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Dave Barr had had a penchant for trouble since day one, born in the back of a car, shooting by
the time he was five, riding a motorbike at seven, Dave regularly got into fights at school. The
only reading Dave would do growing up involved motorbikes, shooting, westerns and the military.
After reading Battle Cry by Leon Uris aged 12 he knew he wanted to be a Marine. Following a
series of menial jobs, working at a barbers and in service stations, at 17 he joined the Marines
before shipping out to Vietnam. This was his dream come true, flying as a helicopter gunner, he
ended the war with an impressive 57 Air Medals.After leaving the Marines, like many veterans
Dave found it hard to hold down a good job and stay out of trouble. It was then that he read
about Israel. Always looking for a rush Dave learnt to skydive before he deciding to take his
chances, emigrating illegally to Israel. He was inducted into the Israeli Army and then the
Paratroops, where the training was difficult, involving long tough marches, and learning Hebrew.
After serving his time he left Israel - back in the USA Dave was stuck in a rut and ready for his
next adventure....This is the first volume in the gripping and action-packed memoirs of Dave
Barr, providing a rich and colorful account of one man's odyssey as a professional soldier,
seeing war at the 'sharp end'.

About the AuthorDave Barr (born April 12, 1952) is an American veteran of the Vietnam War and
a motorcyclist best known for being the first double amputee to circumnavigate the globe. He
lives in Bodfish, California where he is hired to as a motivational speaker traveling in the Us and
abroad. He is also the author of three books and was inducted into the American Motorcycle Hall
of Fame in 2000. Plus the Strugis Motorcycle Hall of Fame in 2013. Barr joined the US Marine
Corps when he was 17 and served in Vietnam on a helicopter gunship. After his discharge from
the Marines in 1972 he lived in various locations around the world and served in the armed
forces of several countries, including: two years with the Israeli Parachute Regiment and one
year Rhodesian Light Infantry. He was in the middle of two years of service with the South
African Defence Force when he was injured in a land-mine explosion in Angola in 1981. In 1981
while riding in a military vehicle in southern Angola, his vehicle drove over a land mine and the
resulting explosion cost him both of his legs, above the knee on the right and below the knee on
the left. Prosthetic legs allowed him to complete his tour of duty. In 1990 Barr being the first
person to ride a Harley-Davidson 83,000 miles around the world. He went on to do a Guinness
Book record ride including a 13,000 mile Atlantic to Pacific segment across Northern Europe,
Russia,and Siberia in the dead of winter.From Dec 8, 1996 to Apr- 1997. Barr also set a second
world record for riding what he called The Southern Cross. In just 45 days form October to Nov
2002, he completed the first motorcycle journey ever between the four extreme geographical
corners of the Australian continent" --This text refers to the paperback edition.
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Dave Barr has had a penchant for trouble since day one: born in the back of a car; shooting by
the time he was five; riding a motorbike at seven …Dave regularly got into fights at school – and
the only reading he would do growing up involved motorbikes, shooting, Westerns and the
military. After reading Battle Cry by Leon Uris aged 12, he knew he wanted to be a Marine.
Following a series of menial jobs – including working at a barbers and in service stations – at 17
he joined the Marines before shipping out to Vietnam. This was his dream come true – flying as a
helicopter gunner – and he ended the war with an impressive 57 Air Medals.After leaving the
Marines, like many veterans Dave found it hard to hold down a good job and stay out of trouble.
It was then that he read about Israel. Always looking for a rush, Dave learnt to skydive before
deciding to take his chances – emigrating illegally to Israel. He was inducted into the Israeli Army
and then the Paratroopers, where the training was difficult – involving long tough marches, as
well as learning Hebrew. After serving his time, he left Israel – and back in the USA, Dave was
stuck in a rut and ready for his next adventure …This is the first volume in the gripping and
action-packed memoirs of Dave Barr – providing a rich and colorful account of one man’s
odyssey as a professional soldier: seeing war at the ‘sharp end’.Dave Barr was born in Los
Angeles California, April 12, 1952 and raised in West Covina California where he attended
school; his high school was Edgewood High.He entered the US Marine Corps on June 30, 1969;
the Israeli Parachute Brigade from May 1975 to May 1977; the Rhodesian Army, Rhodesian
Light Infantry, January 1980 to December 1980; and the South African Army, 44 Parachute
Brigade, Pathfinder Company, from January 1981 to January 1983.Dave now lives in Bodfish
California, in the mountains and his hobbies include sky diving (from June 1973 to May 2011),
pistol shooting and motorcycling.He wrote Riding The Edge, the chronicles of a journey around
the world on his 1972 Harley Davidson (self-published); Riding The Ice, his Guinness Record
ride across Northern Europe, Russia, and Siberia in the winter of 1996–1997, on his 1996 Harley
Davidson Sportster (self-published) and also made a documentary of his Southern Cross
Adventure, another Guinness Record ride to the four extreme compass points of the Australian
continent on a 2002 Harley Davidson Sportster.Dave has two children, Luke and Jillian
Barr.Helion & Company Limited26 Willow RoadSolihullWest MidlandsB91 1UEEnglandTel. 0121
705 3393Fax 0121 711 4075Email: info@helion.co.ukWebsite:Twitter:Visit our blogPublished by
Helion & Company 2015Designed and typeset by Farr out Publications, Wokingham,
BerkshireCover designed by Euan Carter, Leicester ()Printed by Lightning Source, Milton
Keynes, BuckinghamshireText © Dave Barr 2015Photographs © Dave Barr unless noted
otherwiseBritish Library Cataloguing-in-Publication Data.A catalogue record for this book is
available from the British Library.All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be
reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, electronic,
mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the express written consent of Helion
& Company Limited.For details of other military history titles published by Helion & Company
Limited contact the above address, or visit our website:We always welcome receiving book
proposals from prospective authors.This book is dedicated to Colonel Breytenbach, but for



whose bravery that fateful day on August 29, 1981 this story would not be told.To Luke Coztze
who was always there to listen.To all the Marines and Israeli soldiers that I served with, thank
you for the time we served together.Lastly to my mother and father, Lucille and Preston Barr, for
always understanding and standing by me.ContentsList of
photographsGlossaryAcknowledgementsThe Early Years1 ChildhoodMy Marine Experience2
Marine Boot Camp3 Vietnam4 The End of the Marine CorpsBasic Training, Israel5
Going to Israel6 Basic Training, Israel7 Basic Training Continued8 NCO9 Returning
HomeList of photographsInsert 1Dave, aged two, with Taffy - the family’s collie dog.Dave, aged
three, posing for a photo.Dave, aged four, with his father, Preston; his mother, Lucille; and
Taffy.Dave, aged four, with a young neighbor in La Crescenta, CA.Dave, aged 10, playing the
accordion – and not so well!A PBY Catalina in dive somewhere over the Pacific Ocean between
1942 and 1945. This photo was presumably taken by Preston Barr from his aircraft.Preston Guy
Barr and his friend, Bill, standing in front of the PBY in the Pacific, 1943.A crew posing in front of
the PBY in the Pacific, 1944. Preston is in the middle of the front row.Dave on Graduation Day at
the MCRD in San Diego, CA, September 14, 1969.Dave in his hooch after a brawl at Marble
Mountain in Da Nang, Vietnam, 1970.Graduation Day - September 14, 1969 at the MCRD in
San Diego, CA. Standing from left to right: Cousin Mindy, Kristine Prause, Dave, Lucille Barr,
Preston Barr and Mary Ellen (Dave’s sister).Dave and Kristine Prause going to the Marine Corps
Birthday Ball at the Hollywood Palladium, CA, November 10, 1969.Another photograph of Dave
and Kristine going to the Marine Corps Birthday Ball.Dave leaning on the external LMG of “The
Greasy Rider” in Vietnam, December–January 1970–71.Dave in front of the TV-13 “The Greasy
Rider”. This gunship had four external LMGs and two internal LMGs. The rocket pods could hold
18 2.75” 7 lb warhead rockets.Insert 2Mike Swaitecki’s Helo “The Muff Diver” loaded with two
three-stage concussion bombs.Mike Swaitecki’s Helo the “Muff Diver” on a rocket run in Vietnam
1971. (Taken from Dave Barr’s Helo the “Greasy Rider”.)Two rockets on their way to a hilltop
target from Mike’s Helo.Two gunships on the roll taking off from Marble Mountain in Da Nang,
Vietnam, 1970-71.Mike Swaitecki in Dress Blues after he returned from Vietnam.Bedouin
women and a little girl collecting - what is precious - water in the Judean desert on the edge of
our camp. This was tolerated because the Bedouins were pro-Israel - sometimes serving in the
IDF.Anti-tank training in the Negev Desert, 1976.Showing off in the Negev Desert, 1976.Heflock
and Dave taking a break in the Judean Desert, 1976.Dave and Heflock standing in front of
shelter halves in the Judean Desert, 1976. This was the way they lived while in the field and
training for months at a time.The squad taking a break in the Judean Desert, 1975.Dave and
Zockme. Dave used to have to pick up Zockme in a fireman’s carry when he was being
punished. Both Zockme and Heflock fitted nicely on Dave’s shoulders.Dave during a MAG/LMG
border patrol in the Golan Heights along the Syrian border.Training in the Golan Heights in very
cold weather. This is a Motzov (hilltop position).Dave – in dirty uniform – on Graduation Day from
the NCOs’ course, July 1976.GlossaryBamahaneIn the Base Camp (a Hebrew-language weekly
newspaper published by the Israeli Defense Force)Ben zonason of a whoreBetzimeggs (and



slang for balls)Ehad al ehadone-on-one (fireman’s carry)En mesihin beshat aa’ruhaNo talking at
dinner while eatingEshshootGashoshBedouin trackerGoozenika tin can cut open and filled with
dirt and diesel. Set alight, it could be used as a markerGoshgo now fastHamormuleHayal
cravieoperational soldierHeder ochelcafeteriaHermoneathilltop command postHondemolition
groupHorrahcircle danceJabalhillKaskeshansomeone that runs their mouth off all the
timeLeahleafchange positionsMaalcamp of tents where we lived in the
desertsMadossexerciseMagodBattalion CommanderMainikimMay intake of personnel (also
maynik, mau mau)Masaforce march (can be up to 80 km)Masaw pacalforce march of 50 km with
full ammunition and weapon loadmekapeleta girl soldier that folds parachutesMemcaf (plural:
Memcafim)squad leaderMem-memPlatoon LTMempayCompany CommanderMesoccoof
GOCMetumtamstupidMifcadaadministration personnelMishavprivately-owned farmsMizdar
conenutreadiness inspection to go to warMutsavfortified hilltop positionOvlefchangePaza-
tztotjumping to prone position from a runPikeyda plugateetroop secretaryPlugaCompanyPluga
rabotimCompany of corporalsPrincipPrincipalRabatCorporalRasapCompany 1st
SergeantRatzrunSadeopen field fightingSamalSergeantSararotesinShefania‘rabbit house’ (a
little hole cut in the side of a trench)Sirret Shecedparachute demolitionsTargile sedermilitary
paradeTel Hara‘Hill of Shit’TeronimrecruitsTreega tall steep slope (in the case of Sanure the
training base it was 700 meters)Zionslang for the dickAcknowledgementsThank you, to Colonel
Joe Yannessa for the time and trouble to edit the Vietnam section so professionally, and for
being a great Gunship pilot. Thank you, to Jose Levich for all the very hard work to edit the Israel
section – the sorting out of the names of places, and many other corrections was a big
task.1ChildhoodMy name is David Scott Barr. I was born on April 12, 1952. My birth was not like
that of most children, for my mother was carrying an illegitimate child. She was obviously a very
brave woman, because in 1952 it was taboo to be pregnant and without a husband. I appreciate
the fact that she did not get an abortion, because if she had I would not be here to tell the story
of my life. I was put on the back seat of a car in a parking lot. That was the last time I ever had
contact with my biological mother. To this very day I do not know who she is. I don’t know who
my real father is, either. There really was no way for me to find out, yet it never bothered me at
all.The owner of the car obviously came back and found a baby on the back seat, and probably
thought that the stork had made a wrong delivery. He called the police and I was duly taken to
Los Angeles General Hospital. I’m not sure how long I stayed there, but at some point I was
farmed out to a foster home and remained there until I was nine months old. At that time I was
adopted and taken to the home of my new parents, Guy and Lucille Barr. These two people
provided me with a secure and loving environment. They were the epitome of their generation –
kids who had grown up during the Depression era. I believe they, and others like them, were
amongst the finest generation of Americans this country has ever known. They were people who
gave their word and then stood by it. They could fix a car, build a house, run a company – all with
little formal education to draw on. Everything they accomplished was through hard work and
hands-on experience. My parents were all this and more, and as far as I’m concerned they were



my true parents.My father had gone into the navy in 1941, when he was 17 years old. He had not
been able to choose to finish high school. He was at Kaneohe Bay, Hawaii where all the PBY
seaplanes were based, when Pearl Harbor was bombed. He spent the whole of the war in the
Pacific, only coming home once to do a course and then return immediately to the theater of
operations, still in PBYs. It was during that instruction course that mom and dad met.My mother
Lucille came from Michigan, but during the Depression her family moved to Burbank, California.
Grandma and Grandpa had a rabbit farm, so every day was a workday, slaughtering and
skinning rabbits for market – not much of a childhood by today’s standards. When the war came
she was one of the multitudes of women who worked in the aircraft industry. She was a Rosie
the Riveter.I grew up in Southern California, and spent my early years in the Pico Rivera area.
One of my earliest memories is of being at Sunday school on a rainy morning. I remember that I
felt like leaving, so I just took off and ran home through the rain instead of waiting for my mom to
pick me up. I was only about four years old and there I was, running through the streets all on my
own. When I got home I was soaking wet, and understandably my mother was both shocked and
furious to see me standing on the front step. Needless to say my dad immediately gave me a
smack across my backside. Throughout my childhood I can remember receiving well-
intentioned, but for the most part ineffective, whippings from my old man, and even more from
my mother. I was one of those kids who was always in trouble for one thing or another. Looking
back on it all now, I think I was just high-spirited. Dad just used to call me a “little fart”.From about
the time I could walk, I remember I loved anything to do with cowboys – cowboy hats, cowboy
guns and of course cowboy boots. I used to walk around looking like a miniature Tex Ritter most
of the time. I guess all those movies my mom took me to on Saturdays kind of rubbed off on me!
One of the more traumatic memories of my younger years comes from my first real exposure to
modern medicine. My folks decided that because the family doctor suggested that I have my
tonsils taken out, they might as well just have me circumcised at the same time. Ouch! I can still
remember the pain I felt – from both ends. My parents’ reasoning was, “Well, if he’s going to be
in a little pain, what’s a little bit more!”I recall going to school for the very first time. It was just
down the street from our house and my mom walked me there. She took me to the school gate,
gave me a motherly hug and sent me on in. As she turned to leave I can remember feeling totally
abandoned and very lonely. That lasted about two whole seconds until I saw the other kids and
realized that I was in kindergarten now. That meant that I was pretty much all grown up, so I
stuck my chin up and headed off into the crowd of screaming tots. Sometime during that year or
the next, I remember being asked to stand in front of the class and share something about my
family with the class. I told them all about my dad, who had been in the navy and who’d flown in
big airplanes over the ocean. This was really big stuff to me, because my dad was a hero as far
as I was concerned.One of my more amusing recollections from that time involves coming home
and proudly telling my mom what I’d learned in school that day. The teacher had taught us to
spell the word “but,” but one of my more advanced classmates had taught me an alternative
spelling – “butt.” Needless to say, my mother was less than impressed by her little boy’s



accomplishments in spelling.I recall the big moment when I was given my first bicycle. Times
were pretty tough and we were living in a twenty-foot trailer behind my aunt’s house. Back then,
my dad was working as a mechanic. He found a beat-up old bike somewhere and I remember
him fixing it up and painting it so it was almost like new. I kept asking him who it was for and he
kept saying that it was for someone else. When my fifth birthday finally came, there it was – my
very own bicycle. I was so proud of that bike that I quickly learned how to ride it up and down the
street. Because I was still so young, my parents set strict limits on how far I could ride on my
own. Of course, like any other hyperactive kid I disregarded those same limits almost
immediately. I can remember sneaking off and riding further and further away from my house.
That was until my dad came looking for me one day, and finally tracked me over a mile away
from home. According to my recollections of a rather sore backside, neither he nor my mom was
very impressed with my roving ways.I can still recall the intoxicating feeling of freedom, of being
out in the world all on my own. Evidently my craving for travel and adventure kicked in pretty
early, and it was something that was to stick with me throughout my life. Unlike the rest of the
kids in the area I preferred to ride on my own. It wasn’t that I didn’t have friends; I did, but I just
knew that I could go faster and cover more ground if someone else wasn’t tagging along. Oddly
enough, I have to admit that I still feel more or less the same way even today.I’ve often wondered
about the way my parents used to discipline me, and later on, my younger sister too. We were
both frequently on the receiving end of what was known in our house as the “board of
education”. Quite literally it was a board of wood my Mom would use to remind us of the
consequences of our various infractions. The number of times we were paddled would depend
not only on the severity of the crime, but more importantly on our ability to squirm out of its
stinging path. Don’t get me wrong; our parents weren’t really any harsher than those of our
friends. That was just the normal method of parenting back then. Funnily enough, when I see my
friends’ and relatives’ kids and how they behave, I can’t help but think their homes might be
better off if they had a “board of education” hanging off the backs of their kitchen doors. When I
compare how we acted as kids and how the youngsters act today, I have to wonder if they aren’t
being shortchanged. We were always outside, running around playing all kinds of games and
getting into all sorts of mischief. By today’s standards, we probably would have seemed a little
wild, but there’s no doubt in my mind that we had more fun and had what you could call a “real”
childhood. Kids today are either playing one organized sport after another, being chauffeured to
their never-ending lessons or obsessing over the latest hi-tech computer game. When do they
ever have time to be kids, to use their imagination, to get out there and – God forbid – even get
into some good old-fashioned mischief? Maybe that’s the whole idea behind it all. They
don’t.Some of the best times of my childhood were spent with my mom’s parents, Harry and
Mary Carter. I loved them both dearly and spent quite a bit of time with them. My grandfather
used to call me “Sewer Rat,” or “Egg Plant.” They had a rather primitive cabin up in the Yucca
Valley area and every now and then I would get to go up there for a weekend. The very first time I
went up there for a visit, it was love at first sight. The desert was the most amazing thing I’d ever



seen. The barren terrain seemed to go on forever and was overwhelming at first, but I soon got
over any fear and couldn’t wait to get out there and explore my new surroundings. In no time I
was out back of the cabin running all over the nearby hills. I soon became familiar with all of the
wild creatures that called the desert their home; lizards, snakes and rabbits, and had the time of
my young life chasing all them.My Grandpa Carter had an old .22 single shot rifle and he let my
dad use it to teach me how to shoot. I thought this was just the greatest thing ever. That old rifle
made a loud noise and had a pretty good kick to it. It was the stuff that every little cowboy like
myself dreamed of. From then on, I was always pestering one or the other to take me out
shooting. More often than not, my unending requests to go “shoot the gun” would result in a
clipped “Leave me alone!” and a smack across the head. Undaunted, I’d just do an about face
and scoot off to the hills to terrify some poor unsuspecting creature. I was never the type of kid to
go off and sulk if I didn’t get my way. I’d simply get sidetracked by something else.As a kid I never
minded being on my own and when it came to the desert, my loner personality served me well.
My parents quickly realized that they couldn’t keep their rather hyperactive son and the Mojave
apart and in all likelihood were probably thrilled to get me out of their hair for a while. I seemed to
be impervious to the more common dangers of the desert and would take parental warnings to
watch out for rattlesnakes as the official go-ahead to try and seek them out.Getting back to life in
the city, about that time my dad was holding down two jobs. He spent his days building a house
in La Crescenta, which was to house his soon-to-be-expanding family. At night he would come
home for a quick dinner with us and then rush off to his night job as a swing shift mechanic for
California Truck Rental. Ultimately he did finish the house, but as he’d spared so little expense
during its construction we could only afford to live in it for a short time and then it had to go on
the market. Not long ago I happened to be in the area and drove by to have a look at the place.
The old man obviously did one heck of a job, because it still looked great after more than forty
years.As I mentioned, the Barr family was growing and the new addition took the form of my new
baby sister, Mary Ellen. Like myself she too was adopted, only at a younger age. I can still
remember the three of us driving over to the hospital to get her in my dad’s 1955 black Ford
station wagon. On the ride back home my sister’s hood came off and I couldn’t believe my eyes.
She was bald! I hollered something to that effect at my folks and then informed them that only
old men like my grandpa were supposed to be bald. From my viewpoint there was obviously
something wrong with her, and it wouldn’t be a bad idea to take her back and get another one –
this time one with hair. Needless to say, my parents weren’t of the same opinion and we did keep
her. Her bald head, however, did prove to be an ongoing source of amusement for me over the
next few months.Unlike myself, there was a record of Mary Ellen’s biological parents. To this day,
though, she has never expressed any interest in locating them. If that had been the case with
me, I probably would have looked them up, at least my mother anyway. I would’ve liked to thank
her for carrying me to full term and allowing me to be adopted into a good family. I have to hand it
to my folks, though, they never had any qualms about telling us that we were adopted and even
offered to help us find our other parents.I remember living in the house that my dad built until



about the time my sister started to crawl. Looking back on it now, I realize that as far as brothers
went, Mary Ellen couldn’t have done much worse. I used to torment her incessantly, much to her
and my parents’ dismay. To a certain extent I think the endless misery I subjected her to affected
our relationship even into adulthood.Our next move took us to West Covina, where my parents
bought the house that they remained in for the next twenty-five years. When my parents finally
decided to sell and move after my dad retired, the house was bought by my cousin and her
husband, so it’s still in the family, so to speak. It’s really something to be able to drop by and see
my old room and the big backyard where I played out my childhood. It was when we first moved
there that I met a bunch of rough and tumble kids just like myself. Our group consisted of myself,
the three Smith brothers; Randy, Greg and Mike, Blair Bushing and Cress and Jim Lorenzo. We
were all pretty rambunctious back then and the numerous pranks we got up to cemented our
friendship, which have lasted a lifetime despite the different twists and turns our lives have
taken.It was with Greg Smith that I probably got into the most trouble. I clearly remember the first
time we decided to be tough guys and smoke. We were probably about eight years old at the
time, and somehow Greg managed to get hold of a full pack of his dad’s L&M cigarettes. I can
remember naively saying, “Cool! Candy cigarettes,” to which Greg replied, “Don’t be a moron!
They’re real.” We took off on our bicycles and pedaled over to a nearby wash. He pulled out
some matches and we lit ’em up like the two tough hombres we thought we were. We’d brought
some toy guns along and started to run all over the wash shooting it up, with the burning
cigarettes clenched between our teeth the whole time. We pretended we were Al Capone and
Elliot Ness and had a great old time, despite turning a sickly shade of green. Unlike most kids
who smoked a cigarette, got sick and never did it again, we kept at it until we got it right.I
remember one of the more colorful scrapes that I got into, this time with Cress Lorenzo. There
was a get-together going on at one of the neighbors’. Somehow seeing all those shiny cars
parked in adjoining driveways and on the curb was just too tempting for us. The next thing we
knew the two of us were hacking off the cars’ seat belts, as back then it was common for them to
hang out the door, if one did not make sure to put them back in the car. We then hung them in a
tree growing in the middle of the front yard. Needless to say, we caught major shit that day, and
were forced to apologize to everyone involved. I worked off the cost of the seat belts by mowing
lawns. The fact was, we were made responsible.Some of our favorite pastimes generally
entailed making life difficult for the unsuspecting citizens of our neighborhood. We’d collect all
the dog and cat turds we could find and then dump them in some poor unsuspecting fool’s
mailbox. We’d stick a couple of firecrackers into the pile as well. We’d light the fuses, slam the lid
shut and take off running, falling all over ourselves with our hysterical laughter. One of us would
sneak back and close the box. With the hot and humid summer days, it wouldn’t take long for
what was left in the box to ferment into something truly disgusting, so there would be a nice
surprise waiting for whoever opened it up next. Using our brains obviously didn’t come into play
that often because we’d usually target one of the houses close to home – the result being the all
too frequent phone calls from irate neighbors threatening some action or another.We had a



variation of this prank, and it involved nabbing some poor cat unlucky enough to have crossed
our path. This time the unhappy recipient was the local mailman. It would take a combined effort
to shove the terrified kitty into someone’s mailbox. With the lid securely latched down it was only
a matter of time until the cat was in a fever-pitched frenzy. When the unsuspecting mailman
came sauntering down the street, finally reached the box and opened the door, the cat saw the
light of day and exited with the force of a rocket and a roar just as loud.My dad had built me a
tree fort that was something else. It was actually higher up than the roof of our house, and
thereby provided my cohorts and me with a dangerous amount of privacy. My dad had closed off
the roof and walls of the fort with canvas, which made it all the more tempting for us to get up to
no good. I used to climb up a rope to gain access to my private domain and would then haul the
rope up after me, thereby ensuring total seclusion. I remember being up there with my buddy
Greg one day after school. He’d brought a pack of his dad’s L&M smokes with him, as it was his
turn to steal them that week. We’d developed what we thought was a foolproof system for
supplying our habit. One week I’d sneak a pack of Salem cigarettes from my mom, and the next
week it was Greg’s turn to get them from his old man. We figured that we were two pretty slick
characters and never dreamed they’d catch on. Little did we know that our game was up as we
sat up there that day, puffing away in contentment. Evidently mom’s inner radar had picked up on
some serious vibes, which likely translated into, “All right, where is the little turd?” The next thing
we knew, my mother’s face was staring right at us. Without giving it a second thought, we each
dropped our smokes and dived out the back of the fort, only to land with a thud some twelve feet
below. Greg was up on his feet in a flash and without even looking back he was over the
neighbor’s fence. I, on the other hand, was not so lucky. In a panic I started to scramble like
some cornered rat, while my mother somehow managed to get back down the ladder she had
brought and start after me. Before I knew it she had a death grip on the scruff of my neck and
was hauling my ass in through the back door. I knew it was only moments before I was face to
face with the “board of education”. I could never figure out what was worse, the noise which
sounded like artillery fire or the sting which felt like lightening striking. In the past I’d put my
hands across my butt in attempts to protect it, but soon discovered that hurt even more. I
remember wandering around in a miserable sulk for quite some time after that episode.
Needless to say, no sympathy came my way.Another one of our favorite activities with respect to
tree houses was called “King of the Fort”. A whole bunch of us would climb up into the Smith
boys’ fort and then we’d take turns trying to shove each other out. We all thought it was
absolutely hilarious when one of us would tumble out. We’d just hoot and holler and look down at
the one groaning and rolling around on the ground. When I look back on it now, I’m amazed that
none of us so much as broke a bone. We must have been pretty tough kids.I can still clearly
recall Christmas that same year. I always looked forward to the holidays because my grandma
and grandpa would always bring me my very own pumpkin pie. Now you have to understand the
significance of this. As an eight-year-old if anyone had told me I could only have one food for the
rest of my life without a doubt, I would have chosen pumpkin pie. Every year I got to pig out on



the stuff and didn’t have to share it with anyone, not even my sister. Well, that year I was in for an
even bigger treat. A whole bunch of our family and friends had come over to celebrate. Us kids
were busy working our way through what seemed to me, anyway, a mountain of gifts. The grown-
ups meanwhile were growing more and more festive with each additional glass of Christmas
cheer. I spied an unusual-looking package and could see that it had my name on it. I started
getting excited even before I picked it up. It was long and flat and to me that meant only one
thing. A gun! I could barely manage to rip the paper off, I was so wired. When I finally had it
unwrapped I was absolutely thrilled. It was a 177-caliber pellet gun, with a box of pellets to go
along with it. It was all shiny and new, and even more importantly, it was mine. That present
basically ruined any enthusiasm I might have had for my remaining presents. I think I managed
some rather perfunctory “thank yous” but that was about it. Inside I was just dying to get outside
and start shooting up the neighborhood. As soon as my parents let me, I made my escape out
into the backyard. With the warnings of “Be careful!” still ringing in my ears I joyfully embarked on
a bird-killing spree, which in all honesty was to continue for the next few years. I guess my
military tendencies started making themselves known pretty early on. Over the next few months,
both my dad and grandpa instilled in me a good sense of weapon safety. My dad especially
taught me about the right way to shoot the gun in and around our house. This consisted of things
like: never shoot up into the trees, leave the neighbors’ cats alone, don’t shoot your sister – that
sort of thing. I of course always reassured him that there was no need for worry, and in fact when
it came to firearms my normal mischievous nature took a back seat.It wasn’t long before my
buddy Cress was also given a pellet gun. From that point on, there was no doubt about it: the
birds of the neighborhood didn’t stand a chance. Oddly enough, the neighbors didn’t seem to be
in the least bit fazed when one or the other of us two snot-nosed little kids would clamber over
their fences in search of our winged adversaries. Things certainly couldn’t be more different now,
as my sister pointed out to me in a recent conversation. Not long ago a friend of her twelve-year-
old son had brought his unloaded pellet gun out on to his front yard to show it off to his buddies.
A neighbor across the street saw the kid with a gun and immediately called the cops. It only took
moments for LA’s uniformed army to arrive and have the youngster surrounded and in handcuffs.
As he was driven off to the police station his parents could only look on in disbelief.Besides
terrorizing the neighborhood birds, Cress and I had another use for our trusty pellet guns. Next
to our house lived the Vias, a very nice and very large Mexican family. They had eleven kids.
They would get one kite per child per season, flying their kites out in the street in front of their
house. Cress and I would lay in wait in a little hole we’d dug out in the ground in an empty lot
down the street. We’d wait until they had them well up into the air and then we’d take aim.
Eventually we’d actually hit them and slowly but surely we’d put hole after hole into their flimsy
little kites. At first the things would put up a valiant struggle, oscillating this way and that, but
inevitably they’d start their slow descent down to the ground. We’d be nearly killing ourselves
with laughing so hard while the poor Via kids would be staring down on the ground at their kites,
now riddled with little holes. Despite all their hollering and carrying on, I don’t think they ever



figured out what happened.One of the best places in the area to scope out birds was in the fruit
trees in the yard of our neighbor, George Carns. He was a fascinating old character and I loved
to spend time over there. He’d see me coming and would shout in his gruff voice, “Come on over
here, Scotty. You can shoot all the birds you want.” He’d sit on the porch and watch my attempts,
and then when I’d tired of shooting he’d regale me with tales of his younger days as a
government bounty hunter. His brother Fred, who lived with him, would tell me stories about
George’s incredible exploits with guns. They’d been orphaned early on and supported
themselves as teenagers by trapping animals in the more remote parts of Kansas. I remember
feeling real honored that these two old-timers would even give me the time of day – and even
better yet, share all their stories with me.About the time I turned nine, I developed an interest in
money, and set about earning some in as many ways as possible. My first entrepreneurial efforts
involved mowing lawns for several of our neighbors. George Carns was one of my first paying
customers. He would let me use his big old King-O-Lawn mower and I headed over to George’s
every Saturday morning. I’d start the machine and let it warm up and then hit the drive button. I
had to really watch it because that thing had a tendency to take off. Every now and then the drive
button would get stuck and I wouldn’t be able to get it to shut off. More than once the mower
started tearing around the yard at full bore, dragging me behind it the whole while. I’d be running
into things, and branches from the trees would be whipping my face. George would just sit there
on his porch, his craggy weather-beaten face breaking into laughter. Every now and then he’d
shout over at me: “Better be careful with that thing, young fella!” I’ve no doubt that it was a pretty
amusing sight but the fact that he was about half tanked by then didn’t hurt either.By the time the
job was finished I’d be all hot and sweaty, but good old George knew just the thing to remedy the
situation. He’d slip me a quart bottle of Schlitz beer. I had a feeling my mom wouldn’t approve of
me drinking at such a tender age, but George didn’t seem to think there was anything wrong with
it. If I ever got called on it, I just figured I could use the excuse, “You always told me to respect my
elders, didn’t you?” George was definitely older and I certainly didn’t think it was right for me to
turn down his hospitality. One time my folks did catch me with beer on my breath, but I never told
them where I got it. It didn’t seem right to rat on my old buddy George. Years later when I was
grown up, I recollect having a conversation with my parents. I don’t remember how the topic
came up, but they told me that they’d known all along about that extra little payment George
used give me.Despite all the childhood fun I was having in my spare time, the other areas of my
life weren’t so great. I couldn’t stand school, and thought that most of my teachers were pretty
lame. The fact that I was really hyper and had a problem concentrating on anything didn’t help
much with the scholastic efforts. Only recently did I come across an article on different learning
disorders, ADD in particular. When I read about the typical characteristics that these kids have, I
seemed to remember being almost identical in my behavior.When it came to schoolwork, I had a
real problem with reading. In fact, until I was eight I really couldn’t read at all. That was when my
mom decided I needed some help, and hired a tutor for me. The extra attention paid off, and I
ended up catching on pretty quick. Within just a few months I was able to manage well enough



that my folks bought me a whole set of Zane Gray’s Western novels. From that point on, I was
hooked. I quickly developed a love of reading and the whole world that it opened up for me. More
often than not I’d hide out in my room and read some story while the rest of the family watched
television. To me, there was nothing better than really getting into a story, and thinking about
what an adventure life was like back in the old days. That love of reading has stayed with me
right through my life, and even now I’ll generally read for an hour every night.Although my
reading skills improved, my attitude towards school certainly did not. I still thought my teachers
were more or less stupid. The fact that I refused to do any homework didn’t make me too popular
with them, either. I was giving them my time during the day and as far as I was concerned that
was more than enough. When I look back on it, the only things that I did like about school were
recess and spit wads. As for the latter, could there be anything more disgusting and delightful
than to nail some unsuspecting classmate with one of those gooey little wads of paper? Some of
our class spit-wad wars were so spectacular that I can still picture the floor strewn with them,
and the face of the clock almost obliterated by our revolting ammunition.As for recess, when it
came to getting along with the other kids I can’t say that I did too well in that area. I just had a
feeling that I was different from them, and it probably came across in my attitude. I had no
interest in conforming and being a good little student, like most of the other kids. I had a quick
temper back then and it sure didn’t take much to set me off. Fights happened regularly out in the
schoolyard and more often than not I’d find myself right in the thick of it. When I think about it
now it was all rather comical. All it would take would be for some kid to look at me the wrong way
and I’d be on him like a terrier with a rat. My quarrelsome nature lessened only somewhat by the
time I reached high school. I still wouldn’t back down from a fight, but I like to think that I didn’t go
looking for them quite as much.Like most kids, I lived for summer vacation. For the Barr family
that always meant our annual two-week camping trip up at Lake Isabella. The lake was actually a
man-made body of water, the result of Kern County flooding part of a valley in 1959. It was about
a 180-mile drive up from the LA area. The drive itself was always exciting, because my dad and
his best friend (Uncle Bruce to us) would race each other up to the lake every single year. Now
to understand why I thought this was so much fun, you’ve got to imagine the following: two grown
men racing up the winding – and I mean serious corkscrew winding – Kern River Canyon road in
their respective family station wagons. Each car would be towing a 14-foot boat complete with
an outboard motor. Now add a carload of toys, pets, a complaining wife and a couple of
screaming, carsick kids – you get the idea. Occasionally neighbors down in LA would also be
dying to get rid of their kids and my folks would happily bring them along as well.I will never
forget coming back into camp one morning with a live rattlesnake, and running proudly up to my
father as this thing was whipping around and rattling loudly, while I held its head in a death grip. I
shoved it proudly in my Dad’s face and his eyes looked likely to pop out of his head! I won’t
repeat word for word what he said, but it was to the effect of: “Get that thing out of here, and
don’t ever bring one back into camp alive!” anyway. Ah, how some of my great moments of glory
were dashed!Looking back, I now realize how much freedom I really had as a child. When I was



11, I had a job shining shoes at a barbershop in a bowling alley, and worked at that until I was
13, then when I went to high school I worked in service stations, full time when I wasn’t in school.
The deal was that if I failed a grade, that was it – no more working. So I really applied myself and
got average grades. I liked being independent, and having my own money. Maybe it was the only
way my folks could get me to do any studying at all. By the time I was 16 I was working 50 hours
or more a week, as well as school. I had bought my first motorcycle, a Honda 55cc, then my first
car, a Volkswagen Beetle. I also rolled it a week or so after I bought it. Dad and I banged it out,
then primered it up and that was how I drove it from then on.Sometime in January 1969, my
father and mother sat me down and said that that they thought that I was wasting my time in high
school, which was true. They said that if I were willing to apply myself in school and get all “B”
grades, then they would be willing to sign my papers to go into the marines. This was too good to
be true, as I’d admired the marines since reading Leon Uris’s Battle Cry when I was 12.I asked
my dad why I had to get “B” grades. My father looked at me with his intelligent, humorous black
eyes, furrowed his brow, and said, “I want the rest of the family to know that you are not as stupid
as they think you are.”The stage was set. I worked hard at getting those grades. The dream I had
had was now within my grasp. Thinking back on it, the decision to allow me to go into the
marines must have been a big one indeed. In 1969, the Vietnam War was in full swing. My father
was no stranger to war. I asked years later why they had let me go with the war on. My father said
that they knew that between what the Marine Corps was going to give me in training, and
knowing me, they had little worry that I would come back like a bad smell. I am not sure that I
could make a decision such as that for my child. Maybe they saw in me what I couldn’t see in
myself.It was about this time that love started to bloom. There was a girl in my English class
named Kristine Prause. She had shiny brown hair, brown eyes, olive skin – and to say the least
she became the apple of my eye. None of the girls paid much attention to me as I was so
outspoken about the Vietnam War. All the others were against it. I felt that they didn’t know what
they were talking about. None of them had been there. My country, right or wrong. That was what
I felt.There was also the fact that I always had grease under my fingernails. Working full time in a
service station doesn’t leave much time for socializing. Not that I would have anyway. I was more
or less a social outcast. I did have friends, but when it came to sports I was the one that no one
wanted to have on their team. I couldn’t hit, kick or catch a ball worth a damn. This was also a big
disappointment to my dad.So with these things working against me it was a wonder that
someone as lovely as Kris paid me any mind at all. We had the occasional date, but always the
big time of my day was when I would go to pick her up at her house, and take her to school.As
the months passed on that last semester, I was in my own dreamland. I was going to go into the
marines! This put me heads above the other kids, who were only going to finish high school.
Then there was Kris. She really made me feel like I was someone special. A real man.But the
clock was ticking, and my life was about to start changing.2Marine Boot CampOn my
seventeenth birthday, I went down to the recruiting station in La Puenta, California. There I met
Gunnery Sergeant Chivers and Staff Sergeant Jess Pachiko, the recruiters for the area we lived



in. We sat down and started talking. They wanted me to enlist for four years and I agreed, but if
they had said 10 years I probably would have enlisted for 10 years. We filled out the papers and
then they told me that I would have take various tests when I got to the Los Angeles Induction
Center.I would have to take an examination, I thought to myself. Oh! Oh! – something to do with
school again. I have to know something, and I never learned anything in school! I asked them
whether there was anything I could do to prepare for the test, and they gave me some books to
read. I can remember reading these books and saying to myself, “You have got to be a genius to
get in the Marine Corps”. Little did I know that you did not have to be a genius to get in the
United States Marine Corps. You just had to have a hard ass. I reported to the Los Angeles
Induction Center and took a whole lot of written examinations, which I found mentally
challenging. Then I had to wait about a week for the results.Once the results came, and they
were positive – I was cleared to enlist – I was elated! I could have levitated! I walked as if I was a
big man – a big shit. I was going into the marines! My father saw the progress that I was making
and he signed the papers – but we were still going to keep our agreement. I had to get all “B”
grades or he would take his blessing away.That was all right. He did not have to worry about it
because the one thing he had instilled in me was that if I gave my word to do something, then I
would do it and that would be that – or don’t give your word that you will do something. That was
one of my dad’s big philosophies and it has stuck with me to this very day.We did my proper
enlistment. My dad said I was only to go for three years, not four. If I wanted to re-enlist, that was
my decision but he would only let me go for three years. I thought to myself, “Three years is
better than nothing,” so I went ahead. Both Staff Sergeant Pachiko and Gunnery Sergeant
Chivers were infantrymen. They were both Vietnam veterans and Gunnery Sergeant Chivers
was a Korean veteran as well. They were tough marines and I could look up to these guys.
These were real people, to be admired at the time and that was what I wanted. I wanted to be in
the infantry. If I went to Vietnam I wanted to fight, I wanted to know what it was all about; I wanted
to be a marine. It was the first time I had heard the saying but I was to hear it many more times in
the near future. Staff Sergeant Pachiko would say, “Dave, when you become a marine, it is the
day you were shot at and you killed the son of a bitch that shot at you. That is when you will really
be a marine. In the meantime you are just going into the Marine Corps to be a recruit.”This time
of my life was very special; I was continually on a high and also now had Kris at my side. We
were at the stage of our relationship where we still had not kissed yet but she cared about me, or
I thought she did. I picked her up at her house every morning (she lived on the other side of West
Covina), dropped her off at school and then parked my car.This was a big time of my day
because I was working and she had a full day of classes. We saw each other at least once a day,
and we also went to the odd movie on a Saturday night, if I was off. It was great for me to have a
girl, and an attractive girl as well.I remember that the biggest thing in my life that year was
passing into the Marine Corps. The date for my induction into the corps had now been set: it was
to be on June 30,1969. I was a big wheel around the school with all the other kids. There was no
one else going into the Marine Corps at the time. No one was stupid enough. The marines were



mostly voluntary and other kids that were going to graduate were either going to college or to
some bullshit course where they could not be drafted into the United States Army. So there I
was, the odd man out as usual, in my closing year of high school.I recall that the time seemed to
drag – Monday to Friday, the weekends. There was nothing else in my life except the prospect of
going into the marines at the end of June. This was everything I had dreamed of and I was as
good as away.Driving, well, Uncle Joe, one of my uncles, always said, “You will be hell on wheels
when you start driving,” and he was quite right. It was a wonder that I did not wreck the
Volkswagen a dozen times over. I was a wild kid and everything was going great in my life
because I was going into the Marine Corps.Some time around this time I bought a gallon of red
mountain wine and went out into the desert. I climbed to one of the highest peaks I could find in
the Lucern area, and put the bottle in a little cranny I had found in the rocks. I then went down the
mountain and continued with my hunting. I took no more rattlesnakes home. I left the wine up
there for a good two months.I had a buddy, Mitch Christie, who lived in the area. One day I
suggested we go out to the desert and I told him about the gallon of wine I had buried up there.
That Saturday afternoon we drove out to the desert. I climbed the mountain and managed to find
the bottle of wine. We took it all the way down the rock face – it was a challenge, even to
anybody who was a rock climber, but I was totally without fear. We got down to the bottom and
made a little fire, as it was dark by then. We started to drink the wine and finished the whole
gallon. It was called Red Mountain something or other and it was rotgut piss. We got drunker
than skunks. This was the first booze binge I had ever been on and when we woke up the next
morning the sleeping bags had been burnt, the wine bottle had been broken and our heads hurt
from being hung over. We then tried to shoot a jackrabbit but did not have much motivation. That
was my first real hangover, and that was the last time I went on a drinking binge until I went into
the marines.So through the closing days of high school I went, and then school was over. June
12, 1969 was my last day at Edgewood High School in West Covina. There was no graduation
ceremony for me, only for the seniors who were graduating that year. I was really on top of
things. I had already quit my job and I had money in my pocket.Kris and I spent the next two
weeks together and it was beautiful. We went to Disneyland and San Diego Zoo. We went on our
own in my beat-up old Volkswagen. It was a time when we were becoming adults and we felt like
adults. I would say I loved Kristine very much, if a kid of 17 knows what love is. We also went
down to Huntingdon beach and drove along the Pacific coast until we came to a restaurant that
overlooked the ocean. We had dinner around sunset and watched the sun go down over the
ocean. For a pair of young kids it was romantic and beautiful. It felt very special to us and made
us feel like adults. After dinner we took a walk down on to the beach and I had a packing blanket,
which I spread on the beach so we could sit and watch the waves crashing on to the shore.
There was no one in sight. We were alone, so I kissed Kristine for the first time. I was in seventh
heaven because she was the greatest thing in my life at that moment. She was fantastic, and she
really cared for me. I had not experienced anything like it in all the time I was in high school. I was
too busy working and getting into other trouble to have time for girls. Maybe it would have been



different if a girl had shown an interest, but none did, only Kris. So that kiss, there on the beach,
sealed my love for her and to this day I still have a very soft spot for her in my heart.I also spent
time with Kristine’s family. Her father and mother really liked me. They thought I was great. Her
father, Bill Prause, was in the Los Angeles police force and it was during that time he invited me
over for a barbecue. Then my mom and dad had Kristine over. We were in a new league now,
and we were adults. Her father recognized me as something special because I was going into
the marines, and he could identify with that because he had been with the LA police for many
years.Kris and I went to a party one night; we were drinking coke because the parties at that time
were pretty clean. We would listen to rock and roll music. Suddenly everyone was in the room
and the boys had to kiss a girl other than their partner. I did not want this to happen, as I felt very
jealous, so I said to Kris, “Let’s go,” and she agreed. At about that time we heard a crash. We
went outside and found that someone had driven into the back of my Volkswagen, giving it
another dent (but nothing serious). I ran out there and beat the hell out of the guy who was
driving the car. I was a big shit now and had to live up to my reputation as I was going into the
Marine Corps. I duly whipped the guy and was happy that I did. I don’t know what I would have
done with myself had I lost that fight, especially in front of my girlfriend. Typical male pride!By
this time I was smoking regularly and in front of my parents. As far as drinking was concerned, I
would occasionally have a beer with my dad if he gave me one but had not been on any booze-
ups except the one I described previously. I was not a drinker at all, although I did smoke
cigarettes – often they were my mother’s. She would always say, “Oh! So you’re back into the
cigarettes again! You know you should start paying for these things around here now.” I always
paid my way. My dad made sure I paid $40 rent per month from the time I started working full
time. He said to me, “Well, you are not going to be keeping up the yards around here any more. I
now have to hire a gardening service, and you are going to pay for it. You want to work, you have
to pay rent.” So for the past three years I had been paying $40 per month rent. It was only fair,
because there was grease everywhere. I was never really clean and I remember being a source
of irritation to both my parents. My mom would say to me, “Wipe your shoes, take your shoes off
before you come inside, wash your hands outside, do this, do that, I do not want your grease all
over the walls.” Well, she was a typical mom, I suppose, and I was a typical son.Time was
running out – June 30 was fast approaching. I was more excited than I could ever express. All the
adventures I had ever read about were soon to start unfolding for me. On June 30, 1969, a
lifetime of adventure and insecurity were about to begin. The next few days were spent with my
girlfriend Kris. I remember feeling on top of the world. Things were changing, and they were
changing fast.June 29, I went to bed as a civilian. I did not sleep very much that night and I was
up and about at 5.00 a.m. the next morning. A new world was about to start for me and I was
very excited, full of energy. Mom and Dad got up and Mom made me a nice breakfast. I can still
remember sitting there, looking at my parents. I don’t know what Mom was thinking, she had a
poker face. My dad had a nostalgic look on his face – it seemed as if he was looking back at his
life. Later I realized that he was thinking back to when he was seventeen years old and going into



the US Navy: many memories of his past were going through his mind.At 4:00 a.m. my recruiter,
Jess Pachiko, pulled up in front of the house. I kissed my mom and dad goodbye; it was the last
time I would ever walk through that door, facing something big and major in my life, without a tear
in my eye. This time I had a smile. I was a boy going off into a man’s world: a totally different
world and devoid of the realities I had known all my life, or would ever know again.As Staff
Sergeant Pachiko and I drove down the street, I was so elated I was as high as a kite – and it
was great. Today I would be going into the United States Marine Corps and it was the biggest
day of my life. We drove to the Los Angeles Induction Center where guys were inducted into all
four branches of the service, army, navy, air force and marines. I had an interview with a master
gunnery sergeant, who told me a few odds and ends and who also asked me a few questions. I
told him point blank, as only a kid would do, that I was awed by all the stripes and ribbons on his
chest, his tie and his sleeves. He was obviously a Second World War, a Korean, and Vietnam
veteran. I looked at this man in awe and remember asking him, “Is the Marine Corps really going
to make a man out of me?” He replied, “Don’t worry, son, the Marine Corps will make something
out of you, that is for sure.”I left his office and shortly after that I was sworn into the US Marine
Corps. I cannot remember exactly what the oath said but I know I had to raise my right hand and
swear to uphold the constitution of the United States of America and there was something else
in it. I remember feeling so proud. This was all a dedication to the United States of America,
though perhaps not so much to the United States but to the Marine Corps. I had listened to the
stories that Gunnery Sergeant Chivers and Staff Sergeant Pachiko had told me at the recruiting
station. I had been down there a lot before this day. The stories they told me always had to do
with serving not only America, but also serving the Marine Corps.From there we went and had
our first meal in the military. We went to Korkies restaurant, where we ate some crummy fish
sticks and some other garbage. This was to be our new diet.They still had openings, 10 to be
exact, for anyone willing to join the Marine Corps. Since the army apparently had no difficulty, the
gunnery sergeant gave the marines a helping hand.He stood in front of the men lined up on the
opposite side of the hall and with a loud, rather harassing voice shouted, “DO any of you fellows
want to volunteer to join the United States Marines?” You could have heard a pin drop. “All right,
every one count off, ‘one–two–three’.” After everyone nervously counted out their number he
bellowed out, “All the number threes step forward!” and in a soft and rather smug tone, he said,
“Welcome to the United States Marine Corps.” At that, a young man collapsed. The silence
continued. Without a word nine men moved over to the left-hand side of the hallway. The tenth
was dragged along the floor.A new language was then apparent to me; “shitbird” being the first
word I learned. It was very late in the afternoon when the sergeant major announced, “OK, the
rest of you shitbirds move on down the stairs and prepare to meet the buses. You’ll be taken to
the Marine Corps Recruitment Depot in San Diego.”The bus was filled with nervous chatter.
Some of the recruits tried to overcome the tension by telling jokes. It was a long journey, 125
miles to be exact. The coastline appeared as we came to Camp Pendleton, 25 miles long and
the home of 40,000 marines. My thoughts came to an abrupt stop as we exited the freeway at



last in San Diego. The bus stopped outside two enormous gates. A sign read “Marine Corps
Recruitment Depot.” The bus doors opened. A man in a uniform entered. He had on a Smokey
Bear hat. The bus drove on to the base, across the parade field, and stopped outside a large
Quonset hut. In a loud, authoritative voice, he shouted, “Right, you bunch of shit maggots, off the
bus now.” This was not for the fainthearted or the thin-skinned.We were herded to some yellow
footprints on the ground, where we stood for approximately one hour. We were instructed to
shout out “Here!” when they called out our names, at which time the instructors became abusive
to some of the recruits. They then instructed us to leave our belongings on the grinder, also
known as the parade ground. In single file, we went into the first house of horrors for the ultimate
haircut. As I sat in the barber’s chair my thoughts rested on sheep, and an understanding of how
they feel was never so real. Zip! Zip! Zip! My hair was gone in a matter of 30 seconds: the tears
fell down my face. Above the mirror before me was a humorous sign that read, “Please do not tip
the barber.” My feelings were rather if I could, I’d shoot the barber. I could hear the gasps coming
from behind me as I stood up. “Shut your fucking mouths, worms,” the barber replied. Two
hundred and eighty men passed through those barber’s chairs in 30 minutes.The second house
of horrors was where the abuse, physical and verbal, really began. Their vocabulary and
language left something to be desired. “You’re a bunch of mother-fuckers, shit maggots, you’re
lower than the whale shit in the ocean. What excuse have you bunch of hogs got that makes you
think you should be in the marines?” It was after eleven at night, the room was dark and spirits
low. When was this going to stop? Another drill sergeant stood up. “All your belongings, clothes,
rings, watches – anything you hold dear I want putting into the boxes in front of you. That
includes all the clothes you have on. Everything you will require will be issued by the Marine
Corps and not what your mother thinks you need.” Slowly we began to strip. The humiliation was
overwhelming. I stood there naked, wondering what the next house of horrors would hold. We
were issued the basics: tennis shoes, socks, utility trousers, sweatshirt and a utility hat that was
ill-fitting. One of the new recruits decided he was going to speak his mind and informed the drill
sergeant that his hat was to small and his sweats didn’t fit. Before he could finish the drill
sergeant grabbed him by the shirt and pulled him towards his face. “Worm, this is the Marine
Corps and everything fits, now fuck off and get out my sight.” You could have heard a pin drop.
As we walked to the grinder, the drill instructors continued with the yelling and verbal abuse. The
rest of our belongings were put into the boxes. Was I having second thoughts? I am sure
everyone else was. I was on top of the world 24 hours ago, now the terror I felt had me shaking.
How much longer was this torture going to last? We were then instructed to put our addresses
on the boxes. “You can send them to the whore you call mother or to the pimp you call father,”
was one instructor’s command. The boxes were then stacked neatly in the corner. My box of
belongings was delivered to my mother’s house, so I actually did something right that day.As I
stood waiting for the rest of the recruits to finish, a drill sergeant came up to me and started to
scream in my face. As I started to respond, he said, “Your mouth is a sewer. Don’t open your
sewer in front of me.” As I started to say, “Yes Sir…,” he stuck his finger in my eye and said, “That



is an eye, that is an eye, you are a private and a private is scum, and he doesn’t open his mouth
to his superiors.”The smell of the uniforms was one I will never forget. It will always remind me of
my first night in the house of horrors. But it wasn’t over. We were ushered back out to the parade
ground and they made us stand there for what seemed it eternity. It was 4:00 a.m. The only
reason I knew that was because I could hear the reveille being blown. Another hour passed. The
slightest movement from any of us brought a barrage of abuse and a smack.The next command
was one of relief. “Hippity ho, mob go!” I could barely feel my legs as I took a step forward. As we
marched forward I continued to hear some unlucky soul being punished. Oh boy! I missed a
step, and as my thoughts wandered I felt a blow to the back of my head. No explanation came
with it – I only knew I wasn’t going to miss another step. “Hippity ho, mob to the right! Hippty ho,
mob to the left!” It finally came to an end as we marched to the mess hall entrance. The clatter of
trays filled the room as the drill sergeants screamed, “Hurry, private, hurry.”They lined us up in
two columns. “All right, you bunch of pigs, you have six minutes to get in there, eat your slop and
get the fuck out, go.” As we moved through the lines I grabbed a big metal tray. The only voice
you could hear was the drill sergeant’s “Hurry, private, hurry.” The mess men standing behind the
counters had their spatulas and spoons ready. There were no choices. The food was slapped on
the tray, and all the time you could hear, “Hurry, private, hurry.” At the end of the food counter we
were pushed to the far end of the mess hall, obviously reserved for the lowest of the low (that
would be us). I walked to the table, hands and tray shaking. One recruit, who obviously was
oblivious to the instructions, asked the drill sergeant, “Hey, where do we eat?” The drill instructor
knocked his tray out of his hand. The food flew through the air as the instructor said, “Over there.”
I sat down and ate my food with great speed. “This isn’t too bad,” I muttered to the guy next to
me, thinking the last time I had eaten was at Korkies the day before.As I lifted my head for air, I
saw a milk carton flying my way. I ducked, but the guy next to me was too slow. The carton
fragmented, and milk went everywhere. Pointing at me the sergeant said, “Shut your fucking
sewer.” So passed my first meal in the marines. “Get up, get out!” were the next set of
instructions, then “Hurry, private, hurry,” “Come on, you hogs, move it!” As I got up I realized that
some people had only just sat down. Their trays were still full of food. We were tripping over each
other as we made our way out the back door. The barrels outside the door had a purpose. The
first was to scrape off the slops, the second was to clean the trays, the third to dip and rinse.
Then the trays were put into a rack prior to entering the dishwasher. Again the sergeant started
to shout, “Over here, maggots, over here!” We all stepped forward into some kind of formation.
The roll call lasted an hour.“Hippity ho, mob go!” When was this going to end? As we
approached another building, I noticed a Navy Corps insignia. It could only mean one thing, the
medical. We stood there for what seemed forever. My feet were killing me. I thought I heard
music coming from one of the rooms – it reminded me of Kris, and tenderness. I then realized
how much my life had changed in a matter of 24 hours.The radio said it was 6:00 a.m. I was in a
world that was totally alien to me.I thought I’d been a tough kid but this was the Marine Corps,
which meant I had to get tougher if I was going to survive. We stood in single file. It was like the



mess hall, but instead of the spatulas and spoons they had needles and syringes in their hands.
Oh my God! I felt faint. I had an aversion to needles. The recruit in front felt the same as me, and
he hit the floor with a bang. There was no compassion as they continued to give him the shots. In
the next building we were required to strip off, bend over and grab our buttocks with our hands.
The next inspection involved our testes and penises for sexually transmitted diseases. “We’ve
got a crud, we’ve got a crud!” As the rest of the medics approached the new recruit they started
to hit him, shouting, “Look at this fucker, he’s got green around his balls.” Still hitting him, they
dragged him off towards the showers.Out on the parade ground where no one could see us we
stood waiting. As I lifted one foot, then the other, I felt the smack at the back of my head. “How
the Marine Corps recruited slime like you into my group is beyond me.” “Sir, I wanted to kill
communists.” Wrong answer! The sting across my face was still burning five minutes later. “And
why did they let a maggot like you, with a face that looks like a hat full of assholes, into my
Marine Corps?” “Are you as stupid as you look?” There was no response. The instructor took a
step forward, his face nearly touching the young man’s next to me. “Why did you join the Marine
Corps? Why did they let you in?” “I was drafted, I actually wanted to join the army, Sir.” The
sound of the smack echoed around the parade ground. Over the next hour 20 people were
asked the same question and again the answer resulted in verbal and physical abuse. There
wasn’t a right answer. No one dared to move. There was a drill sergeant wandering around and
you didn’t know he was behind you until you felt the smack.Roll call started again. Someone new
had come on the scene, an older-looking staff sergeant. Tall, a bit over six feet, with thick
glasses, crooked front teeth, a bit paunchy. He introduced himself as Staff Sergeant Platoon
Commander Ross of the United States Marine Corps. “You are the sorriest-looking bunch of
mother-fuckers I have ever seen in my life. How they ever let you into the Marine Corps I will
never know. You take your orders from me and when I say jump you ask how high. I’m your
mother, your father and your girlfriend. I am everything that will make any difference to you, you
sorry bunch of mother-fuckers, when you get to Vietnam and the day you have the audacity to
call yourselves marines.”We were on our feet the rest of the morning. Our next meal in the mess
hall was lunch. They continued to knock us about and the slapping on the back of the head was
a regular occurrence. During the march, to stop us they would shout, “Whoa, whoa, hippity hop,
mob stop. Let’s try it again. On the left foot, hippity ho, mob go.” Someone always got it wrong.
“Left right left, your left your right your left.” It looked like a circus act. “Caterpillar whoa, hippity
hop, mob stop.” Smack – someone got it wrong. There was one command that I would hear over
and over again. “Whoa, whoa, hippity hop, mob stop, get down on your mother-fucking knuckles,
that means everyone.” The parade grinder was hot. It was July 1. We were poised in the push-up
position, our knuckles burning from the hot ground. If our bottoms were too high the sergeant
would stomp on our backsides if our bodies were too low to the ground he would kick us in the
side and scream. “Get your ass up. Get your ass down.”We finally arrived at the mess hall. We
formed two lines as the drill sergeant shouted, “Gangway down the middle. OK you mother-
fuckers, all the fat pigs repeat after me ‘oink, oink, pigs to the rear’.” Anyone who was overweight



moved to the back of the lines. There was a motive to this madness, and that was they would
have less time to eat. We hit the mess hall at the same pace as we did for breakfast. “Hurry,
private, hurry.” “This way, mother-fucker, this way,” they shouted. The acoustics were like an echo
chamber, as the mess halls were very old. We stood at the table until it was full, then we had to
wait for the next. When the whole platoon was ready to be seated the drill sergeant gave his
command. “Right, pukes, sit, eat.” I have never eaten as fast as I did in those two days. The next
command, “Up, get the fuck out of the mess hall.” “Hurry, private, hurry.” We went through the
same routine as at breakfast, scrape the trays, wash, dip and rinse and stack them in the
rack.Next we were marched over to another building. Like all the others, it was large and dismal.
We were ordered to sit, what a relief! My feet were killing me. After about 10 minutes a big
sergeant major entered the room. His name never stayed with me but his first sentence stuck.
“Some of you fucking idiots will be getting out of the Marine Corps within 30 days and some of
you will be with the Marine Corps for the next 30 years.” Thirty years kept going through my
mind, 30 years. My mind began to wander. I picked up on the rest of his introduction as he
informed us that during the next two weeks we were to have indoctrination into the Marine
Corps. The real basic training would begin after those two weeks. “If you fail one aspect of the
training you’ll be put back, and you’ll join the platoon that comes in behind you.”After the speech
they marched us, if you want to call it that, off to some tents. We had not had anything to eat or
drink except the two meals described and no water in between. If we had to go to the toilet, well,
bad luck, we just had to hold it. When we got back to the tent area, they said, “Right! Five
minutes for head call.” We had to go and shit, piss and whatever else we wanted to do. We all
went into a big communal toilet, where we sat on the toilets crapping, pissing and whispering to
each other nervously. The jokes were over and there was no more nervous laughter either. Then
we heard the drill instructor’s voice: “All right, you sorry bunch of maggots, get back out on the
road.” There was everybody rushing, squeezing it off, pulling up pants and back on to the so-
called road.We were then marched over to our tents. I remember my first night sleeping in a tent
in the marines. I was to do exactly the same in another three armies. We were in a sandy area – it
was like beach sand, and the tents were located very deep in it. There were aisles in between
the tents. They were about 15 feet wide, and this was the road. This was July 1, the middle of
summer and it was hotter than hell in San Diego. The drill instructors were getting us into squads
according to height, big guys up front and then down to the shortest fellows at the back. During
this there was the usual confusion because by now our brains were numb. Then the drill
instructor said, “All right, you fucking bunch of assholes, get down in the sand, everybody down
in the sand, hit the deck.” Then he said “All right, you ladies, on your bellies, on your backs, get
up, stand up, on your bellies, on your backs, get up, stand up, down, up, down, up.” We were
moving as fast we could and at close quarters. There were 80 of us and we were running into
each other, bouncing down and crashing into each other. “All right,” he said, “throw sand. I do not
want to see one of your sorry fucking knobs sticking out of the sand.” We all started throwing
sand at each other; it must have looked like a big brown cloud of miserable sand, with 80



miserable souls in it. Then he said, “All right, pukes, stop with the sand and stand up.” Everybody
had been perspiring before this and now we had a fine layer of sand over our faces and bodies.
“All right squad one, face squad two. Squad three, face squad four.” We now made a poor
attempt to turn in military fashion, which we did not possess at the time.Then he said, “I am
going to explain to you sorry bunch of pukes what a hand salute is. Ladies, I will demonstrate.”
He brought his hand up in a salute, thumb along the forefinger, hand flat to the head and to the
edge of the cover (meaning hat). “Drop salute and you sharply cut your salute down. Right now,
you try it. Salute each other and say ‘Good morning, Sir.’” We all started saluting each other and
sand was flying off everybody’s hands, where it had coagulated from the perspiration.
Everybody was standing there grayfaced, covered in sand. We had sand in our breeches, sand
in our tennis shoes, sand down our shorts, sand down the cracks of our asses and we were
standing saluting each other, saying “Good morning, Sir.” The drill instructor would shout, “I do
not like what I see. On your bellies, on your backs, throw sand.” And this is how it went on all
afternoon, saluting each other. Of course, we never saluted properly, so it was, “On your bellies,
on your backs.”Finally he said, “All right, everybody into your tents.” So everybody scrambled for
a tent, there was no order. If there were no beds in the tent, we would scramble for another tent
until we finally found a tent with a bed. I remember the guys in my tent picking me out and
saying, “Go and ask the drill instructor for some water.” Everybody was very thirsty, as you can
well imagine. I thought, “Well, all right.” And went up to the drill instructor’s tent. It had a big sign
on the side which said, “Knock and request permission to speak to the drill instructor.” I hit this
thing three times, kind of meekly and I heard, “I can’t hear you,” so I hit a little harder and again
heard, “I can’t hear you.” Finally after I had hit again, harder, a drill instructor stuck his head out
of the tent flap, looked at me, his face right in mine so I could smell the onions on his breath.
“What do you want, maggot?” I said, “Sir, I …” and that was as far as I got because a thumb
came around, was stuck in my eye and he said, “That is an eye, you are a private, a private is a
maggot, you are low, you are scum, you are puke, you are puke that dogs puke. Now start over
again.” By this time I was shaking and said, “Sir, the private would like to speak to the DI about
…” This time a fist came out and hit me on the jaw so I flew off the little steps into the sand. I was
lying there on my back, with the drill instructor standing over me saying, “What do think this is, a
Jack Webb movie or something? Who are you calling a DI, do I look like Jack Webb? Who in the
fuck are you to call me a DI? What is on your little pea brain, maggot? You are a bitch, a four-
eyed bitch.” He was obviously referring to my glasses. I had now picked up a nickname and to
this very day I am self-conscious about wearing my glasses. He continued: “You four-eyed bitch,
how dare you call me a DI? I am your drill Instructor, my name is Staff Sergeant Abels, Drill
Instructor Staff Sergeant Abels.” This was all in a Texas drawl. He stood back and told me to get
on my feet. I was on my feet like a spring. He said, “Right, what do you want?” I said “Sir, Private
Barr requests permission to speak to the drill instructor.” “What do you want, miserable?” he
asked, to which I replied “Sir, the privates have asked Private Barr to ask the drill instructor …”
He grabbed me by the shirt, screaming “Hurry up!” This was when I started to stutter “for water”.



“Water?” he said, “water, come into my tent, I want you to meet the other drill instructors and I
want you to ask them for some water.” I went into the tent meekly, behind the drill instructor. He
said, “Speak to Staff Sergeant Platoon Commander Ross.” I stood in front of him and said, “Sir,
Private Barr,” and that is as far as I got when I was hit in the stomach and asked, “What do you
want, maggot?” I was trying to straighten when he hit me again and said, “Maggot, speak beak
and don’t fuck it up or I will fuck you up.” I was standing there, stuttering and tried again, “Sir, the
privates have requested water, Sir,” to which he replied, “Don’t ever ask me for anything again,
fuck off.” and he smacked me. I bolted out of the tent and fell down in the sand. So went my first
interview with Staff Sergeant Platoon Commander Ross. Once back in the tent everybody
looked at me. They had seen and heard what happened and did not ask me questions. They
knew in their hearts that no one was ever to ask for anything.We were then called on to the road.
“Platoon 1123 on the road!” Everybody then came running out and they informed us from that
moment on, until we were told differently, everything a drill instructor told us fucking animals to
do we were to repeat the command. When they said, “Platoon 1123 on the road,” we all had to
say, “Sir, platoon 1123 on the road.”Something else we were fast learning: every command had a
time to it. When it was, “Platoon 1123 on the road!” we had 10 seconds to be on the road. At this
early stage it took us longer than 10 seconds and this caused misery for everyone. At this
particular instance it was, “Down on your bellies, on your backs, throw sand at each other.” By
this time it was late afternoon and time for dinner.Once again we heard the command, “Hippity
ho, mob go!” and everybody attempting to step off on their left foot. Obviously there were guys
who were out of tune. I was one of them, and to this day I am out of tune. I never did learn to
march properly and I paid dearly for that in the next 10 weeks. Once we arrived at the mess hall,
the command was: “Oink, oink, pigs to the rear.” Everybody in unison said, “Oink, oink, pigs to
the rear.” And all the fat boys ran to the rear. “Into the mess hall, gangway up the middle.” Then
once again we were running through the line with other screaming privates (mess men) slapping
food on to our trays and over to the eating area we would go, double time. We would sit down
and start to eat.We looked around and saw other privates who looked far more military than we
did, when we could see them. There were even some that had their top buttons unbuttoned. This
meant they were in their last stages of basic training, nearly ready to graduate. That was a real
privilege. Then there were other privates who wore a full green utility uniform but the legs of their
pants were not bloused over their boots. They were a step ahead of us as well. Undoubtedly with
our pink shaved heads, ill-fitting caps, (covers), dirty sweatshirts, green utility pants, and tennis
shoes, nothing seemed to fit. We looked like what we were being called, maggots.After dinner
we cleaned the trays, got into formation and moved back to our living area. Once again they had
us down and rolling in the sand and then it was time for a shower – no shit, let’s go and have a
shower now, with our issued soap and shaving gear (everything was issued, we had nothing that
belonged to us). One guy in the platoon had a watch and he was called Private Watch. Into the
showers we went. We were given five minutes to shit, shower and shave. We raced in, tried to
get the sand out of our clothes and just got under the water to wash the sand off. Once done,



quick towel off, back into our clothes and we were late. OK, they marched us back to the living
area, and told us to roll around in the sand again, on our bellies, on our backs and we also had
to throw sand at each other. By this time it was quite late, about 9:00 p.m. They put us into our
tents and that was it, the end of our very first whole day in the Marine Corps.I remember
becoming one of the humorists of the platoon. I told a joke that I tell to this day, about the little
class that had letter representation. This one little girl had her hand up and the teacher asked
her, “What is A?” to which the little girl replied, “A is for apple, teacher.” “Very good, Sally,” the
teacher said. Then she said “B”. Little Jack had his hand up and she said “OK, Jackie,” and he
said, “B is for boy,” and this went on through the alphabet. They got down to the letter “R” and the
teacher finally called on little Johnny. He had had his hand up every time and what could he say
about “R” that would be bad anyway? She said, “Right, Johnny, what is R?” and he said, “R is for
rats, big mother-fucking rats, with dicks this long.” That was the first joke I told in the United
States Marine Corps.We did not have any sheets on our racks (not beds, they were known as
racks), so we just curled up in a blanket, sandy, dirty, miserable and very, very tired. That is how
we closed our first day in the marines.The next two weeks were absolute misery. We had now
started to learn things about the Marine Corps. Our living area was right next door to the San
Diego airport and every time a jet came in or out (which put a damper on the instruction being
given to us by the drill instructor), the drill instructor would say, “Fucking civilians,” and everybody
would holler in unison: “Fucking civilians.” If we were marching and he was going “left right left,
left right” everybody would repeat the same after him. If he said, “Column left,” we would do the
same. They were building automatons and I can remember that it did not help me much,
because I was never right. Drill Instructor Abels was the smallest of the three drill instructors,
about 5’ 9”, with beady light-colored eyes, long nose and dimpled square jaw – in fact his head
was square under the Smokey Bear hat. One day Drill Instructor Abels came up to me, and
leering into my face, said, “What in the fuck is wrong with you? You are the most stupid,
dumbest, four-eyed bitch I have ever seen in my life.” I stood there looking at him, quaking with
fear as he was screaming in my face and suddenly he kicked me on my left shin. Needless to
say I hollered, so he kicked me again and I hollered again. “Now,” he said, “Dippy, the one that
hurts is the one you go with. When I say forward march, put your left foot forward first, think of
the pain and you will know which one to go forward on.” “Yes Sir,” I replied. “Can’t hear you,
maggot,” he said. “Yes Sir,” I said again. “You are a four-eyed bitch,” to which I replied, “Yes Sir,
the private is a four-eyed bitch, Sir.”We also took a battery of tests that took us about two days to
complete. These were general intelligence tests and in the end I found that I passed with
something like 110. I don’t know how they rated it but that was average intelligence, which
suprised me. Usually, about halfway through any of these I would just start marking. I did not look
at the questions. I did not see any point in them because I thought I was good enough to be an
infantryman and that is all I wanted to be. The three drill instructors, Platoon Commander Ross,
Staff Sergeant Abels and Staff Sergeant Lewis, were all infantryman and had served and been
wounded in Vietnam. These were real marines. We looked up to them and wanted to be just like



them. They always pointed out to us that the infantrymen were the backbone of the marines.A
little about being a four-eyed bitch wearing glasses. Anybody wearing glasses was automatically
a four-eyed bitch.Now, a little about the people we were with. There were guys who had
volunteered for the draft. Now you might say, “What is a volunteer for the draft?” Well, that is
where they volunteer to go into the marines for two years, when they received their draft notice
for the US Army. They figured they had a better chance of survival in Vietnam with the Marine
Corps than they did with the army and I daresay they were quite right. The discipline and the
training the marines received were on a much higher level to that of the army, as was our
leadership. It was basically called “volunteering for the draft itself.” I am sure that many in the US
Army might dispute this claim, but that is their right. In the end, we all did our duty and did it well.
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Raymond, “Not a writer but gives his honest details and thoughts. If your a combat Vet, you will
get a lot out of the book. And if your like me, a fellow combat Vet and Rotorhead (Crewchief)
from another era, it will make you realize wars come and go, but some stuff transcends time.
HooAh!”
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