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If you’re expecting a tale of careful planning, sound decisions, and life lessons learned the easy way, you’ve picked up the wrong book. Some years crash through your life like a freight train. For me, 1970 was that year. I was twenty-one, restless, and searching for something I couldn’t quite name. The world was spinning with protests, rock festivals, and a war I narrowly escaped thanks to a stroke of luck. I wasn’t sure what I wanted, but I knew it wasn’t sitting still.

This book is my story of that year—a journey through Mardi Gras madness, oil field fires, hitchhiking adventures, and nights spent under desert skies. It’s about the people I met—wild, kind, hilarious, sometimes unforgettable—and the moments that shaped me, often when I least expected them.

Mostly on empty pockets, I worked when I needed to. I didn’t have a plan. What I did have was a stubborn streak of curiosity, an old Chevy car I loved, and a willingness to say “yes” to almost anything that looked like an adventure. Looking back now, I can see the lessons I stumbled over and the chances I may have missed.

It was a year of discovery. A year with moments of pure, unfiltered life: chance encounters and the kind of stories that only time and distance can shape into meaning. This book is my attempt to capture that year—not as I would tell it in hindsight, but as it felt: raw, uncertain, and endlessly alive.

If you’ve ever wondered what it felt like to be young in 1970, with the open road calling and no map except your gut, maybe you’ll find yourself here too. I wasn’t just chasing the next thrill. I was trying to figure out who I was and where I belonged. I didn’t find all the answers in 1970, but I found stories worth telling. This book is the road map of that year and my invitation for you to come along for the ride, told straight from the passenger seat. Buckle up—this ride doesn’t slow down.
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​It wasn't  a day for peanut butter

January 1970. Indianapolis, IN. 

The shadow of the draft had hung over me for four years, a constant threat, a ticking time bomb. College and the merchant marine had offered fleeting escapes, but now they were gone. The reprieve was over, the bomb was ticking louder, and the clock was running out.

It wasn't like I was completely naive about military life. I'd spent four semesters in Air Force ROTC at the University of Buffalo, marching around campus while my football scholarship kept me in school. My grades in ROTC echoed the alphabet. ABCDF. I was fully aware that military life wasn’t going to be a picnic.

The whole experience had been a preview of what I didn't want—short, swaggering, martinet-type officers who seemed to take an immediate dislike to me; endless marching that served no purpose, I could see; and classroom lectures about the Domino Theory that struck me as complete horseshit. 

If one country goes communist, that doesn't automatically turn its neighbors into dominoes, ready to fall. Even at nineteen, that logic seemed as flimsy as the weapons of mass destruction claims would be decades later in Iraq.

January in Indianapolis meant bitter cold and the kind of gray sky that pressed down on you like wet concrete. I can't remember if there was snow on the ground that morning—there probably was—but I remember the cold cutting through my jacket as I walked into the federal building downtown. 

Everything about that place screamed government efficiency: fluorescent lights humming overhead, linoleum floors polished to a dull shine, and the smell of industrial disinfectant trying to mask bureaucratic desperation.

With my deferments gone, I was fair game; it was just a matter of time. Enlisting seemed the pragmatic choice—a swift resolution to the inevitable. Besides, maybe I could even play Army football. 

Two years in the Army felt preferable to the four-year commitments of the Navy or Air Force. When you're twenty-one, four years sounds like a lifetime. Four years ago I was still in high school wondering what I'd do with my life. Now here I was, about to hand that decision over to Uncle Sam.

The enlistment office was a study in institutional beige—metal desks that looked like they'd survived World War II, swivel chairs with cracked vinyl seats, and walls painted that particular shade of gray that seemed designed to crush the human spirit. 

Scattered around the room were recruiting posters trying their best to make military service look glamorous. A Marine poster showed some square-jawed hero in dress blues. An Army one promised adventure and travel. The Navy offered "A Chance to See the World." What they didn't show were the rice paddies and jungle rot waiting in Southeast Asia.

Much of the enlistment advice I'd received was dubious. Multiple sources had touted a "foolproof" method for avoiding service that involved peanut butter. 

“Just spread plenty of peanut butter in your butt crack, and when you have to bend over for your physical, the doctor will ask you, ‘what is that?’ “That’s your cue: grab some, stick it in your mouth, and say, ‘Tastes like crap to me!’” 

This, and other similarly unsound strategies, lacked credibility. I envisioned a sergeant bellowing, "Another peanut butter a-hole! Make sure his butt ends up in Vietnam!”

The whole thing sounded like something dreamed up by guys who'd watched too many episodes of "Gomer Pyle."

The waiting area was filled with young men from all corners of Indiana—farm boys with rough hands and nervous energy, city kids trying to look tough, and college dropouts like me who'd run out of options. 

One enthusiastic Marine hopeful was practically bouncing in his chair, ecstatic as if he'd won the lottery. I silently mused, "Haven't you seen The D.I.? Jack Webb's gonna chew you up, buddy," but kept my thoughts to myself. Poor bastard probably thought war was going to be like John Wayne movies.

Looking around at my fellow potential enlistees, I had to admit they certainly weren't the cream of the crop. There was a guy who kept asking the receptionist the same question about paperwork every ten minutes, apparently forgetting he'd already asked it. 

Another one was reading a comic book—not even trying to hide it. A third looked like he hadn't bathed in a week. These were going to be my brothers in arms? The thought wasn't particularly comforting.

Soon we were herded into a classroom setup for the basic aptitude test—rows of those old-school desks with the attached chairs that never quite fit anyone properly. The proctor, a bored-looking sergeant with the demeanor of a high school substitute teacher, handed out test booklets and No. 2 pencils like he was distributing prison uniforms.

"You have ninety minutes," he announced. "Begin."

As I worked through the questions—basic math, reading comprehension, and mechanical reasoning—I couldn't help but notice the puzzled expressions spreading across many faces around me. 

Guys were staring at their test booklets like they were written in hieroglyphics. One fellow two seats over kept erasing his answers so vigorously I thought he might tear a hole in the paper. Another was openly counting on his fingers for simple addition problems.

The disconcerting truth hit me: I might be a bright light among dim bulbs. This wasn't reassuring. If this was the intellectual caliber of America's fighting force, we were in more trouble than I thought. Part of me wondered if this was intentional—maybe the military preferred soldiers who didn't ask too many questions.

A mountain of paperwork followed. Form after form after form, each one asking for essentially the same information in slightly different ways. 

Name, address, Social Security number, educational background, employment history, family medical history, and personal medical history. I mechanically filled out each one, resigned to my fate, my hand cramping from writing the same information over and over again.

The whole process had a numbing
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