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It's a Sunday afternoon rock show — the
for the young set in Saigon. Three of the top groups in the country —
the CBC, the Moonbeams, and the New Flintstones — are at the Ritz
night club on a psychedelic-rigged stage making with the latest hit
records to reach Saigon via the GI underground. The beat is loud and

rhythmic and the performers are wiggling and hamming under the

filashing colored lights. But the audience is dead. They"
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500 of them, seated like they were watching a movie, and just dead,

not moving a foot, a hand, or a head to match the beat. The contrast
between the bands and the listeners is startling. Woodstock it i
every Sunday, it’r standing room only, so you know the kids dig

stuff. But why the inactivity. GRUNT Free Press interviewed a young

Vietnamese student on this subject :

GRUNT : Why don't these teen-
agers move to the beat?
STUDENT : They're numb, that's
why. Inside, they want to move
and express themselves and be
individualists, but you can't do it
in Saigon today. They come here
to escape the frustrations of know-
ing that all they have to look
forward to is the draft and the war
but they can’t escape it entirely.
They can’t let themselves go.
GRUNT : And dancing is out of
the question?
STUDENT: Dancing is illegal
Some kids get together secretly in
their homes for dances, but if
they're caught, it means jail. They
look you up overnight and your
parents have to come get you. But
still we have underground dances.
We take the risk.
GRUNT: How do you keep up
with the latest music ?
STUDENT : Mainly from AFVN
(Armed Forces Vietnam) radio. It
plays 24 hours a day and we tape
the latest songs and pass them
around so our friends make copies.
Sometimes GIs bring us tapes and
records from the PX.

GRUNT: Then you would call
AFVN a good influence ?
STUDENT : Of course. There are
many good influences. We like
many of the young GIs here. We
understand them and they under-
stand us. We know they have to
come over here because they're
drafted just like we ‘are. We are
sometimes against U.S. policy but
we are not against the GL
GRUNT: Is there any anti-
student feeling in Saigon among
the working people ?

STUDENT : Not really. In Viet-
nam, the student has some pres-
tige. He is respected because he
qualified for higher education. Our
trouble comes mainly from the
police.

GRUNT : How is that?
STUDENT: We get stopped on
the average of two to three times
a day by the police and have to
show our identity papers. When
yvou complain of this, they some-
times say you don’'t respect autho-
rity, so they take you in. It's a
frustration and a constant reminder
to us that the draft and the war
lie ahead.

GRUNT : Is there much free sex
among students over here?
STUDENT : No, the family in-
fluence is so strong that sex is not
really free. And there are strict
university rules on sex. Besides,
there is no place to take a girl in
this crowded city, only movies.
Sometimes, you can rent a hotel
room for.two hours for 300
piasters, but it’s nothing like in
America. The war has had some-
thing to do with a lowering of moral
standards, but for the young stu-
dent, sex is not easy to come by.
Not only are our families strict,
but they never teach us anything
abcut sex. Fathers never talk
frankly to their sons about what
you do with girls,

GRUNT : How do you feel abow
the girls who work in bars and go
with Americans ?

STUDENT: Our feeling about
bar girls is neutral. They need to
work in the bar because they need
the money, so we understand them.
Everytime we see a Vietnamese
girl on the street with an Amer-
ican, we mark her as a bar girl
who is going with him for money.
Our <goods» girls don't go with
Americans.

GRUNT: You don't - think the
Americans are taking the girls
away from you ?

STUDENT : Listen, we students
don't have much time for girls so
we don't worry. You know, we are
drafted at 18. If we pass school
with the 2nd Baccalaurate, we can
go in the Army as officers. If we
fail, we are enlisted men. And the
enlisted man's life is miserable. He
gets only 5000 piasters a month. So
the most important thing in our
life is to pass that exam. It doesn’t
give us much time for anything
else.

GRUNT : But aren't there a lot
of girls in our school ?
STUDENT: Yes, but the girls
have to study hard too. It's easier
for them, though, because they
don’t have the worry of the draft
always on their minds. For that
reason;, more girls pass the exam
than boys. - Their only worry is to
find a husband. Another disad-
vantage we boy students have is
that we must take military training
cne day a week and we do one
month in the summer so that cuts
into our study time.

GRUNT: Is here a chance of
studying abroad ?

STUDENT : Not much. To get a
permit to study abroad, you must
be 19 and get a ¢« mention» in the
baccalaureate. But priority is given
to the children of men killed in the
fighting.

GRUNT : Is there a generation gap
in Vietnam ?

STUDENT : I think so. In Viet-
nam, we have a saying <« When
bamboo becomes old, young bam-
boo will take its places. Our time
will come, We want young people
to "influence and run- this govern-
ment. We have some young people
in the Assembly today, maybe four,
but we need more, many more.
Then we can form a bloc and do
something about corruption and
the war. Only the young people of
Vietnam can make the changes that
must be made. We no longer trust
many of the old leaders. They
make gcod daddies, but they are
not good politicians or leaders.
Give us two or three years and the
youth will take over in this
country. The old people know that
and they are afraid of it. Our old
professers know this and try to
break us. But only a young man
can have the imagination and
daring to make the necessary.
changes.

GRUNT : Whnat changes are you
talking abhout ?

STUDENT: First, let me say
this. We are anti-communist and
we are anli-war. We have seen

what the communists did during
Tet and we do not like it. And we
believe 1k the U.S. helped the
VC during Tet to force a coalition

government c¢n us. After all. why
were the big targets during Tet all
Vietnamese ”

GRUNT: (INTERRUPTING)
That’s a harsh statement. And the
facts don’t- bear it out. Surely,
people don't believe that ?
STUDENT : We do. Most people
in Saigon do. That’s one reason
why we would like to see all
foreigners leave. We know you
Americans plan to leave. but we
want the North Vietnamese to
leave too. Then we can solve our
problems.

GRUNT : And if the North Viet-
namese don't leave ?

STUDENT: Before you started
bombing the north, there were no
North Vietnamese down here. You
made it a war of the big powers
and up north, they started to look
upon you as the successors to the
French, so they came down south
to get rid of the foreigners. When
you are no longer here, they have
no excuse to be here, either. But
we need your help, not your mili-
tary power, but your economic
power and your diplomacy in
negbtiations.

GRUNT : How can that help you ?

STUDENT: The real problem
here is that South Vietnam is a
food-rich country. And our real
enemy — Red China — is poor.
We think that if you open trade
and aid with Red China, give her -
iopd so she is not hungry, then you
will take the pressure off of us.
Because_ it is China who keeps the
war going and we would like you
to work on her to stop. You can
do .it with your billions of dollars.
When she is rich like the USSR,
you will have peace in Asia just as
there is now peace in Europe,’

GRUNT: Some people would
consider that a very naive outlook.
S'_I'U]_JENT: We only ask you to
give it a chance. It can be no worse
than fighting here year after year.

All of my life, there has been war
and 1 am tired of war. We students

feel that right now, we are at the
bettom of the wheel, but the wheel
is turning and soon we will be
on top.

GRUNT : In one of our interviews,
John Steinbeck III said that the
war is a kharma thing for Viet-
nam.

STUDENT : Perhaps, but we have
paid our kharma with 27 years of
war. We paid dearly. Now it must
end.

GRUNT : What will happen after
the Americans leave?
STUDENT : If we young people
have any say in the government,

. we will find he path to peace and

it will be a peace where we can
live the way we want to live, the
way our ancestors lived. We will
build cur country and many stu-
dents and intellectuals who are
now abroad will return and give
us their skills and experience. If
you solve the problem of China,
then we can solve the problem of
Vietnam. We know that. We can
take care of the VC in our own
way. I hate to say this, but I think
we could have taken care of the
problem sooner if you had never
come here.

GRUNT : But we were asked to
come here.

STUDENT: You were asked by
the old leaders, but when the old
leaders are gone and our new
leaders take over, things will
change. We Vietnamese are like
grass. When the wind blows, we
bend. - We will resolve our pro-
blems. We will not break. You can
help by removing the pressure
from China.

(We ended the interview on this
inconclusive note, realizing that
specifics are hard to come by in '
Vietnam today. Our student inter-
viewee showed us the peace medal
he wore around his neck. It was
broken at the bottom right on the
leg of the inverted «Y ». He told
us that one day, he would weld the

piece back in.)
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On the stage there are five
young Vielnamese musicians, none
over 21, all unisexed with long hair.
Behind them is a bright orange
and red peace symbol, psychedelic

\ Fosters selected at random, showing
the finger ¥V for peace, a black
militant, a cereal box marked

p « weedies », and the Jefferson
/s Airplane. Black light flashes on the
i players and the signs, giving half
K cecond slow metion glimpses of the
// / Ieng haired swaying musicians

naked from the waist up and the
brilliant red-orange of the posters.
# On the stage itself and in ten rows
7 of stools in frent of it are about
200 GIs in fatigues, Army and Air
Force mainly, all beiween 18 and
25 and none over the rank of buck
cergeant. There are also about 50
Vietnzmese teenagers in the crowd.
The volume is turned full blast
and the music bounces off the
., ceillings and walls, cool and
hot music, right off the top of
the charts and playved with
Woeedstock intensity.

The grunts dig it all the way,
swaying, head bcbbing, finger
tapping, foot stomping, and when
a special number is finished, they

, get to their feet and clap and
&y / - vell while the players ham it up.

F young Vietnamese and young
T Americans found nowhere else in.
¥ Vietnam. The vibrations are there

in the flashing lights and the

cool music and the hot air and
smoke and crowding. It's warm
scene, as mellow as any found

in Haight-Ashbury, Greenwich
Village, Santa Monica, Des Moines,
Lenden, Paris, Berlin, Tokyo, and
anywhere else where under-30's
groove together.

The sign out front says « Do
smoke Can Sa inside ». The
grunts don't- not inside, but it
wculd be stretching a point to say
that pot does not fit into the

scene. But it’s not evident to the
outsider: This is probably the
most peaceful bar in Saigon, no

V' squabbles with bar girls, no fights
with cowboy Honda drivers or
taxis, no drunks, no bad feeling

b anywhere. The word for it is
Eroovy...

T Gy - | B
Photes and illestration;:
Tran - dinh ~ Thuc /
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There is an empathy between these -
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During an intermission, the
grunts file out of the low ceilinged,
20-by-40-foot room, packed with
foct-high red stools and low tables
where the Gls sit and drink,
mainly Coca Cela. They g0
outside to have a smoke, and bat
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the breeze and they all file in.
< Hell, yes, we all know each
other, » an aiman from Tan Son
Nhut explained, «when a guy
comes here, he’s one of us.»

There have been nights when
the CBC could not appear for the
eight o'clock show {(possibly a
police delay) and the 200 or so
grunts who show up just stand
around. They don’t g0 anywhere
else, but they sit around and
smoke and have a beer or coke.
The Kim Kim is their thing and
they don’t dig the regular bars
with the tea-drinking hustlers
or the assembly line massage
parlors. They come from Bien Hoa
and Cu Chi and Phuoc Vinh and
Long Binh and from all over
Saigon to hear the CBC. Troops on
their R & R spend most of their
time in Saigon at Kim Kim.

<« You know, it's like this. Some
GIs bitch and moen about
Vietnam but man, it ain’t as bad as
all that. Gimme a place like
this and it dom’t matter I'm in
l : Saigon or Sioux City. There’s

] some good thing going for us

ere, man, but you got to know
where it's at.»
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~doved one.

Visinamesez-American

TARKIAGES

A very touching article about an
American GI and a young YViet-
namese girl in love recently ap-
peared in a Saigon daily newspaper.
It was like a sudden fresh breeze

moving a stranded sailboat. This
couple, observed on Tu Do. were
locking into each other's eyes,

oblivious to the curious and some-
times hostile stares of their fellow
countrymen. It's great to see some-
thing approaching reason applied

to these voung lovers in this
emotion-torn land. Disgust, con-
tempt. iealousy and bigotry have

been all too common in the pas!
vear as far as these relationships
go. Some Americans won't walk
with fheir Vietnamese wives on
the sireets of Saigen. Nor will
they take them into American clabs,
Thev love each other deeplv vet
they dare not display it. Something
cour and vieious has poisoned
attitudes of both Americans and
Vietnamese tfoward those young
couples in love and living with
each other.

o

u'_-"'pm;t' from the fact that love

" is the’ most powerful motivaton

for: good in this world, there are
some -definite advantages to these
_mixed relationships. Where could
an’' American, for example, ever
find a-better window to Vietnamese

s»}ife ‘and feeling than through a

I And where could a
*Vietnamese girl ever learn what
Americans are reglly like. No go-
vernment program, no educational
institution, no friendship associa-
tion, can approach the intimate
love relationship as a means for
bringing about understanding. Yet
it appears that American official-
dom and Vietnamese popular
opinion frown on these relat:'n-

ships.
Of course, there are flaws in
these relationships. There are

voung men driven to love out of
loneliness. There are women who
take up an association with an
older man because he has money.
And the equation isn't balanced.
It's always the American man and
Vietnamese women, practically
never the reverse. How few Amer-
icans really know anything about
the Vietnamese soldier who fights
alongside them? Yet tens of
thousands of them will pay money
at a bar just to talk for a few mi-
nutes with a Vietnamese girl.
This is unfortunate and it's pro-
bably the basis for much of the
hostile attitude among Vietnamese
toward these relationships. But this

Gan They Succeed ?

is a fact of life which has nothing
to do with American bias. Imagine
what the situation would be like if
instead cf half a million men, the
same number of women had been
sent to Vietnam. Or ask a Viet-
namese serviceman who has train-
ed in the U.S. what his reception
was like. It's a matter of circums-
tances.

Another factor creating some of
the bias stems from the fact that
most American couples met in
bars. So what ? Where else can an
American find a girl ? And what’s
wrong with a girl who studies hard
to learn a foreign language and
something about a foreign people
so she can earn money for her
family ? A girl has to be bright
and pretty to make it in a Saigon
bar -and this means she has to have
some class. And it’s just as easy to
fall in love in a barroom as it is at
a church social. That's a fact of
life.

Love is a relative thing. For
some it can be a longtime and deep
emotion and for others, it can fade
away quickly. One of the most
commonly heard phrases in bars is
<1 love you too much.» This has
about as much impact as «hey,
buddy, you're kind of cute.» And
too many American men have much
the same punch in their promises
of true leve. Knowing that he’ll be
in Vietnam at most a year and
possibly only a few weeks, he can
promise the moon. «I'm going to
be sent back here after a few
months.» «I'll get out and come
over here as a civilian. » « Soon as
1 get my divorce. I'll come back
and we'll get married. » The man
who throws this line is hitting
below the belt.

But let’s face it. There are many
cases of the genuine article — an
American and a Vietnamese in
love, really in love. It's not some-
thing to get shook up about. In fact,
it's worth rejoicing about. Given
the proper comnsel and the right
check-ups, both physical and moral,
a guy can do a hell of a lot worse
than tie up with a Vietnamese
woman. And vice versa.

A

e

ROUNDEYES VERSUS ORIENTALS

You will recall, dear reader, that in our last issue of GRUNT Free
Presgs ‘there appeared a letter from a Miss Su Hedley of «the world »
wherein she questioned our lack of racial bias in regards to an article
concerning the relative merits of «roundeye s chicks versus the Eastern
lovelies. In other words, she said we had our head up our tailpipes as
far as understanding women was concerned.

There follows a letter from ome of our male readers taking issue
with Miss Hedley. We expect this is not the last on this subject. In fact,
we're going to take Miss Hedley’s advice and study this matter in depth
for e«the furtherance of international relations», as she puts it. If you
have anything to say, rap to GRUNT Free Press, but for crissakes,
don’t say anything that would offend the Women’s Liberation Movement,
the Ku Kluxr Klan, the American Legion. the Black Panthers, the DAR,
the GAY Liberation Front, the Welsh nationalists, IBM, General Motors,
Ralph Nader, the Pittsburgh Pirates or anybody else. In other words,
tell it like you see it.

07 August 1970
Dear Miss Hedley :

After reading your letter published in Grunt, I felt that an answer
was necessary. Firstly, you should have taken into consideration the
purpese of this journal. Any literary work is directed to a particular
type of audience, either consciously or unconsciously. When this is done,
the interests and environment of the readership must be taken into
account.

Consequently, the subject matter and the style in which it is written
is adapted to the audience. As the Grunt has stated in the past, it is
written with the G.I. in mind. It is aimed at the people who have to
put up with this Bull-Shit existence for 12 months. It is written for the
grunt, sailor or airman who is stationed in this «<Pearl of the Orient. »

The Grunt Free Press wrote their article in the same style as the
conversations that are carried on in the clubs, barracks, and hotels of
Viet Nam. It is quite apparent by our letter that you have never been
over here, and I am gquite sure that you are not a G.I. Consequently, you
cannot .be considered an authority on the subject of life in Viet Nam.

_ Opinions as to the cause ci the difference between «roundeyes » and
crientals are many. In fact, there, are too many to bs discussed in a
;mgle letter. Unfortunately, not too many people over here have the
1ime to sit down and outline the two cultural worlds and their effect
upon the personalities of the women.

Thank you very much for your time and interest in our opinions.

Sincerely Your,

-

David C. Shaw RMSN
Box 6 (MARS STATION)
NAVFORV
Calif.
96626
GRUNT Free Press: :

I would like to know your views on haircut policy by the Army.
Why is it that blacks can cut their hair any way they want it but when
a white guy has a decent head of hair everybody gets bent out of shape.
This is my second time 1o Vietnam fighting for my country and I'm
not even 21 vears old. 1 think we should be authorized long hair if
the soul brothers can wear theirs that way. The President and all the
big authorities in the States can order people over here to die for
their country but when the same 18 year old boy goes home, can he buy
a car in his name. or have credit, hell, no. I think America would be
a lot better off without the Army. Lonk at the Navy new mles and regs.
These give EM the rights to wear their hair, mustache and beard the
way they want to. Why can't the Army wake up and give us something
to look forward to besides getting out. Thank you for hearing my rap.

Please print this so I can get the opinions of others.

Thank you
Ron in Saigon
PS. I;i:ase l‘.uritl-xl-mr).d full name for the company commander will blow
cool. .

Grunt Free Press is published by Grunt Magazine, Box 1164
Redlands, Cal. 92373, USA. Price 25 l;ents per copy. Subnmp-‘

tions : 12 issues $2.50 mailed to U.S., APO or FPO addresses.
Rates elsewhere upon request.

Contents Copyrighted 1970 by Grunt Magazine.

MANAGING EDITOR Doug Warren
ART DIRECTOR Tran Dinh Thuc
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GRUNTS AND GRINDS * View
from the Bottom

_ They have this Air Force doctor
in Thailand who's a cheerful kind
of guy. After a physical check-
up. he tells you. «Don’t start any
serials. » One grunt who came in
to complain of insomnia was told
to «go home and sleep it off. »
When this cute gal walked in. he
said, ¢ Okay, miss, open your
mouth and say yes. » The doc had
been treating this patient for
Jaundice for years before be found
cut the man was Japanese. If you
walked in there with a stinking
headache, you walked out with
chlorophyll pills. In any case, he's
not as bad as that Navy
psychiatrist they call Mind
Sweeper who's a real Freudy cat.

There’s a new vogue in the Sai-
gon bars. When a guy walks in,
not one. but two girls, nestle up
to him and start making the pitch
for Saigon Teas. To give this the

< hidden persuader » twist, the
}Jackground music is, you guessed
it. «Tea for Two». The girls,

of course, have other hidden per-
suaders in case this doesn't work.

This crazy doctor in II Corps
crossed a platoon leader with a
female gorilla and ended up with
a battalion commander. He also
crossed a parrot with an elephant
and gct a ten ton bird that eats
peanuts. Finally, he crossed the
main street of Saigon with his
bicycle and got killed.

sanse

There was this rancher’s
daughter riding across the prairie
when her horse fell and broke
his leg. She was a long time
getting back to the ranch. Mean-
while,, her father got anxious.
Finally, he looked out and saw
an Indian « whoo-oo-ing » towards
the ranch with daughter mounted
up behind him. The rancher
gave the Indian a dollar, then
said to the girl, « How did you
manage to stay on, my dear?»

<Pa, I nearly fell off once, but
he told me to reach around him
and hang on to the saddle horn. »

« Dammit », the rancher said,
« How many times have I told
vou that Indians ride bareback ? »

There was a drought and a
water shortage on the camp and
the CO put out a directive that
hot water not to be wasted.

The Sergeant Major was talking a
bath and two WACs were caught
peeping through the crack of

his barracks watching him.

When brought before the CO, they
said they were acting in the
line of duty. They wanted to see
if he had more than five inches.

« Daddy » is a man whose wife
refuses to take the pill

seee

Dear John,

I can no longer go on this way, Bill, leading you on to think I still
love you. Times have changed since you've gone, and I've changed
with them.

I suppose it all started many years ago, when I was a little girl and
wondered why 1 couldn’'t go in the Boy's Room at school at all. And
then — that one afternoon when three of we girls liberated it — I found
out, discovered the entire truth by just reading the walls.

You held us to be your chattels, mere vessels to be poured into.
Our minds, our very souls, they were only nuisances, entanglements.
You have so institutionalized our bodies that we feel we are as public
property when we walk down the street. In the eloguent words of our
Great Leader : « Men’s got dirty paws. »

In high school you remember I was elected Home-coming Queen.
1 was so proud. And — so stupid. Used! Used! I was used.. In the
eloguent words of our Great Leader: « You was used.»

And it didn't stop there. Your wanting to marry me, I can see now,
was but part of the male-world master plot to subjugate all females
in the bondage cf matrimony. To bend over stoves, to keep a house clern,
to bear children. Woman's work! What did you think I was?

But it cannot — will not — go on. Through Women's Liberation
Front I have come to see the light. They have helped me to understand
myself, my former self and the self I will be in the future. Women will
then no longer be relegated to their present subservient role, and I hope
to be in the vanguard of our progress towards equality.

With the spirit of our Holy Trinity — Eve, Delilah, and Mrs. Mitty —
guiding us, it cannot be long until we assume our rightful place in this
«man's world. » We trust in God ; She will provide.

Bill, I want you to know I don't mean what I've just said personally.
You're a real fine guy — within your innate limitations, of course —and
I'm sure there are still many misguided girls around who will be glad
to be your wife. I am not the beginning and the end. We did have some
good times together. Remember that night two summers ago as we lay
on the beach and watched the moon go — what am I talking about?
what am I saying ? X

WOMEN OF THE WORLD, UNITE! YOU HAVE NOTHING TO
LOSE BUT YOUR BRAS!! -

MARY

|
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Pussy Willow Airlift

-Private Potter didn’t care
what anybody said ; he knew
there were' pussy willows in
Vietnam. Potter knew how to
spot pussy willows back in In-
dian Creek, Ohio. There were
certain places near the banks of
the stream where they grew.
You just saw a lot of things
like a bend in the steam, a tree
shading the water, a flat muddy
bank and you knew there
would be pussy willows as well.
Especially around Halloween.
Potter, between the fourth and
the eighth grade, used to collect
enough pussy willows for all
the teachers. Every room had
a vase of pussy willows that
Potter had collected. In fact,
Fotter had the reputation with
all the teachers and kids. They
proudly called him the «pussy
willow chaser. »

«Youre barking up the
wrong horse; » PFC Gronk said,
« There ain't no pussy willows
in Vietnam, just like there
ain’t no coconut trees in Ohio. »

« Tree, » Potter said drily.

«Tree ? »

« Yes, tree.»

«] meant trees. Coconut trees
is plural. »

«If they were plural, you'd
say «are plural »

«] meant the term «coconut
trees’ as a term, which is sin-
gular. »

« And I meant you can’t bark
up the wrong horse any more
than you can bet on a tree.»

« Horse or tree, there ain’t no
pussy willows in Vietnam ».

«They told Columbus the
world was flat. He proved they
were wrong. »

« And they told Custer to
watch out for ambushes. He
proved they were right. »

« This is getting us nowhere, »
Potter said. «What really
matters is where the pussy
willows are. Who ever heard of
Halloween without pussy
willows ? » Potter walked off.

«It’s pumkins for Halloween,
not pussy willows,» Gronk
yelled out as Potter walked
away. « And you might as well
be looking for the Great Pump-
kin. »

On the way to the stream
which the Company had named
«Schlitz Creek, » Potter passed
the service club. Marlo was
inside in her gray and white
uniform cutting witches out of
black paper. It was Marlo
whom Potter really wanted to
please. If he could bring her in
an armful of pussy willows,
he'd make points with her just

like he did with his teachers in

grade school. Somehow, it was
very important to make points
with Marlo. Potter just had to
find those pussy willows.

Potter visited Yellow Bird
Lee 1ho told him, « No have..
what you say.. pussy willow.
Have in Dalat.» Yellow Bird
Lee had never been to Dalat
but no matter what anybody
told him they had in America,
he insisted they had it in Dalat.
Dalat was 5000 feet up in the
mountains and people wore
coats and sweaters and there
were times when the tempera-
ture actually dropped to 60 de-
grees. To Yellow Bird Lee, that
meant Dalat had everything
Ameri¢a had — apples, snow,
bowling alleys, fur coats, color
television, and baseball.

«You sure about that?»
Potter asked. «I can get them
in Dalat ? »

« For shoo-uh. I never lie to

you. »

«Then get me some. Here's a
thousand pee. »

« Okay, first I check with my
brother to make sure they have
in Dalat.» Yellow Bird Lee
ducked into the back room of
his souvenir shop and came out
seconds later. « My brother say
no have in Dalat. Why you
don’t buy number one elephant
— only six hundred pee. I give
you two for one thousand. »

«Does that deal apply to
me, » the voice behind Potter
spoke. It was Air Force Major
Disastre, who had shipped
enough ceramic elephants home
to the U.S. to equal four plane-
loads of bombs.

« Wait a minute,» Potter
said, «what about my pussy
willows 7 »

« Your pussy what ? » Disastre
asked.

« Pussy willows, sir.»

«1 thought that’s what you
said. Only why would you walk
into a Vietnamese souvenir shop
and ask for pussy willows?»

« Because I need them sir. I
need them bad. For Halloween. »
Disastre kept a straight face
because he knew what Vietnam
could sometimes do to a man.

« I understand, son, » Disastre
said, « Now if I might pick up
my elephants, I'll be off to
Tokyo and you can negotiate
for your pussy willows. »

« Tokyo, sir ? »

«Yes. I've a take-off in an
hour and I want to carry these
up with me for a friend. Two
for a thousand pee is a bar-
gain. »

Potter’s face brightened.
«Sir,» he drew himself to
attention. « If I buy those two
elephants for you. would you

bring be something back from
Tokyo ? »

«I'd love to, son,» Disastre
said, « But I already have eight
Sony radios and fourfeen Seiko
watches to pick up.»

«I don’t want radios or
watches. I want pussy willows.
It's autumn up there and they
have them. I've seen them in
Japanese calendar pictures.»

«Let me get this straight,»
Disastre said « You'll give me
1000 piasters for some pussy
willows ?» | _

«Yes sir. I need them bad.»

« How many do you want?>»
Disastre asked. i

« All you can carry, Sir.»

Disastre promised to do what
he could, then took the ele-
phants and started off. « We
should be back tomorrow after-
noon around 1630. If I get any-
thing, you'll have to pick it up
at Base Operations then. It's
Mission Number 803. »

«Thank you, sir,» a grateful
Potter replied as his kind bene-
factor left. Potter was so excit-
ed over this stroke of good luck
that he forgot to remind him-
self to remember the mission
number. And he hadn’t even
gotten the major’s name. He
knew the plane was due back
sometime the next day ; he was
sure of that, well, almost sure,
but he couldn’t recall the time.

« No sweat, » PFC Gronk told
his buddy when informed of
Potter’s dilemma, «all you do is
tell the Air Force if a shipment
of pussy willows come in they
belong to you.»

« Thanks for the help,» a
grateful Potter said, «but who
doIlcall?»

« Who did he say he worked
for 7 »

«I forget, but it had some-
thing to do with Operations. »

« Then call the Director of
Operations, whoever that is.»
Gronk said, «Tell him to get
the world down to his troops to
look out for pussy willows. »

Potter got on the phone in
the Rec Room and dialed the
number given for the Air Force
Director of Operations. «Let
me speak to the boss, » he told
the secretary who answered
the phone. Major General
Brassy was busy chewing out a
pilot who had been performing
acrobatics when the secretary
buzzed him. « Someone on 30, »
she said. When anybody called
Brassy and referred to him as

« the boss;» Miss Lynn never
bothered asking his name. Only
a Ahree-star or above referred
to General Brassy as « boss. »

« Brassy here » the general
said into the mouthpiece.

« Potter here, » Private Potter
answered. « Are you in charge
of operations ? »

« You might say that,» Bras-
sy answered, «but sometimes
I wonder if I'm not running an
aerial circus.» As he spoke,
Brassy tried to recall what ge-
neral he knew by the name of
Potter. Must be some new
Army general in theater. he
figured. « What can I do for
you ? » :

« One of vour pilots is bring-
ing me in something from Jap-
an. I want to make sure I get
it.» Potter said.

«Glad to help. Potter.»
Brassy said. People were
always coming to him for mat-
ters that could easily be hand-
led at the working level
« Who's the pilot 7 »

«1 don’t know. »
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« The flight number ? »

«I don’t know. »

Brassy shook his head. These
Army generals sometimes ex-
pected miracles from the Air
Force. «Alright, then, what’s
the estimated time of arrival ? »

«I don’t know that, either. »
Brassy, for a brief moment,
speculated on how we were
winning the war. « Well, may-
be you can tell me what the
cargo is ? » Brassy said angrily.

« Pussy willows. »

« Pussy willows, » the general
bellowed. « What the hell are
you ? What the hell are you?
What kind of game is this ?»

«I'm Private Potter and I
wiant my pussy willows. Please
help me get them.»

General Brassy slammed
down the receiver and stormed
to the outer office where Miss
Lynn was reading Playboy.
« Miss Lynn, » the general said,
«when he new secretary ar-
rives, send her in to me at
once. »

« What new secretary, sir 7 »

« Your replacement, » the ge-
neral said. He returned to his
office, mumbling about secre-
taries who plugged him through
to kooks talking about pussy
willows.

SEND ANY
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The kook in question, Private
Potter, had taken up a vigil at
Base Operations. The pilot of
every plane that came in was
buttonholed and asked if he
was carrying pussy willows.
When Potter approached a jet
fighter pilot just back from a
mission and asked him the ques-
tion, the pilot decided he need-
ed help. He called the Air Po-
lice, who gently led the Army
grunt away to a well padded
cell where they were soon join-
ed by a psychiatrist.

As the psychiatrist listened
patiently to Gronk and Potter’s
explanations, a very similar
drama was taking place at the
headquarters of the airlift wing.
Colonel Kantuck, the wing com-
mander, somewhat less gentle
as he queried his most pre-
cocious pilot about a strange
shipment he had brought in
from Japan. «I've got a whole
warehouse full of air condition-
ers we've been waiting six
months for and you bring back
pussy willows! Are you out of
your cotton-picking' mind ? »

« Well, it’s like this, sir. I
had this request to bring back
these pussy willows and they
were availablé. We couldn’t
find the air conditioners. »

« Maybe you can explain how
it was easier to find pussy wil-
lows than big air conditioners
that were in a warehouse on
the base where you landed. »

« The pussy willows weren’t
easy to find, » Disastre explain-
ed. «I looked everywhere. Then
I remembered when I was a
kid how I used to find them
where there was a bend in the
stream, a tree shading the
water, and a flat muddy bank.
It took a whole day, but it was
fun. »

«And during that fun day,
the people at the warehouse
were looking everywhere for
you — to load those air con-
ditioners. »

« Is that what all_those mes-
sages I didn't pick up were
about ?»

« Yes, major, now maybe you
can tell me who ordered those
‘higher priority’ pussy wil-
lows ? »

«I don't know, sir. He was
an Army private. »

« Hmmm, that figures, who
else would have enough author-
ity to bump an authorized ship-
ment ? But shouldn’t the con-
signee pick up his priority
cargo ? »

«I can’t find him, sir.»

—
=

« Well, get rid of those damn
things. And quick!'» Kantuck
ordered.

Disastre started to leave, then
turned. «Sir, may I ask a ques-
tion ? »

« What ? »

« Will this be reflected in my
performance report ?»

«Get out!» Kantuck explod-
ed.

When the man brought three
thousand pussy willows that
he had found on the American
trash dump to Yellow Bird Lee,
Lee put them on sale. He wasn't
sure whether they should be
eaten, worn, or smoked, but he
figured they should bring in
about ten piasters each. He was
surprised when his first cus-
tomer, the Red Cross girl named
Marlo, bought three hundred
and fifty, which was ten times
his initial investment. By the
time Private Potter came along
after being released from the
psychiatrist’s care, the price
had risen to twenty-five pias-
ters each. Potter bought four
and for the first time that day,
there was a smile on his face.
Marlo would surely be grateful
for even four pussy willows in

a country where there were

none to be had.
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He was a kid who never made
mud pies, or came home from
school with grass stains on his J.C.
Penney-first-day-of-school slacks.
It was probably only natural he
would ultimately end up with the
nickname of Doc. But that came
later.. when he entered the Army.

Doc Peters was a fastidious kid,
with one of those raothers who
were so squeaky clean they —
without preaching it — ingrained
cleanliness in their .offspring. You
know : doilies, door mats over
dorr mats ; everything starched and
sterile. It rubbed off on Doc; it
had to.

Only a psychiatrist could insert
the Oedipus thing into the syn-
drome, so we'll let it alone, but the
cleanliness fetish was certainly an
offshoot of his mother’s good, clean
upbringing.

In a way, the Army basic train-
ing was a source of strange am-
bivalence to Doc. He was annoyed
by the demands of the higher
ranking types, but in their nit-
picking ways they furthered his
repulsion to dirt.

Boots were indeed dirty, and not
only did he polish them, but dis-
infected and scrubbed them as
well. He found such mundane duties
as picking up cigarette butts as a
source of repugance: they were
actually in some possibly germ
infested mouth; cleaning latrines
was gallings, and to have to crawl
on your belly through who-knows-
what was a near night-mare. But
he survived. It was after basic
where Doc became a fruedian
delight.

His ultra cleanliness must have
had some influence, because he end-
ed up in the medic’s school at Ft.
Sam Houston. That's where he
really began to learn about disease
and germs.. not the imaginery
kind : the real culprits. One doesn’t
eat with dirty hands, nor drink
from anether's cup, because some
anaerobic bacteria, could bz trans-
ferred from one disease ridden
mouth to your own. Doc also learn-
ed how to kill germs. He rather
dedicated himself to this pursuit,
and it was in this undertaking that
he ultimately became a coward.

Doc's first Vietnam assigment
was the 3rd Field Hospital in Sai-
gon. The place and the job was
satisfactory with all the sterility
and security of the location, but it
was situated on the fringes of one
of the dirtiest cities in the world :
Saigon. Not that Doc ventured into
the ecity itself.. just hearing about
it was sufficient to hold him on the
compound. He had been told, how-
ever, that people actually peed on
the streets and kids were curbed
along the streets like dogs, and
those ugly, green stagnant rivers.

No, Doc played it safe. He contain-
ed himself within the sanctity of
the hospital's anjiseptic walls.

One of the things that bothered
him about his confinement, how-
ever, was the other talk he heard
about the lovely Co's in the city.
The idea turned him on, because
he was not in the least homo-
oriented — at least he didn't think
s0 — but the thought of actually
putting his thing into some  girl's
thing gave him cold shivers. Just
think of those germs... those ugly
germs. So he let his noctural dreams
suffice, and fed the celibate life not
only in Saigon, but throughout his
entire tour,

The good hospital life could have
served Doc satisfactorily until he
was back home with his mother’s
doilies, and shiny linoleum floors,
but such is mnot always the way
with the military. Doc was given a
field assignment. He sought answers
from everyone to the top colonel,
but his good record was not enough
to change the military machinery.
Out he went.

When Doc arrived at his forward
area assignment, he was oblivious
to the scoffs and grimaces of his
contemporaries. The fact that he
was immaculate in starched fati-
gues, and wore a flak vest — heavy,
hot and useless — wouldn't occur to
Doc as items of scorn. He was is-
sued the greens, which he had iron-

ed himself to knife-line creases,.

and, hell, the fiak vest was issued:

But in actuality, Doe was too
petrified with fear to have noticed
scoffing if it punctured his ear-
drums. This too might have shown
just a little bit, and there was also
the possibility that the seasoned
troops could have had less than
complete confidence in a medic,
whose knees shook with the
audibility of a fussilade of 50 cal.
machine gun fire.

It wasn't the frequent incoming
rounds that frightened Doc so much
— although no one would ever buy
it — it was instead, the tremendous
preponderence of filth. God, what
a filthy plece this was. He had
heart that up there «¢where it's
happening » was one of the world’s
dirtiest places, and now he knew
from personal experience. Thé men
were mud and dust caked, unkempt,
and the sanitary conditions were
hardly what had been advocated
back at Sam Houston. In every
morsel of food, Doc saw germs;
the water — although purified —
was to him stagnant slime; and..
well.. where do you go the bath-
room... ? Hell, it -was just damned
hole in the ground. A hole to pee
in and one to crap in. It was un-
fathomable.

Although constipation was an
early problem for Doc, he finally

learned to comply — almost —
with the-available resources. This
was where he eventually got into
trouble.

They had moved to a low, grassy
hilltop, where the company had set
up a circular defensive position. It
amounted to little more than a few
holes dug into waist high, elephant

grass. In his lingering timidity, -

Doc wandered a few meters beyond
the perimeter line to relieve him-
self of what he had referred to
at- home as <number-two.» It
wasn't so much, shyness, he ra-
tionalized, but why should he im-
pose his microbes on the rest of the
troops.

He was fairly comfortable in he
oriental squat position, with flak
vest still affixed, when the first
rocket propelled grenade hit. A
good sized frag took searing rest
in the left cheek of Doc’s buttocks.
Then all hell broke loose.

Big stuff came in, and a 50 cal
was zeroed in. Doc leaped forward
his face in the dirt, hoping the
enemy wouldn’t single him out
hidden so securely in the high
grass. He would have remained
there throughout the attack, except

for one disconcerting problem. The

cracks, slams, and pops of enemy
fire suddenly was quieted in Doc’s
ears when his sense of smell took
over. With twitching mostrils, it
occurred to him that his face was
no more than a few inches from
his own excrement. Even his pain
in the ass was dulled by this dis-
gusting development. Doc¢’s mind
conjured an enemy of grotesque
and deadly germs clawing at him
from every direction. This enemy
was a far more frightering one to
him than any NVA on earth. With
this as the only incentive, Doc
began crawling, running and roll-
ing back to the company position.

Enemy fire tore up the turf all
around him but he was possessed.
From one fox hole to another he
plunged without ceremony. It was
really a mechanical thing, he
realized later, but when he found
that first G.I. with shrapnel in both
legs, Doc simply had to start form-
ing a tourniquet. Somewhere along
the way he seemed to acquire his
medics bag, and man after man
was ministered to hy Doc’s trained
hands.

One fox hole was wvacated by
him when rounds came in, another
made him exit gquickly when he
realized it was half filled with
water ; slimy red water contami-
nated by many gallons of G.I. urine.
He hastily fixed a GIs chest wound,
and had to move on. That’s how
it went.

Every place he took refuge he
found men needing his help. He
did his job swiftly and deftly, but
only to move somewhere else,

He was seen charging from one
foxhole to the next, his face twist-
ed In a strange determined gri-
mace. He had long since lost his
trousers and - boots, but nobody
saw the humor of his flak vested
top and naked bottom. They saw
the bravest, most determined
medic ever attached to th=> com-
pany... hell, any company. He was
scrambling, ¢rashing forwarl al-
most drunkenly.. doing what his
job demanded.

At least that's the way it went
down in the record books. A com-
plete account of the episode was
read aloud when Doc Peters re-
ceived his Silver Star for heroism.
During the frenatic hour-and-half
or fire he ministered to 29 wound-
ed, a record of some sort, without
regard for his own personal safety.
He was a credit to himself, his
unit and to the United States
Army.

Now Doc is back home. The
high school band met him at the
bus station. The girl he loved, but
who previously had not appeared
impeccably clean, soon would be-
come his wife. His mother, at his
orders, removed all doilies, and she
hardly cringed when «Misters
Peters tracks mud on her shiny
kitchen linoleum.

Peters still washes his hands
regularly, you can't break every
childhood habit, but somehow dirt
and germs are not nearly as dis-
gusting as they were a while back.

Peters knows he was once a
coward. But the gang at the Amer-
ican Legion will never know it.
Nor will his pretty blond haired
wife. Hell, «dirty blond » is only
a frame of reference, anyway.

DRAFT Yo v,
LITTLE BIRD,
AND THEN SEE
IF You CAN
CHiIrP YOUR

$S OFF
AL]K&
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A prominent contingent among
the permanent residents of Vietna=n
is the international colony. Their
nationalities are many: Japanese,
Chinese, German and others. But
due tc the wrong colonial rule,
the mecst neoticeable group, and
perhaps the most prevalent on the
active sccial scene are the French
who stayed behind.

vany of these are pure in
blcod, while others are mixtures,
Although the presence of Vietnamese
blood may give the offspring a dark
skin in texture, the French heritage
sets them apart from their neighbors.
The French Vietnamese are French in
every way.

They have their own microcosa
in local society, and it is unusual
for them to identify with pure Viet-
namese. While they are on friendly
terms with the Vietnamese hierarchy,
they seem to cluster together in
their private ways of life. They
will be seen prominently at private
clubs such as the Cercle Sporctif,
the Club Nautique or at the Cercle
Hipique.

On this page is one of
Saigon's very young and distinc-
tively beautiful Eurasians. Her
name is BEBE SANG. A metis herself,
the subject was photographed by
Jacqueline Desdame, a fellow Zurasian
who is pretty encugh to fill a page
in any magazine. She, however,
preferred to remain on the back side
of the camera. There's no real
storyline. The photograph simply
depicts scenes encountered in the
daily life of a young Eurasian in
Saigon. There is play, shopping,
sports, and, of course. the important
ingredient of life for all young
people everywhere; "L'Amour",

Phalos ~ Jag

Illusfralion - Thel
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Dear Abey : ) ‘“Q,e 04 ?‘}b% % E'g. S 05‘ ‘-:;,, P
= ; ‘s L4 — F ope
One thing I miss in Vietnam is cows. I'm from cow country . ﬁ'/\ C‘%’ 15'3,.7 gﬂ 50&"5”'; @-*0
and I like to see cows around, you know the kind mean, black '% > o“& _='.°. {*569 < vex«'\
and white spoited with those big milk producers under them, 4.70 e,% % - - A & & 6{‘:@5
standing arcund locking peaceful and happy like and ready for the 4 ;'oq o e, & 73 Y g S ‘f." ) 8
slaughter. Why can't we have cows in Vietnam ? Bap Sin '?5-4 oQ' - .{é
COW LOVER by Vo2 .
Dear COW LOVER: ¢ 0?,”’ .
T ot
Like we told a mocse lover once, you're looking in. the wrong < Q?,:.;G
places. Try that big internaiional club in Saigon. 5
THISTLEDOWN __ :
Pport and troops ; Me Y Lime-
Dear Abey: - whatever. I Joy reness and

£ € You and miss you,
My bunkmate takes a shower every day but still every night

there's a smell in the tent that definitely resembles that of unwash-
ed toes. It's driving me crazy. What shall I do?

SLEEPLESS
Dear SLEEPLESS :

Try taking a shower yourself once a day.

Dear Abey :

You can’t imagine tne hcrseshit us guys in the 999th Cavalry
Trcop have 10 put up with. Ana we aont even have horses. Like,
last Sawrday, we got this congressman visiting tne camp’ and they
have tnhe nerve w0 ask us not 10 walk around the camp in our
unaerpants for the hour he’s there. I'm so mad I could write my

congressman, but he happens to be one wno visited us. So 'Ll write
you. Do I have a gripe ?

UNDISCIPLINED
Dear UNDISCIPLINED :

If he didn't mind you walking around bare-assed without your
underpants, why should you ?

Dear Abey :

I'm afraid of guns. When I was three years old, my toy water
pistcl backfired and splattered my eyes with water. Since then I
can’t stand to be near a gun. Now I'm a grunt with an M-16 and
everytime I carry it, I'm a walking bundle of nerves. I don't dare
tell my sergeant about this but I need help. Huh?

GUN SHY
Dear GUN SHY :

You can transfer io the Navy or you can get yourself face to
face with an enemy who doesn't have that fear of guns. Either
way, you'll be cured.

Dear Abey :

I got so tired of guys helping themselves to the cans of cookies
my Mom sends me that I decided to put a mouse trap in the can.
Who do I catch but my company conunax\gl;r. Now Lg beull?g

harged of assault with a deadly weapon. at is my ense 7
e - DEFENSELESS
Dear DEFENSELESS :

Would you believe a can of cookies like Mon makes ?

Q[_DEES
s“ghui
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You want to avoid those aching
joints and- stiff necks ? Try sex.
The tabloids in America and
Britain are currently telling about
some researchers who say that
sexual intercourse fends off
arthritis. Seems this cat found out
that recurring stiffness in one
part of the body will fend off that
aching stiffness elsewhere. In the
interest of science, GFP ran its
own check of this startling new
theory. We asked a selected
sample of Pacific types this ques-
tion: «It's been said that sexual
activity keeps arthritis away.

Do you find this true?»

Some responses :

PFC Jack Smachel, age 23: «That
explains my aching back. I used
to think it was army life. But
came to think of it, I haven't had
a piece in eight months. »

SMS Herb Holloween, age 51 :
«Man, 1 been keeping it down to
twice a night to avoid a heart
attack. But if this is true, I'm
going to take off the restraints.»

Lt. Col. Archie Archbottom,

age 55: ¢« What's that you say ?
Speak up. son. Can’t hear you
too good. »

SP4 Harvey Goulash, age 19:
«Me ? I'm a virgin and I ain’t got
no stiff joints. »

CPL. Tommy Woodchuck, age 30:
« Hell yes, that's true — Once I

1 went a week without sex and

all my bones ached for a month.
Of course, falling out of a tree
didn’t help much either.»

SP5 Tusom Gruesome, age 29 :

« Tell that to my wife. She blames
my baldness on too much

sex. »

PFC. George Crock, age 22: «The
hell you say! Up to now, I

1 thought sexual intercourse
caused babies. »

1st Lt. Glick Cool, 23: «Come
to think of it, I've had this sore
stiffness in my arms for a week
now. I'm going over to the medics
and get me a piece of
prescription from one of those

This is a piece of paper. It's the most important paper a guy gets during his year in the Nam.
They give it to you after you clear customs, turn in your baggage and leave a copy of your orders.
You flash this piece of paper to a girl at a gate and she lets you walk into the most lovable piece of
flying machinery ever made — the flying carpet that takes you home.

Guard this paper! Love it! Do not fold, spindle or mutilate! And ....save it. It's a more valuable
souvenir than your CHICOM rifle. Frame it on the wall of your den, your fraternity, your shack, your
pad, or your' penthouse, wherever it takes you.

AIRLINE PASSENGER TICKET, BAGGAGE CHECK

insurance is available
S in the passenger

i 2

terminal.

MISSION

BOARDING TIME
NUMBER DATE

BAGGAGE PIECES
POUNDS

TIME

NO.

/

‘bz

7z

DAY F 4 vsga

w57




SEPT.- xT._ 0

GRUNT FREE PRESS

BOoY . 1 WONPER
WHAT MAN'S
DOING TO DEFEND THE
SAMCTITY OF MOM'S

YOU CAN BET
HE'S WHERE THE
REAL ACLTION 15
KIiCKING ASSES

OUTSIDE Cu-CHl
2201 HOURS

TME °

MOUSE
#Ksslﬂme ME

FROM THE EVILS OF
SIN AND A- 5000
PIASTER BAR BILL

MOUSE MAN | I
REPENT , BUT YouR
ARITHMETIC 15 BAD ANP
You CAN'T GET CLAP
) FROM A DRINKINE
\);

GLASS

Lt. Wilde B. Yonder was one of
those wander children when he
was an infant.

He learned to read at age two
and his proud father immediately
exposed him to all the literature in
the house — a set of Superman
comic books. This inspired young
Yonder to fly, an inspiration that
was to shape his life. He was
hospitalized six times before he
reached age six after trying to
glide frobm his bedroom window to
the lawn below. In the fourth
grade he built a jet craft in his
father’s cellar from a Popular
Science magazine blueprint. On its
test run, the plane lifted off the
ground beautifully — carrying the
Yonder family bungalow with it
some two hundred yards before it
crashed. In high school, Yonder’'s
interest in flying was stimulated

MOUSE MAN | BUT MY
SEIKO WATCH STOPPED,
AND T TooK
NO - SWEAT PILL .

MY

CRIME

by a chemistry lab which provided
the mix for a rocket craft he built
in the school gym. During a student
demonstration, young rebels put
the high school principal in the
rocket head and sent him into a
perfect orbit, where the principal
remains to this day.

Yonder joined the Air Force at
age 16 after climbing into the
newest untested experimental jet
and flying Figure 8 patterns inside
the Pentagon center patio. So im-
pressed was the top Air Force
brass with this perform~once that
Yonder was immediately commis-
sioned and immediately scnt to
Vietnam, where he is very po,ular
with grunts when he flies close air
support mission for them. Using
his own tactics, Yonder flies his jet
right in front of friendly lines with
the tail practically touching the

YOU VILLANOUS CURFEW
VIOLATORS .
PECT FOR THE LAW ? .
{T'S ONE MINUTE AFTER CURFEW AND THAT'S
A MINUTE LOST FROM DUTY AND MULTI-
PLIED BY 450,000 THAT'S
DAYS LOST .
CAN CATCH CLAP IN THESE PLACES...

IN THEIR FOXHOLES
MOUSE MAN'S VIGILANCE AGAINST

RELAX 'AND DRINK
PHERE OF TRUST AND (OMRADESHIP .

WHERE 15 YOUR RES-
DON'T YOU KNOW

100 MAN
AND BESIDES , YOU

MADE SAFE BY

MEN ALL OVER THE 'NAM
IN AN APMOS-

ground. The jet blast sweeps away
all attacking enemy forces. Yonder
also uses the same maneuver to
heat C-rations for friendly troops.
Yonder does not use guns or
bombs on his combat missions.
For him, the airplane itself “is
enough. When he sees enemy lined
up in V formation, he attacks like
a bowling ball to the right of the
center pin and always strikes. To
capture enemy rocket positions, he
drags hooks along the ground and
picks them up at 500 miles an
hour. Yonder downed three MIGs
on one mission by slicing off the
the enemy plane’s canopies with
his lowered wheels. He sank a
dozen enemy barges on another
mission by flooding themin with
water churned up by his circling
jet. Yonder’s a pilot’s pilot and
he’s our GRUNT of the month.




Located in the very heart of the Rockies most scenic mountains and
overlooking Wright's Reservoir.

sure homesites with the availability of the finest twelve-month recrea-
tional facilities anywhere in Colorado.

COLORADOQ'S NEWEST MOUNTAIN HOME DEVELCPMENT

o [FISURE HOMESITES — MOUNTAIN RECREATION
e OVERLOOKING WRIGHT'S RESERVOIR .
e FISHING, HUNTING. HIKING, RIDING, CAMPING
e ACCESSIBLE YEAR ROUND
o EASY FORTY-FIVE MINUTE DRIVE FROM COLORADO SPRINGS
e NEAR PIKE NATIONAL fOREST
e PRIVATE FISHING LAKES
o TWELVE MINUTES TO HISTORIC CRIPPLE CREEK GOLD CAMP
o SKI COUNTRY USA
& PROTECTIVE COVENANTS AND TITLE INSURANCE INSURES YOUR
INVESTMENT FOR THE FUTURE
For further information write or call. RANCH RESORTS OF COLORADO (SALES)
~| 300 Garden of the Gods Rd. Colorado Springs, Colo. 80907 Telephone (303) 634-3333
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Grunt Free Press

It was about the tenth lime
I saw that untsual, uader-
ground-looking publication
resting on the news counter
at a Saigon BOQ. I had al-
ways been 'empted. Thislime
I broke d-wn and bought a
copy: the August-September
Grenl Foee Press. The front-
page carloon gave e a genu
ine Del’y launch; something

vou can t always gel nowa-
iays.
Unlike other publications

wrillen for G.lL.s, this unoffi-
cial oulburst is also writlen
by G.Ls, Althouth it's print-
ed in California, much of the
m. terial obviously had to be
doue by people who are G.Ls,
in Vietnam or at least used to
be G.l.s in. Vietnam. Il's loo
funny and true to be olher-
wise. .

‘Underground’ papers rare-
Iy make a profit but gallant-
ly don't give a damn. The
good ones have a lot of you-
thful zest, wit and sheer fun,
The bad ones are prelty mis-
erable collections of vulgarity
crudeness and stupid porno-
graphy. I think Grun! Fiee
Press is a good ‘Undergroun-
der’ and especially in-terest-
ing to anyone experienced or
concerned with G.I. Vietnam
its freshness and fun is a
relief from most ol the publi-

___cations the SaigonPress Corps.

must write for* In the United
States, of course, it’s become
almost a sacred command.-
ment to deal with the topic
of Vietnam only grimly,

statistically Jor  boringly
(if you musé deal
with it at 2ll) Grunt

Free Press’s answer (and it
has been generously praised
by ano ther Saigon newsp

per) iSa hip smile and a big
laugh.

Which doesn't mean it
tignores the pahos and trage-
dy. If ever poems by Ameri-
cans in Southeast Asia are
anthologized, the moving
Words & Thoughis by Jona-

By Daniel Cameron

than Clark belongs in the
collection. °s about a pilot
and a girl, written in Asian
Jbar-girl English, ringing true
and trsgicomic. It's the
kind of poem you'll reraly
find in literary  magazines
because it's not only good
as literature, it cau also be
upderstood and appreciated
by any G.I. during the first
reading.

The Gruat Free Press car-
toon work is aided by a Viet-
namese, Trano Dinh Thue. His
opisode of Mouse Man storm-
ing inls the daily Saigon
Press Briefing was halirious,
We need more American—
Vietnamese collaboration of
this caliber.

For your ogling needs there
are also-some perky nudies,
in fairly good taste and with
even a trace of that wvanish-
ing American charm that is
called innocence,

Some of the art work isin
a neo-psychede'ic or, shall wa
say, pos -Flower power style.
(Maybe we’d just belter say
Contemporary Undergraound.)
It sirikes me as more nostal-
gic than original. The stories
or vigueltes are all readable.
The jokes are passable-to
number oune, depending on
your idea of humor, There's
an advice column for the for-

orn, love-lorn and sex.ora.

This same ‘August-September
issue aiso featured a ‘Soml
Brother Dictionary® which
fills us im ¢n the latest black
Jive, slang or whatever you
like to call it. Sample —

‘A RABBIT : That's anyone
who isn‘t one of us, who

_iso’t a blood. He's a Hooky

in sonl.

But in another definition
the soul brothers inforn us
that they have some bhope
for scme whites —

BLUE EYED SOUL : He's
white, but he‘s groovy-mel-
low, got o taste of soul.
There ain‘t too many blue-
eyed souls over here. Re-
member, Brothers, t hat |

That was by Al Williams.
I think it's better than a race
riot anyday. It‘s more bitler
than Dixieland Negroes, of
course, but hasa‘t lost all of
their flavor.

The fact that a publication
like this can be seld openly
in Saigon is another of 1he
many facts whnich the pro-
defeat aad surreader groups
in the United States and
tlsewhere either igoore or
deliberately suppress. Maybe
someday theyll do a survey
of Hanol pewstands and tell
us what they find. Don‘t hold
your breath wailing, though.

In the mesntime, Grunt
Free Press, groove on |

Gentlemen of the GRUNT FREE PRESS :

You really have a great paper and I want to
subscribe. I hope that a personal check is accept-
able. Your paper is even more enjoyable than the
OVERSEAS WEEKLY, really, though it too is in-
formative, a person gets awful tired of just read-
ing about who killed who in Vietnam. Domo.

Yours Truly,

Sgt Roy F. Woods Jr.

FR 418-62-1016

8APSq PSC # 1 Bx 7371

APO San Francisco 96201
Dear Grunt:

I don’t know how many «Liferss enjoy your
paper, I do. I'm a lifer 18 vears in the green ma-
| chine, and five years in Nam, the meat grinder!
Five vears in Nam, maybe I'm «Nuts» ? Keep
up the good work, if a guy can't laugh at him-
self, he’s sick, really sick!

I get many a chuckle out of your rag. Enclosed
two dollars and fifty cents subscription.

Thank.
SP/5 P.A. Toblin
93 Evac. Hospital (Med. Supply)
APO 96491, SF Calif.
Dear Grunt:

The MP Section is wondering where the shit is
the Star Light bathhouse in Udorn, Thailand ?
Mocst of us have been here around a year and
no one knows where the damn place is! So in
your next issue would you please give us a little
hint where this place is located ? We would like
to get all the fun also.

Thank you the V.D. «Honchoss. We had -it
enough times. As you know Mouse Man says stamp
out V.D. ho ho...

M.P. Section
Thailand

® As you leave the Udorn gate, go past the taxi
area about 50 yards and take a left down a path
just after a tailor shop. You walk through an
open field behind houses and on your left is the
Starlight. If you can't find something right under
Your noses, we'll believe the old saying that a
Thai MP could’t find a thief in a penitentiary. Ed.

counter sales.

) O

Our sincere thanks to Mr. Cameron and the Saigon
Post for their generous review of our newspaper. Grunt
is growing in circulation both by susbscriptions and
Such articles are a great assist in that
growth. We hope the men in the bush and in the base
camps identify with our published product. To receive
‘this sort of praise suggests we are approaching that goal.

n THE EDITORS

LE CARIBOU

Air conditioned
Bar Restaurant

158-A Tu

INTERNATIONAL CUISINE
Emerican - French - Spanish - Italian - Chinese

Do St., Saigon

Pleasant Decor
Reasonable Prices

.

"HARD - HITTING !
*LIVELY!
'UNCENSORED!
*FACTUAL!

*12 PAGES OF
FULL-COLOR comics
WITH BEETLE BAILEY!
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