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appears to be a line of
hair that composes a
single eyebrow, and is
scowling as if this was
an unpleasant place.
Other than that, he is
prettier than anyone in Recon. Here
we go with the “feeling” thing again.

Every Alabaman personally be-
lieves that he is the considered expert
on firearms, horseflesh, hunting dogs,
women, and, last but not least, “fight-
ing men.” There is no sense arguing. I
sigh in resignation, because the Mini
Mac has already made up his mind
that he is going to have a look-see.

I'm leaning on the colonel’s jeep
smoking a cigar and picking my nose,
when Chuckles rolls up with Billy.
The two of them slither out, and I
snap to attention and scream, “Good
afternoon, Sir!” Then I whip him my
best knife-edge salute.

Manes scowls at me and snarls,
“Get away from these fine young men
you disgrace to the Wehrmacht. 1 ain’t
having you and the rest of that riffraff
screwing up their standards before I
can take them under my arm. Where
is that Alabaman dog-robbing partner
of yours?

“And don’t ever salute me in pub-
lic. I don’t want anyone to know you
belong to me.” Waugh doesn’t say
anything, with good reason. Dracula
is a day person compared to Billy,
who has been surviving on adrenalin
so long that his system could proba-
bly metabolize nerve gas as a vitamin
supplement. Since we are on stand
down, it is fairly likely that he also
has enough Crown Royal in his blood-
stream on an average “off” day to kill
a marine platoon.

The head paper shuffler comes out
and tells the newbies to go on down
to the mess hall and get something to
eat. Mac grabs two guys and the Rang-
er and says, “Why don’t we give you
a ride?” We walk over to the jeep that
the sergeant major and Manes just
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arrived in. Ownership is

a transient thing around

here. We pile in and head
for the mess hall. We get down
there and let the new guys go
in first.

Mac drags me
aside and says
the new guy
that he wants
is named Cook.
He also found

out that Cook is
supposed to go to B
Company. “Do you want
him on the team?” It doesn't
matter what I'm going to say, he is
already plotting on how to get him.

We go inside, get some chow, and
wander over to their table. We make
chit chat for a bit before Mac asks
Cook, “Are you coming to Recon?”

Cook looks at him and says, “Fraid
not. I'm assigned to B Company.
That’s where the army is sending me
and that’s where I reckon they need
me.”

God help us all, he sounds like a
Ranger commercial. The boy is really
intense. Mac kind of looks down like
he’s feeling sorry for him. I get it, and
butt in, “Yeah? No bull. Geez, that’s
too bad.” And then as if to emphasize
my sympathy, I look down at my food.
The other muffins are all ears.

“What do you mean? Is B Compa-
ny a bad company?” Cook asks us, his
face taking on an even more serious
slant.

Mac kind of rolls his eyes and says
out the side of his mouth, “Well no,
but they got chewed up pretty bad on
that last operation. They lost quite a
few Americans and a bunch of little
people.” He turns to me, and with
choirboy innocence he asks, “Where
was that, Nick?”

I look up from my food and chew
what I had just shoveled into my
mouth before answering. “Up in the
A Shau, I think. Yeah, they got mauled
by an NVA regiment. Lucky any of the
survivors made it out.” I look over the
faces of the new guys, and you can see
that now all of them don’t want to be
in B Company, all except Cook who is
showing not one wit of apprehension.
Let’s just see how uninterested you
are my furry friend.

“They will probably be done re-
cruiting new strikers, and with these
new guys they should be almost up to
strength.” I look over at Cook, smile,
and go back to my potatoes.

“Yeah,” Mac wheezes. “If they get a
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com-
plement of
Americans they
should be ready for
that big operation with
the ARVN army. It shouldn’t be

" too bad.” The minute you say ARVN,

everyone immediately cringes. This is
because the normal ARVN Regiment
needed a spine transplant. There were
horror stories by the score about advi-
sor units being wiped out to a man,
because of some ARVN perfidy. It was
90 percent BS. Most ARVN units were
hard chargers. There were a lot of
crooks, VC sympathizers, and black-
guards, all generally with bad people
skills in hopeless situations. But this
is a war zone; Nobody is perfect.
Cook is now a bit more interested
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in a possible alternative, and begins
by asking just what it is that Recon
does. We lie like a couple of snake oil
merchants. We tell them we go out
and sneak around like Roger’s Rang-
ers and when we find the enemy in
enough concentration, well, we get
extracted. But it is only after we are
safely in the air that they put in those
poor guys from the Hatchet Compa-
nies to fix and hold the NVA until
they can bring in enough air strikes to
kill a bunch of them. Naturally, they
take some horrendous losses though,
because they always have an ARVN
commander on the ground.

I put the icing on the cake by tell-
ing the crowd that a bunch of those
guys have got two or three silver stars
already. Hard-core. I look them over.
There are one or two medal hunt-
ers who are almost sexually excited
at the prospects of the “impossible
mission.” I look at Cook. He has the
pragmatic look of a survivor. “I'm
glad I'm in Recon,” I continue. “It’s all
stealth: get in, take a look, then get
out. In the Hatchet Companies, there
are too many targets for the enemy to
shoot at and you’re bound to get hit
by mistake, so they send them where
there are sure to be a hundred to one
odds.”

By the time we are done with our
lunch we have Cook talked into com-
ing down to Recon. No sweat, we tell
him, we’ll fix it with Lar-
ry, the commander, and

get you assigned to our 5?-:;’
team. Furthermore, we 7;/,( e
tell him that he only ({]

has to tell the head
shed he

wants to go to Recon, and we will do
the rest. We take Cook and the other
two back up to the head shed just as
Manes and Billy are walking out.

Cook starts to say something and
we give him the “not now” signal.
He goes in and comes back in about
ten minutes and says with a smile,
“Well guys, looks like I'm in Recon.
You know those guys asked me three
times if I was sure that’s where I want-
ed to go?”

Oh, I like this one, level-headed,
good on the uptake, and almost as
stupid as we are. We take him down
to the club and introduce him around
as our new One-Two on RT Habu, buy
him a couple of beers and go over to
the Orderly Room. Actually, we stake
it out. When Manes and Billy come
out and head over to the mess hall,
we go in and grab Frenchy, hand him
Cook’s packet and tell him, “Larry
said that the new guy, Cook, was
supposed to be assigned to Habu. He
will talk to him tomorrow.” Frenchy
enters him on the morning report as
being assigned to RT Habu, takes the
packet, and voila! Cookie is ours. By
the time Manes realizes we have a new
guy on the team, it will be history. Be-
sides, we can probably convince him
that having a super soldier like this
guy will probably rub off on us, for
the good of the Army and all that. You
have to be careful with Larry; he has a
hair trigger with a stiff arm behind it
to make up for any supposed lapse in
his thought process. He is lovable and

cute if your taste runs to Tasmanian
Devils as house pets. But he is, sigh,
our commander. There isn’t another
officer in the Army that would take
this assignment. We are a careerist’s
nightmare. '

Now you could say that we were
deceitful, rather like the story of

how I got bamboozled
into Recon by Ber-
nie. However there
is also the fact that
Recon is supposed

to be voluntary,

but voluntary has
many different
shades. Can 1 help
it if, in the wisdom
of the Army, the
Recon assign-

ments have

become

more of a question of will you stay af-
ter you get here, or be less in the eyes
of your peers?

When we get back to the club,
the Cookie is looking at us like we
just raped his baby sister. He is re-
ally scowling now, and he has several

- empty cans in front of him. Shit. It is

apparent that the rest of those lying,
thieving, back-stabbing, don’t-lose-a-
chance-to-inflict-misery assholes have
told him the real story.

We pull up to the table and he
has that single eyebrow pulled down
tight. He looks ‘at us and slides his
chair back while standing up and ball-
ing up his fists. We don’t even get a
chance to try and put the ether mask
of lies on him. The fight is on. He
packs a punch like a mule that hasn’t
been laid in two frosts and suddenly
sights the widow’s mare. He not only
knocks the piss out of both of us for a
while, but a couple of others as well.
While he is busy with them, we pistol-
whip him and he goes down. This boy
might just be handy in the A Shau. An
hour later we are pouring whiskey on
each other’s scrapes and loose teeth,
and Cookie is officially ours. He is so
serious, though. We are going to have
fun with this one; he is the perfect
straight man for our act.

We start to take him over to meet
the team, but I suggest we shave him
first, lest the Yards mistake him for
a rock ape and try to cook him. We
stumble into their hut and introduce
them to him. After we see that he is
comfortable with them, and they are
with him, we start back to the club. It
is already dark out.

When we get back to the club we
stagger through the door. I am last and
as 1 come in something that feels like
a slab of bacon slaps me in the side,
and then sausage-like fingers grab me
from behind. Either a gorilla has es-
caped from the zoo or it is Manes. 1
hope it is a gorilla.

“Whazzish that fugging frog tells
me you got a cook on Habu, my man?”
Oh just perfect, Frenchy has mistaken
Cook, the name, for cook, the occupa-
tion. That idiot could screw up a dirt
casserole. And, to make it better, our
illustrious leader is more than half in
the bag.

“Oh?” I smile blandly.

“Anybody going to get a cook
around here as his personal chef
it's gonna be the Commander. That
would be me, to you degenerates.” He

" shakes me like a rat terrier to empha-

size his point.
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