
reported in 1963 with five resulting in death -- the
outbreak has been confined mostly to the post’s
training units. Infant Dies Ten trainees and one
infant living on the post have died of the disease.

My Actual Dog Tags.

Letter Home - August 5, 1964, Fort Ord.
Writing this letter before I go to bed. We found
out that there’s a case of Spinal Meningitis here
in our company. We’re being quarantined for a
few days, hope it doesn’t go on too long. We sure
did a lot of running today, about 5 miles down
to the rifle range and the same distance back.
I’m feeling really good and can’t wait to see all
of you when you come up. Everyone is looking
forward to the Open House. Dad have you found
out about the car yet? Have you done any work
on my hot rod? It’s been really nice up here and
everyone is doing really well. Have to go and get
some sleep now.

None of the 7,500 permanent personnel has
been afflicted. One non-fatal case was reported this year among the civilian population of the
Monterey Peninsula off the army base. An army
spokesman said tests show many trainees from
rural areas have brought in the disease. Steps
to isolate trainees have been taken, he said.
Bedding is aired daily, barracks and latrines are
scrubbed, 72 square feet of open space has been
provided around each man’s bunk. During off-duty hours, trainees are restricted to their company
areas to avoid large concentrations of men. Although there is no post wide quarantine, trainees
are being prohibited from using post theaters and
snack bars and are provided with outdoor movies
and mobile PX units, the spokesman said.
The outbreak first was reported on March 10th
when three trainees went to the base hospital.
Earlier this month Dr. Henry Renteln of the California Department of Health’s Bureau of Communicable Diseases said such an outbreak is
expected every eight to 10 years. “We appear to
be in an upswing and what is happening at Fort
Ord maybe just a part of the general picture,” he
said. Meningitis, a bacterial disease, attacks the
brain and spinal cord. There are a high fever and
rapid decline into a coma. Death can occur within
24 hours.

Extended Story - Spinal Meningitis Outbreak.
From the FRESNO BEE. Wednesday, August 26,
1964, Fort Ord Takes New Steps To Halt Meningitis ‘ FORT ORD, Monterey Co. -- AP-- The Army
has taken new steps in its fight against an outbreak of meningitis which has killed 11 persons of
73 who have been stricken at this training center
this year. With the announcement of three new
cases yesterday, the army extended restrictions
on trainees to cover their full eight-week stay at
Fort Ord. Previously, restrictions had applied only
to men during their first four weeks of training.
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Letter Home - August 17, 1964, Fort Ord.
I got here safe and slept all the way up. Right
now, I’m lying in bed writing this letter. I’ll write
Our company barracks and our bedding hanging out later in the week. Guess what? Someone stole
the windows. The barracks on the bottom is the one Ed my new underwear and tee shirts you sent me.
and lived in.
Could you please send me some more? Well it’s
almost lights-out so I better close for now

Extended Story Bedding.
For a week or two, we hung our bedding out the
windows during the day. There were times that
when we didn’t returned to the company until it
was late at night from training, we would pull our
bedding it was cold and damp from hanging in
the fog that rolled in.

Letter Home - Aug 10, 1964, Fort Ord.
Can’t wait until you guys get up here for the
week. It’s Sunday and I don’t have much to do
right now. You should bring some warm clothes
because the weather is changing.

Extended Story - Time off.
Inspection Company Street - Stock photo

Unsure what this was about but looking at the

Extended Story - Radio.
Ed and I took a cab to Seaside Saturday after
inspection. Seaside is a couple of miles south of
Fort Ord. We went into a small store like Radio
Shack and bought two small portable radios. We
both got the same model but with different colors.
Ed picked black and I picked tan.
When we return to our barracks, we played our
radios. It was great being able to hear some music. It gave me the feeling of things being more
normalized. A few songs that every time that I
hear them takes me back to those days in Basic Training. Those songs are, Everybody Loves
Somebody by Dean Martin, Under The Boardwalk by The Drifters, We’ll sing in the Sunshine
by Gail Garnett, and especially Oh Pretty Woman
by Roy Orbison. Not to say the other surfing and
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Letter Home - Aug 24, 1964 C-5-1.
Going on the 20-mile march this week for 4 days.
Been very cool here this week and Ed’s parents
were up during the weekend. Looking forward to
coming home on leave.

Letter Home - August 27, 1964, Fort Ord.

Photo from the 40’s shows the training buildings across
the street from our barracks. The bottom photo on the
other page you can see the same street and first building which was the Orderly Room where the company
commander worked.

hot rod songs during that period don’t bring back
memories but not like those other songs. You can
see my radio in the photo at Fort Eustis in the
barracks and my bunk next to the wall.

Letter Home - Aug 18th, C-5-1 Fort Ord.
The package got here with the underwear in it.
Glad to see them makes me feel better.

Letter Home - August 19, 1964
Bet you can’t guess what time it is here, 4 am. I
had to take Fire Watch today and the other guys
went on guard duty. I don’t mind getting up at
3:30 and was able to go back to sleep after 4:30.
Yesterday, I worked over on the Army Air Base
on a detail. We may get a weekend pass so Ed
and a few of us may go surfing locally this weekend. Only a few more weeks and we’ll be coming
home. By the way, did you speak with the Red
Cross? I can’t think of much more to say right
now and need to get some sleep.

Extended Story - Red Cross.
At one point I was thinking about getting out of
the Army on hardship because of dad’s health.
He was having heart issues and migraine headaches and thought I may have to help out around
our home. After a couple of weeks or so everything was cleared up with dad and he got better.
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Hi Mom & Dad, guess where I am, the Hospital
with Measles. I will be here for at least 3 or 4
days. Guess who else has them, Edd. The only
two guys in the company who got them. They
serve good food here in the hospital and we get
to watch TV in our room. I can’t wait until I come
home on leave.
We were on the twenty-mile march and stopped
for a break and Edd mentioned how dirty his
hands were. When he looked up his arm he noticed all these red dots and thought it was poison
ivy. He looked under his shirt and saw more on
this chest. He went to the sergeant and the sergeant told Edd it looked like the measles and to
go on sick call. Then I looked at my arms and
noticed the same thing. Everyone at the hospital was kidding us for being on the buddy plan
and getting sick together. If you write to me while
we’re in the hospital I will not get the letter because they will not forward the mail here and
must wait until I get back
.

Extended Story 20 Mile March

This activity was a big deal and we were lucky not
to be recycled back a week in training for missing a part of it. We did various activities including
throwing live hand grenades and a live-fire exercise. The things we missed while we were in
the hospital were the balance of the twenty-mile
march and going into the gas chamber. I guess
they decided it wasn’t a big enough deal to keep
us from graduating from basic training. I went
to the hospital on Wednesday late morning and
was released on Friday afternoon. That worked
out to missing only about a day of actual training
because everyone returned to the company late
Thursday afternoon.

Extended Story - Qualifying on Target can. We may get home on a Saturday if we pass
our test. What’s with the grill for my Ford? Edd
Range.
During our training, I was good at almost everything if fact I don’t remember anything I couldn’t
do well. However, the day we had to do our
qualifying on the Target Range something went
wrong. The range was set up with pop-up targets
of a man and ranged from close to faraway. The
range was on a hill with a valley then another
hill. You would walk horizontally and stop at each
station then go to the next one that was clearly
marked. You could see the targets on both sides
of you and the guys shooting at them.
My turn came to get into the rotation, and I started my assault on the hill. I started seeing the targets pop up, carefully took aim, shoot the target
and move down the range. When I finished, I
went back to the beginning area and met up with
the rest of the platoon. Sergeant Afuso called me
and three other guys over to the side and said
we didn’t qualify. He asked me what happened,
and I said, I saw the targets go down and not
sure unless I was shooting the target next to mine
and I didn’t see my target pop up. He told me
that I would have to go through it again. I made
my way back and proceeded through the range
again making sure the target was in my target
alley. I finished, and I had passed the test and
returned to the barracks to meet up with the company. When I got inside, I noticed that I couldn’t
hear out my left ear and the right ear was ringing
so bad that it was difficult to hear. After a couple
of days, it returned to normal and the ringing went
away. Today I have moderate to severe Tinnitus
or ringing of the ears more on my left side then
my right. I am receiving some financial compensation from the Army for it. Remember at that time
in 1964 we did not have ear protection provided
to us when going to the firing range.

isn’t back yet from the hospital. This is our last
week of hard work. The following week we turn
in our equipment. We get paid and won’t have
very much left after paying for our pictures and
Fort Ord annual. I’m sure enjoying my radio up
here. Are you going to throw me a party when I
get home?

Letter Home - September 2, 1964.
Guess I’ll be home on the 12th, I’ll let you know
for sure what day. We’re just about over with everything. We’ll clean up and turn in our equipment
next week. We must take a written exam next
Tuesday and have to pass it to graduate from Basic Training, wish me luck, I’m sure I’ll pass it. We
had our last PT Tests (Physical Training Test) today and it was a little rough, but I did really good.
Out of 500 points, I scored 450 points the first
time I took it. This time, I did better than that don’t
know the total points as of now.
How’s the Hot Rod coming? How’s everyone at
home? The weather up here has been great.
Dad, I hope you’re doing alright with your health

Letter Home - August 31, 1964.
Well, I got out of the hospital on Friday and caught
a cold, but I’m feeling good. Can’t wait for the 12
days to go by then I’ll be home. How’s everyone
at home? I hope the weather is cooler for you it’s
been OK up here. I may take a plane home if I

Sergeant Afuso called me and three other guys over to
the side and said we didn’t qualify, I’m the second in
from the right.
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issues. I got the photos of me in uniform and they
came out pretty good. When will Cathy go back
to school? Tell Price Slone that the Army is really
neat. I’ll be home in 7 days.

Extended Story - Equipment.
It was the day that we turned in our equipment and
we were to line up next to each other by squad in
front of our barracks with our equipment in front
of us. As we were waiting there, I had to return
to the barracks to talk with Sergeant Beveridge
about something. I returned and noticed that my
entrenching tool (shovel) was missing. The guy
next to me told me that Willie Mapees III an African American low life lost his entrenching tool, so
he decided to take mine when I wasn’t looking.
That pissed me off. He was from a different barracks and I walked down the line and confronted
him and grabbed my shovel and walked away.

My cousin Ed far left marching behind me on the twenty
mile march.

My parents and Cathy came up for graduation
and we drove home a short time later. The letters I wrote home were all kind of short, but I was
writing letters to many people at the time and the
ones home were somewhat short and sweet.

He didn’t say anything or make a move to get it
back but if he would have, I was more than ready
to defend myself. This kind of stuff would drive
me crazy with some of these guys who thought
rules don’t apply to them or they could do whatever they wanted.

Ed and I at graduation, Ed has glasses on and I’m sitting in front
of him.

1st Lt. Thomas G. Kelly, Company Commander giving out awards at graduation.

Above left: Ed with glasses, and I’m putting on a battle dressing on him. Above right photo you can see the strips
on my sleeve.
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Carol and I at lunch with my family at the Santa Fe Trails Restraint on Valley Blvd. in El Monte.
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been Melvin, he was from Glendale. He brought
his car a 1954 Mercury 2 door up and parked it
outside the post. Because none of us were allowed to have cars here at the time so he parked
it off the post in a storage lot that was located
in the City of Marina just north of Fort Ord. We
would keep a set of civilian clothes in the car to
change into when we went out. Thinking back
now, we went up to Altos and Santa Cruz maybe
three or four times over an 8-week period. We
would also go down to Monterey and walk around
and find a good place to eat.

Mom, Dad & Cathy came up to visit me during Mechanic
School.

has a 1954 Mercury two-door hardtop, he’s from
Glendale. Sometimes were able to get the radio
station KRLA up here at nights. Going to a party
on Saturday night.
Boardwalk at Santa Cruz, photo studio 1964.

Mechanic School Fort Ord B-2-4
7 Weeks.
Letter Home - September 26, 1964, Fort
Ord - Mechanic School.
Friday the 25th. Well, I made it up here and so
far, so good. We won’t start school until Monday
the 28th. We have to wait to start school because
we’re waiting for about forty more students to arrive. Lots to do getting ready like finding where
our bunks, footlockers, and other things are located.

Letter Home - October 6, 1964.
I had this picture taken at Santa Cruz during
the weekend. Rented a place with a few of the
guys right on Main Street in Santa Cruz near the
boardwalk. Saw some nice hot rods driving down
the street as we walked towards the boardwalk.
When we got there we rode the coaster and other
rides and checked out the girls. Our friend Jerry

Letter Home - October 15, 1964 B-2-4.
Made acting corporal in our platoon. Went to a
party in Altos with a couple of friends near Santa Cruz over the weekend, About eight guys and
ten girls. We’re unable to leave Monterey County
for some reason. Tomorrow I have guard duty,
that should be fun, just kidding. I received an 80
percent on another test and have another one tomorrow.

Extended Story - Party in Altos.
Ed and I met Jerry at mechanic school, don’t remember his last name anymore but could have

After our normal Saturday morning barracks inspection, we were off to Marina to pick up Jerry’s car and head to Altos. Jerry knew a couple of
friends from high school that was going to school
up at Cabrillo Community College in Altos.
The one time we stayed with them they were
going to have a party that night and they invited us. After arriving we went down to the market a bought some steaks and beer. When we
got back, we cook the steaks but forgot to buy
any silverware and plates and had to eat them
off paper towels by hand, no big deal. I drank
four 32-ounce beers while I ate my steak. Later
the party started, and I had a half-pint of Bacardi
151 proof which I took care of and that was that.
I didn’t realize that it was 75 percent alcohol by
volume. If that wasn’t enough to do me in, I then
walked out on he upstairs landing where others
were sitting and shared some wine. Feeling like
I better sit or lay down I made my way to Jerry’s
car downstairs and climbed in the back seat and
went to sleep.
A few hours later Jerry and this girl opened the

We have the run of the post and we may go up
and visit Casey in Basic Training. Real cool here
now and ran into some fog returning to base
on the bus. New address PVT. George Helmer
RA19813175 B-2-4 Class 14 Fort Ord, Calif
93941.

1954 Mercury Coupe just like Jerry’s.
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front door and I hardly noticed them as they
drove off to somewhere with me stretched out in
the backseat. Must have been around 5 am or so
when I woke up. It was still kind of dark, cold and
foggy. The car was parked at the back of some
apartment building somewhere down by the
beach. I looked out through the front windshield
and the only thing that I could see was a dark
shadow and a shoe poking out next to the door
going into the building. It made me really nervous
thinking someone is looking at me wanting to
know what I’m doing there. It doesn’t move, and
fifteen minutes go by and it’s getting a little lighter.
I’m freezing with only pants, tee-shirt and shoes
on and have no idea where my jacket is. Finally,
I can now see. I noticed that the shadow is gone
and that the shoe is holding a screen door open.

I come to realize that there was nobody there at
all just the darkness making me think there was
someone. A short time later Jerry came out to get
me and we went inside where they got me a nice
hot cup of coffee. Later that morning we met up
with the group and went down surfing. Then ate
some pizza although my stomach was not in the
best of shape from the night before. Back to Marina then Fort Ord for more training.

Extended story- Run in with The Sergeant.
While in Basic training one of the guys in my
squad was a guy by the name of William (Bill)
Long Jr. He was also signed up to be a mechanic
and would move to B-2-4 with Ed and me. It was
a short move because B-2-4 was only two rows

down from our basic training barracks. Bill invited
me one day to have dinner with his family over in
Fort Ord’s residential living area. His dad was a
sergeant in our company. When I went over for
dinner Bill introduced me to his cousin this very
pretty girl about our age that was visiting from
Huntington Beach. We talked that evening and
a few times after that. I would go over and visit
her, they lived close by. One of the other younger
E-5 sergeants maybe who had been in for a couple of years also liked her. One night in the barracks he was pushing his weight around because
I guess she was telling him about how nice I was.
I wasn’t all that happy with his attitude because I
didn’t do anything to him. When he came up that
night and was pushing on us and me in particular then turned around and started to walk back
downstairs, I said how’s Sandy? That made him
mad and he turned around and walked toward
me and I stood up from my bed and we were eye
to eye neither of us saying anything. All the guys
up-stairs got quiet and you could hear a pin drop.
He just then turned around and went back downstairs. No, we didn’t have much to say to each
other and we would try to keep out of each other’s way as much as possible after that.
It was unfortunate that we had to work together
one night. He was C.Q. and I was the C.Q. Runner. Basically, after 5 pm all the regular Army officers and sergeants who lived off base or in base
housing went home for the night and the C.Q.
would be in charge of the area. The C.Q. and the
C.Q. Runner would change daily, and this was
set up in a duty roster for the month.
If the C.Q. needed someone from the barracks
the runner would go over and get them. Pretty
simple arrangement and not much interaction
with each other. The other thing was when you
left the base at night or went somewhere on the
base you would go over to the orderly room and
sign in and out in this book. The book in our office was placed on top of a very nice glass case
that housed the company’s trophies and awards.
So, as the night progressed people were signing out and back in. I was standing at the case
and I was looking at the book and leaning on the
case with my not so friendly sergeant sitting at
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the desk next to the cabinet when all of a sudden, the glass exploded from the pressure I was
placing on it. Boom! He jumped, and I stepped
back and looked at the cabinet with all this glass
all over the trophies and awards. He said what
the hell is going on and I said I have no clue I
was just standing there looking at the book. He
looked sick and probably thought about how he
was going to have to explain this to the captain.
I cleaned up the glass and we put the book on
the desk where it should have been in the first
place. From then on, the book remained only on
the desk for people to sign in and out in. No one
got in trouble and he remained upset with me the
whole time I was in that school.

Letter Home - Oct 19th, 1964 B-2-4.
Past Thursday night I was Commander of Relief. I had to make sure the men got out on time
to walk their post for guard duty. I received 88
percent on my last exam. Next week will be the
hardest week on electrical systems. The entire post is being restricted to Monterey County.
May get a three day past next weekend and may
come home. We would be able to leave at 5 pm
on Friday evening and would have to be back by
10 pm on Monday. Could you send me 10 dollars
I only have 3 dollars left?

Letter Home - October 23, 1964.
This week we have been busy with workout detail painting and mowing lawns. The food is great.
I’m sending home $25.00 for my hot rod. This is
for a 2 1/2-inch chrome dropped axle. Go to Ford
Obsolete on Garvy just west of Rosemead Blvd.
How’s everything at home? Went up the hill to
see Casey tonight and he’s doing well. Ask Carol
if she has written to me, she probably got my address mixed up. If we get sent over to Germany,
we’ll be there for 2 1/2 years. One way I would
like to go over there and, in another way, not.

Letter Home - November 2, 1964 B-2-4.
It was great talking with you last night. Edd and
I went to the movies and saw “Moon-Spinners”.
Could you please send me my radio? It rained
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today and has been cool at Fort Ord. I was down
at Monterrey last night with four other guys and
we stayed down there overnight in a hotel. Bob’s
mother and sister were here They wanted to see
him before he goes to Germany.
Extended Story - Running Cross-country.
It was about two weeks before the end of mechanic school and among other things we had to
pass a physical fitness test. We went to the P.T.
Field to be tested and our sergeant stepped in
front of the group and asked for volunteers. Here
I go again with my dad’s voice in my head saying
don’t volunteer for anything.
The sergeant was telling us that he needed two
guys to run a cross-country race for Fort Ord.
If he got the volunteers, they wouldn’t have to
take the P.T. Test. I thought what the heck I’m
in pretty good shape only five months after high
school track and all the running in basic training.
I shouldn’t have too much trouble running a distance race.
I raised my hand and so did one of my friends
Richard Maldonado. They excused us, and we
started training that day. The race was in a week
so we knew we had to make everyday count. We
ran at many different locations on the post mostly
after school in the evening.
The Army supplied our shoes and running gear. It
was fun getting out there and training just like old
times. We made good progress over the week
and were ready, the big day was here, and we
found out that this was for qualifying for the Sixth
Army Cross-country Team. Didn’t give it much
thought at the time and what that meant for me, I
just wanted to run in the race.
The course was not an easy one and would be
on the pavement from outside of the football and
track stadium, up the hill to the top of the post,
and finishing inside the stadium. A very hard fivemile course and we ran up on one road then back
down on a different one. It had a lot of turns and
curves on the course.
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Richard and I felt that it would be best to start
towards the back of the group. There were about
fifty guys running that came from different companies on the post. Some were distant runners
and individuals who ran at other events. We talked about it before the race once we knew where
the course was going to take us. We decided to
start near the back and set a good pace up the
hill and depending on what energy we had left on
the downhill portion we would adjust our pace.
The group approached the starting line and the
gun went off. Some guys shot off like out of a
cannon while others took off at their own pace.
Richard and I set off and didn’t worry about anyone else and were running the race at the pace
we had planned to do. After two miles we started
passing guys who started off too fast and tired
going up the hill. We, on the other hand, had a
good pace all the way up. When we started back,
we felt we had a lot left and increased our speed
a lot. Passing a bunch of runners on the way
down. When I would slow down some, Richard
would get me to pick up the pace and I would do
the same for him, that really helped.
Now after more than four miles I thought, man
are we flying now. We turned the last corner and
could see the stadium about a half-mile away.
About 200 meters in front of us was the leader
and a hand full of runners between us and him. I
looked over at Richard and said let’s go. I couldn’t
believe we had gotten this close to the front.
I ran as fast as my legs and lungs would let me
and I started catching the leaders with Richard
hot on my heels. We were passing guys now only
a few yards away from the finish. With the last
burst of speed, I was just short of winning. I finished a close third and Richard came in fourth. I
think I could have won the race if I had only a few
more yards added to the end or started my sprint
earlier. We were not expecting to do that well and
were really happy with our placement.
The company was really pleased with our performance and this was just days before the last
week of training and around the time I had to take
over one of the schools’ tests, which I will explain

later.

Hate to say it but we got caught. We were sent
over to a room where they had stacks of different
The next morning, I was called into the Captain’s pages of text on a long table. We had to assemoffice and congratulated and told to report to the ble all the pages and staple them together. The
captain who was in charge of the meet to turn in bad part was that we had to take that week of
the shoes and clothing. I walked over to the office classes over again.
and reported in. The Captain came out of his office and shook my hand and congratulated me on I had the best knowledge of transmissions and
the third-place finish.
rear-ends one could ever want and scored a 100
percent on the exam. While we were finishing the
I went to hand him the shoes and clothes and he classes that week everyone else that passed the
stepped back a little and said to keep them for week before had duty picking up trash along Pafuture training. I’m thinking, what? He explained cific Coast Highway that crossed Fort Ord for the
that I made the cross-country team. He said I entire week. Many of those guys said that they
would be running again for the Sixth Army in a wished they could have taken the class again
meet next week. I explain to him that I had just re- rather than picking up trash.
ceived my orders to Fort Eustis and was to leave
next week. He wasn’t too happy, but it was too
late for them to get the orders stopped. I ran that Leaving Fort Ord For Fort Eustis.
five-mile course that day in twenty-six minutes a
very respectable time and much faster than I did It was a short week at Fort Ord with Thanksgiving
in cross-country in high school. Almost became a on Thursday the 26th. I went into Monterey for
cross-country runner for the Sixth Army.
dinner and a show with Ed and a few of the guys.

Extended Story Last Test.
It was the last week of school and the class was
on transmissions and rear-ends. It was a pretty hard class, but I understood how everything
worked. I’m not sure anymore what took place
exactly, but it was the day of the test. Someone
was handing around the answers to the exam.
This never happened before as far as I knew. I
thought I don’t need or want the answers, but it
was tempting. Some of the answers were true
and false and for some reason I memorized them
and the order they were in.

Friday, we completed Mechanic school and we
packed our gear and made ready to travel. The
orders were cut earlier in the week whereas Ed
would leave on Friday morning at 6 am and I
would leave a day later for Fort Eustis Virginia.
I took a taxi from Fort Ord to the Monterey Airport
a few miles away at 4:30 am on November 28th.
flew to San Francisco, this was the first time I
ever flew, and I was looking forward to it. It was a
short flight to San Francisco International Airport
where I was to fly stand-by to Fort Eustis Virginia.

Now in class, I still wasn’t very comfortable using the answers but when I got to the true and
false section, I thought I know the answers, but
it seemed easier at the time just to do it faster by
using what I had memorized.
That afternoon and it’s a little foggy now the sergeant came into the room and asked about eight
of us to go over to the orderly room. Seems that
the questions we missed were all the same ones.
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Reflection Mechanic school at Fort Ord.
The school was located in the buildings that were
just east of our former basic training company.
Back in WWII, these buildings were used for
horse stables. They were 25 feet wide and 150
feet long, which made them great for classrooms.

had to work on everything we started the learning
process all over again. Things they didn’t tell you.
They would explain what a steering knuckle boot
was but didn’t tell you how hard it was to put on.
But all in all, had a good time at school.

The school covered the repair of military trucks
and Jeeps. There were many models of vehicles
from WWII through 1964. An eight-week course
that covered how each part of the vehicle worked.
Both Ed and I knew all the basics and had a good
understanding of the mechanics of a car which
really crossed over to the trucks, just bigger parts
on the truck.

Friends in the Service.

The class was a full day with a test at the end
of each week. They used mostly flip charts, and
pieces from the vehicles. Some were cutaways
where they would get an automatic or manual
transmission, cut windows in them exposing the
parts, so you could see what was going on inside.
We covered electrical systems, brake systems,
rear-ends and transfer units for the 6-wheel drive
systems. Engine repair of different types of engines such as gas, diesel, and multi-fuels. How to
repair each type and fix misfires and fuel issues.

Casey Charles, Joined the Army about two months
after us which we were all in for three years. Casey wanted to go in with us but had an ingrown
toenail and had to wait until it was healed. He
Had Basic training at Fort Ord also and ended up
among other places as Okinawa and Colorado.

I think the hardest was the electrical systems,
and the automatic transmissions. Everything else
was easy to understand, being that I had already
rebuilt motors and other parts on my and my
friends’ cars. Think of it, seventeen years old and
I already had a good understanding of how to fix
things. With military vehicles, there are some interesting differences mostly for the vehicle to go
into somewhat deep water up to and beyond the
doors and still run. This had closed electric and
air systems which I was not familiar with. Won’t
bore you with any more of the details but did learn
things I did not know.
The classes like I said were five days a week for
eight weeks and never like taking the test because you could miss questions even if you really knew the answer, it was the way they were
worded, they tried to trip you up. It’s funny that
when we got to our company in Fort Eustis and
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By now a lot of my close friends were in the service. Mike Bilecki, Joined the Air Force six months
before Ed and I joined the Army and was required
to be in for four years. He was stationed in a few
places including Mac Dill AFB Florida and Phan
Rang Vietnam.

Louie Montante joined the Army Reserves in
August of 1964 which was only for six months
then he would have to do six years on and off
with meetings and two-week camps each year.
He had Basic and advanced training in Fort Polk
Louisiana.
Jack Nakamoto joined the Marines for four years
in the fall of 1964. Did not hear from him but must
have gone to Vietnam.
Our friend Roger Le Nue also went into the service but don’t remember what branch.
Never gave it much thought about how everything
was changing at home. All the young guys leaving for the service at this time with Vietnam ramping up. It seems like one day were all hanging out
having fun, now we were located in different parts
of our country and even some foreign countries.
Later in 1968 my close friend Dan Wark got drafted and eventually made his way to the 82nd Airborne Division and was then killed in battle in
Vietnam, August of 1968.
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FORT EUSTIS -VA
December 1964 - July 1965
63rd Transportation Company Light Truck

Fort Eustis Virginia.

just what a Southern California guy needs.

I was Waiting Stand-by at the American Airlines
boarding gate and was fortunate to get on the
first flight out that day. I flew from Monterey to
San Francisco on a prop plane, now I boarded
my first Jet flight. I found my seat and shortly before takeoff the stewardess, now called the flight
attendant, approached me and said that she was
going to move me to first class. At that time, I had
no idea what that was but walked behind her up
to first-class where there were a few empty seats
available. What a great experience, big comfortable seats, and better food. She asked me if I
wanted a drink and I said a Coke would be great
and she replied we don’t have any Coke; would
you like a Martini? I said, yes, I would. I felt
like a VIP and she must have thought I was old
enough to legally drink or wanted to give me a
great flight experience. Early in the morning they
came by and started serving breakfast in first
class. I was eating and looking out the window as
it was now light. I could see the ground far below
covered with snow. A short time later we were on
approach for our landing at Chicago/O’Hare.

The driver pulled up to the 63rd Transportation
Company on Washington Boulevard and Pearl
Place. I walked into the lobby of the building and
reported in. A short time later I made my way up
to the second floor where my bunk was. Ed was
waiting for me as he had arrived a day earlier. I
got settled in and then Ed and I went downstairs
for dinner. We talked about how strange it was
being back on the East Coast and being the new
guys on the block.

We landed, and I had to transfer to a smaller
plane that was going to land at Patrick Henry
Airport now called Newport News - Williamsburg
International Airport. With all that was going on
in the last few days, I was really tired and fell
asleep. The plane landed, and I walked out to the
front of the airport to catch a taxi. I got in with my
duffel bag and said I need to get to Fort Eustis.
The driver turned around and said are you sure?
Why I asked, It’s 40 miles away, where were you
to fly into? I said, Patrick Henry. He said that this
was Norfolk and Fort Eustis is a long ride and
would cost a lot. He suggested I go back inside
and have them fly me back to Patrick Henry Airport. Apparently, the plane landed in at Patrick
Henry and I was sleeping, and they didn’t wake
me. I finally flew back to Patrick Henry Airport and
took a cab to Fort Eustis. It was late afternoon
and my first opinion of what I was seeing was that
they had taken me to the end of the earth. Not a
leaf on a tree just dark limbs a little snow in spots
on the ground and black smoke coming out of
smokestacks. It was a bone-chilling 35 degrees,
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The next morning Monday, November 30th we fell
out at 7 am on the company street and marched
in formation to the motor pool where we were formally introduced to everyone. These guys like to

63rd Transportation Company, entrance and parking
lot sign near the two sidewalks.

play tricks on the new guys. As we were the helpers to start with, they would send us to the tool
and parts room asking for parts like a left-handed
VC booth. These are steering knuckle boots that
protect the steering joints from dirt and water. As
we would find out they would rip all the time and
had to be replaced. There are no right or left-hand
boots they’re the same for both sides. The parts
guy would start laughing then explain to us that it
was just a joke. Another thing they would try was
to ask us to go get a bolt stretcher. We may have
been green when it came to parts but not tools
or mechanical things. It sounded like an obvious
solution to these VC mounting clamps that went
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while, then started giving them some of their own
medicine.
The information below is from my actual letters
sent home while I was at Fort Eustis which is by
date, a few could be missing. I have also added
to these letters from my own stories of events not
covered in the letters by calling them “Expanded
Story” that was during or around the same period.

December 7, 1964 - Williamsburg Post
Card.
Barracks where I lived the 3 & 4 windows from the right
3rd floor.

around holding the boot in place. It was hard or
almost impossible to start the nuts on the threads
because the bolt was just barely long enough to
work, that’s if you pushed as hard as you could
to get them started. Heaven help them make the
bolts a half-inch longer (government stuff). So,

Well, we went to Williamsburg today what a small
town, but pretty neat. We had our first inspection
today and it wasn’t too bad. I don’t think I’ll be taking a Christmas Leave because they’re too many
guys with seniority in front of me. If I did get one it
would be only for a few days because they try to
let everyone have some leave. I think this will be
my permanent duty station. I would like to know
if I could have my car back here. I could have it
shipped by rail or truck. I’ll write more later or in a
few days. Please send stamps.

Letter Home on December 15, 1964.
Great talking with you last night. I’m Barracks Orderly today. We all take turns cleaning the barracks from mopping, waxing and buffing of the
floor to cleaning the Latrine. I’m finished now and
it’s 11 am and thought I would drop you a line or
two now. I’m going over to the service club tonight with Ed and the guys to have a few beers.
Could you send me my roller-skates and some of

my regular civilian clothes? I’ll also need my suit
because some people dress up here and I may
need it.

Letter Home December 21, 1964
It was sure nice to hear from you again. Last
night Ed and I went roller-skating and today we
went to Williamsburg to see a movie called Rhino a Jungle movie and toured the historical area.
We had lunch at a 50’s style diner with jukebox
and booths just like you would see in a movie, it
was across the street from the theatre. It was like
you stepped back in time twenty years, kind of
strange but the hamburgers and malts did taste
great and were a nice change to the Army food.
We’ll only be working for three days next week,
Monday thru Wednesday then we’re off until
Monday with Christmas being on Friday. We’re
so far behind in our work in the shop we may
have to work nights and have a night shift from 6
pm to 12 pm. I hope I can get on that shift it would
be really neat. Sure I hope I get your package tomorrow, so I can wear my new slacks out to town.

Expanded Story.
First birthday, Christmas and New Years away
from home these two weeks was pretty lonely.
Quite a few of the guys went home for Christmas

Williamsburg Movie Theatre 1964.

they had seniority over us and even if we did get
leave it’s a long way to travel for such a short
period of time. They had a nice Christmas dinner
for us down in the mess hall and we stayed on
base mostly.

Letter Home on December 29, 1964.
Going roller-skating tomorrow night Tuesday and
tomorrow morning I have barrack orderly again.
It’s been quiet around here the last few days.

Expanding Story - New Year’s Eve.
Ed and I walked to the front gate of Fort Eustis
where the bus stops and little diner is located.
We had hamburgers and fries to celebrate New
Year’s. I was sitting there thinking about everyone at home having parties, very depressing.

Letter Home January 5, 1965.
Going to send twenty dollars home in this letter.
The extended story, Unable to find the rest of the
letter.

Letter Home on January 13, 1965.
Sorry, I haven’t written sooner I’ve been extremely busy here. One of the truck drivers from our

Top: Ripped V C boot.
Middle: New VC boot.
Bottom: VC boot mounting clamp.

once they figured out that you knew what you
were doing, they left you alone at least on those
types of things. They would always harass us for
being from California. We got used to it after a
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Williamsburg VA.

Left: This is my living area in our barracks. Everything
is in order getting ready for inspection. Notice my sun
lamp, radio, hot rod calendar on the wall along with a
couple of surf records. We have two lockers one for
our military clothes and one for our civilian clothes.
The one open is for my street clothes. Those personal
items will be stored away before the inspection.
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company has a close friend who’s in our company. He lent his new 1964 green metallic Cadillac to him so we could date these girls. Both my
friend
and this guy knew each other in New York where
they were from. I met a really nice girl through
him and have been going out a few times, mostly to the movies and dinner. I have K.P. Duty tomorrow morning at 3:30 am and it’s 12:00 now
so I won’t get much sleep tonight. I have Guard
Duty on Friday night and I’m not looking forward
to that either. I hope you all got over your colds

them to me? Did you hear anything about the
Plymouth yet? I hope you have a nice time on
your birthday.

Extended Story - Guard Duty.
Guard duty was always a trying experience not
so much the duty itself but the inspection before.
They had you stand side by side in a line then the
officer in charge would walk down the line stopping in front of each person. He would inspect
your uniform making sure everything including
the creases in your uniform were all in the correct
spots and your booths had that perfect spit shine
on them. They would randomly ask you a General Order number and you would have to recite it
by heart perfectly, they are:
1. To take charge of this post and all government
property in view.
2. To walk my post in a military manner, keeping always on the alert, and observing everything
that takes place within sight or hearing.

The actual Cadillac we took on the date.

and Cathy’s neck problem has improved. Need
to get some sleep now.

Letter Home on January 18, 1965.
Dad, I was going to send you a card for your
birthday, but they didn’t have any that would do,
so I’m writing this letter and wishing you a very
Happy Birthday. I hope you get this before your
birthday, but it could arrive a day late. It’s snowing
here tonight and suppose to get an inch or two.
A little on the ground looks good. I’m going to
send another water gage in a couple of weeks. If
you need any gages for your car just let me know
which ones and I’ll get them for you. I had KP
Duty last Wednesday and will have Guard Duty
this coming Wednesday. How’s your arm coming
along? The calendar has not arrived here yet.
Could you send me my camera? I’d like to take
a few photos of where I work in the motor pool
and the barracks. Have mom send me a roll of
color film. Could you take a few photos of my car
all cleaned up and of the dashboard, then send
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Above: Looking from the motor pool to our barracks after the snowstorm. My windows 4th and 5th from the top
left.
Bottom: Motor pool and where I walked guard duty.

3. To report all violations of orders I am instructed
to enforce.
4. To repeat all calls from posts more distant from
the guardhouse than my own.
5. To quit my post only when properly relieved.
6. To receive, obey, and pass on to the sentry
who relieves me all orders from the commanding
officer, field officer of the day, officer of the day,
and officers and petty officers of the watch.
7. To talk to no one except in the line of duty.
8. To give the alarm in case of fire or disorder.
9. To call the petty officer of the watch in any case
not covered by instructions.
10. To salute all officers and all colors and standards not cased.
11. To be especially watchful at night, and during
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the time for challenging, to challenge all persons
on or near my post, and to allow no one to pass
without proper authority.

Above: Our trucks after the storm sitting at the barracks on the far-right side of the building.
Bellow: Our temporary shop which we learned how to put together, later we used in Vietnam.

The shorter General Orders were not much of a
problem to recite, but the longer ones could be an
issue if not done perfectly. The officer made his
way down the line inspecting and quizzing each
guy. He finally made his way to me and started
asking me the general orders. I answered them
with precision and directly speaking eye to eye.
My uniform was perfect from top to bottom which
I was proud of. He hesitated when he looked
down at by booths and they were shining like
two mirrors. He asked me about how I got that
shine on them. Flashback a couple of weeks earlier and a conversation I had with the guys in the
barracks about how to spend less time polishing
my booths. I rarely saw them polishing anything
especially their booths. They told me to take a
spray can of gloss black lacquer that we had in
the motor pool and spray the toes of the booths
and you’ll get this amazing shine which will need
no polishing. This worked great for your booths
and shoes under your bunk for inspection. What
they failed to tell me that this didn’t work for inspections outside because they looked just too
good.
When I answered the officer, I told him that I
sprayed a thin coat of paint on them to set them
off. He told me that this was not a good idea and
to strip the paint off and re-polish them before
standing on guard duty. I was surprised he was
that upset but then again, I wasn’t probably the
first to try this and I surely didn’t make Soldier of
the Day.
I had guard duty maybe two or three times while
I was at Fort Eustis. The one that stands out the
most is when I had it while it was snowing, and I
had to guard the trucks at our motor pool. I was
to walk guard from 11 pm to 2 am and it was really cold that night. Had my under armor, field
jacket with liner, gloves, helmet liner and rifle. I
was freezing after a couple of hours and needed to get out of the cold, but my relief wasn’t to
show up for another hour. I made a decision not
to freeze and sat for a few minutes in one of the
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trucks that I was guarding. This wasn’t wartime
or anything like that no one going to drive away
with a truck plus I could see better from a higher
position in the truck then walking along the front
of them. Thank God my relief finally arrived, and
I could warm up in the guard building. Other than
the cold I actually like guard duty and enjoyed
walking around at night all by myself.

Letter Home February 2, 1965.
Dear Mother and Father, I received your money
and bought a brownie Starmite II camera and
some film. I’m going to send you twenty dollars
home this month. Ed and I were thinking about
buying a woody station wagon back home and
bring it back here. Lots of Surf back here and
we’re going to turn into East Coast surfers, ha-ha.
We bought a sunlamp so when we come home in
April, we will have a tan. We also bought a movie projector, so we can take some home movies
when we are here and at home. A Brownie 8 with
all the goodies on it cost $40.00. Cathy can you
find Pat Gee’s address for me. You know Ron
Brown’s girlfriend who I graduated with last year.
I have to have her find something out for me. Try
to get it as quickly as possible. Well, we had more
snow yesterday and will have more tonight. It’s
cold back here and it got down to one-degree last
night at 5 am.

Extended Story.
Every morning we get up at 5 am to get dressed,
clean our area and make or bunks. We then go
down to the mess hall for breakfast then return
to our area to wait to go downstairs. We arrived
at about 5:55 on the company street in a double row formation. When the sergeant arrives, we
hear revelry and the sergeant takes roll call. After
that, we march over to the motor pool for work
assignments. Many a morning the temperature
would be in the single digits and I remember this
one morning in particular that it was so cold that
it felt that you were not wearing anything. We had
under armor field jackets with liners and gloves,
but you could feel the wind go right through you.
Speaking of the cold and the motor pool when
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it snowed, we would have to go out and take
brooms and clean the snow off the trucks. We
would then start each one up and let it run for
a few minutes. We had 71 trucks in our company counting the two and a half-ton trucks, jeeps,
and other support vehicles. Before working on
them we would clean the snow off them as best
as we could, then drive them into the stalls inside the building. The ceiling heaters would melt
what was left of the snow on the truck and as you
were under the truck fixing something ice water
would trickle down on you. We also had to pull
wheel bearings out of the axle housings for preventive maintenance. We would then go over to
a drum split lengthwise on a stand filled with a
solvent to clean the wheel bearings. Our hands
would also be submerged as we cleaned them
before putting grease back into them. This would
destroy your hands and make then crack. At the
end of the day, you would go back to the barracks
and shower and try to clean all the dirt out of the
cracks in your hands. We would use hand cream
on them to try to replace some lost moisture. The
next day the same routine and you never got all
the grease out of your hands, the benefits of being a mechanic.

temperature was 28 degrees and a 40-mph wind
and some snow on the ground.

Extended Story - Fort A.P. Hill
I was assigned to our 5-ton tow truck while up at
A P Hill. We were there for four days and nights
and it got really cold at night. The first night I had
to sleep in the truck, and they gave me a couple
of extra blankets to keep warm. That didn’t happen, I was shivering around 2 am and thought
the wind and air were just coming through the
glass windows. I decided to keep one of the blankets and hang the others up around the inside of
the cab to put a barrier between the inside and
glass. It worked better but was still cold as hell.
I was so happy to see the sun come up in the
morning although I don’t think I ever got totally

Letter Home on February 15, 1965.
First chance I’ve had to write I’ve been up to
midnight each night getting the motor pool and
barracks in top condition for the annual G.I. Inspection. Received your photos of your 30th anniversary. Cathy can you look someone up for
me her name is Judy Peterson and I think she
lives at 9440 Steel street. Should be a blue/green
1952 Ford sitting in the driveway.

Letter Home on February 22, 1965.
Dad, here’s a good idea for a rear-end set up for
the Dodge roadster. Two pieces of metal one on
top and one on the bottom. It will extend to the
inside of the frame rail. (Photo below)

Letter Home February 27, 1965.
Just returned from A/P Hill helped in training new
offices (A.I.T) Advanced Infantry Training. The
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Our truck convoy heading to A.P. Hill. I have an 8mm
film of this trip.

back to a normal temperature that day. After that,
I slept in a big tent, but I never seemed back to
normal. Luckily no trucks broke down during that
time since I was the only mechanic and my hands
were frozen. We returned on Saturday morning
on the 27th of February glad to be warm again.

Letter Home March 2, 1965.
We got paid yesterday and I’m sending home
$40.00 so I’ll have some money to work on my
hot rod with when I get home. Went out and had
a few beers this afternoon then we drove over

Two photos of me inspecting an M151 Jeep and listing any needed repairs.

Additional information on vehicles I worked on.
I worked on a variety of Army Vehicles including the Ford M151 Jeep, M38A1 Willy’s Jeep. M35 A.M.
General cargo truck, M543 Kaiser 5-ton wrecker, M714 Kaiser 1/4-ton Jeep, M37B1 Dodge 3/4-ton
4x4 truck, and at fort Ord in mechanic school trained on GMC CCKW 353 2 1/2-ton 6x6 that was
phased out in the mid 60’s. I also worked on several trailers that were pulled behind the trucks.
I have to say it was a lot of fun working on all these Army vehicles and became a very good at repairing them in the shops or in combat. You really had to make things work without a lot of parts, kind of
being like the character on television as MacGyver. Using whatever you had with you.
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Above: Inspecting Jeep before it goes into the shop.

I’m standing on the back of the M-534
tow truck which was our truck #61. It
was classified as a Kaiser manufactured
5-ton truck that stood 9’7” tall weighing
37,000 pounds. It was a 6-wheel drive
with a Continental R6602 6-cylinder gas
engine that had 480 pounds of torque.
It was fun to drive and using the boom
in back.
Above Photo taken in 2012 of how the motor pool looks now, not many changes from 1965 other that new doors,
outside lights on the building, new shop doors and the trees grew. That’s our barracks in the back.
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Later in Vietnam, I would drive it to pick
up broken-down trucks in the field. A
somewhat dangerous job for sure.
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Top photo: Truck ramps located behind the shop. Removing the gas tank from a truck and taking it into the shop
to clean it out. Drivers giving me a hard time, all in fun.
Below: Photo was taken in 2012 of how the motor pool looks now, not many changes from 1965 other than the
trees and the time of year.

These photos were taken the same day at the motor
pool, January or February 1965. It was the middle
of winter and freezing cold with my many layers of
clothing. I was wearing my work clothes with steel toe
shoes that took a beating from the work I did.

I have to say it was a lot of fun driving and repairing
the trucks. I had just turned seventeen a month earlier
and could not have had a more rewarding experience
in life at that time.
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to a friend place (Kenneth Henieman) where he
keeps his 1960 Corvette race car.

Letter Home March 4, 1965.
Have guard duty tomorrow (Friday). Received
my income tax money, not much but every bit
helps. Starting to get warmer here. Will be home
on April 8th or 9th our leave starts on the 8th and
is for 22 days. Ed’s parents suggest he take a
military hop home. It would cost less, but we’ll
have to fill out some forms.

Extended Story - Ken Henieman.

Our motor pool shop and our 5-ton tow truck #61. Edd took this photo.

Don’t remember the date but Ken Heniemen and
I were having a discussion which one of us was
in better shape. It turned to a contest with two
physical events we would each pick. He was
much bigger than me, I may have weighed 165
and he was over 200. So, the first event was
where you laid down on the floor opposite each
other but next to each other. You would raise your
leg and catch the other persons leg and try to
flip him over. Of course, it helps to weigh more,
and he won two out of three of them. The next
was push-ups and he won the most push up. I
came back with sit-ups where I blew him away.
The last event was my choice and I picked a 50yard sprint outside. Knowing that there was no
way he could beat me, and I was right I left him
in the dust. We didn’t get along very well before
this, but we became friends afterward. He didn’t
care much for California guys, but California got
its’ revenge.
Ken was definitely a car guy as I wrote home

Ken Keniemann NHRA “A Stock” Plymouth 1966 Winternationals.
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about. One day as I was reading Hot Rod Magazine about the 1966 Winternationals at Pomona
California he lost the Super Stock Championship
to my friend Shirley Shahan. She was the first
woman to win a professional drag race championship. That’s has haunted him all these years
and got out of drag racing a year or two later. I
found his phone number and gave him a call in
2016 but he seemed kind of out of it.

Letter Home March 27, 1965.
Sorry, I haven’t written but not much going on
around here. I received the Rosemead High
School newspaper, thanks enjoyed it just like old
times. Pretty nice out here today be glad to get
home again. Dad, I think it’s best to put a new
cam and cam bearings in the Ford. Pull the engine apart and clean it with solvent. It should
be the cheapest way to go. What do you think?
Mother, how was the river, nice up there? Cathy
is Rosemead going to have a car show this year
on the 9th of April? Well, only 11 more days until
I’ll be home. I will call on the 6th or 7th right before I get home.

Expanded Story Military Hop.
Wow, I remember that military hop flight. It was a
two-engine prop plane that they used to deliver
mail around the country. We forgot to ask how
long the flight was going to take to get to California. We started off at Langley Air Base and flew
south to Fort Bragg then west and landed somewhere took off then landed again. At this point I
asked the pilot where we were, he said Texas.
We took off then landed sometime later and I said
where are we now? Texas. Off we go a couple
of hours and we land. I’m thinking we should be
close to home and I ask cheerfully how close are
we? He said we’re still in Texas. I said are we
ever going to get out of Texas, and he cracked
up. After 20 hours of flying around the country, we
landed in Phoenix. When we got there, we asked
if someone could take us over to Sky Harbor, so
we could fly the rest of the way by commercial
airline, who knows when we would have gotten
home by military hop. We ended up getting home
24 hours after we left Virginia and it was the last
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Took some pictures of me with the
23 Tee truck and in their back lot
was the Texas Twister that ran an
Allison V-12 motor out of a WWII
P-51 Mustang warplane and the
Stones Woods & Cooks 1941 Willy’s Coupe.

time we even ascertained flying military Hop no
matter the cost involved. That plane was not only
slow, but it was bumpy and loud.

Extended Story - 22 days leave April 10th.
Home on leave for three weeks. Usual stuff down
to Balboa Newport Beach but wasn’t the same
anymore without the regular guys. I played a little tennis with Dawn down at the beach and had
some lunch. Mike Bilecki is in the Air Force, Louie is working, Casey is Somewhere in Colorado in the Army and Ed is out doing some of his
things. Occasional dates with Dawn or Carol and
hanging out at home. Jack Nakamoto is home on
leave from the Marine Corps and he came by to
show me his new ride a 1963 Pontiac Catalina

Jacks 1963 Pontiac in my driveway and my 1956 Ford at
the curb. Taken on my leave.

I had to go up to Blair’s Speed
Shop in Pasadena to see what
was going on up there. It was always fun to go inside and see all
the new and used speed equipment on display. In the garage
area, they had a cool Corvette
and other cars they were working
on. Looking back, I was busy but
not to the extent of filling up every minute of the day. It was good
sleeping in my own bed without a
group of guys around all the time
and have some family time.

Above: I’m standing next to the 1923 Tee C Cab truck that was owned
by Cal Automotive North Hollywood. Ed and I went over there to check
things out.

Blair’s speed shop garage area.
Above: Driving my 1956 Ford towards Blair’s Speed
Shop on the right. It is as of this writing still there on
North Daisy Avenue and Foothill Blvd.

Hardtop with a 421 cubic inch engine and fourspeed transmission. The car is pretty nice but
not much to look at, but it will fly. We grabbed Ed
and went to Harvey’s Broiler that night and I took
some photos of other cars.
Ed and I did take one day to drive over to Cal
Automotive in North Hollywood. They build fiberglass cars like the 23 Tee buckets and other cars.
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Above: The photo of the Texas Twister Owned by Tex
Collins and to the left Stone, Woods & Cooks 1941 Willy’s. This was the same day as me with the photo on the
opposite page top.

Harvey’s Broiler. March 1965. Photo taken from inside Jack’s Pontiac.
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Lou Montante
My good friend Louie always had back luck with
his cars. The first was his 1948 DeSoto which
was in at least a couple of accidents. The second
was his 1963 Pontiac Tempest which he totaled
with his mother in the car. A car ran a red light and
hit him broadside. Lucky that no one was hurt.

Russ Starman

Russ Starman
The Starman’s were our neighbors who lived
directly behind our house. The Starman’s were
from Sweden originally. The father’s name was
George (Georg) Starman (Stiernman) They were
friends with Ann Margret’s parents who also came
from Sweden. Ann’s real name was Ann-Margret
Olsson (born April 28, the same age the Starman’s son Russ was born. At that time in the
early 1960s, the Starman’s tried to get some help
from the Olsson’s for their son to get into the entertainment industry but for some reason, it didn’t
happen. Russ was a very good signer and did
club through Southern California. The Olsson’s
would come over occasionally to visit.
At that time, he was quite a bit older than me
(4-years) so we didn’t run with the same people.
Our parents put a gate between our properties
so I could cut through their yard to get to school
and the swimming pool since they faced the park
and school. One time I remember Russ asking
me when I was 15 if I wanted to buy his 1941
Ford sedan but it was a four-door and I was into
only two-door cars at the time. Russ was a nice
guy and didn’t find out he was such a good singer
until I join the service. He passed away on May
24, 1986, at the age of 44.
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Ann Margret and Elvis Presley

Next was his car below a 1965 Mercury Montclair
Marauder Hardtop. I was in the service and didn’t
get the story other than Louie crashed another
car. Louie was the best man at my first wedding
and is Tye’s Godfather.
Typical hot rod cars in Pasadena on Colorado Boulevard car lots during the early to mid-1960s. I shot this
photo in 1965.

Mon and dad at their 30th-anniversary celebration where
Russ was signing at that night. Both photos were taken
at the club in Rosemead. January 1965
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Expanded Story - Marlin.
Some weeks before coming home on leave I was
looking through a couple of car magazines and
read a review on the new Rambler Marlin. This
car was my first introduction to Rambler and AMC.
A few years later I would be heavily involved with
AMC (American Motors Corporation) racing. It’s
kind of strange with my involvement with AMC
because the trucks that I worked on were made
by A. M. General a division of Rambler/AMC.
After arriving home for leave I remember telling
mom about the Marlin I saw in the magazine. I
don’t know if I suggested going over to look at it
or she did. We went to a dealership called Fairway Rambler on Valley Blvd. in Alhambra to see
one. This dealership was near Atlantic Blvd. and
my dad worked off of Fremont and Mission just a
couple miles away.
On the showroom floor, they had is solid color
blue-green metallic Marlin. It was loaded, and
mom really liked it. After talking with the salesman, we decided to have my dad come over and
look at it. She called him at work and said, Carl,

George and I like this Rambler Marlin come over
to the dealer. After a few minutes’ dad showed
up and said he liked it and purchased it with our
persuasion. Very unlike dad to do something in
the spare of the moment. The car was quite expensive, and he had to trade in his beloved 1959
Plymouth station wagon in on it. To this day my
sister hates that car and was embarrassed to be
seen in it. A short time later they bought her a
Volkswagen bug, she made out for sure.
That evening I went cruising around with Carol
and we drove up to Bob’s Big Boy in Pasadena
to show it off. My leave seemed very short even
though I said it was 22 days.

shipped to us and we would go to Newport News
or Hampton to go roller skating.

Letter Home May 2, 1965.

May 3, 1965 Letter from Mom.

Well, we got back here at 6 pm and had a good
flight. We saw a movie on the plane called “Dear
Heart”. We ate dinner at the same time then listen to some music. We got paid today and went
to a movie on base. Dawn doesn’t have much of
a family can you call her and take her to breakfast one day. I would like her to know she has
kind of a family with us. I asked her to stop by
now and then.

Sending two boxes. Thanks for the Mother’s Day
gift. It rained here today.

Extended Story - Buckroe Beach.
We hitchhiked to the Buckroe Beach Amusement
Park one time, it was twenty miles away. We went
there to have some fun and ride all the amusement park rides like the roller-coaster. Thinking
back, it was kind of stressful not so much going
down to the beach but coming back hoping to get
a ride. Most of the time we would take the bus
everywhere we went or would go with someone
who had a car. Ed and I had our roller skates

Buckroe Beach Park.

Letter Home May 12, 1965.
Dear Mother, Father, and Cathy,
Mother hope you had a great Mother’s Day on
Sunday. Last week we had our PT Test and
made 480 points out of 500. I think I will get a
3-day pass because I was the best in the company. I ran the mile in 5 minutes and 15 seconds
in booths, I wasthe best in the company. You
needed 6 minutes to make 100 points. We have
been working nights since I’ve been back until
7:30 PM. I’ve been really tired with all the work.
I have been running a mile or two each night to
keep in shape. Dad I’m going to send the money
home next month for the T body. Mon did you
find out how much the gas was? Let me know
and I’ll send you the money. It’s been really hot
and humid around here.

Extended Story - Newport News Virginia.
Ed and I decided to see a movie in Newport News
just a few miles down the road from Fort Eustis.
We took the bus and got off at Washington Ave-

Marlin in the driveway at home.
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Buckroe Beach Park

Top right: Paramount Theatre Newport News, VA.
Center right: Elvis playing at the Paramount Theatre in
Newport News 1956.
Bottom right: Goldfinger starring Sean Connery.
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nue and walked down to the historic Paramount
Theatre built in the 1930s. It was the place where
Elvis performed live in 1956. We were there to
see the blockbuster film Goldfinger starring Sean
Connery. Before going into the theatre there was
a little eating place to the right of the theatre but
still part of the same building. We were early and
hungry, so we decided to grab a bite to eat there.
We sat at the counter and I ordered a single slice
of pizza and a Coke. It looked so good I couldn’t
wait to take my first bite. As I bit into it I didn’t
realize that the cheese was extremely hot, and it
stuck to the roof of my mouth. I cooled it off with a
quick drink of Coke, but the blisters were already
starting to form. I did manage to eat the rest even
though I was in pain. When we went into the theatre, I got a large Coke with plenty of ice that kept
the roof of my mouth cool and under control. I did
enjoy the movie and my mouth recovered fully in
a few days.

Letter Home May 18, 1965.
I didn’t have to work tonight so I’m writing a few
letters. Last Saturday the 15th of May we went
down to the beach and rented a motel for the
night then went out and had a few beers, 3.2 percent when you’re 18 here. Sunday, we rented a
few surfboards and we had a great time. Dad,
have you done anything on my hot rod? Glad
you like your gift mother and hope dad found a
good place for it. I’ll be calling on Sunday night at
about the same time. It’s been quite warm here,
how’s the weather at home? Don’t know if I’ll get
back to California there sending a lot of mechanics to Vietnam from here. The closer you are the
more likely you’ll go first. Being in Virginia I may
not go. What’s new around home? That card is
for Dawn.

Extended Story - Racial Issues.
Our company commander was Captain Donald
Grenier a great company commander. This was
the mid-sixties and there was a lot of racial tension and our company was no exception. On the
2nd floor of our building, the mechanics and motor pool staff were all housed. The drivers would
all bunk together on other floors. It was a typi209

cal barracks environment where you lived in tight
quarters with 20 guys. In the evening after work,
you could open the door to our floor and walk
from one end to the other end and as you passed
through each section you could hear the music
from the radios and record players change from
rock-n-roll, surf, country, and soul music. One
day on one of the other floors that housed the
truck drivers of our company a fight broke out between a few guys over racial issues. The Captain
was informed and immediately he called a company-wide meeting and told everyone he would
not tolerate this anymore and would court-martial
the next person involved in this type of behavior.
This pretty much put an end to it at least outwardly and everyone moved on.

May 19, 1965 63rd Trans. Co. (Lt Trk) A.P.O.
96312 San Francisco, CA.
Mom’s letter to me saying that my part of the gasoline bill was $36.68 and my car battery undisclosed amount. Dad is painting Cathy’s bedroom
on Saturday. Mon is sending my civilian clothes
by mail to me. Mom thanked me for the spice
bottles and rack and had dad put it up on Saturday in the kitchen. Sending school newspaper to
me. Dawn called said she come over in a couple
of weeks. She has been really busy with school
and all. Sorry, she couldn’t spend more time with
me when I was home on leave. She sure enjoyed
playing tennis with me, tells them she really like
me. She like the record I sent her.

May 19, 1965, from Dawn Simpson
Thanking me for Trene Lopez record. Good to
see you like old times.

Letter Home May 22, 1965.
Well, I got your letter with the check. I’m going to
wait to get my car when I get back home. I want
to get a 1956 Chevy, they run for around three
hundred dollars. I’m looking to get a dependable
car that I can drive if I need to come back here.
I’m sending thirty dollars back and loaned a friend
five dollars he needed to get home. I’ll tell you all
about it when I get home.

Letter Home June 1, 1965.
Well, it’s Monday, May 31st and I found some
time to write today. The same old thing around
here. Tomorrow we get paid. I’m going to send
ninety dollars home and I like dad to go down
and order my roadster body. Whatever money
is left over I want mother to have it to pay for the
gas I used and pay the rest next month. Dad order the 23 T body with one opening door and a
20-inch pickup bed. That place is on Valley one
block east of Garfield it’s on the corner. It’s open
late so you can run down after work. I have to
send your Father’s Day present soon. Because I
must send it when I have some money and that’s
on Tuesday. Tell Mike I’ll talk to him soon when
I get home.

Letter Home June 6, 1965.
Well, not much new here. Sure has been hot here
90 degrees that’s hot with all the humidity. It was
good speaking to you last night. Wrote some other letters tonight and that’s another thing off my
mind.

Extended Story Sand Pool.
For a couple of days it was so hot that our motor
pool sergeant gave us a nice break. We worked
until noon then went back to our barracks and had
lunch. After lunch we jumped in the back of one
of our trucks and drove over to the sand pool. Not
sure why this was constructed but it was great. A
bowl shape that gently tapered downward in the
center where it was 15 or 20 feet deep. The pool
was maybe 150 to 200 feet across and had fresh
water running through it. It was cold but really refreshing and it had a 15-foot-tall platform in the
center that you could go up and jump off of. My
guess is that this was built originally for training
the troops.

Letter Home June 25, 1965 Fort Eustis PFC.
Don’t know exactly when we’ll be going overseas
but should know in a few days. They say they will
give us leave before we leave but I don’t know

when. Had CQ runner last night so I have today
off. Slept most of the day and got up just in time
for dinner. Its been raining here today and really
hot at the same time. Be glad to get out of here.

Extended Story - Company on Alert.
While at Fort Eustis and during the Spring of 1965
the 63rd Transportation Company would occasionally be placed on alert. And during that time
were given orders not to leave the post during
weekdays and evenings. When they called an
alert no matter where we were on the base it
would be broadcasted throughout the post that
the 63rd or whatever company was on alert and
to return to your company. We were instructed
to pack our bags and report out in the company
street for further information. This went on for
several months and became annoying packing
then unpacking.
During early Summer the company finally received orders that we were going to be activated and would be packing up and moving off the
post. We knew that we were probably going to be
shipped out to Vietnam, but we were not told the
designation because it was classified. The big
deal was packing up everything to leave. We had
to pack all of our tools, equipment, vehicle parts
and secure our trucks for shipping. Each truck
had to have its fuel drained, batteries removed,
soft tops removed and stored. We steel banded
everything so the hoods, doors, and equipment
on the trucks were secure for transport. After everything was done which took a couple of weeks
to complete, we loaded them onto flatbed train
cars near the motor pool. Now that everything
was shipped, we made ready for our departure.
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Letter Home on July 22, 1965.
I had a really good time at home and arrived here
at 8:00 am this morning. I saw dad waving at me
as we pulled out onto the runway. Cost me $3.00
to get back on the base, not too bad. We are
scheduled to leave on the 5th of August. Tuesday, I have guard duty until 4:30 am, Saturday
and Sunday I have dayroom orderly, and Sunday
night I have C.Q. runner. Monday, I have off and
Tuesday I have KP so I’m going to be busy for a
while.

Extended Story - K.P. Duty.
Funny what you do to make things easier for
yourself and such is the case with K.P. Duty. The
way it worked at the 63rd was that the first person
at the mess hall front door would be able to put
his name on the list of jobs to be filled that day
first. You didn’t want to have any jobs with anything in the back area, such as the steam washer or cleaning pots and pans, helping prepare
the food, horrible jobs. The mess hall opened at
5:30 am for the guys who had K.P. Duty and you
had to be down there that early to make ready
for breakfast at 7:00 am. As it is said the early
bird gets the worm and, in my case, the better
job. I made my way downstairs at 4:00 am and
sat down and leaned against the front door to
the mess hall. I was first in line and ready to pick
the best job which was the dining room orderly.
You made sure that the salt & pepper shakers,
sugar dispensers, milk machines were all full and

refilled after each meal. After each meal, you
would clean the tables of crumbs and spills, put
the chairs upside down on the tables and sweep,
mop and buff the floors. It sounds like a lot of
work and yes it kept you very busy but it wasn’t
that hard plus there were two of you doing this
job. The benefits were that you could drink all the
regular and chocolate milk you wanted, and you
would eat before they served the other people
coming in for a meal.

Letter Home on July 25, 1965.
Today Sunday the 24th, turned in all my field
gear, toolbox, and my M-14 rifle down at the motor pool. Be leaving here somewhere between
the 2nd to 4th of August. I will be home on the
5th or 6th for leave. Won’t be doing any work
until I get to where we are going.
..

On one of our early trips to Williamsburg during
the winter we went to see the movie “Ride the
Wild Surf”. It starred Fabian, Shelly Fabares, Peter Brown, Barbara Eden, Tab Hunter, and Susan
Hart. A very strange experience because it was
wintertime in Virginia and the movie was set in
Hawaii during the Summer. It made us feel really
good while we were watching it then we stepped
outside, and reality set back in.

Extended Story - Inoculations - The Girls
on The Beach.
A short story about getting our shots before going
overseas. We got word through the grapevine it
was Vietnam and would be getting a series of inoculations. We went as a group and walked over
to the dispensary not too far away. Don’t remember how many shots we got exactly but a lot more
then I was expecting maybe 8 or so at one time.
My arm and butt were sore for days and I didn’t
feel all that great with all those drugs running
through my system.

This is my actual Fort Eustis theatre program for The Girls on the Beach for July 27, 1965.
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Ed and I went to see the movie Girls on the Beach
at the post main theatre. We didn’t go for who
was starring in the movie but for what it was depicting, California lifestyle and the beach. It was
about our lifestyle that we were living at the time
before going into the Army. Sun, Surfing, with
songs from the Beach Boys and Lesley Gore,
what more could you want.

Thinking about selling my roadster to Ed for
around a hundred-fifty dollars. Enclosed is a
money order, could you please deposit it in my
account. Also, could you find Jack’s address for
me?

Letter Home August 3rd, 1965.
I sent a postcard home saying that I would be
glad to get out of this place..

Letter Home August 6th,1965.
The day finally arrived, and we boarded buses
bound for Patrick Henry Airport just a few miles
south of us. We boarded a Boeing 727 and our
complete company took this flight. As we were
about to land at Oakland airport one of the guys
looked out of the window while we were a couple
of hundred feet above the ground and said look
at those Jack Asses, some replied, Those aren’t

Letter Home July 29
Thanks for the underwear, I received the package
yesterday. Sure glad I got all my duties over with
this week. I’ve been doing nothing but sleeping
for the last few days. Could you send me some
more stamps. We went to the show last night and
we’re going again tonight. Sending a movie program to you showing what’s going to be playing
here. It was nice speaking with you on the phone
the other day and I’ll call again on Wednesday
night. It was a little cooler and has been raining
some, I’ll be glad to get out of here. Did you get
the film developed? I would like a few of the Marlin and Dawn. I’m good and can’t think of much
more to write right now, write soon.

Letter Home August 2, 1965.

My 1922 Dodge touring turned into a roadster
with an Old’s engine, trans and rear end from
a late 1950’s Old’s car.
Jack Asses those are California Jack Rabbits and
everyone busted up laughing. After landing we
made our way over to the port of Oakland by way
of a train a very short distance to Oakland Terminal where the train was next to this huge troopship. The Ship was the General R.M. Blatchford.
Our unit was released from the 27 transportation
Battalion(truck), 48th Transportation Group (Medium Truck) assigned to
USARPAG. Departed Fort Eustis permanent
change of station to Vietnam which we didn’t
know officially.
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Found This photo of me in my bunk resting. Seems I broke my nose again, which I don’t remember how anymore.
This would be the third time in three years. You can see the tape across the bridge of my noise. I was sure thin back
then about 165 pounds. This photo was probably taken at the same time as the one above.

At the back of our barracks loading our duffel bags for transport to the airport.

Expanded Story - Fort Eustis Epilogue.
Well, this will sum up the 8 months at Fort Eustis Virginia. A good experience for the first time
and so far away from California. Really started
my growth and maturity being totally on my own
and responsible in every way. More change is
on the way with some of the scariest moments
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and hardships you couldn’t understand unless
you were there. Leaving behind snow, heat and
seemingly endless dreariness of the fort and surrounding areas, at least while I was there. As an
eighteen-year-old, I didn’t have a lot to do off
post especially without a car. I met some nice
people and made some friends but there is no
place like home.

Directly across from our cubical where Ed and I were located was three of our mechanic group guys playing poke
one night. The guy with his back to the camera is Grist who went to Vietnam with us. The other two didn’t have
enough time left in the service so they were transferred to another company. You can see how close we were located to each other in that barracks.
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U.S.S. General R.M. Blatchford
Oakland California to Cam Rahn Bay Vietnam
August 6th 1965 - August 29th 1965

August 4th, 1965 Oakland Army Terminal 63rd boarding U.S.S. General R.M. Blatchford.

On or way to Vietnam.
While on-board the U.S.S. General R.M. Blatchford, we could write letters but could not send
them until we got to our destination. The letter
below I wrote as we made our way to Cam Rahn
Bay Vietnam.

Okinawa and another from Vietnam. Okinawa will
be where we’ll be taking on fuel, food, and water.
As of now, we don’t have an APO address, I’ll
send it as soon as they release it to us.
Our ship is supposed to carry 4,000 troops and
we’re carrying 4,600 which is a real problem

Monday, August 16th, 1965
From the General R.M. Blatchford Troop Ship in
the Pacific Ocean. My letter sent from Okinawa
when we stopped for supplies.
The plane ride from Langley Air force to Oakland
was really nice and it took us about five hours.
We got there at eight-thirty on Friday morning on
the 6th of August. Sorry, I didn’t call from Oakland, but they wouldn’t let us off the ship. We left
the harbor on Saturday night at 5 pm on the 7th
of August. They said we were heading towards
Hawaii, but we wouldn’t be stopping there. When
you get this letter, it was sent from the island of
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Another view of Blatchford leaving Oakland.
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and hail coming down and everyone started moving back down the stairwell as fast as possible. I
was trying not to slip, and my hands were holding
onto the railing and it was slippery with vomit. We
finally got down to our level and I headed for the
shower room to take a shower with all my clothes
on to get the vomit and smell off me. I then had
to walk back to the compartment wet. After that,
they did the drills with smaller groups at a time.

This is the type of bunks we slept in. The photo doesn’t do any justice to just how cramped
it really was.
with everything that we do. We sleep in canvas
bunks that are one above the other and end to
end. With the ceiling about eight feet high they
stack five bunks into that space, about 18 to 20
inches between bunks. We’ve been out to sea
for 5 days and have only traveled 1,900 miles.
We should arrive sometime in late August if everything goes as planned. It was cold and cloudy
when we left Oakland and today 5 days later it’s
warmer and really nice.
At first, I had to stand in line for two and a half
hours to get something to eat, but now we don’t
have to stand so long only about an hour to an
hour and a half. It doesn’t really matter a whole
lot nothing else is going on. It’s funny, one day Ed
and I went to breakfast ate our meal then decided
to get back in line again for lunch so we could
be at the head of the line. We ate lunch then got
back in line for dinner. That got old after the first
time and we don’t do that anymore.
I haven’t been seasick so far, but Ed has. We had
a fire drill today and everyone was to move towards the top deck. The only problem was that
you could only get a certain number of guys
up on deck because the deck was so crowded.
There were guys still below deck and we made it
up to about the last deck before the top. Someone got sick from the heat in the staircase above
us. It started a chain reaction and it was like rain
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ter showers. We use special soap that doesn’t
lather its rough gritty soap. I would like you if you
could send me the year subscription to Car Craft.
I don’t think next month’s issue will get here in
time because it wasn’t started until the November
issue, so I really want the September for it has
a big road test on the Marlin, that dad would be
interested in. You can pick a copy up from the
grocery store.

we could sink.

The food is basically the same over and over.
Never anything cold, we have room temperature
ice tea, powdered milk or juice. Food is no better
with powdered eggs, greasy bacon or sausage,
and other delicious items on the menu. We saw
Dolphin today at about 5 pm and we’re three
thousand four hundred miles out of Oakland and
hope by Sunday to get to the rock (Okinawa),
that’s where Casey is stationed. We passed the
“International Date Line” about two days ago. So,
when it’s Saturday at home it’s Sunday here.

The next morning after the storm passed, we
heard that the ship had sprung a leak and they
had two huge pumps, pumping out the water, isn’t
that nice. The cargo on the ship shifted to one
side and the ship is now lisping on the starboard
side. We have been eating those powdered eggs
and powdered milk and it has a sour taste to it.
Boy, I’ll be glad to get onto dry land, although I
don’t mind the sea itself.

We are several levels below the waterline and in
some ways better and another ways worse. My
bunk is the closest to the floor which makes it a
little cooler. Ed is on the top bunk on the other
side. The other day he wasn’t feeling very good
and got sick right on top of someone’s head. I
found it amusing although the other guy was sure
mad at Ed, what a mess. For a while after that
Ed didn’t eat as much when he went to the mess
hall. This helped him with his seasickness, but he
was always hungry. That day he had to clean up
the mess on the floor and everyone else went up
to the top of the deck.
I hate being on this dumb boat and it’s only going 19 1/2 knots, that’s about 22 miles per hour.
I think I could get out and row the boat faster.
Nothing out here but water and more water. Yesterday it rained very lightly, and the sun came out
which made a really neat rainbow over the water.
Last night we saw a movie on deck, and I didn’t
have enough room to move my eyebrows. Sitting
Indian style for that long my feet fell asleep. I
decided not to come up to any more movies after
that they’re not worth the effort. So far, I haven’t had KP and hope I don’t get it. Every day
we do the same thing get up at 5:30 am and get
cleaned up then at 6: 30 am we eat breakfast.
After that, we go up on deck and find a place to sit
until lunch. We have to sit up there because they
have to inspect the area where all 183 of us are
squeezed into. We eat lunch at 12:15 and have
the rest of the day off until 6:30 when we eat dinner. After that, we get ready for bed or anything
else we want to do.
Because of all the men on board, we started running low on freshwater, so we had to take saltwa-

We hit a storm yesterday called Typhoon Lucy.
It was really rough, and no one was allowed on
deck. I was laying in my bunk with my feet pointing forward towards the bow. It was like being on
a roller-coaster, going up, then down, up, then
down, roll to this side, roll to that side. Lots of
guys were getting seasick. At one point I went up
the stairwell and opened the hatch. I took a quick
look and saw huge walls of water around us many
times higher than the ship. I shut the hatch locked
it and went back not feeling very good thinking

Went to the latrine (bathroom) wow, what an experience. In these troopships, the toilets are all
connected in a long row with a big pipe going between each one with saltwater flowing from front
to back. The seawater would come in through
from the front of the ship and exit some 20 or 30
toilets later. Constantly making a rushing swishing sound. Each person would be within a few
inches of each other and sometimes it would kind
of suck you down a bit when the ship was going
up the wave then down. You were at the bow of
the ship and could see the same type of toilets
against the bow on the other side. The urinal was
a big trough and one time during the Typhoon got
plugged up somehow and the urine would splash
over the sides and on our feet. Needless to say,
I went over to the shower and scrubbed my feet
and shower shoes. As a side note, I would go
down there in the very early morning before most
people got up. It was much easier to shower and
shave without a lot of people around. Sometimes
in the morning I turn on the hot water faucet and
only steam would come out, this ship was crazy.

We docked in Okinawa and it was great seeing
land although we couldn’t get off. All I thought
about while looking towards the land was,
I wished I could get off and find a place to get
some good food. Tomorrow we’re heading south
to our designation.

New Letter.
Now out to sea again our orders were disclosed
by our Company Commander, it’s official, we’re
going to Vietnam and we’ll be getting off at Cam
Ranh Bay. Every day that goes by it’s getting
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Pacific Stars and Stripes
Newspaper 9/24/1965

hotter and hotter. I went up to see what was going on up on deck but only got halfway up, it was too
bright and hot I went back down to our hole. We finally arrived at Cam Ranh Bay today, thank God
let me off this prison barge. Carrying my duffel bag and other gear we were instructed to walk down
this somewhat steep gangplank with just ropes on the side. They said not to fall into the bay because
it was full of hammerhead sharks, great. Mr. and Mrs. Helmer, we regret to inform you that your son
was eaten by a shark while at war, hell I could have done that at home.

Back on dry land.
After we got off the ship the company gathered at our trucks which were waiting for us in a small
clearing. My warrant Officer that was in charge of the motor pool asked me to climb this nearby coconut tree and get a coconut for him. Not in Vietnam 24 hours and already things are getting strange.
There were Vietnamese vendors selling fruit and beer (brand 33 Beer). Nothing like an ice-cold beer
in Vietnam. Off to Nha Trang tomorrow.
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Vietnam

August 29, 1965 to August 15, 1966

Letter Home - September 2nd, Nha Trang.
Sept 1st, we moved from Cam Ranh Bay to Nha
Trang today about 30 miles North. It’s like being
in the desert but near the beach. It’s over 120
degrees and were living in these olive drab tents
which soak up all the sun and heat. We’re near
the town of Nha Trang. They tell us to be careful
because there are VC in town. Two months ago,
right here they came under heavy attack.
We were escorted by the 101st Airborne and had
to keep the truck throttle wide open hitting speeds
of over 50 mph. They had heavy gunfire the day
before and were ambushed on this road. I was
the gunner on the wrecker with Ed. We heard a
few shots, but nothing happened. Thought we
would be back out of the action but were not.
Meals are not too bad, at least they’re better than
what we had on the ship. That was the worst I’ve
ever had. Been getting pretty sunburned we’re
very close to the beach. We could go swimming
but we don’t because of the sharks near the
shore. People over here are strange and hundreds of years behind in time. I can have a camera over here so could you send me my camera.
Combat pay is an extra $55.00 per month.

project to do was to find some four-foot by eightfoot sheets of plywood and four-inch by four-inch
by eight-foot-long lumber to make a good solid
floor. We rolled the sides of the tents up, so we
could get some air in the tent. The tents being
dark green attracted the sun’s heat making it
even hotter inside than out.
You would make a tee wood frame front and back
on your cot to hold your mosquito net, then tuck
it in under your sheet. One night after the lights
were out, someone yelled out that there’s a dog
in our tent! Someone else said, that’s not a dog
it’s a rat! You could hear them running on the plywood floor. I made double sure that my Mosquito
net was really tucked in really tight.
The next day we started setting up our four maintenance tents. When I say there was sand you
should remember that we were no further away
from the beach than a quarter mile or so. It was
like living and working on things on beach sand.

Extended Story - Tents at Nha Trang.
When we pulled up to Camp McDermott in Nha
Trang we were among the first groups to arrive
there. The living tents were already put up, but
we were going to find out a lot of work needed to
be done. We were assigned a tent and as I pulled
the front flap to open it I was surprised that they
just pitched the tent over whatever was there
without clearing anything. In our case, there were
bushes inside our tent and had to be chopped
down and the floor was just fine sand.
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Nha Trang, Qui Nhon, Phu Tai, Pleiku, An Khe,
Cam Ranh Bay

The first night we set up our cots and found our
spot within the tent. We were all exhausted from
the trip, so we ate our sea rations and by that
time the sun was long gone.
I woke in the morning to find that my cot was buried halfway up the sides with sand. So, the first

Our tent in Nha Trang when we arrived.

Letter Home - September 5th Nha Trang.
I went to church today it was really nice. Monsoons season started this week with lots of rain
and it’s hot here day and night. I may buy a movie camera for one-hundred dollars at the PX. Going to town after dinner tonight it’s now 4:30 pm.

Letter Home - September 6th Nha Trang.
On September 2nd after I wrote to you, we had
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Sitting outside our tent with Pruitt after filling sandbags for protection.

an alert on our compound. I only had on my underwear because it was so hot, and I was writing
Carol. I thought to myself what if we get attacked
by the V.C. with me running around in my underwear. Well, the danger signal sounded, and
we didn’t even hear it. I looked around and the
lights were going off. Someone yelled out “Turn
out those lights”! I put on my jacket, pants, helmet, boots without socks, grabbed my ammo
and Rifle. I ran out taking position behind one
of our trucks keeping my eyes trained towards
the fence. Some shots rang out and mortar shells
whizzed overhead into the hills. Forty-five minutes later the lights started going back on and it
was over.
Can you send me some soap, toothpaste, envelopes, writing paper, powdered milk and some
candy, thanks that would be great. It was 120 degrees today and I had to carry about fifty, four by
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Shortly after arriving in Nha Trang Pruitt and I are building the temporary generator shed out of scrap wood. Pruitt
was from Bakersfield, California.

With my M-14, the M-16’s were in short supply when
we arrived.
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north. We would make one round trip each day
unless we couldn’t get unloaded in time or one
of our trucks would break down, then we would
spend the night there.

M-79 grenade launcher shells. The clear bottom display piece was made by dad. These are some of the
shells I shot.

six-inch timbers eight feet long for about twenty feet. These were to be used for our shop tent floors.
Extended Story - TDY to Qui Nhon, Phu Tai with trips to An Khe & Pleiku.
After a week in Nha Trang Mr. Van Story, our Warrant Officer who was in charge of the motor pool
called a meeting. He needed two mechanics to go TDY to Qui Nhon for a few weeks with two platoons
of trucks and drivers. He said that everyone was going to take turns going places now and then. I
looked at Ed and said we might as well get it over with, so we volunteered to be the first to go.
Even though we were sent to Qui Nhon we found out that it was not in the town of Qui Nhon itself
but 10 miles south/west of town in a place called Phu Tai. Out in the middle of nowhere in a valley
surrounded by two mountains one on the west side and the other on the east.
We were with several other trucking companies all doing the port of Qui Nhon clearing and getting
supplies to Pleiku and An Khe. We were supporting the 101st Airborne and the 1st Calvary 100 miles
225

Route 19 which went from Qui Nhon to An Khe
then Pleiku was the same road on which the
French Mobile Group 100 was annihilated back
in 1954. While driving along Route 19 we saw
tombstones that marked the buried French men
from that ambush. The 100-mile trip along Route
19 covered some of the worst terrains for trucks
in Vietnam. The road around An Khe was relatively straight and flat, but as the road headed
east toward Pleiku, it traveled through two of the
most treacherous passes in the world: the Mang
Giang Pass, located about halfway between Pleiku and what was the 1st Cavalry Division’s base
at An Khe; and the An Khe Pass, about 50 miles
west of Qui Nhon. The eastern part of Route 19
was a dirt road. We would all return to camp in
fine red dust. The more senior drivers would lead
the convoys and had the privilege of not eating
dust or thick red mud.
The convoys generally would get slowed down to
around 5 miles per hour to negotiate the winding
road at the passes.
The last and worst turn up An Khe Pass was the
“Devil’s Hairpin.” If returning trucks did not slow
down to three or four miles an hour, they would
drive off the steep bank. Negotiating the mountains at such low speeds hauling cargo required
drivers to learn to “split shift,” the ability to split
the gears into half gears. If they were not good
at it, then the truck would stall, and the engine
would stop. Often the trucks behind would push
the slower vehicles in front. A typical convoy had
about 100 trucks and two gun jeeps. Medium
trucks ran together, and light trucks ran together.
It wasn’t uncommon to be shot at while traveling on Route 19. I remember this one day as we
were going up the mountain not too far from An
Khe, the 101st Airborne were engaged in a firefight in the gully next to the road not 10 feet away
from us. That day our trucks had the windshields
pushed forward in the down position. The reason
I remember this is because I mounted my rifle clip

Above are photos that I took up at Phu Tai in the camp
and surrounding areas. Some photos seemed so picturesque while others seem so bleak.
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in the front of the extended window channel, so I
didn’t have to raise it up from the floor if I needed
it. We were carrying truckloads of JP-4 jet fuel in
55-gallon drums. They were stacked lying down
on their sides in a pyramid stacked position with
the number one drum on top.

Letter Home - September 11th, Qui Nhon.
Well, I’m on TDY up here in Qui Nhon about 100
miles up from Nha Trang. We will be up here for
a few weeks. We’re supporting the 101 Airborne

even used a headlight from the truck on the inside that was connected to the truck battery. This
was just like a home away from home. We made
sure that not even one mosquito would be able
to get in. We saw them outside trying but we had
completely cut them off. Now it was time to get
some shuteye, so we turned off the light and fell
asleep. Morning came, and Ed and I were just
about eaten alive during the night. What happen!
We had welts all over us much worse than if we
would have been sleeping outside without anything. We forgot one small detail, the bags and
other things under our cots inside the truck bed
were not checked before we closed off everything. The mosquitoes were hiding around and
between things during the day and they didn’t
become active until we turned out the lights. We
trapped them inside and they devoured us. After
opening up the net, I saw this one fat mosquito
heading slowly out the opening. It looked like it
put on two pounds during the night. Needless to
say, we scrap that idea and went back to the individual nests going forward.

and 1st Calvary. I was sick two nights ago and
had this terrible headache for a day and a half.
I went on sick call and they gave me some pills
and junk, so the pain would go away. I’m OK now
and feel better.
Ed went to sickbay until Monday he had a headache and fever too, but they kept him for a few
days. Ed and I are the only two mechanics that
came up with the 1st platoon that has twenty
trucks.
I only received the book and no letters. It’s probably because we left the day that I got the book. I
don’t know if we’re going to get mail up here and
may have to wait until we return to Nha Trang.
I’m sending sixty dollars home as soon as I can
get a money order. Money orders are hard to get
here but right now my money is in a safe place.
Last night I got all eaten up by mosquitoes. They
started at my feet and made their way up a halfinch at a time. Been really hot and humid here
and I’m getting a good tan and after I get out of
this place, I’ll have a good tan for home.

Letter Home - September 17th, Qui Nhon.

Expanded Story - Mosquitoes.

Another one on my shots looking east in Phu Tai from
the hill towards the road that leads out of camp. Bottom
photo showing you how narrow the bridges were and
some were even narrower than this one.
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Here’s a story that took place one night at the Phu
Tai compound. Ed and I thought we had things
pretty well figured out in the first two months of
being in the country. In Vietnam, there were all
kinds of bugs and flying things that I never seen
before or thought existed. The mosquitoes were
large enough to pick you up and fly away. Ed and
I decided (being the brain trust guys we were)
to prepare for the upcoming mosquito attack that
was going to take place after dark. The truck bed
was a great fortress with steel on the floor and
sides and heavy canvas on the top. The only
thing we needed to do was close off each end
of the opening with mosquito netting. One in the
front and one at the rear. Nothing could get in
or out, completely secure. We hit upon this idea
that would change everything, no more tight mosquito nets around us at night, just complete freedom inside that truck bed. Darkness was about
to set in, so we prepared the battlegrounds and
closed up the openings. This was very cool, we

Sending you this money order today so you can
put it in the bank. Mail around here is slow and
can take a while to catch up. I haven’t received
a letter from you guys hope to get one soon. It
rained today and I’m still in Qui Nhon.
We go to the hill every day and last night they
closed the road and I had to stay up there all
night. It’s where the 1st Cavalry is located. Last
night there was a lot of scattering mortar fire
around the area and a lot of small arms fire. In
the distant, one of our trucks was shot at but they
missed it. Ed said he hasn’t heard from his parents either.

Letter Home - September 19th, Qui Nhon

My photos from the town of Qui Nhon and Qui Nhon
Harbor.

I’m receiving your mail now, so you can send
me that box of Goodies. Add some soap to the
things you’re sending me. A bar of soap in town
is $1.00 per bar. Were there any photos of the
Marlin with the chrome rims? I would like those
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sent if you have them and the ones of Dawn and
myself. Mail is free for me to send to you so don’t
send any more stamps.

day in this makeshift barbershop, had my hair cut
a shave, face massaged and eyes cleaned for
fifty cents.

A few days ago, the 1st Cavalry came up here
with 1,700 men. Last night about 100 men were
killed. There were two brigades (2,000 men) of
VC up here about 50 miles from base camp. Edd
went with the trucks today, we’re carrying about
20, 55-gallon drums of JP-4 Jet Fuel on each
truck. We now have sandbags on the floor of
the trucks in case of road mines. So far, we have
been pretty lucky and only a few trucks out of
commission. We were told it would be between
three to five weeks before returning to Nha Trang.

Letter Home - October 15th, Qui Nahn.

I’ll be sending home one-hundred-seventy dollars next month, please send me three more photos of the ones you sent me.

Last night I received the box of goodies with the
milk, candy and cool-aid, it was great, and it hit
the spot. All my mail has caught up except for the
first package.
You asked what kind of food we’re eating here.
They call them “B” Rations. Everything comes
out of cans no fresh food. Down in Nha Trang,
they say it’s really building up. They’re putting cement floors under the tents. Fresh food and even
ice cream sometimes. I hope the Dodgers win
the World Series. This guy in our outfit named
Nyland, he’s from Minnesota that you spoke with
at Fort Eustis is for the Twins.

Extended Story Monkey Story.
While at base camp
at Phu Tai ten miles
outside Qui Nhon,
Ed and I lived for
a while in the back
of a truck that could
not be repaired. We would eventually have to
have it towed back to Nha Trang. There was
enough room in it for two full-size cots, room to
walk between them and have some space in front
and behind the cots. We had a canvas top that
kept the water off us, and we were high enough
off the ground to keep the rats and other things
away from us. It was kind of a poor man’s camper
and it served the purpose.

Letter Home - October 12th Qui Nhon.

This one day that Ed and I were both off at the
same time for some reason we decided it was
a good time to write some letters home. I also
thought I would do some laundry. For the most
part, we would have our clothes laundered by the
locals. They would pick them up and bring them
back in a day. When we are out on TDY (Temporary Duty) we normally do our own laundry.
In any case this one
particular day, after
writing some letters
I decided to do my
laundry. I grabbed a
five-gallon can and
went over to the water truck and filled it
up. I came back to the
truck and washed a
few things out. There
was a large tree a few
feet from our truck, so I tied a rope from the tree
to the truck. I proceeded to wash and hang my
clothes on the line. After finishing went back inside the back of the truck and continued writing
some letters.

Still waiting here for the ship to take us back to
Nha Trang, really hot here today sitting around
without my pants on. I went for a haircut yester-

I heard some commotion outside and looked
out the back. There was a spider monkey on
the rope knocking my just washed clothes onto

Letter Home - September 29th, Qui Nhon
Sending a newspaper and it shows where I’m at.
We’re supporting the 1st Cav with supplies. We’ll
be going back on Tuesday and Wednesday.
It’s been really busy here during the day plus
all the attacks every few nights keeps me from
sleeping much. A lot of action up here for sure,
but we’re doing OK.
We’re getting nothing to drink up here but beer,
water, and sometimes canned milk. Please send
me some cool-aid. If you can send me a photo of
Cathy and I’ll have it duplicated into a painting.
I’m having one done of Carol and I’m going to
pick it up soon. Could you also please send me
a box of Cool-Aid. Must close now we have no
lights and it’s getting dark.

Letter Home - October 8th, Qui Nhon.
Envelope but no letter inside.
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It’s been raining night and day here. It’s the middle of the month and I’m broke which isn’t the
first time and won’t be the last. I’m living in the
back of a truck that we can’t fix, at least it’s dry.
I’m washing my own clothes out of a small pan
using G.I. Soap then hanging them up on a small
clothesline from the truck to a tree.
Thanks for the photos I’ll put them up inside the
back of the truck cargo area, so I can look at
them. It gives me a little part of home here.

the ground. I jumped outside and grabbed a
small stick and started yelling and waving the
stick at the monkey. He looked me directly in the
eyes and showed his fangs and jumped at me.
I jumped back, and he started running towards
me. Holding onto the stick this 2-foot-tall monkey
was chasing me through the compound and towards the living quarter tents. He is hot on my
trail and I’m at full speed. It must have been a
funny sight and guys around the compound started laughing. I see the opening to this tent and
headed towards it and within seconds I’m inside
dodging people and cots. I turn around and the
monkey is standing at the door grinning at me.
That’s that last time I decided to make a primate
mad and I kept my distance from them.

Extended Story - Running for my life.
This would be the last night we would be sleeping
and living in the truck. Somewhere in the middle
of the night, I awoke to gunshots. I was used to
the occasional shot being fired in the middle of
the night. Those would normally just make me
turn over and go back to sleep. Because of the
extreme heat and trying to get to sleep, I would
sleep only in my boxer shorts. In the back of the
truck before turning in for the night I would take
my boots and set them next to my cot. I would
then place my pants on top of them open and
ready to jump in, just like a fireman. Making sure
my rifle was under the cot, so I could easily get at
it along with a couple of clips of ammo. I tucked
in that mosquito net around me and check for
any stray mosquitos in the area. Then hopefully I
could get to sleep without too much trouble.
Around 2 to 3 am a shot rang out, no big deal.
Then another and another and I sat straight up
fully awake. Now some machine-gun fire and
flairs going off and Ed and I were in a panic. I
realize that some of the shots were coming from
both sides of us. The truck was between the
fence and the main compound. Not wasting any
time every man for themselves I grabbed my rifle and ammo and jumped out of the back of the
truck with Ed not far behind me. I’m yelling don’t
shoot running in only my boxer shorts towards
our line. I jump over some sandbags and tried to
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catch my breath. I look over to my right and now
Ed made his way to safety. Twenty minutes later
all has calmed down and Ed and I looked at each
other and said we’re moving back into the main
compound.
Many nights at Phu Tai were sleepless. I can’t explain how your nerves were always on edge. It
was stressful to wake-up to a thud and see flairs
in the sky and they would turn like a lighthouse
light in a circle throwing light and shadows everywhere. It was so dark you couldn’t see your
own foot in front of you as you walked. I would
have dreams of being in the thick brush and trees
everywhere and flairs would be going off and
looking for movement. Thinking back now I’m not
sure they were dreams or were real, very weird.

Two different photos of the same hill one during the day and the other at night. This took place at our base camp
in Phu Tai outside Qui Nhon.

Letter Home - October 22nd, Qui Nhon.
Well here it is the 20th of October and I’m on
Guard Duty. Edd went back yesterday and they
left me and a few drivers to drive the trucks back
when we go. We’re still waiting for a boat hope it
gets here in a few days.
I received your letter with the Cool Aid enclosed,
thanks. Let me tell you about guard duty last
night. I’m in a bunker and I can see the mountain
about 100 yards away. It’s getting really dark and
without the moon present, I couldn’t see my hand
in front of my face. I hear about 200 rounds going off some on one side of me and some on the
other. I quickly made my way over to the other
bunker and as I’m moving, I think I saw 3 men
hiding behind this little hill. I just kept moving as if
I didn’t notice them. When I got to the other bunker, I grabbed a flashlight and crawled back out
towards where I thought I saw something. Laying on the ground I pointed my rifle and turned
on my flashlight towards the spot I thought the
men were at. Well, nobody there and I returned to
the bunker. I was now really nervous and chambered a round in my rifle and waited but nothing
happened the rest of the night.
I received a letter from Mike a few days ago and
he sure hates this place. I also received a letter
from Dawn and she moved again. She’s work231

Convoy’s to An Khe & Pleiku.

ing full time-saving money for school next year.
She’s going to give you guys a call in a few days
when she has some time.
It’s been raining cats & dogs here and when it
rains it pours. I don’t know if I will be able to write
until the first of the month, don’t worry I’ll be fine.
For about a month now I haven’t had much to
do. Been seeing movies almost every night lately.
How’s everything at home?

Extended Story - Guard Duty the Bunker.
This is a story I have about doing guard duty in
a bunker at the base of the hill. I only remember having guard duty twice while up at Phu Tai.
Here’s the setup of the situation and the physical
attributes of the area.
Like I was explaining earlier Phu Tai is in a valley
a mile or two across and positioned between two
hills that are several hundred feet high. Our compound is located at the base of the most eastern
side of the hill. Not a particularly good spot and
open to snipers in the hills. At the bottom of the

hill is a gully and we’re on the other side of the
gully. A series of bunkers were built around the
gully area to defend the compound. What concerned me was when I stepped into the bunker it
looked like a baseball backstop. Just great, Charley (Viet-Cong) would just lob a grenade or satchel charge towards the bunker and it would find its
way to you. Each bunker is maybe a hundred
feet or so away from each other and covers the
bottom of the hill.
One of our truck drivers from the 63rd had guard
duty with me that day. His name was Samson,
but we just called him Sam. He was one day older than me, so he always called me son. Well,
Sam was assigned the bunker next to me. As the
sun went down, I was looking out of my bunker
towards the hill and it just got darker and darker
to a point you couldn’t see your hand in front of
your face.
I told the story what had happened in the letter
home but left out that when I got over to the other bunker Sam was passed out from drinking too
much or drugs. I thought great this is how we protect the compound. As I shook him, and he finally
looked up at me he said, “Hey son”. I told him
what was happening, and he just passed back
out. I grabbed his flashlight and guarded both areas as best I could.
When morning came, he made his way out of his
bunker and over to mine and said, “What was all
the commotion about?” I said, “Really Sam, you
trying to get us killed?” He just shrugged it off and

stumbled his way towards the compound without
being released from duty.

Extended Story – Extremely Sick.
Made a trip up to An Khe in the early morning as
the mechanic on board to deliver supplies to the
1st Air Cav at Camp Radcliff. After dropping off
the supplies and without a moment to waist we
headed back to Phu Tai. At this point, I started
to get a headache and wasn’t feeling very good.
Around 90 minutes later we pulled into camp.
During this period, we were housed in a tent and
I made my way to my cot. I told Ed that I wasn’t
feeling good and I was going to skip dinner and
lay down. I slept until the next morning and I still
wasn’t well. It was Ed’s turn that day to go up to
An Khe and I decided just to lay around in the
tent. When Ed returned, I was still in my bunk
and hadn’t eaten now for over 24 hours. I was too
sick to eat and laid there until the next morning.
Just had water no food, just the thought of eating
made me ill. It was then that I figured that something was really wrong, and knew I was in trouble.
I couldn’t raise my head without it feeling as if it
was going to explode.
The day drug into early evening, I asked Ed to
get someone to take me to the field hospital. As I
struggled to get up now, week, sick, and my head
ready to explode a Jeep pulled up to the tent and
they were ready to take me to the hospital. The
hospital unit wasn’t in our compound and we had
to drive some distance to get there. We were supposed to wear our helmets outside of the camp
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To this day I don’t know what I had or what the
nurse gave me. I’m not sure the medicine worked
or not may have fought it off on my own. In any
case, I was deathly Ill at the time and wasn’t sure
if I was going to be cured or not, scary situation.

Letter Home November 1st, Qui Nhon.
Got your package on October 28th with all the
goodies, clothes and camera. Today is the 30th
and we’re still here. Suppose to go back to Nha
Trang sometime around the middle of the month.

Letter Home - October 29th, Qui Nhon.

and at one point I couldn’t take it anymore and
had to remove it. Every bump we hit caused pain
behind my eyes.
We pulled up to the field hospital and I got out and
walked slowly over to the hospital tent. From what
I gathered later they were overwhelmed with casualties and I sat there for quite some time. Finally, the nurse asked me what was wrong. I told her
what and how long I had this Illness, she looked
annoyed and told me to wait. She returned with
some pills, not sure what they were, could have
been aspirin, painkiller, antibiotics who knows. I
thought I was going to die if I couldn’t get better. We drove back to camp and after taking the
pills started to recover slightly over the next 6 to 8
hours. Knowing I hadn’t eaten for a few days got
up and forced myself to eat. Over the next day
started feeling better until I recovered.

The Mang Yang Pass Highway19.
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Oct 26, Thanks for the cool Aid. Saw a John
Wayne movie last night at the 2nd truck company
tent. I went back to our tent then the sergeant
came over and said someone spotted someone
around our trucks. Six of us went over to investigate. Grabbed our rifles and chambered a round.
I looked around for booby traps but didn’t find
anything. I went on guard duty with another guy
to guard the trucks that night. Going to the army
junkyard in Qui Nhon tomorrow to get some truck
parts. Hope I can find what I need. The trucks
are not going to last much longer. Hot today like
every day here.

There were times we would take a trip (10 miles)
into Qui Nhon for a few drinks at a Vietnamese
bar but this was rare because of how much we
worked and the danger of going into an area that
was not that well protected. We also would pick
up fresh French bread before returning to camp.
When we looked the truck over after returning it
wouldn’t be unusual to find a few bullet holes in
the rear canvas top.

The doors now fully open and the other vessel pulled within a few feet of ours. I could see
two men on-board, one driving and a lieutenant
standing on the dozer at the back. It pulled closer
until it touched the ramp of our ship. The engine
on the dozer started and black smoke came out
the exhaust pipe as it readied to come aboard.
The operator put the dozer in gear and started
moving ahead. It was moving cautiously slow
making sure the weight didn’t interfere with his
crafts going lower in the front. His dozer blade
made contact with our ship’s ramp and it started
pushing the two vessels apart.
I grabbed my camera and took a shot of the two
boats parting and the driver and the lieutenant
jumping off the dozer and into the harbor. The
dozer kept pushing the two apart until both ships
had parted and the dozer started sinking in the
harbor. I watched and could clearly see the bulldozer tracks still moving as it slipped below the
surface.

Extended Story - Movie.
Interesting while we were up at Phu Tai we were
attached to the 2nd transportation company which
was out of Fort Ord. They or the 597th Medium
Truck Company had a maintenance tent which
they turned into a movie theatre a few times a
week in the evenings. One of the films I really
enjoyed was “The Sons of Katie Elder’s” starring John Wayne, Dean Martin, Earl Holliman,
Michael Anderson Jr. Ranch owner Katie Elder’s
four sons determine to avenge the murder of their
father and the swindling of their mother before
her death. That was one of the highlights of our
week, helped you get away from the war for a
little while.

I assumed that they were going to transfer the
bulldozer on board our vessel.

They transported our trucks on LST’s to Qui Nhon and
back to Nha Trang. This gives you a good idea how the
Bulldozer was loaded onto the ship.

Expanded Story - Bulldozer.
So the big day came and what was left of our
group was ready to head back to Nha Trang. We
loaded the remaining trucks on the LST landing
craft. It made its way out into the Qui Nhon Harbor. I went to the front of the ship and noticed
a few guys at the bow looking down. I had my
camera with me and was taking a few photos of
the harbor at the time. As I approached the rail
I looked down and saw a much smaller landing
craft approaching us that had a large bulldozer on
board. The doors to the front of our ship opened.

The thought came to me that someone was going to get into a lot of trouble. Apparently, what
had happened was the blade of the dozer was
up high enough to clear the ramp but the vessel
he was on noised down at the end causing the
dozer blade to make contact with the ramp. This
all happened within a couple of seconds and he
couldn’t recover at that point, so they abandon
ship as they say. Unfortunately, I lost the photo
over the years somewhere, too bad it would have
been great to have for the book.

Letter Home - Nov 18th, Nha Trang.
I just got back to Nha Trang feeling good. My
friend Jerry Browne is getting out next month and
would like to go out with Cathy. Working day and
night really busy. I’m taking out a $10,000 life insurance policy.

Letter Home - November 17th, Nha Trang.
Got the Christmas gifts and I’m going to be send234

Downtown Nha Trang Christmas shopping.

235

Mom, Dad & Cathy with the things I purchased for them in Nha Trang.
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ing them out in the next couple of days. Can you
send me my pictures? Working all the time and
our trucks have been constantly breaking down.
We got a new company commander, we all hated
to see the old man go, although he’ll be in our
Battalion.

Letter Home - November 21st, Nha Trang.
I was promoted to SP/4 an extra $50.00 a month.
I hope you got the Christmas presents I sent. On
November 22nd got off half-day and I slept in.
The drawing of Carol I had done from her photo
came out great. Today is the 25th, Thanksgiving we had a really good dinner. Worked all day
nothing stops us.

Letter Home - December 1st, Nha Trang.
Sold my 1932 Dodge roadster to Ed for $250.00.
Made SP/4 as you know, so I’ll be sending a
$500.00 money order. I’m thinking of buying a
1966 Corvette hardtop with 4 speed, Posi, HD
suspension, 427ci 425 horsepower motor. I saw
a movie last night called “Get Yourself a College
Girl” it had the “Dave Clark Five” music group in
it. Half our trucks have broken down. They all
need new brake shoes which we don’t have.

Letter Home - December 12th, Nha Trang.
It’s Saturday the 11th and I haven’t received your

package as of today, although I did receive the
goody package from Bae & Chuck. It’s been
raining a lot and I haven’t been working too hard
lately. Rained so hard today that it created a lake
out in front of our tents.
Back of one of the hot rod books is a cool car for
sale. It’s a 32 3 window coupe with Hemi engine
in it for $950.00. The guy’s name is Lyle and lives
at 14508 Keese Dr. Whittier, CA. His phone number is 941-3614 could you give him a call and find
out about the car.

Letter Home - December 23rd, Nha Trang.
Well, today is the 22nd of December. I received
the book and the picture of Cathy’s friend, thanks
it’s really good. Did you find out about the 32
Ford if not, don’t worry about it? If you do have
the information that’s great.
I’m thinking about buying a 1966 Corvette but
may be short $500.00. I would have it paid off by
the time I’m out of the service. I still want to go
back to school when I get out. I’ll have to work
part-time to cover all my expenses. I worked on
my birthday, just think I’m 19 and when I’m 20 I’ll
be out of the dumb Army.
Still warm about 90 degrees but lots of rain. It
rained for 3 days straight without stopping. Make
sure you send me Mike’s address. Did you get
Jack’s address yet?
Bob Hope and troop are going to be in Vietnam
real soon and be here in Nha Trang. Not much
going on right now everything about the same.
I’ll write soon have a really nice Christmas and
I’ll be thinking about you all day. Have a Merry
Christmas and Happy New Year.

Extended Story - The attack at Nha Trang
December 1965.

We just make Specialist 4 pay grade E-4) showing our
new patches. This is the same as being a corporal.
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I remember the day the Bob Hope show was to
be in Nha Trang and how excited we all were.
The night before their arrival we were attacked
at Camp McDermott in Nha Trang. That night I
woke up to a loud explosion outside my tent. I

believe it was somewhere around 2:00 am. As
I learned from being up in Phu Tai outside Qui
Nhon that you should always be prepared when
you go to sleep. I jumped straight up in my cot or
maybe bounced up. Small arms fire broke out
and I was in my boots and pants within a couple
of seconds. I was kind of confused not knowing if
I should run out the front or back of the tent. Just
then another explosion went off a hundred feet
in front of me and I slid to a stop. I quickly turned
and headed out the back and took shelter where
ever I could at that time.

Extended Story - Bob Hope Christmas
Show.
Now just twenty-four hours since the attack at
Nha Trang, Bob Hope, and his show were scheduled to be here. The Nha Trang Command was
very nervous and ready to cancel it. With additional security including the 5th Special Forces,
they decided to let it go on. Coming into Nha
Trang from An Khe, Bob Hope’s helicopter took
hostile fire but landed without incident other than
some frayed nerves. On board was Bob Hope,

Remembering I just got back from the crazy
months up north and I know there was no real
safe place. For some ungodly reason, the Army
thought we were in a secure area and would not
let us have ammo for our rifles in the compound.
Here I am holding my rifle and could not defend
myself other than by hand. Within minutes the
shots stopped, and we didn’t hear any more explosions.
We were told to group up in front of our company
tents and wait for instructions. The First Sergeant
had us walk over to a large container with a lock
on it. We are now standing in line (Typical Army)
waiting for someone to bring the key over from
the command tent so they can issue our ammo.
After receiving our single clip with 20 rounds in it
we went back to our tent. The morning was now
about an hour away and we didn’t get any more
sleep that night. After dawn, they came around
and collected the ammo and locked it up again.
Needless to say, after that night many of us
found ways of hiding clips and ammo as not to
be caught without being able to put up a defense.
What we were told was the Vietcong came in under the barbed wire and threw satchel charges
throughout the compound blowing up different
buildings many of which were not occupied at
the time. Then ran out the front gate shooting
our guards because our guards were looking outward, not behind them. You always hear the story
of the guy going home the next day getting shot,
well it happened in our compound. An extended
party was going on for one of the guys leaving the
next day and he was killed.

The Bob Hope Show.

Joey Heatherton, Anita Bryant, Carol Baker, Kay
Stevens, Jack Jones, Jerry Colonna, Miss America 1966, Less Brown and His Band of Renown.
Bob Hope performed 22 shows and visited 5
hospitals that year. We were just a few rolls back
from the front of the stage on the left side. I could
look back over my shoulder and see a 10-foothigh tower with cameras and a guy holding the
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Fred Culp on right and Williams on left. Both are E-5 rank in our motor pool. They drank way too much and would
take each other’s hard liquor when the other wasn’t looking. They would schedule the work to be done and follow-up. Fred was a good guy was in WWII, Korea, and now at 52 in Vietnam. Passed-away in 1976.

Christmas morning at about 11 am I went down to the motor pool to make a pot of coffee. It was ready almost 100
degrees already.

The 5-ton tow truck I drove to recover broken down trucks on the road somewhere. Many times, they would abandon them out in nowhere land and jump on another truck. This never made me very happy and always ready for
an ambush somewhere.
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One of the trucks I was doing a brake repair on in my repair bay.
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from Jim and Yvette. I had a good Christmas dinner and had most of the day off. Been really busy
and it’s in the 90s and humid. Schedule to be
home on Aug 6th.

Letter Home - January 2nd, Nha Trang.
The 32 coupe doesn’t sound like it’s in too good
of shape. Maybe better to get a new car. Find
out about Chevelle SS 396, 435 hp, 4-speed
positraction rear end, painted lemonwood with a
black interior.

Letter Home - January 10th, Nha Trang.
Well, to answer your question first, Cathy I’ll get
you that dress and 2 dolls next month because
I’m broke. Dad thanks a lot for looking at that car
and telling me what it looked like. I’m also going
to send a big photo of a Chinese Junk plus and
some pretty scenery.
How much money do I have counting my bonds?
It’s getting hotter here and I’m working harder
than ever. All of our trucks need brake shoes and
that’s all I’ve been doing is replacing them.

Ed took these photos at the Bob Hope Show Nha Trang
January 1966.

cue cards for Bob Hope and the performers. I can
tell you it was great to see the show and I still
appreciate them coming to bring us some joy in
rather bleak conditions.

Letter Home - Jan 1st, Nha Trang.

Above: Joie Heatherton dancing on stage.
Right: Carol Baker getting ready to go on stage.
Top: White circle is where I was sitting.
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Today is the 31st of December. Got paid today
and Ed paid me the rest of the money for the roadster which was $75.00. Sending home $300.00.
Did Dad go look at the 32 Ford 3 window coupe?
We’re unable to go into town anymore because
of fighting close to town, just as well. Received
yours and Dick and Bonnie’s packages with the
cookies. Received candy from our next-door
neighbors the Dowling’s. I also got a package

Been going to the movies and that’s about all. I
sure do like those photos you sent me that I took
at Fort Eustis. Send a few more each time in your
letters. Can you send me a photo of the Marlin
that I took with the chrome rims? Can you send
me a car model that I could do in my spare time,
not much to do here at night? A 1956 Ford and
Dragster would be nice with some glue and black
spray paint. Yes, I received cousin Jim & Yvette
Rutz package which had nuts, candy and some
other things in it. Only 175 more days in Vietnam
counting 30 days before my rotation date.

Letter Home - January 19th, Nha Trang.
First of all, Happy Birthday Dad even if I’m late.
I’ve been working hard and haven’t done much
writing here lately. It’s the 19th of January and
it’s almost summer again. Can you believe I’m
getting a suntan here in January? We went down
to the beach on Sunday went body Surfing, it was
great being in the water. The breakers were re242

ally big about four to six feet. Ed got pretty sunburned and I got a little burnt myself.
We have 20 more trucks leaving for TDY (Temporary Duty) which leaves us with about 60 trucks
which half are not running. I’m pulling off brake
shoes left and right. I think payday I’ll buy that
movie camera. I won’t send home quite so much
money this month. As an SP/4 I’ll be clearing
$247.00 a month. I’m building a drawer set that
looks like this (drawing). Cool isn’t it.
Well, an hour and a half have passed, and I just
got back from dinner. We had roast beef, mash
potatoes, corn, fruit, and cold water. It was really
good. I ate everything on my plate and almost my
plate too. Going over to the movie’s tonight. I saw
“Harlow” with Carol Baker the other day. I’ll try to
write soon but if you don’t get a letter soon, don’t
worry, I’m alright.
These two photos are the same except for the bottom one is a closer view and where different buildings were located. In other Nha Trang photos, you can see these areas from ground level.

Letter Home - January 21st, Nha Trang.
Well, it’s raining here today but we’re still working
but not too hard. I’m putting on a new trunnion
bearing which is hell to do. It’s going to take a
week. You must take off all eight wheels/ tires on
the back and then the two leaf springs. Then you
can get to the bearing.
Well, so much for that. Last night was Chinese
New Year’s and the townspeople were setting off
all kinds of fireworks. I went to see a movie but
had to leave because it was raining. The movie
is outdoors so when it rains, they have to shut
everything down. They are building a beer club
behind our tent and it’s going to be pretty nice.
That’s it for now just finished lunch we had what
they called steak and potatoes; didn’t look much
like the steak I remember but was really good.

1.Our Motor pool where I worked, 2. Our shower building, 3. The latrine, 4. Our barracks, 5. The barber shop, 6.
Medical unit, 7. End of the Nha Trang Airport, 8. The beach where we went. 9. The Mess Hall for our company 10.
The beer hall, 11. These 3 rows of tents were not there during the first 6 months they were just put up before we
left for Can Ranh Bay.
Our company was among the first to arrive at Camp McDermott. Just a handful of tents and out by ourselves. This
picture must have been taken early 1966.
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Letter Home - January 27th, Nha Trang.
Well, today is the 26th of January and the month
is just about over. I received the two models you
sent me. I sure do like them and the chocolate
milk you sent.

In the last few days we’ve been putting on brake
shoes and I mean brake shoes. The weather has
been a little better than it was. We’ve been eating
“B” Rations for the last few days. I should get a
letter from you real soon. So I will write a letter to
you as soon as I receive yours. Not too much to
say kind of the same old thing. Miss you guys and
only 190 days left until we’re back together. I’m
going to drop Dawn a letter, so take care.

Letter Home - Feb 1st, Nha Trang.
Saw the movie Tom Jones last night. Working
now from 6:30 am to 11 am and 6 pm to 9 pm.
Going down to the beach this afternoon. Did you
hear about the trouble on the bob hope show
when they were here? We got attacked the night
before they came which almost caused them to
cancel. The 19th Ordinance Company got hit by
V.C. in our compound. They came through the
fence killed tthree guys. My tent is in the middle
of tent city which makes me feel a little safer.

Letter Home - February 6th, Nha Trang.
Today is the 5th of February and I’m sending
some packages home including Cathy’s dress
and two dolls. Don’t know if the dress is the right
size hope it fits. I sent you two hand-painted pictures of Vietnam they look really nice. They’re 18”
by 30” so Happy Anniversary 30 years. Well, I
have only fifteen dollars left for the month, so I’ll
have to watch it. I bought a sharkskin suit with silk
trim for 4000 peas that’s about thirty-two dollars
which would cost me one-hundred and thirty-five
dollars back home.
Here is my income tax form can you file it for me,
thanks. I’ve been to the beach about 3 times this
week and in town once. I also went over to the
Air Force base here at Long Van once. Yes, I did
get Uncle Glen’s fruit cake, I really enjoyed the
peanut butter too. Mother, I hope you don’t get
too tired working, so take care. Only 5 months
and a day and I’ll be home.

Letter Home - February 13th, Nha Trang.
Well, today is the 10th of February and time is
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Looking straight out from in front of our tent eastward. The 101 Airborne in the photo with the sandbags.

The new beer tent that was built. This was taken from the back of our tent in January of 1966. Big long tubs were
constructed with wood and canvas to hold ice and beer. You could have a few beers for 5 cents each then stager
back to our tent 20 feet away.

Looking out from the front of our tent northward. Hanging bag under the white stand with the roof is our drinking
water. Water vaporizing from the canvas bag would keep the water cooler.
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Looking out from in front of our tent northeastward towards our motor pool maintenance tents.
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Standing in front of our tent in Nha Trang early December 1965.

Above & below: Our company shower on the left side with the bamboo around it (B). The water comes from the two
tanks on top that were salvaged from an aircraft that had to be filled each day(A). On the right-side front is a water
well (E) and pump that we hosed off the trucks with on the PSP (Perforated Steel Planking) (D) in front of the shower
area. The right side is the building was our latrine (C). All on the far side of the motor pool.

The top photo shows how we placed our sandbags in front of our tent and how we built our new sandbag protection after we were attacked a day before the Bob Hope show arrived. People were killed that night as the Vietcong
snuck through the barbwire at 2 am and started shooting and throwing satchel charges blowing up tents and
small buildings.
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Top: Another shot of the motor pool taken just after
the other on the previous page. Here you can see them
burning human waste taken from the latrines.

Another shot of the motor pool this time panning to the left towards our maintenance tents. Two were used for
servicing and fixing the trucks and the third was used for the office and parts room. We worked on a lot of trucks
outside the tents because we didn’t have enough space.

Middle: Sergeant Caldar’s motor pool sergeant is working on his personal project a damaged small boat that
he wants to take out fishing, the crazy thing that were
going on in a combat zone.
Lower right: Our German Sheppard “Lady” Brings a
little joy to everyone.
Lower Left: Someone put this water buffalo skull on
the grill of a truck. I read “Look Out!” on it.

Ed and I used this tent mostly for repairs that required jacking up the trucks. Outside was nothing but sand and
was impossible to get truck stable enough to work on them. We did other repairs outside.
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flying by. I’m working day shift, so I have a little
more time to write. I got a letter from you today
that you sent on February 3rd. Can you send me
some color film for my camera (127) and when
you send it, write on the package, “Film do not
x-ray”!
I hope you received my package and it got there
alright. It’s hot today it was 95 degrees by noon
100 degrees by 12:30 lunchtime. I ate pork chops
and mash potatoes, really good. Mon Cathy said
you’re enjoying your job, I sure hope so. I sure
enjoyed receiving the photos, keep sending them.
Well dad, I sure did pick out a winner for a car
when you bought the Marlin. Here’s a picture of
a Marlin that turns a 140 mph in a quarter-mile.
You know Bill Kraft Rambler is in Pasadena. I just
thought I would show you.

Letter Home - February 16th, Nha Trang.
Today is the 15th of February and its noon. Last
Sunday we had a really nice time at the beach. It
rained all day but was quite warm. We had steak
& chicken and brought 12 cases of beer.
Here I am stacking C and B Ration cans for this photo over at the motor pool. This was the food we would cook
down at the beach on our few hours off during the week. Other than that we were working 10 hours to 12 hours a
day here in Nha Trang.

This is what material I’m going to have my suit
made from what they call, Shark Skin (Sample
in the letter). I’ll be sending it home on payday.
This photo was taken at the “Hanoi Tailor” shop in
downtown Nha Trang.
As of now, we’ll be leaving on the 31st of July
from here. That’s only 154 days away. Tomorrow
I’m off, guess I’ll go down to the beach and get
some sun. When I get paid, I’ll send home a money order.

Letter Home - February 20th, Nha Trang.

In my February 13th letter home on
the opposite page, I tell dad about
the Marlin. It was from this issue of
Car Craft Magazine November 1965
that I was referring to.

Well, today is the 19th of February and it’s 10 am.
I just got back from the strip. That’s where all the
guys go to relax it has a bunch of bars and girls.
I had a good time drank about 5 beers and felt a
little high.
Sorry, I haven’t written sooner but I’ve been pretty busy here. I just keep putting things off around
here. The motor pool is going to have a beach
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party tomorrow it’s the second Sunday in a row
we have had the whole day off. I’m going to have
a good time.
Dad, I’m going to wait to think about getting a
new car when I get home. I may go to Hawaii if
they make it an R&R (Rest and Relax) destination. I won’t know for a few months, maybe you
guys can fly over there to see me if I go. I’ll sure
be happy to get back home. I’ll write to you in a
couple of days telling you about the party.

Letter Home - March 6th, Nha Trang.
Sending a money order not too much this time
had to pick up my suit. I’m going to send it home
in a few days, it looks really good. Don’t have
to work tomorrow so I’m going to town to get a
steam bath. Might go down to the beach after
that.
Can you send me mike’s address or his company
address, so I can go up one day to visit him in
Phan Rang? I’ve been receiving the Car Craft
Magazine now. Sending a news clip on Cam
Ranh Bay to you it has our 1st Logistics 10 Transportation brigade in it. I haven’t eaten dinner yet
and I think I’ll go to the strip to get something to
eat tonight.
Here’s Mary Lea Craig’s address. 6332 6th Ave
Los Angeles, Calif. Send the photo as soon
as you can. Can you send me two of my high
school photos? Today is Sunday and I’m off
just got through writing Mary Lea and now you.
Laid around all day resting not a lot of work, just
enough to keep busy.
The town is off-limits and so I’m going to see an
outdoor movie tonight. I watched an Elvis movie
last night and have no idea what will be playing
tonight. Did you receive the film I sent? I haven’t taken any new photos on the new role so far
maybe tomorrow.

Letter Home - March 16th, Nha Trang.
Sorry, I haven’t written sooner but I’ve been really
busy, and time seems to fly by. I haven’t taken
252

many photos’, but I’ll get some good ones soon.
I’ll send the photos home after payday along with
my suit because I don’t have much money right
now.
Just think only 135 more days left here and I’ll be
back home, I’ll be glad! Did you find out about
that picture? Dad I know it’s asking a lot, but could
you find out about that 1966 Ford Fairlane GT. It
would have to have a four-speed and 390 Thunderbird Special and has to be a hardtop. Want to
put $2,000 down and pay it off by July 67.
Well, it’s been hot, and we are really busy around
here. I went to the beach last Sunday for a halfday and it was a lot of fun. We have a boat and
an outboard motor, so we could go out and have
a ball. We get all this junk down at the Army junkyard and rebuild it. The boat had a hole in it, so
we fixed it. The engine was frozen up but we
were able to fix that too. Glad you like your new
job mom.

Extended Story -Shark Story Nha Trang.
When we were at the beach a couple of us were
out in the water doing a little body surfing on
some shore break. We were having a great time
when all of a sudden, a helicopter passed overhead then circled over the top of us. He found a
spot and quickly landed on the beach. We got out
of the water to see what was going on. The door
gunner jumped out and said, “I think you should
stay out of the water a couple of Hammerhead
sharks were about twenty feet from you guys.
Wow, that put a damper on our bodysurfing and
we heeded his advice.

here. I’m getting used to the heat and by the time
I get home, It won’t seem hot there. The nights
get down to a low of 80 degrees and it’s been up
to 115 degrees during the day. I’m going over to
the outside movies tonight up by our company
and have no idea what they will show, who cares.

guess we’re back in business.
Not much going on around here and things are
getting really bad in the company. They’re telling
us we have to shine our boots and belt buckles.
Vietnam. Off to Nha Trang tomorrow.

Letter Home - April 1st, Nha Trang.
Sent home $200.00 and dad I still really like that
1966 Ford Fairlane. Not much going on went to
the PX and beer tent. I purchased a fifth of Vodka
and a quart of rum. Don’t know when I’ll drink it
and may take it to the movie we’ll see tonight.

Letter Home - April 6th, Nha Trang.
Everything is off-limits outside the compound
right now because they had some trouble downtown, 118 days left.

Letter Home - April 16th, Nha Trang.
Well, only 107 days left, and I’ll be home. I received the letter dad sent me. Dad, I think your
right about the car, so I’ll wait until I get home.
That’s too bad about my car is that all they stole.
Cathy, what did you think when you found the
steering wheel was gone? You said you would
get the same one as what I had on there. Also,
the Sun Tack is better than the one I had, so I

Letter Home - March 19th, Nha Trang.
Today is Saturday and I’m off and I’m going to
just sit and write letters. I’m going to finish up one
roll of film today and send it with this letter and
you can have it developed.
Like I told dad only 130 days until I get home.
I’m sending $175.00 and should have around
$2,500.00 when I get home. It’s been hot and
dry no rain for a month and it’s just like a desert
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Mary Lea Creig 1966 High School Photo.

Photo of me body-surfing and the Huey Helicopter at Nha Trang Beach. It landed to warn us of hammerhead sharks
just twenty feet from were we were body surfing.
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Above: From L to R. Me, Motor pool sergeant Calders, Motor pool Warrant Officer Mr. Van Story with lady on hi
lap, Company Commander Captain Goodbit, First Sergent Grady Lovelace in jeep. We’re at the Beach same day
as below.
Below: Cooking Barbeque with me and Mr. Van Story in center.

Nha Trang Beach barbecue on a Sunday. we traded beer to a naval ship for stakes and went to town to get some
French baguette bread. These stake sandwiches were the best tasting food I ate while in-country. I also enjoyed
the San Miguel beer that we were able to purchase from the PX.
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One thing I remember when I was at the beach was looking east out into the blue sea and thinking home was on
the other side. After leaving Nha Trang we didn’t have any more beach trips. In Cam Rahn Bay we were working
around the clock and I was counting down the clock to leave in a few months. Our living quarters and the motor
pool was just a quarter-mile north of the bay. Guess you can say we lived at the beach.
The blue with white swimming trunks I wore were the ones I had in high school because I have a photo of me and
Dawn Simpson in my back yard sunbathing (catching some rays). On the other opposite page I’m relaxing next to
the truck.
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Our motor pool clerk got drunk and he could hardly stand. We all decided to take his pants off and throw him in the water.
The second photo shows him still holding a beer can even after getting thrown in the water. He still couldn’t stand but he had
his hand gripped around that can as if it was going to keep him from drowning.

Gary Smith’s Spots.
Gary Smith our company clerk went over to a local bar on the Strip one night. The Strip had quite
of few bars just outside are compound. He drank
way too much and one of the bar girls suggested
that he get some therapy. She took him to the
back and had him lay on his stomach. After she
worked on his back he went back and drank a
few more beers before returning to camp.
When he awoke in the morning he didn’t remember having the therapy. As he walked over to the
showers without his shirt on, I asked him what
was wrong with his back. He had no idea what I
was talking about and I told him he had these big
red dots on his back. He grabbed his shaving mirror and looked at his back and was shocked and
thought he had some type of skin lesions. Just
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then one of our truck drivers walked up and told
him that it was Vietnamese Cupping Therapy. We
had a good laugh and he let me take the photo.

You were required to purchase drink tickets

Contango Lounge
The Contango Lounge was located on the Nha
Trang Air Force Base a mile or two from our motor pool. Ed and I went there a couple of times

The actual truck I had to replace the head on. I took a
photo of the engine block once I removed the head.

Cupping therapy is an ancient form of alternative
medicine. Its usage dates back to as far as 1,550
B.C.. Cups are applied onto the skin and a suction is created, pulling the skin up. It is meant to
increase blood flow to certain areas to the body.
Not part of medical practice in the modern era,
cupping has been characterized as pseudoscience. There is no good evidence it has any health
benefits at all.

Letter Home - April 20, 1966, Nha Trang.
Received your letter today with the postcard and
newspaper clipping on Price Slone. Yes, Lea received the photo and likes it very much. Well, a
few more guys are going to Cam Ranh Bay and
I’m the only mechanic left besides Ed, the motor
pool sergeant, and our Warrant officer. Going to
be moving to Cam Ranh Bay in about a month
because there isn’t much work left here to do.
Getting hotter and hotter every day. Only 104
days left here that’s July 31st. Spent all morning
replacing a head on this engine and when I got
done it still had a water leak. After lunch, I’m going to send it to ordnance where they will put a
new engine in it. I bet it’s really nice at home this
time of year and I’ll be home soon to enjoy the
end of Summer.

while in Nha Trang. They had slot machines beer
and hard drinks. They may have had food, but
I don’t remember. I played the slots some and I
remember one time when they had screwdrivers
(Orange juice and vodka) for ten cents, beer was
five cents. Ed and I drank during the late afternoon 15 screwdrivers. I know that’s hard to believe but it’s the truth. After which we didn’t have
a ride back to camp. We started to walk back to

our compound along the beach highway when a
Vietnamese jeep pulled up beside us. The Vietnamese officer said that we shouldn’t be walking
on the road because it was too dangerous. He
told us to get in and he took us to the camp gate.
It shows you that you can’t make good decisions
when you have too much to drink. Sometimes we
had the Good Lord looking over us.
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Unidentified Flying Objects Nha Trang 1966 and Cam Rung Bay 1966.
From the Internet below I found these references on UFOs over Nha Trang. I was in Nha
Trang when I arrived in Vietnam. I then went TDY up north until around the 18th of November 1965. After returning from TDY I remained in Nha Trang until April 28 when we moved to
Cam Rahn Bay. As you can see on the opposite page this is what I shot on my small Brownie
camera sometime between January and May of 1966. Not a plane or rocket because it was
coming from the South China Sea heading west. The ocean was only a quarter-mile from our
tent. No jet or rocket exhaust from the object. I don’t believe its dust or scratch on the lens.
What it is, I don’t know. I only found this photo when I was looking for photos for this book. I
don’t remember if I saw this and took the photo or I was just taking photos of our area around
the tent. It isn’t very clear but what do you expect from that Brownie camera. I just find it interesting since there were reported UFOs in the area around the time this photo was taken.
NICAP:
Caught up in the war around them, American GIs stationed in South Vietnam in June 1966 rarely had
reason to speculate about UFOs -- at least until the little-known Nha Trang UFO incident took place.
The Nha Trang incident if thorough documentation can be obtained, could become a UFO “classic”
according to one NICAP investigator familiar with the case.
The sighting allegedly occurred during one of the most active periods of the Vietnam conflict, and
understandably received little publicity at the time. Now, however, with American participation in the
war concluded, numerous war-related incidents are beginning to emerge. One of these involves a
startling UFO sighting witnessed by possibly thousands of soldiers stationed in Vietnam at the time.
NICAP investigator Raymond Fowler conducted an initial investigation into the sighting and was able
to contact an eyewitness to the event.
Nha Trang , at the time of the reported incident, was a heavily defended base in South Vietnam located along the coastline. It served as the home base for more than 40,000 troops, including 2,000
American GIs.
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Major E-M Case Over Missile Site
June 19, 1966
Nha Trang, Vietnam
Updated: 15, 2013
Richard Hall:
June 19, 1966; Nha Trang, Vietnam
9:45 pm. At this active base on the coastline of South Vietnam, soldiers were watching an outdoor
movie, made possible by recent installation of six new, independently operated 100-kw diesel-powered generators. A Shell oil tanker lay anchored in the bay, two Skyraider prop planes were warming
up on a nearby airstrip, and eight bulldozers were at work on nearby hills. Suddenly the sky to the
north lit up, thought at first to be a flare, and then a UFO approached (no descriptive details) alternately moving at high and low speeds. It descended toward the gathered soldiers, stopped dead,
and hovered at an altitude of about 300-500 feet. The entire valley and surrounding mountains were
illuminated brightly. The generators failed and everything blacked out on the base. The engines of
the Skyraiders, the bulldozers, the trucks, the power system of the offshore Shell Oil tanker - everything (including some diesel engines) all failed for about 4 minutes. Then the UFO "... went straight
up and completely out of sight in about 2-3 seconds." After the incident, a plane-load of officials from
Washington arrived to investigate.
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Cam Rahn Bay June 1966.

Cam Rahn Bay in June 1966.
A couple of months after we moved down to Cam Rahn
Bay Ed took this photo of us at the end of the day. Not
sure what to make of it. It looks like the motor pool guys
are looking up and even one guy that’s sitting down is
pointing to this object. It looks kind of strange and almost
three dimensional. I can tell you I didn’t touch the photo
other than cleaning it.
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Here’s a map of Vietnam where I placed green dots of where I was at one time or the other. I
was only in Saigon for around 48 hours. The five-cent script above is what I brought back as
a souvenir.
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Letter Home April 26th, Cam Ranh Bay.
Well, guess where I’m at? Cam Ranh Bay, our
company is going to be moving down here in a
few days. I’m with the advance party and here
to set up the motor pool area. We’re setting up
the tents and making ready for the rest of the
guys. It’s hell down here with sand everywhere
you look. Really hard on the trucks. With only 98
more days in Vietnam, it really doesn’t matter I
can handle it.
Three of us on the advance team are getting
things ready. No showers, lights or bathroom facilities so I’m building them. Right now, I’m using
my helmet to clean up in, not fun. Ed and I re-

ceived a letter from Mike and he’s going to try to
get down to see us. It was nice hearing from him
he’s over in Phan Rang about 30 miles south of
us. Saw a really good movie last night up at the
main camp called “How to Steal a Million”. Better
close for now.

Letter Home - April 28th, Cam Rahn Bay.
Here are the photo’s that you sent back to me.
I wrote on the back of them for you. It’s hot and
sandy here and we’re sleeping in the sand, no
floor in our tent. When you need to go to the bathroom you just go out and dig a hole. In a couple
of days, we’ll be seeing the rest of the company
here, so it won’t be so bad, only 96 days left.

Bulldozer clearing and leveling the underbrush for the motor pool and our living quarters the first day we arrived
with the advance party.
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When you write to me use APO 96312 that’s Can Rahn Bay. Today
was the first day I was able to wash my clothes and take a warm shower up at the main camp. I’ll be here until the 31st of July, I’ll close for
now.
I’m sending two-hundred dollars home this afternoon and right now I’m
building a bathroom. Its not too bad right now and I can hold out 90
more days.

Letter Home - May 3rd, Cam Rahn Bay
No letter in an envelope.

Letter Home - May 12th, Cam Rahn Bay
Just about got everything caught up but still behind. 80 days left! Work-

Top: The film poster from the movie I spoke about in my letter.
Above: I’m on the top right assembling one of our three maintenance tents. We got pretty fast setting them up.
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This is some of my handy work building
the shower. Not completed at this point
but the bottom structure is there. Later I
would weld four 55-gallon drums together. Two drums stacked on top of each
other. A piece of pipe from each drum
with a water spigot attached to each that
you could turn the water on and off.
The drums were painter with dark olive
drab paint. During the day the drums
used the sun to heat the water so in the
evenings after working we could take a
somewhat hot shower. I painted them
with whatever extra paint I could find.
Looked much better than the Latrine but
both served their purpose. Not bad for
an eighteen-year-old guy.

Above: The Latrine (bathroom) I built. Because I had some prior knowledge Mr. Van Story asked me to build the
Latrine and shower room. Above is the latrine and below is where I’m burning our human waste. We all took turns
doing that great job.
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This is part of the area cleared by the bulldozer that was just north of our quarters on the other page. If I wanted
some peace and quiet I would go up to the top of the hill where the tall trees were and just sit in the evenings. I built
the latrines in the middle of this clearing. You can see part of it in the lower photo on the other page.

ing from 5:30 am to 6 pm and there now talking
about working until 9:30 pm. I went to the dump
with Ed today and hid out for a while. After lunch,
I put on three radiators and one starter. Didn’t
eat dinner was just too hot. Ed got a ticket for
speeding on the air force base doing 35 in a 15mph zone. He received an Article 15, not good,
cost him 40 dollars and week of extra work. They
told him if that happens again, they take a stripe.
Received a letter from Mike he’s 30 miles away.
He’s trying to get down on a 3-day pass. Digging
a well for water for our trucks and showers. Down
about 13 feet. Wrote a cartoon.

Additional Information.
The sand was so fine that when they sent me
down inside the drums to dig out the water and
sand mixture, the sand and water would just return as soon as you removed it. They beat on the
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Our living tent the bay just over the hill.

top drum with a 6” by 6” timber placed across the
top of the drum and hit them with sledgehammers.
You can see the side of the drum wrinkling from
the force. Good thing I wasn’t Claustrophobic, I
remember it was a tight fit with almost no room
to work. No wonder my hearing is so bad now
with all that loud banging with the hammers ringing the drums like a bell. We had to abandon the
project because we couldn’t get deep enough.
The officers told us that we must shine our brass
buckles and get our work uniform pressed and
booths shined. I guess I can take whatever they
dish out with how much time I have left. I’m the
only mechanic left here in the company. Two
mechanics went TDY to Ban Me Thuot with 20
trucks, another group went to Phan Rang with 6
trucks, and the last group when with 10 trucks to
Tuy Hòa.
Ed is in the parts room now, he wasn’t doing very
well fixing trucks, so they have him handing out
tools in the parts tent. He has been working hard

Motor Pool with two maintenance tents and office/parts room right tent.
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with the chief. He’s giving the chief
a hard time all in fun. I put a set
of brakes on a truck today and got
him on his way. I may be going on
TDY next month but don’t know for
sure. I hope so like to get out of
here for a while. Dad thanks for the
information on the car, we’ll have
to go looking when I get home. I’ll
write soon.

Letter Home - May 22nd, Cam
Rahn Bay.
As of today, only 70 days left. We
still haven’t received our orders
yet but should have them early
next month. August 6th or around
that date should be the date I’ll be
home. I hope we get out of here
by July 31st. I got the cookies you
sent they were really good, thanks.
Tell Cathy thanks I got the pictures
she sent.
For the last 10 days I’ve been

I’m working on digging the well I’m top right in both photos.

building the shower and it looks like this drawing, I’ll send photos when done. I haven’t had to work on a truck for two weeks
now that everyone has returned from TDY.

I would like to have a party when I get home. Tell
Louie to call up all the guys and gals in our club
and make sure there are plenty of people. It will
have to be on Saturday the 13th of August. It’s
raining here now and has cooled off. I’ll be sending some of my things home by ship next payday. We’re really busy and I’ll try to write every
10 days.

Letter Home - May 24th, Cam Rahn Bay.
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I received your letter yesterday telling me about
Cathy’s new VW, that’s great. I want to sell my
Ford, will you send me that picture of it at Golden
Rule in the parking lot. This friend of mine would
like to buy it. Try to send the photo as soon as
you can. What kind of shape is the car in?
I have to go and take a shower up in the main
camp and the guys are rushing me along, we
have to take a truck to get there. Please send
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the picture and a letter as soon as you can. Be
good and tell Cathy to have fun in her new car.

Letter Home - June 2nd, Cam Rahn Bay.
Only 59 days left here. We’ll be getting our orders
in about two weeks. Can you tell me how much
money I have in the bank now?
I built this shower and painted it. It looks really
good. I placed two 55-gallon drums on the top
and painted them dark olive drab green, so the
water gets very warm during the day.
A couple of weeks ago there’s a place up by the
main camp that we drive to for dinner that has
an ice cream machine. Stood in a line for half an
hour just to get a small cone. Then this week we
started getting ice cream served at our company
mess hall all week, It was great. Been really hot
here and not much new.

the weather will still be in the ’70s or ’80s when
I get home. Guess what I’ll be doing now, all the
welding as I took over the welding shop and I’m
getting in some good practice. Tell Cathy I got
her letter too.
Today I had the morning off, so I slept until 7 AM
then started writing letters. I have a lot more to
write. I always put them off to the last minute. We
may go back by boat if so, it would be on the
15th. Mother I was going to get you a Mother’s
Day Card last month but the PX didn’t have any.

Letter Home June 22nd, Cam Rahn Bay.
Well, only 40 more days and I’ll be home. I haven’t received my orders yet. I’m sure I’ll get them
this week. Not much new around here. We had
a party here last night and we ate all the T-Bone
steaks we could eat. We bought 24 six-packs of

Letter Home - June
8th Cam Rahn Bay.
Mike Bilicki came up from
Pham Rang and stayed
for two days. He hasn’t
changed a bit and we
had a good time. It hasn’t
been too hot the last few
days although I’ve had a
headache all day. I may
just drop in a 289 cubic
inch motor in my ford and
drive it to my next post.

I was the company welder as one of the many duties I performed. This is my welding shop in Cam Rahn Bay. The
photo above you can see the outside of my office. The two 55-gallon drums I welded together as part of our efforts
to make a water well. I cut out the top and bottoms out then welded them together. They held up great, but we
couldn’t get them down deep enough because the sand would keep pouring in under the bottom.

Beer (Bush) and had a really good time.
All I’ve been thinking about is home and what
I’m going to be doing when I get there. Not much
to say right now but when I get home there be
plenty to talk about. You know I love you all very
much and can’t wait until I’m home.

Letter Home - June
14th, Cam Rahn Bay.
I received your letter today
on the fourteenth of June.
We haven’t received our
orders yet hopefully this
week sometime. Time
is starting to drag by but
will be home soon. I hope
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Well, only 36 more days and no more Vietnam.
I still haven’t got my orders yet. They say they
won’t give them to us because they feel we would
stop working.

I’m the welder now but still working on trucks now
and then. Yesterday, I took a head off one of the
trucks and found a huge hole in it. Been eating
a lot of ice cream lately. Last week they brought
4 gallons to the motor pool for us. I made four or
five ice cream floats. P.S. Monday, July 27 We’ll
have our last motor pool party before leaving,
we’ll have lots of steaks and beer.

Received your letter with the pictures of Cathy’s

Letter Home - July 4, Cam Rahn Bay.

Letter Home - June 28th, Cam Rahn Bay.

Inside my welding shop.

new car, looks really nice. Going to have a beach
party tomorrow (Sunday) and will have more
steaks, we traded for them to the Navy for some
beer. I sure hope to get my orders soon would
like to know where I’m going in the states next.
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1966
Looks like Ed and I are going to Fort Huachuca Arizona. I talked with Mike tonight he sounds
good. I went to the beach on July 2nd Saturday,
tomorrow we’re having a party on the 4th. 27
more days and I’ll be home on leave.

avoid being shot at. It’s about an half hour’s flight
south to Saigon. Not knowing how long it was going to take at the time we were all on pins and
needles. Suddenly and without notice, we started
dropping like a rock. Our hearts were pounding

Letter Home - July 17th Cam Rahn Bay
No letter inside the envelope

Tan Son Nhut Saigon Airbase 1966

Letter Home - July 31st, Cam Rahn Bay.
I just received my physical orders for Fort Huachuca Az. We will be at Headquarters Combat
Surveillance School. Requested a 30 day leave
when l leave Vietnam. Asking Dad to take his
vacation for a week so we can go to the river.
Only 24 more days left.

Letter Home - August 8th, Cam Rahn Bay.
Waiting post call to go home. Suppose to be out
of here no later than the 13th. We’ll be going
down to Saigon for 2 days then flying out. They
will send us in alphabetical order. They are up to
G and Ed and I should be next. Call you when I
get to the Airport.

from an adrenaline rush as we thought something
happened to the plain. The pilots thought it would
be funny not to give us a heads-up before coming
into the airport. We disembarked and were taken
over to a holding area where we were given an
orientation on how to act when we got back to
the states. Seems we got used to using a lot of

Goodbye Vietnam.
The day we left we were taken by truck over to
the Cam Rahn Bay Air Force Base and boarded a Caribou. The de Havilland Canada DHC-4
Caribou is a Canadian-designed and produced
specialized cargo aircraft with short takeoff and
landing capabilities. The Caribou has windows
behind you on the sides to look out of, but your
back was covering the window, so you don’t have
any idea of how high or where you’re heading.
You’re strapped in one of two bench seats placed
along the inside of the plane.
As we took-off we did a very steep climb out of
Cam Rahn Bay. Sharp turn south and we headed to Tan Son Nhut Airport Saigon. They would
do these steep climbs in and out of the airport to
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four-letter words and had an attitude.
After which we all had to get military haircuts
and our summer dress uniforms cleaned and
pressed. The next morning after breakfast they
had hundreds of guys assemble in this big area
and started calling out names with boarding
passes. I couldn’t wait, and the anticipation was
killing me when they called my cousin Ed’s name.
Thinking great I’m next. They skipped over me to

the next person and so on. After they had called
everyone that was to board the plane, I went to
our First Sargent and said that they hadn’t called
my name. He went over to check and came back
and said they screwed up thinking my cousin Ed
and I was the same person.
I was really upset, I wanted out and was counting
on being on that plane. I was told that I would
have to wait until the next morning to board the
next plane. Somehow and I don’t remember now
how it happened, but I was given a job for a few
hours that day. They handed me a nightstick and
dark helmet liner and the sent me to a gate where
I was to stand guard. Just great, not only missing
the plane but now put on guard duty outside the
gate itself holding only a nightstick to guard the
Airport while all my friends were flying home.
As I was standing there guarding the gate a bunch
of kids started throwing rocks at me. For the next
couple of hours, I was dodging rocks and was the
only one outside the gate. When I was released
from Guard duty my only thought was, I just had
to make that next plane. I don’t even think I ate
dinner because I was sick to my stomach.
The next morning came and they handed me my
paperwork to board the plane. The funny thing
was I guess they made the first Sargent stay behind with me to ensure I got on the plane. He
wasn’t all that happy either. I remember standing
in line at the bottom of the plane waiting to board.
Thinking that at any time something was going to
go wrong, and I would be stuck in Vietnam.
Walked up the stairs leading into the plane and

I believe this was the gate as best I remember. Across
the street were some small building.

found my seat. I had a window seat on the left
side of the plane and was looking out the window. Not having much sleep, the night before I
was exhausted and really nervous. The plane
started its engines and we rolled out onto the
runway to take off. The engines came alive and
we were moving, I was thinking to myself please
God don’t let us get shot down. The Vietcong
would try to shoot at the planes as they were
taking off.
As I looked out the window, I could see we
cleared the ground and was heading east now
only a short distance to the South China Sea. I
saw the beach come into view then we passed
over it. Now five minutes later I thought, I’m safe
and heading home. At that point, I was so tired
that I fell asleep and was out for hours.
I’m Not Sure, what route we took but must have
been a northern route because I remember only
wakening up once for something to eat and looking out the window. I saw that we were traveling
down the west side of the United States maybe
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walked away and left it sitting there. It didn’t have
only my shaving items in it, but also two rolls of
film I took before we left. I wish I had those photos now some great shots.

somewhere around Washington or Oregon.
We came into Travis Air force base which is fifty
miles east of San Francisco and halfway between
San Francisco and Sacramento, California. After
arriving they told us that there would be a bus
that would take us to the San Francisco Airport.
So many guys and we were all to fly stand-by. I
saw a taxicab and asked how much to go to San
Francisco. He said that it would cost me forty dollars. You could buy a ticket to fly to Los Angeles
for forty dollars, but I felt it would be worth it just
to get to the airport before the other guys, so I
could get my name on the standby list first.
I arrived at the airport and checked in for standby. I was so excited I had a small shaving bag
with me and sat it on the counter at check-in. I
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I called my family and told them I was coming
into Los Angeles (LAX) in a couple of hours and
to meet me there outside the terminal building.
After I arrived and walked out, they were waiting
at the curbside. Gave my sister a hug outside the
car and jumped in. I was so excited to be home I
use a few of those four-letter words I was told not
to use in my orientation class in Saigon. So happy to be home I don’t even remember the drive
home. We must have gotten something to eat
and the next thing I remember is going out to my
room behind the garage.
It was quiet, so quiet it rattled my nerves. Watched
some television and still trying to catch up on
some sleep I went to bed but not before I got out
my rifle bayonet and placed it under my pillow to
feel secure. Remember just a day earlier I was
in a combat zone and fighting off kids throwing
rocks at me and all that went on for that year in
Vietnam.
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On Leave August 1966

Photo taken up at the Santa Anita Race Horse track in the
parking lot.

Back home in California on Leave 1966.
After returning home from Vietnam I didn’t know
exactly what kind of car I would buy. I did know
that I needed to purchase one, so I could drive it
back to Fort Huachuca. It would be too hard of a
trip for my 56 Ford.
A couple of days after I returned, I asked my parents how much money I had in my savings that
I was sending home each month. Was happy to
find out that I had saved around $2,400.00. Not
wanting to have car payments during my last year
in the service I needed to stay within that amount.
That next Saturday morning dad and I took a
drive up to Colorado Boulevard in Pasadena.
The car lots up there had some great used performance cars. After looking around some we
ended up at 2025 E Colorado Blvd, Pasadena at
a Rusnak Dealership. I saw this beautiful silver
1963 Pontiac Bonneville with factory black interior and 4-speed transmission sitting on the lot. Af279

ter haggling some I traded in my 1956 Ford which
I’m now sorry I did because it was a really great
looking car. They only gave me one hundred dollars for it but I wasn’t in the mood to make that a
deal-breaker. The Pontiac cost me two-thousand
dollars and I purchased it with cash I brought. I
still remember counting out the bills on the desk
at the dealership.
This was the first car that I ever painted. I had a
small accident in Tucson with the right fender. I
put a new fender on it and repainted it but it didn’t
match very well so I painted the whole car when
I got out of the Army. The paint Came out great
as you can see on these pages. I painted it under the carport at the Rosemead house, sure my
neighbors didn’t enjoy all that paint odor.

The above photos were taken shortly after I got out of the Army.

After getting home and driving it around some
I decided it needed the Helmer upgrade. Some
engine upgrades and new Pontiac Grandpre grill
and custom turn signals. On the inside came the
new steering wheel and tack and I painted an in-

sert above the glove box with silver metal flake.
This was one of the best cars I’ve ever own, a
beautiful car, wish I still owned it to this day. I
eventually traded it in on a new AMC Javelin in
December of the following year.
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FORT HUACHUCA

become self-reliant without the strict discipline
and all the spit and polish that stateside demanded. We didn’t care for the polish brass and spit
shine boots and starched fatigues. Guys were
drinking beer in the barracks at night that first
week before being sent to our permanent barracks. Each morning we would fall out in front of
the company for roll call. On the second or third
day back, we fell out for roll call as we did the day
before.
Our companies Master Sergeant was standing
out in front and let the whole company know he
wasn’t happy what was going on. He said, “Your
behavior will not be tolerated! All I have here are
drunks, rejects from other companies and beetle
bums”. Beetle bums referring to the singing group
Beetles and their long hair. He said, “look around
you! Then pointing to beer cans laying on the
ground outside the barracks. Guys were throwing their empty beer cans out the open windows,
not a good idea when you were not supposed to
be drinking in the barracks in the first place. He
then said, “By tomorrow morning I want to see
each of you looking like you belong to the military
with haircuts, pressed fatigues, shined brass and
polished boots. In addition, the barracks will be

cleaned up and if I see one cigarette butt, one
beer can, or anything else out of place there will
be hell to pay”. Guess that will cover it, everyone
wasn’t very happy but complied with his orders.
A day or so later we were assigned to permanent
barracks, ours was east of the company just a
couple of hundred yards from the motor pool.
Not knowing what we had to do with Combat Surveillance School we thought we may be retrained
into that job. We found out that we were still truck
mechanics in support of the transportation for the
school, we breathed a sigh of relief. When we got
to the barracks Ed and I were ranking mechanics
and at that time there were only two small rooms
inside the larger barracks. Ed and I split a room
which was a big thing and made us feel pretty
good.
We reported over to the motor pool the next
morning where we began our jobs. Happy to
have only nine months left in the service. Ed and
I were looking forward to getting out but, nine
months was a long time and they were sending
guys back to Vietnam if they had over six months
or more left. Until that time expired, we were on
pins and needles.

Fort Huachuca Arizona September 1966, main entrance off Fry Blvd.

Heading to Fort Huachuca Arizona. September 1966.
After returning home from Vietnam and taking
my 30 day leave, Ed and I drove our cars to Fort
Huachuca. Because Ed left Vietnam a day earlier
than me, he was to report in a day earlier then I
would have to. Guess we didn’t think of that at
the time and he started out on the wrong foot
by being AWOL and the company commander
wasn’t very happy with him. We both drove our
own cars so we could have transportation once
there. Not knowing how to get there and you
have to remember the highways were not like
they are today and interstate 10 wasn’t completed through Phoenix. Taking the 10 Freeway as
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far as we could it ended near a town in Arizona
called Vicksburg. We drove northeast to Wickenburg then down to Phoenix where we picked up
the 10 again. We continued on through Tucson
and arriving 60 miles later at our destination, Fort
Huachuca. This was an all-day trip from morning
to evening traveling almost six-hundred miles.
Most of the time at Fort Huachuca we would take
the southern route through Yuma because we
would make better time.
We reported in at Head Quarters Company Combat Surveillance School. We were assigned temporary living quarters there. Most of the new arrivals there were returning Vietnam veterans. All
of us lived in hard conditions in Vietnam and had

Top: Our motor pool on Kilbourn Ave. where
I worked repairing trucks and jeeps.
Left: Our Head Quarters building, we live
just to the right of this photo in a barracks.
It was just a block from the motor pool.
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My friend Jim Bridgewater with his new 1966 Chevy Chevelle 396 cubic inch, 435 horsepower engine, a real runner.
Jim returned from Vietnam at the same time as Ed and I did and we all were in Head Quarters Company Combat
Surveillance School. We were the support group that supplied transportation to the school. Funny how a lot of us
hot rodders all were in the company at the same time. Jim and I still get together occasionally and go to the races.
Jim lives in San Dimas, CA.

Sue & Herbs Drive-in the local hangout where my friends and I would go after work.

Sue & Herbs Drive-in
Lots of soldiers were returning from the big
build-up in Vietnam. When many of us returned
we were looking forward to driving some new
wheels (cars). Performance cars were in full
swing with the U.S. automakers and us car enthusiasts were ready to start buying.
Being with a group of mechanics the new guys
started showing up to the company with newer
if not new performance cars. After working on
military vehicles all day and under strict rules
and regulations it was good just to get off base
and go to town. We would eat breakfast and
lunch at the company mess hall but most of the
time go off base for dinner.
The guys would meet up at Sue & Herbs Drivein which was about three-quarters of a mile east
of the main gate. You couldn’t get much more
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of a basic drive-in restaurant then Sue & Herbs.
A converted 40-foot mobile trailer, dirt, and gravel
parking lot with simple covered parking. They did
have great burgers, fries, and malts. It became
a meeting place for us car guys and we stood
around talking cars and how fast our cars were
most of the night.

Bob had a 1967 Corvette like the blue one above. It was
fully loaded and ran a 396 cubic inch motor 4-speed
trans.

Steve had this fast 1961 Pontiac Ventura with a 389 cubic inch engine with a four-speed. The car had a 4.10
rear end gear which made it pretty quick in the quarter-mile. We switched gears for a weekend and I drove
600 home what a mistake. Cost me a fortune in gas and
I couldn’t make good driving time because it hurt the
top end speed.

After we returned from Vietnam cousin Ed went out and
purchased a red 1964 Plymouth Belvedere just like this
one. It ran a 383 cubic inch motor with a four-speed
manual trans. Ed was always a Mopar guy this being the
third one he owned up until this time.

Above: My 1963 Pontiac at Irwindale Raceway the Weekend that I came home in which I borrowed Steve’s 4:10
rear gears for the car. I took first in my class and I was
beyond happy with its performance. I’m standing at the
front of the car with my arm on the hood waiting for the
track tech inspector to arrive.
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Carol Barns Fort Huachuca Teacher.
In the fall of 1966 maybe around the first part of
October, I went to the self-car-wash off the post
in Sierra Vista to wash my Pontiac. I pulled into
one of the stalls on the left side got out and started washing my car. After I had washed it I used
a shammy (synthetic drying towel for cars) to dry
it. The nice thing about a shammy is that you can
ring it out and keep drying your car.

East Charleston Road just east of Sierra Vista, site of our street racing.

Charleston Road
Occasionally someone would challenge the new guy in the group and off we would go to Charleston
Road for a race. Charleston Road was approximately a mile northeast of Sue & Herbs and it was flat
and long. You could see for miles and the road had little traffic and sometimes no one would go by
for an hour or so. The local police didn’t bother us at all, and the Arizona Highway Patrol didn’t travel
through there very often. This was a lot of fun and in all the times we raced there we didn’t have a
single issue. I only race there a few times and got beat once by this 1961 Pontiac which weighed less
than my 1963 did. He was running a very low rear gear which let him get a faster start off the line.

The Geronimo Drive-in Theater.
A couple times I went to the only drive-in theater in Sierra
Vista called the Geronimo. It was inexpensive but was not
well kept up and somewhat small. One evening we pulled
into the theater and parked about in the center of the parking
area. The sun was setting behind the screen and you could
see small holes of light coming through. My first thought was
why wouldn’t they fix them
kind of embarrassing having
to show the movie on a screen
with holes in it.

The Geronimo snack bar
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As I finished, I noticed a girl in the stall next to
me looking for something to dry her new 1966
Mustang convertible. I walked over to her and
said that I would be happy to dry it off for her.
We started talking and I found out that she had
just started teaching elementary school on post.
It seems hard for me not to remember her name
for sure but I think it was Carolyn Barnett. I asked
if I could give her a call sometime and she gave
me her phone number.
A couple of days later I called, and we went to dinner and we enjoyed our time together. From that
time on we dated, and I remember that she liked
the game of chess. I was a pretty good player
belonging to the chess club in junior high school,
now called middle school. A couple of times a
week I would drive over to
her place and
we would sit down talk and
play chess. Her family lived
in Tucson and her father was
a professor at the University of Arizona. She would go
home during the weekends
and holidays because the
drive was only an hour away.
Carol rented a large house
trailer where she lived during
the school year.
The time I most remember
with her was New Year’s Eve
1966. We had made plans a
few weeks ahead to go to
Tucson and hit a few places
for drinks and dancing. Carol
was a couple of years older
than me and at the time I had

just turned 20 which meant I wouldn’t be able to
drink or get in some clubs. I took care of that by
telling the sergeant I had lost my I.D. and need
to get another. I changed the date of birth on the
old I.D. from 1946 to 1945 which was pretty easy.
The day before New Year’s Eve the CQ runner,
maybe I should explain what the CQ and CQ
runner jobs were.
CQ (Charge of Quarters)
CQ shifts rotate throughout the entire company,
with just two Soldiers, 1 Non-Commissioned Officer (NCO-E-5 and above) and 1 lower enlisted (E-4 and below) from the company per shift.
CQ usually lasts 24 hours/Regular Duty Station.
The Charge of Quarters is the responsibility of
the NCO, and the lower enlisted is the runner,
meaning that they perform tasks for the CQ. The
NCO and the runner, both perform certain duties
during their shift, ex: cleaning common areas, restrooms, and various other tasks. But they are
usually tasked with answering the phone at the
CQ desk and doing random barracks checks. I
was a CQ runner a half dozen times during the
three years.
Now explaining what a CQ runner is, I was in
the barracks doing something and the CQ runner came in and said I had a phone call. I hus-

Trailer Park where my girl friend the school teacher lived during the school
year. She would go back to Tucson during the summer and on most weekends.
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tled over to the Orderly Room and picked up the
phone, it was Carol and she wanted to ask me for
a favor. She said that one of her girlfriends didn’t
have a date for New Year’s Eve and asked me if I
could find one of my friends to go on a blind date
and double with us. I told her it shouldn’t be a
problem and I would call her back.
I went over to the barracks and started asking
around and everyone seemed to had plans already. After checking around some more I finally
came to the conclusion that it was impossible at
this late date to find anyone. I called Carol back
and told her that everyone I knew had made
plans. She said how would I feel taking them
both out. I told her that it sounded fun and that
we would have a great time.
New Year’s Eve was now here and I drove over to
Carol’s parents’ house in Tucson to meet her and
her friend who’s name escapes me now, some
sixty years later. She introduced me to her family
they were very nice. They suggested that I stay
with them that night because of how late it was
going to be and I took them up on their offer.

in the corner maybe twenty to thirty feet away.
I asked the girls if they knew that group? They
said it was a new group from Tucson called the
Stone Poneys. I said their lead singer is unbelievable not saying a word how beautiful she was. I

We got in my Pontiac and off we went. We must
have gone to at least three places then finally ended up at this big barn structure in Tucson
called Minder Benders. I paid our cover charges
then we walked inside. The size of the place was
overwhelming. The bottom floor had tables, a

couple bars, dance floor and a stage in the corner. Carol knew someone who was able to get
us a table on the second floor (hay loft area) on
the railing overlooking the floor below. We were
talking, laughing and had a few drinks then all of
a sudden, I heard this angelic voice below. Wow!
I looked over the railing and saw the band below
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could see her big brown eyes all the way from
where I was sitting. I wouldn’t realize for a few
years it was Linda Ronstadt I was looking at in a
very early appearance. She grew up in Tucson
and her family had a business in town.
Ronstadt was born on July 14, 1946, in Tucson,
Arizona, and grew up in an upper-middle-class
neighborhood with her sister and two brothers.
Her father, who owned a large hardware store,
was of German and Mexican descent, and her
mother, a housewife, was of German, English,
and Dutch descent.) Her voice in my head stayed
with me for days one of the best voices ever.
At the end of the night we dropped off Carol’s
friend and drove back to her house. We dated
until somewhere around February or March and
we just seemed to not see each other as much
because of our schedules, then it was over.
The guys at the motor pool kept calling her
schoolteacher instead of by her name and now
when I try to think of her name, the name schoolteacher comes into my head which makes it very
difficult to associate her face to her name.

”A Mountain” was a great place to take your girl to see the lights to the city at night. Carol suggested we go up there since I been there,
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TUCSON ARIZONA
While at Fort Huachuca we would occasionally make the one hour a seventy-mile drive into
Tucson. Sierra Vista didn’t have much to offer
unlike the large metropolitan area of Tucson
with everything you could want. I remember going there one time with Jim Bridgewater and his
buddy Ed and myself. After arriving in town, we
would find the first McDonalds and we would
say let’s “inhale some burgers”. Which meant
eating a bunch of them. It wasn’t unusual
for us to eat five of six cheeseburgers, a
couple Fry’s, a Coke and a shake.

started sliding towards the back of the truck. I’m
holding on tight hoping to stop before I got to him.
Wham! I drove the top of my right headlight into
the tailgate of the truck. The girls thought that
was the funniest thing they ever saw. I got out
and apologize to the man and gave him all my
information for the insurance. That kind of made
my good mood go away. The next day I came
back to Tucson and found a replacement fender
in an auto dismantling yard.

Most of the time we would drive back
at the end of our stay but a couple of
times we found a motel for the night
and would take advantage of the outdoor pool. In the morning before it got
hot we would polish our cars. I still remember looking at Jim’s Blue Chevelle
after he had finished polishing it, that it
look like you were looking into a deep
ocean.
We ate at Round Table Pizza a few
times always a fun time, cruised down
Speedway Blvd looking for college
girls and eating at Johnnies Fat Boy
Burger. Speaking of looking for college girls a
story comes to mind about an accident I had on
Speedway Blvd.
It was the weekend and I was driving the Pontiac
with three friends from Fort Huachuca. Speedway Blvd is on the Northern part of the University of Arizona. There were plenty of young adults
cruising east and west on the boulevard at all
times, day and night. Here it was a carload of
girls pulled up next to us in the lane next to me.
Talking and laughing both cars were engaged
and as I looked to my left at the girls must not
have paid close enough attention to the traffic in
front of me when suddenly, this guy in a brandnew truck made a quick right turn into a driveway. I saw this brake light out of the corner of
my eye and I jammed on the brakes. The car
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son and bought a 4-track tape player.
I remember that I purchased a few tapes, the
Beatles, the Righteous Brothers Soul & Inspiration Album and Herb Alpert’s Tijuana Bass the album Tijuana Taxi. After getting out of the service I
would have custom made tapes where you would
pick the songs and they would put them on one
tape.

Muntz-4 track tape player like the one I had in my car.

I had a date with Carol and we went to the Apache
Drive-In there in Tucson. One day I wanted to tint
my windows, so I went to a Western Auto store
and purchase two cans of gray tint. Taped the
side window and started spraying, what a mistake. The tint started running down the window
and it looked like hell. Another hour there in front
of the store removing the tint and cleaning up the
mess I had made.
Back in the early 1960s if you had a 45 RPM record player in your car you were considered pretty
cool. While in 1964, 1965 and half of 1966 I didn’t
have a car to drive until I returned from Vietnam
and purchased the Pontiac. Ed and I went into
Tucson one day and drove to a Muntz car stereo
shop located at that time at 5525 E. 22nd St, Tuc-

I had a lot of fun in Tucson always like going to Old
Tucson. Still some of John Ways best movies were
filmed there. Like Rio Bravo, El Dorado, Rio Lobo and
Mc Clintock.
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Tucson Dragway

I drove the car without 3rd gear over to Sambo’s
where Rhonda was working and parked away
from the restaurant on the far-left side. I went into
Sambo’s and told Rhonda what had happened. I
borrowed her car and drove to the motor pool to
pick up some tools and equipment so I could pull
the trans out. It seems strange to me now and
wouldn’t pull a trans out in someone’s parking lot
nowadays but that’s what I did then. After pulling
the trans and opened it up inside the trunk of my
car I found that indeed I broke teeth off third gear
and the cluster gear which wasn’t good. Parts

A few of us Southern California guys including
my cousin Ed, Jim Bridgewarter would race out
at Tucson on the weekends. I remember racing
the day when they had the Funny Car Cavalcade there. I won first place in my class and
won a nice trophy. In fact, I still have that trophy
which is pictured on the next page.
That day they had Jet cars on the program and
that evening a thunderstorm was rolling in over
downtown Tucson. Just after dark, the jet cars
came up to the staging lights hitting their afterburners as they approached the staging lights.
Huge flames and loud thunderous noises came
from the cars as they crept them into the lights.
It seemed like for a moment that the world was
coming to an end. Lighting, thunder in the background, and the spectacle of standing where I
could see the jet cars twenty feet away as the
storm in the background creating an eerie seen.
To this day one of the exciting moments I have
ever experienced watching a drag race.
A little background about 1966, a time where
Funny Cars were just coming into the sport. A
transitional period where the predecessor to the
Funny Car class was called S/FX cars. The cars
ran in the high 10 seconds and at around 130
mph in the quarter-mile. The S/FX cars were the
first factory cars to use parachutes and the drivers wore fire-suits.

end of the city because it wasn’t used that much,
and I could talk with my parents for an extended
period without interfering with anyone else.
During the call, my dad asked how the car was
running and I answered great! After the call, I
felt really good about everything and jumped
back into the car and drove off hitting first gear
slamming it into second and then into third before fourth. As I powered shifted it into third and
released the clutch, I heard a bang and blew the
transmission. Just great, I had just got off the
phone and told my dad the car was great and two
minutes later I had a broken trans.

I went up to the Tucson track maybe six times
while I was stationed at Fort Huachuca. I enjoyed seeing cars the cars of Gene Snow, Gas
Ronda, The Flying Dutchman, and many more
up close. Truly the start of funny car history.
A story about how bad I wanted to go to the drags
one weekend. I think it was around May 1966.
The races were on Sunday and at that time I
was dating Rhonda Shore who worked at Sambo’s restaurant there in Sierra Vista. I drove off
the post to call my parents as I did each week.
I no longer wrote home, it was much easier just
to call. This was a time before cell phones. I always used this one phone booth that was at the
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November 13, 1966 I went to Tucson Dragway and raced my Pontiac. I took 1st place in my class that day.
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were not available in town and I would have to
go to Tucson to get them. I decided to take the
trans apart and take the cluster gear to the motor
pool and see if I could completely grind third gear
off of the shaft. I was successful and drove back,
put the trans back together and reinstalled it into
the Pontiac. I did all this within three hours which
was fast.
Made a call again to my family and explained
what happened then asked my dad if he could
order me a new cluster and third gear and send
it to me. He said that he and my mother had
been wanting to take a trip out to see me and
this would be a good time and he would bring the
parts. What a great guy my dad was always going out of his way for family and friends. Yes, I did
make it out to the races the next day using first,
second and forth gears, no problem

Rhonda Shore
I met Rhonda at Sambo’s I believe sometime in April
1967. She was working as a waitress and I was attracted
to her right a way. She had a great family and her father
worked on post as a civilian and was retired Army Veteran. A year later we were married.

UFO Sighting near Fort Huachuca

UFO?
Sometime in late Spring of 1967 cousin Ed, one
of the other mechanics from the motor pool, and I
drove over to the City of Douglas. Douglas is sixty miles Southeast of the Army post. It’s a good
size city on the border of Arizona and Mexico. We
made a few trips there before and we would drive
over to Auga Preita which was just on the other
side of the border.
Late in the afternoon that day we decided to return to Fort Huachuca. We were out about 12
miles from Douglas on highway 80 heading west.
Ed was driving and I was sitting in the passenger
seat with the other guy sitting in the back. There
was literally no one on the road and we hadn’t
seen a single car for many miles.
We were talking and this cloud caught my eye as
I looked out of the windshield. It was located near
the mountains on the forward left side a few hundred feet above the ground. In the desert, you
could see for 60 miles in any direction. This was
the only cloud visible anywhere, I thought, why is
this the only cloud in the sky? very strange.
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As I was looking at it, I looked around and the
other guys were looking at it too. I said that’s
weird the only cloud anywhere. When I looked
straight ahead, I could see out of my peripheral vision that I could faintly see that there was
something more to the cloud.
We decided to pull over and get out of the car.
When you looked directly at the cloud you
couldn’t see anything unusual but as you looked
away you could barely see an oval shape inside
the cloud.
We talked about it for a couple of minutes then
got back into the car and continued our drive.
The strange thing is I can remember the incident
very clearly but not the trip after that encounter. I
don’t think anyone even spoke on the way back
after that. When my cousin was still alive, I asked
him one day over the phone what he remembered about the incident. He said that he doesn’t
remember anything about it which seems a little
strange. What it was I don’t know but to this day I
can still see it in my head.
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Running down the mountain
SSince Ed and I were due to seperate from the
service in a month our Motor Pool Sargent wanted to speak with me. He wanted me to go before
the promotion board, so I could be promoted to
Specialist Fifth Class. It’s the same as being a
Sargent in rank. I wasn’t interested and told the
Sargent that it didn’t make any sense because I
only had a few weeks until I was out. I think they
were thinking that once I was promoted that they
could get me to reenlist for six more years. I had
already worried that when I returned from Vietnam that they could send me right back. Anyone
with over six months left could be reemployed.
How many years could I spend in Vietnam in
those six years? I felt that I was fortunate making
it through one year and the hardship on you was
extreme.
Unfortunately, I didn’t have much to say about it
and was scheduled to go before the board in a few
days. I talked with some other guys who experienced the same and they suggested that when
I answered the questions that I do it in a military
way saying, Sir, I don’t have the answer at this
time, Sir, I don’t have the answer at this time and
so on. After I was excused it came down to the
Sargent that they said I had a negative attitude
towards the Army. Not true, I just didn’t want to be
forced into something I didn’t want and it was not
beneficial to me. The fact is I didn’t have anything
against the military, I was proud to have served
and would do it all over again. Three years was
all I wanted to do and then find a job in civilian life
and go to college.
About two weeks before leaving the service I decided to hiked up the mountain fire brake at the
back of the post. So, one day after work and still
plenty of light because of the time of the year I
started my hike. The mountain was very steep,
but I kept going up and up until I noticed the sun
was behind the mountain. I thought I should look
at the view then make my way back down.
The mountain was so steep it seemed harder to
go downhill than up. Darkness was only a few
minutes away and I didn’t want to be stuck up
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there after dark. I started jogging down the fire
break and braking my self now and then sliding
some. I must have hit a steeper section and all
of a sudden, I was in a full run and the fire brake
was the only smooth trail going down. In fact, off
the road on both sides were rocky steep cactus
covered down slopes. No choice I had to stay on
the trail, now running just about as fast as my
legs would carry me. Knowing I still had a long
way to go I saw a large maybe twenty-foot-high
boulder on the edge of the road and I decided to
slide into it to stop my speed.
Must have been ten to twenty-foot slide on loose
gravel and still had some speed left so I positioned my legs, so they would take the impact.
I was wearing Army boots, so I felt they would
protect me. Wham! I hit the boulder and came to
a stop. When I got up I noticed that my toes had
jammed against the inside of the boot. I removed
one boot and noticed that my big toe was bleeding, oh great. I hobbled the rest of the way down
just as it got dark.
I got back to the barracks and jumped into the
shower. I looked at my toe and it wasn’t looking
good and it hurt a lot. I took a few aspirins and
got through the night. The next morning after formation I reported to sick call and went over to
the hospital. Sat there for a few minutes before
they were able to get to me. The doctor called me
in and asked was wrong. Pulled off my boot and
showed him my bloody toe. He said that I would
have to have my toe nail removed.
He called an assistant over to help. Knowing that
I was to get out in a couple weeks I asked him
how long it was going to be before I could get
their release. The Army wouldn’t let you out of
the service until you passed a physical. This now
was in question if I could recover enough to be released. The assistant took one look at my toe and
said I don’t think you’ll be able to walk out of here
with your boot on, no one has after having a nail
pulled, I said, I will. They came with a syringe and
shot my toe with pain killer and brought out what
looked like big toe nail cutters. Watching them
they cut by toe nail down the center then grabbed
some pliers and pulled each side out separately.

Blood was gushing out and they cleaned it and
rapped it some. I put on my sock forced it into my
boot and was determined to walk out since they
said no one has. They gave me instructions to
stay off it for five or six day and soak it a few times
a day. Handed me some pain pills and off I went
back to the barracks.
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July 7, 1967 Separation from the Army.
My smashed toe was now healed enough that
they released me from the temporarily disable
list. A week before leaving the Army we had to go
through a few things like an exit interview, both
medical and dental checkups, turning in our class
A dress uniform and other Army property.

My 1932 Chevy three window coupe.
When I purchased the 1932 Chevy from Bill
Goebel at Fort Huachuca it was an incomplete
car no motor or transmission or interior, just a
shell. The photo of it here is after I did a lot of
work on it. I purchased a beat-up old 1957 Chevy
station wagon and pulled the engine and trans
out then rebuilt them. The 57 was just drivable
to get it home from Felix Chevrolet on Figueroa
Street in downtown Los Angeles. As I pulled into
our driveway then backed up to pull in front of the
house the front driver side rim and the tire fell off
the car. The front bearing broke apart and let go,
lucky it didn’t happen somewhere else.
Looking back at the date that I purchased it, it was
only nine weeks before I was getting out of the
Army. Since it was on a Thursday that I bought it
I must have towed it home that weekend. That’s a
long way to tow anything but it didn’t weigh much,
and it towed well behind my Pontiac.
The car came to Sierra Vista/Fort Huachuca from
Denver Colorado and was originally owned by the
Denver Chief of Police. Bill bought it and brought
it down from Denver then I purchased it.
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One issue while I was getting my dental checkup, they found a cavity in my bottom left molder.
While sitting there in the chair the dentist told me
he was going to have to pull it. That didn’t sit well
with me. Thinking all the money my parents spent
on having my teeth straighten I asked if anything
else could be done. The dentist said he needed to
leave for a couple of minutes. When he returned,
he said, there was one of the other doctors that
would perform the needed root canal if I would be
willing to come back a few times to have it done.
I said sure, not a problem. I was cutting it a little close with time, but they were successful and
did it that week. I went over to Rhonda’s house
picked her up and drove to A&W Root Beer stand
and we said our good-bys.
The day of the 7th arrived and the car was
packed. I put on my khaki summer uniform and
headed out around 10 am to the separation office
that was up on the main post. It was hard to believe, the big day I’ve been waiting for was finally
here. I felt really nervous and it seemed a little
surreal knowing this was the moment that I been
waiting for.

days left in the Army”. Thinking back and what
I did in the last three years was amazing, Basic
Training, Mechanic School, Fort Eustis, Vietnam,
and Fort Huachuca now all behind me.
It was strange to be leaving the service, I was
overjoyed but a little sad at the same time. The
last three years was a major growing up process
in my life. I was totally responsible for myself and
my actions. I met some great people, traveled to
many places, pushed to become the best I could
be and I never hated one day.
We headed out in the heat of the day heading towards Yuma. As we approached the town mu car
was overheating. I saw a ranch house near the
highway and drove over the lawn to get a hose to
fill my radiator. Wasn’t sure I hurt the motor or not
but it seemed good after that. We didn’t have air
conditioning in our cars and for some reason we
didn’t bring any water with us.
We pulled into the first restaurant we saw and
quickly went inside. The waitress came to the table and we told her we would have ice tea, and
bring us a pitcher and keep them coming. I ordered stake and potatoes. When asked how I
wanted cook I said a rear as possible, that was
a mistake. When she brought it I cut a piece and
put it in my mouth. It was still cold in the center
but I seem to now like it that way.
We left the restaurant and 5 hours later I was
home for good.

Both cousin Ed and I were sitting and waiting for
our turns to see a separation clerk. Finally, they
called my name and I walked up and took a seat.
After signing the paperwork, turning in my Army
I.D., they then gave me an envelope with my DD214 discharge paper, payroll for the last few days
and some other literature. I drove back to the barracks to change into my civilian clothes. I then
drove over to the motor pool to say goodbye to
my friends.
As I was driving off the post, I remembered what
I had told Ed when we boarded the train to Fort
Ord. “Ed look at this way, we only have 1,095

Above: My registration for inactive status for 3 years.
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Right: My DD 214 Discharge paperwork
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