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I'AM AN AMERICAN AIRMAN.
I AM A WARRIOR.
I HAVE ANSWERED MY NATION'S CALL

I AM AN AMERICAN AIRMAN.
MY MISSION IS TO FLY, FIGHT, AND WIN.
I AM FAITHFUL TO A PROUD HERITAGE,

ATRADITION OF HONOR,
AND A LEGACY OF VALOR.

I AM AN AMERICAN AIRMAN,
GUARDIAN OF FREEDOM AND JUSTICE,
MY NATION'S SWORD AND SHIELD,

ITS SENTRY AND AVENGE
[ DEFEND MY COUNTRY WITH MY LIFE.

I AM AN AMERICAN AIRMAN:
WINGMAN, LEADER, WARRIOR.
I WILL NEVER LEAVE AN AIRMAN BEHIND,
I WILL NEVER FALTER,

AND I WILLNOT FAIL
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Preface

I was employed by mental health and substance abuse and addiction treatment
agencies in North Carolina and South Carolina for thirty-five years and designed and
coordinated family programs and worked with adults, adolescents, males and females,

and used Equine Assisted Psychotherapy, Adventure-Based Activities and Multiple

Family Group Therapy
 
 in the programs that I worked with, led and designed. 

Some of the most touching experiences came from my work with veterans who
carried war ghosts that they hadn't talked about since returning from the horror.
  I
too carried ghost memories of my experiences in Southeast Asia flying missions with the
6994th Security Squadron out of Thailand for the U. S. Air Force.  I decided to document
some of these experiences for my own cathartic reasons and to encourage veterans to
bring their experiences to consciousness and give them expression.
  I think it's okay to
hold these ghosts of war in silence and carry them to the grave, but it's also okay to tell
the story for others to know and understand.  Maybe they will make a difference in
someone's life in addition to our own.  It is not easy to go inside of a ghost story that
is not ours, but every soldiers ghost truth is different and listening is important.

My dad, Elmo N. Foster, talked little about his World War II battle experiences
and probably suffered from Post Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD)
.  He crossed Utah
Beach on D-Day and was wounded by shrapnel shells exploding from tree-tops in the
Black Forest of Germany.  His mother said that she heard him calling her on the day he
was wounded while she was on the farm (Goldsand) gathering berries.  The last time I
asked him about his war experiences, he gave me a book about D-Day to read.  I wish it
had been his book of ghost stories.
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Elmo Foster (right) and Leo Kaszuba Army Friend (left).

Today my son Michael (E-5) is serving with the U.S. Navy on the USS Gunston 
Hall, as an Engineer/Electrician's Mate.  I'm very proud of him.
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Petty Officer Second Class Michael Foster
Introduction

Daydreams have been a function of my life for as long as I've had the capacity
to think.  Personally, I never had problems with my mind wandering, but the people

around me had problems with it.  So at some point in my life I began to regulate my

daydreaming to avoid negative consequences, but found daydreaming a safe place to

go when stressed or just to have a pleasant dreamy experience.  Daydreaming also

produced some visionary ideas.  A daydream is a hypnotic trance.

I truly learned how to focus while being trained to copy Morse code at Keesler
Air Force Base in Biloxi, Mississippi, and while copying code for a year and a half in
Southern Italy for eight to ten hours a day.  Sometimes storms between the stations I was
copying caused static that made hearing the code difficult.  I think this focusing was the
beginning of my becoming a therapist where I had to focus and listen very carefully to
individual, and family and group communication codes (security operations).


As you read this collection of experiences hopefully, you will see how daydreams
work in my life.  I am on one mission into Cambodia from Thailand throughout the story
and slip into daydreams remembering the process of how I arrived on the EC-47 aircraft
and the struggles I experienced on this one mission over Cambodia.


"System Points" have been included in footnotes that reflect ideas I came across

as a Family Counselor.  They come from General Systems Theory.  The military is a

system of systems within systems. 


Go to the "Notes" section when you come across a term or concept you do not

understand or want to know more about.  Go through the Notes section after reading

the memoir for additional information or a more in depth point of view. 
The Sacrifice
"Those who lose dreaming are lost."
---Aboriginal Australia


Soldiers who go into battle know what it is like to be forsaken.   We are and will
continue to be sacrificed by our government and are alone except for the men around
us when we come face to face with death and killing.  It is a demoralizing experience
that discounts the soul and specialness of being human.  Discounts are the second most
painful psychological experience for a human being. The first is rejection.  We know
that we are making a sacrifice and usually do it willingly for the greater good, but it
leaves an inner sense of loss and loneliness that is difficult to recognize or come to terms
with when the battles end, and the experiences change us.


We transcend the experience or compensate with pride, aggression, denial,
alcohol, drugs, etc., and sometimes go back into battle to find what we have lost, but
never do, because, it's only when we go inward do we come face to face with the
consequential cracked personality and character and deep shifting sorrow.

We must go back into it, take a thoughtful look at the horror, and see that it's
not going to damage us now, make peace with it, put it to bed and walk out the other side,

loving it to death, and then begin building a new life and following a new dream reborn.


Native American and 1964 Olympic Gold winner Billy Mills once said, "You
need a dream to heal a broken soul."


The sacrifice for a soldier and their family, and Americas President, is for life.


Therapist Fritz Pearls said, "To see the self die and then be reborn is not easy."
Just Saying

"I'm tired.  I'm tired of feeling rejected by the American people.  I'm tired of waking up in the middle of the night worrying about the war."  ---Lyndon B. Johnson
(President Johnson drank Scotch and smoked himself to death at his home in Texas after leaving the White House.  He was 64-years-old when he died.)

"As this long and difficult war ends, I would like to address a few special words to the American people: Your steadfastness in supporting our insistence on peace with honor has made peace with honor possible."  ---Richard M. Nixon
"You've got to learn to survive a defeat.  That's when you develop character."  ---Gerald R. Ford

"The first US soldier killed in Vietnam
was a SIGINTer (signals intelligence), Specialist 4 James T. Davis, a DF (direction finding) specialist in the army's obscurely named Third Radio Research Unit."  ---Michael V. Hayden, Playing to the Edge, New York, Pinguin Press, 2016
President Richard M. Nixon signed accord to end the Vietnam War on January 23, 1973.

On August 15, 1973, the legal authorization for U.S. Military operations in Southeast Asia ended.  ---Farrell, John A., Richard Nixon: The Life, New York, Penguin Radom House LLC, 2017  
"Nothing is more precious than independence and freedom." ---Uncle Ho Chi Minh
Viet Thanh Nguyen, The Sympathizer, 2015, New York, Grove Press
"Because trauma recovery is greatly affected by social factors, one way to evaluate the health of a society might be to look at how quickly its soldiers or warriors recover, psychologically, from the experience of combat."  ---Junger, Sebastian, Tribe: On Homecoming and Belonging, New York, Hachette Book Group, Inc., 2016
"War is hell, but that's not the half of it, because war is mystery and terror and adventure and courage and discovery and holiness and pity and despair and longing and love.  War is nasty; war is fun. War is thrilling; (War is profitable and expensive), war is drudgery.  War makes you a man; war makes you dead.  The truths are contradictory."  O'Brien, The Things They Carried, 76-77, in Viet Thanh Nguyen, Nothing Ever Dies, Cambridge, Massachusetts, Harvard University Press, 2016
The duty of a free press is "to prevent . . . the government from deceiving the people and sending them off to distant lands to die."  ---Justice Hugo Black, June 30, 1971
Farrell, John A., Richard Nixon: The Life, New York, Penguin Random House, 2017

"War makes murders out of otherwise decent people."

--Ben Ferency, Nuremberg Lawyer
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Picture taken by author in front of HQ (Norma Brown Building) at Goodfellow AFB, San Angelo, Texas,

 6994th Reunion, September 2016.  Notice the half-moon center picture just under the flag.
Oath
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.
 

Chapter One

The Silver Dollar
“Doing what’s right isn’t the problem.

It is knowing what’s right.”

---Lyndon B. Johnson


I am home safe daydreaming.  

I recalled the feel of the DuPont™ Nomex® Flight Suit material against my skin
and the jungle boots on my feet.  The pilot pulled the aircraft onto the flight line and
ran up the engines to check them out before taking off, then released the brakes.  The

“Gooney Bird” began moving, building speed until the wheel on the tail lifted off the
runway.  Then the rumble and vibrations of the wheels on the runway stopped-----we
were off the ground pulling away from the base.  The airstrip began to be lost in the
surrounding jungle and for miles all I could see was blackness.  Then across the Mekong
River came a few lights about the same intensity of the stars in the sky, and there were
thousands of stars shining so peacefully as we flew south towards Cambodia to get
ourselves into a secret war.  In my right pocket was the Silver Dollar my dad gave to me
when he left me at Mills Home in Thomasville, NC, at age fourteen, in August 1964.

I recalled the powerful rumble of the two Pratt & Whitney engines, the smell of

aircraft fuel, felt the vibrations of the propellers through the bones in my body, saw the

tiny beads of oil and water roll from the engine down the wing and disappear just to my

left, felt the .38 caliber Smith and Wesson revolver under my left arm, the equipment on
my survival vest pulled on my shoulders and the pressure settled into my seat and against
my backpack parachute; I had returned to the month of August 1973.  Nixon signed
accord to end the Vietnam War in January of 1973.


I turned on my radio receiver and tuned it to Radio Australia and listened to the
channel-marker music that repeats “Waltzing Matilda” over and over when they are 

off the air.  It was cold at 10,000 feet with little heat; the flight jacket was not heavy 

enough so I settled into my hard seat with backpack parachute as a cushion, looking 

out the window waiting for the most beautiful sunrise.  It happened everyday and 
on almost all the sixty-three combat missions I flew it was there, a bright reddish 

orange round sun with many shades of orange, white and red gently stroking the 

sky against a black jungle world.  I would think, “Thank you God for allowing me to be
a part of this beauty,” listening to “Waltzing Matilda.”  Then I would think of home 
and question if I would ever again go to Goldsand, or Mills Home or Durham, NC.  Is 
today the day of my death?  I had only been on about a dozen missions, but I had learned 
to use my denial system and not think long about death, otherwise it would paralyze
me.


It took several hours for us to get to the target area we would be working. 

I tried to nap, but never could.  The vibrations of the aircraft, voices over my 

earphones, the noise from the engines and the cold collaborated keeping me awake. 

Most of the time the oxygen was so thin I would have to take deep breaths just to feel 

good.  We did not fly any higher than 10,000 feet so the cabin of the aircraft was not 

pressurized nor did it have supplied oxygen.  The only weapons we had were pistols that 

had been used by American police units
 and given to the Air Force when they upgraded 

to more modern weapons, I had six extra bullets in my survival vest.  Sometimes I 

would shake my head and think of Sheriff Barney Fife or the movie, “The Shakiest Gun 

in the West.”  I never saw myself as a warrior and in fact, I had joined the Air Force to 

avoid going to Vietnam.  Is the war over?

My Draft Lottery System number was 84 and I was convinced that I would be
called to enter the Army, didn’t have anything better going on in my life, and I needed to

get away from my family.  So I joined the Air Force and entered basic training during

February 1971.  I was a little older than most in my Flight at Lackland Air Force Base in 

San Antonio.  I took on a leadership role within a couple weeks.
  We were a motley
crew from all over the country.  We were called “rainbows,” because we marched

around the base in multi-colored civilian clothing with long hair.  We would hear other 

airman basic units march in cadence; “rainbow, rainbow, don’t be blue, my recruiter 
screwed me too.”
  Airman Basic Andrews a hippie from Florida with long blond hair 
halfway down his back was asked by the barber if he wanted his sideburns; he said, 
“Yes!” so the barber put them in a dog-tag envelope for him.


We were up early, rushed through meals, ran and exercised, attended classes,

took tests, examined from head to toe, issued uniforms, had them tailored at our expense,

cleaned the barracks, marched and went through inspections.  I never received a demerit

until a new inspector came through.  He got into my face and called me a “dumb-ass,” 

because, my T-shirt was turned the wrong way in my locker.  He put his nose almost to

my nose and yelled to the top of his voice.  His breath stunk.  I knew my locker was

perfect and that he was not being honest, but I kept my mouth shut.  He pulled the

demerit slip from my left shirt pocket and stepped away.  Maybe it was a test, but I did
not like it any more than all the shots they gave me at the dispensary.


We had fun and played during what free time there was. When we graduated

I was left in limbo at the casual center on base because my tech school class would not
start for a few weeks.  I was given the responsibility to make sure all the Airmen in

my flight got on the bus to exit the base for their next duty stations.  One by one I 

checked them off making sure they had their orders.  One unsuspecting and trusting
airman was a little late.  He ran up with his duffle bag packed full with orders in his hand.
Without looking at him, I asked if he had his "masturbation papers".  He said, “No sir,

all I have are my orders.”  I looked at him with a serious face and told him to drop his 

duffle bag and run to the First Sergeants’ office and get them before the bus leaves.  Off

he ran for about an eighth of a mile, walked back with his head down. He took his

belongings and got on the bus.  I told the driver that he had all his passengers and I
disappeared just in case the First Sergeant came looking for me.  I deserved some

consequences for that trick.  I think about the airman today and regret pulling the
stunt.  It was the unhealthy side of the charming-manipulator
 coming out of me.

There was a fighter jet crash near San Antonio while I waited to attend tech

school.  I was sent along with other airmen to recover the aircraft from a densely

covered forest that was swampy, humid and tropical.  The big pieces were removed

with heavy equipment, but there were smaller parts that had to be recovered and we

were asked to help find them.  It seems that a young officer in training was assigned

the wrong aircraft on the wrong day and experienced mechanical problems over a

populated area and chose to direct the aircraft away from civilians to a secluded area.  He
was too low to bail out safely by the time he maneuvered the jet to save lives.  It was an
honor for me to have had the opportunity to clean up after him.  I had the 1885-S Silver
Dollar in my right pocket during that mission too.  I wondered if his ghost was near.

I think that there is love and forgiveness in the mix of doing one's duty.
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1885-S Silver Dollar Carried By Sgt Foster.
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Basic Training Photograph Lackland AFB
Chapter Two
The "X" Position
Do not lift the club too high,

It may fall on your head.

--Finland


In Cambodia, there are rubber tree plantations, not like the spaghetti tree 
plantations in Italy, that are owned by French companies.  Our mission was to fly over a
section of the plantation where insurgents have been hiding, get a fix on the transmitter
that they used to communicate with other units and Hanoi and  to relay the information
to the top floor of the U.S. Embassy in Phnom Penh, Cambodia, who would send the
coordinates to ground troops or bombers to go and destroy the transmitter.


Most of the time we never knew when or if this happened unless bombers were 

used.  We could later see the evidence or maybe watch the bombs explode leaving big 

holes in the ground and lots of smoke, and of course there was no longer any Morse Code 

or voice being transmitted.  We made our contribution to the war by gathering intelli-
gence and passing it on to our customers.  It was unlikely that bombs would be used
today, because, bombs would destroy the rubber plantation trees and that would upset the 
French Corporations that owned them.  Then the commander would get a call
 and we 
wouldn't want the commander to get a call, because, his wife recently arrived for a visit 
with her little white poodle that had disappeared when she let it outside to relieve itself 
the second day of her visit and he was busy consoling her.  I do not think anyone told her 
that the indigenous people eat dog.
  Therefore, the ground troopers would have to go
in today, if anyone went in.  A cease-fire was called on January 23, 1973.  The US had
withdrawn from Vietnam in March of 1973.  The bombing of Cambodia was scheduled
to cease on August 15, 1973.  Nevertheless, today we were flying over Cambodia. 

The equipment we used to get the fix on the transmitter was Top Secret. I had 

never operated the equipment during a mission, but had been trained on it at Goodfellow
Air Force Base in Texas prior to deploying to Southeast Asia.  Today I was assigned to
the “X” position for the mission.  There were butterflies in my stomach, because, I was
doing something new, I didn’t want to mess up or make myself look bad and I could be
setting human beings up to be killed.  I chose not to dwell on that, I dropped off into
daydreaming, something I have done often in my life, because I’m a creative-day
dreamer;
 when emotionally stressed I detach from emotions and reality and find myself
a daydream.  Not the healthiest thing to do in some situations.  Nevertheless, once again I
retreat into memories via a daydream.

DAYDREAM


The flight from San Antonio to Biloxi, Mississippi, was uneventful and I sat in the

airport in Mississippi for a couple of hours waiting for a bus load of new tech school

students to arrive by plane.  As we exited from the bus at our new barracks the echo of
people yelling, "Ping, Brrrrrrrrrr, Pinger" erupted as we marched single file into the

welcome center next to the First Sergeants' office.  I had advanced from being called a
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(Photo used with permission www.ec47.com)
“rainbow” to a “pinger.”
  All of us were in new uniforms with no hair.  When we lay
heads down at night the tiny hairs would get caught in the threads of the pillow case and
pop out making a pinging noise, thus “pinger.”  I don’t know how many generations of
airmen have gone through this, but it is just humiliating.  A few days later I was sent by
an Airman First Class to the First Sergeants’ office for a yard of “flight line” to clean
behind the commodes in the latrine.  What goes around comes around. It was May 1971.

Learning to be a Morse Intercept Operator was not easy for me, but over the

course of about six or seven months I became proficient at copying Morse code using a

typewriter in a specific format adding additional information as needed to a never ending 

roll of paper.  On the day my class graduated, I had not passed the required eighteen-
words-per-minute speed copying code and was held back.  The next day I asked to

speak to the Master Sergeant in charge and explained to him that I didn’t know why I

hadn’t been able to pass the eighteen-words-per-minute test, but promised him that if

he placed me in the field I would do a good job.  I heard that if I flunked out that I

would be sent to Military Police School.  I didn’t want to do that, because, they carry

guns, and guard bases and were all over Vietnam.  The sergeant yelled to another
sergeant to come to his cubical, because, Foster is giving him some “heavy shit.”  They
decided to put me in a class of students and gave me the eighteen-words-per-minute code
speed test.  I passed!  My passing must have been attitude and the pressure was off.  I was
going to Southern Italy for my first duty assignment, San Vito de Normanni Air Station

near Brindisi, Italy, here I come.  I arrived in Brindisi, Italy in early 1972.

DAYDREAM
Some of the EC-47 aircraft that we flew in Southeast Asia were used during the

Berlin Airlift and had been sold to countries in South America for one dollar after World 

War II.  The US Government bought them back from some of these countries for what 
I heard was $100,000.00 each.  They were the right speed for our mission, sturdy, and 

relatively easy to fly.   The electronics packages fit perfectly on the platform.  I learned

about Morse Intercept Operators being airborne during my year-and-a-half stay in Italy,

but that didn’t interest me and I had no plans of asking to go airborne.  Being on the

ground was perfectly okay with me and the thought of falling out of the sky was more

than I wanted to think about.  I wasn’t as afraid to die as I was afraid to fall out of the
sky knowing that I was going to die.  The feeling that comes with riding a roller coaster
is painful to me.  Aircraft and crews were lost during the war and we were at -risk.

Sergeant Paraskevowitz was my personal trainer when I arrived at the electronic

surveillance base at San Vito a few miles north of the port city of Brindisi, Italy.  When I
asked him how to pronounce his name he said, “Smith,"
 so I called him Smith until
A1C Streight let me in on the secret, and then I called him Joe.  He called me, “Jeep.”
This was my third promotion, “rainbow,” “pinger,” and now “jeep.”  As I learned, when
a new recruit arrives for on-the-job-training he is assigned to a trainer who gets a “free

ride,” because the “jeep” does the trainer's job.  So for eight hours a day for eighteen
months I sat at a work station with two R-390 Radio Receivers, a manual typewriter,

a never ending box of several ply paper and earphones and copied Morse Code sent by

countries north, east and south of our listening post.  Henry Kissenger was in Paris 

working on peace.  Hanoi was sending to Moscow and Paris.  They sent coded 

messages back and forth day and night, sometimes for eight to ten hours non-stop.
I would come to work to find the airman covering the position I worked typing

away.  I plugged my headphones into the jack next to his, picked up the rhythm of the
code being sent and begin typing as he got out of the swivel chair, I sat down,
never missing a letter: zasyk jwocm rycap xznpo qefbv.

During my training period with Joe, he put me at a position one night to scan

through the frequencies to see what I could find to practice copying Morse code.  I

had been playing around for about an hour when I came across some strange Morse
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USAF/GOV Public Domain  The picture is also seen in Code Warriors By Stephen Budiansky - 2016.
The R-390 Radio Receivers can be seen above the typewriters.
signal that kept repeating; ditty-dit, da-da-da, ditty-dit, da-da-da, ditty-dit, da-da-da” and
I could not figure out what was going on so I called Joe who stood beside me and listened
for about three seconds became excited and then he pushed me out of my chair and began
talking to the direction-finding department who got a LOP coordinate on the transmitter.
Another unit got another LOP.  A third listening post got a LOP which enabled our
analysts to calculate a "fix" on the transmitter out in the Atlantic automatically sending a 

distress message (SOS), because the boat was sinking.  When he told me the story I
thought I had done something good, but he called me a “dumb ass," I told him that I was
just a “jeep!”  It is important to be grateful for education no matter how it comes.  It was
a great learning experience.

I never knew what I was copying, because everything was encrypted, but one
night an analyst came and told me that I copied something that made a big difference

in something in the world and if it wasn’t for my code copying skills the information

would have been lost.  Peers around me began to laugh and make fun and the analyst

became upset, saying, he would "never share these things with us again if this was the

way he would be treated".
  I jumped in asking him not to do that, because, my

peers were just jealous and we needed that kind of feedback to help motivate us.  The

analyst left and my peers stopped ragging me and returned to their work, I enjoyed

the afterglow.  I put my hand in my pocket and toyed with the Silver Dollar and thought 
about the two sergeants from tech school that gave me a chance to pass the eighteen-
words-per-minute code speed test.  I felt that I had earned their respect.
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Author and USAFSS colleague Howard Armstrong riding in a gondola while visiting Venice, Italy in 1972.
DAYDREAM
August 1972 and the Olympics were going strong in Munich. We enjoyed 

hearing about the excitement over the Armed Forces Television and Radio Networks

during meals or in the living quarters dayroom.  We were all shocked and thrown into

emotional pain when Black September launched a brazen attack that played out on

television for days and resulted in many Israeli athletes being murdered.  The base
commander ordered everyone to alert status and he increased security.  I was given an
M-16 and placed on the edge of a large open field in the middle of the night with no
bullets
, because, the commander didn’t want to trigger a local incident should an
airman fire his/her weapon and actually hit something.  I walked back and forth for
many hours thinking about being a target with no bullets.  Images of Sheriff Barney
Fife would occasionally surface as I thought about him having at least one bullet.

BACK TO THE MISSION

The pilot’s voice came over the intercom announcing that we were getting
ready to go through some turbulence and recommended that we fasten our seatbelts and

secure items at our positions so that when the aircraft dropped fifteen to twenty-feet and
bounced around we would remain safe.  He also asked if anyone wanted some stick-time,
because, the copilot was going to take a nap after we passed through the turbulence.  
There were only seven of us on the aircraft.  The pilot, co-pilot, the navigator and four 

radio operators.  A volunteer answered quickly.  He moved to the co-pilot's seat when
the co-pilot moved to the rear of the aircraft to take a nap for about an hour.  The pilot
taught the airman to fly the plane.  The aviator made turns, pushing the stick forward
 and pulling it back.  I became queasy and worried about my safety.  I decided then to ask
for some stick-time on a future  mission.  I did get to sit in the copilot's seat once.  I think
the pilot’s were just giving us a war story to tell to our friends, family, children and
grandchildren.
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Pilot and Copilot from rear of aircraft.  www.6994th.com
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Author walking towards EC-47 for mission to Cambodia.
Chapter Three
Adapting To a War Routine
Pilgrims seldom come home saints.

--Germany


 My first shower at the 6994 Security Squadron, NKP, Royal Thai Air Force  

Base, Thailand, was my first experience taking a shower with a woman.  I was alone
in a six person shower when someone entered.  They began bathing across from me.
Since I was washing my hair, I was unable to see who came in.  When I was able to
open my eyes, much to my surprise there stood a Thai woman with her back to me
covered in a colorful full-length body wrap.  It took me totally by surprise!  I froze!

Naked and vulnerable I was overwhelmed with thoughts about how to handle a situation
like this.  This was no time to retreat into a daydream.  Assuming that this was a normal

tradition in Thailand, and since she had already seen me naked, I continued with my
shower acting as though it was normal for me too.  Honestly, I did feel like I had done
something wrong yet at the same time, in some way, I had become a victim.  That

was just one of many cultural struggles that I had to work through.
  This lady cleaned
our hooch’s, did our laundry and generally took care of us for the equivalent of $10 a
month.  We even had a bar in our living area open twenty-four hours a day manned by
Thai workers who made five baht an hour, which was the going wage in the area.  The 
thousand dollars a month that I earned as a sergeant made me appear wealthy to them.

When I attended, the mandatory First Sergeants' briefing during the first week

of my arrival in country we were instructed to follow the local 12:00 AM curfew.
To get off the streets and travel in pairs for safety.  To pay no more than three dollars

to the local bargirls for a quickie or five dollars for all night.  He threatened to do
terrible things to anyone who “inflated the cost of pussy.”  He did explain that there 

would come a time when we would no longer be at the base and we would do more
harm to the economy and the standard of living of the bargirls if we paid more.  As a
citizen of the great state of North Carolina I had never heard anything like this coming
from an adult male, and to be in a place where one could purchase sex for three dollars
was just overwhelming.  This was not Southern Baptist North Carolina.  The bargirls 

were checked by the dispensary for sexually transmitted diseases and there were long
lines of airman waiting to be checked daily.


I learned about the long line when I went to the infirmary to give a random

check urine sample.  I got into the STD line by mistake.  I waited patiently for

my turn.  The technician gave me a slide and pointed to the door behind him and

told me to give him a sample.  I went into the bathroom and peed on the slide.
I carefully balanced it so the urine would not drip off as I took it back to him.  He

looked at me with a big puzzle on his face and asked, “What is that?”  I said,

“Urine, I’m supposed to give a urine sample.”  He looked down, shook his head,

threw the slide in the trash and pointed to the next room.  As I walked away I

heard him say, “dumb-ass,” and everyone in the line laughed.  I never stood in that line
again.
BACK TO THE MISSION

The voice of the Mission Supervisor came across the intercom asking me to
re-key the KY-8 scrambler encryption device, he was having difficulty making contact
with our base of operation.  The encryption equipment was located on the right as I 
walked towards the pilots and there was a small kitchenette on the left.  This key had
already been set with the code for the day.  So I reset the scrambler by inserting the key 

and pulling it out.  The supervisor motioned that the encryption system was now working.
I returned the key to the supervisor’s mission bag and returned to my position.  It was
amazing to me how every EC-47 used the same code that changed everyday.  If the
security code was breached it could be changed by everyone almost immediately,
effectively keeping the enemy from intercepting and understanding our verbal
communications; according to what we were told and as far as I knew it was the truth.

Truth did not seem to be important to America's leaders.
  I was troubled by

the things that I knew about our launching an air war based on lies about the Gulf of

Tonkin incidents, and Robert McNamara leaving the Defense Department in 1968
knowing that the Vietnam War was hopeless.  He did not publicize his differences

with President Johnson when he moved over to the World Bank.  George Ball, Under

Secretary of State, had been telling President Johnson for years that we couldn't win in

Vietnam.  Young Americans like me were sent to fight and die.  Major Hal Knight
had testified before congress about the Menu Missions (July of 1973), bringing attention
to President Nixon’s
 claims that he had not invaded Cambodia in 1969.

Local peasants just wanted to grow their rice and live in peace.  I was in the war and
didn’t want to be in the war.  A few people around me knew about my thoughts, but most
of my peers were gung-ho and focused on earning a Distinguished Flying Cross.  I was
mostly a loner and I kept my thoughts to myself, the nail that sticks out get's hammered

down, but I always did my job to the best of my ability.
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Author taking a $3.00 ride on a Thai elephant at NKP.
DAYDREAM

Over the weekend a group of mahouts (elephant handlers or trainers) was
 invited to bring their elephants to the base for an elephant soccer game and to sell
rides to airmen after the demonstration for three dollars.  I decided to take part in the fun 
and had a go around the base on an elephant who had gas and dropped a rather large mess 
as I sat in a bamboo type basket seat.  I rocked from side to side holding on for dear life.
The mahout seemed to have had a rather comfortable seat on the neck of the elephant
who fanned its big ears and swung the trunk from side to side taking bananas and

coconuts when offered them popping them into her mouth with her powerful trunk.

After the elephants left the base some of the guys invited me to share the 

cost of a taxi to the nearest town twelve miles away to visit a dirt floor night club with

rustic tables and chairs, Coca Cola, Thai beer and an odd assortment of liquor and beer

from all over the far east.  I enjoyed trying new things and the guys were eager to

continue introducing me to the local population and environment.  It was located on the

Mekong River, Nakhon Phanom, which seemed dangerous to me with Laos across the

river.  I was not eager to come face to face with a Vietnamese insurgent who could blend 
into the population.  I was assured that the Thai citizens knew insurgents and worked  

to help the Thai Army keep them out.  I wasn't so sure, so I was careful, didn’t drink a lot 
and moved slowly as I talked to Thai girls and my peers, listened to Thai music and was 
back on the base by the midnight curfew.  Some of the group selected a bargirl and 
spent the night at the local American Hotel operated by the CIA along the river front, 
according to my informants.
  It wasn’t unusual to see Air America planes land at the
base and on occasion Laotian and Thai Mercenaries passed through as well.  One peer
said that he had seen a string of ears attached to one mercenaries’ belt.  They were paid 
by the number of ears they collected.  I was not eager to meet them either.


I developed a daily routine of working, going to the gym
 and lifting weights,

jogging a mile and a half, sitting in the steam room, showering, stopping off at the chow
hall for a nice meal and going to the special services building where I recorded popular
music on cassettes from the collection of albums made available by the Air force and I  
went to chapel services when I could.  There were special songs that marked occasions in
my life and brought back memories and helped me escape from the fact that I was flying
missions over war zones and being thousands of miles away from loved ones.  I also took
college courses through the University of Maryland taught by officers stationed on the
base. There were movies shown at the outdoor theater with plank benches, popcorn and
sodas for a reasonable price and the NCO Club was cool and pleasant.  I would listen to
American and Thai bands and hostesses would bring ice cold bath cloths and clean my
face and neck for a dollar reviving me from the heat and humidity of tropical north
eastern Thailand.  It was from this base that Jolly Green Giant Rescue Helicopters took 
off to rescue downed aircrew in Laos, North and South Vietnam.  Some of the pilots
and crewmembers of B-52's and other aircraft had been POW's in the Hanoi Hilton, a
relatively short distance northeast of Nakhon Phanom (NKP), Thailand.
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(See photo of base from space on page 124)
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The Base Chapel at Ubon RTAFB - From www.6994th.com
Sgt Foster attended services at NKP and Ubon.
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Inside NKP Chapel - USAF Photo
Chapter Four
A POW in Training
Peace makes money

and money makes war.

--France


I had an idea about what the POW’s might be going through, because, I had

been through the simulated prisoner of war experience as part of the survival training
course taught at the 3612th Combat Crew Training Squadron at Fairchild Air Force Base 

just outside Spokane, Washington, for thirteen days during June of 1973 and it was still
quite fresh in my mind.  The night before I was to begin the course I stared out of the 

second floor window of my assigned room in the enlisted barracks wondering what the 

next two weeks would bring and concerned that I might not have what it takes to make  
it through, while Karen Carpenter sang; “Yesterday Once More,” a melancholy song that
anchored the emotional mental milestone.
  I go back there when I hear the song today.    
The classroom instruction was easy, but there was a lot to remember.  When we

moved to war like situations the tempo changed.  I discovered what it is like to be
 pulled from the ground by a winch attached to a Jolly Green Giant Helicopter
simulating rescue from the jungle.  The ride in the Jolly Green Giant to the mountains
 somewhere around Spokane was fun, but when they dropped the two Lieutenants and 
myself off to evade simulated Vietnamese trackers and maneuver ourselves to several 
points over the next three days, the intensity increased.  I was the low man on the
team and younger than the two forward air controller pilots heading for Southeast Asia.  
They took charge; I followed giving input when asked.  I treated them with dignity,
respect and honor for their rank.  We avoided open areas, traveled slowly, made little
noise.  We got sick from drinking the water that we put special pills in to keep us from
getting sick.  We came upon a spring on the second day and I noticed there was a
salamander in it, so I poured the water out of my canteen, drank my fill and filled it
again with the spring water and replaced the cap.  The officers challenged me and
pointed out that I could get sick by drinking the spring water.  I showed them the live
salamander in the water and told them that if the salamander can survive in the water
then I could safely drink the water.  They asked how I knew that, I shared that I had been
a Boy Scout
 and learned it from my Scout Master at Mills Home in Thomasville, NC,
(the Baptist Children’s Home my dad left me and my siblings at in 1964).  They did not
buy it and got sicker, but I enjoyed the spring water.


We joined with collaborators late during the second day.  We were dirty, hungry
and exhausted.  They were impersonal, pushy and hid us in a lean-to built from pine

branches with more pine branches to lay on.  We were told to stay put and not come out
of the lean-to for any reason.  After dark they returned and had us put our canteen cups

filled with water next to the fire to warm the water.  They gave us freeze-dried packets of

chili to mix with the water.  We returned to the lean-to to eat the best meal I have had 

in my life, wood ashes and dirt included.  The pine branches felt like the featherbed I 

occasionally slept on at my grandmother’s house just outside Louisburg, NC, in the
Goldsand community.  One of the two officers called it quits and was taken to the
base hospital.  We were instructed that we could quit anytime, but that meant we would 
have to start at the beginning of the course later.  I didn’t know if I could make it through 
the course, but I didn’t want to start over either, so I daydreamed when I could and took it 
one step at a time, sometimes one second at a time.  My mantra was; “You can do this.”


We were awakened at dawn and led out of the woods by collaborators who

ordered us from one contact to the next until we were directed to a coordinate.  The

lieutenant led the way with the compass and map, proving that his skills with map and

compass were good.  We arrived at the target around dusk and found a Jolly Green Giant 
waiting to transport us to the mile long obstacle course that we were to crawl through

and then surrender to the instructors role-playing as VC prison guards.  We were allowed
to fill our two baby bottles with water and placed them in the pockets near the calf of the
left and right leg of our flight suit.  I was not eager to begin this adventure so I stood back
and waited until most of the airmen had crawled out of sight.  I reluctantly went, taking a
little twig or stick.  Lying on my belly, I began pushing myself along the field moving
the twig in a figure eight attempting to avoid any trip wires or booby traps.  Up ahead I
could hear booms and see flashes of light, and to the side of the football field width
course men were being escorted back to the starting line.  I listened during the lectures
and took the advice to move slowly, because I knew that at the end was a POW camp that
I did not want to enter, so I used all the playful-resister I had in my body and moved 
only when I was convinced there were no booby trap wires.  When I ran across traps I

would carefully work around or over them.


The course had a dog-leg in it and at the end was a hill that looked down at the

POW camp where men stood side by side in a line.  The VC were yelling and calling

them dogs and baby killers, every man had a dark green hood over his head.  There were 

guards everywhere.  There was a hut to the right of the group of prisoners. I watched as
men were taken out of the line roughly and marched to the hut where they were pushed 
in and the door slammed shut followed by tortuous sounds of men screaming and things

being hit.  I laid with my back against the ground and took out the last bottle of water

slowly enjoying the final sips.  “I don’t want to be here, I don’t want to do this.”  The
Motown song by Lamont Dozier, “No Where to Run, No Where to Hide,” came to mind.
I had to surrender by midnight when they said a loud buzzer would sound on the course
public address system.  I figured it must have been eleven-thirty or eleven-forty-five, so I
tossed the baby bottle, rolled over onto my stomach and took another look.  It was still
there calling my name, I was in the twilight zone and I couldn't wakeup from this
nightmare.


Slowly I pushed myself to a standing position and began walking down the hill
with my arms and hands in the air surrendering to the Viet Cong.  They took charge right
away roughly placing a hood over my head and leading me to the line of men standing at
attention.
  The sounds of beating and screaming became louder and my stomach 
churned with stress, tension and anxiety.  The more I worked my way into this scene the
more out of control of my life, behavior and immediate future seemed.  And the VC-
instructors wanted me to know that.  My hearing was exceptional so I could focus on
little sounds and stay with them for a long time so sound became my eyes interpreting the
environment around me and providing information that I didn’t have definitions for. 
They were taking men out of the line and putting them in the hut.  They came and took
the man in front of me and sometime later they came and took the man behind me
providing a sense of relief,  but at the same time confusion.  We were instructed to put
our hands on the shoulders of the “dog” in front of us and to begin marching to get
ourselves in step.  When the line began to move the instructors yelled and called us
degrading names maintaining the stress as we marched and marched with hoods over our
head up a concrete ramp and into a building where the sound of boots hitting the floor

echoed from a high ceiling.  Someone said, “When you are touched on the right
shoulder stop, turn to your left and stand at attention, make no sound.”  The hands on my
shoulders dropped off and then something touched my right shoulder and I dropped my
hands, turned to the left and stood at attention.  I had discovered that there was a small
hole in my hood and had managed to adjust it so that it was in front of my left eye.  I
could tell that we were in a lighted room that smelled musty and echoed like an aircraft
hanger.  In the distance doors that sounded like freezer locker doors with heavy metal
clasps began to open and close, one by one, they arrived at the person next to me and then
my door opened.  I was pushed into a room and the door closed behind.  “Remain
standing, do not sit down or remove your hood.  If I catch you sitting down or with your
hood off you will be severely punished,” then it was quiet, very quiet.  I pulled my hood
out from my face so I could see the floor and noticed that there was enough light coming
from the cracks in the door to see the coffee can with a plastic bag in the corner.  The
room was about five feet wide, four feet deep and less than six feet high.  There was no

way for me to open the door. There was a little window with a slide in it for 

someone to look in.  I don’t know if I could have pushed the slide open, but I

pushed the front of the hood up to the top of my head and squatted with my back

against the wall.  I listened, taking deep breaths and I began to relax a little.
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Noises far and near, down what sounded like a hallway began to reveal their

meaning; someone walking away, someone walking in my direction, someone opening

the sliding window near me, someone opening my window, “Holy crap!” I pulled 

my hood down and stood quickly praying that I wasn’t seen sitting with my hood

up.  The window closed and the VC moved to the next room and opened the slide.
My heart was pounding in my chest, but I had gained a little courage and was learning
about my captors.  Someone said, “If you have to use the toilet there is a can in the
corner of your cell.”  Time seemed to stand still.  I dozed off many times squatting with
my back against the wall sensitive to every sound and standing at attention when they

surfaced.  Once the door opened and the VC-instructor checked the can for body waste 

and closed the door without saying anything.  Each contact with my captors was a

shocking experience.

Doors began to open and close down the hall.  I was at attention with the

hood in place when my door opened.  “Step forward six paces, stop and turn

to your right and wait for someone to guide you to the person in front of you and

place your hands on their shoulder.”  I followed directions and someone placed

their hands on my shoulders.  The VC-instructor yelled for the leader to take hold of the
rope and we marched out of the building into the night down the concrete ramp while 

being yelled at and called degrading names like; American criminals, women and

baby killers and dogs.  Up another ramp and into a building like the one we left,

based on the echoes of boots hitting concrete in unison.  They said, “When you feel a
touch on your shoulder stop and turn to your right, remain at attention and follow the

directions of the comrade that speaks to you, do not speak.”  Once again, I followed
directions and was told to get on my knees and move forward until told to stop.

My left knee touched a piece of wood and as I moved over it my shoulders

touched walls and my head rubbed what seemed to be the ceiling, I began to think that I
was being placed in a box, when my head touched a wall and the VC-instructor closed
the door that forced the lower half of my body forward.  My knees touched the same wall
my head was touching and my buttocks was against the door, I knew I was in a box in the
fetal position.  I began talking to myself, “Just relax, take deep breaths, you can do this.”
The pressure on my chest prevented me from taking deep breaths so I moved my arms to
the inside of my legs reducing the pressure against my chest.  Stress, anxiety, tension and

panic were surfacing fast, “You can do this, you can do this, you can do this.”  It was just
me and the box and claustrophobia.

DAYDREAM


My thoughts drifted to Thomasville, NC, and Mills Home where I lived from age
fourteen to nineteen.  I followed the railroad tracks from the giant chair downtown past
the jewelry store where I purchased my first ring for a girl.  Past the Advance Store that I
worked part-time as a clerk, by the baseball field, the train car Thomasville Dinner, the
Thomasville Furniture Factory, the Pit and Ice Plant to the arches at the entrance of the
campus.  I walked through and under them studying the two-story post-antebellum
cottages in line from the arch to the church about an eighth of mile away.  There were
five cottages with huge old Oak trees that shaded large front yards and provided a cool
place to play and rest and lots of grass to cut in the summer time.  On my left was what
we called the valley with a baseball field, large swings, human driven merry-go-rounds
and ocean waves and a gym and swimming pool.  I walked in the middle of the road past
the office building towards the parsonage and fork in the road, across the grass and up to
the doors of the Mills Home Baptist Church.  I pulled open the tall white doors and
stepped into the foyer noticing the very large oil painting on the left wall of Jesus as
Shepherd with sheep around him in a peaceful valley by a stream.  To the right a painting
of children around Jesus as he sits on a large rock holding an infant and lovingly looking
at the children.  I pushed the swinging doors and moved into the sanctuary that gradually
sloped toward the podium passing pews to my right and left, slowly moving under large
chandeliers hanging from a very high ceiling recalling the many Sunday’s and
Wednesday’s and Thursday choir practices that I was a part of for five years.  I chose a
seat about halfway down the center section of pews and sat looking at a cross over the
baptistery.  I closed my eyes, took deep breaths and began to physically tense muscles in
my hands and release them, doing the same with my arms, shoulder, chest, stomach,
buttocks, thighs, calves, ankles and feet and then moved to my neck and head until I had
tensed and relaxed all the muscles in my body.  Then I focused on my breaths patiently
allowing them to come and go at will, no thoughts in my mind.


Suddenly a bright white light appeared in my minds-eye and I instantly knew it
was Jesus, behind him were many bright white images of people with no distinguishing
features and I wondered if Jesus gives hugs.  Immediately I knew that the only way I
would find out was to step into the light that I knew was Jesus and I did.  I made the
most important discovery of my life in that small box; "Jesus gives hugs".
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Painting in foyer of Mills Home Baptist Church - Photograph by Author
Chapter Five
The Spokane Hilton
Who has God for his friend

has all the saints in his pocket.

---Italy

The door to the box opened and I fell backwards in a daze, somewhat 

surprised and unable to move or feel my legs.  Someone said, “Push yourself backwards
to the wall and use it to help you get on your feet.”  I followed directions and struggled

for minutes before I made it to my feet on shaky legs.  “Move forward and put

your hands on the shoulders of the person to your left.”  We began marching

and the instructors were silent, no degrading words.  He said, “When touched on your
shoulder stop, turn to your right and stand at attention.”  When the persons hands behind

me left my shoulders and when I was touched I dropped my hands and turned to my left.
Doors were opening and closing and I thought I was back at my cell.  My door opened
and someone pushed me into a room that didn’t sound like my cell.  I could see through
the hole in my hood and looking towards my feet that I was in a room with light.  I stood 

still and listened.  Some male entered the room and told me in a very kind voice that I
could take off my hood, so I did.  It looked like I was in a bamboo hut with a section of
as a seat in front of a desk where an oriental looking man sat offering me a cigarette.  I
refused and he offered me a drink of water and I refused that too, but began focusing on
my pretend broken arm and asked to see a doctor.

He assured me that I would see a doctor, but first I had to tell him what my
mission was and how many people were on the aircraft.  I continued to hold my arm,
moaning with pain and asked to see a doctor.  He called my name, told me the town I
was born in, named my parents and knew things that didn’t make sense for him or the
VC to know.  He quickly stood and his voice tone changed.  I noticed the black pajama
type uniform he was wearing.  He left the room and jus as quickly another male entered
the room dressed in the same uniform, but he was visibly angry and mean.  He yelled for
me to get against the wall using his hand to force me backwards.  When my back touched
something solid, he put his face in mine and began to yell.  My thoughts drifted back to
the sergeant in basic training that put his face in mine and I recalled his bad breath.  
Without thinking about consequences I opened my mouth and exhaled my days old
rancid breath into his face as he breathed in.  He stepped back, spit on the floor, made
some profound sounds and ordered me onto the stress board.


I walked to the line that was about three and a half feet from the wall, leaned for-
ward until my two index fingers met the wall and waited for the pain to begin shooting
down my arms.  It did not take long and he continued to yell and demanded that I
straighten out my two fingers that were weakening by the second and the pain was get-
ting to be unbearable.  From somewhere within me a surge of energy or anger surfaced
and I tightened my fists and forced the muscles in my index fingers to straighten, it was
now a battle between me and the wall.


He called an end to the exercise and I immediately fell to the floor acting as
though I had just had the beating of my life; moaning, holding my stomach with my left
hand and pretending to be incoherent.  He stepped on the fingers of my right hand that
was stretched above my head as my head lay on my arm.  When being tortured keep 
your hands and arms against your body.

When the session ended, both interrogators were in the room and they gave me
feedback on my performance making suggestions should I actually end up at the Hanoi
Hilton.  Following the feedback session, I put the hood back over my head and was
returned to the hallway to stand at attention.  I thought about my surrender to the Viet
Cong, it seemed like days ago, but I wasn’t sure because I had no idea what day or hour
it was.  It seemed that we were always kept in the dark.  Then someone said; "Move
forward and put your hands on the shoulders of the person in front of you, when directed

to march do so."

Echo’s of boots meeting a hard surface faded as we exited the building down a
cement ramp and into the damp dark night.  The degradation continued and I began to
notice a twinge of pain from being treated less than a human being.  I also noticed that 
my stamina was fading and I wasn’t thinking clearly.  Boots in front of me began to step
on concrete and when I touched it I noticed that we were moving up a ramp and back into
a hanger like building.  Again, someone said, “When you are touched on your shoulder
stop, turn to your left and stand at attention.” Someone accidentally touched one of the
instructors and a commotion broke out to my left.  “You filthy animal never touch one of
us or you’ll face horrible punishment.” I had seen through the little hole in my hood how
they had the leader of the line take hold of a piece of rope to avoid being touched by an
American.  The door to my cell was opened and I was pushed into the Spokane Hilton.


There was a good chance that they would not check my cell right away so I lifted
the hood to above my forehead and squatted with my back against the wall.  Then I 
realized that I had to urinate so I pulled myself up and picked up the Spokane Hilton 
urinal, and enjoyed evacuating my bladder.  It was somewhat entertaining to me that the
VC would have to handle and empty my toilet can.  I settled back into my squat position        
and tried to take a nap ignoring the hunger pains in my stomach.  I was awakened by
oriental music coming through a speaker system and echoing up and down the hallway.
A sweet calming female voice began to talk to the American soldiers encouraging all
who could hear her voice to put down their weapons and stop fighting.  She went on for
what seemed like hours indoctrinating us and calling us criminals.  It was during this
indoctrination that I received a meal of bland rice and fish with a can of water through a
flap at the base of my door.  It was not as good as the chili, but it did settle my stomach.
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Chapter Six
"Rally-Round-The-Flag"
Only with a new ruler

do you appreciate

the value of the old.  –Myanmar


I was jerked from my daydream when the pilot asked for an over-the-wing
check, so I looked out the window to my left where the engine roared rhythmically,

noticed no oil or smoke, and  the wing appeared okay to its tip.  I pushed the

intercom button and told the pilot that the left wing looked fine.  The right wing

checked okay as well.  My bladder was full so I pushed the intercom button and

let the pilot know that I would be “off the intercom system” to go to the latrine,

announcing my plans to everyone on the aircraft.  The latrine is a small room

in the tail of the aircraft at the center of the rudder.  The urinal is a small cup on the
back of the door with a tube that led to the rear end of the plane depositing the

body waste water into the atmosphere.  There were no exhaust fans so if one

needs to deposit solid waste a baggy was used in a toilet and the baggy is

removed and tied and taken to the proper disposal container after returning to

base.  The smell lingered in the aircraft from back to front for some time, so

we avoided that if possible.  I closed the door, faced the front of the aircraft setting

my feet firmly apart and unzipped my flight suit from the bottom up and

prepared to make a deposit, but paused for a few seconds just in case the pilot

touched the rudder peddle causing the rear of the aircraft to swing from side to

side interrupting my flow and potentially getting it on myself.


It was a tradition that the aviators in the rear of the plane would

sometimes ask the pilot for a rudder-check when one of their fellow warriors

went to the latrine, and if they timed it right, he would miss and get some on

himself and of course on the back of the door and on the floor of the latrine.

When the latrine door opened, all the crew would be looking back at the abused
airman producing some embarrassment, but not today.


I returned to the “X” position, buckled myself into my seat and let the pilot

know that I was back on the intercom so he knew where everyone was just in case

there was an emergency.  In an emergency remaining plugged into the intercom system,
can mean the difference between life or death.


Radio Australia was on the air, but I had the volume low and did not pay

attention choosing instead to begin eating a small cup of mixed fruit and returned to my
thoughts about POW training.

DAYDREAM

Squatting in my cell I finished the bland meal and placed the bowl and

cup near the flap in the door expecting that whoever collected it wouldn’t stop

to look in.  My fingers felt sticky from digging in the rice so I wiped them on my

flight suit that was already filthy and settled back against the wall drifting off into

restless sleep.  A long period passed and at one point, I stretched my legs on the floor
and lay my head against the corner not intending to stay for long, but I fell asleep and
was awakened by someone yelling through the door for me to get on my feet.  By the
time he got the words out of his mouth I was in perfect position with hood over my
head.  It was not too long after that that my door opened and we were marched
hands on shoulders to another interrogation.


Instructions were given; “When you are touched on your shoulder stop,
turn to the right and stand at attention, make no sound and follow the instructions of the
comrade.”  The door opened and I was pushed into a room where I stood listening and
peeking through the hole in my hood.
  Someone to my right stepped in front of me and

covered the hole in my hood with his finger.  He then twisted the hood so the

hole was at the back of my head and then he jerked my hood off my head.  This

was the same room, but different interrogator and he didn’t speak, but motioned for

me to take the seat in front of the desk.  He began asking questions and I began

complaining about my broken arm requesting to see a doctor.  All the while moaning

and rocking back and forth, and not looking him in the eye.  He stood, walked around

the desk brushing my shoulder as he passed.  He stood behind me asking questions and

demanding I give him information, sounding very impatient, upset and getting angry
I played my role then, he yelled for me to get on the stress-board.


Reluctantly I fell forward from the line and my index fingers stopped at

the wall instantly generating pain in my fingers, hand and arm.  My fingers gave

way and my hand touched the wall giving some brief relief before the interrogator

began yelling and demanding that I get my hand off the wall.  I complied moving my
head up and down struggling to maintain, but there was no strength, my hands touched
again.   The yelling and bullying intensified, I somehow pushed my hands away from the
wall allowing all my weight to rest on throbbing index fingers that began to give way
again, then the stress-board exercise was ended.  I fell to the floor acting as though I had
been beaten unconscious.  I responded to nothing the interrogator did, held my arms and
hands close to my body and finally the session was called to an end.


This session left me exhausted.  I tried to listen to feedback, but I don't remember
anything they said, except when he asked if I would be a collaborator.  I did not respond
and really didn’t want to be a collaborator, but agreed after the instructor assured me that
this was not a trick and that the training exercises had ended.  I did not ask and he didn't
explain what a collaborator would be doing.  I suppose that a collaborator would aid the

instructors in some way as they facilitate the training.


My hood was returned to my head and I was placed in the hallway told
to wait until directed to put my hands on the shoulder of the person in front of me.

We marched back to our cells in the damp dark night as echoes of dog, criminal,

baby killer sounded from the front of the line.  I knew the drill, stop when touched,

turn to the left, stand at attention and don’t talk, until someone pushed me into my cell.

I sat on the floor, placed my head against the corner, put my hood on the top of 

my head and fell asleep.


When I awoke, there were many sounds in the hallway.  I stood getting

ready for my door to open and it did.  Out into the hallway I went, put my hands

on the shoulders of the person in front of me and marched down the cement ramp

onto the gravel, across grass and dirt and into new space where we stopped and stood

at attention while others moved around.  We were directed to make a left turn, to

remove the hood from our heads and stand at attention.  We were in a compound with

barbed wire fence, cages, holes in the ground and a review stand with a Vietnamese

officer facing us.  The VC flag flew to his left flapping in the wind and the chain

clapped against the metal pole reminding me of times I heard chains dance against

flagpoles when I was in grade school on Holloway Street in Durham, NC.

The VC officer began to talk, but I didn’t listen, I breathed deeply, enjoyed being

outside, struggled to stay on my feet and avoided locking my knees so I wouldn’t pass

out.  The wind was continuous, I thought about flying a kite, sailing a boat, being

on the beach in Carolina, my first kisses, my first experience with sex, the birth of my

family, life in my family, the death of my family, being a throw-away kid
, growing up

in a children’s home, being an American and being in the Air Force, but I was so tired

I could not maintain concentration on anything for long.


I was touched by the person next to me and told to start marching, so I did.
The line led us through a fence through which we had to bend down to enter, then a

sharp left followed by a couple of right turns and into a bunker we marched.  A

bunker big enough for an eighteen wheeler to back into.  There was concrete

poured in a line about the width needed to accommodate a large truck tire.  The 

remainder of the floor of the bunker was large gravel.  I found my seat at the end of

the bunker on the gravel.  The group quickly determined the ranking member who
became our commander.  I was glad to be a sergeant and did not bother myself with

the detail, I just followed orders.  There were several groups of people gathered around

the bunker making plans while the remainder of us rested catching naps waiting for

what was coming next.  The commander called a meeting and introduced himself

directing us to pay attention to everything, and give him information as we discover it

about the parameter, fencing, possible escape routes and hoarding any food or supplies

we could sneak back into the bunker.  He also asked for volunteers to attempt an

escape.  I had to take some time to think about that one, because my brain was in a fog
so my hand didn’t go up, but someone stepped forward.

A voice from the entrance to the bunker called for all to report to formation, so

the commander took the lead and the group followed with me bring up the rear.  Several

turns and a bend down to go through the fence and back to attention in front of the VC

Commander’s viewing stand.  We were instructed that anytime we passed a VC comrade

that we were to bow from the waist until our head reached the height of our waist and 
say, “bi-con, mine com-in-don-tā’,” to stay in that position until the comrade had passed, 
and under no circumstances were we to speak to a comrade unless spoken to and never 
touch a VC comrade or look him in the eye.

When called to assembly we were to run at top speed, stand at attention and 

disassemble just as fast when the formation was called to an end.  There was a lecture

by another VC officer that ran on and on.  My brain was so tired that I had difficulty

focusing enough to daydream.  We were dismissed and everyone ran back to the bunker

where we rested.  The commander sent someone out to sneak around the compound.

He didn’t return, no one knew what happened to him so the commander requested

a meeting with the VC commander by sending a message through a guard.  The meet-

ing was granted, the commander didn’t return.  This really stirred the junior officers. 
Another acting commander was chosen.


Another formation was called, we ran from the bunker making the required turns,
bowing under the gate, bowing to a VC guard and settling at attention in front of the VC
commanders reviewing stand.  After standing silent at attention for a long while the VC
commander announce that the two missing soldiers were being punished and pointed to
chicken wire cages to his left with the two men in them with no cloths on.  It was night
and quite chilly.  He said that they would be released when he felt they had enough 

punishment and reminded us that information flows down in his camp, not up: demand 

leadership.  He dismissed us and we quickly bowed through the gate, bowed to the guard
and returned to the bunker.


Just as I settled into the corner of the bunker for a nap, word came that the VC
commander wanted us at the gate to assign us work.  The acting commander took the lead
and we stood at attention at the “bowing gate” while our duties were explained to the
commander.  He then led us to the rear of the outdoor compound where a rather large
hole was being dug.  He explained that the hole would be used to build an anti-aircraft
gun site and three of us would go into the hole and dig and one of us would remain out of
the hole to pretend to mound the dirt, but to actually throw shovels of dirt back into the
hole.  He looked at me and pointed out that I had been getting plenty of rest so I would be
throwing the dirt back into the whole.  I said, “Yes sir,” and went to work.


I mounded dirt and studied the guards in the stands and discovered that they

tended to lean against the tower frame and talk to the guards on the ground, which gave

me good opportunities to return the dirt that was being removed by my three bunker

mates to the center of the hole and they would in turn return it to me.  I think it worked

out to three shovels of dirt out and two shovels of dirt back in.  We were called to

formation several times running to the “bowing gate” and standing at attention waiting

for the VC commander, listen to his ramblings about Communism and then returned to

our work or bunker.  The commander and the officer that were placed in cages were

returned and plans were formulated for all kinds of resistance.


Our commander was instructed to bring his team to the interrogation classroom
that had wooden bleachers four seats high.  The commander sat at the bottom to the right
and his officer team sat next to him.  I found a seat at the top of the bleachers far away
from the podium.  When the VC indoctrinator entered the room, we all stood, bowed and
said the required, “bi-con, mine com-in-don-tā’,” and sat when given permission.  The
lecture started immediately and our commander began swatting his hand in front of his
face, the officer team followed suit, then everyone else joined in.  The VC teacher stop-
ped his lecture and inquired to what was going on.  The commander informed him that
we were batting mosquitoes and they were distracting us from listening to the lecture.


The VC indoctrinator ordered everyone out of the classroom.  He left, then
returned with a gas motor fogger.  He proceeded to fog and kills all the insects in the
classroom.  We returned to the class and the lecture resumed.  Our commander started
coughing, the officer team started coughing and everyone else in the class began to
cough.  The VC instructor stopped his lecture, demonstrated some irritation and asked

what was going on.  The commander reported that the fog was too strong and was

irritating his throat causing him to cough.  The teacher walked to each of the two

windows and opened them so fresh air could flow through.  


He returned to the podium and began his lecture again.  Within minutes our
commander put both his hands and arms over his chest and began to gently pat his

chest and shoulders.  The officer team joined in and the rest of us did the same.
The instructor became very angry.  With the best of French, English, Vietnamese

and American manners he inquired about the nature of the groups behavior, while

seething rage boiled just under his breath.  The commander informed him that with

the windows open it was too cold to concentrate or listen to his lecture.

The VC indoctrinator turned sharply, walked to the windows and closed them,

ordered everyone out of the class except for the commander and his second in charge.
He immediately marched the two men to the VC commander's office.  We returned

to the bunker remaining there for only a short while, because, the VC commander

called a formation.  We ran through the bowing gate, lined up in formation and stood at

attention.  We received a lecture about proper behavior and manners in a class.  We
were shown our commander in a hole in the ground with just his head above ground

and his second in command was in the “chicken coop” with no clothes on.


We were invited to leave the formation and to form a line at the outdoor

kitchen area for a meal.  We discovered that there was a huge pot of rice and water

waiting to be consumed, but we had to eat it out of wooden bowls with our hands.

I patiently waited in line and began to notice that people were not eating their rice

and some of the men were tossing theirs in the trash.  I couldn’t imagine, it looked

so good and I was extremely hungry, what was going on?  I received my portion

and found a corner to rest and dug two fingers into the warm rice, placed it in my

mouth and immediately spit it back into the bowl.  It was so salty that I could not
chew or swallow it.  I tried once more and spit it out.  Like others, I dumped the content

of the bowl and settled for a tin of water.  The group paid a price for the resistance in

the classroom.


We returned to the bunker demoralized, hungry, exhausted, in shock and

emotionally numb.  The acting commander was ordered to take us back to work so we

returned to the anti-aircraft bunker moving slower than before and the guards began

to harass us more.  Our commander had demonstrated more courage and leadership

than I’ve ever seen.  We were surprised when he was waiting for us at the job site.  He
accepted our controlled acts of appreciation as we moved on to our jobs.  He took two
men and walked towards the dark areas of the fence.  Within minutes they were through
the fence and working their way towards a wooded area.  I reported the action to the men
in the hole and lost track of the escapees as they disappeared into the night.  The men in
the hole were jumping up and down and slapping hands and dancing around.  I kept a
lookout for the guards.  The commander worked his way back to the work site and I had a
front row seat for all the action.

Off in the distance a flare went off, the alarm sounded and guards scrambled to
get prisoners back in their bunkers while the VC commander and guards headed off into
the night after the escapees.  We returned to our bunker, I found my corner and sat taking
deep breaths anticipating the capture of the two men who attempted an escape.  It was a
sad moment and yet down deep a glimmer of pride existed, we had not yet given up.
Even though we had not seen daylight for days it seemed, had little food, ran from place
to place, degraded, discounted, treated like dogs and criminals, tortured and stressed to
the max, demoralized and exhausted.  We still had fight in us.

The alarm sound ended and we knew they had the two men.  No one talked or

moved and a calm came over the group.  Heads were resting on arms resting on knees
with backs against the concrete wall.  It was cold with clothes on, I could not imagine
what it would be like in those chicken coops just big enough to get a man into and
maybe enough room to roll around, with skin sticking through the wire and the wire
biting into the flesh, four feet off the ground and nothing to break the ever blowing wind.

The VC commander called for everyone to form up at his viewing stand.  Off we
ran making the turns, bowing through the gate and standing at attention waiting for the
VC commander.  He came and stood and looked at us for a long spell, then ordered us to
pull our hoods from our pockets and place them on our criminal American heads.  The
group was ordered to about-face where we stood, maybe fifty men, maybe more.  Things
were quiet and silent, only the wind and the chain on the flag pole made their music as
we stood, assuming that this is some type of punishment for the attempted escape.  My
legs and back hurt, I didn’t like the hood back over my head and I didn’t even try to find
the hole in the bag, my focus was on standing with knees unlocked so that I wouldn’t
pass out.  Minutes seemed to turn into an hour and it went on and on.


I thought that I could see my feet and the ground better than before, maybe the    
sun was rising or maybe my night vision kicked in.  A voice from the rear ordered an
about face.  I stood as best I could at attention for another long spell, then the order came
to remove our hoods.  Standing before us were several American soldiers who crisply
saluted and the National Anthem began playing, the American Flag began rising up the
pole, the sun came up over the horizon and the American commander of the prisoners in
the group called for a group salute.  Cold chills ran up and down my spine, tears rolled
out of my eyes, I stood at attention and celebrated freedom as an American citizen.  There
were no dry eyes in the group and it was a perfect “rally-round-the-flag” experience.
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Picture found on the Internet (Make a Meme).
We were congratulated for completing the survival course and sent to clean up 

and report to the base chow hall for a steak and eggs breakfast.


I walked out of the gate of the simulated POW camp back to the base and to my
room where I took a long hot shower and dressed in a clean cloths.  The steak and eggs

were the best I've ever had and I thanked God for being with me as I struggled through

the Survival, Escape and Evasion and POW training course.  I learned that the way to
make it through this type of training is not to give-up and quit.


Then I was off to Clark Air Base in the Philippines for Jungle Survival
Training -- "Snake School".
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"Pinch the head off and suck out the dark sweet jelly like nectar."
Chapter Seven
Water Survival Training
If you cross in a crowd,
the crocodile won’t eat you.

--Madagascar

The cup of mixed fruit was about half eaten when a voice came over the intercom 

announcing that we were about halfway to our target.  I finished eating the fruit cup while
remembering how hungry I had been in survival training at Fairchild Air Force Base and
remembered going through a refresher weapons training course in San Francisco before 

flying out to the Philippines.  I noticed that the pilot had been making some slow turns as
I daydreamed so I looked out the window to confirm that we were dodging monstrous
cumulus clouds that climbed to at least 40,000 feet.  They were beautiful and so thick
that it looked as if you could float on them, but not so.  They are full of water and can be
chaotic if flown through.


Floating or swimming was not something that I learned to do.  As a child I visited
the city pool in Durham, NC, and some of the bigger boys found pleasure in picking on
smaller kids who couldn't swim by grabbing them and dunking them under the water, 
even my best friend participated.  It happened to me many times and once I thought I was 
going to drown so I made a decision to avoid large bodies of water.  The nail that sticks

out will get hammered down.  Only God knew that one day the US Air Force would send
me to Water Survival School at Homestead Air Force Base in Florida.

During mid April 1973 following thirty days of leave in north eastern North

Carolina with family, I signed into the 3613 Combat Crew Training Squadron at
Homestead Air Force Base in Florida and began a four day Water Survival Training 

Course.  It was humid, flat and tropical in nature with everything you could find in any 

small American city, except that almost everyone was dressed in Air Force uniform 

determined by the commander weekly and everything on base came to a stand still when 

the flag was lowered at the end of the work day.  This took place on every base around 

the world.  It was a beautiful base and a place where I could have enjoyed being
stationed.  My private room in the Visiting Airman’s Quarters (VAQ) was very nice and 
within walking distance of the survival school, and as it had been on every base I was
sent I knew no one.  Being incognito is nice sometimes and I enjoyed it.


Anxiety, a different bed and new environment meant a restless night for me and

I was relieved when the alarm sounded.  Following a hot communal shower down the hall

from my room I enjoyed French toast, scrambled eggs, bacon, orange juice and coffee for 

breakfast at the chow hall and was one of the first students to arrive for the beginning of 
training, selecting a seat about half way down on the left in the theater type classroom.    

During the first hour, the instructor asked who in the auditorium could not
swim.  There were probably fifty to one hundred students in the room and I was the
only one who raised his hand.
  A wave of sound swept the room and I wanted to
crawl under the seat, but I held my hand up proudly hoping the instructor would
disqualify me and send me back home, but he didn’t.  He spent some time reassuring
me that I could make it through the course and that I would be wearing a football helmet
with a white cross painted on the top of it.  That I would go first in all the exercises just
in case I needed to do it again.  I had no idea what to expect from this training and my
anxiety level was at a peak.

The classroom instruction was great; air conditioned, question and answer, 

lectures about survival equipment, psychological and medical aspects of survival at sea, 

surviving in open water and “if it doesn’t look like a normal fish don’t eat it.”  I learned 
that I had my own personal still in my fanny pack that would be released when I pulled 
the cord as I floated to earth.  My life raft with survival gear was stored in there too.  
The water still captured my attention, because it looked like a clear beach ball with a 
smaller ball in the middle.  Instructions were to blow up the ball, add sea water to the

large ball, seal it and put it in the ocean where the sun caused the sea water to 

evaporate and then drip down into the smaller ball producing about a quart of

drinkable water over the period of a day, if the weather was cooperative.  The one man
life raft was self inflating so that when I settled in the water I could pull it to me with a
line attached to the raft.  Of course, I had to separate from my parachute, adjust the two 

bright orange inflated “Mae West” life preservers under my arms, cough all the water out
of my lungs so I can breath and climb into the one man life raft, but I'm not drowning!
I’m still alive and I’m a non-swimmer.  The instructor said that we would be practicing
all these skills.  I was having a difficult time holding back my enthusiasm.

So the next morning we gathered at a predetermined point down by the water
and, as promised, I got to be first in line, and everyone behind me knew I was a non-

swimmer, because, I was the only war bound sergeant with a white cross on his football

helmet.  We were standing by a water obstacle course with a rather high tower and a

cable stretching down to the water that was filled with different types of life rafts, large

and small, other obstacles and different types of winches.  The instructor took the lead

and I followed him over to the tower.  We slowly climbed to the top round and round,
heart beat by heart beat, until I was standing at the doorway looking down the line to the

water about a mile away.  I was positioned at the exit as he explained the procedures I

were to follow.  Then he took his boot and put it on my butt and pushed me off the tower

before I had the chance to tell him I needed to go use the bathroom.  As I zipped down

the wire toward the water I took a deep breath and held it, but the impact of my body

hitting the water knocked it out of me.  I sunk and surfaced coughing with burning 
eyes and nose and in shock.  Someone yelled, “Are you okay?”  I nodded my head yes 
and began maneuvering myself to the first raft that I had to enter and exit.


Entering a one-man raft in the water is tricky especially with life preserver, 

parachute harness, wet clothing, boots and football helmet, not to mention the shock

from entering the water, the fear, the stress, the anxiety and the tension this non-swimmer
was overwhelmed with.  The idea is, if I remember correctly, to push the small end of

the raft down into the water between the legs while kicking the body into the raft

settling face down without tipping left or right or falling back into the water.  Then
carefully turning the body face up and sitting so that the buttocks is in the large end of
the raft with my feet at the smaller end with toes pointing towards the sky.  Then exit the
raft and dog paddling to the seven-man size raft, entering and exiting it and finally find-
ing my way to a round raft that would hold two Bocce teams (16).  Entering the larger
rafts was easier and I successfully maneuvered through all of them and moved to the
winches.

Winches (slings, basket, forest penetrator, etc.) were used in Southeast Asia to
extract downed aircrew and others from the jungle by Air Force Para rescue; usually
with a Jolly Green Giant helicopter, but smaller helicopters were used too.  Being
familiar with this recovery equipment could have meant the difference between life and
death, so I pulled down the small rectangle metal platform and stat on it while wrapping
the safety strap around my waist and connecting it, signaled for the operator to begin the
lift.  I was lifted out of the water and let back down, disconnected myself and moved to
the next type winch.  I could hear other trainees behind me and I successfully completed
the course.  I stood at the dock watching the remainder of the aviators traverse their way
through the survival equipment enjoying the fact that I didn’t have to do it again, my
water survival confidence level improved.  Following a wrap up session with the survival
instructors we were dismissed for lunch with instructions to meet back at the class-

room at 1300.

BACK TO MISSION


The cup of mixed fruit was empty so I held the can up to my mouth bottom up to
enjoy the last drops of juice.  I stored the spoon and can in my flight bag to be thrown
away when I returned to NKP.  I could see the linguist at Z-1 and the Mission Supervisor
at the Y-position, but the equipment racks blocked my view of Z-2 and the navigator.
 Looking forward, the right shoulder of the pilot and the left shoulder of the co-pilot were
visible, and the aircraft was level, engines dancing perfectly with each other generating
their familiar song as the aircraft and my body vibrated in unison.  I turned to the X-

position and began again to re-familiarize myself to the equipment and go over
procedures for locking onto a target, signaling the navigator of the lock, identifying other
targets as I scrolled across the screen in my mind.  I was worried and didn’t feel confident
enough to be operating the X position today, but I knew that at some point I had to have
my first experience.  I had never been on a flight with someone who had his or her first
experience on X and didn’t know how this was supposed to take place.  I had gone
through training at Goodfellow AFB, oriented after arriving at NKP and worked the Z-2
and Y positions.  Z-2 was relatively easy.  The Y position had much more responsibility,
but X was the most critical position during the mission.
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I had never killed anyone before and did not want to kill, not even indirectly.

I wondered what it was like for soldiers on the ground in firefights for the first

time and the struggles they psychologically go through coming face to face with a 

life and death situation, overwhelmed with the horror of battle.  Struggling with the

fear and possible loss of control unless they could work through the fear and move

beyond it rather than become the fear and be paralyzed before pulling the trigger

 knowing that death lay at the end of the bullet they release.  All I had to do was to

push a button, not to discount the fact that at any moment a surface-to-air missile

could hit the aircraft and I would know what it was like for the thousands of airmen
in wars present and past to ride their planes tumbling to a horrifying sudden death,
unless they were lucky enough to have died instantly.


I had a back parachute that I was sitting on but not fastened to my body,

because, it was too difficult to move around and do my job with it on.  Everyone on
the aircraft removed their survival gear, it was part of the culture of the EC-47 flight
crews.  I did not think about it much, but very few people survived EC-47 crashes
probably because they didn’t have the time to put on their parachute when the aircraft
was hit by some type of projectile and they were tossed and tumbled and overwhelmed
with panic among the mix of chaos and paraphernalia flying around inside the gooney
bird that was not fastened to or had broken free of the fuselage platform.

I was in the middle of an undeclared war in Cambodia and Laos and Vietnam

that we had lost and was withdrawing from thanks to Henry Kissinger and Richard

Nixon and presidents before them, and I did not want to be here.  I tried to get out

of going to war and had finally surrendered and turned my future over to God.

Is my being at war God’s will?  Am I really defending my country from an

enemy of agrarian people who only want to grow their rice and be left alone?

Is the domino effect theory valid?  Is the French owned rubber tree plantation

that we are flying to today an American interest?  Am I sounding unpatriotic?

Is it dangerous to be right when the leading authority is wrong?


I understand that when I was chosen to go onto flying status with the

US Air Force Security Service that I became one of just a few Airmen who would

ever actually fly with the Air Force.  An honor that many wanted, but only a very

few ever had the opportunity to do.  Someone said that the top one half of one percent of

the smartest people in the Air Force were assigned to the USAFSS.  To be a member of
this very special squadron was the highest honor and privilege.


Could that in fact be the very reason I ask so many questions and rebel against

being involved in an unjust war?  Does that make me unpatriotic?  How is this going

to affect my life?  I am here and I do not want to be here, I am afraid.
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Sgt Lewis Foster at the "Y" position on a mission to Cambodia.

Image can be found at www.6994th.com, NKP section.

DAYDREAM

The final full day of water survival training was spent on a weird looking
ship built specifically to give trainees the feeling of landing in the water after parachuting

out of an aircraft and the experience of being alone in open water away from land

surviving on a one man life raft. The instructors intended to strap me into a back pack

parachute, walk me onto a high platform in the front of the boat traveling into the wind,

throw my parachute up on to a large wire screen, connect me to a line that dangled

by the right side of the boat, have a two engine motor boat come by and capture the

line and pull me off the end of the boat with my parachute inflated, lift me high into

the air and then have me disconnect myself from the boat and drift back down to the
water in Biscayne Bay with barracudas.  I was at the front of the line to go parasailing.


My life up to this point had been spent avoiding risky situations, keeping my

thoughts mostly to myself.  Speaking only when I had to, avoiding making a fool of

myself if I could, and for the life of me, I couldn’t think of anything to say as I was

led to the front of the ship and connected to the two harness latches on either side

of my chest.  The airman reviewed instructions for placing the latches between my

thumb and finger then pushing forward simultaneously disconnecting myself from

the line attached to the motor boat.  I was left alone on the front of the ship and the

wind kept me from hearing the motor boat pulling along side the ship, but I felt the

tug and began to walk as instructed towards the front of the ship and then as the end

of the platform neared I was lifted off the deck and gently pulled further and further

into the air until it seemed that the motor boat looked like a toy.  The only noise was

air flowing through the football helmet and the view of the horizon was amazing.


The sergeant waved the flag for me to disconnect myself from the line, I gave

him the finger, but I don’t think he saw it.  He appeared to wave the flag more intently

so I pushed the leavers as instructed and watched my life line sink to the ocean below.

Immediately gravity began pulling me down, and quietness settled around me as I

reached to release my survival gear and watched as it fell to the end of the line and the

raft inflated, thank God.  I pulled the two short cords under my arms releasing the

May West life preservers that inflated immediately, connected the two front ends 

with the Velcro, focused on the horizon and tried to guess when I would hit the water
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so that I could take in a big breath of air as I sank ten to twelve feet into the salt water

below.  Time seemed to stand still.  I took in air and held it until I had to take another

breath and as I inhaled salt water went into my mouth and up my nose.  It seemed that I 

was under water for hours.  I have never been that deep in water before and was
surprised at how quickly things got cool.


My May West life preserver propelled me back to the surface and I coughed

and suffered from salt water in my mouth and nose for minutes as I tried to recover

from a very shocking and stressful experience.  I was alone in Biscayne Bay and the

ship was nowhere in sight.  Off in the distance I thought I could see another one man

life raft, but I only caught a glimpse of it once.  My first thought was to consider how

deep the water was, but I decided not to focus on that and reached to pull in my life
raft.  I checked it to make sure there were no leaks, disconnected the front ends of

my life preserver and tucked them behind my back, positioned myself at the small

end of the raft and pushed it between my legs and kicked my feet.  I was in on the

first attempt, rolled on my back and sat up and found the solar still and inflated it

and set it in the ocean to begin the evaporation process to produce drinkable water.


The raft was full of water so I bailed out all I could then used the small sponge

in the survival kit to remove the rest.  I kept my body covered to avoid sunburn

and I pulled out the fishing kit, prepared the hook with bait that I smuggled aboard

the ship and threw it into the water.  Most of the tension and stress had subsided.
I watched sky and water and thought about what my family would think of me if they
could see me now.  I wouldn’t see them again until after my tour in SEA if I survived and
that led me to talking to my God for a while and thinking about being in a Baptist church
almost every Sunday and Wednesday from birth to age twenty.  I thought about Jack 

Wilder the pastor of Holloway Street Baptist church in Durham, North Carolina, who
baptized me and the stories I heard him tell about being in World War II and making a
commitment to God to serve him if he survived to return home to loved ones.  He had
survived so maybe I would survive too.


My roommates at the Baptist Children’s Home (Mills Home) were Larry

Vaughan and Jack Wilcox.  Jack had been in the Army and Vietnam and I floated in
Biscayne Bay, so I said a prayer for Jack and remembered how he was my bus monitor
during our senior year in high school and how we hitch-hiked to Rocky Mount, NC, one
weekend to meet two pretty girls from Kennedy Home in Kinston, NC, that we met
during our senior trip to Washington, DC, the previous summer.  When I boarded the
children’s home bus for the return trip to North Carolina a sweet seductive female voice
from the back of the bus called my name.  The tender voice spell worked and I settled
into the seat next to her beginning the hours long introduction that ended in our first kiss.
We were separated in Durham and she went to Kinston and I to Thomasville.  We
didn’t know it then, but we were going to spend the next week together at the Baptist 
Children’s Home beach cottage, at Indian Beach, on the Outer Banks of N.C.  I spent a
week at the cottage every summer while I lived at Mills Home, but this trip I was the bus
driver.


I was instructed by staff (Bill Sisk) to stop at Kennedy Home in Kinston, NC, to 
pick up a few people who would be spending the week with Culler Cottage boys and the 
Huffman girl's cottage from Mills Home.  When I pulled up to the front of the Kennedy 
Home Baptist Church she was standing in line waiting to board my bus.  I was shocked 
and very surprised, my heart could hardly contain itself.  I could not wait to get up in the
morning, I didn’t want to go to bed at night, I held her hand, looked into her eyes.  We
walked on the beach; I disclosed intimate details of my life, sat with her during meals.
We never ran out of things to talk about and my limbic system surrendered to her
wonderful charm and I fell in love with that very pretty brown eyed woman from
Kennedy Home.
Love captured me twice during my teens and I discovered that adolescent love
is very powerful, most real and deserving of being cherished forever, although, the
relationship usually doesn’t last for life; due to immaturity, inexperience, innocents, 
misunderstanding or tragedy.  True love never dies and when I worked through the pain
of loss the dimension of love grown in the relationships continued to survive.  Maybe we
take it to the next life; after all, I was taught that God is love.
  We experience pain only
to the extent that we are attached to people and things.
  Janice Joplin sang about it,
“Freedoms just another name for nothing left to loose.”

My daydream was interrupted by the sound of the motor boat and instructor’s

returning to recover me and my raft and survival gear.  It was late in the afternoon and I
don’t know how long I spent in the water, but there was no doubt in my mind that with
the survival gear the Air Force provided I could and would survive if I had to parachute
into the water from a disabled aircraft.  I shared this with the instructors prior to being
dismissed from the school to catch a flight to Spokane, Washington.  The 1885 Silver
Dollar was in my pocket.
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Chapter Eight
Jungle Survival Training
Because we concentrated on the snake,

we missed the scorpion.

--Egypt

The pilot called for another over-the-wings check pulling me back to the

reality of my present life situation so I turned to my left and looked out the aircraft

window to inspect the left wing and engine.  I let the pilot know that all was well and

stood to stretch while continuing to look out the windows and far below there was

a blanket of dark green Cambodian jungle and an occasional reflection of the sky

from pockets of water as we flew by.  If I had not known the difference, I could have

mistaken these jungles with the jungles of the Philippines where I was just weeks ago.


The flight from Hawaii to Clark Air Force Base in the Philippines was like
any commercial flight contracted by the Department of Defense, civilian aircrew,

snacks and sodas and meals.  We were informed prior to landing in the Philippines

that we would be guests of Ferdinand and Imelda Marcos and that the country was

being governed under martial law and we were expected to follow the law while in the
country.  It had been reported that Ferdinand was guilty of murder and had looted the

Philippines, some say of billions of dollars.  This was not the place to be testing limits

or play games with the legal system.  We were guests and were expected to act like it.

As I exited the aircraft in late June 1973, I walked down the steps to the tarmac, 
it felt as though there was one hundred percent humidity and I could paddle to the 
welcome center.  I immediately began to sweat and discovered why the citizens wore 
loose clothing and Philippines style shirts; I was in the tropics.  I did not know what to

expect when I entered the welcome center, but things were easy; I picked up my baggage,

was greeted by a representative from the 3614 Combat Crew Training Squadron (ATC),

directed to a bus that transported me to the Visiting Airmen’s Quarters (VAQ),

found a bed in an open bay barracks and was instructed to report to the Jungle Survival

School (Snake School) at 0800 the next morning.  It was time to find the chow hall and 
explore Clark Air Base and the dome shaped Airman’s Club that is said to be the best in
the US Air Force.
******


Night in the jungle creates space with no light, and hearing is intensified leaving
the mind to imagination that connects to ideas and frames-of-reference that don’t match 

the strange sounds or in some cases, the lack of sound.  It is a spooky place to the new
comer, day or night.  That is why a Jungle School Survival experience can mean the
difference between surviving, evading and escaping the enemy or being caught by the

enemy or dying.  Penetrating through the layers of jungle canopy while riding underneath
a parachute could break legs and arms and cut through skin and muscle and leave the
airman hanging in trees many feet off the ground.  But with the special equipment
provided, the vulnerable airman can get himself out of the trees and use survival skills
to escape and evade and eventually vector a Jolly Green Giant into his position where
a lifting device and Pararescue Specialist can be lowered  to provide needed medical 

attention and lift him to safety on the helicopter and back to an American Air Base.

Following a welcome and orientation to the four days of training, we were
introduced to the jungle through a slide show, lecture with a questions and answers
discussion.  There was so much information presented that it was overwhelming.
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I began questioning my ability to use the information if I found myself on the ground in
the jungle trying to survive.  My confidence level was not improving. I got the big  

picture; that there are all kinds of foods, above and below the jungle soil that can keep a
downed airman alive forever, but remembering what each plants foliage looks like was
more than my mind could grasp in such a short period of time.  I remember looking
around at mostly officers in the training and they looked so relaxed and confident it was
daunting.  If you don’t know if the plant is edible, eat a little and wait twenty-four hours
and if you are not sick or dead eat more.

We gathered in a line finger-tip to finger-tip on top of a mountain not far from

Clark Air Force Base and began walking through a open field with tall grass as high
as my chin.  We were instructed to find the Negrito hiding in the grass.  It was a

demonstration of how difficult it is to find someone hiding.  I think it was meant

to improve our confidence.  It seemed to me that the tall grass was a great place for

a cobra to live and I didn’t want to be the first to find its home.  In the middle of the
field I hit a log with my foot and stood on top of it to get a better view.  At about the

same time the instructor called us back to the edge of the training area.  During the

discussion the Negrito said that someone had stood on him as he lay in the field and

then pointed towards me.  I didn’t say a word, but thought with great disappoint-
ment that I was going to die in this war.  I was so concerned about not coming

face-to-face with a cobra that I couldn’t tell the difference between the enemy and a

log.  I called myself a “dumb-ass” as I toyed with the silver dollar in my pocket.

Things began to improve as I vectored a helicopter into our position giving

the pilot coordinates and verbally directing the aircraft over head practicing for an 
emergency situation in the war zone.  It turned out that I was pretty good at that, but the 
instructors continued to smile and shake their heads at me for standing on the Negrito.

When we spent the night in the jungle it was the Negrito that taught us how to

cook rice in a section of bamboo about four inches in diameter and he dug roots from 

the ground that looked like Russet potatoes and sweet potatoes.  He gathered a collection 

of greens and demonstrated how to cook a meal of ingredients gathered from the jungle.

I tried some of everything and was amazed at the taste of the rice.


Each of us found a spot to hang our locally weaved hammock about fifty yards 

from anyone else so that we could get a sense of what it would be like to be alone in the 

jungle at night.  Darkness comes earlier on the jungle floor due to the layers of canopy 

overhead.  We found our sleeping areas before all the light was gone.  We had  

artificial light to help us see, but were asked to avoid using it except in emergencies. 
When it got dark, I could see nothing; it was very black.  I could feel my hand in front 
of my face, but could not see it.  I could hear sounds all around me.  I was protected 
from insects with a net yet worried what might crawl into my boots overnight.  My 
blanket was up to my neck and I lay still hoping to fall asleep quickly.


The chill from the night awakened me and I discovered that my blanket was

missing.  Many thoughts about where it might be came to mind, but I settled on; it has

fallen to the ground.  On the ground, there are all kinds of creatures including cobras,

large spiders, tigers and scorpions.  The possibility existed that one of them could have

found my blanket and settled in for the night.  Who knows how long it has been on the

ground.

We were told a story about one airman who was awakened during the night and
discovered an eye looking at him just above his head.  He grabbed his flashlight and 

beat the eye to death.  Others in the distance heard the commotion, but no one came to his 

rescue.  The next morning he discovered that he had beaten his watch to death.  He
placed it in the fork of the tree above his head and it had a face that illuminated.  I

laughed at myself and reached down to the ground for the blanket, found it and shook it

with all my strength and pulled it under the mosquito net and covered myself.  I
settled and fell back to sleep for the night.  I checked my boots carefully before putting

them on at dawn.


As I boarded the aircraft to leave the Philippines for Thailand I guessed that I
was as ready for war as I would ever be.  The aircraft lifted off the ground and I studied 
the jungle below not knowing if I would ever come back this way.  I had to go, but I

didn't have to come back.  That was up to God.  The next stop was war and there was a
great fear within me.
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Courage is what it takes to stand up and speak;

 courage is also what it takes to sit down and listen."

---Winston Churchill

Chapter Nine

The Power Play
“Failures are the pillars of success.”

---Wales


The navigator and pilot made many adjustments to our flight path due to large

cumulous clouds demonstrating their skill at flying and we arrived on target as scheduled.

We were somewhere southeast of Angkor Wat and northeast of Phnom Penh.  When the

navigator announced that we were in our target area, we had an hour to get as many
fixes on transmitters as possible.  All the surveillance and direction finding equipment 
was turned on and the mission began.  On the oscilloscope screen in front of me were 
many targets all transmitting at once.  Tall spikes, medium spikes and small spikes 
filled the screen.  I was trained to go for the tall spikes, which were closer to the aircraft, 

put the curser on the spike, lock-on so the navigator can get a line-of-position, unlock 

when the navigator gave the signal and move to the next target while the aircraft moved 

a distance so the navigator could get another line-of-position on the first target to get a 

cross-cut.  Then move to another tall spike and lock on to get a line-of-position on a 
second target, and third and forth and fifth, etc., and returning to each until we had three
lines-of-position or a fix on the transmitters.  I was overwhelmed.
I rolled the curser to the right as the screen represented new frequencies and 

there were just as many targets as before, all with about the same intensity of power.  I 
rolled back to the left and tried to figure out where to start and how to keep track of 
which targets I had locked on and how many to work with.  How could I keep track and 
which target was number one and which was number six?  To get fixes we needed three 
lines-of-position (LOP's) on each target all with the aircraft at a different location.

The training at Goodfellow Air Force Base was excellent, but in no situation

had I faced the number of targets that was on my screen today.  I had no plan or idea

how to keep track of so many targets when I had to get a line of position, then a cut and 

finally a fix on each one, but I knew I couldn’t just work with one target at a time or we

would only get a couple fixes in an hour.  Experienced airmen have gotten a dozen or

more fixes in an hour.  I had never watched an experienced flyer work the equipment.

I was stuck and minutes passed without me announcing to the navigator that I had locked 
on to a target.


I was as frozen as a first time infantryman in battle having to pull the trigger on
another human being.  The enemy was present; the weapon was pointed in his direction,

my finger was on the button and I was frozen in deep confusion.  I was on a classified

mission over Cambodia, this was costing Uncle Sam thousands of dollars, our customers

(National Security Agency, Central Intelligence Agency, Army Security Agency, the
President, etc.), were eager for information about North Vietnamese insurgents in 

Cambodia.  I had them in front of me and the fixes could mean the death of them and
anyone around them and the Vietnam War was over.  North Vietnam had joined with 

Pol Pot and the Khmer Rouge and the beginnings of the killing fields were being born 

below us, but we didn’t know it.  All of my training and experience put me in this seat
today and I was overwhelmed and frozen and letting precious time and targets slip away. 

My Mission supervisor, MSgt Ghost, came over the intercom and asked, "Foster, 
what is going on up there?”

I pushed the button to my microphone and said, “I’m overwhelmed with so many 

targets and I don’t know how to keep track of them.”


He said, “You were trained on the equipment at Goodfellow weren’t you?”

I said, “Yes I was, but not with so many targets on the screen.”


His voice tone changed and he said, “Foster, if you don’t lock on to a target 

immediately, I’m going to court-martial you when we get back to base!”
 
 Moral injury
was inflicted.


A streak of anger surged through my body and I quickly turned to my right
and looked him in the eye.  He was leaning forward and to the left to see around his

equipment and he very steadily looked directly back at me with determination.  Our

eyes remained fixed for seconds.  I thought about pulling my .38 Smith and Wesson

and shooting him between the eyes. I felt extreme dislike in me like never before.

Everyone in the rear of the aircraft heard the exchange, but no one moved.  There were 

five things that I could do at this point.  I could kill the Master Sergeant, get him to kill 

me, kill myself, go crazy or be responsible.  I decided to be responsible, and I made a

sacrifice that would last the remainder of my life.  I broke off eye contact, turned back to

my equipment and pushed the button (pulled the trigger) and set human beings up to die.
I did not think about doing it for my country, but I did.  My military career and my life
changed.  


Then I announced to the navigator that I was locked on to target number one.  He
scored a line-of-position and let me know. I moved to target number two, then three, and
back to number one for a cut.  On target number five, I locked on to the wrong target
the second time and the navigator let me know I had the wrong target.  I apologized and
moved back one and he got the cut.  I was in combat, at war, in the middle of a battle

with the enemy as well as myself and the Mission Supervisor.  I screwed up, made 

mistakes yet the world didn’t fall apart.  All I wanted was some help, but as it turned out 

everyone needed to be at their positions because of us being in a battle with the enemy 

and I had a job to do.  Up until today, I had one foot in the battle and one foot out on 

earlier missions.  I was pulling the trigger today and my Mission Supervisor did what he
had to do to get the job done.  He had five options.  He could avoid the problem, accept
the problem, compromise, problem-solve or use a power-play.  


I was madder than an irate East Texas Rattle Snake, but that was about me 

not the big picture.  The most experienced member of the team was staffing the radio
transmitter that would save us if we got hit by a shell or surface-to-air missile.  He was 

also the person who sent the coordinates of enemy transmitters to the top floor of the 

U.S. Embassy in Phnom Penh, Cambodia.  He was in charge of the aircraft and crew 
while we were on target.  He was the Mission Supervisor, saw the big picture and was 
looking out for all of us, but I didn’t yet have that view and it was going to take time to 
come.   I fell to the level of my training at Goodfellow AFB on "X" that day.
We secured eight fixes
 by the end of the hour and as we pulled away from the 
target area I turned off my equipment and sat back in my seat.  I had done something I 
didn’t know I could do and had my first experience at being threatened with a court-
martial.  I loathed my Mission Supervisor, MSgt Ghost
, and didn’t talk during the
 return trip to the base.  I had lost face, was embarrassed, upset with my world and
angry.  I decided that I would never tell anyone about the experience so I locked it deep
within and tried to forget about it, but I played the experience over in my mind during
the return trip to base burying it in my memory, a ghost to return and haunt me named;
Vietnam, Cambodia, Laos, America, and millions and millions of human souls.
I gathered my flight bag and headset and was in line to leave the aircraft
when MSgt Ghost said, “Foster, you were almost the best I’ve ever seen on their first
experience with ‘X’ today.”

My eyes were already on the floor and my head was down.  I turned to my left 

and looked him in the eye and said, “Thanks.”  I never talked to him or flew with him
or saw him again.  Some weeks later, I was sent to Ubon, Thailand, for temporary duty
and never returned to NKP.  I became one of those people who did not have a perfect
first enlistment military experience, and at the time I thought I was alone.
-----------


There was no room for me on the base at Ubon so base housing put me up at a

hotel in town.  A bus from the base transported us back and forth.  On the first morning.
as we drove through town to the base I noticed two little children maybe three or

four years old asleep on the sidewalk with only newspaper as a mattress.  I told the
airman sitting next to me to look at the two babies asleep on the sidewalk and

suggested that their mother had gone into the store and left them sleeping on news-

paper on the sidewalk.  He looked at me and said, “Their mother isn’t in the store.

They are street urchins, who are abandoned by their parents and survive by stealing,

begging and living off the street.  Sometimes the Buddhist Monks help them out”


We do not see this in America.  I did not see it in Italy or anywhere in Europe.
I wanted to get off the bus and take them with me.  My heart ached and I felt helpless.

It was as confusing as walking into the hotel lobby and looking through a storefront
window with girls sitting in seductive clothing waiting for someone to rent them

for massages.  The more I was exposed to this the more I did not notice it.  I was in

a different country and culture and I chose not to judge them, because, I really didn’t

understand their customs and way of life.


Individual days and missions out of Ubon became a blur.  I guess I

stuffed those memories as I blocked my first and only experience at the “X” position.

They were just dangling in time somewhere in my mind and I used energy keeping them
out of the front of my mind, but they have been there in the back of my mind, surfacing
in dreams and influencing the way I deal with my five senses and life.  Someone
once told me that when you make a sacrifice for your country you will carry it with 

you, and you and your family will make that sacrifice for the remainder of your life.

The remainder of my sixty-three missions was spent on the “Z” position or the “Y” 

position.  Everyone at Ubon wanted the “X” position and I never volunteered.  I left 

Thailand in February 1974.  I had survived with scrapes, bruises, and ghosts.

----------
 
I drank scotch through days at Kelly Air Force Base after Thailand and became

a pain in the ass to my supervisor who isolated me from the young troops transcribing
Morse tapes from Security Service bases around the world.  I didn’t recognize it, but I 

was a drinker with ghosts
.  The stress from flying 63 combat missions was stuffed
somewhere in my subconscious and being back in America safe and secure with little
stress left me vulnerable to those ghosts mixed with others.  I did not have the ability to
recognize, admit or accept that they existed.


My supervisor took me aside one night and threatened to court-martial me if I
didn’t change my attitude and become more productive.  There was that word again, 

"court-martial."  I went back to the flight with the Mission Supervisor and the ghosts
with the X position and all the thoughts and feelings surfaced again and contaminated the

present.  I told him that court marshaling me made no sense.  I had been to war, earned
two Air Medals and permanent wings and was a hero
 and all I wanted was to go
home.
  He stood looking at the floor shaking his head.  I asked him to help me get an
early out from the Air Force.  He asked, "What do you want to do when you get out of
the Air Force?"  I said, "I want to go to college."  He motioned for me to go back to my
position at the end of an isle and he walked away from me and my ghosts.  


After a few days he came back to me and escorted me to an office in the building 
away from everyone else and instructed that my job is to get accepted into a college 
and then he would get me an early out.  Within six weeks I was accepted to North 
Carolina Wesleyan College to begin classes in the fall semester.  I took the letter to my
supervisor and was processed out of the military two weeks later during May of 1974.

The clerk asked me if I thought that I would want to rejoin the Air Force.  I told
him no.  He did not put a reenlistment code on the DD-214.  He also informed me that

there was a CIA recruiter present that would discuss a future with that agency if I wanted
to go talk to him.  I chose not to talk to the CIA.


I left Kelly Air Force Base and didn't think about the supervisor that got me 
the early-out until years later after I had resolved the ghosts
 that were screwing up my
life at the time.  It was all about me and he handled the situation like the professional he 
was, and today, although, I don't know his name, I appreciate his not court-martialing me. 
He has my respect and appreciation.

I flew to Dallas, Texas, to visit with my maternal aunt
 before going on to North 
Carolina where I would begin my college career in September of 1974 at North Carolina 
Wesleyan College in Rocky Mount, North Carolina.  In Dallas I came across Red

Whitaker and Bill Barrett and some high school students, who were baking, decorating, 
wrapping and selling 2 1/2 ounce soft ginger bread cookies in the shape of dogs, clowns, 
bears and boys.  I negotiated an agreement with Bill and Red to wholesale and retail their

products on the East Coast while I waited to begin college, but that's another adventure
and today I'm home safe and retired. 
Epilogue:
Nine Teaching Tales
"Words are not forms of a single word.

In the sum of the parts, there are only the parts.

The world must be measured by eye";

---Wallace Stevens, Poem - "On the Road Home"
1. Starting Fires


My wife was working at the hospital as a ward secretary while she attended

nursing school full-time.  This was her weekend to work and my five-year-old stepson,

Brandon, was in the yard playing with the next-door neighbors' son, Kit, who was five

years old too.  The windows and doors were open to allow the breeze to flow through and

I was on the telephone talking to a friend.


Brandon ran to the back door yelling through the screen and opening the door at

the same time, "Kit is in the back yard starting a fire!"  Quickly I lay down the telephone

and walked toward the back door.  As the two of us exited the house I asked Brandon if

Kit was using matches to start the fire.


"No!" said Brandon, correcting me.  "He's rubbing two sticks together!"
2. Attitude Adjustment


We have Wild Mustangs at the Billie Hardee Home for Boys.  They come from

Nevada, Utah, and Wyoming or in one case Porte Rico.  I would like to tell you that Lou

and Rudy and Pepper and Sally want to be at the Boy's Home, but the truth is that they

long for their home on the range every day.  Their frame of reference comes from

generations of living in the wild and knowing the danger areas around their home. 

That's the way they survived.


If you watch them standing in the round pen you will notice that their ears and

eyes investigate everything.  The right ear is connected to the right eye.  The left ear is

connected to the left eye.  There eyes can operate separate from each other.  The right ear

and eye protect the right side of the horse from head to tail.  The left ear and eye protect

the left side of the horse from head to tail.  Their eyesight is the best.

If a cat is laying at the edge of the grass one hundred yards from Rudy, she can

look into the cats' eye and tell by the context of its eye if the cat is hunting, asleep, or just

enjoying the morning sun.  If you look into Rudy's eyes, you can tell by the context of her

eye if she is worried, angry, relaxed or investigating something.  We have a cat that lives

near the Billie Hardee Home for Boys who sits at the edge of the woods at times.


There are some squirrels that live in the woods near the round pen.  When one
squirrel gets upset at something and begins to make a fuss, the Mustangs stop, raise their
heads and investigate.  When Jim Hardee drives by the Boys Home in his truck with the
ten-horse trailer making a racket, the Mustangs stop, pay attention and may cry out to the
horses in the trailer.  They are becoming part of a new community and learning to
recognize the safe and danger areas.

Survival can be a tricky thing if all you have is a frame of reference from where

you came.  That frame of reference has to be adapted day by day to the new surroundings

and new learning takes place all the time.  If there is no new learning then survival

becomes impossible.  Jim likes to tell a story about how the Mustangs are starving to

death where they came from and in order to survive they have to adapt to a new place or

they go to the dog food factory.  They are put in a can.

As we work with the horses in their learning to become productive members of a
new community, sometimes we have to get their attention to help them surrender and
survive.  You can imagine how difficult it is for a Wild Mustang to surrender when their
frame of reference is running free on the open range in Nevada.  We want to maintain
their spirit, but to keep them out of the can we sometimes have to use what is called a
"Running-W."  This is a way of restraining the horse so that we can get close enough to

it, to let it know that we are not going to do harm.  We want to build some trust.

Mostly there are three barriers to building trust.  The three barriers are fear,

ignorance and attitude.  Most of the time when we use restraint on a horse (the Running

-W) we are doing so because the horse has an attitude.  You can tell the mustang has an

attitude when she turns her rear end towards you after you have asked her to do

something.  Rudy likes to be fed, watered, sheltered, bathed and brushed, but her attitude

gets in the way of her being a productive member of the community.  She is not earning

her keep and is at-risk of being put in a can as dog food.  She is rigidly stuck in her state
of mind and no ones going to make her do what she does not what to do.  She will hurt
you.

She tries her best to get us caught up in her struggle, working to bring our attitude
to the surface where she will have even more control.  She wants us to take things

personally and jump into a power struggle.  Who do you think will win if we get into a

power struggle with Rudy?  She weighs maybe a thousand pounds, is coming from her

frame of reference, is playing by her rules and is in control.  Sometimes she will go out of

control so that she can get into control of the environment around her.  She is a genius.


Her body is in South Carolina, but her mind is still at home on the range in
Nevada.  She has moved to a new place and is doing her best to make this new place just
like the place she left.  She is going to need an attitude adjustment.  Without her
permission, the Federal Land Management agents rounded her up and sentenced her to
life at the Billie Hardee Home for Boys.  She will never go back to her home on the
range.  She will adapt and become a useful member of the community or she will be put
in the can.
3. Swimming With Snakes


There were times late in my career as a therapist when my work with a horse
trainer named Jim Hardee led to a need to understand a different language of psychology.
For example, I might say that the adolescent is acting out emotions rather than using them
as information.  The horse trainer would say that the adolescent has "snakes in his head".


We are out on a therapeutic trail ride and one adolescent with no experience
decides that the leader is not going fast enough so he pulls his horse from the line of ten
or so horses and starts to trot towards the front of the line.  Now, when one horse trots all
the horses want to trot.  They are social animals and do not want to be left behind.  All
the horses try to catch-up and the first horse thinks they are trying to pass her, so she
speeds up.  When this happens the inexperienced adolescent panics and dives off his
horse.  This frightens the horse more and she moves to a full run.


All the other horses see the one horse at a full run and think there must be a
reason to be at a full run (maybe there is a snake) so all the horses start to run.  Half the
boys on the horses panic and make splendid dives from the back of the horses and land in
the dirt.  The adolescents with experience manage their horses and pull them to a halt. 
The boys on the ground will have to walk back to the stables, because, their horses will
not stop running until they get back to the barn, home safe.

All the boys look at the new inexperienced adolescent and say, "That boy has
 snakes in his head!"

I look at them and say, "He is sequencing behaviors that set him up to be a
failure.  He is not thinking clearly, having difficulty managing emotions and stress, and
his short and long-term memory is not working well.  He thinks he has to do everything
right the first time, even when he has never done it before."


The boys and the horse trainer look at the therapist and say, "He has snakes in
his head."


They speak with experience.


Back at the barn we process the trail ride and everyone takes the time in a
nonjudgmental way to educate the new adolescent so that this does not happen on the
next therapeutic trail ride.  The mistake now forgiven, everyone dons his swimming
gear and heads to Hurricane Trail Beach, (the pond).

The first boy to arrive makes a glorious dive into the pond and all the others
follow.  The late afternoon swimming fun is under way and all goes well until one of the
boys says in a panic. "There is a snake!"

What happens when a snake gets mad?

It throws a hisssssy-fit!


Sure enough, there is a Yellow Belly Water Snake moving along the side of the
pond looking for a frog or lizard or egg or insect to eat.  Several of the boys have left the
pond and are running back to the stable, home safe.  All but one of the other boys is
standing on the edge of the pond watching the snake.  I have my video camera catching
all the action.

Hay Leon, are we venomous?

Why do you want to know?


'Cause I just bit my tongue.


The snake realizes he is being watched so he cuts his trip short and makes a
straight line to his hiding hole at the opposite end of the pond.  The horse trainer educates
everyone on the habits of the Yellow Belly Water Snake and one by one all return to the
swimming fun.  One boy tells the others that he read on the Internet that there are 2,700
species of snakes and the one in the pond is not poisonous and has no fangs.  Several
jokes about snakes began to surface from the boys in the pond.  They laughed their way
back to balance.

What kinds of snakes get to hug the bride at the wedding?


Garter snakes!


The boys who ran to the stable said that the ones who stayed in the pond have
 "snakes in their head."


What do you call a snake without any cloths on?


Snaked!


The therapist, being an analyst, started linking the situation to other areas of life
where adolescents have to live with snakes in their family, community, school, state and
nation.  The horse trainer and boys (snaked) their way behind the therapist and captured
the kicking, horrified therapist and threw him into the pond.

What kind of slippers do snakes wear?


Water moccasins!
4. You Can't Pickup Sticks

When You Are Sitting On Them

My ten-month-old son (Michael) and I were by the sliding glass door at the rear
of the house yesterday.  We were watching the dog and listening to the birds in the back
yard.  He would pull himself up to a standing position.  Discover something on the floor
that interested him, and then drop back to the floor landing on his rear and a stick.  With
determination, he manipulated his tiny fingers through the groove in which the door
travels back and forth.  Many mysteries exist there to be explored.  And of course, his
understandings begin with his mouth.

There was a ball of dust, a leaf, a dead fly, pieces of pine straw and a four foot,

one inch round, stick (which I use as a security system).  When he noticed the stick, both

hands reached to capture it.  A struggle broke out as he tirelessly tried to get his fingers

around and under the wooden rod.  Watching as the frustration built.  I leaned over to his

ear and said, "Son, you can't pickup sticks when you sit on them."

He didn't pay any attention to me, so I separated his hinny from the stick and

handed it to him.  He looked at me and immediately began to explore the consistency and

texture of the wood with his salivating mouth.


Growth seems to happen to us as adults in similar ways.
5. A Paradigm Shift at the Round Pen


Six of the adolescents at the Billie Hardee Home for Boys began pulling together

as a team to manipulate and power play their way around the home.  Their threats, tough

words, loud angry voice tones and open defiance of rules toward authority figures

prompted the Treatment Coordinator to ask for help from the Equine Assisted

Psychotherapy (EAP) Team. 


The EAP team, consisting of a therapist and horse trainer with support from other

front line staff, discussed the situation and developed a treatment intervention to bring

about a paradigm shift in the gang process.  Three Mustangs were chosen as assistants

and the six boys were invited to join the EAP team at the round pen.

Safety concerns were addressed and they were divided into three teams.  A

Mustang was assigned to each team.  Simple instructions were given.  "Go catch your

horse."  With fear, anxiety and tension surfacing the teams climbed into the round pen

and cautiously approached the Mustangs; Rudy, Pepper and Josh.


Due to the stress Leon, the leader of the "campus gang" was not thinking clearly

or managing his emotions well.  His Mustang, Rudy, jumped and he let go of the lead
rope, then Josh entered the space of Pepper who protested, and Rudy began kicking. 
Instantly the boys left their horses and the EAP team watched the bottoms of twelve
Reebok's clear the round pen.

All the boys were coached back into the round pen except for Leon who defiantly

refused to participate.  The horse trainer mounted a Mustang (Pepper) in the round pen
and rode over to Leon attempting to help him deal with the fear.  Leon remained defiant
and became disrespectful.  He was directed to go and ask the therapist, who was standing

outside the round pen, for a conference.

Leon slowly moved to the side of the round pen where the therapist was standing

and asked to talk with him motioning towards the building where the therapists' office

was located.  The therapist began walking towards the building but did not stop when

they came near the door.  Leon was asked what he wanted from his experience at the

group home, as the therapist began walking up the path towards the highway.

Leon was unable to verbalize any needs.  The therapist asked what Leon thought

he needed to change because of being sent to the Boy's Home by the Department of

Social Services for getting into legal trouble.  Leon was unable to identify anything that

he needed to change.  When asked why he needed to be at the home he could give no

specific reasons, but said he just needed to be at the home.


As they came to the white picket fence near the entrance to the home, about an

eighth of a mile away from the round pen, the therapist asked Leon again what he needed

from this treatment experience.  As before, Leon was unable to think of anything that he

needed.  The therapist invited Leon to look to his right down the road in the direction of

Darlington, SC, and then to his left in the direction of Florence, SC.

The therapist scraped the toe of his cowboy boot across the dirt path drawing a

line separating the group home and the highway right-of-way.  Leon was asked to

consider himself discharged from the group home.  The therapist pointed up and down

the road while telling Leon that he is now free to do what he wants.  Leon protested.

As they stood between the road and the white picket fence, talking about what

Leon needs to change; he was unable to identify anything.  The therapist told Leon to

remain outside the white picket fence and to consider himself free while the therapist

returned to the round pen to talk with the horse trainer, Jim Hardee.


Leon did as instructed and the therapist walked back to the round pen, out of sight

of Leon.  The group sat in a circle and all were informed of the ordeal with Leon and the

therapists' opinion that Leon needed to go some place where he could get help, because,

Leon does not know of anything he needs from this program.

The group was invited to share how they had attempted to help Leon.  Many ways

were discussed and all agreed that their efforts made no difference.  When asked if they

thought Leon needed to be moved to another home, they voiced concerns about Leon

going someplace else and shared that they wanted him to remain at the Billie Hardee

Home for Boys.  The horse trainer and therapist shared concern about how they had been

unable to help Leon.

The boys were asked if they were willing to take responsibility for Leon if he

remained at the Boy's Home.  Each of the boys, except one, said that they would take

responsibility for Leon and work to help him.  The one boy did not like Leon and wanted

no part of trying to help him.  So he remained with the group but was not included in the

intervention.

With the boys listening, the therapist and the horse trainer discussed the

possibility of the boys taking responsibility for Leon over the next week, and agreed that

the experience could be good for all.  So, the therapist explained the conditions under

which this could take place.

The boys were praised for their willingness to work to help a peer.  They were

informed that over the next week any points (in the point economy system at the Boy's

Home) that Leon lost they would loose too.  In addition, any points that Leon earned over

the next week they would earn as well.  If Leon lost 15,000 points then each of the group

members who agreed to help Leon for the next week would loose 15,000 points.

Boys began to protest arguing that the conditions were not fair, because all of

them were on a higher level than Leon.  Their willingness to help a peer for the next

seven days was praised and they were invited to collect Leon from the front entrance of

the home.


With some resistance, they left to get Leon.  As the horse trainer (Jim Hardee) and

the therapist (Lewis Foster) waited for the group to return with Leon the horse trainer

looked at the therapist and said, "Foster, we are dangerous!"  Both laughed in celebration

of how well the intervention had unfolded, recognizing that there must be angels perched

on our shoulders providing divine intervention.


The paradigm shift was successfully implemented and now we had a "Campus

Gang" that was productive rather than destructive.

The group returned with Leon and the therapist explained the conditions to him. 

Everyone said that they understood the conditions and the group ended with plans of

meeting again in seven days.


The therapist went immediately and shared with the staff the outcome of the

group so that all the staff could be singing out of the same songbook.


Twenty-four hours later Leon entered another boy's room without permission and

lost 250 points.  The group lost 250 points and Leon immediately requested a conference

with the therapist.  He asked the therapist to change the conditions because the boys were

angry with him and he did not want them upset with him.  The therapist was

understanding, but let Leon know that earning or loosing points is up to him.  Leon
agreed to talk about this in the group in six days.  He left the session with a confused

look on his face.  The next day Leon lost another 250 points.


When the group met for the second time, the boys reported that they had seen

changes in Leon and all had earned extra points over the week that they can use to

purchase privileges.  Everyone was happy and Leon was smiling.  All agreed to continue

helping Leon until Jim Hardee and Lewis Foster returned on March 3, 1998 from training

in Loa, Utah where they would complete Certification as an Equine Assisted
Psychotherapy Team.


The group was invited to the round pen and the same exercise from the week

before was performed with excitement and success.  Leon and his teammate held their

horse.

6. In Search of Love


I dreamed about you last night.  We were at Goldsand.  No one else was there on

the farm with us at the time.  The love I felt for you radiated from my soul to the extent of

my outer limits.  I felt like an aura surrounded me.  I loved the feeling.  I loved being

with you, watching you, and studying your moves and every word I clung to.  It was an

old love that I felt.  The urges I endured were of wanting to be with you forever, not

wanting the moment to end.


We talked in the sitting room where a day bed was placed for my grandmother to
nap on.  We took a nap, but did not touch.  The peace and tranquility that settled on that
day bed and nap must be what heaven is like.  Your red hair contrasted with your skin
and the light from the window gave birth to the sight of an angel next to me as I drifted 
off into my dream within a dream.  "I love you" was my mantra.  The smell of your hair
drifted by and sent me deeper into the meditation.


When I opened my eyes, you were sitting on the bed with your legs crossed. 

The shadows on the wall told me that the sun had settled towards the afternoon.  The

sight of you made my heart skip a beat, just the way it had when I saw you for the first

time many years ago.  The love that I knew then is still alive.  I am still in love with you.

From the back of the farmhouse, we stepped out for a walk around the farm.  We
did not talk about it we just did it.  I followed, you followed, I do not know.  The

surrounding farmland had a dimension that I had never experienced before.  I was seeing

the trees, freshly plowed soil, birds, and our great-uncle's farmhouse across the little

valley, and someone driving a tractor pulling a trailer with hay and people riding on top. 

We walked to the edge of the family graveyard and stood looking out over the fields.
You will be buried there one day.

I love you continued to repeat itself in my mind.  It never came from my mouth,
but you must have noticed it in some way.  Why want you give me some signal that my
love is of interest to you?  I am afraid that the dream will be over soon and I will miss
you.  I think I will still love you too.
7. "I Love You" in a Parking Lot


Walking for half an hour in one direction occupies the body, but the mind goes

wondering too.  The sidewalk was wet from the rain that passed through today.  Cars

passing made the usual sound when rubber rolls across wet asphalt.


My dog (Gipsy) ran along in front, stopping to smell and mark a spot or two. 
Patches of white clouds swiftly flew eastward towards Myrtle Beach.  My stomach ached
maybe from dinner or maybe the argument with my wife just before the walk.

A shiny object caught my eye there in the parking lot.  Looks like something that

fell off a bracelet or necklace.  I will pick it up if I see it on my way back.

The flag is blowing and clapping in the wind.  The chain on the flagpole taps a

familiar song.  It is time to turn around and head back.


God I can use some help with my wife.  Maybe it is I or maybe it is she.  We

are not all right.  I know I need to pull back from the emotions of all this and just love her

as a human being tonight.

The parking lot is well lit and I look for the shiny object I will pick up on the way

back.  There it is, gold letters that say, "I Love You".  Maybe I will give it to my wife.  On
second thought maybe not.

Wait a minute.  Maybe this is for me.  God's way of saying, "I Love You" to me

tonight.  Cold chills run up and down my spine.  "I Love You Too God".


I will take the shiny object and hang it in my office, and write a story about the "I

Love You" found in a parking lot.
8. A Tribute to Rudy: A Wild Mustang

She held a wild mysterious look in her eye that made one think that she ate some
loco weed while she was free on the range in Nevada.  The inexperienced found her
scary, but she was so ugly other people looked at her fondly.  She was not as long from
head to tail as the other horses and she had a skin condition that made the pimples of
adolescents seem tame.  She was in fact the last of the Wild Mustangs that came when
the Billie Hardee Home for Boys was operating the Hurricane Trail Program documented
by NBC News a few years ago.  Her name was Rudy.  Jim Hardee named her after the
Director of the Clinical Day Program at the time, Rudy Guajardo.  She warmed up to
some of her riders and became friends with a few.  Everyone who rode her said that she
was a good ride.  Rudy helped many boys focus on the here-and-now.  She passed away
during early September and is running free again on Happy Hunting Ground engaged in
her next adventure.  Maybe we will run with her again.  We miss her.
9. Will We Share the Pain?


There is a skill to crying that we unlearn as we grow-up.  The intensity of the pain

becomes overwhelming and we burst with equal intensity into a cry.  The energy is

released and slowly we return to normal.


I have watched it happen with my two-year-old son.  It does not matter the type of

pain.  When the crying equals the intensity of the pain, the pain does not last as long.

Take for example the Transactional Analysis-101 instructor who had her son

come to the class to say goodbye before he left town to return to his home.  Briefly, he

was introduced and as the class watched good-byes were said.  There was a hug and he

was on his way.


The instructor, saddened by the departure of her son, began to cry.  She sat in the

chair before the class and cried equal to the intensity of her pain.  This wailing lasted for

a few minutes.  She thanked the class and returned to teaching.


The lesson could never have been taught a better way.  The teacher, as you have

already guessed, is a very special and powerful therapist and teacher who uses herself to

teach;  teaching by example.  Her name is Jackie Doubles.

Leo Buscaglia once talked about a contest he was asked to judge.  The purpose of
the contest was to find the most caring child.  The winner was a four-year-old child
whose next-door neighbor was an elderly gentleman who had recently lost his wife. 
Upon seeing the man cry, the little boy went into the old man's yard, climbed onto his
lap, and just sat there.  When his dad asked him what he had said to the neighbor, the
little boy said, "Nothing, I just helped him cry."

My wife and I were in a very intense wrangle and at the time separation seemed
inevitable.  The intensity was very high and the pain, covered by anger, was broken when
my two-year-old son entered the room asking me to read a book to him.  My wife had
gone outside to smoke a cigarette.

Thoughts of not being with him as he grew up became overwhelming and I burst

into tears.  The teacher crying in front of the class briefly came to mind and I allowed

myself to be less in control.  The intensity of the pain struck and tears began to flow

down my cheeks.  Kneeling down, with my back against the wall I experienced the pain

leaving my body.

My son remained quiet as he watched me cry.  He did not try to stop me or

interfere.  When I had finished crying he came and gave me a hug.  We sat on the floor

and read the book.

The instructors' strength, self-confidence and openness allowed me an experience

with intimacy that validated my humanness.  Our strength is in our willingness to be

emotionally vulnerable.
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Author and Rusty 1996  Photo by Brenda Brown
"The Holy Spirit's temple is not a body, but a relationship."
---Harrison Grey, Journey to the Borderland, 2013
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"UNARMED ALONE AFRAID"
Image taken from www.6994th.com
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NKP RTAFB - Author many miles from home.
I Believe

A Song ©1984 by Lewis N. Foster

I believe in my mother.

I believe in my old man.

I believe in apple pie and

I believe in Uncle Sam.

I believe in the men that

fought in Vietnam.

She gave me him.

He gave me her.

Together we had apple pie.

When he told me stories

about my Uncle Sam, the stories

they made me cry.

I believe in my mother.

I believe in my old man.

I believe in apple pie.

I believe in Uncle Sam.

I believe Vietnam.

From Europe to Southeast Asia,

A generation in between.

From let us praise you

to a story that's obscene.

I believe in my mother.

I believe in my old man.

I believe in apple pie and

I believe in Uncle Sam.

I believe in the vets that

fought and died in Vietnam.
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Sgt Lewis Foster flew five (5) missions on this aircraft for a total of 27.8 hours.  Photo from www.6994th.com.
EC-47 Aircraft Flown On By Sgt Lewis Foster
July 26, 1973 through December 28, 1973* 

Tail Number

Number of Missions on Aircraft
Number of Hours

009Q



6



29.9 An/ALR-34,Y,Z

029Q
***


5



30.5 AN/ALR-35,Y,Z

072N
**


4



17.8 AN/ALR-35,Y,Z

087Q



4



21.7 

153N



1



07.0 AN/ALR-35,Y,N

208Q



1



07.8 38-Mini,Y,Z

254P



1



08.0 AN/ALR-35,Y,Z

260P



1



07.0 AN/ALR-35,Y,Z 

300N



1



05.3 AN/ALR-35,Y,Z

304Q



4



23.4


313N



1



07.3 AN/ALR-34,Y,Z

570Q



5



16.96 ALR-35,Y,Z

665N



1



07.7 AN/ALR-34,Y,Z

704Q



6



36.4 AN/ALR-35,Y,Z

730Q



5



27.8 38 Mini,Y,Z

814N



3



20.7 AN/ALR-35,Y,Z

882N



3



16.0 AN/ALR-35,Y,Z

937P



5



30.5 AN/ALR-35,Y,Z
*Missing are Flight Record Identification Cards (6) for January 1974.



** Combat Cougar ***Sentinel Eagle 
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Author - Keesler AFB at Tech School 1971

[image: image36.jpg]



Author - Keesler AFB - Recording a letter to family.

Photo by Glenn Sarber
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Author - Saturday USAF Recreation boat rental.
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Author in front of barracks at NKP 1973.
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Author in hammock at barracks - NKP - 1973.   One day while swinging, a hammock string broke and the author landed in the muddy ditch below.
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Author returning from a rainy day mission - 1973.
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Author and Scott Lingo in doorway of EC-47 - 1973.
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"When Americans want to thank you for your service, look them in the eye and shake their hand and accept the thanks for our brothers and sisters who can't.  It's our duty."  
--Comment made by an unknown veteran at the Annual D-day Memorial Ceremony, November 11, 2015, Bedford, VA.
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Picture from www.6994th.com
Post Script


Former members of the 6994 Security Squadron began meeting in San Antonio,
Texas in 1999.  I learned about the reunions around 2013 and attended my first reunion
with the group in San Angelo, Texas in 2016.  The second gathering that I attended was
in Dayton, Ohio in August 2017.  There were 75 former members and 55 of their family
members present.  Having the family members present and involved in the reunion
activities made the reunion very special.  The wives that were involved in helping to
organize the get-together produced the union that mothered everyone involved and
helped to generate a sense of family.


I discovered that former members of the 6994th Security Squadron have a
spiritual connection brought about by shared time, space, experience and hazardous
circumstance that led to my being accepted in any group that I came upon, and the only
price for admission to the faction was to tell a story.  It was okay for me to just listen as 
well.  There are many fantastic untold stories within this collateral beauty group. 


I sat between two CMSgt's
 as they learned about each other's rank and they
began to share stories that led to a dance about checklists both used in their positions.

There was a story from one aviator who actually cooked on a hotplate during missions
and fed leftovers to his little pet dog that probably flew enough unofficial flights to earn
him a set of wings.  I met members of the "Dirty Dozen" who were the first from the
6917 Security Group in southern Italy to go through necessary training and then begin the
mission of the 6994 Security Squadron in Southeast Asia.

I've found a band of brothers and their families that I think I'll spend the rest of
my life joining with and celebrate the adventure we shared and survived.
[image: image44.jpg]6994th SECURITY SQUADON g

Detachments 1, 2 and 3
R 19661974

6994th Security Squadron 2017 Reunion

Front: Ellery Presce, Babby Billups, Bob Burns, Archie McLaughlin, Frank Falkowski. Row 2: Tom Nurre, Dick Burds, Ed Bendinel,
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NOTES


Below are terms, definitions, and explanations understood as written by the author who acknowledges that there may be more detailed information about the terms in other written and unwritten material.  Search the Web for more information on the terms.  Go to the following Web sites:  www.6994th.com or www.ec47.com.
ARDF - Airborne Radio Direction Finding - Triangulating a target with Line of Position (LOP), Cut and Fix.
B-52 Attacks - It is reported on www.6994th.com that 95% of the B-52 attacks in Vietnam were based in part on information collected by the 6994 Security Squadron EC-47 crews who may have flown as many as 100 missions a day on 69 aircraft.

C-47 Skytrain - As found in the USAF - 1959, "Aircraft Recognition Manual", Douglas Aircraft manufactured this Pratt and Whitney twin-engine, low wing cargo-transport.  Also, known as DC-3 for commercial purposes.  The USAF Security Service used about 69 of these aircraft in their ARDF electronics surveillance missions in SEA 1967-1974.  The Russians built many (possibly 20,000) of these aircraft during WW-II with plans provided by the United States and never paid Douglas a cent in license fees.
     Russia gave North Vietnam some of these aircraft know as the Ilyushin Coach and they were flown during the Vietnam conflict painted to look like the jungle on top and like the sky from below, according to the story I heard.  (See picture below)  The reader might be interested in knowing that there were many stories (maybe rumors and propaganda) floating around during the war in SEA.
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USAF/Gov Domain Photograph
DD-214 - Report of Separation From Active Duty Form used by the military to discharge individuals when an enlistment or term of service has ended.  On the form is Specialty Title, Record of Service, Personal Security Investigation, Decorations, Medals, Badges, Commendations, Campaign Ribbons awarded and other information documenting persons service.

EC-47,Y - The basic aircraft Airborne Radio Direction Finding (ARDF ALR-34) configuration with rod type direction finding antennas on each wing and one in the nose and all three were connected to X and Navigator and Y positions on the aircraft.

EC-47,Y,Z - Aircraft had the same setup (ARDF ALR-35) as above, but there were two more positions called Z-1 and Z-2 both could be looking for voice targets or Z-2 could also search for Morse targets.
EC-47,Y,Q - This aircraft (ARDF ALR-34) was a more computerized configuration.  There were three blade type direction finding (DF) antennas.  One on each wing and on the rear fuselage behind the troop door.  Norm Taylor (DC-3/DakotaJournal) points out that "at one time, the 'Q' was configured with a trailing long wire antenna that could be reeled in and out during the mission."
M-16A Rifle - This rifle (AR-15 and AR-16) designed for use in Vietnam and eventually proved very effective in the damp jungle environment.  The author never carried one while serving in SEA.

R-390 Radio - The receiver used by the author while stationed at the 6917th Security Group at San Vito de Normanni, Italy.  This receiver could intercept many frequencies and there were two at each position.  Intercepted transmissions were often on different frequencies.  They would transmit on one frequency and receive on another frequency.  These complex networks were the norm.  

X-Position - Located on the front left of the cargo bay inside of the aircraft and primarily concerned with Morse transmissions.  The position worked in conjunction with the Navigator to obtain fixes on the transmitters of signals being intercepted.

Y-Position - Located on the middle right of the aircraft and was the control position
for the mission while on target.  This position also had the radios needed to communicate

with ground operations and rescue services if needed.

Z-1 Position - This position on the front right side of the aircraft was occupied by a linguist listening for voice transmissions. 

Z-2 Position - This position on the rear right side of the aircraft could be used for both voice and Morse intercept.

360th Reconnaissance Squadron - Activated -- 8 April 1966

3702 Basic Military Training Squadron, Flight 183, Lackland Air Force Base, San Antonio Texas - The basic training unit of the author February through March 1971.  See photograph below.
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3702 Squadron Flight 0183 March 1971 - Airman Foster Third Row Sixth From Right
3396 Student Squadron, Keesler Air Force Base, Mississippi - This is where the author learned Morse Code and details about copying messages in specific formats.

3614 Combat Crew Training Squadron (ATC) - Jungle Survival School in the Philippines.  Also affectionately known as "snake school."  The school was closed in 1975.
6917 Security Group, Baker Flight, San Vito dei Normanni Air Station near Brindisi, Italy - This is the base where the author spent a year and a half copying Morse signals transmitted north, east and south of the USAF Security Service station.
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6917 Security Group Baker Flight Patch - Circa 1972

Designed by a member known as "Moonshine" who was from West Virginia.
6994 Security Squadron - April 15, 1966 to June 30, 1974 - Seventeen members lost their life flying missions over Southeast Asia.  There were three detachments.  The squadron was revived in the 1990's and assigned a mission.  Today the squadron is known as the 94th Intelligence Squadron located at Fort Meade, Maryland.  There is an annual reunion of former and present members.

Adventure Based Activities - While working with adolescents (and some adults) I learned that keeping them busy was an important way to manage their behavior.  Therefore, as a contract provider of services at the Billie Hardee Home for Boys, I involved boys on my caseload in trips to the Ropes Course, Alpine Tower, Odyssey Course, canoe trips down the river, camping in the mountains and hiking, horseback riding, equine assisted growth and learning activities, equine assisted psychotherapy, kite flying, Bocci on the lawn, flying kites and catching ball.  For most of the boys, these were novel experiences and adolescents want and need novel experiences, structure, clear limits and consequences, and adults who care and follow-through with positive reinforcement.
Air Medal - Medal awarded to combat crew after 30 combat missions during the Vietnam conflict.  An oak leaf cluster was awarded for each additional 30 missions.  Medals are awarded to help the service member live with what he/she did in the war.

Airman Basic - Rank upon entry into the U.S. Air Force for enlisted personnel (E-1).

Airman's Club - Club for Air Force members who rank below the grade of sergeant.

Airman First Class (A1C or E-3) - The third enlisted rank in the United States Air Force.
An Airman is promoted to Airman First Class after about ten months as an Airman and is expected to be a role model, to comply with Air Force standards and to work on mastering their leadership role and job.

Angkor Wat - An ancient city in North Central Cambodia with thousand-year-old temples.  

Army Security Agency (ASA) - An organization within the Army like the USAF Security Service that collects information and shares it with its' customers.

Biscayne Bay, Florida - The US Air Force Water Survival School was located at Homestead AFB and instruction took place in and around Biscayne Bay.

Boy Scout Oath -  On my honor, I will do my best, to do my duty, To God and my country and to obey the Scout Law; To help other people at all times; To keep myself physically strong, mentally awake and morally straight.
Buddhist Monk - A Buddhist monk renounces the classic life, embraces the discipline of a simple life dedicated to service, wears the robes of a monk and keeps sacred vows.  Monks, male and female, live in communities called sanghas, an ancient tradition that can be dated to Buddha's time when his followers banded together to pursue spiritual enlightenment.

Brilliant-Skeptic - Primary Adaptation developed between ages 0 to 3 years - A concept by Paul Ware, MD called Personality Adaptations that focuses on healthy ways to understand and work with personality.  There are three primary adaptations and three secondary adaptations.  At the core of the idea is Transactional Analysis.  There are two sides to the brilliant-skeptic: the healthy brilliant side and the potentially unhealthy skeptic side.  There are trap doors and open doors that the therapist wants to understand and use during sessions.  The trap door for a brilliant-skeptic is behavior.  The open door is thinking.  Talk about thinking long enough to reach feeling and then carefully work to move into discussing behavior.  All a therapist has to work with are thinking, feeling, behavior, will and intuition.

Brindisi, Italy - An old port town on the southeastern coast of Italy.  Ferries arrive and depart the port daily and the author and other Airmen took the ferry to Corfu, Greece during four-day breaks.  Richard D. Harvey was a C-47 pilot and writes in The C-47 that during WW-II the town was base for the 60th Troop Carrier Group flying C-47's re-supplying Marshal Tito in the Balkan Campaign in 1944.  Dabney Montgomery (1923-2016) a ground crew member with the Tuskegee Airmen served here in southern Italy during WW-II. 
Cambodia - A small country south of Thailand and west of South Vietnam with the Mekong River defining its' eastern border.  Nixon secretly ordered bombing and soldiers entered the eastern section of the country attempting to dislodge insurgent bases used to supply the Vietcong in South Vietnam.  Initially Nixon denied that this was happening.

Casual Center - When an airman is between basic training and his/her first assignment and doesn't need to leave for that first assignment immediately he/she is placed in casual barracks and is assigned general duties on the base for a period of time.
Charley - The name given to the Vietcong by soldiers in Vietnam.  They were also called Gooks and VC.  (See Viet Cong)
Charming-Manipulator - Primary Adaptation developed between ages 0 to 3 years - A concept by Paul Ware, MD called Personality Adaptations that focuses on healthy ways to understand and work with personality.  There are three primary adaptations and three secondary adaptations.  At the core of the idea is Transactional Analysis.  There are two sides to the charming-manipulator: the healthy charming side and the potentially unhealthy manipulator side.  There are trap doors and open doors that the therapist wants to understand and use during sessions.  The trap door for a charming-manipulator is thinking.  The open door is behavior.  Talk about behavior long enough to reach feeling and then carefully work to move into thinking.  Charming-manipulator types run into trouble when they promote themselves rather than others.  All a therapist has to work with are thinking, feeling, behavior, will and intuition.

Clark Air Base - Once a very active US Air Force base located on the northeastern coast of the Philippines.

Creative-Day Dreamer - Primary Adaptation developed between age 0 to 3 years - A concept by Paul Ware, MD called Personality Adaptations that focuses on healthy ways to understand and work with personality.  There are three primary adaptations developed during age zero and three, and three secondary adaptations developed between ages four and seven.  At the core of the idea is Transactional Analysis.  There are two sides to the creative-day dreamer: The healthy creative side and the potentially unhealthy day dreaming side.  There are trap doors and open doors that the therapist wants to understand and use during sessions.  The trap door for a creative-day dreamer is feeling.  The open door is behavior.  Talk about behavior long enough to reach thinking and then carefully work to move into feelings and invite them to come out and play.  All a therapist has to work with are thinking, feeling, behavior, will and intuition.   Personality Adaptations:

A New Guide to Human Understanding in Psychotherapy and Counseling, By Vann Joines and Ian Stewart, 2002. 
Cross-Cut - Two intersecting lines-of-position (LOP).
D. Orris Murphy - My paternal great uncle (my grandmother's older brother) served in WW-I as a driver for General John J. "Black Jack" Pershing on the Western Front and survived without a physical scratch.  He may have met Sgt Alvin York and Eddie Rickenbacker.
Draft Lottery Number - In an attempt to make the draft fair a lottery was used to pull numbers out of a bingo type contraption representing people in the draft pool to enter the Army.  A low number meant likelihood of being drafted.  A high number meant that one was less likely to be drafted.  Volunteers were accepted in all branches of the service.

Durham, North Carolina - The hometown of the author and home of Duke University and the Durham Bulls baseball team.  The Durham, Raleigh and Chapel Hill area is known as the Research Triangle.

Duty - Conduct owed to the United States of America and the branch of service and the rules and laws governing the nation and branch of service up to and including the sacrifice of life and limb.  It includes treating self and others with dignity, respect and honor as a human being and citizen.  America has a duty to its soldiers.  Sebastian Junger writes in his 2016 book, Tribe, "It makes absolutely no sense to make sacrifices for a group that, itself, isn't willing to make sacrifices for you."  "If contemporary America doesn't develop ways to publicly confront the emotional consequences of war, those consequences will continue to burn a hole through the vets themselves."  "...offer veterans all over the country the use of their town hall every Veterans Day to speak freely about their experience at war."
Duty to Correct - When something reported as being correct or truthful and then it is learned that what was reported is not correct or truthful, the person or organization doing the reporting has a responsibility to report the correction or truth.  Failure to correct a prior representation on discovery of its falseness is a form of deceit under American law.
Elmo N. Foster - Father to Lewis Foster and WW-II Veteran of D-Day, 314 Infantry, Company B and crossed Utah Beach.  He was wounded in the Black Forrest by shrapnel from exploding shells in the treetops, and carried shrapnel in his left arm for the remainder of his life.  He was a patient of the VA Hospital in Durham, NC.  He has a commemorative brick at the D-Day Memorial in Bedford, Virginia.
Equine Assisted Growth and Learning Activities - Therapeutic activities using horses that are designed to improve "here and now" awareness, bring about behavior change and increase insight of participants thinking, feeling, behavior, will and intuition.  It is also called Equine Assisted Psychotherapy (EAP) and another model is called The OK Corral Series created by Greg Kersten.  Greg and Lynn Thomas are credited with starting Equine Assisted Psychotherapy in Utah.  This writer was in the first training session that they offered in April 1998.
Fairchild Air Force Base - Located near Spokane, Washington, this is the base that hosted the escape and evasion and simulated POW training school.

First Sergeant - A special administrative position in the Air Force of a career NCO (MSgt or higher) who is responsible for the moral and welfare of the troops and reports directly to the commander.  He or she explains to the troops why they matter, why their work is important, how their work fits into the bigger picture, how it contributes and how it makes a difference.  They are leaders.

Fix - At least three intersecting lines-of-position (LOP).
Goldsand Community - A farming community about ten miles east of Louisburg, NC, where many of the people who live there are related to the author and attend the Mt. Zion Baptist Church.  Elmo Foster was a member.  See picture below.
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Mt. Zion Baptist Church - Goldsand Community - Louisburg, NC
Picture taken by a Church Member.

Goodfellow Air Force Base - Located in west Texas where the wind never stops blowing and is home of the 6994th mission display, including a replica of the EC-47 aircraft used during the Vietnam conflict.  

Gooney Bird - See C-47 above.  When the C-47 touches the runway it tends to bounce and remain in the air not wanting to land and looks a bit like a gooney bird coming in for a rough landing.

Hanoi Hilton - The name of the prisoner of war camp in Hanoi, Vietnam where many captured soldiers were imprisoned and tortured during the war.  The author called his cell at the simulated POW training camp the Spokane Hilton.

Holloway Street Baptist Church - Church where the author attended with his family from 1949-1964 when he entered Mills Home in Thomasville, NC.

Homestead Air Force Base, Florida - The base where the author attended Water Survival School prior to deploying to SEA.

Jungle Survival School - Also known as "Snake School", was located in the Philippines at Clark Air Force Base and local Negrito tribesman participated in the training of military personnel prior to their entering the war in Southeast Aisa.  Over 60,000 military personnel attended the school and over 700 graduates were returned to duty after being downed in the jungles of Southeast Asia.

Kelly Air Force Base - Located next to Lackland AFB in San Antonio, Texas this base hosted Officer Training School, Directorate of Materiel Management, Life Support System Management Office and a USAF Security Service post. 

Kennedy Home - One of several Baptist Children's Homes and other services located in North Carolina.  Kennedy Home is located in Kinston, NC.

Khmers Rouges (1975-1979) - Followers of the Communist Party of Kampuches in Cambodia.  Formed in 1968 as an offshoot of the Vietnam People's Army from North Vietnam, and allied with North Vietnam, the Viet Cong, and Pathet Lao during the Vietnam War.  The Khmers Rouges were known for orchestrating the Cambodian genocide.  In 2014 two top leaders of the former regime were sentenced to life in prison for crimes against humanity during the country's 1970s terror period that left 1.7 million people dead.
KY-8 Scrambler Encryption Device - This equipment allowed secure communication between the Y position and ground contacts over UHF and VHF transceivers.

Lackland Air Force Base - Located in San Antonio, Texas this base hosts all basic training facilities for the US Air Force as well as one of the best military hospitals.

Laotian Mercenaries - Men and women who sold their fighting or other skills to the highest bidder or the cause they believed in during the war in SEA.

Line-of-Position (LOP) - One direct line to the transmitter or target.
Louisburg, NC - A small farming town northeast of Raleigh, NC and the home of Louisburg Junior College and the home of the paternal side of the authors family located in the Goldsand community not far from nineteenth century Laurel Mill and Mt. Zion Baptist Church.
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Laural Mill at Goldsand Community near Louisburg, NC.  Picture taken from the internet.

Louis Scoggins - Authors maternal grandfather who fought in the Spanish American War and was wounded somewhere in Cuba.  He was a patient of the VA Hospital in Durham, NC where he met Katie Thompson and they were married.
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Katie Wheeler Scoggins, Lewis Scoggins, Effie (middle), 
Kathleen (front right), Janie (author's mother front left).

Mae West Life Preserver - A bright orange two bubble self-inflating life preserver designed to fit un-inflated under the arms  and out of the way until needed.  

Master Sergeant - A highly skilled professional manager in the USAF and an operational leader who carries increased broad leadership, supervisory, and managerial responsibilities rather than technical performance..
Mekong River - The world's twelfth longest river and the seventh longest in Asia at 2,703 miles.  It begins in China and runs through Myanmar, Laos, Thailand, Cambodia and Vietnam.  It is a major trade route between western China and Southeast Asia.
Mental Milestone - A shutter click in your mind's eye, preserving the scene to be savored later.  Research suggests that if you frequently mark off mental milestones, life feels as if it slows down and takes on more meaning.  Life Reimagined, By Barbara B. Hagerty
Menu Missions - A controversial covert bombing campaign conducted in eastern Cambodia from 18 March 1969 to 26 May 1970 on sanctuaries of the People's Army of Vietnam who used them to resupply, train and rest between campaigns across the border in South Vietnam.  
Mills Home - One of several Baptist Children's Homes and other services located in  North Carolina.  Mills Home is in Thomasville, NC, where the author lived until graduating from high school, 1964-1969.  About twenty-five former residents, male and female, who lived at Mills Home, served during the Vietnam Conflict.  This total does not include residents of other homes.  No former resident of Mills Home or other children's homes in the Baptist System in NC lost their life in Vietnam.
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The main gate and Mills Home Baptist Church in the background.
Michael Foster (E-5) - Son of Lewis Foster and currently serving in the U.S. Navy as an Engineer/Electricians Mate on the USS Gunston Hall.

Mission - There were dozens of EC-47 missions flown everyday during the Vietnam conflict and each one was assigned an area to fly to and remain flying over for a specified period of time to secure fixes on transmitters, etc.  This helped the planners know where the VC were located as they planned missions and made predictions about VC behavior.  Uncertainty about the enemy's precise whereabouts was extremely stressful to the French and later American forces until 1967 when ARDF missions began full scale.

Moral Injury - "Moral injury is a negative self-judgment based on having transgressed core moral beliefs and values or on feeling betrayed by authorities.   It has a slow burn quality that often takes time to sink in.  To be morally injured requires a healthy brain that can experience empathy, create a coherent memory narrative, understand moral reasoning and evaluate behavior.  It is reflected in the destruction of a moral identity and loss of meaning.  Its symptoms include shame, survivor guilt, depression, despair, addiction, distrust, and anger, a need to make amends or the loss of a desire to live."  Read, Soul Repair: Recovering From Moral Injury After War, Rita N. Brock, PhD and Col. Herman Keizer, Jr., Retired, Beacon Press Books, 2012.
Morse code - The code developed by Samuel Morse that is dependable and was still used by all the countries involved in the Vietnam conflict.  It is the backup system for American communication when other forms of communication are not working.

Morse Intercept Operator - A military trained individual who monitors simplex and complex radio networks of countries around the world who transmit and receive Morse code.  The information gathered by these Air Force, Navy and Army operators is shared with their customers; President, NSA, CIA, other branches of the military, etc.  Today
these programs are being moved to contracted civilian control.
Multiple Family Group Therapy - A model of working with families in groups developed by H. Peter Laqueur, MD, at the NY State Hospital in the 1950's.  (See Peter's picture below.) He specialized in working with schizophrenic patients and met with families on Sunday afternoons when they came to visit their family member.  His family was originally from Holland and Laqueur became a double agent for the Allies during World War II while working at a Dutch Pharmaceutical Firm in Argentina.  He often referred to working with families as being a "double agent behind enemy lines".  When I discovered MFGT I studied Laqueur's success and built on his work throughout my mental health career.  The MFGT model works well with vets and their families.  For more information about MFGT, go to www.multiplefamilygrouptherapy.com.
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H. Peter Laqueur, MD - Father of Multiple Family Group Therapy

Nakhon Phanom (NKP) - A rural town located in northeastern Thailand along the Mekong River and nine miles southeast of the Royal Thai Air Force Base used by US Forces during the Vietnam War.  The population of Nakhon Phanom province is more than 500,000.  The city had a population in 1974 of well over 16,000.  Reporters and few visitors were allowed on the base where lots of secret activity took place.  The author was stationed at this base in 1973-1974.  Bob Hope and the USO made a visit to the base prior to the author arriving.
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The rectangle mid-left is the air base (2004) and the town is along the Mekong River to the right.  Photo taken from www.ec47.com.  See picture on page 31.
National Security Agency (NSA) - An intelligence gathering organization responsible for global monitoring, collection, and processing of information.  NSA was one of the 6994 Security Squadron's customers.
Navigator - Kept track of the location of the aircraft and communicated with X and the pilot in a deadly dance to get LOP's needed to get a fix on the transmitter that ultimately resulted in the destruction of the transmitter and death of people around it.  
Negrito - A very old pygmy tribe located in the mountains near Clark Air Force Base who are known for their fighting and jungle skills and were employed to protect the base and help train military members in jungle survival prior to their deployment to Vietnam.

Nomex® Flight Suit by DuPont™ - A one-piece overall type suit worn by aircrew along with gloves that provided some temporary protection from burns in case of a fire.  It was designed with special pockets on the left sleeve, lower pants legs and chest area.

North Carolina Air National Guard, 145th Communications Flight - Sgt Foster served with this unit from 1978 to 1990 after graduating from college and earned the rank of TSgt.  See the photograph below.
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NC Air National Guard, 145 Communications Flight - TSgt Foster is in the middle row 7th from the left and wearing the flight jacket he wore during missions in SEA.  Picture taken by NCANG.
North Carolina Wesleyan College - A Methodist liberal arts college located in Rocky Mount, North Carolina, where the author attended 1974-1977.  Rexford "Rex" Tucker, PhD, designed a new undergraduate degree that cut across multiple disciplines he called Behavioral Studies that included classes in psychology, sociology and anthropology.  The author graduated in 1977 with a Behavioral Studies degree.

Over the Wings Check - While flying the pilot will ask crewmembers on either side of the aircraft to check the wings from their window to make sure, there are no major leaks or smoke coming from the engines and the wings look okay.

Phnom Penh - Capitol of Cambodia - See Picture Below
[image: image56.jpg]™
N~
-]
-
8
k-]
o
2
£
]
(8]
'
<
=
[7]
-8
£
o
<
=
[-%





Photograph taken by aircrew during mission as found at the www.6994th.com Web Site.
Prisoner of War (POW) - Soldiers were captured by the Viet Cong (VC) during the war and placed in prison compounds for the duration of the war.  Life in these places was difficult and POW's endured many hardships including torture.  Captured VC were placed in South Vietnamese POW camps and experienced some of the same type of hardship.  Death was common for both settings.

San Vito dei Normanni Air Station - Home of the 6917 Security Group.  About seven miles north of the port city of Brindisi, Apulia, and south of San Vito dei Normanni, Italy in the middle of farm land.  A small listening post opened in 1960 and operated by the 
US Air Force Security Service.  The large round antenna system (AN/FLR-9) 230 meters in diameter and covering many acres of land was affectionately known as the "elephant cage" and was installed in 1964.  It remained operational until 1994.  The receiving system antenna was disassembled in 2000.  It was part of the DOD World Wide High Frequency Direction Finding System.  If the signal was transmitted by any country north, south or east it was intercepted by this facility and recorded for later research if needed at Kelly AFB in Texas.  There were also Navy and Army personnel on this base and civilians who monitored personnel for leaks, etc.  Personnel from this station were the
first to be assigned to the 6994th Security Squadron.
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AN/FLR-9 Antenna System - GOV Public Domain Photo
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GOV Photo Public Domain   This photo is also seen in Code Warriors By Stephen Budiansky - 2016
Secret War - Cambodia was secretly invaded by US forces to address encampments of Viet Cong supplying and reinforcing insurgents located in South Vietnam.  Supplies and personnel traveled via the Ho Chi Minh Trails into and out of Cambodia.  See map below.
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Map of the Ho Chi Minh Trail
Taken from www.ec47.com.

Security Clearance - Radio Operators (RO) on the EC-47 and the Navigator held Top Secret Sensitive Compartmental Intelligence clearances (TS/SCI).  This was Presidential level information from intelligence collection programs, covert operations, military plans, new weapons, etc.  Pilots were required to have at least a Secret Clearance.

Security Operations - A concept proposed by psychoanalyst Harry Stack Sullivan, are various interpersonal protective procedures that are employed as a defense against apprehension or decrease in self-confidence.  Examples of these interpersonal protective procedures are arrogance, boredom, or irritability. 

Smith and Wesson .38 Caliber Pistol - A revolver with six bullets that was supplied by the US Air Force to the aircrew members on the EC-47 missions for self-defense in the event of a plain crash in enemy territory.  M-16's along with a box of ammunition was provided at one point, but that was discontinued when aircrew members began to discharge the M-16's out the open door of the EC-47 towards the jungle while on missions.  There are many reasons why that was not acceptable.  

Snake School - See Jungle Survival School.  An affectionate name given to jungle survival school by participants to enhance the pre-anxiety of the experience.  The author never came across a live snake while in the jungle, but there was some anxiety in anticipation of meeting one face to face.  For more information about survival, see the US Air Force Survival Handbook published in 2008 by Skyhorse Publishing.

Street Urchin - Abandoned children in Thailand who survived off the street begging, stealing, conning, etc., to secure money to purchase food and sometimes drugs.  There were orphanages available to them, but some children would not go or stay.  The Buddhist Monks tried to help if they could. 
Surface to Air Missile (SAM) - A missile that is designed to be launched from the ground towards something in the air to bring it down or destroy it.  They usually have guidance devices that track the target until impact or explosion.  There is no evidence that a SAM
was used to take down an EC-47.  A 57 mm towed AAA gun more likely hit EC-47's.

South East Asia (SEA) - The area including the following countries during the Vietnam conflict: Philippines, Thailand, Indonesia, Malaysia, Singapore, Cambodia, Burma (Myanmar), South Vietnam and Laos.

Surveillance - The process of intercepting and monitoring and copying and recording electronic signals for their information.

Survival Training - "Rule of Threes" - People can live for three minutes without air, three hours without shelter or proper clothing in freezing cold, three days without water, and three weeks without food.

Survival Vest - A utility vest issued to airmen before a mission designed to pocket first-aid supplies, survival radio, knife, signal mirror, a whistle, extra ammunition, water proof map (evasion chart) of the area being flown over that can function as a tarp, survival guide, blood chit in thirteen languages promising money to the person who helps the airman find his way to friendly forces, holster under the left arm for a pistol, compass, a wire saw and two special pencils, etc.  See Blood Chit picture below.
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Tap Code - A Boy Scout tapping code used by POW's in Vietnam beginning in 1965.  The author was introduced to the tap code during survival and POW training at Fairchild AFB.  Two sets of numbers were tapped indicating first the row and then the column.  The letter K was omitted and C was used in its place.  See the code below.

                                       1          2          3          4          5

                             1         A        B         C         D          E

                             2         F        G         H         I            J

                             3         L        M         N        O          P
                             4        Q         R          S         T          U

                             5         V        W         X         Y         Z

Thai Mercenaries - Men and women who sold their fighting or other skills to the highest bidder or the cause they believed in during the war in SEA.

Thomasville, NC - A small town located in the piedmont of North Carolina known for the production of furniture and where Mills Home is located and where the author graduated from Thomasville Senior High School in 1969.  There is a large chair in the center of town next to the railroad tracks.  See picture below.
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Downtown Thomasville, NC.  Photograph taken by the author.
Ubon, Thailand - Located in southeast Thailand near the Mekong River.  

U.S. Embassy - The official residence and offices of an ambassador.  During the Vietnam conflict the top floor of the Cambodian Embassy directed the war in SEA.  

U. S. Air Force Security Service (USAFSS) - The organization in the US Air Force that is tasked with collecting electronic information of all kinds and sharing it with its customers.  It is a business within the Air Force that produces a product and is paid so it can pay salaries and bills.  The Army and Navy have similar businesses manned by military personnel.

Viet Cong (VC) - The name American soldiers knew the North Vietnamese by.  They were led by General Vo Nguyen Giap and Ho Chi Minh.  Also, Charlie, Gook, goo-goos, slopes, dinks, zipper heads, slant-eyes, yellow ones, brown ones, etc.  Names helped soldiers look past the human to see them as the other.  Read: Nothing Ever Dies: Vietnam
and the Memory of War, By Viet Thanh Nguyen.
Visiting Airman's Quarters (VAQ) - Most military bases have some type of housing for military personnel in transit or visiting the base and this hotel like facility is called the visiting Airman's quarters in the Air Force.

Waltzing Matilda - A song written in 1895 by "Banjo" Paterson (Andrew Barton Paterson 1864-1941) a lawyer, poet and writer and was used by Radio Australia Asia Pacific (RA Asia Pacific) as a channel marker when they were not on the air.
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Author in Venice, Italy 1972 - Photo by Howard Armstrong
U.S. Fighting Man's

Code of Conduct

1.  I am an American fighting man.  I serve in the forces, which guard my country and our way of life.  I am prepared to give my life in their defense.

2.  I will never surrender of my own free will.  If in command, I will never surrender my men while they still have the means to resist.

3.  If I am captured, I will continue to resist by all means available.  I will make every effort to escape and aid others to escape.  I will accept neither parole nor special favors from the enemy.

4.  If I become a prisoner of war, I will keep faith with my fellow prisoners.  I will give no information or take part in any action, which might be harmful to my comrades.  If I am senior, I will take command.  If not, I will obey the lawful orders of those appointed over me and will back them up in every way.

5.  When questioned, should I become a prisoner of war, I am required to give name, rank, service number, and date of birth.  I will evade answering further questions to the utmost of my ability.  I will make no oral or written statements disloyal to my country and its allies or harmful to their cause.

6.  I will never forget that I am an American fighting man, responsible for my actions, and dedicated to the principles which made my country free.  I will trust in my God and in the United States of America.
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Toast to Old Ollie
By Lewis N. Foster

Ollie was a stick fighting Boston Terror,

Who never let one get away.

And when he had finished the kill,

He walked away with head held high and bark on his lips.

He was the terror at the end of my rope,

And never lost a fight.

A salute to you Old Ollie,

And peaceful good night.

[image: image64.jpg]



The author and his Family Therapy Trainer, John T. Edwards, PhD.  John

was a Vietnam Vet who served with the US Army as a Commissioned Officer.
"Some things we need to do before rigormortis sets in."
---John T. Edwards, PhD
"When I pore over the data that establish the mysterious presence of dark matter and dark energy through the universe, sometimes I forget that everyday---every twenty-four-hour rotation of Earth---people kill and get killed in the name of someone else's conception of God, and that some people who do not kill in the name of God, kill in the name of needs or wants of political dogma."  Tyson, Neil DeGrasse, Astrophysics for People in a Hurry, New York, W. W. Norton & Company, 2017
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NASA.Gov Photograph
"We are stardust brought to life, then empowered by the universe to figure itself out----and we have only just begun."    Tyson, Neil DeGrasse,  Astrophysics for People in a Hurry, New York, W. W. Norton & Company, 2017

"If you want to change the world,
change the metaphor, change the story."

---Joseph Campbell
"Forgive everybody everything immediately."

---Morrie Schwartz, Tuesdays With Morrie, By Mitch Albom 2002
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Found in a parking lot.
The End

� McMaster, H.R. Dereliction of Duty. New York:  HarperCollins Publishers, 1997.


� For a definition of these terms go to the Notes section.


� Anthropologist Brandon Kohrt is quoted in Sebastian Junger's book, Tribe: "PTSD is a disorder of recovery and if treatment only focuses on identifying symptoms, it pathologies and alienates vets.  But if the focus is on the family and community, it puts them in a situation of collective healing."  (This writer and former therapist has experienced the healing power of Multiple Family Group Therapy and recommends this model for families experiencing PTSD.)  www.multiplefamilygrouptherapy.com


� Systems Point - When you postpone thinking about something too long, then it may not be possible to think about it adequately at all.  "What other people think about you is none of your business."


� "There has not been enough attention paid to the individual and their experiences in war."  Patrick Shrier in his review of The Face of Battle: A Study of Agincourt, Waterloo and the Somme.


� "When the body's alarm system--its fight or flight response--is switched on for hours, days, or weeks at a time, it creates a sense of "dis-ease" in the body.  The result is what we now call a stress disorder.  Maurer, Robert, Mastering Fear, Wayne, NJ, The Career Press, 2016.


� "Speaking of ghosts is a dangerous act, for the storyteller must confront these ghosts, or exploit them, or return to the fatal circumstances that made them."  Viet Thanh Nguyen, Nothing Ever Dies, Cambridge, Massachusetts, 2016.


� Veterans choose carefully who you trust with your dreams.  There are schools that promise help in fulfilling your dream, but will take your education benefits, and then leave you with less than promised.  Stick with State run schools if you can.


� "With regard to oaths, one should be preoccupied not by the fear of breaking it, but rather by the oath's underlying purpose." "What has been promised by oath with a mind fully informed and prepared to honor the promise, must be done."  "For our ancestors wished no bond holding together mutual trust to be as sacred as that provided by a solemn oath."  Curtius, Quintus. On Duties, Charleston:  Fortress of the Mind Publications, 2016.


� Sebastian Junger's father said to him, "You don't owe your country nothing, you owe it something, and depending on what happens, you might owe it your life."  Junger, Sebastian, Tribe, On Homecoming and Belonging, New York: Hachette Book Group, Inc., 2016.


� Systems Point - If you want to see what this creature called the system (government system, business system, denial system, etc.) is really up to, you must do so only by carefully watching what it actually does, not what it says it does.


� This was told to me by a fellow crewmember and may or may not have been true.  There were many stories told by crewmembers over the years that were passed from one generation of aviators to the next.


� "Leadership must be built on teamwork, mutual respect, and above all a shared sense of a common objective."  Stavridis, Adm. J., The Leader's Bookshelf, Annapolis, MD, Naval Institute Press, 2017.


� Systems Point - Distrust always occurs in the environment of ignorance, and unawareness comes in all degrees.


� This was a story told while standing in line waiting at the barbershop.  We did a lot of waiting.


� See the Notes section for a definition of Charming-Manipulator.


� Seldom did I know the actual location of the aircraft at any given point while on target. Old timers told stories about where we flew to new arrivals and this was one story told to this aviator.


� This story and others were passed from one generation of flyers to another and they may have been true, but the tales kept coming and we passed them on.





� "While some of us indeed had been known to sup on the brethren of Rin Tin Tin and Lassie, we did not do so in the Neanderthalesque way imagined by the average American, with a club, a roast, and some salt, but with a gourmand's depth of ingenuity and creativity, our chefs able to cook canids seven different virility-enhancing ways, from extracting the marrow to grilling and boiling, as well as sausage making,, stewing, and a few varieties of frying and steaming -- yum!"  Viet Thanh Nguyen, The Sympathizer, New York, Grove Press, 2015.


� Go to the Notes section for a definition of Creative-Day Dreamer.


� Systems Point - New members of the military system live on a continuum vacillating between chaos and enlightenment.  Families live on a continuum vacillating between chaos and enlightenment.


� Systems Point - Sometimes in Military Systems it is not what soldiers don't know that causes problems, it's what they know that's not true.


� Systems Point - The solution of one problem has a great deal to do with the solution of another problem.


� "No duty is more important than giving thanks."  Curtius, Quintus.  On Duties, Charleston:  Fortress of the Mind Publications, 2016.


� Systems Point - If the community, public, people, other systems, etc., thinks that a system has power, then the system has the power.


� Systems Point - Every worldview is terribly restricted and to change it, the system must disturb typical mental processes and suggest some radical approaches to thinking.  Basic Training is an example.


� "Those who inspire admiration are those who are thought to exceed others in virtue and are lacking in all types of misbehavior as well as those addictive of mistresses, deflects the souls of the majority of men from the path of virtue, and, when the firebrands of sorrow (STD's) draw near, most of such men are quite paralyzed with terror.." Curtius, Quintus.  On Duties, Charleston:  Fortress of the Mind Publications, 2016.


� Systems Point - There is deception in any approach to any system.  The ultimate meaning of a system lies in the creation of a theory of deception and in an understanding of the ways in which human beings can be deceived about their world and in an interaction between these different viewpoints.


� Systems Point - Political administrations are born, they live and die.  Sometimes they die prematurely.  The recalcitrant's who receive the most attention and are then empowered by the system can control systems.  One significant change in the system will bring about other changes in the system.


� Systems Point - When systems focus on trust, it puts everyone in a dependent position.


� "Some (pilgrims) if caught in the grip of sensual vice, hide and deny their pleasure-seeking behavior out of shame."  Curtius, Quintus. On Duties, Charleston: Fortress of the Mind Publications, 2016.


� "Health is sustained by acquaintance with, and regular attention to, one's body; by knowing what things help it, and what irritates it; by upholding continence in all aspects of life and care of the physique (while omitting excessive pleasures); and finally through consultation with those who profess medical knowledge."  Curtius, Quintus.  On Duties, Charleston:  Fortress of the Mind Publications, 2016


� "If necessity forces us into something that is not suitable to our nature, all care, thoughtfulness and diligence should be employed, so that we can carry it out, if not with distinction, then with at least as little damage as possible.  We do not need to struggle so hard to follow those ideal qualities that have not been given to us; rather, we should struggle to avoid vice."  Curtius, Quintus. On Duties, Charleston:  Fortress of the Mind Publications, 2016.





� See Notes section for the Boy Scout Oath.


� Systems Point - What is good as a group is not necessarily, what is good for each one individually.  One best way may not be the optimal way for a system.


� Systems Point - Too much structure inhibits creativity and does not allow individuals in the system to grow.


� With respect to POW's at the Hanoi Hilton in North Vietnam or anywhere:  "Can mental anxieties, unrelenting stress, days and nights of fear, and a life packed with dangers and plots ever be 'advantageous' to anyone?"  Curtius, Quintus. On Duties, Charleston:  Fortress of the Mind Publications, 2016.


� Systems Point - The right thing done at the wrong time is the wrong thing.


� Moral Injury - feeling betrayed by authorities.  See Notes section under Moral Injury.





� Systems Point - Systems are strongest when all members are highly committed to the system.  The most flexible person in a system will have the most influence on the system.


� Systems Point - The leader in a system is usually the one person who has the most capacity for self-regulation.


� System Point - To change the culture in a system you must change the structure.


� Systems Point - Individual members of the system determine the nature of the system.  The system has an effect on the behavior of the individuals.


� Systems Point - All systems have certain basic structural features in common.  That is isomorphic tendency.  The tendency of a dynamic (behavior, attitude, etc.) to repeat itself at different hierarchical levels of the system (top to bottom for example).


� Scott A. Arcuri, Maj, USAF, completed a research report for partial fulfillment of the graduation requirements from the Maxwell AFB, Air Command and Staff College, Air University in April 2005 titled: Performance of American POWs in the Vietnam War: Adequate Training or Creative Leadership?  Order the report from Storming Media, http://www.stormingmedia.us.


� "Life, death, riches and poverty: all of these things agitate men most intensely.  When those who adopt a lofty and exalted spirit express contempt for their present situation (however good or bad it may be), and when some noble opportunity presents itself to them, seizes them wholly and converts them to its virtuous purpose, who then cannot be in awe at the magnificence and surpassing beauty of virtue?"  Curtius, Quintus. On Duties, Charleston: Fortress of the Mind Publications, 2016.


� "God is Love,"  "Let us love one another, because love is from God; everyone who loves is born of God and knows God.  Whoever does not love does not know God."  The First Epistle of John  -- Feiler, Bruce, The First Love Story - Adam, Eve, and Us, New York, Penguin Press, 2017.


� "We all have past loves that even though long gone still call to us when we least expect it, inviting us to remember them in our darkest moments of doubt, as our current lovers, partners, or spouses lie next to us in the bed, wondering who is calling."  Feiler, Bruce, The First Love Story - Adam, Eve, and Us, New York, Penguin Press, 2017.


� "But doesn't one's country come first, before any other duties?"  "Yes, very much so, but it is the best thing for our country to have citizens who believe in filial piety."  Curtius, Quintus. On Duties,, Charleston: Fortress of the Mind Publications, 2016.


� I asked a question of the instructor at Goodfellow AFB about how to keep track of more than just a few targets when working the "X" position.  He told me that I would figure it out when I began work at the position on the aircraft.  In the classroom, there were only a few targets that we practiced on.  On the aircraft I did figure it out.


� "If indeed we have learned anything in philosophy, it should be enough for us to realize that, even if we can conceal our crimes from gods and men, we still must never do anything, motivated by impulses of greed, injustice, caprice or intemperance."  Curtius, Quintus. On Duties, Charleston: Fortress of the Mind Publications, 2016.


� A good and just man "is one who tries to assist others when he can and who harms no one unless attacked first."  Curtius, Quintus. On Duties, Charleston: Fortress of the Mind Publications, 2016.


� We also secured a half dozen or so Cuts and LOP's that provided valuable information.


� "Bullies seem to know instinctively how to hurt you, how to make you feel defenseless and weak.  They know what you're feeling and they can play a sonata on your feelings as if you were a violin."  Alda, Alan, If I Understood You, Would I Have This Look on My Face? New York, Random House, 2017.


� Also, know as "snakes in the head", by an Equine Assisted Psychotherapy (EAP) mentor named Jim Hardee from Darlington, South Carolina.  Jim was the horse person on our EAP team.  See Security Operation in the notes section.  Jim is a former enlisted USAF member.


� Some citizens think that the word hero implies that the soldier was unaffected by the war experience, but that is not true.  Use of the word hero in this situation was not acceptable.  It demonstrates that I was not thinking clearly.


� "The point of greatest danger for an individual who is confronted with a great crisis is not in the period when he is preparing for battle or actually fighting the battle but in the period immediately after the battle is over.  Then, at that time he will find himself emotionally and mentally and physically exhausted and it is then that the decisions he makes must be watched most carefully."  Richard Nixon quoted in Farrell, John A., Richard Nixon The Life, New York; Doubleday, 2017.


� "The disaster in Vietnam was not the result of impersonal forces but a uniquely human failure, the responsibility for which was shared by President Johnson and his principal military and civilian advisors.  The failings were many and reinforcing: arrogance, weakness, lying in the pursuit of self-interest, and, above all, the abdication of responsibility to the American people."  McMaster, H. R., Dereliction Of Duty, New York, HarperCollins Publishers, 1997.


� Effie Scoggins Denney Barrett - She was a civilian employee of the USAF for many years.


� While on a quest to learn about meditation, I studied Greek, Kabbalah, Hindu, Buddhist and Christian practices, but settled on Eknath Easwarah's "Eight-Point Program" and the use of inspirational passages like the Prayer of St. Francis of Assisi.  Visit the Blue Mountain Center of Meditation on the Internet. www.easwaran.org


� Chief Master Sergeant (E-9) - The highest enlisted rank in the US Air Force.
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