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There were a couple of interesting tidbits about Nakhon Phanom, better known as NKP, where I spent almost a year in 1969 and 70.  It was located on the northeast corner of Thailand, just across the Mekong River from Laos – a very long way from the bright lights of Bangkok.   Thailand, even though never part of the British Empire, has been influenced by the British since the 1800s.  Hence, all vehicles maneuver on the left versus the right side of the roadways – just like in England, where I had been for about two years.  That was the only similarity, however – and I mean the only one.
I had been at NKP for several months when I found out that all military vehicles had to spend an hour or so in the maintenance shop to have their headlights adjusted.  You see, the lights were all aligned for vehicles being driven on the right side of the road instead of the left.  If you look carefully in the evening where your headlamps point, you will see they are aligned slightly to the right, so they don’t shine on the incoming traffic on the left.  Until the change, we were shining our beams straight into the eyes of the drivers coming toward us.
The headlight fiasco was pretty dumb and naïve on the part of our government, but not as bad as this one.  Our detachment was small, but the base, along with the flight line, was quite large.  Large enough that the left hand of the air base management didn’t know what the right hand was doing, so to speak.  
On the north side of the base, Thai construction crews were being paid to haul off newly excavated dirt in their large trucks to be disposed of.  How they disposed of it was very clever.  They would drive off base, around and through the jungle several miles, and after arriving at the other side, the south side of the base compound, they would drive back in and sell the dirt to the government where it was needed for the construction that was taking place over there.  And now you understand how the military manages to spend so much of our hard-earned money.
The chow hall was just across the street from our two rows of Hooches, each with six or so units accommodating four men.  A common latrine servicing all of us was in the center.  Now, in addition to the assigned military personnel, the dining hall had civilian personnel, mostly young Thai girls.  They all wore pink dresses.    No one ever asked the young girls if they had their own facilities, as they had always shared ours from the first day I arrived.  They didn’t mind sharing the latrine with us, and after a few weeks of getting used to it, we didn’t either.  Maybe they thought they were sharing their facilities with us.  I wonder?  
My mind is wandering again, and I just thought about something funny.  Several months into my tour, after flying almost every day, I got back from a mission, and after debriefing and filing reports, it was about 1500 when I got to my hooch.  Since the dining hall was open from about 0400 until after midnight to accommodate the various daily schedules, I went over to get something to eat.  When I got back, my roommate asked what they had.  I said it was really very good.  They had chicken (or turkey), mashed potatoes, dressing, vegetables, rolls, and pumpkin pie.  He said, “No kidding.” (Probably said something I can't print as everyone’s language got raunchy over there.)  “I think I’ll get some, too.”  When he came back, he said, “You know why they had all that?  Today is Thanksgiving.”  As I previously said, one day was the same as another.  Same for Christmas.  Good food on those two days – and most others for that matter.  
My commander of the small detachment at that time was a captain.  Many years later, he became one of the highest-level individuals in the government.  The one thing, other than military matters, I took from him and used numerous times in business was what happened on my last day under his command at NKP.  
It was established that two hours before you boarded the flight back to the States (in most cases, to be discharged from the Air Force), you had a meeting with the captain.  At that point, since it would most likely be the last time you would see anyone you were associated with, he asked one question.  “What was, or who was, the most irritating person or thing this last year?”  
The answer was obvious to me.  It definitely wasn’t him.  It was the staff sergeant who made out the duty rosters.  After a few months at NKP, I was scheduled to fly more and more, and I was training more inexperienced operators than anyone else – even my counterparts with more experience.  That part was okay with me.  More work, but I found out that I really liked teaching.  I liked being an instructor.  I guess you could say I liked being the one in charge.  What irritated me, and all the rest of us who flew, was the person who made out the daily flight assignments.  He only scheduled himself to fly to the least hostile (safe) areas, once a month.  The reason for once per month was that you had to fly at least once every thirty days, out of Thailand, across the Mekong River to Laos or Cambodia, to receive flight pay, combat pay, and not pay income tax.  For me and others, flying twenty or more times a month was extremely irritating, with him flying only once.  No one could say anything, as you would have received a more undesirable schedule, if possible.  I never knew what happened after I left, but judging from the captain’s reaction, I bet something did.
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