¢33

Hetle, 1 am an American fighting man. 1
setve (i the ferces which guard our counthry
and cwt warr of Cife. 1 am prepared to give
mt €{ic n theiy defense. ) .

BULL!

What 1 write is what [ have seen in the
short time [ have been here. This is my
opinion and mine nlone. 1 hope this will
give vou better insight to what the world
calls the United States Army. Enjoy!

Such Love Always,
PVl Klemens Van "Doc" Schmidt

Ferd Relveir, Vivainia, home cf the en-
aineet. 1 sti€l wender why 1 am hewe.

Thece theusand mifes detached from home
aud il @ set of camouilage undforms to
shew §ev it ab(. @hat happens here, on the
nsdde? 1 xeally den't understand; 1 just
{éve hese.

1t statted as a half-cocked idea: see
what the teal xwny &8 Cihe and ELEo some
time. 1 vas the e te sign on the dotted
Cine, we e cfse.  Sc hexe T am, inside,
Cecking cut,

Verw quickly pew Ceatm there are but a
jue thinas that mike up this army of cuns,
a wesdd ef (ts o with time, beer, hopes
and cenfusien te the maximam,

"Wake up!” -

Oh, God. Why do something as stupid
as that?

"Ceme on people. Cet your lazy asses
cut of bed."

Just one mrre minute, sergeant, one more
minute.

The world spins in a clockwise motion,
but my mind was not, that fine winter morn-
ing. The wall locker was it massive blur of
eray, a1 menacing reminder of the day to come,
Now, {f onlv I cruld find my kevs.

What 1 did then could scarcely be called
walking. It was more in the line of stumb-
ling and a low-crawl. The fleor, as if a
battle fteld, lav covered with the bodies
. f plateon after platoon of empty beer cans.

PEOPLE SOUP

1 tried my best, but they kept dying off,
-one by one in the heat of._hnttle that lasted
late inte the night. -

1 tried to stand up, only to find the
floor rushing up ever so quickly towurds my
face. Pain, the sound of knees cracking.
The constant pounding of artillery shells in
my head. What a way to spend a Saturday
morning! .

1n the beginning, therewas the recruditenr,
a smecth talken whe could seff contraceptives
to a nun. Whene they find thes: pecpfe, 1
will never know.

From California to Fort Dix, New Jersey,
described to me as being wihtin nuking distance
of Princeton. I was the only ome to leave the
Oakland A.F.E.E.S.(Armed Forces Entrance and
Examination Staticn) that week for Fort Dix
and the idea of the east coast was hard te
hang with at first. Later, I would have very
little time to worry about it, much less any-
thing else.

Many stories are told of Basic Training.
Stories can only start to explatn what happens
.in one of those places. Vhen I went through,
it was eight weeks long. Recent survivors
tell me it is now twelve weeks long.

1:00am, jet lag from a ong flight, and
a person as green as myself reported in fo.
duty. We were both full of expectations,
fears, and pure nightmares of the weecks te
come.
The C.N. (charge of quarters) and the
M.F.1.C. (mother f...ker in charge) could care
less. We were just more paperwork for them.

A1l too soon, we were dropped off at a
Reception Station for inprocessing, never told
a thing. Just wait here: it will happen to
you soan enough.

Four days. twenty différent multi~color
forms{in triplicate) and 75 pounds of gear
later, we were assigned to a company for
training.

Within the company, we were divided into
platoons of fifty penple and given a D.1.
(Drill Instructer). The man thinks he is God.

PAGER ¢

[EEAVR

L e R
e N 3
k=) (=]
o ®
43 g
) =
ocP -
LR
o - O
|-B-UE
e v n
o - -
25 o

@
. o
g 2
c o~
- (=3
<
5 w
F o
c -
2 8
®
g 3
Q E-
3 Euw
o - MO
2582
Z88a
oo
o Xe
Q el
9.3
LA -1
U C o~
Y m U~
]
—wv O
N M

'
I
i
1



2Peogle Soup Volume X, Issue I
A publication of Liberal Religiou
Youth Inc., Boston, Massachusette
A nop-profit youth organizatfon
affiliated with the Unitarian Uni
ersalist Association. All rights
reserved.

Staff for this issue:
Rebecca R. Kovar, Editor
Leslie Stanton/Phil Rodgers
Van Schmidt/ryk mcintyre
Janet Rosado/Neill Osgood
Austin Smith/Paul Vail

Photography:

Art credits:
ryk mcintyre/Leigh Batley/Leslie

Due to financial cuts, personals
are now ¢50 per four lines.

| &

Ketth-You're such a f--k bunny.
¥hy do you have to be so goddam
pretty? Who can resist?

The Female LRY population —3

Melanie § Max- Hey phriques, stay
cool and don't ferget to right!
Bunches of love, David Louis Bragen

The U.D.L.- we're going to wipe
out weckend hippies in your life
time. Hank, Co. Pres

Claudia- Hi! Have you heard what
rachel stringbean did? It was
Bizarre and with Ronald Reajan
too!! Love, Bekah

@

Hi Hillevi, from Erika

To all of Jim's Soda Shop junk-
tes~yeah you!! You know who you
are. We MISS you all! Its been
to long! Come on Texas, Memphis
isn't that far! 'Til next we
meet, SWUUC you!!

With lots of love,
and lots of fun, Laura and the
OKC LRY

P.S. Hey Columbus, OH, are you
still there? We never quite found
anyone else who could compare!!
Bish, bish foreveri! We love you-
let's get together, OK7! Call us
collect: (405)-691-1327. The cut-
est little plece of fuzz you
cver did see is still in our
hearts,

Dear Chas- Between Ziggy, SW,
and People Soup, I think we
will get there. See ya in Par-
adise,

Love, Dorothy Hammill

Dear LRY'ers- If you would like
to recifeve GRUST, Starr King's
newsletter, send your address
{(and maybe even your name) to:

Gil Brown I ot

1415 Pledra
Walnut Creek, CA, 94596

Robin - Hi kiddol! Love ya lots,
Bekah

Max- If you ever read this, N
I'11 know your'e there! Do me

a favor and try to stay away

from your favorite addiction!

Hint "16" say high to C-town.
L.S.D. jr

Sahra McG.- How are you? I'm
fine after being on the road
for way too long! One of these
fine days, by the time you read
this, I'1] come and visit, I
owe you one. You know who

HAPPYRAPPYHRAPPYHAPPYHAPPYHAPPY !
David, 1 love you, always. Think

and T will understand for we ere
linked. Forever Your Lady

James Bohem/Tom Bier/Leslie Stanton

Stanton/Lance Christian/Van Schmidt
Brian Oelberg/Doug Hewitt/Cat Carmey

Ve will
print no personals without payment.

v-

Maya, Pretz, Ralph, Evan, and
Jorin- Sorry I missed post pig-
day celebration. 1 love you all
even if Prov. is s jinx!t

The lost little New Yorke

Miss Jolly Anonomous of the New
York Coffee House- It's good ge
ing along with you again-Tons o
love always-Prince

Mel, m'lady, I still think you

in the end.
ways.
hands on your stomach for the
‘good old days.'

all your help. Enjoy!

Hey Gorgeous ( uh.,.Vandy )
Seems to me you owe me. A visit
will be sufficient. Love Austin
Rosina- You will always be beau
tiful and special to me. I love
you, Robin, XOXOXO

® Free tickets Amy? Aah, New York!

I Love you! Prince

Becky & Julie- Thanks for the
supportand letters. Catch ya
later! Love, Van

Sam & Scott~ what ever became of
the dim lights on the highways of
Kansas? Have fun in Boulder. Keep
in touch. Love, Doc

Heh, heh, heh, Miss Prissy,
heh,heh,heh. Love Austin

P.S. Write me at 18 Keith Ave
Brockton, MA, 02401

Allison and Wendy- How's life
in S. 111.27 T hope you both
have a wonderful summer!

Paul Taco

Dear NH/VT- There's so many
of you to write personals to

- te.anbut se-ldttle . space to write d

LANCE U cHQISTIAN

are crazy and 1 hope it gets you
1 love you, as al-
Someday you may find cold

Thank you for

T

t-
£

1 have half a mind for sale and
am still looking for the other
&2 van Schmide
2049 Junction Ave
El Cerrito, CA, 94530
Gretchen~ So the T-shirts fi-

nally got out! Its about time!
You still owe us. Us

Laur{ Roth, where are yonu? pleasc
write. 1 don't have your address
or phone number. Miss you, Bekah

same o o |
ool T Lo Ak
Amy- Our room smells funny! Te-

quila and menage-a-trois? I love
ya, roomie! XO Robin

Claude- 1 love you.{ I really do! )

Jamte- Thanks for being you. Be
happy and stay out of the rain!
Peace, Claudia

Do, you point as 1 point? Do you
point as I point? Who am I point-
ing at? Are you in cahcots?

—s

them! So until we meet again,
Peace! Paul

Lost!! Lost!l! Lost!! Lost!?!
About two vears ago, I lost a
personally autographed picture
of Bo Derek. For two years now
1 haven't been able to sleep at
night. If anv one finds it or
has it please send it to met
Box 10 c/o LRY. Thank you.
Very lonely

Andrea ( alias Charlie James Ste-
vens )~ It was great being up
there. ( no pun intended ) Thanks,
1'd love to do it again. ( And I
think you and Kate are neat too. )
Peace-Neill

DVF that 1sn't: I knew you guys
didn't know how to run things, but
you could have given it a try.

A Sorry 0ld One.

Hey Donny R.- You may be stoned

in the vrong house, yeah, but

can ya walk funny?

: Everyonel!fiprrrtrrpreysetesy

¢ Please buy LRY T-shirts and

$} buttons, this 1s part of what

P’ keeps this paper going! Paul
B\3
\ We're looking for a 5'5" female,
‘ between the ages of 18-21, with
blonde hair, likes to play pin-
ball, party, and dance to the
}\ Ramones. If you fit this descrip-
%X tion, write lopeless, c/o LRY
. Dyed hair does not count.

Leslie- I see you didn't make the

Taco Family Portrait! Missed you...

Have a good time and hurry up and
get back to California!

David- Check this issue. Lbve you
too! Leslie

Becca: People out here still talk
about the Beckah chile too, I won-
der why?? Love, Bekah

o ahea e ans SN -~
Hi everyone in Starr King and the
Sacto local! Sorry I haven't writ-
ten, but life in Beantown is 2

it heetic. Don't forget to write
and f111 me in on all the gossip.
Tacos get lonely too!! Hugs and
kisses to Lenore, Bunny, Claire,
Tinker, Lisa, Cectilia, Sean, Shawn,
Amy, Gareth, Curt, Kurt, Nathan,
Lyon, Lyone, Debbie. Mary, Hlllevl
G11, Katy, Kathy, Peter (both), RJ,

Lori, Lia, Dante, Kevin, Chris, Ari,

Lyndon, Dave, Terry, Sue, David,

Marcy, Damon, Sara, and Nora. the ed. §
Love, Leslie ool >
-

Leigh: 50 I am your past. Screw q)‘ -
you too, baby. ° . 1
CLrumA ™ ~

A _perSonable Jounsen: N
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can say hello A )'(_,,,) SEHNG? CaL iy 7
ceeeeranchellon. ... To my love. norsg)) &

One so alive, so vibrant, so loving. a6y

mm)\

‘ ,\))\

a

half. For inquries, please write

at the office

]

. ceum bili ceum ago
. rortipuses in aro

dementibuses demis trucs

si vat sinem

cous an dux
Hey Keith, Claudia I, Jetr, and
John~- "Not the Golden Flying D--k!"-
He -t
Becca, Phil, and Paul- My roomies,
co-workers, and comrades. 1 love
you. Thank you for making me feel
so at home. The other one

Austin- To put it simply, thank
you for helping me get my shit

together. ['ve heen straight for
three menths for the first time
in five years. My head is clear
and 1 can finally sec where I'm
poing. The party's over and life
has begun. Thank you for being a

friend. Love and Peace, Ne!l_l®

N~

A
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Dawn- How about this personall

+
*
=
X
n
r
t Anyway, this will probably be Y
3 the last personal you will get o
¥ before you fly away into the @
Q sunset, so when you are feeling n
H down and it costs too much to o
8 call me, think of all the good
[ times we have had together! ,',
§ Love, Paul :x
3 Prince, Help!! Where are you? We 3
N den't want to lose centact, you h
i, are the only erson of the to; al
i~ tamily we Know. LIvE To{-my anﬁ "'"‘*
¢ Bekah "
¥ Lisa F.- How's life in the "Big “+
: Apple"? Don't forget you've still . o
% got friends up here. Call us some- 3
2 time! Love, the Tacos v
H L]
K B
® To everyone who never wrote back %
and never sent an article or even ey
dropped a line to tell me why so -3
I could get someone else to do it: ,i\

Thanks a whole fucking hell of alot!

To leave before your time is up,

no, it is not right.

Please stay and fly with me.

You, whose light shines and f1lls my world.

). 1 love you.
2 ) IR) Phil
D E‘
‘Y“‘ ,-")' _ o Eg\’alerle B. Harp- Yes, I live in Ca,
v % ® “ Formerly of Northridge Ca, and now
T o writing to you via LRY from Concord,
Kathy W.- thank you for accep - < N
ting me and trying to understand 3 g o Ca. We at Starr King Fed are having
© _ < a Tri-Fed conference, and that in-
we, in spite of everything. As L] N
always, I love you! Robin 3 =3 cludes you. Don’t miss it, Aug23-28.
ve f ’ % . 8 So what if it's the same week as Con-
Neill-you're right, it 1s a % @ Con. Love ya, David L. Bragen

nice way to start the day!
Jeff Edmonds- Hey big brother,
incestis best! I love vou, Robin

For all of you who can't keep
track of me-my new address 1is
Janet Rosado
62 MI11 St. Apc. 7
Woburn, MA 01801

P.S. May there be warm fuzzies in
your clothes-hamper.

Kathy Deslauries- 1'1] ‘thank you
forever for the chalice. Now I'm
complete. ( And ves...it is fjust
1ike Knefth's ) Take care and hang
on...I will write back scme day!
Love, Neill

27




635~

THE UN

1t all started about 3% years ago when
I went out into the working world armed only
with the ambition to work and make a living
for myself.

At the age of sixteen, I dropped out of
high school and went out to earn a living.

All T was thinking was that someone out
there had to be willing to hire me.

My first job was selling flowers. On
the weekends I got up at about 3:00am, wrap-
ped as many [lowers as possible, then ate
breakfast and headed for my corner out in the
suburbs. This went on for about two months,
with my average earning being $100 a weekend
and $450 on Mather's Day. B

My next job was working in a theatre as
an usher., [ worked thirty hours a week at
minimum wage. At the time, that brought my
earnings to $90 a week, which is hardly
enough to live on after paying rent, bills,
food expenses and transportation. After
painting the entire foyer of the theatre and
getting paid $30 I decided it was time to get
out of the buisness.

I tried framing shops next. The hours
were better and so was the pay. Unfortunately,
after a few months I started coming to work
a little late once in awhile, then more often,
then quite often. 1 found out the hard way
that you can’t expect an employer to keep
accepting excuses forever. I was fired.

Being fired is a really shocking exper-
ience. It reallv makes you think about what
you have to de to prevent it from happening
agatn. When yeu get fired, 1t's hard to ad-
mit that it is your own fault. You want to
place the hlame on your employer, but in the
end you find that you just have te try harder
the next time around.

After three different frame shops, the
latter two which I did not like for various
reasons, I was ready to give it up.

I spent threc months salvaging an aban-
doned hotel four biocks from where 1 was
living, taking the antique furnishings and
sellinp them. When I started running out of
things to sell, 1 decided it was time to find
another job.

This time, I was lucky. ¥ found a Job I
really liked. 1 was paid to run around Chicago
delivering messages and assorted items back
and forth hetween businesses there. The job
had a basic pay rate plus commission, which

"OH, REA

It was late tn the afternoon, and it was

extremely cold.
and
the

My jacket was not that warm
Boston in the middle of January was not
place tc be without proper attire.

I was waiting for the MBTA out in the mid-
dlc of Corronwealth Avenue. Ah, finally. 1
put mv token in the box as I stepped into the
train. That toler was extremely expensive to
me at that moment. [ was not working and was
planning to move back to New York within a
weck. I locked at all the faces on the train
as I usually did, but this time I thought of
something in 4 new way. Like the older gen-
tleman sitring about four seats away from me.
How expensive was that same token to him? It
was the same 75¢ but what was it to him? 1
tried to put mvself in his place. 1 could see
him ]Jooking at the train from a different
angle, and he was thinking not of the cold,
but of the account at work that was not check-
ing out right with the figures he had calcu-
Yated.

1 noticed 2 young woman sitting next to
on affectinnate voung man. She too was look-
ing ot the train from a different anglé and
eould have been thinking about how her boy

COLLEGE LIFE

meant that the harder 1 worked, the more I
earned. I was having some problems making
ends meet so I got a roomate to help take
the edge off expenses. That was a mistake!

My roomate paid the rent for two months
then kicked me out of my apartment., Since
his name was on the receipts, the police
could do nothing. I couldn't afford a law-
yer and the building was being sold in a few
months.

So there I was., I had a Job I 1iked but
no place to live. That's where having par~
ents came in handy. The same parents 1 had
put through years of wondering what 1 was
doing and whether 1 was eating right, etc.
The same parents whose last knowledge of my
work was when I was teaching bicycle repair
at a local college. To this day they still
can't believe that someone without a high
school diploma could teach college.

I moved in with my parents and started

anew. 1 was eighteen and my parents no longer
had any legal responsibility for me. My life
choices were basically up to me now.

I decided to try restauramt work. Actu-

ally, that was the only kind of work avail-
able at the time. After two months I was
able to save enough to rent an apartment and
buy a car. I finally had a job I liked; they
liked me and gave me hours 1 could handle.

¥When the weather got better, I started
patnting houses on the side. My employers
noticed my interest in working with my hands
and changed my job description from part time
bus boy/waiter, to maintenance for the grounds.
I had the choice to work as many hours iis 1
wanted. It worked out well. When I didn't
hate houses to paint, I would work longer
hours. R

In the span of two years, 1 worked ten
different jobs and lived in five different
places. All this "on the job experience"
taught me that it was time to settle down a
little bit.

I learned a few things in those two years.
1 found out what you have to do to survive
in the working world, how to deal with the
people with whom you work and what amount of
responsibility you have to take upon yourself
in order to be melf supporting. I also gained

.- the feeling of security that {s generated -

from having the same job for awhile.

[ ?
‘l‘ ‘ MICHAEL DAVIS

friend there was starting to get on her nerves
and how she was going to break up with him.

We were all looking at the same things,
yet how different we saw them! It then occured
to me thit for every person sitting on the
blasted subway, it was a toatally different
subway to each and every single one of them.
Some looked at it for maybe the first time,
some, not even noticing it because they had
ridden it so much,

That evening led me to thinking about some-
thing. What is reality? Yes, that question
has been asked before, many times. The truth
of the matter is that I really believe that
realirty is simply what you perceive it to be.
"Be realistic"” is a popular phrase, but how
realistfc can one be outside of his or her
own perception? Face it, there 1s no all
seeing eye, looking at things in an objec-
tive manner. There can't be - everyone sees
1ife slightly differently. And everyone'’s
perception is as real as it can passibly ever
get. That's it. For anyone who says that
this statement is cosmic or “far-out” - I'm
not trying to be that way - the only thing I
am heing 18 realistic.

PAUL VATL

One drawback to being on your own is that
you find that all your friends with whom you
spent the vears growning up are no longer
there. You find that you have to make new
friends, and unless you go to collegé or
work in the same town, your chances of seeing
them are not very great. If you stay in the
same town as your high school, you might see
them when they come home on weekends.

There are an awful lot of feelings that
go along with seeing old friends and talking
about old times and finding out what they're
doing. Cutting that tfe and accepting that
you are ne longer a member of the once great
Gehstalt {s a hard thing to do, but it is
necessary in order for you to move on with
your life. Right now, I'm sitting in the

lobby of a college dorm in Madison, Wisconsin.

I've spent the last few days observing cal-
lege life and seeing old friends. I run in
to lots of pecple 1 grew up with and find
out what they plan to do with their lives.
Part of me wants to be here with people my
own age; the other half wants to be doing
what 1'm able to do now, which is sit back
and take an unbiased look at all of this.

I know now that my decision not to go to
college was right for me, at least for the
time being. Maybe the next time the issue
of going te college comes around my decision
will be different.

The transition between the end of high
school and going out on your own is not easy.
Whether you choose to go to college or work
for a living, it will be a learning exper-
lence. Sou when the time comes fer you to
make the decision, THINK about what you want
from 1ife and go for 1t! Out there is a
world waiting for you and your future tn be-
come part of ¢,

RRRRRER
slolslelels
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4 WANTED FOR

JAMES HODGES

So, you have to find a Job. None of us
want to spend long hours slaving bebind a
stove or sweeping floors, but eventually, we
have to go to work. The major reason is money.
How else are you going to afford that new :
stereo?

1f you go to college, it is much easier
to get a job, but I'm going to address the
problem of finding unskilled labor(restaurant,
delivery, cashier, that sort of stuff). The
most important thing is appearance. If you
are applying for your first job or have little
experience, appearance is about all an employer
has to judge you by. When you go in, always
ask for the manager as he or she is the only
one who does the hiring. If there is a help
wanted sign in the window, you can just ask
for an application, then ask for the manager.
You should always wear your dress clothes, you
know, the stuff that mom buys for you in Spring
that does nothing but hang in your closet.

That purple tie-dyed T-shirt from the last con-
ference just won't cut it. Dress in appropriate
clothes for appropriate jobs. IF you are apply-
ing for an outdoor or landscaping job, a good
pair of jeans and a flannel shirt are fine.

If you are applying Eor a position in a high
class vestaurant, a coat and tie or long dress
may be necessary.

Make sure that your hair s clean and
well comhed. For guys, this does not recess-
ar{ly mean that you have to cut your hair, but
it can surely help. You'll get alot were
"Can you start now?'s than "Don't call us,
we'll call you."s.

Another important thing is speech. avoid
cliche expressions, such as, "Lookin' for any
help?", "Need workers?" or "Hiring?" Phrases
like "Are you accepting applications?” or “Are
there any job opportunities at this time?”
are more elfective. Always speak clearly and
loudly. Be prepared to tell of past exper-
iences or training that qualify you for the
job. Know when you can and cannot work. Try
to be available for flexible hours., Have a
phone where you can be contacted. YOU can al-
ways go back to the same place later and see
1f a job ie open,

Timing can be very important. Some-
times an employer will not look at applie-
ations in the file, but instead will hire
the first person who walks in the door.
Always apply alone; never bring friends
along. It just doesn't look good to an
employer.

After you get a few jobs or have some
kind of skill, like typing or cooking, you
can try a job agency. Job agencies can be
found in the phone book under employment
opportunities. They will interview you, get
a 1ist of your skills, and locate a job for
you. Some jobs are temporary but these jobs
can help you get experience. In the end,
it 13 all up to you.

GOOD LUCK!

o
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As ¢f August 1,1982 the Seiective Service
preppicaAct will go into effect. Congreas,.
seeina prepnies wete a duindling Amenican,
veted thes Fidl {nlo acticn.

Yeu (L3 be nequired to ge te your
fecal Pest (ilice, and suttenden youn
name, address and, secial security num-
bet. Vumbews wilf be chosen {tom these
at wndem, when chosen weu ave tequired
te sewe a twe week tout of dutu at the
ctosest Librann, ceflege campus, o s0-
Jda sher.Preppic hacrcat with pele shire
{at€izater included) are required.

Qemember. Jedn the {ew. The Proud.
The rrerpdes

)
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two ways of a
one way mirror.
(cont.

You will hate, fear and loathe the man, but in
the end, come as close as can be to loving
that man. Listen to him, he is ex-11B(infantry)
What he teaches you could save you in later
11fe.

The first few weeks we went through was
more bull and headgames than you can imagine.

~Take the gear off, ten minutes of class.
Bresktime.

~Rush to put it back on. Hope for seven

minutes; expect five: get three. (That is
how it goes.},

-Take the gear off. Rush back in for
class. (raining all the time)

-Ten more minutes of class, then back
out.

"If you are not out of this building,
all 200 of you maggots(Military Apprentice
Getting Great Organizational Training), in
f1fteen seconds, in an orderly fashion, you
are wrong."

"Stop dragging your asses people.
1s no vacation."

"You are soldiers; act like you have a
purpose in 1ife.” (If I did, would 1 be
here?)

"you little people are pissing me off."

This went on for three hours at a time,
for three weeks.

This

A1l through basic, you live 1in close
contact with fifty others, twenty-five hours
a day. The D.I. had us pair off with a buddy,
someone to watch out for who will watch out
for you. Lf you are wraong, so is he.

The relationship with your buddy is the
closest thing one can get to marriage. Given
tifve. you will know what he thinks, eats,
when and where he shits, all about his family
and his home town. You and he are the same
person.

This 1s a good idea, the pairing off.
Sometimes you are too tired or sick to do
much of anything like shining boots or clean-—
ing your area, so he will help out and do
it for you. You would de the same for him.

It just is.’

Hell and highwater.
two M16-A-1 rifles.

This wotked out fine for Four weeks.
Then he was recycled(set back) with the flu.
He was sent to another company, gone for gond.
No buddy and the duty and responsibility of
two people. 1 was watching both sides of
the coin at one time.

Just him, you and

If Basic or regular army teaches you
anything, it is tolerance. More bull flies
in such a short time and you are sure that
every bit of it is atmed at you.

You quickly learn that there is no such
thing as fantasy in the army.

With Basic, it 1s either give in or
give up. There is no other way. You can't
beat the system. Nothing 1s new to them;
they have seen it 211 and more.

The mind just snaps, echoing in the now
voided brain. Everyone at one time or another
during basic will sit down and cry. If not
on the outside, then on the inside. The pres-
sure is too much. You cry and then you find
yourself truly free.

At the time when the mind goes, those
who have alveady “"broken' will always lend
the hand and support that fs needed. It is
no longer sets of two, but the platoon has
become one great big amoebn. You then have
a wish, or need, to learn. You will survive
this place.

The head trips that the D.I. plays on
you are thrown back into his face. It does
not phase you a bit, and the D.I. lets up a
bit. MHe now knows he has what he wante,
soldiers. He has gained the advantage and
your real fight begins.

Habit and reaction take over. He yells
"Hit the dirt!" and you will never remember
falling, but you will taste the dirt in your
mouth. There is nothing else to be had, for
that is all there is.

The fight to find yourself begins. Not
search, but fight. Not the outer image, the
gshell, but what makes the person within. You
no longer have burdens while you are there.
No fear of 1ife or death exists (to a point)
and at last you have the foundation for a
stronger soul.

The fight is with the D.T. and yourself,
with yourself as the prize.

My main fight was with the weapen, the
M16-A-1 rifle. Death.

“private Schmidt reports as ordered, sir."

“At ease, private. It says in your Yac-
ket that you are a combat engineer.”

"Yes, sir, 820th C.E. battalionm, sir.”

“Good. There is a wargame today in Geor-
gla and they asked for a demo te f111 a siot.”

"Yes, sir."”

"Get chow at 0530 then supply at 0550.
Good luck and have fun."

"Yes sir."”

The fast thing in the weald 1 needed,
wangames, Give a thousand gun-happy, teser-
vists, natienal guardsmen, and reguiar atmy
personct weapons and the penmission fo use
any desented swampfand arcund, atl that wilf
become is pure chaos.

Aften scme time 1 made it to the chew
hate, my head stif€ pounding fenociously,
the smeff of food overpowening. The unge fo
pass out was even gheatex. As 1 passed through
the dooxs, afl that could be seen was Line
aften Line of green pickle suits. Hended Cike
cattle, waiting for dfaughter fike pigs.

1 decided fo play it safe and chickened
out with egas and mifk. Somehcw they found
a way to scnew that one up also.

1 tooked doum at the plate; the yelfaw
wokes of fwo oven-casw eggs seemed Like they
wene fwo bfeodshot cwes staring back at me.

No matten where I pushed the plate on the tabie,
s " e

their gaxe followed me, - - -

Befone the smelf and noise became too
mach, T gulped down the mifk and abandened the
eags to some lessen faith.

1t {4 places £ike this that can quite
easily tunn ome inte a vegetardian.

A snug web belt around my waist and a
tight strap of the weapon on my back is the
most secure feellﬂg I have ever felt. But in
times of war, being a combat engineer, I would
be on the front. Not so secure, no?

You would swear never to shoot or kill,
but when you find bullets flying very closely
overhead, your life becomes very important.

Without your fire cover, your buddy's
l1ife isn't worth scrap when he rushes forward.

It is just that the rifle freaked me out
vhen they handed it to me that first time.
What in the world do you people want me to do
with this plece of garbage? Eat 1t?

At the range, the targets are no longer
circles or black boxes., Instead, little green
(what else?) silhouvettes of people. At first
sight, 1t is very hard to hang with.

A 5.56mm bullet will enter the body,
making a hole the size of a dime. Leaving that
same body, the hole will hold a grapefruit com-
fortably. 1 almost found out about grapefruits
while trying to calm down a scared guard at a
walk mount at 2:00am with a loaded M-16 pointed
at my chest. It is very hard.

First shoot at 100 meters or less, then
work outward. One clean hit only takes three
seconds. The distance will wvark up to 400
meters, never really seeing what or who you
hit. A little movement and the reflexes will
do the rest.

that is worse (If worse can be) 1s the
M-36 hand grenade. Anything within a five meter
circle fs no more. Fifteen meters further,
not much better off.

FOLLOW .~
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In case of war, ( )
1 get the front. "'cont'
Better me than you,

But T weally don't hnow

what I would de.

1 just can't say.

1f the chow hall was bad, the supply depot
survassed it by far.

Four white walls, a narrowing hallway,
finally leads down to a little caged window.
And another line of green.

Net a word was being said by a soul there.
Heat bui€t wp <n the noem from the ever ghow-
ing Line of bodies. No sounds, only the echoes
04 heartbeats as the walls slewly moved in
tonds me. The click of heels as the Line
preqiessed,  One by one, the gear was distri-
buted. Finding mysel4 at the head of tae
tine, I was handed a pite of forms and a
mifitary black ina pen.

Fewm after {owm, my mind ALowly f€oed
fonth §wem the vir ef the pen. The plastic,
my bewes. The paper, my skin, The ink, my
bleed.  And the werds, my soul.

The £ist ¢4 fowms and numbens, choss ne-
{etence numbens te othens stLE. The puint
attucked f1em alf sides, aushing up to my face
with inginite speed, grace and tact. SCouly,
1 was censumed by a wave of papen.

After the last signature on the last form,
came the supplies.

Can openers, ammo pouches, helmet liners,
shoe laces. Any and everything 1 would need
far the oncoming battle was there. 1 was
armed to the teeth and leathing every minute ~
af it.

The biggest problem of today's army is
the same as my father's and his father's army,
alcohol. Any calor, size, or shape of bottle
will dv, as long as it has a proef.

Age 1s no mitter on base. 0Old enough to
die, vld enough to drink. This post alone
has six different places at which to buy booze.
One is only 150 meters from the barracks

Crunk in public does not exist on post.
All the M.P.'s so 18 return you back to the
marracks. -

Drink during lunch, on the way back from
duty, al) the wiay until midnite.(one needs
at least four hours sleep to maintain.)

The time, place and situation reakly don't
matter. 1f the soldier wants to drink, he
will., It wil] scon turn into a $50 — $100.a -
weck habit. Aud that's only the week days.

Drugs are next on the list. In the
wonds around any post, six out .of ten trees
or bushes will have a stash in 1it.

Marijuania is mot taken lightly by the
Army. Dogs are run quite often through the
barracks, and getting caught with even as
little as a seed is a quick ticket out.

The only way to beat the dogs is pills.
You name them, they have them.

Any pain, in any way, the medics will
pass pills on as long as you need them. The
.rmy gives, and the people pass them on.
Taken with beer, the average soldier will
soon forget.

Abuse to remember, to pass time, abuse
te escape. Fvervene has thelr own reasons
spd are on their own trips.

RAhRy R

After . very bumpy jeep ride, 1 arrived
at the chopper pad.

The helicupters lay side by side, blades
spirning and the bhlast pushing me back as I
foupht to get closer.

Suddenlty 1 froze, hypmotized by the egg-
beater like sounds striking me across the
face. Blades turned forward in a backward
metien, just inches off the ground.

Someone wived to me and 1 rushed to get
in. Within seconds we were airborne, except
for my stomach, which still lay on the ground
helow. At this time, it was an even bet as
to which was spinning faster, the rotor blades
or mv bead.

Twenty one choppers, all in a tight for-
mation, with eurs at the point. We were off
to wherever. Why noi?

When in the military, there is a definite
boundary between being un the inside and out-
side. There is respect from the older folks,
understanding by the vets, and fear and hatred
{same thing) by the youth.

The outside no longer exists. No one
bothers ta read the paper or watch T.V. The
fear of the reality that we could possibly
face 1s evident. The world is something that
is just there and is no longer a real part
of our lives.

What has happened in the past nine mon-
thes? We really don't know.

The towns around post like our easy
money, that's about all. Police know we are
quick targets for D.W.I.s, among other things.
Locals usually wish we were someplace else.

On the inside, 1t's aworld of its own.
Tho. who are here will help us to no end.
They are . >stly the wives of service members
and understand. Most things are either free
or low cost on base., It is almost like a mix
between a dictatorship and a commune.

When people say they hate the military,
it's not really hate, but Fear. How can they
hate what they do not know or understand?

A hate of what happens during war, a fear
that it might be them or anyone else on either
side of the action. 1 wish people could see
the difference between their fears and hate.

It's not that the military is bad in it-
self. We act only on vhat the current govern-
ment dictates. We can do very little on our
own; we're like puppets on strings.

The government wisuses the military at
times. It is all politics, nothing more, no-
thing less.

There is flack from the government, flack
from the civilians. And we are in the middle
-of 1t all. : L

There are those in the army for the fight,
the hard-core rangers. They are the ones 1
can't understand. 1 don't think I ever will.

A gentle nudge woke me from my sfeep.
Somewhene atong the trip 1 had dozed off.

Both hatches wene tidc open and a serngeant
was passing out carboard bexes cf K-rations
and beex. Any and everything yeu have ever
wanted from a can, and all of <1 fifteen yeanrs
0f4. Peaches, cake, candy, turkey, and much
mone. Three boxes cof K-rat wilf keep a scldien
on the front alive. Better et {f the enmemy
eats them.

As 1 §inally woke, T necognized a song by
the Doons coming from a tape deck behind me.

We sat with out feet hanging oven the asdde of
the doon in the cocl baceze, duinking beet and
eating K-nats. SCowly watching the cans we
did not want te eat s8owly shninking away as
they fe€¢ te the ground, we hnew afl the time
that that could be us, by accident on desian.

Fights are not uncommon. Living in a
forty ‘man bay, divided into four man sections,
the only walls being lockers, tension grous
quickly.

Privacy is rare, but highly appreciated.
You find it where and when you can. Thoughts
of home, counting the days until leave, trans-
fer or end of duty. )

With so much time on my hands, 1 just
shine my boots and try to find myself on the
tip of a wet wax rag. .

Bullshit and headtrips from hard-core
sergeants are expected. You search deep with-
in for extra energy. Every morning you say
it is the last, no more. But you always seem
to make it through the next day.

Letting loose of home, friends and pos-
sestons. All 1 own fits into a duffle bag.
Letters are always worth their weight f{n geld.
1 nccept what I am and have only started
to find myself in this strange world in which
I iind myself.

This is what we had all been waiting for.
The squad leader finally told us what our mis-
sion was.

Our squad and one other were to land at
the LZ (landing zone) three to five minutes
before the main group (which had dropped
back beyond sight now), create a sound and
stable perimeter around the LZ and held it.

What did the LZ look 1ike? We had no
idea. 1t could be friendly or enemy control
by the time we gnt there. We had to wait and
see.

A large burst of rounds went off next to
me and I almost went airborre out the batch.
The sergeant had started passing out blank
ammo and people were testing their weapons out
the hatches into the trees below,

Then the door gunner with the .50 caliber
machine guns cut loose. No one could hear a
thinpg from then on.

1 found myself with my finger on the
trigger, emptying 20 round clips into the
hrades nverhead, aiming for the clouds, vat-
ching the paper wads being chopped to shreds.

Now all we waited for was the five minute
wamning and the smoke to mark the LZ.

Thene axe aluways these whe pass cut, but
steep is salvation. Waking, the herrer.
Fight to ten houns sleep a blessing. Steep
i5 an escape from it alf, a chance tc dream
vf othen Pives, things, peopfe ot nafces.

Wahing up fust minutes befone the cQ
tunns on the Lights tc stant the new duty, L
is d:il5am. laying awake in bed, the fear and
goathing {on the passing of each second i3
tenrible.

Bedcte 1 go te sfeep each night 1 ask
mysel f why? ACE T can come up with are excuses,
no reaf neason. 11's a geelina that < hard
to puf on papen. My day wilf come when it dees.

Then it came. Five minutes, the pilot
told us. Now only the sound of the blades
and the rushing wind cruld be heard.

As if in one mad Christmas time rush, we
al) started to check our gear and grab the
full ammo clips that lay around.

It was nat long till the pilot spotted
the purple smoke that marked the LZ. The .50
cals opened up on the tree line around the
clearing to soften up our landing.

The choppers were down for nn more than
30 seconds before we were out of them.

We rushed for cover in the trees am] vere
met by hcavy enemy cover. The serjeant ra-
dioed to the main strike force to delay until
the outceme of this soon to be massacre.

Then off went the loudest sound I have
ever heard in my life. It scared the Iiving
daylights out of me. Something went cf” very
close to the left of me.

1 lay there, trying to regaln wv nearing
when the referee declared us dead, endtac our
part in the war games.

The noise? A dummy ¥-36 h grenade,
three feet from my head. It was nrly a game,
luckily.

A1l it took was three easy mirutes. Now
1 have scen on fafth what could have been.

Sometimes 1 just don't know.

Funny thing, this Army.

Nothing more, nothing less.







