
 First and foremost when I joined the Woman’s Army Corps in 1975, I had every intentions of retiring (20 years)  by the age of 39.  You see I joined while I was a senior in high school on the delayed entry program, thinking back as a 19-year-old. I must’ve been a pretty determined young lady to set such a goal. The main thing was, I wanted to finish something I started. I did, however, have a number of other reasons for joining the service. I came from a tiny little town in upstate New York. I was wondering if there was anything else out there for me, this drove me to explore my options. I was told in high school that I was not college material (I did not fit their academic mold). Since they did have have plan for me, I needed one.  However, the service did indicate that I might be able receive an education of some sort, either through training that might be useful after my time in service and / or I might be able to pick up some college credits along the way. One of my main concern was not to get stuck in traditional roles, say to being a farmers wife, having 10 children running the family farm.  I had much bigger plans for myself. The army was not necessarily my first choice I originally thought of the Peace Corps  wanting to do something good for other people.  Than I thought of the Marines mainly because I like their uniforms, however, thinking more about it I just didn’t think I was tough enough. I joined the Army, or I should say,  “thought I joined the Army.”

  I actually joined the Woman’s Army Corps, which was completely segregated from the Army during this time, one step short of being a nun. We were proper young ladies, We were not allowed to be married, nor have children. If you had already had a child prior to joining the service, you were required to relinquish custody until your time of service was complete. Additionally, if there was some reason you ended up pregnant, whether by rape, or in cases of military sexual trauma, or on your own accord, you were duly dishonorably discharged, considered to be not fit for active duty. {Women were first officially allowed to serve in the Army right after World War I, where the government established the Woman’s Army auxiliary Corps, meaning  they are reserve status from 1942 we became an active component “ the Woman Army Corps. }“ However, everything changed in 1978. When the Woman’s Army Corps disbanded this branch of service,  the Guideon was encased /retired, and we were equal in every sense of the word.

 This included my contract I signed up for the Woman’s Army Corps, I was now part of the United States Army. For the 1st time I would be asked,  “Would you like to stay in? you have every right to get out they change the contract on you?” Hurdle one….”no that would not go along with my original plan.”I don’t, I only have been in for three years out of my 20, therefore, I changed contracts and continued my journey towards my ultimate goal. We now trained side-by-side with our male counterparts, in my case at the Army Post Office. With this integration is where I met my first love, however, getting married was not necessarily an easy task you see I had to get permission from my company commander. I guess that’s what is meant by. “If the army wanted you to have a husband, they would’ve issued you”. We had to go through counseling and get his approval before I could proceed to the altar. This also gave me the opportunity to get out of service if I desired, again I had to sign a new contract another a little bit of a hurdle to continue my service on to retirement.

Another minor obstacle would come the next couple of years when I actually had my first child or got pregnant I should say they offered me the opportunity to get out of service AGAIN, NO! this did not fit my plan. I wanted to continue with a husband and with a child, who are now my dependents and still do my job after all soldiers have done this for years.  I ended up having a second child in 1984 and again they asked me did I want to get out because I was pregnant they really had a hard time transitioning from the old service from the Woman’s Army Corps (WAC) and they really did not know how to treat women in the standardized Army. “ I said what in the world is wrong with you, don’t you understand I wanna serve my country I want to retire”, and that exactly what I did I ended up being stationed over 10 years in Germany during the Cold War, providing military intelligence with a detour to Desert storm / Desert shield in 1990 and 91.

Within these 20 years, I traveled the world I found out there was more to see than a little town in upstate New York. I learned life skills that were transferable;  I can run a post office from top to bottom, I walked away with an unmatched skills set which help me be successful in my next mission of becoming a civilian. Turns out being a spy comes in very handy. I had the opportunity to get an education, I actually completed over 200 hours college credits while on active duty, and would complete my bachelor degree in community human services after retirement. What did they know? Looks like I am college material after all, just think what I could have done or been, if I could only read and write.  Ultimately retiring in 1995 just as I had planned in at the age of 39.







