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The Vietnam War had major impacts on the situation in Korea the moment the first troops were sent there.  The United States heavy involvement contributed strongly to the Second Korean War (1966-1969) and the subsequent activities of North Korea afterwards.  

United States troop levels in Vietnam were at their highest in 1968 with 536,100 soldiers committed to the war that year.​[1]  This explains why U.S. casualties were the highest that year as well.  16,899 soldiers lost their life in 1969.​[2]  Troop levels began to decrease in the following years.  This number dropped to 475, 200 in 1969 and to 334,600 in 1970.​[3] There were several factors that contributed to this decline.  

First and foremost, the war had become increasingly unpopular at home.  For the first time, Americans were able to watch the horrors of war in their homes.  The invention of televisions brought real pictures of the atrocities of war into everyone’s living room.  That major evolution of technology redefined the boundaries of Freedom of Speech.  It became much harder for the government to keep things from the public.  Televisions were suddenly in nearly every home in America.  Journalists could record the news on film and provide real pictures of what was happening in Vietnam immediately.  

They were no longer able to control the message to its citizens.  South Korea would become one of the last places where the government managed to control the flow of news.  It was a small country that most Americans knew little about.  Truth be told, the country had enough headlines of its own happening.  Civil Rights, Watergate, the impeachment of President Nixon, and many other issues were dominating the headlines.  Nobody cared about what was happening in Korea.

With the country’s interests focused elsewhere, the government had no problem keeping what happened in the DMZ off the radar.  The main source of information concerning for it was the soldiers stationed there and the government controlled them.  Their complete control of information concerning the DMZ would remain in place well beyond the end of the Cold War.

Soldiers working in the DMZ were required to have secret clearances, a requirement which allowed the military to control the soldiers who experienced the ongoing threats in the DMZ.  The clearance allowed them to have soldiers sign twenty-year nondisclosure agreements.  A virtual lockdown of everything that happened there.  

The government has a history of controlling the narrative that dates to the early years of the nation.  War updates from the press have been available to the public since the American Revolution.  The Bill of Rights was signed in 1779, eight years after the Revolutionary War ended.  The very first amendment established Freedom of Speech.  The first one!  The First Amendment also established Freedom of the Press.​[4]  The government would limit this new freedom in 1798.  President Adams signed the Sedition Act making it illegal to oppose the government.  It prohibited “public opposition to the government. Fines and imprisonment could be used against those who ‘write, print, utter, or publish . . . any false, scandalous and malicious writing’ against the government.”   Members of the press and other violators were fined and sometimes jailed under this act.  The Sedition Act was opposed by many states.  Legislators in Kentucky and Virginia passed resolutions invalidating these laws.  These bold acts opposing the government were one of the first acts that led to the secession of the South.  Support among legislators for this unpopular law waned rapidly.  The act was not renewed and expired in 1801​[5]. Unfortunately, the damage had been done.  The country would find itself in a Civil War on April 12, 1861.  The turn of the century would see the world thrown into war.

The United States entered World War I in April 1917.  The government once again sought to suppress The First Amendment and passed The Espionage Act.  The law prohibited speaking, writing, or promoting anything derogatory or negative about the war in Europe.  The Espionage Act was deemed necessary to protect our military and its soldiers fighting in World War I.​[6]  Another version of The Sedition Act was passed as an amendment to the Espionage Act in 1918.  This version made it a federal offense to publicly proclaim anything negative about the government.  Anything that might hurt the war mission and its successful execution could cause a person to be charged and arrested.  This included the distribution of anti-government information.  Burning the flag was a violation of the Espionage Act.  Violators could be prosecuted by the government for those transgressions.​[7]  

This allowed the government to trample all over the First Amendment during World War I.  They censored everything concerning the war.  War correspondents travelled with units along the frontlines during the war.  They witnessed the same battles as soldiers and were tasked with reporting it.  At the time, all news articles had to be submitted to the government censors before publication.  This allowed Uncle Sam to control the narrative.  This censorship was done under the false guise of protecting the public.  Positive reporting kept the military in a good light.  This was necessary to maintain public support.  Acts of bravery and successes in battles were embellished and reported to the American public.  The positive reporting of the war led to a huge swell of patriotism in the country.[image: image]

The government’s practice of censoring the press during the war was challenged.  The case went all the way up to the Supreme Court.  The justices ruled unanimously in favor of the government.  Basically, if the words written or spoken created a “Clear and Present Danger” to the country or the military then they were illegal.​[8]  

Technology grew rapidly, making it easier to communicate news during World War II.  This led to an increase in the amount of news the public had access to.  The war was covered in print, by radio, and movie.  Radios were a common fixture in America by this time.  National news was broadcasted three times a day by most radio stations.  Most Americans adjusted their schedules around those broadcast times.  There was a lot more news available for the public, but it was still censored.  All news had to be run through the Office of War Information (OWI) before it was published.  The government published the Code of Wartime Practices for the American Press.  The government continued to try and control what the public heard.​[9] 

The First Amendment and the government’s suppression of those rights during times of war is important.  They were able to control the messages and maintain support at home for those conflicts.  Technology continued to grow.  The War in Vietnam would prove the government’s fears true.  Technology grew in leaps and bounds leading up to the Vietnam War.  Televisions would have the biggest impact on the First Amendment and governments control of information to the public.  

The days of showing war updates at the beginning of movies in the theater were gone.  Short films censored by the government to keep the narrative positive were no longer an option.  Americans only saw the successes and never saw the ugly side of war through those puff pieces.  The government could no longer control the information the public received or the frequency they received it.  America could suddenly see the real face of war and the truth behind it.  

The number of reporters traveling with front line units grew rapidly.  This meant more news from the firsthand accounts of reporters.  News articles, photographs, and film footage from an abundance of agencies and networks were getting published quicker.  This made the war more realistic to Americans at home.  This unfettered access enabled the press to witness and describe the ugly side of war.  Those truths were suddenly getting broadcasted nearly as soon as they happened.  The news of the war set off a chain of events that would forever change the country.  

Watching the horrors of war each day began hurting support for the war.  A vast majority of the public began finding themselves against a war for the first time in history.  Unrest and civil discord grew among the population.  The government began feeling the pressure as disdain for the war grew.  For the first time in history, the growing public dissent towards the war affected strategies.  War decisions were made based upon the falling support of the public as the conflict continued.

The message was finally heeded by President Nixon and the government began lowering its support of the war.  American troop levels were reduced.  The troop levels would continue to dwindle with the growing opposition.  By 1973, there were only 50 soldiers in harm’s way there.  America would finally pull all troops and personnel out of Vietnam on March 29 of that year.  That was the date that Saigon fell to the communist forces of North Korea.  Few places were impacted as much by that war and its fallout more than South Korea.  

It wasn’t until the twenty first century that the government would begin declassifying documents concerning the DMZ.  The irony is they chose what to declassify and barely scratched the surface with what has been released.  The complete story of the DMZ continues to be unknown.

This book continues the real history of the DMZ from where Book 5, “The Second Korean War” left off.  Each chapter focuses on one veteran’s service in the DMZ and tells the history of the Cold War from their perspective.
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Chapter 1

Glen Shouse

1970-72
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Glen Shouse was drafted in June of 1970.  It was immediately obvious to him that the army was in dire straits.  The Vietnam War had drained the draft pool significantly.  The government seemed to be desperate for bodies.  The screening requirements must have been waived completely.  They seemed to be accepting anybody with a heartbeat into the military.  That was Glen’s opinion based upon the soldiers in his basic training unit.  If a person had a pulse, the army seemed to be accepting them. 

Marching is the military’s way of getting soldiers to move as one.  It teaches new recruits the importance of always moving instep.  A simple task that is the foundation for working together as a team and moving as one.  Teamwork is one of the most important aspects necessary to converting young recruits into soldiers.  Not everyone can be easily be taught that fundamental, and crucial, lesson.  As in life, there are always exceptions.  

For example, there was a guy that couldn’t march to save his life.  He was always out of step with everyone else and walking in step seemed to be beyond his abilities.  The army kept him anyway.  Glen figured it didn’t matter.  There wouldn’t be any marching in the jungles anyway.  The army, in its infamous wisdom, made him the platoon’s guidon bearer.  The guidon is the unit’s flag with its insignia on it and the bearer carried the flag in front of the formation.  That decision didn’t help him to march-in-step.  The only thing it did was make him stand out even more.  Glen’s platoon looked silly wherever they marched.  Everyone was marching in step but the guidon bearer.  

Everyone was expecting to be sent to Vietnam after graduation.  Christmas came early that year for Glen and he was given orders for Korea instead.  There were two other guys that he thought would avoid the war as well because they spoke fluent German.  That would have made too much sense for the army, so they were sent to Vietnam.  Go figure.  

He arrived in Korea completely naïve to any of its history.  He recalled nothing of the Korean War.  The DMZ, well, to say he had known nothing about it would be an understatement.  He had never even heard of it as far as he could remember.  The only thing he knew for certain was that clothes were made there.  He learned this from the tags on some of the clothes he wore growing up.  It was kind of a blessing.  His ignorance of the area meant he also didn’t know how dangerous it was.  He was able to learn his responsibilities easier without the fear of the area hindering him.  It wasn’t until years later that he realized how dangerous his life had been there.

The Second Korean War had been a success.  North Koreans had been kept from finding any weakness along the border.  It ended in 1969 when border encounters had dropped significantly.  By 1970 there were substantially less hostilities inside the DMZ.  This didn’t change anything from the soldier’s perspective.  To those guarding the DMZ, the threat remained real.  It had to if they were to remain prepared for a real attack. 

He arrived at the end of November of 1970.  Just in time for the start of winter.  He reported in for processing and waited for orders to a unit.  To his surprise, he was told they didn’t need any artillery crewmen.  Glen couldn’t help but wonder if all common sense was abandoned in the military.  There were no openings anywhere in Korea for one artillery guy?  This confused him.  It was hard to believe every unit was at full capacity.  Especially with the shortage of soldiers he knew there was.  Still, that’s what they told him.  He was asked if he wanted to be a military policeman (MP).

“There’s a shortage of MP’s right now.  We can cut you orders assigning you to an MP unit.”

Glen didn’t know quite what to say.  He was still trying to wrap his head around the whole thing.  Fresh out of basic training, he never considered he wouldn’t be doing what he trained for.  He wasn’t prepared for any of this.  The thought of being an MP did appeal to him.  He stood there in stunned silence, overwhelmed by the situation. 

“So, what do you think Shouse?  Do you want to be an MP?”

“I can’t be an MP.  I haven’t been trained for it.”

“That doesn’t matter.  The unit will teach you everything you need to know.”

“I’m not tall enough.  I am only five feet, seven inches.  I heard you had to be five feet, nine inches to be an MP.”

“You look that tall to me.  You can be five feet nine, can’t you?”

“Yes, I can be that tall if that’s what you want me to be.”

“Then there’s no problem now, is there?”

Glen thought why not and agreed.  Apparently, AIT (Advanced Individual Training) wasn’t required to be an MP in 1970.  A set of orders assigning him to an MP unit was all he needed.  Just like that, Glen was an MP.  He couldn’t help but wonder why there was a shortage of MPs.  They must have all been assigned to artillery units.

Glen was assigned to the 2nd Infantry Division’s headquarters company.  He was then attached to the MP unit at Camp Howze.  Once he reported to his unit, he was placed in the honor guard section. His new job didn’t require much training.  Glen’s main responsibilities were performing gate guard and flag duty.  Flag duty was the daily raising and lowering of the flag.  This was performed daily during reveille in the morning and retreat in the evenings.  He also worked at the main gate.  Traffic going in and out of the Camp was controlled by the gate guards.  This meant all traffic, whether it was on foot or in a vehicle.  Gate guards spent a lot of their time standing at the gate verifying identities.  It was on him to make sure only authorized people entered the camp.  The number one rule was he had to look good doing it.  Polished boots and clean fatigues were the main requirement.  Everyday.  He was later attached to Camp Casey for the same duties.

An older artillery gun was positioned twenty feet from the flagpole.  It was strictly ceremonial.  The gun was retrofitted to fire a shotgun shell instead of an artillery round.  The shells were blanks filled with black powder.  There was no bullets or other projectiles packed in the shells.  This allowed the gun to sound like it was fired loud enough to be heard throughout camp.  It was fired after reveille and retreat was played each day.  

There was one young soldier who was sometimes assigned the job of firing the artillery gun.  Glen didn’t know the guy personally but had seen him many times because he was one of the mail clerks.  He always knew when the guy participated in the ceremony.  Every time he was supposed to fire the gun he would holler, “Misfire.”  This happened each time he was on the detail.  It was odd that he always had misfires, but it didn’t ever concern Glen.  It never occurred to him that something other than misfires were occurring.  One day after Glen was reassigned, he heard the mail clerk had gotten himself into some serious trouble.  He was on guard duty one day and detonated a homemade bomb he had built.  It was set off in an area near where the general’s quarters were located.  Thankfully, no one got hurt.  The details of the incident were never disclosed but it made Glen think of all those misfires.  He must have faked them and kept the shot gun shells.  The bomb was probably built with all the black powder he collected.  It was a boneheaded move.  Did he think no one would hear the explosion?  Turned out that was exactly what he wanted and why he did it while on duty.  He was trying to create an incident that would draw attention to him.  Kind of like if a fireman started fires to create situations that brought the spotlight on his shift. 

Life was good for Glen as an MP.  Things had calmed down considerably in South Korea before his arrival and continued to be uneventful while he was there.  The camps were a safe distance from the DMZ which meant there weren’t many restrictions.  He was released at 1700 hours every night when not on guard duty.  The nights were his to do whatever he wanted.  Nobody needed a pass to leave post unless it was locked down.  There was only one requirement when leaving camp each night and that was to be in formation at 0700 hours the next morning.  This allowed Glen to make many trips off post.  No sense missing out on exploring all that South Korea had to offer.  Someone would come get him in the village if he were needed.  He experienced a lot of it during that time.  

Glen adapted to his new job and fell into the regimented life of an MP.  He did this for several months.  Truth be told, he enjoyed the reassignment.  Things were very laid back in his unit.  He pulled his shifts at whatever assignment he was put on.  The rest of the time was his to do with as he pleased.  And he did just that.  Five months in country and Glen was really beginning to enjoy his time there.  He should have known it was too good to last.  And it was.  

It had been raining on and off one day in early April 1971.  A typically miserable spring day.  As sometimes happened, tempers became a little on edge.  Glen found himself in a heated discussion with his platoon leader.  He was a young second lieutenant and new to the army.  The lieutenant had said something that Glen didn’t agree with.  The appropriate thing would have been to agree with him and let it go.  Sometimes that’s easier said than done.  Especially on that day.  It seemed like everyone was edgy and ready to argue over everything.  The “discussion” got a little heated before they both retreated to their own corners.  The day finally ended without further incident.

The was an Enlisted Men’s (EM) club on the base and Glen liked to hang out there.  When he wasn’t at one of the local clubs, he could be found at the EM club.  It was inexpensive and a short stagger home if necessary.  It was still raining when he got off duty that evening.  Glen and a friend decided to hang out at the EM club.  They both wanted to decompress after the tension filled day.  

Both only had a few drinks that evening.  Glen finally managed to shake off any residuals from the stress-filled day.  Time passed as the two of them laughed and shot pool that night.  Before he knew it, it had gotten late.  They decided to call it a night and head back to their barracks.  The rain had stopped leaving the roads were a muddy mess.  Glen’s feet sunk to the bottom of his ankles as he made his way back.

He hadn’t gone far when he heard someone yelling at him.  Not just yelling, they were screaming.  He wondered who the heck it was and why they were so angry with him?  Whoever they were, they were directing some pretty colorful language his way.

Glen turned to face the verbal assault and instantly recognized him.  It was his platoon leader.  Apparently, he hadn’t been able to move past their earlier encounter.  He was drunk and the alcohol had only intensified his anger.  The lieutenant continued his barrage of four-letter insults as he approached.  He stopped in front of Glen and continued to lay into him.  Glen could see he was drunk and managed to remain calm.  Then, without warning, the lieutenant lunged at him.  

Glen didn’t have time to think about the proper reaction.  His body instinctively reacted.  He grabbed the lieutenant by the head and stopped his momentum.  It was an easy task considering his drunken condition.  He shook him by the head a few times and pushed him away.  Alcohol takes away a lot of one’s abilities, including coordination and balance.  The lieutenant fell like a ragdoll tossed to the ground.  His landing was cushioned by the soft layer of mud covering the road.  Glen and his buddy turned and ran back to the barracks.  The encounter had been very brief.  It had happened so fast it was over nearly as fast as it had begun. 

Once it was certain they weren’t pursued, they decided to sit down to a game of chess.  The incident was so surreal it faded from his mind almost immediately.  However, the night wasn’t over yet.  Thirty minutes later, the lieutenant showed up with two MP’s.  He was out of control by then.  The alcohol had magnified his anger, making him belligerent.  Every other word was a curse as he screamed out of control at Glen.  Everything the lieutenant was accusing him of was a flat out lie.  Glen and his buddy sat there in stunned belief as the charade continued.  

One of the MP’s approached Glen.

“Did you assault the lieutenant?”

“NO!”

“Then tell me what happened.”

Glen must have been in shock from hearing all the false allegations.  Without thinking he replied, “Nothing.  I never saw the lieutenant this evening.”

The MP stared at him a few minutes with a stunned look on his face.  A look that seemed to say, did he really claim he hadn’t seen the lieutenant?  

Without saying anything, the MP turned towards Glen’s friend.

“What about you?  Tell me what happened.”

“I haven’t seen him all evening either.”

Glen could see the lieutenant seething as he heard their answers.  The MP just kind of stood there in silence while considering what to do next.  Finally, he turned towards the lieutenant.

“There’s nothing we can do sir.  You’ve been drinking and there’s no one to corroborate your story.”  Both MP’s approached the officer and led him out of the barracks before he could respond.  Glen let out a huge sigh once they were gone.  He had dodged a huge bullet there.  There was no reason to worry.  It was over and the MP’s were right.  There was no evidence to support the platoon leaders’ accusations.  He was suddenly overwhelmed by exhaustion and decided to call it a night.  That was enough excitement for one day.

The night wasn’t done yet.  Neither was the lieutenant.  He came barging back into the barracks, yelling at the top of his lungs, “Get out!”

Now it was Glen’s turn to stand there in disbelief.  It was four o’clock in the morning and he had just been thrown out of his barracks.  He knew there was no point discussing it with the lieutenant.  His inebriated state made it impossible to try and reason with him.  Glen and his friend decided not to escalate the situation any further.  They grabbed their belongings and left as ordered.  Their options were limited because of the hour.  After a brief discussion, they decided to crash the remainder of the night in their sergeant’s quarters.  He lived in a newer, three story building across the street.  It beat sleeping on the curb. 

It felt like he had just fallen asleep when morning arrived.  He hustled outside and fell into formation with his platoon.  Apparently, the lieutenant was still angry with them to get out of the formation.  In fact, the lieutenant banned them from all the daily formations.  They formed a two-man formation across the street and behind his unit.  For the next month, the two of them showed up for every morning and evening formation to avoid trumped of charges of being Absent Without Leave (AWOL.)  Every day the two of them could be found on that curb during formations.  They responded to every command as if they were part of the formation.  If the formation marched somewhere, they’d follow a safe distance behind them careful to remain in step with the platoon.  

He laid low each day between formations to avoid his platoon leader.  When he did encounter him, he heard the same threat.  “I’m going to send you so far north you’ll never find your way back!”  The barracks he slept in was built to accommodate six platoons but there were only five occupying.  There were plenty of empty rooms available on the third floor, so he moved into one of them during this period.  Glen found himself a “floater” each day with no duty assignments during the day.  He wasn’t placed on any of the duty rosters for guard duty, charge of quarters, or any of the ceremonial duties.  Most days he changed into his civilian clothes and headed off base to hang out.  His reasoning was simple.  If the lieutenant didn’t see him then he couldn’t get into more trouble with him.  Out of sight, out of mind...

The threat seemed like an empty one since Glen was only thirty minutes from the DMZ. How much further north could he send him?  It turned out the threat wasn’t so empty.  Glen was completely blindsided one day when he was informed a truck was on its way to get him and his friend.  Nothing else.  No mention of where it was going.  No orders.  Nothing.  Just, “Get your gear and be ready for it.”  The news that he was being reassigned didn’t bother him.  He moved around quite a bit growing up and was used to being uprooted.

The two of them got on the designated truck when it arrived.  Sure enough, it headed north.  It seemed like he was on that truck forever.  The truck had a tailgate that locked in place.  There was a canvas tarp that covered the top of the truck above the tailgate.  It finally stopped and Glen pulled back the tarp to get a look at where he was.  The first thing he saw was a gate to a camp and a sign. 
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Apparently, the lieutenant had managed to follow through with his threat.  New orders were issued reassigning him to an artillery unit “on the DMZ.”  

The signing of the Armistice Agreement ended the fighting but not the hostilities.  Security forces were required to keep the southern side of the border secure.  These forces would fall under the umbrella of the United Nations while inside the DMZ.  The need for an intelligence gathering division arose at the end of World War II, necessitated by The Cold War.  It required the West to constantly gather intelligence on our Cold War enemies.  The army needed to monitor the actions of the Soviets and other communist countries.  The Army Security Agency (ASA) or the United States Army Security Agency (USASA) was formed in 1945 for this purpose. 

Military intelligence was a major necessity in Korea after the Armistice was signed.  South Korea shared a border with communist North Korea.  They were a serious threat from the outset.  North Korea shared a border with communist China to their north.  Then there was the Soviet Union who maintained a strong presence in the area.  The Soviets were a huge influence and supporter of the two communist countries.  

The 501st ASA became active in Korea July of 1951 during the Korean War.  They were renamed the 508th USASA Group in 1956.  Their name was once again changed in December 1967 to 508th Group Korea.  The primary mission of the group was to support and provide intel for the border units in Korea.  These units were originally the 1st Cavalry Division and the 7th Infantry Division.  The 1st Cavalry Division was replaced by the 2nd Infantry Division in 1965.  The primary support for these divisions was provided by the 321st USASA Battalion.  The battalion had two companies, Alpha and Bravo.  Bravo company was stationed at Camp Casey where the 7th Infantry Division was headquartered.  A small detachment from bravo company was permanently stationed north near the DMZ.  The Camp was commonly referred to as B-North during those early years.  Its real name was Camp Alamo.​[10]

Glen was assigned to the Headquarters Artillery Battery of the 2nd Infantry Division.  The border camp he was assigned to was Camp Alamo.  The camp had a few distinctions that made it unique.  It was located further north than any other US Army facility in Korea.  The camp was located near the former city of Chorwon.  

The significance of this is lost on many.  To those who served in Korea, the history of Chorwon is well known.  It has the distinction of being the only city destroyed during the Korean War.  Chorwon was near the 38th Parallel.  This placed it right in the middle of the most contested area during the final years of the war.  

Numerous battles were fought in the city leading to its eventual destruction.  The signing of the Armistice Agreement in 1953 established the new border between North and South Korea.  Chorwon, or what was left of it, was located on the south side of the DMZ.  A major tunnel was found in the remains of the city four years after Glen was there.  It originated somewhere in North Korea.  The tunnel was clearly used by the communist regime to send infiltrators into South Korea.​[11]

Camp Alamo was two miles from the DMZ.  It was a little camp that very few soldiers even knew about.  Glen sure hadn’t heard of it before.  The camp couldn’t accommodate a full company or battery of troops.  His barracks were in a concrete building and there was a small mess hall for his hot meals.  There was a small EM club there where the food was pretty good. Glen preferred it over the mess hall for most of his meals.  For reasons unknown to Glen, there was a small craft building.  He expected to find lots of things at the camp.  A craft building wasn’t on that list.  He was certain that an urge to take up basket weaving would never overcome him.  He had no idea what was in the building. The thought of soldiers spinning pottery seemed foolish to him.  One thing that wasn’t in the camp was artillery weapons.  The wisdom of the army once again left him baffled.  He finally got assigned to an artillery unit and was sent to one with no artillery weapons.  Oh well.  His was not to wonder why... 

Camp Alamo housed a detachment troop from his division headquarters battery.  The actual artillery guys were assigned to artillery batteries.  Each battery had Alpha, Bravo, and Charlie Troops (companies).  Artillery batteries were attached to different infantry brigades for support.  Glen took it all in stride and figured he would probably get assigned to another job anyway.  It would certainly be another job he wasn’t trained for.  He couldn’t help but wonder why he even went through artillery training.  The army could have saved time and money just sending him to Korea after basic training.  

None of this bothered Glen at all.  He was young and naïve with no idea of the dangers found in the DMZ.  Born and raised in the Midwest, he barely knew anything about the Korean War.  He certainly didn’t know anything about the DMZ.  Sure, he’d heard some horror stories when he was with the MPs.  Everyone in Korea heard stories.  Most of them had occurred in the sixties.  None of these stories even came to mind as he took in his new station.  Fortunately, he didn’t have to wait long to learn what his new job was.  Glen was assigned to work as a Ground Surveillance Radar (GSR) crewman.

His crew was responsible for manning ground surveillance radar station number 052.  The radar station was near the border of the DMZ.  It was only two miles from Camp Alamo.  The trip from camp was forty-five minutes because of its location.  GSR 052 was built towards the top of a mountain.  Not on the top.  It was built a short distance below its peak.  This allowed it to remain camouflaged from the North Koreans by the surrounding terrain.  The bunker being below the top helped hide the movements of the crew members outside the bunker.  This is a common military practice.  Patrols were even taught to remain below the peaks of high ground when walking.  This was for tactical reasons.  The light from the day or night sky created a visible silhouette of anything on top.  A silhouette that could easily be spotted by the enemy.  

Camp Alamo was on the flat land at its base.  The crews drove one and one quarter ton jeeps from the camp to the bunker.  The trip required travelling along steep, winding roads to the top.  This was not a route to get in a hurry while driving.  The twists and turns with steep drop offs would concern anyone.  Nobody wanted to make that trip when the roads were bad.  Heck, no one liked traveling it when the conditions were good.  Monsoon rains and heavy snowfall made the dangerous route deadly.  The crew they replaced took the same jeeps back down the treacherous road to camp.  Crews on duty were stranded until their replacements arrived driving the jeeps back up to the bunker.

The maintenance drivers drove a two-and-one-half ton truck when needed at the bunker for radar repairs.  The road leading to it was barely wide enough in most spots for a jeep let alone a truck.  One side was nothing but thick woods.  The other was a rocky cliff going straight down to the bottom.  It made sharp turns back and forth the whole way.  The trees at the turns created huge blind spots for approaching traffic.  They all dreaded having to drive that dangerous route to the top. 

It didn’t get any easier once they reached the site.  There was barely enough room to turn the truck around.  This terrified most of the drivers.  Not Glen.  He wasn’t intimidated in the least by any of it.  He became quite proficient at whipping the truck around for the return trip.  Word of Glen’s fearlessness driving the route got around.  He made the trip look easy.  Everyone started coming to him for emergency site runs.  Glen made countless trips up and down that mountain when he wasn’t on duty.  

Glen was a radar crewman.  On the job training continued to be typical of Glen’s time in the army.  He once again found himself learning on the fly.  GSR 052 was near the top of the mountain for a reason.  The position gave the radar system better accuracy and range.  This allowed it to better monitor its assigned sector of the DMZ below it.  The bunker was a small one built to accommodate two people.  The walls were constructed of concrete blocks with a wooden roof.  It was basically one small room with the radar and radios in it.  There was a small divider wall made of concrete blocks on one side.  A single bunk bed was behind the wall.  The area was open on one end and didn’t offer much privacy for the sleeping area.

The bunker was manned by a two-man crew.  They were assigned to a five-day schedule.  Three days on radar duty in the bunker followed by two days off back at camp.  Then it was back to GSR 052 for another three days.  An endless cycle, back and forth.  The two of them rotated four-hour shifts on and off duty while in the bunker.  The off shifts were spent in the designated bunk area.  Glen tried to get sleep during his four hours off duty.  Sleep was never easy to get though.  The sounds from the bunker were easily heard in the sleeping quarters.  This made it difficult to get any real sleep most of the time.  Glen eventually adapted and made the best of it.

His first trip to GSR 052 was spent training.  It was all new to him.  There was more to learn than just working the radars.  There were several tasks he would be responsible for and he had to learn them all.  Everything from the operating the radar to the radio.  Even the little things like working in a small bunker for hours on end was new to him.  Glen spent two days learning how to operate the radar system.  He was cut loose to operate it on his own after that.  Everything else he was taught as he did it.  

The most important thing he had to learn was how to survive near the DMZ.  His life depended on it.  His unit depended on it.  The entire mission depended on it.  There was never any real concern of being shot at while working the front gate.  Things were drastically different once he moved north towards the border.  There was a lot to be concerned with so close to an enemy that hated Americans.  Many of which were life-threatening.  He didn’t have much time to come to grips with the reality of this.  One minute he was an MP, the next he was assigned as an artilleryman to a camp with no artillery.  No sooner than his boots hit the ground, he was trucked up to a bunker on top of a hill.  A bunker that overlooked the most fortified border in the world.  Things certainly changed quickly in the army.

The truth of the situation was he had to learn how to function in a combat zone.  The government chose to keep everything that happened there classified.  They called it border security or a police action supporting the United Nations.  It really didn’t matter what they called it.  Not to the soldiers responsible for the security of it.  An environment filled with minefields, booby traps, insurgents, ambushes, kidnappings, and flat out murder was a combat zone.  This didn’t change no matter how pretty you tried to paint it.  The people in that danger knew exactly what they were up against.  These proud soldiers did their jobs in the shadows. They were unknown sentries in the most dangerous part of the world.  Not for awards or recognition but pride for this great country and the uniforms they wore.

Glen had to learn all about working in this hazardous environment on the spot.  He wasn’t out patrolling the dangerous area inside the DMZ.  No, he was working in a small bunker on a mountain overlooking it.  Silence and stealth were necessary survival traits for him.  Sound travels when you’re on high ground overlooking an open valley.  It didn’t matter if he was in a bunker or not.  The smallest bit of light or sound could be seen and heard for miles.  Those patrolling the DMZ depended on him to watch over the area for potential threats.  Glen had to learn to monitor the radars in total silence. He had to be able to move around the bunker quiet as a mouse.  This sounded easy enough.  It was far from that.  The small bunker made every sound seemed amplified to him.  

There was a radio in the bunker.  It was used primarily for communication with the Tactical Operations Center (TOC).  It allowed TOC to contact them if there was a report of suspicious activity in his sector.  The reverse was true as well.  Glen had a direct link to them if he picked up activity on the radar.  No one ever trained him on the radio.  He remained clueless on how to use it.  This didn’t seem to matter for a quite some time.  It was very boring pulling shifts in the bunker at first.  The biggest excitement always came at night.  It was easier for the communist to send infiltrators and ambushes under the curtain of darkness.  A viable threat every night on the DMZ.

Night shifts were four hours long under the rotation schedule.  There were two generators for the radar.  They were located a short distance behind and up the hill from the bunker.  It was a short walk to where they were set up.  A trip that took no more than several minutes.  Minutes that seemed like an eternity the first few times he made the trip.  

The bunker only needed one generator running at a time.  The person coming off shift had to rotate them before hitting the sack.  It was imperative they got rotated to keep them from running out of fuel.  It was always during the wee hours of the night when it happened.  A time of night when the DMZ, and the surrounding area, was deathly quiet.  Quiet, except for the soft humming sound of the generator.  

The first few times Glen did this was a bit of a challenge for him.  He always felt relatively safe inside the bunker.  This changed as soon as he stepped outside and headed to the generators.  Considering where he was, it didn’t take much.  Lots of self-control was needed to keep his mind from concocting all sorts of imagined threats.  The sound of the generator was a welcome distraction.  The mesmerizing hum of it could just barely be heard from the bunker.  It grew louder as he moved closer.  A beacon to guide him to its position.  Shadows took ominous shapes and seemingly ready to pounce without warning.  Glen quickly learned the importance of keeping his imagination under control.  He would have been a basket case every morning if he didn’t.  

The running generator had to be shut off before he could switch to the second one.  Glen would turn it off and let the silence engulfed him.  At least it seemed silent at first.  Once his hearing adjusted to the missing sounds of the generator, he could hear music.  The hairs on the back of his neck came to attention.  Oriental music could be heard broadcasting from the propaganda speakers.  The sound was out of place.  The music cast an eerie spell over the night air.  There was nothing about it that calmed his imagination.  At least not the first few times he encountered it.  The sound of the unusual music was so out of place out there.  It made everything even more surreal.  It wasn’t long before Glen was able to adapt to this situation.  The music eventually blended into the rest of the nighttime noises.  A part of the sounds of the night that were barely noticed.  Shut off by his mind as irrelevant.  No more than a minor distraction if he’d let it affect him.

Glen could relax once back in the bunker.  Most of his nights were usually spent in total boredom.  It wasn’t a guard or observation post.  That meant he didn’t have to be vigilant for anything outside GSR 052.  He just had to monitor the radar which was always quiet.  This was 1971 and the DMZ was quiet that year.  It was still dangerous, and conditions could change without warning.  The North Koreans were led by a lunatic.  Fortunately, his time in the bunker was mostly uneventful.  Glen read whatever he could get his hands on.  He played a lot of cards.  He cleaned the bunker but only whenever he was told to.  Somedays, he would get brave and wander over to the South Korean post and visit with them during his break.  These excursions always resulted in swapping
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