Uncomfortable Plane Ride
	 The United States was helping South Vietnam defend itself from the communist North Vietnamese. I received orders in June of 1966 to be part of the 500 thousand American build up to that end. 	
	After spending a couple of weeks in St Louis, Missouri with my family, I waved goodby and boarded the plane to Hamilton Air Force Base just north of Sacramento, California. We spent the first day learning the customs and a few words and the second day one the range firing the M-16 rifle across a 300 yard field and the demonstration of the M-60 machine.
`	After the two days of training,  I boarded a large contracted  commercial plane with 250   United States Air Force personnel on board for the approximately 18 hour flight to South Vietnam. We stopped at Clark Air Force base in Manila, Philippines, for refueling and food and then off again for the final leg.
	The airmen aboard were somewhat quiet wondering about the destination. Some were reading; some quietly staring straight ahead; some talking to a fellow passenger; some dozing,  but everyone was thinking and wondering about what was coming.  Most of us had never served in a warzone. We knew about the 100 Americans who were returning home in a body bag daily. The war was indeed real and we were about to be a part of it.  
	Finally, the plane Captain announced that we would be arriving shortly at Tan Son Nhut Air Base in Saigon, South Vietnam and to fasten our seat belts. The time was getting close.  We knew we arrival was minutes away when the plane headed downward at a 45 degree angle instead of the usual 10 degree angle to avoid as much ground fire as possible. I could see the buildings and surrounded land as we got close to the ground until the wheels hit and we were rolling down the concrete runway leaning forward as the Captain reversed the engines to slow the plane down. 
	Everyone gathered up their carry on luggage and slowly made our way to the exit wondering about the future even more so now that we were about to step onto Vietamese ground. It was afternoon and the sun was shining and fortunately the representative was there  to greet me and drive me to the headquarters where I was introduced to the head United States air Force Civil Engineer for a briefing about the construction projects being planned for the different bases in South Vietnam.
	On the way to quarters, the new country was grabbing my senses. There were new sights, and sounds and smells coming from the food shops. Women wearing the Vietamese dress or the ao dai and shrimp over rice and other food recipes filled the air. This was to be where I would spend the next twelve months. Let it begin. 
	
