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The Escape Artist   

    

Introduction    
    

The Escape Artist: Repair your Mind, Body & Soul from Inside is more than just a book about 

hair. It's a book about developing a balanced, holistic lifestyle and a positive attitude using hair as 

the path to realizing both. The message is that looking great and feeling great are mutually 

dependent. Follow the recommendations in this book, use Morrocco Method International Five 

Elements Hair and Body Care products, and not only will you have a luxurious head of hair, but 

you'll feel great too!    

 

Anthony Morrocco, founder and CEO of Morrocco Method International Five Elements Hair  

Care, knows the hair care business better than almost anyone in the world. To prove this point, 

Awaken Your Roots begins with Anthony sharing his journey. From a boy inspired by nature and 

the magic of hair, through his world travels and time at Kenneth's of New York, he becomes a 

world-renowned stylist and one of the foremost hair colorists. His mysterious path even leads to 

becoming a "hair shaman." He also reveals tales of his encounters and successes with 

supermodels, movie stars and the financial and political elite.    

 

Anthony's knowledge and ability to treat any hair and scalp condition are legendary. When he 

was actively treating clients, the rich and famous would fly in from all parts of the world for hair 

thinning and loss consultations and treatments. Clients such as Martin Sheen's wife and daughter 

would travel to Anthony from Los Angeles for years, to consult and receive assistance.  Clients would 

drive from Santa Barbara, Montecito, Los Angeles and as far away as San Diego to  Anthony's salon in 

Laguna Beach. Clients regularly flew in from France, England, Australia, Canada and throughout the 

U.S. for blunt-snip haircutting sessions.     

Anthony's star-studded following led the media to seek him out in his own right. He has been 

written about in People and In Style Magazines, featured on CBS Prime Time News and cited as 

having the only truly natural hair care product line by the New York Times. Anthony has himself 

written articles for numerous international magazines and created several websites devoted to his 

products and knowledge.     
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Chapter 1: The Universe Spoke - I Listened  
  

LΩƳ !ƴǘƻƴƛƻ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ Ƴȅ ǎǘƻǊȅ 
with you about becoming a Hair Shaman and my 
adventures of Hair Mastery for the past 75 years of 
Mystery and Magic. Together we will share our 
journey on the Road Less Traveled experiencing 
Freedom from the Known to the Challenge of 
Change. In my first story we start with my memory of 
around three or four years old, having my very first 
FLOW Experience and calling in the Law of Attraction 
along with the Power of Intention. The Law of 
Attraction clearly shows us at a very young age what 
we are Truly Desiring: It's a TIMELESS element that 
allows us to Follow Our Bliss. Clearly at three years of 
age one does not truly understand what the words 
CHI / PRANA / LIFE FORCE are and it was not until my 
ŜŀǊƭȅ нлΩǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴto contact with the SECRET 
of the Law of Attraction, which started spelling out 
those meanings in an adult dimension.  

                         A Mystical Discovery   

I can recall the first time my soul awakened. I was 

maybe three or four years old. Certainly, long before 

going to kindergarten. On that day, I somehow 

walked out of my 3rd floor apartment and I went 

down the street and across the roadτL ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ 

how I got there all by myselfτto a field very far from my house (at least far from a three- or four-year-

old perspective). In the middle of this field was a raised mound, covered with grass, violets, lilies-of the-

valley, grasshoppers and praying mantises crawling or hopping all around. I walked up the mound and 

sat down right in the middle of it. Then the Universe revealed itself to me through the microcosm of 

this little mound of Earth and through the megacosm in a timeless FLOW STATE thus experiencing the 

Universal Energies in a timeless state of BEING ONE with the Universe. As time stood still, CHI Energies 

instilled in me that All Life is ONE and Everything that Lives is HOLY. Plants, Animals, and Humanity all 

must Live in Harmony Consciously.  

 

It would be years before I could find the language to describe exactly what I'd experienced. Even then, I 

ǿŀǎ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ά/ƘƛΣέ ǘƘŜ Ǿƛǘŀƭ ƭƛŦŜ ŦƻǊŎŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎŜ ŀŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ /ƘƛƴŜǎŜ ǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŜǊƎȅ 

that comes down to us from the mysteries of the universe, does not initially touch the body, it touches 

the hair! Although I didn't know then that there are five types of hair on the body, the idea occurred to 
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me that grass and bushes were the hair of nature. I could see their Chi in colored auras of the grass, in 

shades of green pulsing vibrant and alive, bushes with their brilliant greens shooting five to ten feet 

beyond their branches, and flowers vibrating with colors I'd never seen nor imagined before. Violets 

particularly captivated me with their intense shades of undulating purple and emerald green.   

I witnessed the life force exuding out of each praying mantis and grasshopper. It was an otherworldly 

experience. Whatever was happening with all this energy, I was beginning to formulate my earliest 

ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ /Ƙƛ 9ƴŜǊƎƛŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴǘǎΩ ƭŜŀǾŜǎΣ ƛƴǎŜŎǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎ 

transforming into radiant colors, entering the branches and trunks, flowing down into roots and the 

earth and finally getting grounded.   

When I went home that day, and for some time afterwards, when I was with my parents, I would say 

things like: "Look at the color! Look at the energy coming out of you." And they would answer: "Stop 

that Antonio! You're just dreaming. You must stop. It's very naughty to say those things because people 

Řƻƴϥǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ǘƘŜƳΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭΣ ƻƴƭȅ ȅƻǳǊ ŘǊŜŀƳ ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜǎe things."  

So, then I shut down and went inward and created a world where I could live with these Chi Energies, 

thus creating an inner world that would grow and blossom. I later came in contact with these forces 

again but by then I would be getting confirmation from Masters and Teachers on how to formulate 

these Chi Energies into healthy, healing living energies to heal oneself and everything around oneself, 

ŜŎƘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ǇƘǊŀǎŜ άtƘȅǎƛŎƛŀƴ ƘŜŀƭ ¢ƘȅǎŜƭŦέΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ Ƴȅ aŀƴǘǊŀ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀǎ 

each shocking experience revealed itself as I met REMARKABLE men and women who would grow my 

awareness, both inner and outward, thus creating The Third World.    

Now I wish to share this with you as we journey together into the Mystery and Magic of the Hair 

Shaman through fairy tales and biblical stories, dialoguing together to ponder and unravel these 

mysteries for healing oneself naturally through nature and natural energies, free for all to partake in 

them.  

When my first Spiritual Master, George I GurdjiŜŦŦΣ ǿŀǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΥ άaǊΦ DǳǊŘƧƛŜŦŦΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǎƻ 

enlightened that you can see the past and the future, tell me why I am here and what am I supposed to 

ōŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ŜŀǊƴ ŀ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƻǊ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜΚέ  

Mr. Gurdjieff woǳƭŘ ǊŜǇƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƳƛƴŘ ōƻƎƎƭƛƴƎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊǎ ƭƛƪŜΥ ά²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ LƴƴŜǊ ¢ŀƭŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǊ 

purpose is to find out what this is and to use it to our advantage. Our inner talent is not something that 

we like or dislike, it is simply what we do best, whether we like it or not. Simply do what you do best 

ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎŦǳƭ ŀƴŘ ōŜ ƻŦ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ǘƻ ƘǳƳŀƴƛǘȅΦέ  
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We all have an inner talent, a gift that we bring with us upon being born here in this lifetime, a memory 

from our past stored in our DNA. A very individual and a very valuable vehicle which allows us to be of 

service to others. This is something that comes to us like a second nature, something that is easily 

done, with great enthusiasm like art, music, a 

trade, or a craft. Some do business well, while 

others succeed with art, and others are great at 

fixing things and working with their hands. By 

using our inner talent, one is freed to grow into 

ƻƴŜΩǎ ǘǊǳŜ bŀǘǳǊŜΣ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǳǎ ŀƭƭ 

want to live life and experience our lives to the 

fullest.  

Anthony at 4 years old with his brother Virgil 

at 5 years old   

For me, hair was my first awakening when I was 

just three years old. I discovered the timeless 

Universe showing me this world and all its 

mystery and magic. At that time, I had my first 

experience with time standing still, seeing and 

experiencing different energies, like seeing higher 

states of awareness. It was the leaves, the 

grasses, and the branches that intrigued me, I 

then realized they were ethereal energies and not 

physical. This led me to look at hair as the 5th 

element, Ether, where Chi enters the body 

through our hair, which acts as our antenna to the 

Universal Energies.  

A few years later, my brother, Raymond, who was 

eleven years older than me, went on to become a  

barber. When I was about eight, I started going down to his barber shop. I would sweep the floor, clean 

up and just listen to the guysτhis customersτtalking. And I'd say, "You know, I could grow your hair 

back for you." I meant it. And these guys, who were cool and driving around in their Chevys, would pat 

me on the head and say, "Okay, little boy, you have some imagination. My bald head just needs a rug." 

And my brother told me not to say that again, that it wasn't true and he didn't want me telling stories. 

So, once again, I was silenced and felt even more repressed.  

At that time, did I understand that my inner talent was hair? Not at all. I just had these experiences that 

kept me growing into my newfound inner world of energies which no one around me seemed to notice 

or want any part of. That was until my Venetian maternal grandmother, Lena, introduced me to her 

world of mystery and magic.  
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Lena, my Maternal Grandmother & Spiritual Goddess  

 

²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǇŀǘŜǊƴŀƭ ƎǊŀƴŘǇŀǊŜƴǘΩǎ ƘƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ 

Angelina, my Grandmother, and Virgilio, my Grandfather, 

who were from Naples, Italy. They lived together on the 

second floor. My aunt and uncle also lived there but on 

the first floor. My Mom, Anita, my Dad, Carmino, my 

Brother, Virgil, and me, Antonio, lived in the third-floor 

attic.  

aȅ ǿƘƻƭŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǎƛŘŜ ǿŀǎ wƻƳŀƴ /ŀǘƘƻƭƛŎ 

with all the shame and blame that came with the 1940s, 

during and after WWII. But my maternal family lived 42 

miles away in Torrington, Connecticut on 2 separate ½ 

acre lots, one lot with a four-story house and the other 

lot was the Green Thumb gardens of Lena, my 

Grandmother, and her Father, Angelo Zucco, my Great-

grandfather who had immigrated from Venice, Italy.  

Grandma Lena was not a practicing Catholic, she was a 

free soul and part of the Theosophical Movement, which 

was started by Madame Blavatsky in the early 1900s. The Theosophical movement was very progressive 

for women at the time, allowing them to take on a bigger role in spiritual leadership, treating them as 

equals to men.  

Lena had all the good examples for me to see, smell, taste, hear, and feel, but most importantly, she 

taught me the 6th sense, universal intelligence, freedom from the known. Lena would have seances, 

candles, and incense burning everywhere. She would reach out to the other dimensions through 

meditation and always questioning the unknown. In her outer world was Polly the parrot, Chi Chi the 

ƳƻƴƪŜȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǊƻǎŜ ƎŀǊŘŜƴǎ ƛƴ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƻǿƴΦ Lƴ ŀŘŘƛǘƛƻƴΣ  [ŜƴŀΩǎ ƛƴƴŜǊ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƎƭƻǿŜŘ 

with mystery, magic, and the universal Intelligence she always searching for with her 6th sense.  

My great-grandfather, Angelo Zucco, was born in 1863 in Venice, Italy and was part of an Alpine 

Battalion in WWI. The Alpini were elite Italian soldiers who fought on skis in the mountains to protect 

LǘŀƭȅΩǎ ƴƻǊǘƘŜǊƴ ōƻǊŘŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ CǊŀƴŎŜ ŀƴŘ !ǳǎǘǊƛŀΦ IŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘŜŎƻǊŀǘŜŘ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊ ƛƴ ²²L ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ Ƙƻƴƻred 

by having the main street of Fonzaso, Italy, our small village outside of Venice, named after him, VIA A. 

ZUCCO.  

Angelo was a master gardener and carpenter. He moved to the USA in 1929 with his daughter, Lena, 

and landed in Torrington, Connecticut where there was rich soil and plenty of land to grow food. There 

was also an abundance of work available. That's why the Europeans came over in droves in search of 

work, food, and the chance to feed and house their families as they fled the destruction of the 
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European War. At that time, there was no welfare, no free handouts, and everyone came to the 

Promised Land wanting to work and to be of service to their community.  

!ƴƎŜƭƻ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŀȅ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƭƛƪŜΣ ά{ŜŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƘŀƴŘǎΣέ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀȅ άLŦ 

they were metal, one would have to replace them 100 times, like a tool; but Goddess Earth rebuilds our 

ƘŀƴŘǎ Řŀƛƭȅ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƳȅǎǘŜǊȅ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƎƛŎ ƻŦ aƻǘƘŜǊ bŀǘǳǊŜΦέ  

Both my Great-grandfather Angelo, and my Grandmother Lena had two green thumbs and whatever 

they touched flourished and grew in abundance. Angelo could take one tree and graft branches onto it 

from another tree. He grew one with apples, pears, apricots, and plums and these fruits would grow on 

this one tree. Even in those days, folks would come marvel from miles away at seeing such farming 

techniques.  

I have very fond memories of their secret garden. It had a frog pond with water lilies, a garden with 

roses and different flowers, and a vegetable garden, too. The romaine lettuce that they grew would be 

a standard for our meals with hand-made vinegar, oil, and Celtic sea salt. This is still my favorite salad 

today, always reminding me of the taste of my childhood and my Venetian ancestors.  

Lena was very sophisticated. She was always coifed and well-dressed, wearing jewelry and makeup 

even when working in the gardens, painting the house, or tending to the chickens and rabbits. She 

always wore rouge on her cheeks, had beautiful blue eyes, blonde hair, and cameo white skin. Lena was 

a true Venetian beauty who married Johnny. They had a son named Aldo and a daughter named Anita, 

my Mom. Her husband, Johnny, worked in a factory and after 3 years of marriage decided not to return 

home from work one day, leaving my Grandmother to fend for herself and raise her two children alone.  

After her Father, Angelo, died, Lena took the lead raising her children along with her rabbits, chickens, 

and gardens, feeding anyone who was in need. She turned her four-story home into apartments, living 

on the first floor and renting out the second and third floors which had been turned into apartments. 

Lena, like many self-reliant Europeans, worked hard and smart, living a life of self-respect for all to 

follow. She worked long hours, 7 days a week with great relish for simply being alive in the free country 

of America.  

My Venetian family showed me examples of how to be in many ways. They gave me lessons at a very 

early age on how to grow and become an individual. A lesson that we will hear more on in the 

upcoming adventures of becoming The Hair Shaman.  
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Chapter 2: Rock, Navy, Rock!   
  

        Even as a kid, I was a willful little firecracker just 

waiting to explode out of my boring small town and see 

the world. The Mediterranean Sea and Italy were calling 

my name, loud and clear.  

There was rebellion in the air... and all of a sudden, a 

ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘŜŘ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƘŜŀǊŘΥ άbƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǿƛƭƭ ǎǘƻǇ 

me, Antonio, from escaping Connecticut to become a 

ǘǊǳŜ ±ŜƴŜǘƛŀƴΗέ  

άLǘΩǎ ǎƻ .hwLbD ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΗέ aȅ ǿƻǊŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŀŎǘƛƻƴǎ 

declared to everyone that I was about to run away. I was 

ready to do anything to escape and my destination would 

ōŜ LǘŀƭȅΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ LΩŘ ŜƴƧƻȅ ŀ ŦǊŜŜ-spirited and bohemian 

lifestyle as a Venetian; where I'd search for adventures 

alongside the Mediterranean. Who was this little 

vivacious scrappy fire-cracker, anyway?  

It was ƳŜΣ !ƴǘƻƴƛƻΣ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƳŀǎƘ /ƻƴƴŜŎǘƛŎǳǘΩǎ ǎǘƛŦƭƛƴƎ 

grip and see the world at just eleven years old. I got the 

first real chance when I ran away from home in 6th grade and went as far as Pittsburg, Pennsylvania. It 

was over 500 miles from my home in Connecticut and I had been hitchhiking for 3 weeks when the 

ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŜƴǘ ƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƴȅ CŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀƴƎǊȅ ŦƛǎǘǎΦ aȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΣ /ŀǊƳƛƴƻΣ ŀƪŀ 5ŀŘŘȅ-O, 

punished me by throwing my entire pile of fun clothes in the open fireplace outside our home. I 

remember him saying that the next time it happened, he would throw me in the fire instead of my fun 

clothes. Now, Antonio was scorched and half baked.  

 

When I turned 13, still scorched and half baked, I was in the 8th grade and it was time to make my 

second attempt. Again the escape artist fled the scene but this time the destination was New York City!  

Again, it turned into yet another full blown failure. While I was escaping on the NYC bound train from 

Connecticut, bad timing foiled the plan. The police surged on me for the second time and again sent me 

ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ ƴƻǿ ƛƴŦƭŀƳŜŘ ŦǳǊƛƻǳǎ Ŧƛǎǘǎ ƻŦ ŦƛǊŜΦ {ƻ L ŎƻƻƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ƧŜǘǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΣ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ǳǇ ƻƴ 

the dream of breaking free.  

ά{ƘŀǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΗέ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƻǊdered. This was a horrifying punishment at the time as this was during 

ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜ ƻŦ ΨwƻŎƪ ŀƴŘ wƻƭƭΩ όмфртύ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŜƴ ƛƳƛǘŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƛŘƻƭǎΥ 9ƭǾƛǎ tǊŜǎƭŜȅΣ {ŀƭ aƛƴŜƻΣ CǊŀƴƪƛŜ 
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Avalon. The list was endless! All these men had a head full of hair, making it the ultimate punishment to 

have your head shaved, this showed who the real boss was: it was Daddy-O, still ruling the roost.  

¢ƘǊŜŜ {ǘǊƛƪŜǎ ŀƴŘ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ hǳǘΗ  

The third attempt to escape was one that James, my best friend and partner in crime, came up with: a 

lightning Streak of Genius.  

ά!Ƙƻȅ ¢ƘŜǊŜΗ !ƴŎƘƻǊǎ ŀǿŜƛƎƘΗ !Ǿŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ !ǾŀƴǘΣ ƳŜ ƘŜŀǊǘƛŜǎΗ DL WƻŜΣ Ŝŀǘ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŜŀǊǘ 

out. {ƘŜŜǎƘΣ ǿƘȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŜ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜΗέ  

Join the Navy and See the World 

 

Hence, two 17-year old boys barreled into the local U.S. Navy recruiting office. Though our bags were 

already mentally packed, there was just one issue: we were still not 18 and could not travel without a 

written permission from both our Mom and Dad! No swŜŀǘΦ aȅ ǊŀƎƛƴƎ ŀƭŎƻƘƻƭƛŎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

scratch his name on the paper fast enough. Mom assented when her "baby" threatened not to talk to 

her if she made me wait until I turned 18. The pressure worked! Mom signed.  

However, the problem now was James; or rather, his clingy girlfriend. She snarled that if he joined the 

Navy, they were done. Ole Jimmy knuckled under the pressure and I was now sailing solo. I walked 

away from senior year of high school, never looking back.  

L ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ƻŀǘƘΣ άWhLb ǘƘŜ b!±¸ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ²hw[5έΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ǎƛƎƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǇŜǊǎΣ L ǿŀǎ ǎǿƻǊƴ ƛƴ ǿƛǘƘ 

100 other 17-year-olds, all of whom were escaping something from back home. I could feel the thrill of 

the rumbling engines beneath my butt being on board a prop plane for the first time. I was thrilled as I 

flew to the Great Lakes Boot Camp in Chicago. When I arrived, my feelings were like a pop song of the 

time:  

άΧ wƻŎƪ b wƻƭƭ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦŀŘŜ ŀǿŀȅ wƻŎƪ b!±¸ wƻŎƪΧέ  

BAM! Right away, the wind was knocked out of my sails: "Hey sailor boy, you're U.S. government 

property now, so do what you're told or get slammed into the brig." Whoa! This was a deal that I'd 

signed. No option! No way out! And the "brig" (military jail) sounded terrible! So, I put on my game 

face and struggled through the dregs of hell, graduating boot camp and then was sent to Norfolk, VA 

ŀǎ ŀ {ŜŀƳŀƴ !ǇǇǊŜƴǘƛŎŜΦ L ŜŀǊƴŜŘ ϷрΦрл ŀ Řŀȅ όŘƻƴΩǘ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ мфслϥǎΗύ ōǳǘ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŜȄǇŜƴǎŜǎ 

ŀƴŘ ŀǘ ƭŀǎǘ L Ǝƻǘ Ƴȅ ǘƛŎƪŜǘ ǘƻ άJoin The Navy and See the WorldΦέ .!a ŀƎŀƛƴΗ We received an 

ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ²!wΣ ǘƘŜ .ŀȅ ƻŦ tƛƎǎ ƳƛǎǎƛƭŜ ŎǊƛǎƛǎ ƛƴ /ǳōŀΣ ŀƴŘ WCY ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

fiddling with Fidel or Kowtowing to Khrushchev.  

CƻǊ ǘƘƛǊǘŜŜƴ ǊŜƴƻǿƴŜŘ ŘŀȅǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƘŜƭŘ ƛǘǎ ōǊŜŀǘƘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ ǿŜΩŘ ŀƭƭ ǎƛƴƪ /ǳōŀ ƛƴto the sea or 

ǘǳǊƴ ǘƻ ŀǎƘŜǎΦ [ƛŦŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊǊŀŎƪǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǘǊŜǎǎŦǳƭ ƻƴŜΣ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŘǊŜŀŘŜŘ ǿƻǊŘǎΥ ά²!w L{ 

59/[!w95Φέ  
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It was 3:00 am when the sirens screamed, and the loud speakers boomed over the Norfolk Virginia 

aƛƭƛǘŀǊȅ .ŀǎŜΣ άtŀŎƪ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ōȅ ǘo leave immediately! War has been declared! Get into ranks and 

ƭƻŀŘ ƻƴ ōǳǎǎŜǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ¦Φ{Φ b!±¸ !ƛǊ ¢ŜǊƳƛƴŀƭΤ ŘŜǎǘƛƴŀǘƛƻƴ ¦ƴƪƴƻǿƴέΦ  

ϦDƻƻŘōȅŜΣ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΦέ ¢Ŝƴ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ƻŦ ǳǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƘƻǳǊǎ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ƻƴ ¦Φ{Φ ǎƻƛƭ ǇǊƛƻǊ ǘƻ ōƻŀǊŘƛƴƎ .-

22 props for Guantanamo Bay, Cuba.  

Then ten thousand, newly recruited, U.S. NAVY boys who were freshly passed out of boot camp lined 

ǘƘŜ ǘŀǊƳŀŎΦ 9ǾŜǊȅ ǎŀƛƭƻǊΩǎ ƴŀƳŜ ǿŀǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŜŀŎƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŀƭǳǘŜ ǘƘŜ hŦŦƛŎŜǊΣ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ǇŀǇŜǊǎΣ ǎŀƭǳǘŜ 

again and board one of the many planes roaring off iƴǘƻ ƻōƭƛǾƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘΣ ƴŜȄǘΣ ƴŜȄǘΧΦ ¢ƘŜȅ 

were all threatened, "Lose your papers, or disobey any orders, and you'll go to the brig!" Next - next - 

next...BAM once more! My name was never called. What the hell? After all the others had boarded, I 

was left there standing alone. The last of my whole division was now airborne on the last plane out.  

 

I stood watching in disbelief. The Lieutenant Officer was the only one who remained, lighting up a cigar 

and cursing under his breath. I approached him and saluted with a shaky hand. "Sir, my name wasn't 

called. Where do I go? What do I do?" With no effort to obscure his irritation, he yelled back: "What's 

your name, sailor?" I wanted to seem more confident than my inexperienced 17 years while saluting 

again. "{ƛǊΣ !Φ aƻǊǊƻŎŎƻΣέ ǎŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ǎŜǊƛŀƭ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƴƪΣ ά¦Φ{Φ bŀǾȅΣ {ƛǊΦϦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƻƴƭȅ 

ŀǳƎƳŜƴǘŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿǊŀǘƘΣ άbƻ ǎǘǳǇƛŘΦ {ǘƻǇΗ L ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ŀǎƪ ²I9w9 ȅƻǳϥǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎΦ L ŀǎƪŜŘ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ b!a9ΦϦ 

¢ƻǘŀƭƭȅ ǿƻǊǊƛŜŘΣ ŀƭƭ L ŎƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ά{ƛǊΣ !Φ aƻǊǊƻŎŎƻ-----" interrupted by gusts of his laughter 

and chaotic gasping on his cigar. As he caught his breath, he flipped the stogie and ironically added, 

άhƘΣ ǎƻ you're the one Morrocco!" before walking off to frighten his next prey.  

In my current state of isolation, I realized it was time to retreat to the barracks. I collected my papers 

and duffel bag and sat on a bus to return to the barracks, which was now a military ghost town. But 

that barely deterred me as I threw down my stuff and collapsed face-down on the nearest bunk bed, 

wandering into a worn out, puzzled and dream-clouded sleep.  Join the Navy and See the World...  

  

*****   
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#ÈÁÐÔÅÒ σȡ &ÒÅÅÚÅȦ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ 5ÎÄÅÒ !ÒÒÅÓÔȦ   

  

    Finally, I got my duffle bag containing all my 

worldly belongings and walked to the bus depot to 

ride up to my now deserted barracks. I was so 

exhausted that once I got there, I went to my bunk 

and dropped my gear and my personnel papers. 

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΗ ¢ƘŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƻƴŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ L ƭƻǎǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭŀƴŘ 

me in jail/Brig! At this point, I was just so tired of 

what was happening, so throwing them onto the 

ōǳƴƪ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅ ƳŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ !ƭƭ L ƪƴŜǿ 

was that I was completely exhausted, physically and 

emotionally, so, as soon as I lay down I passed out.   

After some hours, I woke up still trying to assimilate 

everything that had happened. All this craziness had 

made me HUNGRY, so I decided to go to the chow 

hall and get some dinner. So, off I went and made it 

back in a short time.    

Casablanca, Morrocco in 1962 in the US Navy   

Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊ L Ǝƻǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŀǘ L ŦŜƭƭ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƭǳƳōŜǊΦ   

My routine was ready to begin the next day. I was ready to start the day. I would usually wake up, get 

ready to eat some breakfast at the chow hall, then ready to go swimming in the pool or to the gym. Or, 

ƳŀȅōŜ ŀ ƳƻǾƛŜΚ {ǳǊŜΗ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭΗ L ǿŀǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ŀƳŀȊŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΣ 

ά¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ I¦D9Η LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ Ŏƛǘȅ ƛƴ ŀƴŘ ƻŦ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΗέ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ aƛƭƛǘŀǊȅ ōŀǎŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΗ 

There was just enough there to keep me entertained and amused, while at the same time, available 

ŀƴŘ ǊŜŀŘȅ ŦƻǊ ŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƘŜƴŜǾŜǊ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǎƘƻǿŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ L ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΥ άL 

ŀƳ ŀƴ ŀŘǳƭǘ ƴƻǿΗ LΩƳ му ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻƭŘΣ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ōƻƻǘ ŎŀƳǇΣ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀǎǎƛƎƴŜŘ Řǳǘȅ ǘƻ Norfolk Navy 

.ŀǎŜΦ L Ŏŀƴ ƘŀƴŘƭŜ !b¸¢ILbDΗέ L ǿŀǎ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ŀǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ƻǊŘŜǊǎΣ ǊŜŀŘȅ ŦƻǊ ŀŎǘƛƻƴΦ [ƛǘǘƭŜ ŘƛŘ L ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ 

was waiting for me.   

Ȱ(ÁÉÒ-ÒÁÉÓÉÎÇ !ÄÖÅÎÔÕÒÅȱ 

Days were going by quickly; 10 days seem to go by like a flash! Soon enough it was already 3 months 

after starting boot camp, 3 more months of living in my new home base Norfolk, Virginia. I was simply 

ōƭƛǎǎŜŘ ƻǳǘΗ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŎƘƻǊŜǎΣ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǘƻ ȅŜƭƭ ŀǘ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ƴƻ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΧ Wǳǎǘ ŜŀǘΣ ǎǿƛƳΣ ƘŀƴƎ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǎƭŜŜǇΦ L 

was living the dream, enjoying my new-found fǊŜŜŘƻƳΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦƻǊ ƭƻƴƎΧ  hƴŜ ƴƛƎƘǘ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ 

ǾƻƛŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƻƪŜ ƳŜ ǳǇΥ άCǊŜŜȊŜΣ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ !ǊǊŜǎǘΗέ {ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ȅŀƴƪŜŘ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ 
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bunk and threw me on the floor. The military police were yelling with rifles pointed at my head. They 

forcŜŦǳƭƭȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΥ ά²Ƙƻ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ ƭƛƳƛǘǎΚέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ƳŀŘƴŜǎǎΗ L ǿŀǎ ŎƻƴŦǳǎŜŘ ƛƴ 

ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŜǎǎΣ ōǳǘ L ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōƭǳǊǘ ƻǳǘ ά{ƛǊΣ !Φ aƻǊǊƻŎŎƻ ό{!ύ ¦{ bŀǾƛΣ {ƛǊΗέ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

stop the mass chaos. I was grabbed and thrown into a ¦{ bŀǾȅ tƻƭƛŎŜ WŜŜǇ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƛǾŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ά.ǊƛƎέ ςThe 

ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻƭŘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ŀǇǇŜŀǊƛƴƎΦ   

Once I got there, the interrogation session started. There were all sorts of questions getting thrown at 

ƳŜΥ ά²Ƙƻ ǿŀǎ LΚέΣ ά²Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ L ŘƻƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀƴ ƻŦŦ-ƭƛƳƛǘǎ ōŀǊǊŀŎƪΚέΣ ά²ƘƻΧΚέΣ ά²ƘŀǘΧΚέΣ ά²ƘŜǊŜΧΚέΣ 

ά²ƘȅΧΚέΦ !ǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǾƛŜǿΣ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ǿƻǳƭŘ-be spy/deserter and was under arrest for so many 

unknown reasons. It was at this point that I realized I was in serious trouble. So, I remembered what I 

ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ǇŀǇŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴ άaȅ ǇŀǇŜǊǎΗ aȅ bŀǾȅ ŦƻƭŘŜǊ ƛǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōǳƴƪ 

ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƳŜΣ {ƛǊΗέ .ǳǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ƭƛǎǘŜƴŜŘΦ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƻǎǎŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƻƭƛǘŀǊȅ ŎƻƴŦƛƴŜƳŜƴǘΦ L 

had been locked up for possibly being a terrorist. This somehow made sense because after all we were 

at war, and, I was the unknown person found off limits.   

Join The Navy, See The Worldɂright?  

After a few hours and more questions, the military police finally listened to what I was saying and went 

to look for my Military papers. After they found them, they went through them and saw all my military 

information, including the notice that I was being sent to MOROCCO. This kept everyone laughing at my 

expense, because, what a coincidence, right?   

4ÈÅ *ÏËÅȭÓ /Î -Å 

²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƭƛŜǳǘŜƴŀƴǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ Ƴȅ ǊŜŀƭ ƴŀƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǿ Ƴȅ ǇŀǇŜǊǎ ǎŀƛŘ άaƻǊƻŎŎƻέ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ά/ǳōŀέΣ ƘŜ 

broke up laughing when he suddenly realized the obvious name/destination coincidence. So, this is 

what they discovered after going through all my papers: A. Morrocco (SA) US Navy was not   

!²h[Σ ōǳǘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ŀ ǾƛŎǘƛƳ ƻŦ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǇǊŀŎǘƛŎŀƭ ƧƻƪŜΥ άahwwh//h ǿŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎƘƛǇǇŜŘ ǘƻ ahwh//hΗέ 

IŜǊŜΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƧƻƪŜΥ Lǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ Ƴȅ ƭŀǎǘ ƴŀƳŜ ǿŀǎ aƻǊǊƻŎŎƻΣ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ 

processing our papers in Washington, D.C. at the Bureau of Personnel, must have just seen my last 

ƴŀƳŜ ŀƴŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ōƻǊŜŘ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƛƎƘǘŜƴ ǳǇ Ƙƛǎ Řŀȅ ōȅ ǎǘŀƳǇƛƴƎ άtƻǊǘ [ȅŀǳǘŜȅ YŜƴƛǘǊŀΣ 

aƻǊǊƻŎŎƻέ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ǇŜǊǎƻƴƴŜƭ ǇŀǇŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƻƭŘŜǊΗ   

Lo and behold, all the confusion and interrogation had happened because what I had to do was to go to 

a different air terminal and catch my next flight to Port Lyautey, North Africa. The only problem was 

that no one had explained any of this to me while I was watching my entire division fly off to Gitmo Bay, 

Cuba!   

Next Stop: Port Lyautey Kenitra, Morocco, North Africa. Comnavacts Mediterranean Station for 

Defending the Mediterranean from the Russians!   

After not being shipped to Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, I was sent instead to Morocco to secure the entire 

Mediterranean from Russian invaders. After an 18-hour flight in a crowded, jam-packed military prop 

plane, I made my official arrival to Port Lyautey Kenitra, Morocco in North Africa at the US Navy Station 
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in August, 1961. The hatch opened and we got off the plane. The first thing that happened? The air 

temperature hit me at 120 degrees. I felt like this was hell on earth! North Africa was home to the 

Sahara Desert, this meant that winds and heat were waiting for me! These would be nothing more than 

my daily routine and more adventures.   

Join the Navy and Feel the Heat 

aȅ ƴŜǿ ŀǎǎƛƎƴŜŘ ƘƻƳŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊǊŀŎƪǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŀƛǊ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ Ŧŀƴǎ όōǳǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ ǿƘƻΩŘ 

want to blow hot air around, anyway?). I soon discovered that the showers were where I would hang 

out most of my time. It was just so nice to stand under cool water for hours! After all, it was 120 

degrees in the shade and, as a New England native, this was to me something from another planet.   

After one week, I was assigned to my new position: washing pots and pans. After all, I had just 

graduated boot camp and spent 3 months in a US military base, so I actually had not learned much else, 

and as I was US Government property, I just did what I was told, discovering quickly that I had given up 

all my rights as a tax-paying citizen. All I had to do was listen, obey, act and not think.   

After about one week of settling into hot Morrocco Navy Base, one afternoon there was an 

ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜƳŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ¢ƘŜ .Ǌŀǎǎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ !ŘƳƛǊŀƭΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΥ ά/ŀƴ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ǘȅǇŜΚέ LƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎƭȅ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ƛƴ 

мфсм ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǳƴŎƻƳƳƻƴ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ƳŜƴ ǿƘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘȅǇŜΦ ¢Ƙŀƴƪǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ 

course and thanks to Mrs. Johnson, who taught my class how to type (I honestly feel like this was the 

only thing I had learned how to do in my 3.5 years of high school!), I was then a so-ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άǎǇŜŜŘ ǘȅǇƛǎǘέ 

at around 30 WPM (words per minute). The typewriters in 1961 were very different to what we have 

today. Back then, they all had a ribbon and a pound key board. NO electrical anything. It was the 

newfangled gadget of the time.   

After announcing to my immediate supervisor of pots and pans that I, indeed, knew how to type, I was 

immediately assigned to a new barracks/division and an air-conditioned office that was the main 

headquarters to Admiral Peoples North Africa Comnavacts. I was working for Lieutenant Commander 

Gearheart and my new assignment was to type, type and type all kinds of papers that were all high 

SECURITY, which required that I receive a top Security Clearance. By doing this I would also be allowed 

to become a senior sailor with all the privileges that only officers had on base! Once I was cleared, I was 

ƳƻǾŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ¢ƻǇ .Ǌŀǎǎ hŦŦƛŎŜ ŀǎ ŀ άtŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ !ƛŘŜ ŀƴŘ ¢ȅǇƛǎǘέ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ǳƴŘŜǊ !ŘƳƛǊŀƭ tŜƻǇƭŜǎΩ 

direction, with my new top security clearance status, all base privileges and my very own Jeep. WOW! I 

was living the dream!   

²ŀǎƘƛƴƎ Ǉƻǘǎ ŀƴŘ Ǉŀƴǎ ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƛǾƛƭŜƎŜŘ ŦŜǿ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀŘƳƛǊŀƭΩǎ ǇǊƛǾŀǘŜ 

offices: Life in Morrocco from 1961 to 1963!   

This new stage started off with a 30-day introduction to a new culture: No one was allowed off base by 

ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǎŀƛƭƻǊǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ƻǊ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ Ǝƻ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ά.ǊƛƎ 

5ŀƴƎŜǊ ½ƻƴŜέΗ Lǘ ƳŀŘŜ ǎŜƴǎŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǘ ǿŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ /ǳōŀ ŀƴŘ wǳǎǎƛŀΣ ǎƻ ǿŀƴŘŜǊƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ 

solo was dangerous.   
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Being in Morocco for those years made me feel like my whole world had been turned upside down and 

backwards finding myself living in an Arabic-speaking country under monarch rule, whereas my 

upbringing was quite different: white, American, Roman-Catholic, country bumpkin from Small Town, 

New England, and democracy under President Kennedy. Now, what did I have here? The complete 

opposite: Brown, African, Muslim, monarchy under tyrannical rule of King Mulla Hass Sang V. You 

always had to follow ǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ǊǳƭŜǎ ƻǊ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƻǊ Ǌƛǎƪ ǘƻ ōŜ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ŦƻǊŜƛƎƴ ƭŀƴŘΦ bƻǿΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ 

me wrong, there are wonderful things about Morocco, too. It is mystical, magical, with the romantic 

Atlas Mountains, exotic cities, desert oasis, camels and couscous!   

And See The World! 

We privileged few from the TOP BRASS office could and were encouraged to travel throughout 

aƻǊƻŎŎƻ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ άǘƻǇ-ǎŜŎǳǊƛǘȅ Ǉŀǎǎέ ŀƴŘ ƘŀŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊ ōŀǎŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴƴŜƭΦ   

So, we took advantage of these perks and got to see Tangiers, Rabat, Casablanca, Marrakesh and the 

Atlas Mountains. It was time to discover another culture living in a strange land with new found friends: 

Hello, Morocco/Morrocco!   

Around this time, I had graduated to fill my new position as Journalist Petty Officer 3rd Class: This was 

truly a big deal going from mere enlisted Sailor to a now new Petty Officer. I was pretty much entering 

the elite status of US Government property. Join the Navy ς See the World!   

After discovering we could simply fly to Spain, Portugal, Italy, Germany and the UK, we soon learned 

that during our days off, as top security personnel with privileges, we could just simply  go to the air 

terminal, find out when the next flight to Europe was, get aboard a cargo plane and fly off to the UK, 

Germany, Italy, France, Spain or Portugal. At our arrival, we could just hop on a free military bus to be 

taken to the US Military Base, where there would be FREE US military barracks and chow halls. Free 

Chow Halls was the main ticket; after all being a growing teenager, one was hungry all the time.   

!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƭƭ ŦƻƭƪǎΗ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ ŜȄŎƛǘƛƴƎ 9ǳǊƻǇŜŀƴ ŎƛǘƛŜǎτalmost practically for free, 

compliments of the US Navy.  We would go for two, three or even up to four days having $1 or as much 

as $5 American dollars to spend per day for a beer, a bottle of vino, a great gourmet meal and then tour 

the city. It was truly a whirlwind adventureτan all-expenses paid, 18-month tour of North Africa and 

now included Europe!  Being an 18, then 19 and then 20-year-old country bumpkin from New England, I 

was now growing up fast among exotic cultures in Europe and North Africa, all compliments of the US 

Navy.  Being paid $5.50 a dayτwhat a deal! I was having the times of my lives! At last: Join the Navy 

and see the World!   

*****   
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Chapter 4: The Art of Staying ALIVE   

  

    Marrakesh was going to be bursting with 

music and color, even beyond the gorgeous 

contrast of white architecture against the 

famously purple Atlas Mountain Range.  The 

one-time capital city would be alive with 

the lights, colors and sounds of the mythic 

Fantasia ritual, that continued to be 

performed there annually after thousands 

of years.  

Morocco, Marrakech: Fantasia 

Berber Horsemen   

 

A fellow sailor, my good friend Gil, and I put in our request to take one week off. Once we secured it, 

the countdown to paradise began.  It was going to be a big journey, more than what it appeared on the 

surface.   

I felt like we were leaving our childhoods behind: No more lights out at ten, No more homeworkτ total 

ŦǊŜŜŘƻƳΗ ²ŜΩŘ ōŜ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎΦ hǳǊ Ǉƭŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǘo rent a car and drive across the Sahara Desert, 

staying at air force bases such as Benguiro.  For a couple of nineteen-year-olds, it was an amazing 

adventure, dangerous and thrilling, and the reward would be a sight I'd been looking forward to my 

whole life. One I'd never forget.    

Things got off to a rough start.  Sailors are required to travel three at a time or risk the brig, but our 

third didn't show up and we weren't about to wait or blow the trip altogether.  

We tore through the Sahara at about eighty-five miles an hour, sun baking down, the highway 

seemingly abandoned for miles ahead and behind us.  Despite our loss of a third travel companion, 

things were looking good for an incredible weekend.  

Then a small dot appeared on the horizon, small and hard to discern.  Neither Gil nor I gave it very 

much thought. As it got closer it was clear to us both it was another car on the road coming at us in the 

opposite direction.  

Dƛƭ ƎǳŜǎǎŜŘΣ άaǳǎǘ ōŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǳǎΚέ  L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƻƴƭȅ ǎƘŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ  !ǎ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ Ǝƻǘ Ŏƭoser, I had a bad 

ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎΦ  ! ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƘŀǇŜ ǇƻƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊϥǎ ǎƛŘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΣ Ƴȅ ŦŜŀǊǎ ŜŎƘƻŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƘŀƳŜΦ  άLǘ ƛǎΣέ Dƛƭ 

ǎŀƛŘΣ άǎŜŜΣ ƘŜϥǎ ǿŀǾƛƴƎΦέ  

IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǳǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿŀǾƛƴƎΦ  !ƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǊŀŎŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎŀǊΣ ŀ ǊŜŘ 

pickup truck, that I realized what the driver was really doing.  
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¢ƘŜ ōǊƛŎƪ ŦƭŜǿ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ ƘŀƴŘ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǎǿŜǊǾŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŎǘŀƴƎǳƭŀǊ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘƛƭŜ ŦƭŜǿ 

into our windshield with all the speed and momentum of the passing car colliding with the opposing 

trajectory of our own.  

The combination was more than enough to shatter the windshield.  

I swerved, unable to see.  We almost sped over the shoulder and into a ditch, tires skidding beneath us 

as I wrestled the car to a blind stop.  We pulled over to the side of the road and got out, ready for an 

altercation, but our attackers drove on behind us, content to have struck a blow against the occupying 

forces.  

There was still the car to deal with, which was now going to be almost impossible to drive.  Gil and I 

tried to kick in and then push out the shattered windshield, held together by a film over the glass to 

prevent it from shattering.  

Dƛƭ ŀǎƪŜŘΣ άbƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΚέ  

ά5ǳƴƴƻΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎƭŀƴŎƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΦ  ά.ǳǘ LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŦŜǎǘƛǾŀƭΣ L Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŀǘΦέ  

We finally managed to dislodge the useless, shattered glass and drive the rest of the way with an open 

windshield, catching more than our share of bugs in our teeth before finally arriving at the nearest Air 

CƻǊŎŜ ōŀǎŜΦ  ²ŜΩŘ ǎǇŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘt there and push on to Marrakesh the next day.  

Fantasia 

The biggest event of the year had drawn tourists from all corners of the globe; innumerable people of 

Asian extractions and Europeans looked blankly around as if deliberately unimpressed. Gil and I braced 

ourselves as we parked and pushed into the crowd on foot.  The air was thick with the smells of fine 

hash, foul body odor, the hot juicy scent of grilled lamb.  The clamor of a thousand conversations 

buzzed in my ears, dizzying.  

Hundreds of Moroccan horsemen rode with grim faces, postures stiff and rigid, their procession filling a 

wide, flat area.  Gil and I jostled to keep up and not lose each other while still getting a good spot to 

take in the action to come.  

Fantasia, also known as lab Al baroud or the gunpowder play, celebrated the bond between man and 

horse and, strangely, was and remains often performed at weddings among the Berber people and in 

the Maghreb.  Often thought of as a military exercise, the Fantasia featured a group of riders, or serba, 

dressed in their elaborate garb and carrying old-world rifles called moukahla.  They rode in stately 

procession to the tapping of drums, bathed in light.  

The horses, a breed called barb, were known for their speed and courage, though this ritual required 

them to carry their riders with control and discipline.  The horses themselves seemed to know their 

role, after generations of ritualistic performance ingrained in their muscles, their tissues, and down to 

their very bones.  
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Tensions rose, intensity gathered, until the horsemen all raised their rifles and executed what sounded 

like a single, incredible shot ringing out over Marrakesh.  Their timing was perfect, not a single man 

even a fraction off of the others.  Coming from the chaotic, individualistic United States but trained in 

the disciplined ways of the armed services, I couldn't help but be impressed at their sense of unity and 

tradition, honoring the generations who had come before them and knowing that future generations 

would do the same.  It was so like the ethos which drew us together as that one percent who serve in 

the military, who were and will always be ready to lay down that last measure of devotion to duty and 

honor to their country.  That seemingly single shot rang in my gut, heart, and soul, making my whole 

body tremble.  

It was more than just the idea of reconnecting with my fellow sailors, with the men and women in any 

branch of service.  Watching this ceremony, available in its authenticity nowhere else in the world, was 

an honor, a reward afforded to me by my risk, by my ambition.  WŜΩŘ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ǊǳƭŜǎ ǘƻ ŀǘǘŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

ceremony, but the rules of the base no longer seemed to apply.  It was as if I was no longer in their 

ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜΣ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻǊ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴΦ  L ŦŜƭǘ ŀǎ ƛŦ LΩŘ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǎǘΣ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅōƻƻƪΣ ŀ ǇŀƎŜ 

straight out of One Thousand and One Arabian Nights.  This was why I had joined the armed services; to 

ǎŜŜ ǇŀǊǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΣ Řƻ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ŘƻΦ  

And Fantasia had been at the top of the list.  

Gil and I weaved through the thinning crowd to one of the many sidewalk cafes along the streets of 

Marrakesh.  

ά²ƘȅΩŘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻƳŜ ǘƻ aƻǊƻŎŎƻΚέ  L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ Dƛƭ ƎŀǾŜ ƛǘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŀ ǇǊƻƳƛǎƛƴƎ ǎƛƎƴ 

reading The Blue ParrotΦ  άL ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƴŘ ƛǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōǊƻǿƴŜǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƛŘŜΦέ  

The Blue Parrot was packed, but we managed to find a spot in the corner. The beers were cold, fast and 

cheap; and they went down with a bit too much vigor.  

ά¸ΩƪƴƻǿΣ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ  άLǘΩǎ ƻǳǊ ƧƻōΣ ƻǳǊ ŘǳǘȅΣ ƻǳǊ ƳƛǎǎƛƻƴΗέ  

άbƻΣέ Dƛƭ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŘǊǳƴƪŜƴ ǎǿŀȅ ƛƴ Ƙƛǎ ǾƻƛŎŜΣ άƛǘϥǎ ƻǳǊ Ƴƛǎǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǎŜŎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƭƛōŜǊǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ 

States of America τ έ  

άbƻΣ DƛƭΦ  !ǎ ǎŀƛƭƻǊǎΣ ŀǎ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎΣ ŀǎ ŀƴȅ ƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀǊƳŜŘ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜǎΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘǿƻ ƧƻōǎΥ ǘƻ ƻōŜȅΣ ŀƴŘ 

ǘƻ ŦƛƎƘǘΦέ  

Gil finished hiǎ ōŜŜǊΦ  ά{ƻǳƴŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ .ƻȅ {Ŏƻǳǘ ǇƭŜŘƎŜΦ  !ƴŘ L ƎŜǘ ƛǘΣ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƻΦ  !ƴŘ L ŀŘƳƛǊŜ ƛǘ Χ ǎƻǊǘ 

of.  But you gotta let go of those schoolboy thoughts and open up your eyes; wars are good for one 

thing only, and that's to make money.  Big scale and little, from the billions in arms contracts to the 

ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ǎƪƛƳ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ ƳŀǊƪŜǘΣ ƛǘϥǎ ŀƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ōƛƎ ǎŎŀƳΦέ  IŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ  ά.ǳǘ L 

Řƻƴϥǘ ǿŀƴƴŀ ƎŜǘ ƪƛƭƭŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎƻ ǎƻƳŜ ²ŀǎƘƛƴƎǘƻƴ ŘƛŎƪ Ŏŀƴ ƎŜǘ ǊƛŎƘΦέ L ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ōŜŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘǊƛŜŘ 

to sƳƛƭŜΦ  άDƻŘ ōƭŜǎǎ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΦέ  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŘŀƳƴ ǊƛƎƘǘΗέ  
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SOS: Two Sailors  on the Streets of Marrakesh   

After a few too many more, we staggered out of The Blue Parrot onto the streets of Marrakesh.  We 

shambled up to the first hotel we found, not even bothering to read the sign.  

Once at the reception, the hotelier told us that he didn't have a room, a bed, or even a staircase we 

could rent.  The way he smiled as we steǇǇŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ƴŜȄǘ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘΣ L ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ 

going to get much better.  

L ŀǎƪŜŘ DƛƭΣ ά²Ƙȅ ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ȅƻǳ ōƻƻƪ ǳǎ ŀ ǊƻƻƳΚέ  

άaŜΚ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿƘƻƭŜ Cŀƴǘŀǎƛŀ ǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŘŜŀƭΣ ƴƻǘ ƳƛƴŜΦ  ²ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ aƛŎƪŜȅ aƻǳǎŜΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚέ  

άL Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΣ DƛƭΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳǊ Ƨƻō ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǳǎ ŀ ǊƻƻƳΦέ  

ά²Ƙƻ ƴŜŜŘǎ ŀ ǊƻƻƳΚ  ²Ŝ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŀȅ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǊǘȅΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǎƭŜŜǇ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ ƘƻƳŜΦέ  

ά²Ŝ Řƻƴϥǘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǘǿƻ ŘŀȅǎΗ  ²ŜΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ŀ ǊƻƻƳ ƴƻǿΣ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ƛǘΦέ  

ά{ƻ ǿŜϥƭƭ ŎŀƳǇ ƻǳǘΗ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ŀ ǇǳōƭƛŎ ǇŀǊƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜΦέ  Dƛƭ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ 

began to swerve and teeter, barely able to remain on his feet.  

ά9ȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΣ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŜƴΚέ  ²Ŝ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ŀ ƭƻŎŀƭΣ ƛŘŜƴǘƛŦƛŀōƭŜ ŀǎ aƻǊƻŎŎŀƴ ōȅ Ƙƛǎ ŎƻƭƻǊŦǳƭ ƎŀǊƳŜƴǘ 

known as a jellaba, sǘŜǇǇŜŘ ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōǊƻŀŘ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ŀǊƳǎ ŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘΣ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŜƳǇǘȅΦ  ά5ƛŘ L ǘŀƪŜ ƛǘ 

ǘƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΚέ  

Gil took a step back and looked the man up and down.  

L ǿŀǎ ǉǳƛŎƪ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣ ά²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴϥǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǊŜǎŜǊǾŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜΣ ǘƘŀǘϥǎ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘΦέ  

άaȅ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŦŀǊΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛŎƪ aƻǊƻŎŎŀƴ ŀŎŎŜƴǘΦ  άaȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƘƻƴƻǊŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ 

ŀǎ ƻǳǊ ƎǳŜǎǘǎΦέ  

Dƛƭ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ǾƛŜǿ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴΦ  ά²ƘȅΚέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ŦǊŀƴƪƭȅΦ  

The Moroccan just glanced at our uniforms, which ǿŜΩŘ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿƻƴ ǳǎ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻŘƛŎǳƳ ƻŦ 

ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘΦ  Dƛƭ ŀƴŘ L ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ŀ ǎǳǎǇƛŎƛƻǳǎ ƎƭŀƴŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ōŜǎǘ ŦƻǊ ǳǎ ŀƭƭΦ  L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ 

what Gil was capable of, but even more so I wasn't sure who this man was or where he could be leading 

us.  

bƻǘ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƻƭΩ {ǘŀǊǎ ϧ {ǘǊƛǇŜǎΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΦ  

ά¢Ƙŀǘϥǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ōƻǘƘŜǊΦ  ²Ŝϥƭƭ ŦƛƴŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

άbƻΣ ƴƻΣ ƴƻΣ ǎƛǊΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜΣέ ǘƘŜ aƻǊƻŎŎŀƴ ǎŀƛŘΣ άL ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǘƻ ŀōŀƴŘƻƴ you to the streets 

of Marrakesh.  You have helped us in so many ways, I insist you offer my family the chance to properly 

ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳΦέ  
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ά5ŀƳƴ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ Dƛƭ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōŀŘ ǘƻƴŜΣ ŎŀǊǊȅƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŀǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘƛƳΦ  

άDƛƭΚέ  

ά²ƘŀǘΚ  IŜϥǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƻǿŜ ǳǎΗέ  

I couldn't help but roll my eyes and shake my head, our would-be host smiling at my discomfort.  

ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘǊƛǾŜΚέ  

άL ŎŀƴΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ Dƛƭ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŘƻǿƴΦ  άLΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  

¢ƘŜ aƻǊƻŎŎŀƴ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ  άLΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ŎŀǊ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƳŜ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘƻǳǎŜΦέ  

With that, both Gil and I knew that each step was taking us closer and closer to a future that was both 

mysterious and very likely to be beyond our control.  

We pulled up to a little square building, much like those on either side.  The Moroccan pulled up with 

his buddy and Gil and I pulled up to park behind them.  Our new host and his friend consulted in quiet, 

one running quietly into the house while our guest approached us in a hushed voice.  

άLϥƭƭ ƭŜǘ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜ ƪƴƻǿ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ōŜ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŎŀǊ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΦ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ŘŜŜǇ ƛƴǘƻ 

ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ WŜǿƛǎƘ aŜŘƛŀΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǊŜǎǘǊƛŎǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻ ǊƻƻƳ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

inn, as they say, we figured any port in a storm was better than none at all.  

The Moroccan followed his friend into the house and Gil and I could only share a glance and shrug.  

We looked around, the desert night becoming suddenly chilly.  We sat back in the seats of the 

Renault to await our welcoming host, both of us looking forward to a cozy night indoors.  

I woke up behind the wheel of the Renault, shocked, my senses all bursting to life at once.  What 

ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚ  But there was no time.  The Renault was being jostled, Gil and I looking 

around to see a group of six or seven Arab men, wrapping and kicking the car, sabers out.  

ά{ǘŀǊǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΣέ Dƛƭ ǎŀƛŘΣ άƎŜǘ ǳǎ ƻǳǘǘŀ ƘŜǊŜΗέ  

L ŎǊŀƴƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƪŜȅΣ ǘƘŜ ƛƎƴƛǘƛƻƴ ŦŀƛƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜ ƻǾŜǊΦ  άLΩƳ ǘǊȅƛƴƎΣ ƛǘ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǎǘŀǊǘΗέ  

The engine finally turned over and the car jumped forward, nearly smashing into the parked car in front 

ƻŦ ǳǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ !Ǌŀōǎ ƧǳƳǇŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀǎ ƻƴŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭƭȅ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ DƛƭΩǎ ŘƻƻǊ ƻǇŜƴΦ  Dƛƭ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ Ƙƛǎ Ŧƻƻǘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ 

the guy away from the door just as the Renault jumped forward, rubber peeling on the road.  

The car sped off, wiggling on the road just a bit before I could get a bite on the asphalt.  In the rearview 

mirror, the other Arabs had gotten dangerously close, to within a few yards, but they were 

disappearing fast as I sped off, back toward the Air Force base and to safety.  

άIŜȅΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ƘƛƳ ƻƴŎŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƭŜŀǊΣ άŜŀǎȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƭǳǊǎΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ  
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Gil gave it some thought, then nodded, glancing back once more at the murderous band vanishing 

ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǳǎΦ  ά{ǳǊŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōƻȅ ǎŎƻǳǘΣέ ŎƘǳŎƪƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǇŀƴǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǊŜƭƛŜŦ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƭƛǾŜΣ άǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ȅƻǳ 

ǎŀȅΦέ  

We were excited to share our near-death experience with the other sailors once we got back to our 

base, admonishing them never to go out with less than three troops.  

ά{ƻǳƴŘǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ Ǝƻǘ ΨŎƘŀΣέ ƻƴŜ ǎŀƛƭƻr said back in the barracks.  

L ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘΣ ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŎŀǎǳŀƭΦ  άLǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎǊŜŀǘΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘƻǿƴǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ƛǘΣ άƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ŀǎ ōŀŘ ŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ 

ŎƘŜƳƛŎŀƭ ǘǊǳŎƪ ŦƛǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ǎƛȄǘŜŜƴΦέ  L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀŘƳƛǘΣ L ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎƘƻŎƪŜŘΣ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ 

expressions; eyes wide, mƻǳǘƘǎ ƭƻǿ ŀƴŘ ƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ƻǇŜƴΦ  άhƘ ȅŜŀƘΣέ L ŀŘŘŜŘΣ άǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ 

ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƪƛŘ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ Χ έ  .ǳǘ ŀƭƭ ōǊŀƎƎƛƴƎ ǊƛƎƘǘǎ ŀǎƛŘŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳŜ ƘƻǊǊƻǊǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ Ǉŀǎǘ ŎŀƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ 

blood-ŎǳǊŘƭƛƴƎ ŎƭŀǊƛǘȅΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘ ǎƻ ƻŦǘŜƴ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΦ  L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ go into the episode that 

happened in the desert back home, when I was just eleven, or the out-of-body experience I had six 

years before that.  It was too complicated, too ugly, and there was too much to think about besides all 

that.  I was in my youthful prime, living an adventure most people wouldn't dare dream about.  

It was too hard not to be excited about how thrilling it all was, about how colorful and enthralling the 

Fantasia had been.  I had to admit, it lived up to my every expectation and much more, and though it 

nearly cost me my life, I have to say that I would do it all again in an instant.  There would be other 

adventures, hopefully not so dangerous but just as thrilling.  

I was just getting started, and things were really about to heat up.  

  

*****  
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Chapter 5: Europe on One Dollar a Day   

Join the Navy and see the world.  

They weren't kidding.  

Munich, Gibraltar, all European points 

were open to me and my fellow sailors. Back in 

the halcyon days of 1962, Uncle Sam was still 

ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǘŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻǳŘΦ IŜΩŘ ǎŜƴǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ 

fellow sailors under no less a figure than Admiral 

Peoples to protect the Mediterranean from the 

Russians. From the Mediterranean, Europe was 

our playground and our military passes were our 

tickets to paradise.  

ά¢ƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ ƛǎΣέ ŀ ōǳŘŘȅ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƴǘƛƴŀΣ άǘƘŜ 9ǎŎŀǇŜ !ǊǘƛǎǘΦ IƻǿΩǎ ƛǘ 

ƘŀƴƎƛƴΩΣ IƻǳŘƛƴƛΚέ  

ά{Ωŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ Ŏƻƻƭ ǎƛǇ ƻŦ .ǳŘǿŜƛǎŜǊΦ άWǳǎǘ ƳŀƪƛƴΩ ǘǊŀŎƪǎΣ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ŦŀŎǘΦέ  

άbƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳΣ ƴƻǿ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘΦέ aȅ ōǳǊƭȅ LǊƛǎƘ ōǳŘŘȅΣ ¢ŜǊǊŀƴŎŜ Mac McLennon, ordered up a beer 

ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻƻƭ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƳƛƴŜΦ ά²ƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƻŦŦ ǘƻ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΚέ  

άhƪǘƻōŜǊŦŜǎǘ ƛƴ aǳƴƛŎƘΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎƭŀƴŎƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ŀǘ Ƴȅ ƘŀƭŦ-ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ƎƭŀǎǎΦ άwŜŀƭ ōŜŜǊΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƘƛǎΦέ  

ά/ƻƳŜ ŀƭƻƴƎΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊŀƛǎƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƎƭŀǎǎΦ ά¸ƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ōǊŀǎǎ ǿŀƴǘǎ ǳǎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƻǎǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ 

bucks, put some of those ugly American rumors to rest. On top of that, the dollar here is through the 

ǊƻƻŦΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ōǳȅ ƘŀǇǇƛƴŜǎǎΣ ōǳǘ ƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ŀŦŦƻǊŘŀōƭŜΦέ  

άbƻǘ ǘƻ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǊŜŀŘƛƭȅ ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜΣ ōǳǘ aǳƴƛŎƘΚ ²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘ tŀǊƛǎ ƻǊ [ƻƴŘƻƴΣ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ Χ allied cƛǘȅΚέ  

L ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƴȅ ƘŜŀŘΦ άLǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ aŀŎΦ YŜƴƴŜŘȅΩǎ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǳǎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΣ ƴƻ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ 

ƴƻǘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŀƭƻƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊƛŘŜΦέ  

aŀŎ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŀƴŘ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀƴΦ άbŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǊƎŜǘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ LΩƳ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΦέ  

ά¢ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ōŜŜǊ ŀƴd nice, juicy bratwurst."  

Lƴ ŀƴ ŜȄŀƎƎŜǊŀǘŜŘ ŀŎŎŜƴǘΣ aŀŎ ǎŀƛŘΣ άMacht schnell!έ DŜǊƳŀƴ ŦƻǊ make it quick, ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ 

did.  

Getting around was easy and cheap. They used to say you could live in Europe on a dollar a day, and in 

a way, that was true. Keep in mind that we were only earning $5.50 a day, but travel was free. The air 
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terminal at Ft. Lyautey had flights going out to all manner of destinations and all we had to do was 

ǎƘƻǿ ǳǇΣ ŦƭŀǎƘ ŀ ǇŀǎǎΣ ŎƘŜŎƪ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǎǘŜǊΣ ŀƴŘ ƎƻΦ DŜƴŜǊŀƭƭȅΣ LΩŘ ǎƘƻǿ up without knowing where the 

flights were heading out to. Oftentimes that was half the fun! However, not this time, I was Munich 

bound. Mac by my side only added an element of adventure, and danger.  

ά{ǿƛǘȊŜǊƭŀƴŘΣέ aŀŎ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎƭŀƴŎƛƴƎ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻǎǘŜǊΣ άǘƻƳƻǊǊow at oh-eight-ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘΦέ  

άbŜȄǘ ǘƛƳŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ ά²ŜΩǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊƎƻ ǘƻ bŀǇƭŜǎΣ ǿŜΩƭƭ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜǊŜΦέ aŀŎ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΣ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ 

follow my lead. I was the Escape Artist, after all, he knew he was traveling with the right guy.  

We swapped our uniforms for civvies and took the bus into Naples. The pasta meals there rolled out 

covered in rich cream sauces and hearty meats, while heavy Italian wines washed it all down. The 

restaurants and cafes were alive with that beautiful Italian language, the passion of the Med 

overflowing in their contentious conversations, hands gesticulating, chests and chins thrust forward 

over the tables.  

Bella Italia!  

The night crawled into morning, the purple of dusk rising out of the midnight black. Mac and I took the 

free bus back to the barracks and slept it off, recovering our strength for the next leg of our journey. 

More free chow and the next day set off to Munich, where the real party was happening. Naples had 

been a nice warm up, of course, a welcome break from life on ship, but I was determined to go to 

Munich, and nothing was going to stop me.  

ά{ƻ ǿƘȅ aǳƴƛŎƘΚέ aŀŎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜΣ ά²Ƙƻ ƛǎ ǎƘŜΚέ  

L ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΦ ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ŀ ǎƻǳƭ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ hƪǘƻōŜǊŦŜǎǘ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎƎŜǎǘ ǇŀǊǘƛŜǎ ƛƴ 9ǳǊƻǇŜΣ aŀŎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ 

are Germans! Drinking beer is theƛǊ ƴŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǇŀǎǘƛƳŜΦ Iƻǿ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǳǇΚέ  

hƪǘƻōŜǊŦŜǎǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜƴƻǿƴŜŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜƴΣ ŀƴŘ aǳƴƛŎƘΩǎ ōŜŜǊ ƎŀǊŘŜƴǎ ƭƛǾŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊŜǇǳǘŀǘƛƻƴΦ .ƭƻŎƪ 

after block of long tables and wooden benches were draped with tarps and tents, protecting celebrants 

from thŀǘ .ŀǾŀǊƛŀƴ ŀǳǘǳƳƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŀǳǎŀƎŜǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƧǳƛŎȅ ŀƴŘ ŦƭŀǾƻǊŦǳƭΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŀǊǊŀȅ ǎǘŀƎƎŜǊƛƴƎΦ aŀŎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ 

seem able or interested in telling one greasy meat stick from the other, the currywurst from the brats.  

German beer is more than just a beverage, more than just a way to get drunk (though it certainly does 

the trick). The Germans are well-known brewmeisters and they craft their beer with love and respect, 

with countless generations of tradition evident in the hoppy heads and robust colors. The beers in 

Germany were (and still are) much more robust than their American counterparts.  

aŀŎ ƭŜŀƴŜŘ ƻǾŜǊΦ άaǳƴƛŎƘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƎƭŀǎǎΦ άL Ǝƻǘǘŀ ǎŀȅΣ IƻǳŘƛƴƛ Χ ǿƘŜƴ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ 

ǊƛƎƘǘΦέ  

I was on a real winning streak. Of course, that was thanks mostly to the Navy and their incredible travel 

ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴǎΦ 9ǳǊƻǇŜ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǊ ǇƭŀȅƎǊƻǳƴŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ ƴƻǘΚ ²ŜΩŘ ŜŀǊƴŜŘ ƛǘΦ ²ŜΩŘ ǎŀǾŜŘ ƛǘΣ ǇǊŜǎŜǊǾŜŘ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ 

now we were going to enjoy it.  
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Live, Laugh, Love 

The meals in Portugal were huge, and though we had to pay for our bread and olives, the portions were 

gigantic, the food colorful, flavorful and cooked to perfection. The grilled sardines were out of season, 

ōǳǘ ŘŜǾƻǘŜŜǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǿŀƛǘ ǳƴǘƛƭ ǘƘŜ ǎǇǊƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŀƭǘȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŘŜǾƛƭǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŎǊƛǎǇȅ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƛƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ 

meat tender and succulent. A lot of the locals just gobbled them up, bones, head and all, but neither 

Mac nor I were that enthusiastic about it. A very tasty snack though, and not one you find anywhere in 

the States.  

The better tascas, or family-owned restaurants, in Lisbon closed their kitchens between three in the 

afternoon and seven in the evening, which was something I had to get used to. The Latins took their 

leisure in the afternoons, ramping up for late nights of revelry and banter. I was used to the American 

way of doing things; working industriously through the day and then playing hard at night. Still, a few 

hours in the middle of the day with nothing to do but relax was pretty hard to refuse, and frankly it still 

is (even more so now, to be honest). Also, they did serve sandwiches and meat croquettes in those 

hours, and those were pretty great, too.  

tƻǊǘǳƎǳŜǎŜ ōǳƭƭŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǿƘŀǘ LΩŘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘΦ Lƴ {ǇŀƛƴΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǊƛȊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǊǘΣ ǘƘŜ 

animals were almost always killed in the ring. The Portuguese bulls had it a little better, rounded up and 

tired out. Instead of stabbing the beast, a crew of men faced the creature in the ring and let it charge at 

them. It seemed suicidal as the bull rammed into one of them, while the crowd cheered. I could hardly 

breathe. Nevertheless, the four or five guys really knew how to roll with a punch, because they 

eventually did succeed in physically catching and capturing the bull.  

The amazing rock formations of the coast offered crevices to explore, and arches to boat or swim 

under. It was like a living masterpiece of natural artwork; rustic orange and pale, mossy green against 

the marine blue of the ocean waters.  

Byzantine architecture, cobblestone mosaics, waves of color and fanciful designs, on the streets gave 

urban Portugal a similar artistic flare.  

The endless Spanish horizon stretched out on all sides of us; those famous windmills of La Mancha 

standing in their silent, eternal vigil. It was hotter than I expected. The hundred-ŘŜƎǊŜŜ ƘŜŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀǎ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ /ƻƴƴŜŎǘƛŎǳǘΦ [ǳŎƪƛƭȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΩǎ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎ ōŜŀŎƘŜǎ 

provided plenty of ocean breeze.  

The Spanish took their siestas even more seriously than the Portuguese, but Mac and I were ready to sit 

back and drink through a few afternoon hours, preparing for the monstrous parties to come. The 

Spanish loved to celebrate, their Latin blood was hot, percolating with a love of life and a lust for living. 

¢ƘŜ [ŀǘƛƴΩǎ Ǉŀǎǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ƳǳǎƛŎ ŀƴŘ ŘŀƴŎŜΣ ŦƻƻŘ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƛƴƪΣ romance and dialogue are known throughout 

the world, and not without reason. Although all that fun required strength and stamina, and even if a 

few hours of inconvenience in the afternoon were what it took to make it through one of those 

astounding Spanish fiestas, neither of us was going to argue the point. We were too busy napping 

anyway.  
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Spain felt like a little Europe of its own, a compendium of different cultures, from city to city. Madrid 

was as alien to Catalonia as Barcelona was to Galicia. The diversity was dizzying, and the natural beauty 

of the country followed suit. The plains were flat, of course, but the Pou Clar natural springs were 

exotic and lush, craggy rocks jutting out of the refreshing, revitalizing, glistening and clean waters which 

trickled down the stone walls.  

It was true, what they said: España es diferente. {Ǉŀƛƴ ƛǎ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ Χ ŜǾŜƴ ŦǊƻƳ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΦ  

The April Fair, the running of the bulls at Pamplona... Spain offered year-around indulgences and 

distractions. She kept calling us back and making it harder and harder to leave with every visit.  

Even Spain could not hold us for long, and the allure of Paris and the rest of France called to us, too. 

What a time to be a young man, with purpose, skills and drive. My whole life laid out in front of me, as 

did all the time in the world to savor the greatest cities in the world.  

Accordion music wafted through the streets, men standing at the cafe counters smoking cigarettes, 

drinking little cups of espresso, and shouting at each other. The lights of Paris could not fail to live up to 

their legend, the streets of the Champs-Élysées ƎƭƛǘǘŜǊƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ƎƻƭŘŜƴ ŀǊǊŀȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ŦƛƴŜǎǘ 

comforts and luxuries.  

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ȅƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōǳȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƎŜǘ ŀǿŀȅ ǿƛǘƘ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀ ŘƻƭƭŀǊ ŀ ŘŀȅΦ hŦ course, this 

was one of the great shopping districts in the world. The smells, sights and sounds were all free, and 

they were the very best parts of the experience as far as I was concerned.  

Foggy London stood proud, resilient with the rest of Europe, survivors of that terrible political storm of 

just a few decades before. The bell known as Big Ben hanging in the Elizabeth Tower rang out over the 

Thames, a chime that reverberated with ancient history.  

On the streets, it was a different matter. The pubs rang out with the drunken singing of men and 

women, young and old, slurring their maritime odes to love and loss on the high seas, warm beers 

upraised, swaying them back and forth like the waves of the Atlantic herself. Bacon buddies, platefuls 

of bangers and mash were hot and bracing against the cold weather, comfort food that was as rich and 

rustic as the thick wooden beams and dark oak. It was this same food that marked every public house 

on nearly every street corner.  

England had a lot more to offer thaƴ [ƻƴŘƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ¸ǾƻƴƴŜΣ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴ ŦǊƻƳ tŀǊƛǎΣ 

and I ferried on across the Channel. We took a canal boat through beautiful rural England and met 

some charming locals who took us for a married couple, some even seeming a bit put-off that we 

ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΦ  

There was little time to reflect on the friendly folks of the Great White North, as Austria beckoned, and 

the Escape Artist was ready to answer the call.  

Yvonne and I skied St. Anton am Arlberg, with an elevation so rarefied that I felt as if I was on another 

planet, a white world of heaving, icy breezes, steep slopes, endless crags and crevices. This was a world 
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that seemed unfit for man or beast, a hostile and alien place that was as deadly as it was beautiful. Yet 

there I was, tearing down those powdered cliff faces, nearly vertical drops. Every muscle in my body 

tensing and flexing to keep my speed in check and the momentum in control. I was in the Navy, after 

all, and some of the most valuable things service teaches you are discipline, training, sharpened 

instincts, readiness to risk, and an inability to allow yourself to be intimidated.  

The mountain seemed to respect that. It rewarded us with panoramic views, a rush of speed and 

motion so great that I recalled it in my sleep for years afterward. Even to this day, I can remember the 

torrent of icy powder around me, hands clenched around the poles, heart pounding, blood racing, 

nerves at the very surface, my instincts honed and sharp, and my senses at the ready. We were firing 

on all pistons, living life to the absolute maximum.  

!ƭƳƻǎǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜ ŘƛŘ Ŏƻǎǘ ƳŜ ǾƛǊǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƛƴ ƭƛŦŜ ŀǊŜ ŦǊŜŜΚ  

The Homburg Imperial Palace and the Schoenbrunn Palace delighted Yvonne, who responded to their 

regal aspect. I had to admit even then that this was a lifestyle to boggle the mind: Every luxury, every 

fine food and drink, the best of the best from every corner of the world, paintings by the hands of 

legendary masters, furniture which was hand carved and included tiny renderings of angels and fruit 

ōŀǎƪŜǘǎ ǎƻ ƛƴǘǊƛŎŀǘŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ōȅ ƘŀƴŘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ  

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƭƭ ǾŜǊȅ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƭƛŦŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ /ƻƴƴŜŎǘƛŎǳǘΣ ƻǊ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘŜǎ LΩŘ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘΦ L ƭƻǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ƘƻƳŜΣ ƻŦ 

course, I stilƭ Řƻ ŀƴŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿƛƭƭΦ ¸ƻǳΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŎƻǳǊ /ƻƴƴŜŎǘƛŎǳǘ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ 

IƻƳōǳǊƎ LƳǇŜǊƛŀƭ tŀƭŀŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜƴΣ ȅƻǳΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƘƻǊǘΦ  

Yvonne and I eventually met up again in Italy for an extended tour of the country Italian Americans like 

to call the boot. Like Spain, Italy was expansive and presented a patchwork of different cultures. To the 

north there were the Alps, the same mountain chain that ran through Switzerland and much of Europe.  

To the south lay Rome, the famed city of seven hills, a place so steeped in history that I felt as if I was 

going back in time. The ruins stood in the very center of the modern city, built around its past to 

accommodate it, to revere it, to remember it and repeat its example or not, depending on their 

perspective. For me it was an outdoor museum. Past and present seemed to collide, making each one 

all the sharper and dearer.  

!ǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƧƻǊ 9ǳǊƻǇŜŀƴ ŎƛǘƛŜǎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘΦ 9ǳǊƻǇŜŀƴǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ όŀƴŘ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƻƴΩǘύ Ŝŀǘ 

the way we did in America. At the time hamburger restaurants were introducing drive-through 

windows in America, everything was getting faster, more hurried. But in Rome, or Paris, or any of these 

magnificent places, the meals were served slowly, letting hours pass as the culinary experience 

ǇǊƻƎǊŜǎǎŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ŦŜŜŘƛƴƎ ƻƴŜΩǎ ōƻŘȅΣ ōǳǘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ƻƴŜΩǎ ǎǇƛǊƛǘΣ ƻƴŜΩǎ ǎƻǳƭΦ  

And with a flash of that military pass, it was often a European delight to treat me and my guest, a 

measure of gratitude and fraternity. On just $5.50 a day, I was always more than ready to humbly 

accept.  
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Further south lay Sicily, notorious as the cradle of organized crime, omertà, but for me and Yvonne it 

was a pastoral place of medieval cliffside villages, old men and red wine, shepherds and students with 

backpacks and guitars, all smiling, waving and journeying through their youth.  

  

*****    

 

Chapter 6: The Enchantments of Morocco  
   

    I always considered a fellow traveler, civilian or 

military, as a kindred spirit; somebody who knew, as I 

did, that there were some things you just couldn't find 

at home.  

Among those things were the wonders of Morocco, the 

Atlas Mountains, sights and experiences which changed 

my life forever.  

Morocco is the crossroads of Europe, Africa and Arabia, 

and has some of the most diverse geography in the 

world. Fifteen miles in any direction was like traveling 

to a different countryτ from a desert to the mountains, then to the big city. Each local culture was just 

as diverse as well.  

 

The second largest city in Morocco, Fez was founded in the ninth century and was, still at that time, the 

cultural and spiritual center of Morocco, with outdoor markets and exotic meats that were too much 

for a lot of visitors. The honey cake was sweet and gave us a real rush of energy.  

!ŦǊƛŎŀΩǎ {ŀƘŀǊŀ 5ŜǎŜǊǘΣ ǘƘŜ ǎƛȊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎΣ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǊƎŜǎǘ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǎŀƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ 

Camels and headscarves were everywhere, and for good reason. Life in the desert would be next to 

impossible without either one.  

Drums and singing leaked out from the camel wool tents, calls of celebration created by women 

waggling their tongues, only suggesting the dancing going on unseen within.  

¢ƘŜ ǎǳƴ ǊƻǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ Ŝŀǎǘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀ ǎƪȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ōǊƛƎƘǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǎǘŀǊǎ ŀǎ ŀƴȅ LΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴΦ  

Horse drawn carriages took us through the streets of Marrakesh, the center of Moroccan commerce. 

Asphalt, wide city streets, modern buildings all made Marrakesh feel a bit more like home, and of 

course everything there was as exotic and inexpensive as the rest of the stops on my European pleasure 

tour.  
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Thanks again, Uncle Sam!  

Life in the Atlas Mountains, which run through 

Morocco, Algeria and Tunisia, went on as it had for 

centuries. Tiny villages were untouched by modern 

life, and unscathed traditions survived without wear 

and tear. Bargaining for grain and livestock crackled 

at the markets, little more than gatherings of 

nomadic tribes, trading and bantering. Flatbread was 

as common and as satisfying as it had always been; 

soups and stews of lamb meat both rich and 

delicious.  

Incredible waterfalls, rare birds, mammals and reptiles were as beautiful as they can be. The Atlas 

aƻǳƴǘŀƛƴ ǊŀƴƎŜ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ LΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴΤ ƭǳǎƘ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǎǎȅΣ ōƻǘƘ ƛƴǾƛǘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ 

foreboding. The Atlas range seemed to hide secrets from the rest of the world. The secrets of its 

people, its creatures, its beauty, and it remains one of the most pristine and ancient corners of the 

world.  

I hope it stays that way.  

I could go on about my travels through Europe, not to mention Asia, Australia, and South America, but 

those tales will have to wait for another occasion. My memory keeps bringing me back to Europe, to my 

ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ bŀǾȅ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ΨслǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭŜ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘƛŜǎ Ƴȅ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ŀŦŦƻǊŘŜŘ ƳŜΦ 

The Navy opened up the whole world, presented it to me on a silver platter and at virtually no expense 

ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ LΩƭƭ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ōŜ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘƛŜǎ ǘƻ ǘǊŀǾŜƭΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ǎŜǊǾŜ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ 

and will always be my home, the United States of America. I would be heading home soon enough.  

  

*****  

 

 

 

 

 

 



29  
  

Chapter 7: From Government Property to Freedom  

  

Port Lyautey Kenitra, Morocco, 1963   

In my mind, I was already packed.  I was 

practically back home in Bristol, Connecticut, 

drinking Pabst Blue Ribbon with my buds at The 

Rustic Cameo Inn, checking out the new talents 

fresh from their high school graduations.  

IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ȅŜǘΦ  9ǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳŜŘ 
Escape Artist had to wait in line and go 

through the protocols in order to get home.  
!ŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭΣ ¦ƴŎƭŜ {ŀƳ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ ǎƻƳŜ ƭŜƴƎǘƘǎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ aŜŘƛǘŜǊǊŀƴŜŀƴΣ ǎƻ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

just let me wander off.  

During the wait, I was seeing out my last few weeks in Morocco, doing my duty, having the last bit of 

ŦǊŜŜ Ŧǳƴ L ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ bŀǾȅΩǎ ŘƛƳŜΦ L ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ Ƴȅ ƭŀǎǘ ǘŀǎǘŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŜȄƻǘƛŎ ŦƻƻŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƛƴƪΣ 

savoring a chicken tagine, a steamy bowl of harira soup, and an iced-cold Casablanca at the Blue Parrot 

Cafe.        

άIŜȅΣ ǎƘƻǊǘ ǘƛƳŜǊΣέ ŀ ōǳŘŘȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ǎǿŀƎƎŜǊŜŘ ǳǇ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ƳŜΦ  .ŀǊǊȅ Goldwater, άDƻƭŘΣέ ŀ ǇŜǘǘȅ 

ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊΣ ǊŜǉǳƛǊŜŘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƭǳǘŜΦ LƴǎǘŜŀŘΣ ƘŜ ǎƳƛƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǾŜŘ ƳŜ ƻŦŦΣ ά!ǘ ŜŀǎŜΣ  

Anthony.  Enjoy it while you can.  If you start doing that that back home all you will wind up with is a 

ƳƻǳǘƘŦǳƭ ƻŦ /ƘƛŎƪƭŜǘǎΦέ  

We shared a little chuckle.  Goldwater turned to the beer and raised his hand, snapping his fingers.  

ά¢ǿƻ ƳƻǊŜ ōŜŜǊǎ ƘŜǊŜΗέ  IŜ turned back to me.  

άbƻǘ ƘǳƴƎǊȅΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

άbŀƘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƴŜŜǊΣ άƘŀŘ ŎƘƻǿ ōŀŎƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜǎǎΦ  L ǎǘƛƭƭ Řƻƴϥǘ ǎŜŜ ǿƘȅ ȅƻǳ Ǉŀȅ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ 

ǎƭƻǇΦέ  

άL ƭƻǾŜ ƛǘΣ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƎŜǘ ƎǊǳō ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜΦέ L ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ  

ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǊŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ǊŜŀǎƻƴ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪΦέ DƻƭŘǿŀǘŜǊ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΦ  

! ŎǊƻǿŘ ǎƘǳŦŦƭŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŀŦŜΣ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŜǇǇŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƳƻǾƛŜ ǎŜǘΦ  

They took pictures of everything and everyone, pointing and clicking and muttering to one another.  

By their Bermuda shorts and flowered shirts, both Goldwater and I took them to be tourists.  He said, 

άhƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŜǿ ǊŜŀǎƻƴǎΣ ƳŀȅōŜΦέ  
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We ended up finding out they were Scots. They showered us with that heavy brogue and the best 

cocktails in the place, flattering us and thanking us for our service.  There was a lot of talk about the Big 

One, World War II, although neither Goldwater nor myself had served.  Back then, we had been playing 

with plastic toys and chewing on our picture books, but we were still part of a proud and noble 

tradition, one which had changed the course of history and helped to save the world from the clutches 

of tyranny. It was no small thing, even twenty years later and with the Cold War looming, and danger 

continuing to prowl the corners of the free world. However, not all faith was lost since the pieces on 

the Cold War board were already moving.   

After all the free fun, food and drink that we could handle, Goldwater and I made it back to the base.    

ά{ǘƛƭƭ ƻƴ ȅƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ƻǳǘΚέ Goldwater asked.  

άtǊŜǘǘȅ ǎǳǊŜΣέ L ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ  άL ƳŜŀƴΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ōƛƎ ǎǘŜǇΣ ȅΩƪƴƻǿΚέ  

ά{ǳǊŜ ŘƻΣ ǎΩǿƘȅ L ǊŜ-ǳǇǇŜŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ  ¢ƻƻ ǎǿŜŜǘ ŀ ŘŜŀƭ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƪ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳΣ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ LΩƳ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴŜŘΦέ  

DƻƭŘǿŀǘŜǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƎǳƭǇŜŘ Řƻǿƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƘŜŀǊǘȅ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿǎΦ  άL ƳŜŀƴΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ Χ ŀƴ 

amusement park for adults.  You can do and see things here, up north, even down south, that you just 

ŎŀƴΩǘ Řƻ ƻǊ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜΣ ƳŀƴΦέ  

άIŜȅΣ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ  ά¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ŏŀƭƭ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ 9ǎŎŀǇŜ !Ǌǘƛǎǘ ŦƻǊ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ  LΩǾŜ been all 

ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘƛǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ Χ ŀƴŘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΦέ  

ά.ŀŎƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǊǳōΦέ  !ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŘǊǳƴƪŜƴ ƘƛŎŎǳǇǎΣ DƻƭŘǿŀǘŜǊ ōƭǳǊǘŜŘ ƻǳǘΣ ά¸ƻǳ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ 

ƎƛǾŜ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ǳǇΚέ  

ά²ƘŀǘΣ aƻǊƻŎŎƻΚέ L ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ ǎŀǊŎŀǎǘƛŎŀƭƭȅΦ  

άaƻǊƻŎŎƻΣ 9ǳǊƻǇŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ  L ǘŜƭƭ ȅŀΣ {ƘƻǊǘȅΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ƎƻƭŘ ƳƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ 

ǘƛƳŜΦέ DƻƭŘǿŀǘŜǊ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƻƴǾƛŎǘƛƻƴΦ  

 L ƪƴŜǿ DƻƭŘǿŀǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦǊŜŜ ǘǊƛǇǎ ŀƴŘ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ  IŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƪƴƻǿƴ ǘƻ Ǉǳƭƭ ŀ ǎƘŀŘȅ 

deal or two, skim a buck and then pass another, getting away with more than just the occasional thrill.  

.ǳǘ LΩŘ ƪŜǇǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōƭŀŎƪ ƳŀǊƪŜǘǎ ŀƴŘ ōŀŎƪ ŘƻƻǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴ ŦŀŎǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻƴŜ ƳƻǊŜ 

reason I was ready to get home.  

άaŀȅōŜ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣέ ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΣ άȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ 

ŜǎŎŀǇŜΦέ  

άLǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƎǊŜŀǘΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ WŜŜǇ ōǳƳǇŜŘ Řƻǿƴ 

ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ōŜƴŜŀǘƘ ǳǎΦ  ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƳŜ ǿǊƻƴƎΦέ  

I knew what I was walking away from, though it 

became less and less important the closer I got to 

my discharge.  Nevertheless, when my mind 

wandered back to my recent adventures, it was 
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hard to deny a certain doubt lingering in the back of my mind.  I was at a crossroads in my life and 

once I made my decision, I knew I could only go forward.  

aŀƪƛƴƎ ŀ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘŀǎƪΣ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǿŜŜƪǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ ŀ ǊŜ-

enlistment;  to re-enlist for another two years with a promotion to petty officer, a pay raise and two 

more years of gallivanting around Europe. They wanted to move me to the base at Rota, SpaiƴΦ  LΩŘ 

been issued the very high security clearance known as Crypto Clearance.  That made my pay raise even 

higher, my benefits even more far-reaching, and the experience ultimately profitable.  All in all, it would 

make my additional two years more exciting and worth doing.  It also made my future in the Navy more 

ǇǊƻƳƛǎƛƴƎΦ  !ǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ Ƴȅ ŜƳǇƭƻȅŜǊǎ ƎƻΣ ƛŦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƭŜŀǊ ōȅ ƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŜ ¦Φ{Φ !ǊƳŜŘ {ŜǊǾƛŎŜǎ 

benefits, respect, measure of fairness, and opportunity for advancement had no comparison.    

In the Armed Services, if you worked hard and showed courage you would be rewarded.  Progress was 

merit-based. It was in its way a true democracyτI knew that no corporation back home was going to 

be as forthright, as even handed, as righteous a business partner than the Navy.  I could trust the Navy.  

From what I knew of the corporate world back home, or the entertainment business for that matter, 

ǘǊǳǎǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǇǊŜƳƛǳƳ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘΦ  

Staying another two years was a tempting offer.  

I paused a moment to reminisce... The Alps and points all over Italy, France, Spain, and Germany were 

gorgeous. Europe had been my playground and their women my playmates.  It had all come as courtesy 

of the United States Navy while we were there to protect democracy all over the world and to curb the 

ǎŎƻǳǊƎŜ ƻŦ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǎƳΦ  ²ŜΩŘ ŜŀǊƴŜŘ ƻǳǊ ǊŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǊŜŎǊŜŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǿŜΩŘ ŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊƻǎƛǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

people and of the Navy itself, always nearby with free air travel, free lodgings, free chow, free civilian 

ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎΧ CǊŜŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ everything!  

IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘΦ  L ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎŀƛƭƻǊ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎ bŀǾȅΦ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΦ  L ǿŀǎƴϥǘ 

ǎƻƳŜ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪǇŀŎƪƛƴƎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ 9ǳǊƻǇŜ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘŘȅΩǎ ŘƛƳŜ ƻǊ ǊŜōŜƭƭƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅ ƻƴ ǎƻƳŜ 

existential journey.  I was representing freedom and democracy in foreign lands, keeping the peace, 

ŘƻƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŘƻΣ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ 

ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊŜŀƭ ǎŀǘƛǎŦŀŎǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀ ǇǊƛŘŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ŘŜǎŎǊƛōŜΣ ŀ ǇǊƛŘŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ȅƻǳ may 

ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜǊ ǘǊǳƭȅ ƪƴƻǿ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƻǊ ŦŜƭǘ ƛǘΦ    

I was also concerned about moving backward.  The United States Armed Forces, whatever the branch, 

ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ όŀƴŘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘύ ǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ƴƻǊ ŀŎŎǳǎǘƻƳŜŘ ǘƻ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪǿŀǊŘΦ  ²Ŝ ƳƻǾŜ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ 

ǳƴǎǘƻǇǇŀōƭŜ ŦƻǊŎŜΦ  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ŘŜǎǘƛƴȅ ƭŀȅ ŀƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ 

me and not behind.  

There were reasons I'd left Connecticut.  I wanted to have a more fulfilling life, to reach out beyond the 

small-town borders of where LΩŘ ƎǊƻǿƴ ǳǇΦ  L ƳŀŘŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ŀ 

corner of the world I might not be able to make it back to. I was still very young, with a lot of future 

ahead of me.  I wanted to make the most of it.  I could still hear the call of the wild, and feel the allure 
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of distant lands, exotic foods, beautiful women.  I wanted to stretch out my wings and fly, but I knew 

that if I walked out of the Navy, in a lot of ways, my wings would be clipped anyway.  

The Navy, like any of the armed forces, is like being a priest or a cop.  It was no less important and held 

ŀ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƴƻ ƭŜǎǎ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘΦ {ƻŎƛŜǘȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦǳƴŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ 

to.  But everybody who commits their life to such service knows this: once yƻǳΩǊŜ ŘƻƴŜΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŘƻƴŜΦ 

There was no revolving door. So, if I chose to walk away, I knew there was no going back.  All I knew for 

sure was that, besides my choice of who to marry and the decision to join the Navy in the first place, 

this was the biggest decision of my life!  

CǳǊǘƘŜǊƳƻǊŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ƻŦ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘ ǾŀŎŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ Ŧƭȅ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ōǊŀǎǎ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ  

It was either stay put or go home, sit down or shut up, shit or get off the pot. Plus, there was a lot to be 

said about the timing of leaving the Navy and going home when I did.  Two years later, or even two 

months later, would make a significant difference.  

¢ƘŜƴΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŀƭƭǳǊŜ ƻŦ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻƻΦ aȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ ±ƛǊƎƛƭΩǎ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ 

slated to be the best man, a once-in-a-ƭƛŦŜǘƛƳŜ ŜǾŜƴǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƳƛǎǎΦ  ¢ƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ Ǉǳǘ 

me in mind of my other old friends.  My mind kept drifting back to Marion, whether she was still single, 

whether she missed or even gave me a passing thought.  I began to hope that she had and only then did 

L ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ƎƛǾŜƴ ƘŜǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǇŀǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǎƛƴŎŜ LϥŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀǿŀȅΦ    

There was also the pull of civilian life, all my time once again my own.  I could choose a different trade, 

to live in any state I choǎŜΣ ƻǊ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻ .ǊƛǎǘƻƭΣ /ƻƴƴŜŎǘƛŎǳǘΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƭŜŀǊ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ƻŦ 

ƛƳŀƎŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ ƻǳǊ ƎƭƻǊȅ ŘŀȅǎΤ ƪƛǎǎƛƴƎ .Ŝǘǘȅ !ƴƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪǎŜŀǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ {ǘǳŘŜōŀƪŜǊΣ ŘǊƛƴƪƛƴƎ ōŜŜǊ 

with my buddies.    

Time was moving quickly. President John F. Kennedy was leading the United States into an incredible 

ƴŜǿ ŜǊŀ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ Ωсо ŀƴŘ Ωср ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ōƛƎ ƻƴŜǎΣ 

ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƭƭ ŦŜŜƭ ƛǘΦ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƛǘ ƛǘ ƻǳǘ ƛƴ ǎƻƳŜ ōŀǎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ aŜŘƛǘŜǊǊŀƴŜŀƴΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǿŀȅǎ 

thƛƴƎǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŎŜƴǘǳǊƛŜǎΦ  Lƴ ǘƘŜ ¦Φ{Φ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƘŀƴƎŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǾŜƭǘȅΦ  ¢ƘŜ 

Mediterranean held on to the past, but America could be my future.  

Illustrating the point, Elvis himself had joined the services too.  But everybody was already done talking 

ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ƘŜΩŘ ƭŜŦǘ ŀŎǘƛǾŜ Řǳǘȅ ŀǘ CƻǊǘ 5ƛȄΣ bŜǿ WŜǊǎŜȅΣ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ мфслΣ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ǘƘŜ ¦Φ{Φ ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜƴ ƎƻƻŘ 

enough for The King.  

I slept on it that night and on it again over several more nights with no answer coming to me.  

Goldwater had already re-upped and so had Mac and a few other guys, but every time I 

ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛƎƎŜǊ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ƛǘΦ  

CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ Ƴȅ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ  άLŦ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƳǳŎƘ Řƻǳōǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎΣέ L ǘƻƭŘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ άǘƘŜƴ L 

should listen to myself, pay aǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘǎΦ  aŀȅōŜ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ 9ǎŎŀǇŜ !Ǌǘƛǎǘ ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ 

ƻǊ ƳŀȅōŜ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻƴŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŜǎŎŀǇŜΦ  ²Ƙƻ ƪƴƻǿǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎ Ƴŀȅ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ƛŦ L ǎǘŀȅ ǘƻƻ 
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ƭƻƴƎΚ  ²Ƙŀǘ ƛŦ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜ ƴŜŜŘǎ ƳŜΚ  ²ƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ LΩǾŜ ŎƻƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊΣ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ I found it?  How 

ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ Řƻ L ƴŜŜŘΚ  ²Ƙŀǘ ŀƳ L ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ƻǳǘ ƻƴ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜΚ  L ǿƻƴŘŜǊ Ƙƻǿ aŀǊƛƻƴ ƛǎ ŘƻƛƴƎΧέ   

Arrivederci, Morocco  and Europa ! Hello, America!  

 

One morning that week I woke up determined to fill out my papers and move ahead with my discharge.  

It had been great, but all good things must come to any end. The more I thought about it, the more 

excited I became and the more certain I was that it was the right choice.  

I flew out on the same B-59 that brought me in, making the circle complete in my mind more clearly 

than ever.  At the Norfolk, Virginia Naval command station, I got my thirty-day pass and grabbed a 

round-trip Amtrak train ticket to and from Bristol, Connecticut, back home.  

I glowed with a nostalgic warmth and an urgency to see my old friends, and revisit my old haunts.  I 

sensed an encroaching deja vu, a sense that I was stepping back in time to a place I knew well and yet 

felt somehow seǇŀǊŀǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ  

aȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊƧƻȅŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƳŜΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ LΩŘ ŜȄǇŜŎǘŜŘΦ  ±ƛǊƎƛƭ ǿŀǎ ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ŜȄŎƛǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ 

ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘΦ  L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ŏƻǳƴǘ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ ƘŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ Ƙƛǎ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ 

without me.  

!ǎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ LΩŘ ŜƴƧƻȅŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƴŜ ǘǊŜŀǘƳŜƴǘ LΩŘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ƻǾŜǊǎŜŀǎΣ L ǿŀǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ 

much at home.  Every old person wanted to pinch my cheeks, every girl wanted to pinch my ass!  Old 

men came up and shook my hand, thanking me fƻǊ Ƴȅ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜΦ  aŜƴ LΩŘ ƪƴƻǿƴ Ƴȅ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƛŦŜΣ ǿƘƻΩŘ 

watched me grow up, treated me with a new respect, slapping my upper arm and preventing me from 

buying even a single round of drinks.  

I wore my uniform with pride for a few days, enjoying the elevated status it granted me.  I looked good: 

dapper, professional, a man with a past and a future.  Everybody sensed it, too!   

ά!ƴǘƘƻƴȅΗέ L ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘ ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘ aŀǊƛƻƴΣ ŀǊƳǎ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀǎ ǎƘŜ ǘƘǊŜǿ ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ 

arms.  All the unpleasantness of our parting, of the little fights which had prevented us from walking 

down the altar years before, seemed wiped away.  Her lithe arms wrapped around my broad shoulders 

as she buried her face in my neck.  I leaned back, lifting her up off the ground, her legs kicking up 

behind her.  

It was good to be home.  

We talked about what was going on at home and abroad.  Nobody else had showed that much interest 

in my adventures overseas and I almost got the feeling that they were a little jealous.  Like  

ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ǿƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǿƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜΣ ǎŜŜƴ ǿƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴΣ ƎƻƴŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜΦ  

Meanwhile, I sensed they felt trapped in Bristol and locked in their dreary lives.  
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L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦ  [ƛŦŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƳŀƭƭŜǊ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜ ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ŀƴŘ ƭŜǎǎ ŜȄŎƛǘƛƴƎ ōȅ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǎƘƻǘΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩt any 

bullfights or Fantasia festivals in Bristol, no exotic foods, even imported beer was hard to find.  It was 

charming and beautiful as ever, but to call it the hub of civilization would be a stretch, to say the least.  

But thanks to the changing times, ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǉƻǎǎƛōƭȅ ōŜ ǘƻƻ ŘǊŜŀǊȅΗ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Řŀǿƴ ƻŦ мфсо ŀƴŘ 

ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ǿŀǎ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ōƛƎ ǘƘƛƴƎΦ  9ƭǾƛǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ǊƻŎƪΩƴΩǊƻƭƭŜǊǎ ƻŦ 

his era were long gone.  Everybody was talking about music coming from Great Britain, how it was going 

ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ōƛƎ ǘƘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƛǘΦ  LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ Ŏƭǳōǎ ƛƴ DŜǊƳŀƴȅ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜƴ ŀ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǊ 

band of British kids some of the sailors liked.  However, they were basically just playing American 

ǊƻŎƪΩƴΩǊƻƭƭ ǎƻƴƎǎΣ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ŦŀŘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǊƛǘȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ǘŀǘŜǎΦ  

ά¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ .Ŝŀǘƴƛƪǎ Χέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ άƴƻΣ ǘƘŜ .ŜŜǘƭŜǎΦ  /ŀƴ ȅƻǳ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘΣ 

the Beetles?  Like ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŜǾŜǊ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ōŜ ŀ Ƙƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ǘŀǘŜǎΗέ  

²ŜƭƭΣ LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǿǊƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ be wrong again.  

Those Little Town Blues  

¢ƘŜ Řŀȅǎ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǾŜǊǎŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎΦ  ²Ŝ ǊŜǘƻƭŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ƻƭŘ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ǿŜΩŘ 

ǘƻƭŘ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜǎΦ  aŀǊƛƻƴ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ƻƴ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŘƻƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ 

was glad I was back.    

We all fell back into the small-town rhythms of life, unchanged after all that time; work all day, home 

ŦƻǊ ŘƛƴƴŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŜƪŜƴŘǎΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŦƛƎƘǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǿƻǊƪŜǊǎ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ 

always had and always will have.  They had the same financial concerns, same passions for the football 

team and the bowling league.  

Ah, Bristol!  Called "the land of the great white oaks" by the local indigenous population at the time of 

its founding. That bucolic little town was warming and refreshing.  Streams, ponds and parks, the little 

ǘƻǿƴ ƘŀƭƭΣ ǘƘŜ ±ŜǘŜǊŀƴΩǎ aŜƳƻǊƛŀƭ tŀǊƪΧ Lǘ ŀƭƭ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎƳŀƭƭ-town America, the life I was 

fighting to defend, protect and preserve.  I knew upon coming home that I would go out and fight for 

her again if I had to, but, of course, we all hope to never have to do that.  

Virgil, Marion, a few of the others in our crew, and I took a hike up to Short Mountain with a few 

bottles of beer and wine. It was cluttered with oak and hickory trees and dotted with glades. It was like 

reliving our high school years, but not necessarily in a good way.  

άL Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƴƻǾŜƭ ƛƴ ƳŜΣέ wƻƎŜǊ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǘŀƎƎŜǊƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŀƭŦ ŀ ōƻǘǘƭŜ ƻŦ ¢ƘǳƴŘŜǊōƛǊŘΦ  άLǘΩǎ Ǝƻƴƴŀ ōŜ 

ƎǊŜŀǘΗέ  

IŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƴƻǾŜƭ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ǎƛƴŎŜ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƪƛŘΦ  

Marion leaned over my shƻǳƭŘŜǊΣ ǿǊŀǇǇƛƴƎ ƘŜǊ ŀǊƳǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƳŜΦ  ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘ ǿǊƛǘŜ ŀ ƪƛŘΩǎ ōƻƻƪΚ  ²ŜΩƭƭ 

ōǳȅ ǘǿƻ ŎƻǇƛŜǎΣ ƻƴŜ ŦƻǊ ŜŀŎƘΦέ  {ƘŜ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƪƛǎǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŜŜƪΦ  L ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƘƛƴǘƛƴƎ ŀǘΦ  
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±ƛǊƎƛƭ ǿŀǎ ƎǳǎƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ƘŀŘΦ  ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǿŀȅƛƴƎ 

ŀƴŘ ŎƘǳƎƎƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴ ōƻǘǘƭŜΣ άCŀƳƛƭȅΗ  /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ƭƻǾŜΣ ƘŜŀǊǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀǊǘƘΗέ  IŜ ǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ŀ ŘǊǳƴƪŜƴ 

ŦƛƴƎŜǊ ŀǘ ƳŜΦ  ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘǘŀ ŘƻΣ ōǊƻΣ LΩƳ Χ LΩƳ ǘŜƭƭƛƴΩ ȅŀΦέ  

I was almost afraid he was going to illustrate the point by throwing up all over me.  

Transformation  Time  

L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ŘǊƛƴƪ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ōƻǘǘƭŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƻƴŘŜǊΣ ϦLǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǿŀƴǘ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΚ  L 

ǎǇŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǎŜǾŜƴǘŜŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƎǳȅǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƎǊŜŀǘΦ  .ǳǘ ΧϦ  

It was true! After a flight out of Chicago, time in Europe, everything I had done and seen, the people I 

had met, it just seemed disappointing to be back home.  

¢ƘŜƴ ƛǘ Ƙƛǘ ƳŜΗ 9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘΣ I ƘŀŘΦ L ƘŀŘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘ ƛƴ ǿŀȅǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴ ǘƻ 

ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ L ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ L ƘŀŘ ƭŜŦǘ .Ǌƛǎǘƻƭ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǊŜŀǎƻƴΥ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎǇŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ 

ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ǊŜƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǿŜŜƪ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  LΩŘ ŎǊŀǾŜŘ ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ ƛǘΦ  LΩŘ 

ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŘŜŀƭ ƻŦ ƛǘΦ  LΩŘ ǊƛǎƪŜŘ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΣ LΩŘ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜƴ ǿƘƻΩŘ ƭƻǎǘ 

ŎƻƳǊŀŘŜǎ ƛƴ ōŀǘǘƭŜΦ  LΩŘ ƘŀŘ ƴŜŀǊ-ŘŜŀǘƘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ ƻŦ aƻǊƻŎŎƻ ŀƴŘ tŀƳǇƭƻƴŀΣ LΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ 

men gutted and women cowering with their children.   

I realized the old saying was trueΥ {ŜǊǾƛŎŜ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ȅƻǳΦ  LΩŘ ŜǾƻƭǾŜŘ ŀōƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǘǘȅ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

small-ǘƻǿƴ ƭƛŦŜΣ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŘǊŜŀǊȅ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ  LΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜΦ  LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

far corners of the globe and a lot of my old crew would live and die in the same little town.  

Bristol, Connecticut.    

Looking at my old friends, who I loved and had missed, revisiting my old haunts, I knew them to be just 

thatτold.  

They were like dogs chasing their own tails, locked up in cycles of wasted energy, running faster and 

ŦŀǎǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƴƻǿƘŜǊŜΦ  WƻƘƴƴȅ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƻǾŜǊ Ƙƛǎ ŘŀŘΩǎ Ŏƻƛƴ-operated laundromat, 

Sally was well on her way to becoming an alcoholic, Marty was still trying to get her to fall in love with 

him and still failing miserably.  

¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎƘŀƴƎŜŘΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ƎǊƻǿƴ ƻǊ ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇŜŘ ƻǊ ŜǾƻƭǾŜŘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŘƻƴŜ ǎƻ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ǘƘǊŜŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛƴ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭƛǾŜǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ  Lǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ŎƭŜŀǊ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ 

never change, not two years from then, not twenty, not ever.  aŀǊǘȅ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŘƛŜ ŎƘŀǎƛƴƎ {ŀƭƭȅΩǎ 

heart and she would die at the bottom of a bottle.  Both of them were perfectly decent, loving people, 

like millions of other worthy people all over the world.  They would have unhappy fates.  They would 

live and die, be happy at times, sad at others.  

They just would never change.  

Although I still loved them, I felt more and more that they were not my destiny.  I already knew that I'd 

ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƻƴŜǊ ƻǊ ƭŀǘŜǊ LΩŘ ōŜ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ƻƴΦ  
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Marion wanted me to settle down in Bristol, marry her and raise a brood just like the rest of our 

ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ  L ƪƴŜǿ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƻ ǎŜǘǘƭŜ ŘƻǿƴΣ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ƴƻǘ ƛƴ .ǊƛǎǘƻƭΣ /ƻƴƴŜŎǘƛŎǳǘΦ  L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ƛŦ ƛǘ 

was Bristol itself, or if it was just a fact of the small-town American life, that could pull you down into a 

rut that would wear you down, hold you back and crush your soul.  

I just wasn't about to suffer that fate. I knew two things above any other; one, if I stayed in Bristol, I  

ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘƻƻƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŦŀǘŜ ŀƴŘΣ ǘǿƻΣ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦ  L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘΦ  

¢ƘŜ Ƴŀƴ LΩŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭŜǘ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦ  

Honestly, why should it?  The United States had New York, where the sophisticates romped, the bluesy 

swank of Chicago, where deals were made and secrets kept.  There was Las Vegas, quickly becoming 

popular not only as a vacation spot, but as an actual city where people lived full-time.  The casino 

business was a guaranteed success, one way in which the United States was lagging behind Europe. I 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ƻƴŜ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ Χ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ōǳǘ .ǊƛǎǘƻƭΣ /ƻƴƴŜŎǘƛŎǳǘΦ  

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƎǊŜŜƴŜǊ ǇŀǎǘǳǊŜǎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ŎƭƛƳōǎΦ  L ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ LΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ 

that rarefied view; and while I didƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ aƻǊƻŎŎƻΣ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ bŀǾȅΣ L ƪƴŜǿ LΩŘ 

ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƳƻǾŜ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ Χ ƻǊ ŘƛŜΦ  

aȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎ ǿŜƴǘ ƻŦŦ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŀ ƘƛǘŎƘ όŜȄŎŜǇǘ Ƙƛǎ ǘƻ ƘŜǊΣ L ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜύΦ  L ƎŀǾŜ ŀ ǎǇŜŜŎƘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ 

recall and drank too much wine, like a lot of people at a lot of weddings.  Still, I was very glad to be 

there and wouldn't have missed it for anything.  My thirty days in Bristol passed and I went back to 

bƻǊŦƻƭƪΣ ±ƛǊƎƛƴƛŀΣ ǘƻ ǎŜǊǾŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ bŀǾȅΦ  LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻ tŀǊƛǎΣ LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻ wƻƳŜΣ LΩŘ 

been to the highest peaks of the Western World and seen things that would make grown men cower 

ŀƴŘ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǎǿƻƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ LΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ ƻǊ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜŘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ bƻǊŦƻƭƪΣ ±ƛǊƎƛƴƛŀΦ  

Norfolk, Virginia, was (and likely remains) the most boring town on the face of the Earth.  There was no 

possibility of any real romance anywhere!  In fact, the entire notion of possibility seemed to be an 

illusion in Norfolk.  

So, it was just a matter of whiling away the time, of waiting out the clock until I could end this chapter 

of my life and move on to my next adventures: new places, new experiences.  I had been so spoiled to 

end up settling down in little hometowns.  I deserved more. I needed more and was going to have 

more.  

Finally, the day came and I got my discharge papers.  It was autumn in 1963, almost the entire year had 

passed.  The Beatles, as I learned they were properly called, had a minor hit with a redundant song 

called, Love Me Do.  President Kennedy was on a tour in the United States, uniting an increasingly 

ŘƛǾƛŘŜŘ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΦ  IŜΩŘ ƳŀŘŜ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎ ǎǘǊƛŘŜǎ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊŜŘ ŎǊƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǎƳΦ ²Ŝ ŀƭƭ ƪƴŜǿ ƘŜ 

had an incredible future in store and I was eager to get to my part of it.  

They released me with an honorable discharge, some civilian clothes, and a check for $286 dollars.  

¢ƘŜƴΣ ǘƘŜȅ Ǉǳǘ ƳŜ ƻƴ ŀ ōǳǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ bƻǊŦƻƭƪ ¸a/!Σ ǿƘŜǊŜ LΩŘ ǊŜƎƛǎǘŜǊ ŀǎ ŀ ǘŀȄǇŀȅƛƴƎ 

citizen, no longer property of the United States government.  
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L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ LΩŘ ōŜ ƘŜŀŘŜŘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΦ  !ƭƭ L ƪƴŜǿ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ bŀǾȅ ƘŀŘ ǿŜƭƭ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ 

anything I might come across.  It was then time to turn all that energy experience loose on the United 

States, the land of my birth.  My country was the reason I went away, the reason I was there, and the 

ǊŜŀǎƻƴ L ŎŀƳŜ ōŀŎƪΦ  L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǊŜŀŎǉǳŀƛƴǘŜŘΣ ǘƻ ǊŜƛƎƴƛǘŜ ƻǳǊ ƭƻǾŜ ŀŦŦŀƛǊΣ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ŀƭƭ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ 

give and take all it had to offer.  

I was home, I was free, I was young.  Europe had been my playground and now all the United States 

was my backyard.  It was mine for the taking.  The only real question, though it was no mere trifle, was 

this: Where do I begin?  

 

 

*****  
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Chapter 8: New York, New York... Waking Up in a City That Never Sleeps 

 

  
In Norfolk, Virginia, November 1963, I 

ǿŀǎ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƭƛƳōƻΦ LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƘƻƴƻǊŀōƭȅ 

discharged from the U.S. Navy, after 

serving three years in the 

Mediterranean during the Cuban crisis. 

I had full four-year credits as a kitty 

cruiser, which meŀƴǘ LΩŘ ŜƴƭƛǎǘŜŘ ŀǘ Ƨǳǎǘ 

ǎŜǾŜƴǘŜŜƴ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ 

permission. It had been three great 

ȅŜŀǊǎ ƛƴ 9ǳǊƻǇŜ ŀƴŘ !ŦǊƛŎŀΣ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǇƘŜƴƻƳŜƴŀƭΗ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ LΩŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƳŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ {ǘŀǘŜǎ 

and begin a new chapter in my life.  

I was waitingτjust for those few days at leastτfor Uncle Sam to turn the page.  

¢ƘŜ tŀōǎǘ .ƭǳŜ wƛōōƻƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƎƻƻŘΣ ǘŀǎǘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ƘƻƳŜΦ aŜƳƻǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ǿŜŘŘƛƴƎ ǿŜǊŜ 

still fresh in my brain, flashes of seeing my friends again after so long still resonating.  It had 

been refreshing to see them, but also disappointing and enlightening. I realized that my 

ƘƻƳŜǘƻǿƴ ƻŦ .ǊƛǎǘƻƭΣ /ƻƴƴŜŎǘƛŎǳǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ŀƴȅƳƻǊŜΦ Lǘ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŀ 

long time.  

Which place was ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ L ƘŀŘ ƴƻ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ŦƻǊΦ LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ so embroiled in 

my adventures as the Escape Artist in the Med, bouncing around from one incredible place and 

ŀŘǾŜƴǘǳǊŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘΣ ŦŜǎǘƛǾŀƭǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƛƎƘǘǎΥ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǇŀǊŀŘƛǎŜΗ  bƻǿ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ 

was open to me.  I could go anywhere. I was completely free.  

IŀǾƛƴƎ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ƘƻƴƻǊŀōƭȅΣ L ƘŀŘ ōŜƴŜŦƛǘǎ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ŀƴȅ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘΦ  LΩŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƘƻƳŜ 

ƭƻŀƴ ƳƻǊŜ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ŜŎƻƴƻƳƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŀƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜǊǾŜd as I had. Service had its 

benefits and these were two big ones. I had little to do but think about it.  The Navy was (and 

ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎύ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴȅ ƘǳƎŜ ǎȅǎǘŜƳΦ  ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ ōǳǊŜŀǳŎǊŀŎȅΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǇŀǇŜǊǿƻǊƪΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǇǊƻǘƻŎƻƭΦ  {ƻΣ ƛǘ 

would take a few Norfolk days to be processed so I could be returned to civilian life.  

ά²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ /ŀƭƛŦƻǊƴƛŀΚέ ŀǎƪŜŘ .ƻōōȅΣ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŘƛǎŎƘŀǊƎŜŘ ǎŀƛƭƻǊΣ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ƭƛƪŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ 

everybody around us.  

L ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎƛǇ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ōŜŜǊΣ ŎƻƭŘ ŀƴŘ ŎǊƛǎǇΣ άLΩƳ ƻǇŜƴ ǘƻ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΣ L ƎǳŜǎǎΦ  {ƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ 

ƛƴ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΦ  ¸ƻǳΚέ IŜ ǎǘŀǊŜŘ ƻŦŦΣ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƭƻǿΣ ŘŜŜǇ Ǉǳƭƭ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ōŜŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƛŎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎΦ  άL 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƳǳŎƘ Ŏŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ŦƛƎƘǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ōƭƛƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪ ƘŜǊŜΦ L ƘƻǇŜ ƴƻǘΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦέ  
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ά.ŜǘǘŜǊ ƴƻǘ ōŜΦέ L ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ  

ά!ƳŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊΦέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘƭȅ  

We toasted our beers and shared a sip.  

άL ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘ ŎƛǊŎƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǎƘŀǊƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴŘŜŘ 

sǿƛƳƳŜǊΦ  ά{ŜŜƳǎ ŀ ǎƘŀƳŜ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ōŜƴŜŦƛǘǎ Ǝƻ ǘƻ ǿŀǎǘŜΦέ  

.ƻōōȅ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ  άaȅ ƻƭŘ Ƴŀƴ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΣ ΨbŜǾŜǊ ƭŜŀǾŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǘŀōƭŜΦΩέ  

ά5ŀƳƴ ǊƛƎƘǘΗ  !ƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǳƛǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ Ǉŀȅ ŦƻǊ ǊŜƴǘΣ ōƻƻƪǎΣ ŀ ǎǘƛǇŜƴŘ ŦƻǊ ƎǊǳōΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ 

ƎǊŜŀǘ ŘŜŀƭΦέ  

ά²Ŝ ŜŀǊƴŜŘ ƛǘΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǊƛǎƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ƳǳƎ ŀƎŀƛƴ ŀƴŘ ŎƭƛƴƪƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ ƳƛƴŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ŘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƛǘ 

dry.  

LΩŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜΣ ōǳǘ LΩŘ ƳŀŘŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΣ ǘƻ ǎŜǊǾŜ Ƴȅ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅ 

ƻǾŜǊǎŜŀǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ƛǘΣ ƴƻǘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƳƛƴǳǘŜΦ bƻǿ L ƘŀŘ ŀ chance to do both: to go to college 

ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ŜŘǳŎŀǘƛƻƴ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜŜŘΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀǎ ŀ ǾŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ƳǳŎƘ 

ŎƻƳǇŜǘƛǘƛƻƴΦ {ƻΣ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴǎ ƻŦ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ Ƴŀƴ ƻƴ ŎŀƳǇǳǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ ǘƘŜ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΩǎ 

eye, a tempting scenario for any young man with his future spread out ahead of him.  

ά¢ƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǳƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘƛŜǎ ƛƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ Ŏƛǘȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴΣέ L ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΣ ƎŜǎǘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊǘŜƴŘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǘǿƻ 

ƳƻǊŜ t.wǎ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǘŀōΦ  ά/ƘƛŎŀƎƻΣ [ƻǎ !ƴƎŜƭŜǎΣ {ŀƴ CǊŀƴŎƛǎŎƻΧ LǘΩǎ ǿƛŘŜ ƻǇŜƴΗέ  

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƘŜƭƭǳǾŀ ōǳŦŦŜǘΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǎǿŀǇǇƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ŜƳǇǘȅ ƳǳƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦǊŜǎƘƭȅ ŦƛƭƭŜŘ ƻƴŜΦ  

άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΣ .ƻōōȅΚ  ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ǇƭŀƴΚέ L ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

IŜ ǘƻƻƪ ŀ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƭƛǇǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ŦƻŀƳΦ  άLΩƳ ŦǊƻƳ aƛŀƳƛ .ŜŀŎƘΣ C-L-!Φέ  

ά.ǳǘΧΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΣ άL ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƎƻƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ CƭƻǊƛŘŀΦ bƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦέ  L 

ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά[ƛƪŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǎ ƻǳǊǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘŀƪƛƴƎΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ  

άaƻǊŜ ƻǊ ƭŜǎǎΦέ L ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ  

άL ǿŀƴƴŀ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ άǊŜŀƭƭȅ Řƻ ǎƻƳŜ ŘŀƳŀƎŜΣ ȅΩƪƴƻǿΚ L ŀƛƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ-one, 

ƳŀƴΣ LΩƳ ŦŜŜƭƛƴΩ Ƴȅ ƻŀǘǎΗέ  

I knew just what he meant. We were both flush with the strength of youth, the momentum of 

our Navy adventures pushing us forward in life, and I knew what he meant about going back, 

about the hometown, about the notion of falling into old ruts, old relationships, letting the 

ǿƻǊƭŘ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǳǎΦ ²ŜΩŘ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΣ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜŘ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΣ ǘƻ ƭŜǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦ ²Ŝ 

were free, young and strong, with the benefits of service under our belts and in our pockets. 

Neither of us was interested in looking back.  
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However, when we turned to look ahead, we were both still a bit dazzled by our breadth of 

ŎƘƻƛŎŜǎΣ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ŀƴŘ ǾŀǊƛŜŘ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘƛŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀŘŜ ǇƛŎƪƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜΦ άL Ǝƻǘ ŀ 

ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ƛƴ ²ŀǎƘƛƴƎǘƻƴΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘ.  

ά[ƻǘǘŀ ǊŀƛƴΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ ŘƛǎƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƎƭƻƻƳȅ ŎƭƛƳōǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ bƻǊǘƘǿŜǎǘΦ ά²ŀǎƘƛƴƎǘƻƴ 5/Σέ 

.ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǎǘƻǊȅΦ IŜ ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴΣ άL Ǝƻǘ ŀƴ ƻǇŜƴ ŘƻƻǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ ²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ ōƻǘƘ 

ƘǳƴƪŜǊ Řƻǿƴ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜ Ωǘƛƭ ǿŜ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǇƭŀƴΦέ  

D.C. ɀ A Wash 

ά²ŀǎƘƛƴƎǘƻƴ 5/Κ IǳƴƪŜǊ ŘƻǿƴΚέ  [ƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴΩǎ ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜ ŀǎ ŀ ŦǊŜǎƘƭȅ 

discharged sailor was a lot more than just hunkering down as far as I was concerned. This was 

the center of what amounted to a revolutionary presidential term. It was late October, and as 

1963 wound down, KeƴƴŜŘȅ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿƛŦŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ōŜ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ 

Washington soon enough. Could I ever manage to meet the great man? I dared to ask myself, 

maybe RFK too? Maybe I could get some work on the Hill? A career in politics, maybe? Bobby 

asƪŜŘΣ ά²ƘŀŘŘŀȅŀ ǘƘƛƴƪΚέ  

I shook it off and raised my beer for a long, refreshing ǇǳƭƭΦ ά²ƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘ ȅƻǳǊ 

ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦέ .ƻōōȅ ƴƻŘŘŜŘΦ ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǎƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǝƻǘ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΣ ǎƻ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƴȅ 

ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦέ  

 

.ƻōōȅΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ aŀǊƎŀǊŜǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ  IŜǊ ƴŜǿ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ 

ǿŀǎ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎǘƻǊȅΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ ŀ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ Řŀȅ ƻǊ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ 

ƘŜǊƻΩǎ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜΥ ŦǊŜǎƘ-off-the-ƎǊƛƭƭ ǎǘŜŀƪǎΣ ƎƻƻŘ ƻƭΩ ƳŀŎŀǊƻƴƛ ŀƴŘ cheese, freshly tossed salads, 

all that delicious American beer that just made it feel like home.  

¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŜŀƎŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ ƻǳǊ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎ ƎǊŀǘƛŦƛŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ŀ ŦŜǿΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ƎƻƻŘΩǎ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅ ƛŦ 

nobody wants to hear it, right?  

.ƻōōȅΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΣ ǿƘƻƳ L ǿƻƴΩǘ ƴŀƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƪŜ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǇǊƛǾŀŎȅΣ ǿŜǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ 

ǎƻǇƘƛǎǘƛŎŀǘŜŘΦ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ƳŀŘŜ ǎŜƴǎŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŀǘƛƻƴΩǎ ŎŀǇƛǘŀƭΣ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŀǘ ƻŦ 

power.  This was no towny couple, no pair of hayseeds from the sticks.  We were there among 

the power brokers, the big wigs, the fat cats.  

Lƴ ²ŀǎƘƛƴƎǘƻƴ ōŜƛƴƎ ǎŀƛƭƻǊǎ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŎǳǊǊŜƴŎȅΦ LΩŘ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎƻǾŜǊƴƳŜƴǘ ƴƻ ƭŜǎǎ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅ 

ǎŜƴŀǘƻǊ ƻǊ ŎƻƴƎǊŜǎǎƳŀƴΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ǎƻ ǘƘŀƴ ƳƻǎǘΤ LΩŘ ƻŦŦŜǊŜŘ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜ ƛƴ ŎƻƳōŀǘ ƛŦ ƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅΣ 

after all.  Most interestingly the peopleτnot just the politicians but the average peopleς 

seemed more aware than most how important the military was to peace on Earth, abroad and 

at home.  

Washington had its own subculture of glad-handing too. Everybody was a potential friend, a 

potential favor, a vote waiting to be cast, a possible hat to be tossed into the ring.  So, I was 

treated with fondness and respect, and so was Bobby by his sister, her husband, her friends and 

the people we mingled with at parties.  
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²Ŝ ŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǇ ŎǊŀǎƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ .ƻōōȅΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳΣ .ƻōōȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳŎƘ ŀƴŘ ƳŜ ƛƴ ŀƴ Ŝŀǎȅ 

ŎƘŀƛǊΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ Řŀȅǎ ǿŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƭƻƻƪǎ ŦǊƻƳ .ƻōōȅΩǎ ƴŜǿ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊ-in-law. So, neither of 

us was surprised about what happened when his sister brought us each a cup of coffee and we 

sat down at the breakfast table.  

ά{ƻΣέ ǎƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ōƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƻƴǎǇƛŎǳƻǳǎƭȅ Ŏŀǎǳŀƭ ƳŀƴƴŜǊΣ άǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƴŜȄǘ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳ 

ōƻȅǎΚέ  

Bobby and I glanced at each other, both knowing what was coming next. It was unfortunate 

ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ƭŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘ ǇŜǊƛƻŘΦ DǊŀƴǘŜŘΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ 

ōŜǎǘ ŎƛǊŎǳƳǎǘŀƴŎŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅƻƴŜΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǿŀȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻǳǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ŦŜǿ 

days seemed a little cold.  

L ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘΦ {ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ was their first six months as a married couple, so I 

ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΦ  IŜȅΣ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ²ŀǎƘƛƴƎǘƻƴ 5/Σ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ȅƻǳƴƎ Ƴŀƴ ƻŦ ǎƻƳŜ 

means and I was grateful for having been welcomed there at all. After giving it a though, I 

ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǘƻ ƘŜǊ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ.  

So, Bobby and I cut out to a little bar around the corner for a few racks of pool and a couple 

ōŜŜǊǎΦ .ŜǘǿŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ǳǎΣ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻƴŦƛŘŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩŘ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŦŀǎǘΦ  

²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΦ ά²Ŝ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ŀƴ ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ  ά9ǾŜǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ 

ŎŀǊŜŜǊ ƛƴ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎǎΚέ IŜ ǎƘƻǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ōŀƭƭΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ǎƘƻǘΦ ά.ǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ƘȅǇƻŎǊƛǘŜ 

ƭƛŀǊǎΦ LŦ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘΣ LΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻ IƻƭƭȅǿƻƻŘ,έ .ƻōōȅ ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘΦ  

I lined up a shot at the fifteen, sending it careening into the corner and sinking it hard.  

άIƻƭƭȅǿƻƻŘ ǎƻǳƴŘǎ ƪƛƴŘŀ ŦǳƴΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ !ƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǎƘƻǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƴ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛŘŜ ǇƻŎƪŜǘΣ ǘƘŜ ōŀƭƭ 

rolled into a cluster of others and settled in the middle of the table.  

άLŦ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ƎƭƛǘȊ ŀƴŘ ƎƭŀƳƻǳǊ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪΚέ  IŜ ǎŀƴƪ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǾŜ ōŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎǳŜ 

ōŀƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘΦ ά5ŀƳƴƛǘΗέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴ ŀƴƎǊȅ ǘƻƴŜΦ  

ά²Ƙŀǘ about bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪΚέ L ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΦ άLǘΩǎ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀΩǎ tŀǊƛǎΦέ  

ά5ƻƴΩǘ ōŀŘƳƻǳǘƘ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ƎǊƛƴΦ άL ƪƴƻǿ ŀ Ǝǳȅ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ CǊŜŘŘƛŜ, actor.  

IŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ōƛƎ ǘƛƳŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ƛǎ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪΦ IŜ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ŀ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛŦ L ǿŀǎ ŜǾŜǊ ƛƴ ǘƻǿƴΦέ  

L ǘǊƛŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŘŜƭƛŎŀǘŜΦ ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘΣ .ƻōΣ ōǳǘΣ ǳƳΧ ¸ƻǳ ǎŀƛŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ƎŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴ ƻǇŜƴ 

door too. This one turned out to be a bit more of ŀ ǊŜǾƻƭǾƛƴƎ ŘƻƻǊΣ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ LΩƳ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΦέ  

ά²Ŝ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ  IŜ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōŀǊΣ ƴŜǿǎǇŀǇŜǊǎ ŦǊŀƳŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

ƘǳƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎΦ  ά¸ƻǳ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴǳƳŜƴǘǎΚέ  

ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ŘŀƳƴ ǊƛƎƘǘ L ŘƛŘΦ ²Ŝ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǘƻ ǇǊƻǘŜŎǘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘƻǎe monuments stand for, for the 

principles the men who those monuments honor. Jefferson, Lincoln, nowhere else in the world 

Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ŦƛƴŘ ŀ ƳƻǊŜΧ ! ƳƻǊŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ŎƛǘȅΦέ  
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ά²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƎƻΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎ ŀ ǎƘƻǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƛƎƘǘ ōŀƭƭΦ  ά{ƻΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎƛǾŜ CǊŜŘŘƛŜ ŀ Ŏŀƭƭ 

ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ ōƛǘŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ .ƛƎ !ǇǇƭŜΣ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǿŜΚέ  

New York and New York  

The Greyhound bus rolled us into New York City, with that fabled skyline rising in the 

distance.  Seeing it up close for the first time in my life was more of a thrill than I was 

ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ŦƻǊΦ LΩŘ ǎŜŜƴ wƻƳŜΣ tŀǊƛǎΣ [ƻƴŘƻƴΣ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŜŀǘ ƘǳōǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪΣ ǘƘŜ Ŏƛǘȅ 

that never sleeps, the most exciting and vibrant city in the United States, perhaps the entire 

world.  

We pulled into Penn Station, the art deco look of the place took me to a bygone era that still 

echoed in our national consciousness and probably always would.  Travelers from every corner 

of the world hustled by in every direction, exits funneling us all out into the streets with our 

luggage, our hopes and our dreams.  

Freddie was just the way Bobby had described him. He was thin, a slick hustler in a Stetson and 

loose-fitting blazer, a swagger, a snap and a lean gangsta. He seemed to be constantly bobbing 

ǘƻ ƳǳǎƛŎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴƭȅ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜŀǊΦ ά!ƭƭ ǊƛƎƘǘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ŎƻƴǎŎƛƻǳǎƴŜǎǎ ƧŀōōŜǊ 

ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻΣ άƎǊŜŀǘ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ōƻȅǎ {ǘŀǘŜǎƛŘŜΗ aŀƴƘŀǘǘŀƴΣ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ ōŜΣ ǎŜŜΣ ōŜ 

seen and be part of the ǎŎŜƴŜΦέ  

¢ƘŜ ǎǘǊŜŜǘǎ ƻƴ aŀƴƘŀǘǘŀƴ ǿŜǊŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŎǊƻǿŘŜŘ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅ LΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ōŜŜƴ ǘƻΦ LΩŘ Ŧƭƻǿƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ 

/ƘƛŎŀƎƻ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŜƴƭƛǎǘƛƴƎΣ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƴȅ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǿŀƭƪ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀ ōƛƎ Ŏƛǘȅ ōƭƻŎƪΣ ƴƻǘ ōȅ ŀƴȅ ǎǘǊŜǘŎƘΦ  .ǳǘ 

Manhattan had its own feel, a power that resonates out of the sidewalk and not always in a very 

pleasant fashion.  

.ǳǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƭƻƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻƳŜ ƪƛŘ ŦǊŜǎƘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊƳΦ L ǿŀǎ ŀǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ŀǎ ŀƴȅ ǘƘǳƎ ƻƴ 

the streets, as smart as any young hustler, with a future as bright as any corporate young lion.  

Bring it on, New York! Hit me with your best shot and be ready for one in return.  I served in the 

¦Φ{Φ bŀǾȅΣ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŀŎƪ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜǘǊŜŀǘΦ  ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŦŀƛƭΣ ǿŜ ǇǊŜǾŀƛƭΦ  

Freddie clapped and looked around the scurrying sidewalk, the skyscrapers rising around him as 

ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ Ƙƛǎ ƻǿƴΦ  ά²ƘŀǘΩǎ ȅŜǊ ǇƻƛǎƻƴΣ ƎŜƴǘǎΚ  ²Ƙŀǘ Ŏŀƴ L Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƻǳǘ ƻŦΚ  ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƛǘ Ǝƻƴƴŀ 

ōŜΚέ  

Bobby and I shared a glance.  First things firstΣ ǿŜ ōƻǘƘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜŘΦ  .ƻōōȅ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƘƛƳΣ άIƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ 

ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅΚέ IŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǎǘŀǊǘΦ  ά! ǇƭŀŎŜΚ  hŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΗ L Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŦŜǊ ȅŀΩǎΗ  LΩƳ ȅƻǳǊ 

Ƴŀƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴΣ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ȅƻǳǊ Ǝǳȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƻǿΦέ  

άhƪŀȅΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΣ άƳŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ Ǉǳǘ us ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƪƴƻǿΦέ IŜ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƭŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ ǇƻƛƴǘƛƴƎ 

ŀǘ ƳŜ ŀǎ ƛŦ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǇƛǎǘƻƭǎΦ άwƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ L ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΦ aȅ ƎǊŀƳΩǎ ƛƴ 9ǳǊƻǇŜ ŦƻǊ 

ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǳǊ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣ ǘŀƪƛƴΩ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ w ŀƴŘ wΧέ  IŜ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ōǊƻǿǎΣ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǳǎƛƴƎ ƳƛƭƛǘŀǊȅ ƧŀǊƎƻƴ 

ǎƻƳŜƘƻǿ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōƛƴŘ ǳǎ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǳƴŀƳǳǎŜŘΣ ǘƻ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ǘǊǳǘƘΦ  ά!ƴȅǿŀȅΣέ ƘŜ ǿŜƴǘ 

ƻƴΣ άǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊǎ ŦƻǊ ŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ƛǘΦέ  
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.ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¸ŜŀƘΚ  CǊŜŜΚ ²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŘƻǳƎƘΣ CǊŜŘŘƛŜΦέ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎǘƭƛƴƎ 

ŎƛǘȅΦ L ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻǎǘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ŀ ŦƻǊǘǳƴŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ  ά¢ǿƻ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŜƛƎƘǘȅ ōǳŎƪǎ 

ǿƻƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ŦŀǊ ƛƴ this ǘƻǿƴΦέ  

ά!ƳŜƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘΣέ CǊŜŘŘƛŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ ά.ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ǿƻǊƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ŀōƭŜ-bodied seamen such as 

ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎΦ ²ŜΩƭƭ ŘƛƎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǳǇΦ  [ŜǘΩǎ Ƙƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōǿŀȅΦέ LΩŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪ 

subway system, and not everything had been very flattering.  Almost all of it turned out to be 

true. The place smelled like a toilet, that acidic smell of urine hanging in the poorly circulated 

air. A rat scurried across down the stairs ahead of us, paying little mind to the throngs of 

passengers walking up or down and giving the hairy little wretch as much room as they could.  

Those trains came fast and shot us through the city, rattling and rolling and bypassing all the 

ǘǊŀŦŦƛŎ ŀƴŘ ŜȄƘŀǳǎǘ ŦǳƳŜǎ ŀōƻǾŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿƘŀǘ ŀƴ ŀŎŎƻƳǇƭƛǎƘƳŜƴǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎΣ ŀ 

marvel of engineering. ¢Ǌŀƛƴǎ ǿŜǊŜ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ ƛƴ 9ǳǊƻǇŜΣ ōǳǘ L ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ 

the subway in Los Angeles or other so-called hubs. That was a car town, everybody knew. 

However, the East coast, the Tri-state area, New England, they were still subway cities and they 

will probably always be.  

L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƘǘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǿŀƛǘŜŘ ƳŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƛǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōǿŀȅ 

ǎǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ .ǊƻƻƪƭȅƴΦ LΩŘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŜŀǊŘ ƻǊ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ōƻǊƻǳƎƘǎ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ aŀƴƘŀǘǘŀƴΣ 

which for me was bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪΦ LΩŘ ŦƻǊƎƻǘǘŜƴ ŀōƻut all the movies from my youth. Stepping into 

Brooklyn was a bracing reminder of the cost a city like New York carries: for all the glamor and 

success, the sleekness of its skyscrapers, the grandeur of Central Park, there were the slums, the 

alleys strewn with garbage, laundry lines hung from building to building, children screaming and 

parents screaming even louder, dogs barking, police sirens leaking in and out of the distance at 

a steady clip. The apartment was four flights up, the staircase tilted and creaking, always 

threatening to give way beneath our feet yet managing to survive, year in and year out.  Every 

step was a leap of faith.  

Freddie toured us around the little apartment, a one-bedroom that would be more than enough 

ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ ǳǎΦ ά¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜ ōŜŘΣέ CǊŜŘŘƛŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǳǘ ŀƳƻƴƎ 

ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎΧ .ǳǘ ȅƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ƭƛƎƘǘǎΣ ƘŜŀǘΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŜǾŜƴ ŀ ¢±Φ bƻǘ ōŀŘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚέ  

άbƻΣ CǊŜŘŘƛŜΣέ .ƻōōȅ ǎŀƛŘΣ ǘŀǇǇƛƴƎ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊΣ άǘƘŀƴƪǎ ŀƎŀƛƴΗέ  

ά¸ƻǳ Ǝƻǘ ƛǘΦέ IŜ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǘŎƘΦ άDƻǘǘŀ split, fellas. Got a meeting with my agent.  Take a 

ōǊŜŀƪΣ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘΦ LΩƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀ ǊƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ŀ Řŀȅ ƻǊ ǘǿƻΦέ  

L ǎŀƛŘΣ άDƻǘ ŀ ƎƛƎ ƭƛƴŜŘ ǳǇΚέ  

CǊŜŘŘƛŜ ŎƭŀǇǇŜŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΣ ƘŜŀŘ ōƻōōƛƴƎ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻǳƭŘŜǊǎΦ  ά²Ŝ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎŜŜΣ ƳΩƳŀƴΣ ǿŜ ǎƘŀƭƭ ǎŜŜΦέ  

Bobby and I took a load off and unwound from our trip into town. We each showered, cleaned 

up a bit and decided to take a look around Brooklyn; maybe find a decent bar with some cold 

beer and a few pretty girls to look at, talk to and maybe get some phone numbers. There was 
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nothing of any interest in Brooklyn and none of the other boroughs had much to offer either. 

vǳŜŜƴǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǳōǳǊōΣ ǘƘŜ .ǊƻƴȄ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǿŀǊ ȊƻƴŜΣ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƧǳǎǘΧ ¢ƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ  CƻǊ ǳǎΣ 

Manhattan was calling, and that subway was nothing if not reliable, cheap, and convenient.  

tƭǳǎΣ aŀƴƘŀǘǘŀƴ ǿŀǎ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŀŎǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴȅ ŘƻǳōǘΦ  ¢ƘŜ ƛǎƭŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘŜƴǎŜ 

patchwork of different cultures and the very best foods from different regions of the world. 

Little Italy smelled of oregano and garlic, Chinatown was alive with exotic butcher shops and 

vendors peddling fish, chickens and vegetables.  

We chowed down on a real American buffet with fried chicken, Salisbury steak, mashed, 

scalloped and baked potatoes, salads, soups, breads and desserts.  It was the kind of food the 

Navy served, but I have say it tasted a lot better.  

After a few trips back and forth, both Bobby and I agreed that the thing to do was get out of 

Brooklyn and find a place in the city. It was Manhattan or bust as far as I was concerned. The 

free place in Brooklyn was great, but getting stabbed was going to make it a lot less of a bargain. 

We were both young men, recently and honorably discharged from the U.S. Navy and we 

ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭǇΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƘŜ Ŧreebie. We needed a job.  

.ƻōōȅ ŀƴŘ L ǎǇŜƴǘ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƴŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ŀ ōŀǊΣ YŜƭƭȅΩǎΣ ƛƴ ¢ƛƳŜǎ {ǉǳŀǊŜΣ 

ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǊŜŦǊŜǎƘ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƭƪ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ǿŜΩŘ ǎŜŜƴΣ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ƻǾŜǊǇǊƛŎŜŘ ŀƴŘ 

underserviced.  However, as vets, we did have our choice of apartments, so that was something. 

Paying for it was something else again.  

¢ƘŜ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōŀǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƛƳŜ ǘƻ ǊŜŦƭŜŎǘ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ 

ǎŜǊǾŜŘΦ  hƴŎŜ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƛǘǊŜǎǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƻǳǊǘŜƻǳǎ ǿŀȅΣ ά²hat kind of work 

ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴΩ ŦƻǊΚέ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ŦŀǎǘΦ ά.ŀǊǘŜƴŘŜǊΣ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ƻŦ ŦŀŎǘΦέ  

ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǎƻΚέ {ƘŜ ǎƪŜǇǘƛŎŀƭƭȅ ŀǎƪŜŘΦ  

ά{ǳǊŜ ƛǎΣέ L ǎŀƛŘΦ  ά.ƻōōȅ ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ Ƴȅ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴǘΦέ  

άLǎ ƘŜ ƴƻǿΚέ ¢ƘŜ ǿŀƛǘǊŜǎǎ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ  

.ƻōōȅ ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƻƴ ŦŀǎǘΣ ƴƻŘŘƛƴƎΦ  ά{ǳǊŜ ŀƳΦέ  

άLǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣέ ƻǳǊ ǿŀƛǘǊŜǎǎ ǎŀƛŘΦ  ά²Ŝ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǎƘƻǊǘ-staffed at the 

ƳƻƳŜƴǘΣ ƻǳǊ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊ Ǝǳȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǎƛŎƪΦέ  

άCŀƴŎȅ ǘƘŀǘΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƛƴƪΦ  

We started work that day, slinging beer and ƳƛȄƛƴƎ ŀ ŦŜǿ ŎƻŎƪǘŀƛƭǎ ŦƻǊ YŜƭƭȅΩǎ ōŜǎǘ ǇŀǘǊƻƴǎΦ  

.ƻōōȅ ƪŜǇǘ ƎƭŀǊƛƴƎ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ ōǳǘ LΩŘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƻŦ ƛǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǎǘǳŎƪ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ Ƨƻō ƻŦ ŀǎǎƛǎǘŀƴǘΣ 

changing the beer kegs and getting fresh whiskey bottles.  
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We worked for tips and meals and took a room at the famous St. James Hotel just across the 

ǎǘǊŜŜǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƳǳŎƘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇŜǊƳŀƴŜƴǘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǿƘƛƭŜΦ ²Ŝ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ 

ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ .Ǌƻƻƪƭȅƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ Ŧǳƭƭ ǘƛƳŜΦ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ōƻǘƘ ōŀǊǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ŀǘ YŜƭƭȅΩǎ ŀƴŘ L 

took another job waiting tables at the lunch place around the corner. That led to a job at a 

catering company. The three jobs were bringing in enough food and tips to get us by, which was 

no small feat in New York City.  

 

We settled into the rhythms of big city life, working at one job or another, eating free and 

ǎŀǾƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǿƻƳŜƴ ǿŜΩŘ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴΦ  

New York was the hub of a lot of glamorous professions, so there were fashion models, 

actresses and dancers; and they were all impressed with a handsome young sailor, fresh from 

his service in Europe.   

We got a two-bedroom apartment with two other discharged vets, the only way to live 

affordably in New York for young men like us. We were getting the feel of the city, learning the 

different areas, where to go and where not to go. The subway was an amazing benefit, zipping 

us from one borough to another, from end of the island to the other and to all points in 

between.  Twenty-five cents would take us anywhere we wanted to go, quickly and easily not 

ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ƛƴ ǎǘȅƭŜΦ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳƴƎΣ ǎƻ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǎǘȅƭŜΦ  

¢ƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ƛƴŘǳǎǘǊȅ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƭǳŎƪȅ ōǊŜŀƪΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƛƴǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǿŀƛǘŜǊ ƻǊ ōŀǊǘŜƴŘŜǊ 

for the rest of my life. I needed more money, a better opportunity and more privacy at home.  

Newsflash! The World Holds Its Breath  

On the twenty-third of November, 1963, I was on a job interview for Official Films. Freddie had 

gotten me a shot at a junior executive position and I was very excited to get it. A job in the film 

industry was just the kind of thing I was looking for: glamour, money, power, women and lots of 

ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ŀǘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅΦ LΩŘ ōŜ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ Řƻ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘΦ  LΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭƭ 

the benefits of the Navy and none of the obligations!  

The interviewer, Jack BurkeΣ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜΣ ά!ƴŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ƛƴ ŦƛǾŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΚέ  

άwƛƎƘǘ ƘŜǊŜΣέ L ǎŀƛŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ Ŏŀǎǳŀƭ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ άǊŀŎƪƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ !ŎŀŘŜƳȅ !ǿŀǊŘǎΦέ IŜ ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘΦ  άLΩƳ 

ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘΣέ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  ά²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƪƛƴŘǎ ƻŦ ƳƻǾƛŜǎΣ ǿŜ ƳŀƪŜ ƧǳƴƪΦέ  

L ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƳŀƪŜ ƴƻǿΣ ōǳǘ ƛƴ ŦƛǾŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΧέ  IŜ ƴƻŘŘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƳƛƭŜŘΣ ōǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ǎŜŎǊŜǘŀǊȅ 

burst into the office without even knocking.  

WŀŎƪ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά5ŜƭƻǊŜǎΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜΧΚέ  

άLǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘΣ ǎƛǊΗέ  IŜǊ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǿŀǎ ŎǊŀŎƪƛƴƎΣ ƘŜǊ ƳŀƪŜǳǇ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊ ŎƘŜŜƪǎΦ  

I ƳǳƳōƭŜŘΣ έ¢ƘŜ ǇǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜ Χ ƴƻǿΚέ  L ōǳǘǘƻƴŜŘ ǳǇ Ƴȅ ƧŀŎƪŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀǘ ǳǇ 

ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŎƘŀƛǊΦ WŀŎƪ ŀǎƪŜŘ 5ŜƭƻǊŜǎΣ άIŀǊǊƛǎƻƴ bŜǿƳŀƴ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜΚέ  
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άbƻΣ ǎƛǊΣέ 5ŜƭƻǊŜǎ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƘŜǊ ǘŜŀǊǎΣ άǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎΗ  IŜ Χ ƘŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ 

ǎƘƻǘΗέ  

I could feel the blood drain from my face. Jack stood up from behind his desk and turned on the 

TV on his bookshelf, the black and white screen flickering. Walter Cronkite was sitting behind his 

familiar news desk.  

άΦΦΦtǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ YŜƴƴŜŘȅ ǿŀǎ ǎƘƻǘ ŀǎ ƘŜ ŘǊove from Dallas Airport to downtown Dallas; Governor 

Connally of Texas, in the car with him, was also shot. It is reported that three bullets rang out.  

 

A {ŜŎǊŜǘ {ŜǊǾƛŎŜ Ƴŀƴ ǿŀǎ ƘŜŀǊŘ ǎƘƻǳǘƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΣ ΨIŜϥǎ ŘŜŀŘΦΩ   

Whether he referred to President Kennedy or not is not yet known.   

The President, cradled in the arms of his wife Mrs. Kennedy, was carried to an ambulance and 

the car rushed to Parkland Hospital outside Dallas. The President was taken to an emergency 

room in the hospital.  Other White House officials were in doubt in the corridors of the hospital 

as to the condition of President Kennedy. Repeating this bulletin: President Kennedy shot while 

driving in an open car from the airport in Dallas, Texas, to downǘƻǿƴ 5ŀƭƭŀǎΧέ  

We both stood in that office, stunned.  My legs felt like rubber, my stomach turning with a 

quick, cold nausea. Delores and other members of the staff drifted into the office, the door left 

ƻǇŜƴΣ ǘƘŜ ¢± ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦ hƴ ǘhe little TV screen, Cronkite was handed a 

fresh news bulletin. He looked it over, took off his glasses and looked straight into the camera.  

άCǊƻƳ 5ŀƭƭŀǎΣ ¢ŜȄŀǎΣ ǘƘŜ ŦƭŀǎƘΣ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭΥ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ YŜƴƴŜŘȅ ŘƛŜŘ ŀǘ м ǇΦƳΦ /ŜƴǘǊŀƭ 

{ǘŀƴŘŀǊŘ ¢ƛƳŜΦέ IŜ ƎƭŀƴŎŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƻŎƪ ŀƴŘ ŀŘŘŜŘΣ ά¢ǿƻ ƻϥŎƭƻŎƪ 9ŀǎǘŜǊƴ {ǘŀƴŘŀǊŘ ¢ƛƳŜΣ ǎƻƳŜ 

оу ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ŀƎƻΦέ /ǊƻƴƪƛǘŜ Ǉǳǘ Ƙƛǎ ƎƭŀǎǎŜǎ ōŀŎƪ ƻƴΦ IŜ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘΣ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǿǊŜǎǘƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

maintain his professional demeanor. His voice quivered with emotion and went on with his 

report, ά±ƛŎŜ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ WƻƘƴǎƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ƛƴ 5ŀƭƭŀǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƻ ǿƘŜǊŜ ƘŜ 

has proceeded; presumably he will be taking the oath of office shortly and become the thirty-

ǎƛȄǘƘ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎΦέ  

Around me, the girls were howling ŀƴŘ ŎǊȅƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŀƴƪƛŜǎΣ WŀŎƪΩǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ǇŀƭŜΣ 

shocked, his mouth a tiny, open slot through which no words could pass. Because there were no 

words. It was unspeakable, unthinkable, impossible. John Kennedy was our president, he was 

the future of AmŜǊƛŎŀΣ ŀ ƴŜǿ /ŀƳŜƭƻǘΗ ¢ƘŜ ƛŘŜŀ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǎǘǊǳŎƪ ŘƻǿƴΣ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǎƻ ȅƻǳƴƎ 

and vital, a man so central to world events, our protector and our servant, a man both humble 

ŀƴŘ ŜȄŀƭǘŜŘΧ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ǎǘǳƴƴƛƴƎΗ  

²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƛƴƛǎƘ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿΦ L Ƨǳǎǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ and wandered off through the crowd filling the 

office. I suddenly found myself wandering down the busy boulevard, every conversation 

ŎŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǘǊŀƎƛŎ ǎǳōƧŜŎǘΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀŦǘŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀǎ L 

walked, not headed anywhere in particular: dead, shot, Dallas. Other than that, there was an 
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eerie silence over the city, probably for the first and last time in New York City.  Everyone was 

sharing the sample stunned quiet, disbelief, horror: the American dream shattered right before 

our eyes.  

For a serviceman like me, the loss was even worse than for civilians, I say with all due respect.  

IŜ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǊǎΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ƻǳǊ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΩǎ ǇǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŀƭƭ ǎǳŦŦŜǊŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƙƛǎ ƭƻǎǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƻŦ 

us in the service had served under him. As the Commander-in-Chief, he was our boss.  As the 

president, we were his bosses. So, we had the kind of respect and sense of duty to him that 

Ƴƻǎǘ ŎƛǾƛƭƛŀƴǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜΦ ²ŜΩŘ ƭƻǎǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƻǿƴΦ bƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǿŀǎ ƘŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǳǎΣ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ 

the best of us. A rich kid from a powerful family, he could have avoided service, stayed home 

with his silver spoon; but instead he put himself out there and almost paid as his older brother 

did, with his life.  

Kennedy had also served in the military and in the Navy no less!  As a Lieutenant Junior Grade, 

ƘŜΩŘ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴŜŘ ŀ t¢-109 into combat and survived a collision with a Japanese destroyer. 

Kennedy collected the five surviving seamen and kept them alive, clinging to the floating 

wreckage of the PT109. So, every Naval officer and sailor felt the loss to our very core.  

LΩŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ соǊŘ {ǘǊŜŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǳƴŘ ǳǇ ŀǘ DǊŜŜƴǿƛŎƘ ±ƛƭƭŀƎŜΦ L ǿŀƴŘŜǊŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ōŀǊ ŀƴŘ 

ordered a beer, only half aware of who I was and what I was doing. The TV was on, as was every 

¢± ƛƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ LΩŘ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ƻn the way with the same news broadcasting on every screen.  

There was no denying it, no ignoring it, no explaining it.  

There were already rumors, gossip, questions and theories of all sorts.  Nobody knew yet who 

had done it, no gunman had been captured, eǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ƘŀŘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ CƛǊǎǘ [ŀŘȅΩǎ 

health or well-being; it was chaotic and confusing, everybody trying just to make sense of the 

senseless.  

It was all we would talk or think about for days, weeks, months. There was the capture of Lee 

Harvey Oswald, his later murder at the hands of Jack Ruby. There were the rumors of organized 

crime and communist involvement in a conspiracy to kill Kennedy, but it all sprang from that 

one terrible moment in Dallas. Those of us who lived through it will never forget where we were 

the moment we heard about the incident.  

The Dance of Being ALIVE! 

December came and we were making the most of life in New York: four discharged Naval 

seamen sharing a two-bedroom, one-bath place on the Upper East Side. We were all working at 

ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǘƛƳŜǎΣ ǎƻ ǿŜΩŘ Ǝƻ ŦƻǊ Řŀȅǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊΦ ²ƘƻŜǾŜǊ ƘŀǇǇŜƴed to be off 

Řǳǘȅ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƘƻǎǘƛƴƎ ŀ ǇŀǊǘȅΣ ǿƛǘƘ ƎƛǊƭǎΣ ōǳŘǎ ŀƴŘ ōŜŜǊΧ tƭŜƴǘȅ ƻŦ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƛƳŜǎΗ  ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜ 

enjoying our youth, working hard and playing harder, spending our money and not regretting a 

penny of it.  Life was short, life was precious, life was ours to enjoy.  
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There was nobody to tell us what to do or where to go, when to sleep or when to wake up. It 

was the first time in our lives that we were truly free, unencumbered, with all the strength and 

youth to rise to the task of conquering the Big Apple, one juicy bite at a time.  

! ƴŜǿ ȅŜŀǊ ǿŀǎ ŘŀǿƴƛƴƎΣ мфспΦ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀ ǿŀǎ ŀƴȄƛƻǳǎ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀƎƛŎ ȅŜŀǊ ƻŦ Ωсо ōŜƘƛƴŘ ƘŜǊΣ 

ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ǘƻ ƴŜǿ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƴŜǿ ǊŜǿŀǊŘǎΦ aȅ ƻǿƴ ƭƛŦŜ ǿŀǎ ŎƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ŦŀǎǘΦ LΩŘ ōŜ 

attending the Pratt Institute of Architecture in Brooklyn, paid for by the U.S. Navy, of course.  

The Beatles were about to become the biggest stars in the world. Vietnam, the drug revolution, 

ƘƛǇǇƛŜǎΣ ŦƭƻǿŜǊ ǇƻǿŜǊΣ ǇǎȅŎƘŜŘŜƭƛŀΣ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊƴŜǊ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜȅΩŘ ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳŀǊƪ 

on the United States and everybody in her. Nobody was sure whether it would be for better or 

worse, but change was coming for us all, calling the tune we all would dance to and what a 

dance it would be!  
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Chapter 9: The Universe vs. The University   

In January of 1964, the Escape Artist had made his last great escape and cut loose of the United 

States Navy forever.  Even after leaving, I always remained grateful and always a member of the 

Navy at heart.  I would always carry the lessons anŘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎ LΩŘ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

Mediterranean and places beyond it.  Not re-enlisting meant I was a private citizen once again.  

LΩŘ ƳŀŘŜ ŀƴ ƛƴƛǘƛŀƭ Ǝƻ ƻŦ ƛǘ ōŀŎƪ ƘƻƳŜ ƛƴ .ǊƛǎǘƻƭΣ /ƻƴƴŜŎǘƛŎǳǘ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛǘ ƳƛǎŜǊŀōƭŜτa dead 

end.  Washington had promise, but it fizzled with our invitation.  Then, a friend of a friend 

brought me to New York City, Manhattan and surrounding boroughs.  

LΩŘ ǿƛǘƴŜǎǎŜŘ ŦƛǊǎǘƘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎǘƭŜ ƻŦ ƳƛŘǘƻǿƴΣ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ŎǊƛƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘǘŜǊȅΣ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘǎ ŀƴŘ 

the lows of one of the greatesǘ ŎƛǘƛŜǎ ƻƴ 9ŀǊǘƘΣ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ŘƻƴŜ ƛǘ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ 

tumultuous years in modern history. The heights of a political promise which collapsed with the 

new decade, all dashed along with the young life of our president, John Fitzgerald Kennedy, at 

the end of 1963: a new and terrible low in American history.  

{ƻΣ L ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ƛƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜǿ ǎƘƻǊǘ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ¦ƴƛǘŜŘ {ǘŀǘŜǎ όƴƻǘ ŎƻǳƴǘƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǎŜ 

ōƻǊƛƴƎ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ƛƴ bƻǊŦƻƭƪΣ bŜǿ WŜǊǎŜȅύΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƭƛƪŜ LΩŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŜƴŘǳǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊǎǘ ƻŦ 

the American Century, the wonder and the worry of the Atomic age. I was twenty-one years old.  

L ǘǳǊƴŜŘ Ƴȅ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ŀƴŘΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ŎǊǳŎƛŀƭΣ Ƴȅ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘΦ  LΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ǇǳƭƭƛƴƎ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘǊŜŜ 

Ƨƻōǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƻƻŘ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜ ƛƴŘǳǎǘǊȅΣ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ōŀǊǘŜƴŘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŎŀǘŜǊƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ L ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

where my future was. With bad tippers, abusive customers and shreǿƛǎƘ ōǊƻŀŘǎΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ 

was going to be my present for very much longer.  

LΩŘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǎƘƻǘ ŀǘ ŀ ƳƻǾƛŜ ǎǘǳŘƛƻ Ƨƻō ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ YŜƴƴŜŘȅ ǿŀǎ ŀǎǎŀǎǎƛƴŀǘŜŘΦ L ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ōŀŎƪ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 

producer, but nobody was making any big business decisions that month, especially since the 

following month was Christmas. Once the year rolled over, life went on in show business 

ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ Ŏŀƭƭǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǊŜǘǳǊƴŜŘΦ LΩŘ ƴƻ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŜƭǎŜǿƘŜǊŜΦ  

I cast a pretty wide net. I knew the U.S. Navy would be true to its word and put me through 

ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ DL ōƛƭƭ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎƻΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜϥŘ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƭƛƳƛǘǎΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

really thinking about Harvard anyway. I knew I needed some real-world skills to build a valuable 

ŎŀǊŜŜǊΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ƻƴ ǎǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ǘhe rest of my life being the Escape Artist, popping from one 

ŜȄƻǘƛŎ ƭƻŎŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘΧ ¦ƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƛƻƴŀƭ ǘƻǳǊƛǎǘ ŀƴŘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀ 

living out of it.  

I could have hit Boston University, University of California, Los Angeles, known even then as 

UCLA, or its rival, University of Southern California (USC).  There were almost too many choices, 

so I started looking for other things to consider. Southern California would be best for weather, 

but the people were known to be a bit unstable. I wanted stability. Washington had been 

interesting, but it was more a political town than a college experience. Texas had several good 

universities, but I wasn't interested in moving to Dallas.  
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I decided to take geography into account: The Northwest was gloomy; the Southwest too hot; 

the Midwest too flat and severe; the South too hot and humid; and the East coast prone to the 

worst of every season. It never failed to amaze me that this was where the Pilgrims managed to 

establish the original thirteen colonies. Los Angeles had earthquakes, the Midwest had 

tornadoes, Florida had alligators and mosquitoes that I heard were as big as your hand.  

So I turned my attention away from where to study to what to study. I knew I had artistic 

impulses, but I also had commercial aspirations. I knew I wanted to be around people who were 

ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻƭƻǊŦǳƭ ǘƘŀƴ LΩŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ bŀǾȅΣ ƭŜǎǎ ŘƛǎŎƛǇƭƛƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ŦǊŜŜ-wheeling. That 

was the tenor of the changing times, after all. Even though I was fresh from the service, I was 

still young and ready to adapt back to civilian life. I was no lifer swabbie, just a free-spirited 

young man with the world at his feet and every opportunity within his grasp.  

More and more, it was probably because I was in New York, I began to think about the fashion 

industry, clothes, hair and photography. There was money there, freedom, women, celebrities, 

ƎƻƻŘ ǘƛƳŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǊƻƻƳ ŦƻǊ ǳƴǘƻƭŘ ŀŘǾŀƴŎŜƳŜƴǘΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ŀǎ ŦŀǊ ŀǎ ŦŀǎƘƛƻƴΣ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƴŜŜŘ ǘƻ 

ŎƘŜŎƪ ŀ ƳƛǊǊƻǊ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǎǘŜƭƭŀǊ Ŧuture as a model. Not that I was a bad-looking 

ƎǳȅΣ ōǳǘ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƻ Ǉŀǎǎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ƻŦŦ ŀǎ ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƛƻƴŀƭƭȅ ƎƻǊƎŜƻǳǎΦ  

Then, maybe I thought photography or something similar would be better. I could draw and I 

always had a fairly good sense of framing and perspective. What was hair and makeup but a 

way to frame the face? A way to create a deliberate perspective despite whatever light or other 

distractions there may be?  

L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘŜƴȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŦŀǊ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ bŀǾȅΦ ! ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ƛƴ ǘhe fashion 

industry would not have passed military muster. At least not at that time.  At the end, what I 

ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƴŜǿΣ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜǎ L 

was most interested in spending time with anyway.  

New York was the American center of the fashion industry and could be closely compared to the 

European fashion hubs of London, Paris and Milan. By realizing this, my quest to finding my 

where fell right into place. The only decision I still had to make was to choose a school.  

The Pratt Institute  

The Pratt Institute's Brooklyn Campus was easy 

to get to. It was not exactly in the center of the 

best part of the city, but it had a leading 

faculty, a national reputation, and it could 

provide untold local contacts and 

ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘƛŜǎΦ tƭǳǎΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ bŀǾȅΩǎ ŘƛƳŜΦ 

I enrolled and bought my books, some new 

clothes and got down to business.  
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Pratt had a reasonably pretty campus, especially considering how urban the environment 

was.  There were sizable patches of grassy, tree covered lawns, which became rarer the farther 

away you were from Central Park. Since it was basically an art institute, there were a great deal 

of statues around the campus. Some of them were of naked, crouching men and women staring 

thoughtfully into some imagined distance, while others were comprised of long and welded 

poles. There were astonishing monuments scattered throughout the campus. One of those 

monuments I can vividly remember was a patch of grass that housed beautiful, colorful 

pinwheels spinning idly in the breeze.  

It felt so much like an outdoor museum and public garden that the campus attracted more than 

Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŦŀŎǳƭǘȅΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ǎǇǊƛƴƎΣ LΩŘ ǎŜŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘƻŘŘƭŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ 

some others pushing baby strollers; there were also people throwing tennis balls for their eager 

dogs to retrieve. It was almost like being back in a small town; all the comforting sights and 

sounds of bucolic Middle America, but without the endless drab, repetitive conversations, and 

faces every day, getting older and older as the years rolled on.  

Yes, it was still New York, with the vibrancy, excitement and sophistication that it provided, but 

there was also the crime, the grit, the flat ugliness of the streets which made their way even 

onto that lovely little campus. Concrete walkways led students from one big red brick building 

to another.  

These squarely, unadorned and utilitarian structures could have been dorms, a high school, or 

even a federal prison when seen in the right light. Sadly, it would come to look more and more 

that way as my time there went on.  

4ÈÅ 5ÎÉÖÅÒÓÉÔÙ Ȱ3ÙÓÔÅÍȱ 

L ǘƻƻƪ ǘƘŜ ōŀǎƛŎ ŦǊŜǎƘƳŀƴ ŎƭŀǎǎŜǎΣ tǊŀǘǘΩǎ ǾŜǊǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭ ŜŘǳŎŀǘƛƻƴΥ 5ŜǎƛƎƴ ŀƴŘ !ǊŎƘƛǘŜŎǘǳǊŜΣ 

Art and Design, Illustration, Drawing, Graphic Design, Painting and Drawing. Suffice it to say, I 

did a fair amount of drawing. I felt like I was just doing what everybody else was doing: working 

the system. If being in the Navy had taught me anything, and it had taught me a lot, one thing 

was that the system has its method and it cannot be questioned. One does as one is told and 

serves the system to have the system prevail.  

Universities seemed to work pretty much the same way. Young people came in, slightly older 

people came out, all transformed into a slightly different thing which is of greater value to a 

society. The football jock would become a capable advertising executive. The young poet would 

be molded into something more useful, perhaps into an English teacher. The wanna-be 

Hollywood star would be a news anchor on some local channel.  

{ƻ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ƛǘΦ L ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ŀǎ ƘŀǊŘ ŀǎ L ŎƻǳƭŘΣ ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ as much as I could, strove to 

do as best as I was physically able to. That was the training you get from the Navy: to refuse 

surrender and to work as hard as necessary to get the job done. For me that meant an endless 

parade of chapters to read, sketches to do, paintings to study; and then again, more books, 




