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PROLOGUE

“Ah, Captain Webb,” Captain Charlie Jones says with exag-
gerated courtesy, “what brings you here tonight?” He throws his
head back and chortles wickedly, knowing that his very presence is
disconcerting to me.

I am filled with loathing for this evil, Jew-hating redneck. This
surprises me, since when he is around, fear is usually the single
dominant emotion I am aware of. After all, this twisted, violent man
not only took great pleasure in filling my days with misery, but he
actually attempted to murder me in front of some fellow soldiers on
one occasion.

As the years of torment flash before my eyes, I see him swagger-
ing into the Officer’s Club in Vietnam.

“Webb, I wouldn’t even let you into my state, you - - - Jew!”
he cries.

He reaches for his weapon, and 1 instinctively draw back my
right hand, make a fist, and land a powerful punch on the nose
of my archenemy. I wait for him to stagger backwards, or at least
let out a yelp, but nothing happens. Instead, I am suddenly jolted
awake by terrible pain. Blood gushes down the side of my face from
a deep gash on my forehead. I am completely disoriented, and it
takes several moments for me to realize that I am not in Vietnam
and Captain Jones is nowhere nearby. In fact, it's been thirty-five
years since I've seen him. I hadn’t attacked my nemesis after all, but
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1 did manage to seriously injure myself as I fell against the corner of
the night-table in my bedroom.

The commotion has awakened my wife, Chaya. She bolts out of
bed, turns on the night lamp and then gapes at me in horror. “Oh
my! Zvi! Are you okay?” she gasps.

By now, there’s blood all over the place: on my pajama shirt,
on the bed, and on the floor. Although I am badly shaken up, I try
to keep my voice steady. “I'm all right,” I say. “Just another one of
those nightmares. I'm afraid I might need some stitches, though.”

As my wife drives me through the darkened streets of Monsey
toward Good Samaritan Hospital, I can’t help feeling a bit annoyed.
I haven't seen Captain Jones for years, yet he has somehow man-
aged to hurt me once again, albeit indirectly, in the safety of my own
home.

Sitting in the Emergency Room, I reflect on the night’s events.
I am still haunted by my traumatic experiences in Vietnam, where I
had to defend myself not only from enemy soldiers on the battlefield,
but at times from those fighting on my side, too. I know that images
of those years will stay with me for the rest of my life. However, as
I glance at my wife, who is filling out some forms beside me, I take
comfort in the fact that at least this is one nightmare that, boruch
Hashem, has a truly happy ending. Not only did I eventually leave
that war-torn place with my life intact, but in the subsequent years
Hashem blessed me with a devoted wife and wonderful children,
and I merited to establish a bayis neeman b"Yisrael.
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CHAPTER ONE

LONE TRAVELER

clutched the carry-on bag that was sitting on my lap and

anxiously surveyed my surroundings. The small piece of

luggage contained little more than basic necessities. A few
changes of clothing and some personal items were packed into
another suitcase that was stored in the baggage compartment.
After all, a person doesn’t need much on a journey like the one
I was taking.

Unlike the other passengers on the plane, who, I assumed,
already knew how they would spend their time in South
America, I had no specific destination in mind. I hoped to
visit my sister Sally, who was serving with the Peace Corps,
but otherwise, I hadn’t made any plans. I had purchased my
ticket with a single goal in mind: I was going to spend time
away from everyone and simply think, explore, and try to find

Lone Traveler| 13



myself. A trunk full of belongings, I believed, would hinder,
rather than help, my search.

During the past few years, I had been battling endlessly
with tumultuous emotions, trying unsuccessfully to find inner
peace and contentment. I was wrestling with my identity and
began questioning my choice of profession.

I had graduated with a bachelor’s degree in journalism
from Boston University in 1964, and after spending the summer
working in public relations for Chrysler Corporation in Detroit,
Michigan, I began studying law at Suffolk University in Boston,
Massachusetts. During my first year there, I won the school’s
“moot court” competition by arguing a complicated contract
case. Despite my victory, I flunked the end of year contracts
exam by only a fraction of a point and had to repeat the grade.
It was a frustrating experience, and the next two years were
filled with unrest and self-doubt.

In addition to the disappointment of narrowly missing the
grade, [ was having qualms about my choice of profession. Why
was I going to law school anyway, I wondered. Was it because
I wanted to be a lawyer, or was I merely trying to please my
father when my true calling lay elsewhere?

At Boston University I had greatly enjoyed my classes on
journalism, and my professor, David Manning White, was very
satisfied with my work. “Webb,” he told me one day, “you don’t
have to continue coming to class if you don't want to. You will
receive a straight A regardless.”

Iseriously begantoconsider pursuingacareerinjournalism
at the time. I felt that I could accomplish more for society by
speaking out with my pen than by spending countless hours
in a courtroom engaging in lengthy debates that lasted for
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months. Moreover, it was work that I truly enjoyed. Still, after
much persuasion by my father, I had enrolled in law school,
a decision I now came to regret. While I had certainly gained
valuable knowledge and skills, I didn’t find much appeal in the
long, drawn out orations and arguments that are such a vital
part of the profession. So why was I wasting my time studying
to be a lawyer?

I was in a state of confusion, and I desperately needed to
escape from everything, clear my head, and think in peace. In
short, I needed to figure out what to do with my life.

Thus, in early February of 1968, I purchased a plane ticket
to South America. Now, as I sat on the plane, I trembled with
excitement and anticipation. Although I had done more than
my share of traveling during the 26 years of my life, this was
the first time that I was taking such a major trip alone. Hoping
to find inspiration in some of the different countries” beautiful
and exotic locations, I headed towards a journey of adventure
and introspection.

L] ® L]

I was born on May 11, 1942, the oldest child of my parents
Joseph Chester Webb and Gertrude Mikels Webb. Named
Harrison Eli at birth, I soon became known to everyone
as Hank. My siblings, Sally, Marc, Debby, Sam, and Heidi,
followed in quick succession. Sadly, the seventh child, Joshua,
died in infancy.

My father, who was born in the summer of 1914, was known
tofamily and friends as Chet. A successful, hardworking lawyer,
he was a man of great integrity, valuing honesty above all else.
He was a strong, principled person who was very passionate
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about his beliefs. Dad was also gregarious by nature, very
social and outgoing and ready to strike up a conversation with
anyone.

My mother, Gertrude, was born in July 1916. She nurtured
her brood with love and was very devoted to her children. She
always took the time to listen to our stories and empathize
with us.

In addition to caring for her family, Mom was a dedicated
teacher. She earned a doctorate in education and became
very active in assisting children with learning disabilities,
particularly those with dyslexia. She gave lectures and wrote
articles to help educators understand their plight and learn
how to teach and deal with dyslexic children. She eventually
developed a program for language-disabled students called
PAL, the Program for Advancement of Learning, and later also
founded the Webb International Center for Dyslexia, or WICD,
the latter of which she is still involved with today.

Although my parents were both born in the United States,
they were raised in very different environments.

My paternal grandfather, Samuel Lubawitz, had come to
the United States from Lithuania in the early 1900’s as a young
man. Initially, he stayed at the home of an uncle, Gershon
Lubawitz Werbolsky, who had changed his name to Gerald
Webb, and Samuel soon adopted the name Webb for himself,
as well.

Grandpa Webb was very ambitious. Upon arriving in the
United States, he immediately enrolled in and then completed
Waltham’s Business School, while supporting himself by
taking a job at Hood’s Milk Company. Afterwards, he trained
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in a Boston lawyer’s office and in four years passed the
Massachusetts Bar to open his own law firm.

His father, Rav Eliezer Lubawitz, was a well-learned
Jew, who had raised Grandpa Webb with a Torah education.
In America, Grandpa Webb continued his Talmudic studies
by joining “Chevra Shas” in Boston. Like most of the other
members, the observant aspect of his Judaism fell by the
wayside, while the intellectual interest remained.

Samuel married my grandmother, Goldie Rochel Pearlstein,
on June 17, 1913. Unlike Samuel, who had immigrated in his
youth, Goldie was born and raised in America. She was the
daughter of a prominent family, and the marriage further
secured Samuel’s position in Boston’s elite Jewish society.

Thus, my father was born into an illustrious Boston family
that tried very hard to assimilate into the fold of American
society. They belonged to Temple Israel, a Reform congregation
that considered itself an enlightened and sophisticated
community. Most of the members were well-established,
wealthy professionals, who were proud of their liberal and
modern viewpoints and lifestyles.

When my father was a teenager, life suddenly took an
unexpected turn. Grandpa Samuel Webb became ill with
a degenerative disease. His condition worsened slowly but
steadily, and soon he was no longer able to work at his law
office. As their savings dwindled to nothing, the family fell on
hard times.

As the oldest son, my father was forced to begin working
to support his family. To his distress, the well-to-do cousins
and friends who had once been his buddies began giving him
the cold shoulder. Then, after the family moved out of their
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spacious apartment in the upper class Boston neighborhood,
these friends considered it beneath their dignity to be associated
with him anymore.

While my father was troubled by these difficult
developments, they were destined to lead him to his future
wife, who grew up “on the other side of the railroad tracks.”
My mother’s parents, Arthur and Ida Mikels, had both come
from Russia to America with their families in the late 1800’s.
They were married in 1910 and lived in the blue-collar section
of town. Grandpa Mikels supported his family with a small
store, Arthur’s Flower Shop.

My mother was my grandparents’ third child, preceded
by a daughter, Edith, and a son, Leo. Although she was named
Goldie at birth, her name was changed to Gertrude by her first
grade teacher.

The Mikels were less assimilated and led a much more
traditional life. Grandpa Arthur Mikels put on tefillin every
morning before breakfast. In addition, they kept kosher and
observed many of the Jewish customs they had witnessed in
their parents’ homes. In fact, years later, my mother also had
some very strict “rules” in her own home; for example, we
children were forbidden to taste matzah on Erev Pesach. Only
much later did I learn that many such practices were actually
based on halachah.

When my father met the Mikels family, it was clear that
they lacked some of the sophistication he was accustomed to
from his youth. However, after his early life experiences, that
stylish, upper class aloofness no longer held the same appeal
it once did, and he was more attracted to the Mikels” warmth
and sincerity. '
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My parents were married on June 29, 1941, and moved to
the Boston suburb of Waltham, Massachusetts, where 1 was
born. A blue-collar town with hard-working, friendly people,
they deemed it the perfect place to raise their growing family.
Initially, our family lived in a house on South Street, but in
1950, my parents bought a beautiful piece of land on the bank
of the Charles River and built our family home there.

Although the Jews in Waltham were greatly outnumbered
by Christians, the town did have a small Conserva-dox
congregation, which my parents joined. The rabbi, Rabbi Aaron
Kra, was an Orthodox man, but religion played only a minor

role in the everyday lives of most of his congregants.

My parents had received only a minimal Jewish education,
but they were both very proud of their Jewish heritage. They
kept an assortment of traditions and celebrated the yomim tovim
to the best of their ability. On Rosh Hoshana and Yom Kippur
the entire family attended services in shul; on Chanukah we lit
some colorful candles; and on Pesach, we all took part in a seder
together with a number of invited guests—not all of whom were
Jewish—and took turns reading some pages out of a Maxwell
House Haggada. (Once, I remember, we were invited to do a
mock seder in a church. It was an interesting experience, but I

sensed something wasn't “kosher” about it.)

For a period of time, my siblings and I were enrolled in
a Jewish after-school program, which held classes for Jewish
children several afternoons each week. We learned the aleph
beis, read about the parshah, and studied some Jewish history.
The classes were not difficult at all, and they were taught in a

leisurely, informal environment.
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While the teacher, Mr. Weiner, was able to educate us about
our Jewish heritage, there was no one to turn to with questions
of content. If a child asked a question that the teacher could not
answer, the response was always the same: “That’s the way we
do things.”

Despite their limited knowledge of Jewish law and history,
my parents did have a very strong sense of Jewish identity,
which they tried to pass on to us. In fact, one of my earliest
memories involves an incident that demonstrates this point.

I was attending kindergarten in the local public school,
when, one day at home, my mother overheard me singing a
Christian song that I had learned in school. As soon as she
realized what the words were, she dropped what she was doing
and rushed to my side.

“Hank, what are you singing?” she asked, horrified.

I was bewildered by her sudden excitement and tried to
figure out what I had done wrong. “It’s the song we sing in

school, Mom,” I replied. “Don’t you like it?”

Cupping my chin, my mother looked into my eyes. “I
don’t ever want to hear you singing that song again. Do you
understand?”

Although I was taken aback by her reaction to the song
and couldn’t imagine why it had upset her so, her solemn tone
told me that this was not the right time for questions. “Okay, I
won't sing it again,” I promised.

The very next day, Mom marched down to school with me,
clutching my hand tightly. She accompanied me all the way into
the classroom and strode purposefully toward my teacher.
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“I overhead Hank singing ‘]. Loves Me’ while playing with
his toys at home yesterday,” she said. “Why are you teaching
religious songs to kids in public school?”

“I'm sorry, but it's part of my curriculum,” the teacher
responded. “I like to sing it with the children. It gives them a
sense of security.”

“But we're Jewish,” my mother insisted. “I don't want
Hank singing any Christian songs.”

“No problem,” the teacher said. “I'll make sure that Hank
doesn’t join in when we sing that song in the future.”

With a sigh of relief, Mom thanked the teacher and kissed
me good-bye. Later in the day, my teacher announced to the
class that Hank Webb would not be required to sing “]. Loves
Me” with everyone else.

Her announcement made me feel very uncomfortable,
and I wondered why I was being singled out. Although I didn’t
understand all that was going on, the incident left me with a
profound lesson: being Jewish meant that I was different. There
was “them” and there was “us” and some invisible line would
always separate the two.

Every now and then there would be another event that
emphasized this point. When I was in the sixth grade, for
example, I visited the house of a close friend whose family was
somewhat Evangelical. During my visit, the issue of religion
came up. My friend and his mother, both passionate believers,
tried to persuade me of the importance of getting “saved” and
accepting J. as my savior. “Otherwise you will burn in hell
forever,” they warned.
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They were good people who meant well. While I knew
that their beliefs directly contradicted the Jewish viewpoint, I
was unable to defend my own religion. My limited knowledge
did not provide me with even one argument, and all I could say
was, “Oh, we don't believe in all that.”

When I repeated the conversation to my parents that night,
they were incensed. “I forbid you to step into that house again,”
my father thundered.

Ironically, in junior high school, it was a Christian student
who made sure I wouldn't forget my heritage. A big bully
named Steve Samborski used to pick on me regularly because I
was Jewish. Once he beat me up in the school playground, and
an Italian friend (I think it was Steve Graceffa) and some others
came to my defense and rescued me.

Years later, one of my sisters began dating a non-Jewish
boy. To my father’s chagrin, the relationship soon turned
serious, despite his explicit disapproval of it. One day, in a fit
of rage, he physically threw the unsuspecting visitor out of our
house.

Again, I was taken aback by this incredible passion for the
sake of religion. After all, my father prided himself in being a
liberal, open-minded thinker. He believed in the equality of all
races and was even prepared to defend the rights of a criminal
in a court of law—regardless of color or creed. And yet, when
the Jewish identity of a member of his family was being
threatened, those “equals” suddenly became “outsiders.”

For me, it was difficult to evoke the same Jewish fervor.
Religion, after all, played such a minor role in my life. Why,
then, should I worry about singing a Christian song or dating
a non-Jewish girl?
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One “Jewish experience” that does stand out in my mind
is the year that I accompanied my father to shul every morning,
where he put on fefillin and said Kaddish for his father, Grandpa
Webb. I was nine at the time, and these daily excursions gave
me a very real and constant connection to my heritage. During
the prayers, I would go around with a little box collecting

charity from the congregants.

After my baby brother Joshua died in February 1960, I also
felt somewhat of a spiritual awakening. I was especially touched
by my parents’ strong faith in Hashem and their acceptance of
His decision to take their little baby boy.

Indeed, not only did my parents have a deep trust in
Hashem, but they also had a very strong sense of morality.
They expected us to conduct ourselves properly, show respect
for our siblings, and honor our parents. My father treated my
mother with exceptional consideration and insisted that we do
the same. He also continuously preached about the importance
of integrity and truthfulness. “There’s no such thing as being
very honest,” he often declared. “Either youre honest or
dishonest.”

Impressed by my parents’ repeated admonitions that
“your siblings are your best friends,” we children got along
exceptionally well. We were a very close-knit family and we
had the good fortune to enjoy a very wonderful, carefree
childhood.

One of things that my family took a special interest in
was music. I eventually learned to play the piano, organ, bass
fiddle, and guitar. My sister Heidi played moving melodies on
her flute, and others in the family were proficient as well.
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The happiest memories that I share with my siblings to this
day, though, are those of the adventurous road trips our family
embarked on each year. Every summer, my father would take
some time off from his successful law practice, and for about six
to eight weeks, a small tent became our home. Later, a camping
trailer was custom built for our family and hitched to the back
of our station wagon. The double beds that dropped out of the
walls became our sleeping quarters, and we ate the meals that
my mother cooked in the trailer’s tiny kitchenette.

Wetraveled for days onend, coveringseveral hundred miles
at one time. We stopped every so often to enjoy breathtaking
scenic landscapes and hike through overgrown forest trails. At
times, we left the trailer in a trailer park for several hours and
spent the day touring various museums and historic sites in
nearby cities.

Over the years, we passed through almost every one of
the fifty states, even reaching as far as Alaska one summer.
My parents believed that these cross-country journeys were
an educational experience, and we did indeed learn much
from them. We met a number of interesting people and visited
places that many only read about. Sometimes we stopped to
find the local synagogue and meet the Jews in that area. During
the course of our travels, we visited synagogues in the most
unusual locations, such as Mexico, Alaska, and Guatemala.

Our trips were filled with many unforgettable moments
that I enjoy reminiscing about even today. One summer, for
instance, my father “invented” a washing machine. He took a
large ash barrel and filled it with soapy water. He deposited
the dirty laundry into the bucket, where it agitated as the
car traveled. After about one hundred miles, the bucket was
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emptied and clean water from a gas station was hosed in. After
another one hundred miles, the clothes had been washed and
rinsed, and we strung them across the trailer to dry.

Of course, there were also some unpleasant experiences.
During one of our trips, we visited New Orleans. We were
traveling with two cars that year, and one of them was giving
us trouble. After we pulled into the campsite on the outskirts of
the city, Dad left to take the car to a shop.

It was a very hot day, and my siblings and I were eager to
go for a swim in Lake Pontchartrain to cool off. We piled into
the car and my mother drove us to the nearest beach. When
we got there, we learned that the fee was $1 per person. Of
course, the value of a dollar was much more back then, and
since there were five people in our party, Mom, myself, Sal,
Marc, and Debby, the total amounted to a pretty sum. “All that

'II

money just to dunk our feet in water!” my mother exclaimed.

“That seems excessive for a quick dip in the lake.”

We followed her dejectedly back to our car, beads of sweat
running down our long faces. “Don’t worry,” Mom reassured
us when we were seated again. “We'll continue down the road,

and I'm sure we’ll find a cheaper place elsewhere.”

We continued on the same road and stopped again several
minutes later when we spotted a path that led down to the lake.
We eagerly jumped out and scampered towards the water.

“Hey, where do you think youre going?” a heavyset man
yelled excitedly, waving his hands to get our attention.

We stopped in surprise, staring at his angry, agitated face.
“We're just going for a quick swim,” my mother explained.
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“No you're not,” he said. “This part of the lake is for colored
people. Only blacks are allowed here. Get out!”

I opened my mouth to protest, eager to debate the issue
with him. My mother quickly glanced at me and knew
immediately what I wanted to do. “Quiet! Don’t say a word!”
she hissed nervously. Yanking me by the arm, she pushed me

towards the car.

We hurried back to our vehicle. As we pulled away, we
realized that the man was right behind us. He followed us until
we were almost back at our campsite, wanting to make sure
that we meddlesome Northerners wouldn't corrupt the area by
breaking the strict, sacred laws of segregation.

We were all anxious and on edge as we finally pulled
into the campsite. That man was the first redneck we had ever
seen, and surprisingly, he really did have a thick, red neck and
an angry face. His fury had frightened us, and we were all
subdued as we got out of the car.

Several days earlier, we had been surprised to see a
lavatory marked “Colored” when we stopped to use the public
restrooms. Now, we had gotten firsthand experience of the
hatred and prejudice that festered in the area. As soon as my
father returned from the shop, my mother said to him, “Let’s
get out of here. New Orleans may be a beautiful city, but this
place is giving me the creeps. I want to leave immediately.”

On another occasion, when we were at a campsite in
Georgia, I struck up a conversation with some people and the
subject soon turned to civil rights, an intensely-debated issue
at the time. Earlier that day, we had been disturbed to see black
people riding in the back of buses, and I was interested to hear
more about their living conditions.
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“These people are different,” the other campers explained.
“The two races are not supposed to mingle. We must lead
separate lives and have laws that help us keep our distance
from each other.”

Before long, we discovered that these weren’t the only
people the Georgians despised. During the course of our
conversation, one of us mentioned that we were Jewish, and
their attitude toward our family changed drastically. They
suddenly became cold and hostile, and we could sense their
hateful stares even when our backs were turned.

“You had better get out of here,” one of them told my
father threateningly. “You don’t share our ideas, and we don’t
need you dirty Jews polluting our neighborhoods. If you know
what’s good for you, you won't keep your family here a moment
longer.”

It wasn’t the first time I experienced such open anti-
Semitism, but still I could not understand what made them
loathe us so. It soon became clear, though, that these were no
empty threats, and the people there would not hesitate to harm
us.

My father was not one to run from confrontation, but he
now realized that his family’s safety was in jeopardy. It was
the first time that I had seen him in such palpable fear. Even
though it was already late at night, he ordered us to pack our
belongings quickly. We hurriedly left the campsite and were
soon on the road again.

On another occasion, we were driving up a very steep
mountain when the car’s engine gave out. It had been hauling
the heavy trailer up the mountain road, and the weight was
obviously more than it could handle. All of a sudden, the car
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stalled and started rolling backwards. My father pressed the
trailer’s air brakes, but the car continued sliding down.

“Quick! Everyone get out! Get out of the car!” my father
ordered.

Only after we were all out did my father jump out, and not
a moment too soon. With the trailer in tow, the car continued
rolling backwards until it fell off the mountain. The family
gaped in horror as the trailer crashed down the mountainside
for a distance of twenty to thirty feet, where it got caught in
some trees.

“Don’t worry,” my father said, trying to calm us. “It’s
only money. Everyone’s okay; nobody got hurt. That’s what
matters.”

At that moment, I felt a new respect for my father. Iadmired
the fact that he had waited until we were all out of the vehicle
before jumping for safety himself, and I was impressed to see
that he had kept his head throughout, managing to control his
underlying panic. It had been a frightening experience for all
of us, and he had proven himself to be a reliable protector of
his family.

These unforgettable moments on our trips, both good
and bad, bonded the family like nothing else could. We talked
about the trip for weeks after our return home, and before the
last piece of luggage was unpacked, we were already planning
the next year’s adventure.

Thus, it is no wonder that when I reached a crisis in my
personal life, I reacted by purchasing a plane ticket. I had
simply looked back at the happiest memories of my youth and
concluded that the best way to solve my problems was to hit
the road again.
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Just before I embarked on my trip to South America, my
sister Debby and I had a long talk. Debby, who is seven years
my junior, was the most spiritual-minded of the family, and
the two of us had always gotten along exceptionally well. She
knew that I was going through some tough times and wanted
to support and reassure me. “You know, Hank,” she said, “if
you ever feel lost, just go into the nearest synagogue and you'll

be home.”

She said it with such sincerity and simplicity that her
words went straight into my heart.

The first country I visited in South America was Brazil. I
spent some time in the city of Belém, where I met a non-Jewish
girl who wanted to improve her English and was willing to
teach me some Portuguese. On Friday night, I recalled Debby’s
words and asked the girl to lead me to the local synagogue. We
walked there together, and she waited while I joined the Friday

night services.

The next morning I went back to shul without her. I already
knew my way around on my own, and besides, I sensed that she
was not welcomed by the congregants, since she was obviously
not Jewish. I was invited by someone to join his family for
Shabbos lunch, and I thoroughly enjoyed the experience.

(While speaking to my host, I learned that the congregation
desperately needed prayer books, chumashim, and other Jewish
literature. After returning home, Debby and I packed up a box
of seforim and shipped it off to them. Later, we received a very
warm thank you note from the community.)
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While in Belém, I signed up for a boat trip through the
Amazon jungle, which lasted for about ten days. It was the
most beautiful, awesome sight I had ever seen. The boat took us
up the Amazon River, where we saw crocodiles and alligators
swimming around in the water. One had to be careful not to fall
overboard, since the basin also contains Piranhas, man-eating
fish which measure only about eight inches in length. They
are armed with strong jaws and razor-sharp, triangular teeth,
which allow them to chop off pieces of flesh from a victim with
alarming efficiency. And with so many of them swimming
together, they can devour large, wounded animals—and
sometimes humans—in no time at all.

The rain forests we passed were also a sight to behold.
Beautiful, multi-colored birds filled the jungle with the sounds
of their melodious chirping. Tall, majestic trees towered over
us, and we could see some magnificent rubber trees, which
flourish in the area. We were also able to observe the natives in
several small villages that we passed. Their living conditions
were so primitive, that they appeared to have stepped right
off the pages of a history book. Clothing was scanty, and their
homes were flimsy huts of straw, as far as I could see. Every
now and then, the boat pulled up to shore, and we were able to
step off and look around for a little while.

During the cruise, I met a nice, intelligent German girl
who was traveling with her parents. My Shabbos experience in
Belém had heightened my appreciation for Jews and Judaism,
but not to the extent that I wouldn’t consider dating a non-
Jewish girl. We hit it off right away and began spending much
of our time together. I seemed to have made a good impression
on her parents, too, since they were very cordial and friendly,
asking me about my family and schooling. They seemed to like
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the fact that my parents were professionals and I had gone to
college.

As the four of us were conversing one day, I mentioned
that my family was Jewish. To my surprise, my remark caused
their attitude towards me to change completely. Their warm
smiles disappeared, and they suddenly became cold and aloof.
The couple politely told me that I would no longer be able to
spend time with their daughter, and the three of them quickly
walked away.

I was flabbergasted. “These people are so narrow-minded
and bigoted!” I thought. “One minute they think I'm a nice
young man and the next minute they don't want to socialize
with me because I'm Jewish.”

Suddenly, I recalled my father’s reaction to the non-Jewish
dates that we brought home. Not only do Jewish parents forbid
their children to marry out, I realized, but people of other faiths
also don't want us to mingle. This experience was a true eye-
opener for me, as I learned that not only Jews dislike mixed
unions. I had never considered that the parents of my non-
Jewish dates might share my own parents” viewpoint.

When the Amazon River tour was complete, I went to Sdo
Paulo, where my sister Sally was working with the Peace Corps.
There were important health issues to be addressed, since many
natives were dying from contaminated drinking water. Sally
was helping with water purification and the immunization of
the local population. Many of the people lived in abject poverty
and could not afford to provide medical care for the ill. For
these families, even basic necessities were hard to come by.

From Sao Paulo, I continued to Uruguay, Peru, and Ecuador.
It was fascinating to observe the different cultures. Most of the

Lone Traveler | 31



natives lacked modern day comforts and lived a life of hardship
and need. Even simple bus rides were an adventure, as people
carried live poultry home from the market and chickens and
roosters would be flapping about. Unlike me, the others on
the bus took all the squawking and flying around in stride; for
them, it was part of the regular bus riding experience.

Finally, after six weeks of living a nomad’s life, my
wandering came to an end. I returned to the United States
with dozens of colorful stories of excitement and adventure.
Nonetheless, while I had been rejuvenated and uplifted by
my travels, I had to admit that my quest for improved self-
awareness had not met with much success. True, the tension
and anxiety had disappeared, but discontent continued to
churn just beneath the surface. I had come no closer to finding
the inner peace I yearned for.

By now, my turbulent emotions were driving me insane. I
had still not made a decision about my future and was reluctant
to resume my studies in law school. Thus, in desperation, I
decided to put my life on hold.

“This time, though,” I thought determinedly, “I won't
merely run off for a few short weeks. Instead, I will take a real
break. I will go someplace far away from school, family, and
friends and stay there long enough so that I can figure out what
I want to do with my life.”

But where could I possibly escape to?

Fortunately, it didn't take long to figure out the solution
to my problems. I already had a previous obligation, and there
was no better time to fulfill it. In doing so, I would be provided
with food and shelter and kept isolated from the rest of society
for an extended period. Moreover, I thought with a smile, my
decision to leave would actually be applauded.
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This newspaper clipping hung on the wall of my father’s office. I
frequently read it during visits to his workplace, and it made a great
impression on me.






CHAPTER TWO

MY CONTRACT
WITH THE ARMY

he Reserve Officer Training Corps (ROTC) is a program

run by the United States Army at over 250 colleges and

universities around the country. The ROTC recruits
students, who agree to attend a course known as “Military
Science” in addition to the other classes they take. There,
students study the history of the army, names and functions
of various weapons, military protocols, and the procedures for
writing official reports, earning college credits as they would
for any other course. In addition to the classes, students also
receive military uniforms and attend parade drills to learn how
to march in official ceremonies. Then, when graduating from
college, the students are commissioned to the rank of Second
Lieutenant and are required to serve two years of active duty as
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an officer in the United States Army, as well as two more years
in the Army Reserves.

Boston University is also affiliated with the ROTC. During
my years as an undergraduate student there, I decided to sign
up for the program. There were several factors that prompted
this decision.

First of all, although the country hadn’t yet been hit by
the anti-war riots and demonstrations that would soon wreak
havoc across the nation, there were already American troops
stationed in Vietnam at this time. As a Jew, I had been taught
to value the individual’s rights and liberties as protected by
the Constitution. In law school, I gained an even deeper
appreciation of constitutional rights, and I was eager to make
a commitment to support these values and spread democracy
to other areas of the world. I was hoping to join the soldiers
in Vietnam once my studies were completed and help shield
the South Vietnamese people from the yoke of Communism. It
was my understanding that the South Vietnamese government
had requested that the United States help defend them against
communist aggression and that the South Vietnamese people
really wanted to live in peaceful democracy.

Secondly, I was raised in a very patriotic environment, and
national pride was instilled in me since my early youth. In fact,
my great uncle Julius Seltzer, who married Grandma Mikels’
sister Rebecca, was the first Jew to live in the historical town of
Lexington. He moved there with his wife in 1902 and owned a
tailor shop opposite the statue of the Minuteman. Descendants
of the original Minutemen would bring their uniforms for
mending or summer storage, and Uncle Julius became intrigued
by the stories they told. He began sharing them with tourists
who visited the area, and eventually he became captain of the
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Republican Minutemen'’s society. He was also instrumental
in instituting the annual April 19" parade to commemorate
the first skirmish of the American Revolution that took place

there in 1775. Indeed, I distinctly recall visiting Lexington with
some of my siblings as a little boy and being enthused by Uncle
Julius” dramatic account of the Minutemen’s bravery.

Moreover, several members of my family, including my
father, had served in the military. In fact, my father’s brother,
Stanley Webb, took part in the Normandy invasion during
World War II and eventually reached the rank of colonel. The
military had played an important role in their lives, and they
encouraged me to join the ROTC.

Finally, I realized that there was a good chance that I
would eventually be drafted into the U.S. Military. If that were
to happen, I would be starting out at the very bottom of the
military hierarchy, as an enlisted soldier. By joining the ROTC,
I would be able to bypass all the enlisted ranks and hold the
rank of Lieutenant right away. Being an officer meant that I
would be in a leadership position when I served and that I
would be spared the menial and more tedious work that is
generally assigned to enlisted personnel. In addition, I would
be paid better than non-commissioned soldiers once I began
active duty.

Thus, I soon found myself in a classroom on campus
listening to the lectures of an army officer. Occasionally, the class
was taken to firing ranges nearby for target practice, but most
of the material was taught in a regular classroom environment.
When practicing parade drills, we proudly marched across
the campus in our army uniforms, holding our heads a little
higher, and our backs a bit straighter than usual.
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When I graduated from Boston University in June of 1964,
I officially became a Second Lieutenant, which is the lowest
officer rank. I was able to obtain a deferment from active
duty in order to attend law school. While studying law, I was
automatically promoted to the rank of First Lieutenant.

In reality, since I had obtained a deferment, I was able to
delay my active duty service until I graduated from law school.
Nonetheless, as I was going through a difficult period in my
life, I decided to leave school temporarily. Since I had this
two-year obligation to the United States Army, which I would
have to fulfill sooner or later anyhow, I figured there was no
better time to begin my active service. The army was the ideal
adventure, as well as a place to escape.  hoped that by the timel
completed my two year commitment, my inner conflicts would

be resolved and my plans for the future would be settled.

In retrospect, I realize that it was hashgachah pratis that I
wasn't doing well in law school. After all, this led me to doubt
my choice of profession and begin questioning everything
about my life. Thus, I eventually left to join the army, where

my life took a new direction.

Soon after I notified the army that I was ready to begin
my service, I visited the doctor for the required physical
examination. During the visit, the physician questioned me
about my twice dislocated left shoulder. I had first injured it
during a football game when I was about sixteen years old
and played for my high school team. Then, while riding on my
motor bike several years later, I hit a pothole and was thrown
over the handlebars. Once again, I dislocated the shoulder, and
a passing motorist rushed me to the hospital. This time I was
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warned that if I injured my shoulder again I would require
surgery to set it back in place.

“You know,” the doctor remarked, “I could exempt you
from service on account of that troublesome shoulder. It
obviously wouldn't take much for you to hurt it again.”

“No, thanks,” I replied. “I really do want to fulfill my
obligation to Uncle Sam.”

I had given my word to the United States Army, and I was
determined to honor it. I was not looking for an easy way out.

Shortly thereafter I received my orders in the mail,
instructing me to appear at Fort Gordon, Georgia on May 1,
1968, to begin basic training.

Boot camp was a grueling experience. We were up each
morning at the crack of dawn and were expected to run several
miles before breakfast. In fact, even during the day, we never
stopped running. Whenever we had to get from one place to
another, we jogged. We ran to the classroom; we ran to the mess
hall; and we ran to our sleeping quarters. A leisurely stroll,
even when not under the supervision of the drill sergeants,
was simply unacceptable.

There was a rigorous PT (physical training) program,
and we did numerous push-ups and sit-ups. During the entire
day, we were surrounded by tough drill sergeants, who kept
bellowing orders. Any misdemeanor was punished with
additional strenuous workouts. Although we were all officers
in the class, during basic training we were all addressed as
“cadets.”

Much of the screaming directed at us by the drill sergeants
was purely for psychological purposes. During basic training,
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the army tries to strip soldiers of their personality and
individuality and instill the concept of following the orders
of a higher authority almost instinctively. One must become
a number and follower, a G.I. with no personal opinion. One
cannot think for himself or question the commands of a
superior.

In truth, this submission to authority is crucial on the
battlefield. During wartime, no military operation can be
successful if soldiers second-guess each decision made by their
leader or offer other opinions. They cannot hesitate about, or
deliberate on, each command, but must respond instantly as
one. However, this unquestioning faith in higher authority
would serve me well later in my personal life when I turned
to Yiddishkeit. In many ways, an observant lifestyle resembles
that of a soldier, only then we are m'vatel ourselves and are
subordinates of the frue Commander-in-Chief, Hakadosh Baruch
Hu.

At Fort Gordon, we learned to dismantle, clean, and
quickly reassemble various weapons. Together with the other
men, I swung across canyons on ropes and climbed steep
cliffs; I scaled walls and crawled under barbed wire fences. I
conquered fears I never knew I had and learned skills I hoped
I would never use.

One day during basic training, the drill sergeants ordered
us into a trailer that had been filled with gas. We were issued
gas masks, but were ordered to take them off for a short period
once we were inside. The sensation was unlike anything I had
ever experienced. My eyes stung and became teary and my
stomach felt queasy. It was a very uncomfortable feeling, and
a number of men became sick. By the time we stumbled out
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of there, we had all learned the importance of guarding our
protective gear carefully and realized that it could indeed save
our lives. As our drill sergeants suspected, no lecture could
have brought home that point quite as well.

At Fort Gordon, I also took a course to train for my
specialty, which was to be a Signal officer. I learned how to
install and repair radios and other communications equipment;
the various frequencies used by the military, and for which
purpose each one is designated; and the special methods and
codes for transferring classified material.

All in all, I was doing very well in Fort Gordon. I passed
most of my courses with flying colors and was even awarded
a medal. I was proud of my achievements and once more felt
good about myself. I was pleased with my decision to begin my
active duty.

After the first couple of weeks of basic training, we were
occasionally issued passes that allowed us to go off base for a
short period. One time, I received such a pass just before Tisha
b’Av, and I decided to visit a synagogue in the nearby town.

Upon entering the synagogue, I found a group of people
sitting in a circle on the floor, as they took turns reading the
story of the churban in English. | had never seen such a gathering,
and I joined them in mourning the destruction of the second
Beis Hamikdash. I also read several paragraphs out loud,
experiencing for the first time a sense of communal sadness
and loss over the Jewish tragedy of long ago. My Jewish spark
was gradually becoming less dormant.

I completed my basic training in July and was transferred to
Fort Sill, Oklahoma, where I took an advanced course for Signal
officers at the United States Army Artillery and Missile School.
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It was a really beautiful place, with golf courses, swimming
pools, air-conditioned apartments and several gymnasiums, in
addition to the usual firing ranges, classrooms, and airfields.

While I was already familiar with the many different
types of signal equipment, I now learned how to identify,
through various map coordinates and compass calculations,
the exact location of friendly or enemy positions. This is
known as “shooting Azimuths.” When a soldier is out in the
field and calling for help, he doesn’t always know his exact
location. Artillery support troops must determine the soldier’s
position. It is crucial that they be very accurate, because when
this information is passed on and artillery or air support is
dispatched, the pilots and gunners rely on it to avoid hitting
their own people and score direct hits on enemy positions.

A considerable amount of time was also spent studying
the methods for encrypting messages quickly and efficiently.
After all, when reports are sent out, detailing the exact position
of the soldiers during battle, this information must be protected
to prevent the enemy from using it to their own advantage.
Thus, all messages must be encrypted, and so we had to
become familiar with the complex procedures used to ensure
that reports remain secure.

Curiously, there were four Jordanians in my class in Fort
Sill who had come to the United States especially to take this
advanced communications course. Although I wondered why
the United States Army had agreed to train these foreign
soldiers, I had no trouble getting along with them. We drank
coffee together, talked about the lessons, and exchanged stories.
One day, however, they discovered that I was Jewish and our
association came to an abrupt end.
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I experienced a sense of déja vu, as I recalled the anti-
Semitic incident in Georgia, the playground beatings in junior
high school, and the German family on the Amazon tour. The
Jordanians, though, weren't content with merely ignoring me.
Hardly a year had passed since the 1967 Six Day War, and they
considered every Jew an archenemy. They were openly hostile
and tried making my life miserable by telling the American
students to stop speaking to me, too. Fortunately, most of the
others in the class pretended not to notice the friction between
us and refused to take sides and become involved in the
conflict.

Fort Sill, however, didn’t only provide me with unpleasant
experiences. During my time on the base, I learned that I could
take a piloting course and the government would pay for
ninety percent of the cost. I jumped at this unique opportunity
and immediately signed up for afternoon lessons. Our classes
ended at 1500 hours (3:00 p.m.), and while the others spent the
rest of the day carousing at bars in a nearby town, I learned
how to fly small planes. Although the lessons were more
challenging than I had first expected, I thoroughly enjoyed the
course and looked forward to receiving my pilot’s license.

At last, my time in Fort Sill was drawing to an end. I
finished the 11-week advanced Signal Corps course in early
October 1968. While some of my buddies received orders for
deployment to Vietnam, I was instructed to report to Fort
Meade, Maryland, for my first official assignment.
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| UNITED STATES ARMY ARTILLERY AND MISSILE CENTER |
FORT SILL, OKLAHOMA

11 August, ‘68

. Dear Debby,

. Thanks so much for your prompt and terrific line of recent date. (I
say “recent” because my Hebrew is so embarrassingly inadequate that
d can’t figure out what date you wrote it). Your explorations through
: “'Old Jerusalem sound fascinating, and your comment about Arabs

* being apparently friendly and even selling pictures of Moshe Dayan...
While such a situation sounds incongruous to news reports, it just
shows further that people as individuals cannot always be expected
to behave as their governments, families, religions, or cultures would
have them behave. It’s obvious that your horizons are being broadened
quickly. May you always be able to use your newfound experiences
and knowledge to the ultimate degree of “good”-doing. ...

Friday night | went to shul here for the 2nd time. It's at the Brigade
Chapel and is the only synagogue for many miles. The city of Lawton 3
does not have one, so the few Jewish families who live in Lawton
come to Fort Sill for services. We just about get enough for a minion
(sic), but it’s a very interesting and meaningful service because of
some of the problems some people (especially enlisted men) have
to go through to get to services. They show up in dirty fatigues
with earplugs dangling from shirt pockets—because they’'ve been
| out firing guns on some range—but somehow by 8:10 or so they
" manage to get there. Not quite the same circumstances as in Newton 1
or Waltham, huh? ...

| guess | already told you I'm taking flying lessons. ... Not much

other news now. Take care, stay happy and healthy and write soon 1
and tell all. ;
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TED STATES ARMY ARTILLER AND MISSILE CENTER
FORT SILL, OKLAHOMA

15 September, ‘68

Hi Sis!

~ Thanks a lot for your letters. They are really good. They show you
L are really growing up fast and loving life to the hilt. | am happy.

"T Here at Fort Sill, no news is good news. My orders still remain
| “Report to Ft. Meade, Maryland” after completion of training here.
' Some of my buddies, however, have received changes in their orders
‘and they are going to the jolly green jungle right after this course.

... The first six weeks of this course was pretty much of a review of
everything we did in Georgia. The last few weeks, however, have been,
if not stupendously educational, at least unbelievably eye-opening.
Some of the more interesting phases are classified, so mum’s the
word on that, but there are other areas like tactics, air defense
systems, gunnery, etc., which in their own way contribute to a great
broadening of one’s horizons. Lots of “good to know” information,
but at the same time “hope we don’t have to employ” information.

Next, let me tell you about flight lessons. | have fifteen hours logged
so far (need forty hours to qualify for federal license). Flying is really
great! For Rosh Hashana | plan to fly down to Dallas (by myself!!l),
park at the airport for two days, then return here on the 24th! I'll tell
you, Deb, | don’t know what I'd do if | wasn’t doing something like this
. as an extra-curricular activity. I look forward to an average of an hour
L orsoin the sky every day after classes.
| Should | say hello to anyone for you in Dallas? Be more than
- happy to make a few phone calls for you and act as your personal
“ambassador to the mainland.”

Got to go now. Keep your letters coming. And always keep enjoying
life.

i QVE, Hark
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CHAPTER THHREE

PETITIONING THE
PENTAGON

military prison is situated on the base in Fort George

G. Meade, Maryland. I was assigned to the Special

Processing Battalion that managed the prison and
dealt with the needs of the inmates during the length of their
incarceration.

When 1 first arrived on the base on October 14, 1968, 1
was unclear as to what my duties there would be. Eventually,
because of my background as a law student, I was assigned to
act as a defense attorney for the soldiers during their courts-
martial. (In the army, an officer doesn’t need a law degree, or
any education in law for that matter, to be an attorney.)

It was ironic that my very first assignment was one in the
profession that I had come to the army to escape. Nonetheless,
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I did my work with complete dedication and defended the
accused soldiers to the best of my ability. Typically, they
were charged with stealing, fighting, being disrespectful to
a superior, or being AWOL (Absent Without Leave; they had
left the base without authorization and were thus accused of
deserting the army).

I defended the soldiers by using a variety of technical
defenses, and on numerous occasions the men were exonerated.

Those who were found guilty usually received a maximum
sentence of several months.

It seems that I was doing too good of a job as a defense
attorney, and my superiors were not pleased that so many
alleged offenders were let off the hook. Thus, after a short
period of time, I was assigned to take the army’s side and I
became a prosecutor instead.

Although I got a fair number of convictions, this position
didn't last long either. I eventually became a company
commander of Headquarters Company, working underneath
Lieutenant Colonel Robert B. Maucere, the Commanding
Officer of the Special Processing Battalion. Headquarters
Company administered to the needs of all the workers of the
Special Processing Battalion. I had to ensure that everyone was
housed and fed and received all the necessary provisions. In
addition, I had to make sure that the men’s sleeping quarters
and recreational areas were orderly and properly equipped.

I continued my flight lessons in Fort Meade, and as in Fort
Sill, they were always the highlight of my day. Although I was
able to fly solo now, I had still not earned my federal license. A
total of forty hours in the air is required for that, and slowly but
surely, I found myself advancing towards that goal.
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Towards the end of 1968, a good friend of mind, Paulo
Perréro, informed me that lists were being drawn up for the
next group of soldiers to be sent to Vietnam. Paulo, originally
from Brazil, was a spirited fellow, and he wanted to be where
the action was. He urged me to join him in volunteering to
go to Vietnam. Although I wasn’t quite as eager to be on the
battlefield, I still felt that it was my duty to help protect the
people there. After all, it was one of the reasons that I had
signed up for the ROTC in the first place.

Therefore, I agreed to Paulo’s plan, and after a short while
we received orders to report for duty in April of 1969. It is
customary for soldiers to receive several weeks furlough before
they are dispatched to a combat zone, so I decided to visit my
sister Debby who was studying in Israel during this interval.

There was only one problem. Because of the conflict and
political unrest in the Middle East, the Department of Defense
had decreed that active duty soldiers were prohibited from
visiting the area. It was considered a dangerous region and they
did not want the lives of their soldiers to be compromised.

Still, I refused to be deterred. I had resolved to visit my
sister, and I was not about to give up on my plan. I spoke about
my intentions endlessly, asking everyone on the base to help
me find a way to visit her. I was confident that there was some
way to make my trip possible.

One day, I was speaking to Sergeant Major Robert
Longfellow, who was an assistant to my boss, Colonel Maucere.
Longfellow was a career soldier who had served in the army
for almost forty years and, as a sergeant major, had reached
one of the highest ranks of a non-commissioned officer.
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“Why don’t you get hold of the person who wrote the
regulation?” Longfellow suggested. “Whoever wrote the
regulation will know how to get around it. The Pentagon is
only thirty miles down the highway. I'm sure there’s some way
for you to get to the one who wrote it.”

“Thanks,” I said. “That’s a great idea. Why didn’t I think
of it?”

I immediately began doing some research, relieved that
there was finally something constructive for me to do to try to
achieve my goal. After making some inquiries, I learned that
the author of the regulation was Colonel H. Marks. He worked
for Brigadier General Edward Bautz, Jr., who was the Director
of Military Personnel Policies in the Pentagon.

After finally contacting Colonel Marks, I was told that
I would have to write a petition establishing that, among
other things, I would not be a security risk for the country;
I would not wear my uniform during the trip; I would not
take an inordinate amount of gold out of the U.S,; and I had a
compelling reason for the General to make an exception and
approve my request.

Once the petition was drawn up, I couldn’t simply deliver
it to General Bautz for his signature. In the military, everything
must go through various channels. Therefore, the petition would
have to be hand-carried through all the appropriate echelons.
First, I would have to get the signature of my immediate
boss, Colonel Maucere. Then, it would have to be signed by
the Commanding Officer of Fort Meade and the Commanding
General of First United States Army Headquarters, which
was fortunately also located on the base. Finally, after these
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three signatures appeared on the document, I would be able to
present it to General Bautz’s office.

Considering the bureaucratic pace of military proceedings,
the requirements for this petition were almost impossible to
fulfill. Besides, even if I did accomplish all of this, no one could
guarantee that my request would be granted.

My friends on the base believed that this was a futile
endeavor, and they tried to dissuade me from even attempting
to achieve what they considered the impossible. However, they
hadn’t realized just how stubborn and resolute I was, and they
watched with some amusement as I began working on my
petition with single-minded determination.

The petition was typed up by my clerk-typist in a military
style document. (I drove him nearly nuts, as he had to retype
it several times until it was “zero-defects.”) I requested
permission to travel to Israel to visit my sister from on or about
March 1, 1969, until on or about March 26, 1969. I stated that
I “have no intention of doing anything which could remotely
be construed as adversely affecting the interests of the United
States of America or the United States Army” and promised
to return in “sufficient time” to report for duty to Vietnam on
April 1, 1969.

With the document in hand, I went to Colonel Maucere’s
office. After saluting and asking for permission to speak, I
presented the petition to him.

“So you want to go to Israel,” he said, as he reviewed the
document. “Isn’t that the place where they have those pretty
stones that are used to make jewelry and trinkets?”

“Sir, do you mean Eilat stones?” I asked.
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“Whatever they are called,” he said with a faint smile. “My
wife just loves those stones.”

“Sir,” I said solemnly, “if I get to Israel, you can be sure that
I will do my best to bring back some Eilat stones for you.”

Colonel Maucere was pleased to hear this, and without
further ado, he scrawled his name on the paper. I thanked him
profusely, saluted, and headed towards the door.

“By the way, Webb,” he called after me, “whenever you are
ready to go to the Pentagon with your petition, you can use my
staff car and my driver for the trip.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said. “I may take you up on that offer. I
really appreciate it, sir.”

My next stop was the office of the base commander. I was
unable to see the commander, but his adjutant, a black female
major, was authorized to sign the document for him.

For some reason, as soon as I stepped into her office, I
sensed some hostility. We hadn’t hit it off right, and she was
unwilling to take any steps to make things easier for me.

“Look, Lieutenant,” she said, “these things don’t happen
overnight. I must do various background checks to make sure
that you are not a security risk. It will take some time for me to
receive all the reports I need. And it’s not like I have nothing
else to do here. I will probably not have an answer for several
weeks.”

“Ma’am, you don't understand,” I pleaded. “I don't have
several weeks. I have orders to leave for Vietnam in April.”

“T'll get to it when I get to it” she said, shrugging
noncommittally.
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After a couple of days, I called the major to see whether
she had made any progress. “I told you,” she said brusquely,
“these things take time. You have to be patient.”

After a number of delays, I was finally informed that there
hadn’t been any negative reports on the security checks, and
my request had been approved. It was signed by a Captain C.D.
Young who worked in that office.

I sighed in relief and hurried to present my petition to the
First Army Headquarters. One of the secretaries was a Jewish
lieutenant with whom I often ate breakfast in the mess hall.
“Would you run this by the general for me?” I asked, after
explaining the situation.

“Oh no,” he said quickly. “You want to go to Israel? I'm not
getting involved in this!”

I had no choice but to go to the general’s office myself.
Fortunately, I had some better luck there, and a sympathetic
civilian secretary managed to get the petition signed by one of
the general’s aides.

At last, I was ready to go to the Pentagon. True to his word,
Colonel Maucere allowed me to use his car and driver, and 1
climbed into the comfortable sedan, which had the colonel’s
flag attached on the outside. It was a short ride to the Pentagon,
and as soon as we pulled up at the gate, the guard gave one
glance at the vehicle, saluted, and immediately provided a
preferred parking space and directions to the Personnel Policies
Division.

I walked into the office of Colonel John Marks, the adjutant
of Brigadier General Edward Bautz, Jr, who had drafted the
regulation. Colonel Marks was sitting together with three other
colonels, and I presented the petition to him.
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Colonel Marks perused the document and then glanced
up. “So you are from Fort Meade, eh?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” I replied.

“Aren’t they running a sale on raincoats in the
Quartermaster shop on your base?” he asked.

“Sir, I'm not aware of it,” I said, “but if they are, what’s
your size, sir?”
Colonel Marks gave me his coat size and then asked