The Journey Begins

[bookmark: _GoBack]June of 1967, I graduated from high school. I had enlisted in the US Department of Defense’s delayed entry program (DEP) on my 17th birthday 5 April. Now the day after graduation, my dad dropped me off at the Seattle Induction Center.

As I walked into the center, a uniformed male greeted me, telling me to take a seat and wait. More men showed up hearing the same instructions. Soon there would be 30 others waiting. A gentleman in a white coat asked us all to file into the next room and strip to our shorts. 

The journey began.

“Drop your drawers and bend over,” came the next order. We were all probed. Another order: “Pick up your clothes and head to the next room.” Still in our underwear, we all paraded into the next room. A doctor did a quick check of each of us, and we all headed for the bathroom to give a urine sample. “Ok, get dressed and wait,” another order.

While we waited, the doctor’s reports of each of us, including our urine results, were reviewed by Army officials. 

An officer began calling out our names one by one. The men who passed the tests were directed to the right; those that failed—for any reason—moved to the left. While waiting, I asked one of the guys who failed what went wrong. “Oh, nothing went wrong; everything went right,” he said. 

He added, “I had a safety pin in my underwear and pricked my finger and added a few drops of blood to the urine. Now they don’t want to fuss with me,” he explained.

An officer instructed the men who had been selected to stay to raise their right hand. He recited the Oath of Enlistment, and we did “solemnly swear to support and defend the Constitution of the United States against all enemies, foreign and domestic.” We were sworn in. The men who had been drafted did not seem happy, but now their journey began.

As did my journey.

We filed out of the Seattle Induction Center and boarded a green Army bus to Fort Lewis, near Tacoma, Washington. A short two hours south we arrived as the bus pulled up to a long building where we were to be processed. 

Outside the bus we lined up on a yellow line which had painted footprints on the ground. The drill instructors were instantly in our face—from the time we got off the bus until we graduated.

First stop: shots, vaccinations required for basic training. Again we lined up single file to get our vaccines. Two men on either side of us held what appeared to be small guns. These men administered our shots with the gun-like injectors.

A tall 6 foot 5 inch man in front of me fainted, dropping like a rock  when he received his shots. I stood 6 foot tall and weighed 98 pounds thanks to high school cross country running, and the shots didn’t faze me.

Next station: uniform issue. We lined up again. Soldiers who passed out the equipment had a good eye for size. As we approached, they handed a stack of clothes without a word. Boots received the same attention. As I stood there, I hoped they got it right. They did.

With our duffle bags filled with our new wardrobe, soldiers escorted us to our new home, former WWII wooden barracks. for the next eight weeks. Built in 1941 in only 90 days, the barracks were part of a 1000-building camp that housed soldiers training for WWII.

As we stood out front of a specific building, an officer called out five of us, ordering us to grab our gear and head inside. Why only five of us? We were the only ones who had enlisted; the rest were all drafted. We moved inside, and I was called up to become the platoon Sergeant. The other four men were squad leaders.

Welcome to B-5-2, 2nd Battalion, 5th Infantry Regiment, a company mainly made up of drafted individuals.

We stowed our gear, dressed in our new uniforms, and were called out 15 minutes later. After a lot of milling around, the drill instructor shouted, “Fall in.” We lined up quickly and correctly.  

Standing at attention in front of the group, I reported that all were present and accounted for.

My journey began.

