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Vietnam Veterans In Canada
General Meeting (2006-01)

AGENDA 489

05 January 2006

British Columbia Regiment (DCO), Vancouver, B.C.

Sgt. C. D. (Doug) Marsh

101° Airborne, Vietnam
13B4P Recon Sergeant, Infantry

2006 Board of Directors

President - Cpl. W. A . Carmack Sr., USMC
Retired, 2nd Battalion, 1st Marines, Vietnam 1966~

67. (Infantry) VVIC Chief of Staff 1995 - 1999

1st Vice President - BU2 K. R. Payne, USN,
UDT-11, Seal Team 1, Vietnam 1900, 1967 . (Heavy
Weapons)

2nd Vice President - Spes K. L. Lang, AUS,
Oscar, Charlie 1/75th Airborne Rangers, Vietnam
1969-70. (Infantry)

Chief of Staff - SP5 S. R. O'Grady, AUS, 1/9 Cav.,
1st Cav Division, Vietnam 1969 (Helicopter Crew
Chief)

Sergeant At Arms - Sgt. G. A. Flowers, USMC, 2nd
Combined Action Group, Vietnam 1970
(Infantry/Recon)

Service Officer - Sgt. L. J. MacKay, USMC, 3rd
Military Police Battalion, Vietnam 1969 (Infantry)

Intelligence Officer - SP4 R. N. Shand, AUS, D
Battery, 5/2nd Arty, Vietnam 1969 (Dusters)

Inspector General - Sgt. R. L. Peragallo, USMC,
1st Battalion, 9th Marines, Vietnam 1966-67
(Infantry)

Board Member - Sgt. D. J. Sinclair, AUS, 716th
Military Police Battalion, Vietnam 1968-72 (Military
Police)

Board Member - Sgt. W.J. Turpin, AUS, 1/8 Inf.,
4th Infantry Division, Vietnam 1966-67 (Infantry)

Past President - SP4 M. L. Thomson, AUS
Retired, 3/4 CAV, 25th Infantry Division, Vietnam
19606-07 (Infantry)

Past President — ABEAN Dave Stewart. USN,
USS Kitty Hawk, V2AG, Vietnam 19064,065,-06(Flight
Deck Operations)
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NIGHT TERROR

(Doug Marsh, 1996-97)
Will this day be different then the others?

Dead-fired | step into a hot shower. The pulsating stream of water washes the unpleasant,
cold, sticky dampness off of my body. The steam opens my pores; the pain is ebbing and the
soothing heat begins to resurrect my ailing spirit. My muscles are relaxing; the aches are
subsiding. A piping hot bowl of ocatmeal ignites my inners. I'm alive. By God I'm alive!

My family awakens. Their commotion is a distant rumble in my ears. | avoid them. Their
presence unnerves me. Is there a chance that | might lose them? If | do will | feel any pain?
Will my heart explode, fall me contort my lame soul? Will | grieve their exit - if | lose them?

It's a short drive to work. | make it there. | have to. It's my duty. | understand duty: God and
country, Uncle Sam needs you, do what is expected of one, responsibility, apple pie, stand up
and die. Oh yes | learned all about duty when | was so very young.

Nothing out of the ordinary is happening. My ordinary were each moment is lost in thought: life,
death - the Nam. Always the Nam. Every one, everything reminds me of the Nam.

It's 1630 hours. Time to leave work. | arrive home tired but sleep is far off. There is little
conversation. Little? No, less than that. It's not that | don’t have anything to say. Far from it. It's
just that | can’t express myself. Or is it that | am uncomfortable with expressing my feelings?
Feeling? Do 1 have any feelings to express? This process goes on endlessly and it always
revolves around the Nam. The insanity, ridiculous insanity of dwelling on the Nam. Why
doesn’t it stop?

The Nam is worth talking about - that one event has so greatly effected the world - so | do, but
only to myself. With effort, | am able to reason an enlightened, provocative answer to any
question that | may ask. But the issues seem to be infinite and the solutions more arduous.

Exhaustion has set in but it’s not 2330 hours. Because | believe that it is imperative that |
establish a routine | force myself to stay awake. Order seems so natural. Spring, summer, fall
and winter have their schedule. Migrations, hibernations, leaves following, grass growing, the
universe has a defined routine. The little hand is on six, the big hand is on twelve: it's summer.
Time ticks by. Finally! It's 2330 hours. Thank God! | can go to bed.

| never sleep between sheets. It's too foreign. Instead | throw a comforter over me. The
comforter is worm, friendly, familiar. It's home.

As exhausted as | am it takes awhile to fall asleep. I'm anxious to sleep. | welcome it. | want it!
I'm falling. My mind is shutting down. The day is almost over....

“What the fuck?! It's so fucking dark, What the fuck are we doing out here anyway?” Is there a

moon? Are there stars? The jungle canopy is so thick and so high that no light has any hope in
hell of reaching us. But that’'s okay. My eyes are adjusting to this dark murky wretched jungle.
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The trail takes on the eerie appearance of a long ravenous snake, weighting down the ghostly
vegetation, slithering toward a dark foreboding pit, pulling us into its slimy stinking body.

“Fuck! What a fucking place to be. And | volunteered for this fucking shit.”
I’'m on point, acting like Odin the mighty war god.
“Who the fuck am | kidding, I'm scared shitless.”

It's so quiet. I'm afraid of making a noise. Slowly, slowly | edge forward. I'm practically on my
knees, My left hand is extended, sweeping the damp putrid air, arcing from the depths of
Hades to the skies of Zeus. Searching, the never ending searching for a trip wire. Death -
blinding light, bursting explosion. Death if my arm is to heavy.

“Fucking shit! Who the hell is the goddamn fucking asshole who decides where and when we
go on this stilt? Some goddamn motherfucking John Wayne shithead who spends his night
with some fucking #10 boom boom.”

My 16 is pointed at the jaws of this serpent. The safety is off. My finger is pressed against the
trigger. Death - fireflies flashing, the night gods laughing. Death if the light producing AKs
crackle the silence.

‘Tuck, | hope the shit doesn’t hit tonight. To fucking far from goddamn support. My fucking

bod will rot out here before they find it. What the fuck, don’t mean nothing anyway. Fucking
Tarzan dipshit asshole Captain. Captains - glory hungry fuckups. ‘Hey boonie rats do your

shit so that | can get my promotion and get the fuck out of this place. * Assholes!”

My sweat is dripping onto this hideous viper. | move lightly but even so | displace enough air
to chill my carcass to the bone.

My ass is tight. My eyes are piercing into the bowels of this hideous asp; my ears are
amplifying the silence and my nose is sniffing the putrid air.

I'm alert.

I’'m intoxicated with power. I'm God!

“I'm doing my shit motherfucker. Ain't no fucking gook going to get into my shit.”

“Fuck! What the fuck is that? Goddamn it, fuck, Jesus Christ, 4 fucking legs. Puck. Shit!”
“GOOKS!

“Goddamn bastards.”

My 16 raises....

| bolt out of bed. I'm on my feet. For a moment motionless. I'm soaked, cold, shaking. My
heart is racing and my feet struggle to catch up. | run from room to room. Searching?
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