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To my esteemed editor, Vicki. I extend my heartfelt gratitude for bringing the blue to the sky, the sand to the sea, and the stars to the heavens. You are my guiding light in darkness and the essence of my awareness in life...








To help the reader with clarification, some of the characters from the novel Don’t Let Me Die Here may be mentioned in this sequel. 

Mary Margaret, often referred to as MM, is a suicide victim who, with the assistance of Joe, Mitch, and  Amy, becomes an Angel. MM is introduced in the novel ‘Angels Don’t Have Wings.’

Mitch Anderson. Joe’s younger brother.

Amy Peterson. Joe’s High School girlfriend.

Phil Flick, from California. Joe’s enemy and friend; they travel to Vietnam together. Flick has a lot of issues that Joe and others have to deal with. Flick later saves Joe and his friend, Mai. 

Mai. A Vietnamese girl that Joe becomes friends with and later, they fall in love. To complicate matters, her brother is an enemy soldier.

Jonathan Rockwell, from NY. They call him Chuck, because he chuckles a lot. He is well liked and cherished by everyone in the squad. He is killed by a landmine which devastates the entire squad.  

Jake Ellis. A new arrival in Vietnam. An extremely large young man that is a gentle giant. He becomes Joe’s close friend and they share some close encounters together, including being captured.  

Charley. A friendly Vietnamese boy who hangs out with Joe and the other Marines.

Bob Haverstick, also known as Stick. He is a fellow Hoosier who takes pleasure in making up humorous rhymes during leisure time in Vietnam.  
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Okinawa...

In 1967 I got on a plane in Da Nang, and after fourteen months in Vietnam, I left. I felt when I left, I left a lot there. I left some good friends (friends I will never see again); I left a piece of my heart; and I left a piece of my soul. Fourteen months of my life that I will never get back. Fourteen months that will be with me my entire life and follow me like a bad - and good-dream that will never go away.

When I landed in Okinawa, Japan, I entered a large metal building that was sectioned off into cubicles. I had to stand in line and wait for the next available cubicle.

“NEXT!”-that was me. I headed to the cubicle and sat in a chair in front of a desk. There, behind the desk, was a friend, George O’Connor. “Joe Anderson, boy is it so good to see you.”

George and I were in bootcamp together and later IRT, at Camp Pendleton. On weekends, some of us would go with him to his folk's house in La Puente. It was only an hour and a half from base. Flick would even go sometimes, but it didn’t take long for him to be uninvited.

We shook hands; it was so good to see a familiar face. In all this traveling I had become very lonely and felt isolated.

“George O’Connor, what a small world. How have you been? Looks like you got a great job.”

“Sure do, after I got hurt, I was transferred here and, well, here I am. You goin home?”

“Yeah, but I didn’t hear that you were injured. How bad?”  

“Landmine, got it in the right leg. I’ll always walk with a limp, and probably later with a cane. But it got me here, and out of Nam.”

“Well, that sucks. But guess it could have been worse.”

“You got that right; I haven’t even told my folks. I mean, I told them about this great gig, but not about the landmine. You know Mom.”  

“Uh-huh, I remember she worries a lot. I’ve not seen them in a long while, are they doing, okay?”

“Yeah, they're all good. Joe, if you want to stay here a few days I can arrange it.”

“Why would I want to do that?”

“We can hang out together, I can show you around and introduce you to some Asian girls. We could have a ball. All I have to do is indicate you are not feeling well and have a slight fever. What about it, it’ll be fun?”

“Well, that’s a nice offer but you know, I’m actually excited about going home. But thanks anyway.”

Okay, let’s see if we can get you home.” He studied a bunch of logs and thumbed through some more. “I can get you on a jet plane in two days. How’s that?”

“That sounds good.”

“Wait Joe, let’s see. I can put you on a ship tomorrow afternoon. That would take a little longer to get to the states, but it would be a fun trip. You will have a private room; some good food and it stops in Hawaii for a few hours.”

“A ship? I never thought of that.”

“You know the Navy, they’re our chauffeurs,” we both laughed. “What do you think? Ship or Jet? Could be quite an adventure.”

I knew I needed to decide; other Marines were waiting. “What the hell - ship it is.”

“Okay ship it is, it will be the USS Chicago. Tonight you will be staying in barrack 15, which is just across the river, only about one mile from here. I’ll get you a jeep ride. On the ship, you will be on deck C room number 3. I’ll write all this down.”

“I’m glad, thanks George.”

“How bout we at least meet for dinner tonight and I can show you around town? Have a few beers.”

“That would suit me fine.”

“Okay, I’ll meet you in your barracks after I get off. It’ll probably be around 1800.”

“I look forward to it, see you tonight,” we shook hands, and I left.

I was a little worried coming in there, not knowing what to expect. It was such a relief to see a familiar face, but it was weird of him wanting me to play sick and stay.

I went outside from the opposite end and there were jeeps out there waiting for riders. “Where you headed, Marine?”

“Uh, barracks number 15.”

“Climb aboard, we have to wait for a couple more riders before we can leave.”

I loaded my seabag in the back of the Jeep and climbed in the passenger seat. It wasn’t long before a couple more guys get in and we’re off to barrack 15.

When we arrived, we were told to find an empty rack and make ourselves at home.

The three of us went in and found two rows of beds-eight on each side. There were a few others there and a radio blaring 60s music. I found a bed that had no signs of habitat and looked fairly clean. I threw my seabag on it, headed to the head (bathroom), and washed up.

“Anyone know where the mess hall is?” yelled one of the Marines.

“There’s a PX right up the road, about 2 blocks. They have a café in there; you can get a burger.”

The three of us walked together; I learned they were headed home too, one from Kansas the other from Ohio. After a burger, fries and a coke I bought some stuff at the PX, including a book to read - The Man with the Golden Gun, and headed back to the barracks. It was nice to just lay there reading and listening to the radio while I waited for George.  

The next thing I heard was, “Joe, you awake?” It was George; I was sound asleep.

“Yeah, guess I fell asleep. We still going out? It feels really late?”

“Yeah, I’d like to. It’s only a little after 6. You still want’ to go?”

“Heck yeah,” I said.

“You hungry?”

“Starved, where we going?”

“There’s a place in town not far; best Asian food ever.”

We went outside and climbed into a Jeep. “You have a Jeep?” I asked.

“Well, it’s not mine but it’s a perk of the job. I get one anytime I want, pretty good huh?”

“Hell yeah, I want your job.”

We drove into the very busy town of Okinawa and parked on the side of a narrow road next to some businesses. I followed George into an overly decorated Oriental restaurant. I ordered a big plate of chicken fried rice. It was delicious.

As we finished and were drinking our third Tiger beer. 

“George, why did you want me to stay over, I mean you know-pretend to be sick?”

“I don’t have many friends here; it was just I was hoping we could spend some time together. With my bad leg and all, I don’t know-guess I’m feeling sorry for myself.”  

“We sure had some good times at your house in California; you had a lot of friends there.”

“Not really, they all just liked that I had a car and a place for them to stay, not sure they were actually  friends.”

“I don’t think that’s true George.” Now I was starting to feel guilty. I guess I, too, took advantage of him. 

“I’m sure it is, I never hear from them. It’s as if they don’t exist anymore. It made me wonder, where do all the friends go?”

“You know George, I was thinking about that. About how, in the Corp, we actually don’t make friends. We’re like friends that don’t have friends because our time together is short lived. We meet, form a friendship, then we get transferred, go somewhere else (or get killed) and do it all over again. Don’t make for lasting friendships.” I was rambling on; it must have been the beer. It may not have made any sense, but what I was saying was true. We sat in silence for a few moments. 

“Did you have it pretty bad Joe? See a lot of combat?”

“Uh-huh, it was bad, but I’m sure some had it worse.”

“Wait, didn’t you and Flick get assigned to the same unit?”

“Yeah, we did. Charley Company,”

“If I remember he was a real jerk. I think he came to the house a couple times. He was so bad, Mom told me not to invite him back. You remember that?”

“Yeah, I do. He-he didn’t make it.” I could feel myself choking up. Never thought I’d get choked up over Flick. “You know George, there’s a lot we didn’t know about him.”

“Oh man, he didn’t make it? I’m sorry to hear that. He was so unlikable; you know what I mean? But no one deserves that.”

“I didn’t like him either, at first. He told me that when he was a kid his dad shot and killed his mom, then killed himself while Flick was hiding in his bedroom. That’s some heavy shit to get over. From there he went from foster home to foster home. Before he died, he actually saved my life. So I have a whole different perspective of him. He had a heavy life load to carry his entire life.”

“You’re shitin me? He saved your life?”

I was talking too much, the beer... “Uh-huh, plus before he died, he saved the life of a young Vietnamese girl. Flick was a hero, and no one will ever know.”

“I’m glad you told me. Why can’t you tell his family?”

“There’s no family, there’s no one to tell. He was a troubled kid that lived in foster homes. If I could, I’d tell them he was a true hero.”

We left the restaurant and hit a couple more of the bars in town. I felt good that I told someone the truth about Flick.

George dropped me off at the barracks and we said our goodbyes. He told me if I get a chance to stop by and visit his folks. I said I would if I could. We promised to stay in touch.
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Long Boat Ride...

USS Chicago
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George had told me to be out in front of the barracks about noon to get a ride to the ship. I was there at 11:30 sitting on my seabag. There were three other Marines waiting there as well.

We loaded up our seabags, I think, in the same Jeep that picked us up yesterday, at least it was the same driver. It took about 20 minutes to ride to the seaside and pull up to the ramp of a big, intimidating looking military ship. I loaded my seabag on my shoulder and started up the ramp onto the ship. When I get on board, I was saluted by a swabby; I returned the salute.

“Where is deck C, room 3?” I asked.

“Head that way (he points) to the ladder, climb up two flights and take a right. It will be the third door, on your right.”

“Thanks,” I went that way and followed his directions. I arrived at a big metal door with a C on it and went in.

It was dark inside, with a little light coming in from a small porthole window. I found a light switch and switched it on, it wasn’t much help. There was no bed in sight but I figured out that it folded down from the bulkhead to save space. I unhooked it and a small framed bed with a thin mattress dropped down. I threw my seabag on it and sat. The room was very small with limited space. I began to think George had never been on a Navy ship. I would have to remember to thank him. There was a knock at the door...

“Do you have your papers, Marine?” He was a Sergeant; I could smell booze on his breath.

Papers? Where did I put them? “Oh yeah, I mean yes sir, in my seabag.” I got them and handed them to him.

“Corporal Joe Anderson?”

“Yes sir.”

“You must know someone special to be only a Corporal and get a private room.”  

“I don’t know, this was the room I was assigned.” I didn’t know what to say.

“Whatever, they’ll be serving sandwiches in the mess, straight down this passageway. You might eat before we shove off.”

“Okay, I will. Thanks.”

So, George did me a favor and got me this private room. I thought I would be okay if I didn’t suffer from claustrophobia. I have to remember to thank him, I laughed to myself. I unpacked my seabag and organized the room a bit. There was not a lot of room to do much.

I headed down the passageway to the mess where there were several guys sitting around a large table eating ham and cheese sandwiches. I headed over to a counter and grabbed a sandwich and some water. After I tasted the water, I went back for a beer; it tasted better than the ship’s water, but not much. 

I sat next to the guy from Ohio and noticed he was a sergeant.

“Hey there, it’s Indiana right?” He said.

“Yeah sarge, Ohio, right?”

“Yeah, I didn’t see you in the barracks.”

“Somehow I got a single room.”

“You’re shitin me, you got a room? You lucky ass. We’re stuck in the crowded barracks. I wish I would have taken a jet. They pushed this off on me telling me how fun it would be, to take a ship. I don’t know why they have to fuck with us. They send us to Nam then fuck with us coming home.”

“I don’t know, I was in bootcamp with the guy that processed me. I truly think he thought he was doing me a favor; he’s a friend. He obviously has never been on a ship. Believe me, it’s not that great.”

“Can I see that room? I want to see how the better half live.”

“I guess.” We headed to my room.

He walked in and threw my seabag on the floor and fell on my bed. “Sure is small, but still beats the barracks. Wish I’d gotten a room to myself.”

Ohio was a little guy; I wished I had his confidence. My bet was, for his size, he was a strong wiry guy. 

“It’ll do. Can we head back? I’m sort of hungry,” I said.

I returned my seabag to the bed and we headed back to the Mess Hall, where I finished my sandwich and beer.

The Sergeant that collected my papers came into the mess hall, obviously drunk. He was loud, staggering around and yelling. “Okay Marines, get this shithole cleaned up and get ready to set sail.”

I shoved the remaining sandwich in my mouth and washed it down with the warm beer. We cleaned up the table. I could have taken a jet and had a meal served to me by a pretty stewardess and been landing in LA in hours. Another reason to thank George. 

I felt the ship moving under my feet. It was starting to sway slightly. I made my way to my sardine room and staggered in. It was so dark, even with the light on. I remove my seabag from the bed and fell on it. My whole body was spinning, mainly my stomach. 

It didn’t take long before the sandwich and beer came up. I made it, just in time, to the tiny head that was in the tiny room. I forced some water down to clear the bad taste in my mouth-ugh. I laid down; my head was spinning and the ship was rocking. The motion put me to sleep.

“Don’t trip that wire Flick! See it Flick? Don’t trip it! You’ll kill Chuck!”

The nightmare of Chuck getting killed suddenly woke me up. I was in a cold sweat. I didn’t remember where I was. It took me a few moments to come to my senses and I remember I was on a ship. I looked at my Timex watch; it was 8:30. I didn’t know if it was night or morning. I looked out the porthole; it was dark. I had to get out of there. After I cleaned up, I started down the passageway, I immediately heard the Sergeant yelling from all the way down in the mess hall. I thought, ‘doesn’t he ever slack off.

As I enter the mess area, I see the sergeant is yelling at Ohio. It occurred to me I didn’t even know Ohio’s name. Anyway, they were really going at it. I knew it wouldn’t be long until it came to blows.  

I got between the two and asked, “Hey Ohio, anything good to eat tonight?”

“Indy, I’m sick of the way they’re treating us, especially this big lug. You need to back off, asshole.” He continued his rant toward the sergeant.  

At this point they both were in a boxers stance, getting ready to go at it. The other Marines were egging them on.

Out of nowhere two Navy MP’s came in and broke up the two would-be combatants. They tell everyone to return to their quarters and walk away with the bully sergeant.

I asked Ohio, “What was that all about?”

“I don’t know. We were all sitting around the table playing cards and he came in yelling at all of us, for no reason. I had enough and stood-up to him and backed him down. You know Indy, we have put up enough in Nam now we come here and have to be bullied by a non-combat boat rat. It burns me up to no end.”

“I know what you mean. We fight over there and then have to fight here. Well it’s over, you probably best stay clear of him. This is kinda his backyard and I’m sure he could make it bad for you.”

“Maybe, but I ain’t takin no shit off him.”

He headed off to the barracks, I went to my room. I was able to set up my dim light close to the bed to read. It was only about 9:30, but felt like midnight. I was happy to read myself to sleep but I was looking forward to getting to Hawaii and off this tin can. The ship settled down to a nice relaxing rock and roll. 

I woke up the next morning to a nice warm glow of a sunbeam shining in through the porthole. I squeezed into the tiny shower and washed off the best I could. I was glad there were plenty of Marine green towels to dry off. I got dressed and headed out to the passageway.

As soon as I walked out, I was hit with the wonderful smell of bacon and eggs. I was starving and feeling much better. I think I had finally gotten my sea legs.

When I got to the mess hall, there was a large banner hanging over the food counter, WELCOME HOME MARINES. There was a small line of Marines helping themselves to a buffet of breakfast food. I got in line and piled my tray with mounds of eggs, bacon, sausage, toast and everything else I could squeeze on.

“Hey Indy! Over here.” It was Ohio.

“How you doin Ohio?” I sat next to him.

“Doin’ good. This is more like it. The food is pretty good.”

“Have you seen our friendly sergeant?”

“No, and that’s what makes it a good day; so far anyway.”  

“When do you think we will be landing in Hawaii?” I said.

“I have no idea, the sooner the better. You know, we have at least ten more days on this bucket before we get to LA?" said Ohio.

“Ten days?! Crap, I didn’t realize it’d take that long. George didn’t say ten days.” Ohio wasn’t paying much attention to what I was saying, but I was truly disappointed. I had serious regrets taking the ship. I was hoping I could call home when we got to Hawaii. I have to remember to thank George.

“Marines! May I have your attention,” it was the Captain of the ship.

“Hey Ohio, that’s the Skipper, the Captain of the ship.”

“Cool.”

“Good morning Marines, I’m Captain Tony Maddow. As Captain of the USS Chicago I want to personally welcome you aboard. I know you’re not home yet, but I want to be the first to welcome you back to the US, and thank you for your service. I want you to know that on this ship we have the best state of the art communications systems which will allow you to call anyone, anywhere in the world. What I mean is, each of you will have a chance to call home. I’ll let you get back to your breakfast. We should be landing in Hawaii about noon. You will be allowed to go ashore if you wish. We will be there for a few hours so you'll be limited on time but you will get to see a little piece of the beautiful state of Hawaii... Aloha and thank you.” 

“Well, wasn’t that nice?” said Ohio. I didn’t know if he said it sincerely or sarcastically.

I said, “Well, it was nice of him. Wonder what it’s like to be the ship’s Captain. That’s pretty cool.”

“Hell, his dad’s probably a senator somewhere and got him the job.” Ohio had sort of a glass half empty attitude.

After I stuffed myself, I said, “I think I’ll head up on deck and check it out.” Hanging around Ohio too long made me depressed. I went back to my private room and got my book and headed up to the main deck.

I made several rounds around the deck to walk off my meal. The USS Chicago was amazing. As I walked around, it was a marvel. I imagined being on it during combat. Combat at sea had to be terrifying. Looking at the big cannons, I could only imagine what it was like to experience those guns going off and the jar and noise. It gave me chills to think about. It gave me a new fondness for swabbies. I found a comfortable chair and relaxed. I couldn’t read, I just wanted to enjoy looking out at the wide-open sea. It was as if I was the only one in the world and all the troubles and ugliness didn’t exist. I had to remember to thank George; this was quite an adventure.
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Reginald Javon Summerville...

As I was meditating in a world all my own, Ohio pulled up a chair and sat down. “Mind if I join you?”

“Sure, just sitting here enjoying the view. This ship is pretty amazing. Could you imagine what it must have been like to be on it during a battle?”

“Uh-huh, that would be some scary shit. It looks like it has seen better days.”

The mean Sergeant walked by. “How’s the little shithead pussy doin?”

Whoa, I had no idea why he had to say that, but Ohio immediately stood up and punched him square in the jaw. The Sergeant fell to the deck; he was out cold. Ohio took off and ran below deck. I kneeled down next to the sarge; a couple other Marines came over to see what was going on. 

“Man, what happened to the sarge?” A Marine asked.

“Can someone get some water?” I thought if I threw it in his face he would come to; afterall, it always worked in the cowboy movies. He came to on his own.

“Where is that little son-of-a-bitch?”

“Take it easy sarge, you okay?” I asked.

“Hell yeah, I’m okay. Let me up.”

He got up looking all around for Ohio. He started weaving around and almost fell. I caught him before he hit the ground.

“Let go, I’m alright. You know where he went?”

“I have no idea, he can’t go far - that’s for sure,” I said.

“He best jump overboard if he knows what’s good for him.”

I couldn’t figure out why these two guys had it in for each other, the sarge seemed like a big bully that singled out Ohio.

As others continued to gather around, two navy MP’s came pushing their way past everyone. “What happened here?” one asked.

The battered Sergeant answered, “There’s a Marine Sergeant that has been causing problems ever since he came on board. He just now sucker-punched me and took off running - like a chicken-shit scared rabbit.”

“What’s his name?” The MP asked. He must have been the one in charge because he had a lot of stripes and insignias on his arm.

“It’s Reginald Javon Summerville, I remember signing him in.”

“We’ll find him. Greg, go check the barracks. I’ll check the mess hall.” Greg was the other MP, he didn’t say much and didn’t have as many stripes and insignias.

The MP continued his orders, “Sergeant Reed, you go to first aid. I don’t want any more trouble.” 

So, that was Ohio’s name, Reginald Javon Summerville. The unpleasant Sergeant was Sergeant Reed. Reed was not telling the whole truth, at least from what I witnessed. I don’t know what occurred before, but something started it all. 

“Look! Land ahoy,” one of the sailors yelled. I looked off in the horizon and could see Hawaii; it was not far.

“You Marines break it up, if you’re going ashore get back to the barracks and prepare for shore liberty,” said the in-charge MP.

I headed back to my room. Being on this ship was getting more intriguing by the minute. I was excited to go ashore and see Hawaii. 

I opened my room door, and Summerville was laying on my bed. “Ohio, what the hell you doin here?”

“They still lookin for me?”

“Uh-huh, they sure are. You know you can’t hide forever. You might as well turn yourself in.”

“When we get to Hawaii I can sneak a shore, I can hang in Hawaii for a while, couple months maybe or something.”

“You mean go AWOL? Well, you do what you want, but that probably would be the worst thing you could do. Look, we are getting ready to land anytime now. I don’t want to get involved in your mess.”

“Indy, like it or not, you’re already involved. You heard what he said, he called me a shithead pussy. I didn’t do a thing. You saw it all. He has it in for me, I couldn’t let him get away with that.”

“Yeah I saw it. Man, you knocked him out cold.”

“Yeah, well, I was the county golden gloves champ at the Dayton County Community Center. He picked the wrong guy to mess with - is he all right?”

He’s all right, he was a little dazed when he got up, but it didn’t change his attitude.”

“Shit man, I don’t know. Why do they always have to make it so tough on us?” 

“I don’t know either, it’s like trouble just follows you around like a bad friend.”

“I can’t help it, sometimes it’s not my fault.”

“Look, Ohio, if we both go up and talk to the MP’s. I’ll tell them what he called you-and you just snapped. After all, we’re combat veterans, been through some bad shit. We’ll apologize all over the place and tell them everything. I don’t think it’ll be that bad. We have the other Marines; they can testify to how bad the Sergeant has been.”

He sat there saying nothing, then, “Alright, but you do all the talking; they won’t listen to me. Besides, I’m afraid I’ll lose it again once I see that ass-hole.”

“You’re right, maybe you should wait here. You are pretty unpopular right now. I don’t think we should draw any attention to ourselves. Anyway, wait here.”

I left my  private room to a guy I barely knew except that he seemed to have a chip on his shoulder and trouble followed him everywhere he goes. 

Most everyone had left the ship, I was beginning to think I would never see Hawaii. There were still a few guys in line around the checkout table, including the two MP’s.

I went to the MP that had all the rank insignias on his arm. “Sir, I have some information on the Marine you’re looking for.”

“Really, what’s that?”

“He’s back in my room, we want to talk to you.”

“Where’s your room?”

“Room 3, on C deck.”

He picked up some papers off the table, “Okay Marine, let’s go.”

When we got to my room there were two very pretty Hawaiian girls there, one was cleaning up and the other was making my bed. Reginald (Ohio) was sitting over in a corner watching them intently. 

Me and the Navy MP watch them for a moment. “Who are they?” I asked.

“They’re local girls. They’re the cleaning crew; they come in and help clean the mess up you Jarines make.”

I say, “Sir...,” the MP interrupts me.

“No need to call me sir. I’m Senior Chief Petty Officer Edwin Roberts, in the rank of Marine it’s equivalent to a Staff Sergeant.”

“Gunny Sergeant,” Reginald (Ohio) corrects him.

“What?” The MP asked.

Ohio said, “You’re equivalent to a Gunny Sergeant, not a Staff Sergeant.”   

“Whatever, just don’t call me sarge.”

“Okay, Chief,” said Ohio - with a little laugh.

At this point I didn’t think Ohio was helping his situation.

The MP had an irritated look on his face. “You guys and your nicknames. What’s going on between you and Sergeant Reed?”

“Man, he’s an asshole,” said Ohio.

“Well, there’s not much I can do about that. Look, we know he’s a problem. And this whole thing will end up being he-said, he-said. And I know you Marines have been through hell. The last thing you need is to be given a hard time while you're returning home. On this ship it’s not our intent to give you a hard time. But know this, Reed has his own demons to deal with and we realize that.

He then turned his attention to the girls cleaning the room. “Lani, how much more do you have before you’re finished?”

“This is our last room, we’re done.”

“Would you and Kai take these two Marines to Mama’s and buy their lunch. Have Malia put it on our tab.”   

“Be our pleasure Eddy. Come on Marines, we’ll show you a good time, you’ll love Mama’s.”

“Summerville and, what was your name?” The MP was looking at me.

“Joe Anderson, sir – sarge - I mean Chief.”

“You both should know that when we get to LA Sergeant Reed will be transferred back to Camp Pendleton; he’ll get some help there.”

“No shit?” Ohio said. 

“Here’s your liberty papers. Be sure to turn them in when you come back on board. Now shove off; be sure to return to the ship as soon as you hear the ship’s horn, and bring those papers with you.” 

“You got it, thanks,” said Ohio.

“I agree Chief, we truly appreciate it,” I didn’t think Ohio – Summerville - would get off that easy. I thought this whole mess would turn into a big court proceeding and Summerville, and maybe me, would end up in the brig. I was relieved it didn’t. We all shook hands and we left with the two girls.

It’s amazing how pretty girls can turn the heads of a bunch of young guys, me included. It’s like we forget everything that is going on. It’s as if they have a force-field that somehow turns our focus and train of thought into an aura that they hold over us. As we walked behind them, going down the plank, we were completely fixated on the two girls. As we watched them from behind (Ohio) Summerville elbowed me and smiled, I smiled right back at him. As we got down off the ship there were others, just as pretty, Hawaiian girls to greet us. They were wearing grass skirts and short tops. They gave us a big hug and put a Hawaiian flower lei around our neck. Life was good; I have to remember to thank George.

Lani and Kai led us over to a cab, and we all got in. It was like the good times I had almost forgotten. It felt good, we were just a group of friends enjoying a beautiful day together in Hawaii. We hadn’t gone far when we pulled up to Mama’s Fish House.  

As we sat at a table the song Surf City by the Beach Boys was playing on the sound system. The girls recommended the Crispy Bistro Fish Dinner which was quite good, a lightly breaded white fish, green beans and new potatoes. 

We learned that Lani and Kai are the best of friends and had known each other since 7th grade. They were both twenty years old. 

The owner, Malia, sat down with us. “Hi Marines, is everything ok? Did you like our famous Bistro?”

“The best I ever had,” said Ohio.

“Yeah, it was delicious,” I said.

“Good to hear, I’ll get you a couple more beers -on the house. Welcome home boys, if you need anything else, let me know. Good to see you Lani and Kai, I’ll see ya later.”

“She’s really nice,” said Ohio.

“She’s the best,” said Kai. 

The waitress brought us more beer. From what little I’d seen, I knew I could live in Hawaii. 

Just when I was feeling good about everything, two Army dudes sat down at our table next to Lani and Kai. “Kai, what are you doin sitting with these assholes, come on over to our table. 

I couldn’t believe it, I said, “what in hell you doin man? We’re just here a short time, we don’t want no trouble.”

“Brad, just go away, we’ll talk to you later,” said Kai.

“Shove off guys, like my friend said, we don’t want any trouble. Besides, we'll be gone soon,” said Ohio.

“Come on Brian, let’s go. We can talk to the girls later,” said the other Army guy.

“Kai, when they’re gone, come over to our table. I need to talk to you,” said the Army guy named Brian.

Brian and his other Army buddy moved over to a nearby table where there were two other Army guys. 

“I take it you know those guys?” I said.

“Uh-huh, they’re stationed here. I don’t know, for some reason they think they own us or something. We try to be nice but they act as if we have to be with them all the time, especially Brian. It’s getting out of hand, we can’t go anywhere without him bugging us,” said Kai. 

“Have you thought about going to their superior, or maybe Malia can help. She seems to have a lot of pull?” I asked.

“Well, just forget it, it’s not your problem, you need to enjoy the little time you have here. Let’s run over to Manoa falls. It’s beautiful and it’s not far and you’ll have just enough time,” said Lani.

“That’s a terrific idea,” said Kai.

“Okay, if you think we have time,” I said.

“Oh yeah, that ship’s never on time,” said Kai.

Ohio was just sitting there not saying much; that worried me. 

“Ohio, you okay? It’s unlike you, didn’t that piss you off?” I said.

“Uh-huh, it did. But sometimes Indy, I just get tired and worn down. I mean, it just never ends, seems like we’re always having to fight somebody.” 

Kai said, “don’t worry about it Marine, we deal with guys like that all the time. Come on, let’s go.” 

“Before we go, I wonder if I could call home?” I had to tell my folks about my delay.

“Sure, go tell Malia. She’ll help you out,” said Kai.

“Thanks Kai.”

It was weird; when I left the table I worried about leaving Ohio alone with the Army guys. Anyway, I found Malia and she was such a big help. She took me in the kitchen to a phone located in a small office. She helped me make the long distant call, she said she would charge it all to Petty Eddy. 

“Petty Eddy?” I asked.

“Uh-huh, Chief Petty Officer Edwin Roberts, we call him Petty Eddy, he’s really nice.”

“Petty Eddy - that’s a good one,” I laughed.

I called home. It was so good to hear my parents voices. We chatted for several minutes. I told them about the ship; they thought that would be a fun thing to do. I told them to please tell Amy hi and tell her everything. I didn’t think Petty Eddy would appreciate the large phone bill. 

When I left the office Ohio was waiting to use the phone. I worried about him for nothing.

“You calling home too Ohio?”

“Yep, they know I’m on a ship but since Petty Eddy is paying for it I thought I’d give them a call. It’ll be good to talk to them,” we both laughed.

“You heard too, Petty Eddy, that’s funny.”

I headed for the bathroom, when I went in the Army guy, Brian, had Kai cornered. He was telling her she had to leave with them. 

“Hi Kai, when are we going to the falls? We're running out of time.” I tried to act as if it were normal for a man to have a girl pinned in the men’s restroom.

“This is none of your business sailor, shove off.”

He called me Sailor? “We should go Kai,” I said.

Kai pushed her way past Brian and quickly went out. He then came at me with a swing of his fist to my face. I ducked. As I came up I gave him a strong punch to his stomach; just below the ribcage - in that soft spot. It knocked the wind out of him and he went to the ground trying to catch his breath.

“Sorry pal, but you asked for this,” I hoped he heard me.

I went back to the table but, Ohio hadn’t returned yet. Kai asked me, “you okay Joe? Did he do anything to you? He’s becoming a very irritating guy.”

“I’m fine, although he’s not feeling too good. I think we should get going as soon as we can.” I wanted to get out of there to avoid a big Marine - Army brawl in Mama’s.

Ohio arrived at the table. “Hey, I just came out of the head and that Brian guy’s not feeling so good, he’s all bent over.”

“Good - you’re here, let's get going.” 

We headed out the door. "Indy, what’s goin on, did you do something to that guy?” Asked Ohio.

“Uh-huh, but he’ll be all right,” I said. Ohio gave me a funny look. 
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