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Vanessa Valenzuela: Today’s date is November 8, 2016.  We are in Fresno, California, at the VA 

Central California Health Care System, with Royal Goodman.  He will be interviewed by 

Vanessa Valenzuela.  This interview is part of the Central California War Veterans Oral History 

Project.  The tape and transcript will be kept permanently at the Madden Library at California 

State University, Fresno.  

VV:  So I wanted to know when and where were you born? 

RG:  Chowchilla, California, and May (19) 1952.  

VV:  OK.  And tell me about your childhood and growing up. 

RG:  Well, my parents were farm workers.  We didn’t live on a farm, but they worked on a farm. 

They were always gone.  I had seven brothers and one sister.  I was the youngest, until I was 14, 

then we had another one.  Or, mom and dad had another one.  We had to do a lot of work around 

the house ‘cause mom and dad was gone a lot.  So we had to clean the house, cook for ourselves, 

all the way up through our childhood.  

VV:  OK. 

RG:  But it was a good childhood, it just, I didn’t see them a bunch because, about half a day a 

week, I saw both my mom and dad.  Because I got up on my own, I went to school, I came in 

from school and they were both gone.  They came back after I was in bed, so-- 

VV:  Oh yeah.  So did you end up getting a closer relationship with them later on? 
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RG:  I did afterwards, yeah.  

VV:  OK. 

RG:  I did probably, about 1973, I moved back to Madera after I got out of the Army.  And we, I 

got real close.  

VV:  OK, that’s nice.  What prompted you to enter the military, and you answered what branch 

that you served in, but what prompted you? 

RG:  I was 17.  In fact, [picks up a picture of his wife] that is my wife back in high school. [See 

Appendix, Item 1] 

VV:  Aw, so cute! 

RG:  Yeah, I had that made.  She was always, been a friend.  In fact, in kindergarten she used to 

come over and have cookies and milk after school, that’s how long I’ve known her. 

VV:  Wow!  

RG:  And, I was first-string football for four years, on varsity.  So I didn’t, in high school I didn’t 

really need someone to find a girlfriend for me, ‘cause I had ‘em.  And she was just a friend, you 

know, one of the guys, going out and partying on the weekends.  And when I was 16, a friend of 

mine said, “Royal.”  I said, “yeah?”  He said, “have a blind date.”  I said, “I don’t need a blind 

date.”  No, humor me, go on this one.  So we went over to her house, and I said, “this is Pat’s 

house.”  Well I know, that’s it.  OK, so she gets out, and she says, “you’re my date?”  And I said, 

“yeah I guess.”  So I went to the drive-in movie, and we’re with some other couples, and I 

looked over at her and thought, darn, I’ve never really seen her.  I mean she’s a good looking 

girl!  I never, she was just a guy.  

VV:  Yeah. 
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RG:  So I took her home, and I said, “how about tomorrow night?”  And she says, “I have a 

date.”  So again, I was 16.  When she left on the date, I followed her.  So she went to the 

drive-in, and I see this guy’s arm going around her, I was parked in back of her, or behind her, 

and she kept pushing it back and his arm went again.  Well I went over there, pulled him out 

through the window, and started to beat on him.  

VV:  Oh my god! 

RG:  So after six more months--nowadays they call that stalking, by the way.  But six more 

months, we became real close.  So I was 17 and a half, and she got pregnant.  And I’ve never 

liked to, charity or have someone to help us, so I thought, what can I do?  You know, I wanted to 

support the baby, I wanted to support her.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  So I went out and got a job.  I drove to L.A., Los Angeles, and I got a job as a security 

guard.  So they asked me, I look kind of old for my age, and they said, “you’re 21 aren’t you?” 

And I said, “well yeah.”  So I, we were going around, I was, on different housing projects.  You 

know, making sure at nighttime.  And the captain kept asking me, he says, “Royal, I need your 

birth certificate, you have to qualify for the .38 special.”  I said, “well I’ll bring that next week.” 

Well I got another month, six weeks.  He says, “if you don’t bring it tomorrow, you’re fired.”  So 

I went up to him and said, “fire me.”  He says, “why?”  I said, “I’m 17.”  He says, “oh my gosh!” 

So anyway, I went home, and I told her, I said we’re staying at my sister’s house.  I said, “I don’t 

know what we’re going to do.”  I said, “but give me a weekend.  Think about it.”  She says OK. 

So I thought and thought and thought.  I got hold of a bunch of buddies of mine, and we drank 

too much.  I woke up with a hangover on Sunday morning, and I thought OK, I have to get back 
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on track.  And I went walking home and I walk past a sign that says ‘Uncle Sam wants you.’  So 

I went in the recruiting office, and the first sign I saw was Army.  I said, “I want to join that.” 

He says OK.  So he’s filling out the paperwork, he says, “why?’  I said ’cause my girlfriend’s 

pregnant.  OK, well that’s good.  He said after you’re in, the Army or the government will take 

care of her.  I said OK, where do I sign?  He said, “I need your birth certificate.  How old are 

you?”  I said I just turned 17 and a half.  He says, “we need a signature from one of your 

parents.”  I said, you said one?  He said yes, I said OK.  So he says, “I’ll be out at the house 

tomorrow.”  I said OK, at 10 o’clock so mom and dad was there.  So that morning, that was the 

half a day I got to spend with them, I said, “I have to tell you guys something.”  They said, 

“what?”  I said, “Pat is pregnant.”  Oh my god!  I said, that’s OK.  And I know it’s mine, but I 

have to support ‘em.  So dad kind of sits back, and he’s looking at me and says, “OK Royal, 

what are you going to do?”  I said I thought about it.  I can’t work because I’m not even 18, so I 

want to join the Army.  And mom says, “No way!”  Dad says, well you’ve worked on the farm 

with me, when you start something you always finish, I said yes, he says, “have you thought 

about this?”  I said, “long and hard.”  He says, “I’ll sign for you.  So tell the recruiting office to 

come up.”  I said OK, they’ll be here in ten minutes.  So he shows up, and mom went into the 

other room.  She was crying.  So dad got the pen out, before he signed it he says, “I want to ask 

one question.”  He [recruiting officer] said, “what?”  He said, “my other son just got home from 

Vietnam, and he’s a total wreck.  Would he have to go?”  And he says no, because his girlfriend 

is pregnant, and he’s the father.  This was in February of 1970.  I went into basic training at Ford 

Ord.  In fact, that’s a funny story.  A week before I graduated, which was in April, well it was 

April 24 of 1970, we just had a 12-mile speed march, and I mean we were drug through mud, 
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and I was just tired.  So the lieutenant came by, and said, “Pvt. Goodman, report to the post 

commander.”  And I thought, oh no they caught me, you know, slowing down.  

VV:  Oh yeah. 

RG:  So I reported into this general, colonel, so I said “Pvt. Goodman reporting sir.”  He said, “I 

have information from the Red Cross.”  I thought, oh my god!  My dad, there’s something 

wrong!  I said, “what happened?”  He said, “well I have something to read you.”  So he pulls out 

this piece of paper, he said, “you are a proud father of a baby girl, 21-inches long, 7 and a half 

pounds.”  And I said, “sir.”  And I forgot all about, you know, her being pregnant.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  I said, “what are you saying?”  He said, “you’re a dad.”  

VV:  Mhm. 

RG:  So I thought, that’s right!  I am!  

VV:  I forgot! 

RG:  Yeah!  So I thought, well could I go home?  And he says oh no, you can’t go home.  I says, 

why?  He says, “you have to directly report.”  He says, “we’ll give you a weekend pass but you 

have to go to Virginia for training.”  So she was born prematurely, so she wasn’t quite 

developed.  So I got to see her through a glass.  That was in April--well she was born on the 24 

of April, so that was about the 27 of April in ‘70.  So I saw her through a glass and they held her 

up, but she was in an incubator and tubes.  So then I left.  I went to (Fort Belvoir) Virginia for 

four months, three months, four months.  And that’s during the Vietnam time.  

VV:  Yeah. 
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RG:  And we’re getting ready to graduate from there, and I was a mechanic.  So when you know 

that the orders are posted, they put it up on a bulletin board, with all your names and then you see 

where you’re going.  

VV:  OK.  

RG:  So I mean there was just boards after board after board.  So I’m looking and you see this 

one name, Vietnam.  The next name, Vietnam.  Vietnam, Vietnam, Vietnam, Vietnam, Korea. 

Vietnam, Vietnam, Vietnam, Vietnam, Vietnam, Germany.  Vietnam Vietnam.  So I looked and 

my name was on Vietnam.  So I went, I said I’m not, to the post commander, I said, “I’m not 

backing out, but I was told that since my wife was pregnant, I wouldn’t have to go.”  He said, 

“they’ll tell you anything to get you in the Army.”  

VV:  Oh wow. 

RG:  I said OK.  So I got to go home for a weekend.  She went back in the hospital.  I still wasn’t 

able to hold her.  She was--May, June, July--four months old then.  So I left, and I guess, six 

months while I was over there, I’m getting too fast here.  Well I’ll tell you that.  I was over there 

six months and we were able to go on R & R, where we meet the wife.  So we planned to meet in 

Hawaii.  So she got tickets, I got tickets.  And I was in a jungle, and they shipped me back to the 

rear to clean up and go.  So the night before I sit up all night thinking, if I see my wife and I see 

my daughter, I’ll be a deserter, because I won’t go back.  I mean how could I go back to this?  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  So I made an emergency phone call and cancelled.  Well she almost divorced me over that.  

VV:  Oh man. 

RG:  Yeah, yeah.  
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VV:  That’s a really tough situation. 

RG:  Oh yeah.  It’s still a sore subject after 47 years of marriage.  It’s still a bad subject.  So 

after, I’m still getting a little bit ahead here.  So after I got home, I was afraid to go home.  But 

that’s another story, so I’ll stop right there with that.  

VV:  So that’s everything that happened, like at the beginning at least.  

RG:  Yes, at the beginning, yes.  

VV:  OK.  Man, that’s a lot.  So you told me you underwent basic training at Fort Ord, and that 

was in 1970. 

RG:  Yes. 

VV:  OK.  So I have that.  You told me a little bit about basic training.  Is there anything else that 

you went through-- 

RG:  In basic training? 

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  I loved it. 

VV:  You loved it? 

RG:  Oh yeah.  Back in those days, I didn’t like the part where I was a bigger person than most 

of them. Well, I’m still big.  Where I’m slower than everyone else, as far as running and the 

exercise.  I was strong, but I couldn’t do a hundred pushups.  So I’ll never forget in basic 

training, our drill instructor was about 6 foot 7 [inches], a big African-American, his shoes 

must’ve been size 15, the guy was gigantic.  I looked like a little boy compared to him.  And he 

had this big beer belly.  And at nighttime, we used to peek inside his room at the end of the 

barracks, and he’d be downing whiskey and beer.  But anytime he would ask one of us to do 
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exercises, he would do it with us.  And this guy, he’ll say, “well get out there and do 20 

pushups!”  and you’re doing ‘em, and he’s right there and he’s going up and down.  He’ll tell the 

next guy the same thing and do it again.  But one day I was doing pushups, and oh I was tired. 

And he was screaming at me.  He said, “you think you’re tired now?”  So he made me run, come 

back and do pushups again.  And my arms just wouldn’t push me up.  He says, “I’ll help.”  He 

kicked me, brought me up off the ground, dropped me probably, I don’t want to exaggerate, five 

foot, and I cracked my ribs.  So I landed, and I couldn’t breathe, and he says, “now maybe that’ll 

help.”  He says, “now do 20.”  Well at that time you don’t want to say you’re going to the medic. 

I mean you don’t.  So I did, and I was spitting blood up, that’s how bad it was.  

VV:  Oh my god. 

RG:  So he looked at me, and he’s down there like that and says, “you want to go to the medical, 

sissy?”  “No drill sergeant!”  And he had me do more.  And then he had me low crawl through 

rocks, and I cut myself up.  “You want to go to the medic now?”  “No drill sergeant!”  OK!  So 

after the day I went to the medic, and I said, “I just want to make sure you’re not going to 

mention this to anybody.”  “No.”  I said, well check this.  I had a big bruise.  He says, “all we 

can do is tape it up.”  So he taped it up and that was it.  But that was my highlight of basic.  

VV:  A highlight! 

RG:  Another highlight.  About two weeks, I guess two weeks before we graduated, me and 

another two or three guys went to Monterey for the weekend.  We got a pass.  We got sunburnt, 

bad.  I mean bad.  We were just beet red.  So we came in late Sunday night, we had hangovers, 

we drank too much.  So we’re standing at formation, and here comes the drill instructor.  So 

we’re standing there, and like I said I’m beet red, he’s, you could have your hand this close, you 
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could feel the heat.  So he walked up to this first guy and says, “why you red?”  And my buddy 

yelled out, “sir!  We went to Monterey for the weekend!”  He says, “and why you red?”  He 

says, “sir!  I got sunburned!”  He went and slapped him on the back.  The guy dropped down to 

his knees and started crying.  He took his hand on the guy’s chest and started rubbing it.  Well 

the guy passed out from the pain.  So he came over to my buddy next to me, asked him, “is this 

sunburned?  You want to go to the medic?”  “Yes drill sergeant!”  He says, “I’ll give you 

something to go to the medic about!”  And he took his hand on his back, hand on his stomach, 

and just slapping him.  And I’m shaking.  He comes to me and says, “why are you red?”  I said, 

“Drill sergeant, I’m Indian!”  He says, “you’re not sunburnt?”  “No drill sergeant!”  I thought, 

here it comes!  Then he went, wham!  Wham!  He says, “do you like it?”  I said, “I love it! 

Please give me more!”  I’m standing there, I got tears rolling down.  Anyway, he let me slide, 

and he went down to another guy that was sunburnt, and the guy says, “before you hit me, I have 

to go to the medic.”  And I’ll never forget this.  He says, well on the one side you have your 

name on your fatigues, and on this side it says U.S. Army.  He says, “do you know what U.S. 

Army stands for?”  And the guy says, well the kid says no.  “It stands for Uncle Sam Ain’t 

Release Me Yet.  So what I’m sayin’ is that anyone that falls out for sunburn, they’ll be court 

martialed because you’re destroying government property.  ‘Cause you are owned by the 

government.  So you just destroyed property without my permission.”  And he turned around and 

looked at me and I was just looking straight forward.  I’m not saying a word.  So that was 

another highlight.  But I really liked basic.  I wanted to become a drill instructor.  

VV:  And did you ever?  Or-- 

RG:  No.  I went to Vietnam and too many things happened, and all I wanted to do was get out.  
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VV:  OK.  Yeah.  I feel like that tends to happen.  

RG:  It does.  

VV:  If you want, you can describe an average day at basic training.  

RG:  About 4:30--let me back up a little bit.  At induction, in the first day you’re there you come 

in clothes like this.  And they give you clothes, and you shave your hair, or they cut your hair. 

Now I’ll never forget, I was in line at the barbershop, the Army barber, and here’s this guy 

sitting there.  And this was back in the hippie days, you know, 70’s.  Guy’s got hair down to 

here.  So he’s in the chair like this.  So the barber says, “how would you like this cut?”  He says, 

“oh just take a little bit off here, you know, kind of get it close to the ears.”  The barber says OK 

and goes buzz.  So he shows him in the mirror and says, “how would you like the rest of it?” 

And the guy just started bawling.  So he asked me, and I said, “oh no, shave it off, whatever you 

want.”  Average day is, 5 o’clock in the morning.  Drill instructor used to take--what did he 

have?  A flashlight or a baton, I can’t remember.  He grabbed the metal lid off the trashcan, 4:30, 

five in the morning, come walking through the barracks, banging it.  From the time he banged it, 

you had to get out of bed, make your bed, get dressed, shave, get--be standing in formation in 18 

minutes.  

VV:  Oh man. 

RG:  Yeah.  If your bed isn’t right, you’re going to have to make your bed another 20 times, 

‘cause he’s going to rip it apart.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  If you’re late for formation, they make all of you do extra running.  So everyone hates you 

after that.  If you don’t shave, and I mean all we had was peach fuzz, I mean nothing really to 
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shave, he would go along with a magnifying glass to make sure that you did shave that day.  First 

off, we would do a run, normally called a speed march where you’d run uphill, and you’re able 

to walk fast downhill, to rest.  They call that rest.  And usually 10 to 12 miles each morning. 

And then you go to breakfast.  Now breakfast, I was kind of a particular eater.  They had 

powdered scrambled eggs, and you’d take a bite, and you’d get a taste of the powder.  I mean it 

wasn’t really mixed well.  They had a lot of, what do you call them, grits.  I don’t like grits. 

Some kind of freeze dried bacon.  Sausage was hard.  Lunch, every once in awhile they’d have a 

good lunch.  But the first day eating, I was starving to death the first day.  I mean I was starving. 

I mean I had breakfast, I didn’t eat it all.  Had lunch, I didn’t eat it all.  So here’s dinner.  They 

have spinach, I hate spinach.  I still hate spinach.  They had mashed potatoes out of a mix. 

Gravy that you could put on your spoon, turn it upside down and it wouldn’t leave.  Sometimes 

we didn’t know what the meat was.  So I didn’t eat that night.  Well all night long I was starving. 

Next morning, I mean, look at the eggs again and you see all this powder on it so I didn’t eat. 

The second day lunch, I had a little bit.  With dinnertime, I had no strength.  So I’m sitting there 

looking at dinner, spinach again, and I’m trying to figure out what kind of meat that is.  So here’s 

this guy sitting across from me, just eating like this.  So the guy asks, “how long you been here?” 

I said, “this is my second day.”  He said, “I’ve been here a week.”  He said, “I’m going to give 

you a little bit of advice.”  I said OK.  He said, “take your glass” of water or whatever it was, 

“put it in your left hand.  Take your fork, cut up everything and mix it all up.  So after you mix 

up the mashed potatoes and meat or whatever, take a bite--don’t smell--take a bite and take a 

drink to get it down with.”  He says, “then you can eat it all.”  So I stirred it up, and it worked. 
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So then there’s other people that didn’t eat, so I’m pulling their plates over.  So I had enough to 

eat. 

VV:  For two days! 

RG:  Yeah!  But everyday in the breakfast, someone wouldn’t eat something so I’d grab it. 

‘Cause man, I’ll tell you what, I was starving to death.  But there was a speed march before 

breakfast, and then mostly in basic it’s training, sitting in classrooms.  Sitting in a classroom, you 

couldn’t slouch down, I mean you had to sit like this [sits up straight].  You had to line up your 

heads with everyone there.  If you’re getting ready to write, you have to, there’d usually be one 

of them, the drill instructor will say, “write.”  That means you can bend over and write.  And 

then when you’re done writing, he sees everyone, you have to stay down ‘till he says, “back up.” 

And you have to be in line, so you have to keep looking down to make sure you’re aligned.  If 

not, he’ll come behind you and slap you in the head.  And at nighttime, there would be some 

kind of exercises of course.  And then if they come in while you’re gone, and look at your 

bunk--now your bunk, if it isn’t perfect, it’s going to be ripped apart, he’s going to pull the 

mattress out, and he’s going to look for things.  So all you have is your bunk.  You have your 

wall locker to hang up your uniforms, and you have a foot locker.  Now there’s a diagram of 

where to put everything in the foot locker and in the wall locker.  You can’t have more or you 

can’t have less.  And I’ll never forget this.  An inch of an eighth, each hanger has to be from each 

other.  I mean I’m out with a ruler every night.  The sleeves on a uniform have to be going one 

way, even on the inside so you have to reach in and make sure the sleeves are going the right 

way.  Oh yeah.  If your hanger is bent, and you didn’t order one, they will say that you destroyed 
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government property.  I’ll never forget, I never really liked candy until they said we couldn’t 

have it.  

VV:  Oh. 

RG:  I wanted it.  So we went to, one day we had a, what they call a 30 minute PX run.  The PX 

was probably about from here to the far end of the parking.  So they said, “you have 30 minutes 

from--”  He says, “I’m going to tell you in one minute when the time’s ready.  You have 30 

minutes to get over there, get your supplies, have your beers or whatever you want, and back 

here.”  So we’re all standing here like that, we have our money ready.  We have to go over and 

get toothbrush, or toothpaste.  And then they have beer and candy.  Now you already know you 

can’t have candy.  I used to just go over there and buy a bag of it.  Well I’d hide it.  I’d hide it 

inside my pockets and in the locker or whatever.  And if they find it, you’re in bad shape.  And, 

another story.  They wanted to make sure you change your boots every day.  So you had two 

pairs of boots, one pair of boots you wore Monday, Wednesday, and Friday.  Second pair was 

Tuesday, Thursday, Saturday.  And they want to make sure you change.  So what you do, is we 

had everyone take some white, it was like a fingernail polish, and on the heels of one boot, you’d 

put a dot.  So on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday, the drill instructor could look behind you, and 

he should see white dots.  If you don’t wear the one with dots, you get kicked.  Well once a 

week, or once every two weeks, you’d have what they call a G.I. inspection, which you have to 

look perfect for the post commander.  And if you look better than everyone else, you get extra 

rights.  Well when you’re out low crawling in mud and rocks, you ruin your boots.  So stupid 

me, I have a way to make my boots perfect.  So what I did was I had my wife send me one of 

those white stick, stick ‘em things that look, I mean they’re just stickers but they’re white. 
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VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  She sent me a roll of those in an envelope.  So stupid me, I take one pair of boots, I take 

one pair of boots and put little stickers on there, for Monday.  And then Tuesday I take them off. 

Wednesday I put them on.  So when I went out for G.I. inspection, my boots were almost brand 

new, the ones that I wore.  I mean I’d just sit there and spit shine ‘em.  Well the drill instructor 

noticed.  He says, “why are your boots so shiny?”  I said, “sir, I stayed up most of the night and 

spit shined them, just for you sir!”  He said OK, all right.  So every day he’d be looking at my 

boots, and I had the ones with no dot.  Well it rained one day.  One of the dots came off, right 

next to the heel.  Oh, did I get in trouble.  Boy did I get in trouble.  So after that I put little circles 

on my boots and I did it like everyone else.  Then I tried, he said my bunk wasn’t tight enough. 

So stupid me, always looking for a shortcut.  We had a sheet and another sheet and a wool 

blanket.  Well we would get under the bunks and pull the blanket so tight, that that’s what he 

wanted to see.  So stupid me, while I was at the barracks I got some of those, we call them rubber 

snubbers, they’re like little rubber things with hooks.  Well I took my sheet off, and hid it, so I 

just had the bottom sheet and the wool blanket.  I put holes in the blanket, and I’m holding it 

together underneath.  Well he noticed my bunk was better looking than everyone else, and he 

looked under it.  I was up all night, I had to make my bed, let’s see.  He was sitting there 

drinking beer, sitting in a chair watching me, and I had to make my bunk, then I had to take it all 

apart, make it again, take it apart.  I did that until about 4 o’clock in the morning.  

VV:  Oh my god!  

RG:  And he’s sitting there drinking beer.  So finally he says OK, you’re good.  So I had to make 

my bunk, and as soon as I fell asleep, he woke us all up.  Oh I was dragging that night.  
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VV:  Oh no.  

RG:  Let’s see, what else did he do?  I really enjoyed it.  Not at the time.  But to think about it 

now, it was really something.  Trying to think of what else he did. 

VV:  And what was his name? 

RG:  Sgt. Moore, I’ll never forget it.  He was, like I said, about 6 foot 7.  He made me look like 

just a--oh!  One day, that’s right.  I was there about two weeks, standing in formation, and he 

asked for volunteers.  And he said, “now the people that stay behind, I need someone that knows 

how to type.  The rest of you’s going to speed march.”  So me and two other guys, stupid us, 

well I know how to type like this.  So he says, “you guys know how to type?”  “Yes drill 

sergeant.”  He says, “great, now you take off.”  I’m thinking ha-ha!  So after everyone’s gone, he 

says, “okay I want you guys to go to the supply room, and they have some boxes waiting for you. 

I want you to bring them all out here and put them in front of the barracks.” OK.  So we went, 

and we got three boxes.  So we had to carry them out.  And the side of them said toothbrush and 

toothpaste.  It was just boxes I guess.  So he says, “OK, now I want you guys to go get a ladder.” 

And we have one waiting, I’m thinking OK?  So it was a big extension ladder, and I think the 

barracks were three story, you know.  So we got the ladders.  He says again, “you guys know 

how to type?”  “Yes drill sergeant.”  OK, open up box one and here’s all these toothbrushes.  He 

says, “now open up box two.”  OK.  And it’s toothpaste.  He says, “again, you know how to 

type?”  “Yes drill sergeant.”  He says, “take the toothpaste out, put it on the toothbrush.”  OK. 

He said, “I want you guys to go until this side of the barracks is clean.”  So what I hear you 

saying is, with the toothbrush and the toothpaste, you want to scrub the barracks?  He says, 
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“yes.”  What that has to do with typing, I don’t know.  It took us 4 days, and I was falling asleep 

on the ladder.  One time I fell, but luckily I was only about 6 foot up.  

VV:  Oh my god.  

RG:  I used to put my arm through the ladder and my leg, and rest, and then when I hear 

something I’m like this.  My arms were so sore.  He let us eat, I think it was dinner, he let us 

have dinner, and we had to go back out there.  So all the guys coming in from the speed march 

were laughing at us.  So all night long, we’re out there, and he knew we had to sleep or 

something.  And during the day while all these other guys were eating or studying, we had to 

catch up with all that too.  If we didn’t do the exercises, we had to do it on our own time.  So we 

had to catch up 4 days from “typing,” as he calls it, cleaning the barracks.  

VV:  Oh my gosh.  So you had to do like, more work than everybody else.  

RG:  What that had to do with type, I still today don’t know but-- 

VV:  You’ll never know.  

RG:  Now I’ll never know.  

VV:  And how do you spell his last name? 

RG:  M-O-O-R-E.  

VV:  OK, just wanted to make sure.  Let’s see, what was your specialty in the military? 

RG:  52 BRAVO, which was generator mechanic.  

VV:  OK.  Did you want to do that when you got into it? 

RG:  No, that was all that was left.  They tell you what you’re going to do.  

VV:  OK. 
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RG:  Supposedly you do tests, like, I don’t know what they call it in college, where you do a test 

so the counselor kind of knows you’re better at this than this.  

VV:  Oh yeah. 

RG:  Whatever it’s called.  

VV:  It kind of places you. 

RG:  Yeah, placement tests.  I guess they said I would be a generator mechanic.  

VV:  OK. 

RG:  So that was what they call my MOS.  

VV:  Did you like that? 

RG:  Yeah it was pretty cool.  In AIT, which in Fort Belvoir, Virginia, after basic, we’re working 

generators the size of this room.  It’s pretty interesting.  

VV:  Dang, that’s a big generator.  

RG:  Yeah. 

VV:  Do you think basic training taught you all you needed to know? 

RG:  For? 

VV:  For the job you were expected to do.  

RG:  Well the job was going to Vietnam.  That was the job.  All I thought I knew, they did teach 

you a lot.  Part of the training was bayonet training, where on the end of the rifle you had a knife. 

We didn’t get that close. 

VV:  OK. 

RG:  In fact, we had it on our side because it was so heavy to carry on the rifle.  To get us ready 

for the job, most of it was mental training.  I did learn a lot about the mentality of completing a 
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job.  Think about what you have to do before, during, and after.  All I needed to know about the 

job, because the job was going to be for the next year, not even close.  

VV:  Not at all? 

RG:  Not even close.  No.  If you went to school for 20 years and it was all on combat, talking 

about the enemy, talking about warfare, rifles, special operations, all of that.  When you get 

there, you don’t know anything.  Your whole survivorship, if that’s a word, is to come home in 

one piece.  They did not get you ready for that.  I did an interview when I was in San Jose for the 

San Jose Mercury News.  Guy was doing columns all the time and he called me and he wanted to 

do an interview.  And he asked me, he says, about the same thing, “the training that you got to go 

overseas for combat, how ready were you?”  I said I was pretty ready.  Mentality I was, they 

taught you how to take a rifle and take it apart, hang it upside down, blindfolded, in the dark. 

And you could put it together, I mean quick.  You learned all that, but once you set foot over 

there, and you see your first kill, it’s, it’s, you want to be able to come home.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  And that’s, they don’t train you for that.  They don’t.  Hopefully that answers your 

question. 

VV:  Yeah it does.  So it’s pretty much all on you.  

RG:  Yes.  It’s on you and the person next to you.  Because you have to depend on him also, as 

he has to depend on you.  That’s really important.  

VV:  What were your feelings and attitudes about the military when you joined? 
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RG:  I wanted to be a drill instructor.  I wanted to be able to sit around and tell stories like this. 

Stories that have happy endings.  Stories to be able to share with my wife and my kids, my 

grandkids, and in another two months, my great-granddaughter.  I’m getting real close to that.  

VV:  Congratulations. 

RG:  Thank you.  In fact her mother, two tours in Iraq.  

VV:  Oh wow.  

RG:  Yeah.  It just, it’s--go back to the question, I lost my whole train of thought here.  

VV:  No worries.  What were your feelings and attitudes about the military when you joined the 

service? 

RG:  When I joined, I wanted to go in, do a good job and possibly make a career out of it.  That 

was my feelings.  

VV:  OK.  And we know as of earlier, that that changed. 

RG:  Yes.  

VV:  OK.  So we know where you were assigned.  What was it like overseas and where did you 

go? 

RG:  We first got on the plane, in fact I’ll back up a little bit.  I was supposed to, I couldn’t see 

my daughter again.  That was in Chowchilla Hospital.  That was in August 1970.  My brother, in 

fact I told you earlier that he just got home from Vietnam, I think a year, two years before I went. 

He was at, I can’t remember where he was.  Close to Fort Lewis, Washington.  And that’s where 

I had to report before I left.  So I reported two days early, and I wanted to ask him what am I 

going to expect.  And he was infantry also.  So we sit there for two days and we talked a lot, and 

drank a lot.  Talked a lot more and drank again.  And he told me stories that just--again, I’m 18 
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years old.  At that time he was 23, 24.  Four, five years older than me.  Five years.  He told me 

stories, I’m sitting there thinking, oh man.  So now you have to think of a kid like me, I had a 

wife then, ‘cause I married her.  I married her in December, two months before I went to basic. 

So I had her and a daughter.  Every night people take this for granted.  I have clean sheets, 

there’s a real good chance of me walking outside and not getting shot.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  Yeah.  There’s three meals a day sitting on the table.   I’m kept warm in the winter, cool in 

the summer.  I can go across the street, I can go places, I can get on the phone, I can get on the 

computer.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  And then, you see that’s, when I left in February--March, April, May, June, July--so six 

months later, that’s all gone.  And now you’re put in a place like that.  So back to my brother. 

Phil told me stories that I thought he was kidding.  I really did.  So he took me to Fort Lewis, 

where I was processing out, and the plane landed that was going to take us.  I’ll never forget, it 

was United Airlines.  And I started to walk away, and he yelled at me, he says, “hey bro!”  I said, 

“yeah?”  He said, “you know those stories I was telling you the last two days?”  I smiled and said 

yeah.  He said, “multiply them by ten.”  And I’m waiting for him to smile, and he didn’t.  Now 

I’m scared.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  So we get on the plane, and we’re flying away, and some people it’s their second tour or 

third tour.  And I’m hearing stories in the plane.  Back then you could smoke in the plane and 

have a drink.  So I’m hearing stories and I’m thinking wow, this, this is happening.  So the guy 
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sitting next to me, he asks, “hey do you want a cigarette?”  I said, “you know, I don’t--yes I do.” 

‘Cause I knew, more than likely I wouldn’t come home.  I knew it.  So that’s when I started 

smoking, when I was barely 18.  So we flew, I think we went to, I think Japan first.  I’m not 

really sure.  We went to Japan.  Then we landed on this small island, and I thought this was it. 

But it was Wake Island.  And the smell, the scent, the humid, I’m thinking boy, I hope ‘Nam’s 

not worse than this.  And when we got up on the plane, we flew, and we landed there.  And they 

opened the door, oh the scent, just everything, it just kind of hit you.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  You’re thinking, wow.  I’m here.  So we walk out, and we land in a place call Bien Hua, 

and we’re processing.  It takes about 4 or 6 days.  And then you look for your orders, and it says 

you’re going to a place called Phuoc Vinh.  So we landed in Phuoc Vinh, and we’re sitting there, 

and another day of processing.  So they said, “OK, the one’s with the MOS,” which is your 

training for generator mechanic, and they said, by that time I was Pvt. 1st Class, they said, “Pvt. 

Goodman over here.”  I thought OK, cool.  So they show us these generators and I’m thinking 

man, this is cool.  I can work on the big generator, actually work on ‘em, and we work eight to 

five, Monday through Friday.  You go and get back in your hooch, which is a big building with 

partitions up about like this, and there’s four small beds in each.  And they actually have a mess 

hall, that you can go eat in.  So after the first day, I thought, I can do this for a year.  I mean they 

gave us $160 a month of hazardous duty pay, which, back then was a lot of money.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  I’m thinking eight to five working Monday through Friday?  A year won’t be anything! 

And at nighttime I’ll never forget, after we eat we’d get some beers and sit on top of the hooch, 
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and we would look out and everyone would say, “yeah that’s Cambodia out there.”  And we’re 

looking, you can’t really see anything.  Every once in awhile you’d see a flash of a bomb.  I’m 

thinking wow, that’s cool man.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  You know, this is, this is Vietnam!  I’m in a war!  So then it’s about 10 o’clock and I’m 

getting tired, so we go to bed, get our six, seven hours of sleep.  Get up, take a shower.  Go to 

work.  I’m thinking man, this is cool, I can do this.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  And then about a week later, that’s when everything, hell broke loose.  And they woke us 

up in the middle of the night, and said, “everyone go to the supply room” and they gave us an 

M16 and a grenade launcher and bags and you know, backpacks and helmets.  I’m thinking 

maybe this is another training.  So we get on the helicopters, and we’re on these Hueys, which 

are big helicopters, you ever heard of helicopters go through, and they go chop chop chop? 

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  That’s a Huey, we call them choppers.  

VV:  OK. 

RG:  That’s because the chop in the air.  So we just pile up on this helicopter, and we take off. 

So I’m thinking more training, this is pretty cool.  So we get to an area, and it just turns black, I 

mean it’s nighttime but it’s just black, black.  And they’re about treetop level, and they stop and 

hear gunshots.  I’m thinking, again it’s training.  You know there’s someone out there shooting 

close to us.  

VV:  Yeah. 
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RG:  And then they throw rope ladders down each side, they said, “everyone off.”  So we’re 

taking our M16, I’m thinking wow, this is cool, you know?  So I start going down and the guy 

above me gets hit and almost knocks me down the ladder.  Well I came down that ladder so fast, 

I mean I burned my hands, I went down so fast.  And at that time, most of us, we just buried our 

head in the mud.  We didn’t want any part of this.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  And one guy was whispering and he says, “Cambodia.”  So I waited for daylight, and I 

guess it was the, what do you call them, sergeant in charge, he came over and he was doing roll 

call.  So he’s saying, you know we’re going to have to go over here, and do this, I say, “well 

sergeant, you know, I got a generator I gotta fix tomorrow.”  He says, “well you belong to the 1st 

Cavalry.”  I said yes I do.  OK.  He said, “you’ve just been assigned to temporary station.”  I 

said, “what station is that?”  He said, “9th Infantry.”  “No.  My schooling is a mechanic.”  He 

says, “great.  See that guy over there?  He’s a cook.”  You’re kidding!  He says, “no, we’re not.” 

Now I’m scared.  

VV:  Oh man. 

RG:  And it started that way, and 11 months later they picked us up.  

VV:  So you were in Cambodia the whole time? 

RG:  Yes.  

VV:  More or less? 

RG:  For those 11 months, yes.  

VV:  OK.  Man, the cook. 

RG:  Yeah.  When they need people, they need ‘em.  
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VV:  They really do.  So can you walk me through a typical day at the point that you described, 

when you had to be with all of them?  

RG:  OK.  It would be about, they would assign, they had point men, in other words someone 

that was, would walk in front.  Then there was also a radio man, from one squad of 30 people, 

and then a squad over here of 30 people.  So we know which, where each squad is.  Then there 

would be a radio between us, or a radio for both of us, I mean.  We would go out on what we call 

CAs, or combat assaults.  Where we would go out farther in a jungle, and helicopters or 

intelligence would say we need to overcome this sector, or this territory, I guess you call it.  So 

we would go out, and there’d be probably about 30, 35 of us.  And we used to, every 10 days, 

come back to regroup, relax, make sure your canteens and everything you have, food, and all 

this.  Well I found out that after about four or five times going out, the reason that most of us 

went in groups coming back were ‘cause the rest were in plastic bags.  So about minimum, about 

a third of us came back in bags.  

VV:  Oh man. 

RG:  Yeah, and I thought OK, this is real.  This is not playing around no more.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  And that was a typical day.  A typical day is being in one area, trying to camouflage 

yourself so you won’t be seen.  So you have to figure that 24-hours-a-day, number one is you 

have the mentality or thinking, any second you can blow up.  Be blown up.  Any second you can 

get hit.  Any second you can have a limb blown off.  Any second you can stand on a landmine. 

Any second you can be surrounded.  And when you hear those choppers come over, they’re 

usually coming over for surveillance, they’re coming over to pick up the wounded, or they’re 
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coming over to drop people off, more or less.  And then you start waiting for those noises 

because you think maybe it’s time for you to go.  And after a month, I’m thinking maybe they’re 

coming for me.  ‘Cause over there you don’t talk about what day it is.  You don’t want to know. 

You know I was thinking it was Christmas, 1970.  And it was already March of ‘71, because you 

don’t talk about it.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  But a typical day is hiding, defending yourself, helping your brother.  And every veteran 

that comes in here that I help is my brother.  You have to figure, 24-hours-a-day you don’t have 

a bed to lay down in.  You don’t have a mess hall to go to.  Sometimes your friend or your 

brother can be five foot from you, and you don’t hear him or see him for eight hours.  You’re 

afraid to talk to him.  He’s afraid to talk to you.  You know, there’s people that talk about, in fact 

I’ve had a lot of people, they’ll tell me “I’m a Vietnam vet” and I go “really?  Were you on the 

frontline?”  So whatever answer they give you is proof that they’re not a Vietnam vet.  There 

was no frontline.  There’s not like the redcoats and the bluecoats, you know, you stand there and 

you shoot each other.  There is no frontline.  You don’t know if this is your enemy or your 

friend.  They had a lot of what they call friendly fire, where you shoot the wrong people, and the 

wrong people shoot you.  There’s a lot of thinking going on because you’re trying to overcome 

this, having this scent of death, and that’s something that now, ever since that day, ever since that 

year, it seemed like 20 years I was there in one year.  I have never seen another dead body and I 

won’t.  When my mom and dad died, I didn’t go up and view them, I don’t do that.  And that’s a 

reason for it, ‘cause the smell, the picture of it, I just, it still today really gets me.  

VV:  Yeah. 
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RG:  But typical day, back at that.  I keep getting off track.  Sitting in a foxhole, hearing noises 

out there.  In fact the Viet Cong used to, they knew we called them Charlie.  That was a slang for 

Viet Cong, North Vietnamese.  And you would hear them in the middle of the night, you know 

just like if you’re out in the country, and it’s dark, you can hear noises for, you know someone 

talking from almost a mile away.  Over there you used to hear “ay Charlie, this is Charlie. 

Tonight you die.  And then I go home, and mama-san and baby-san, I take care of them.  But 

tonight, you die.  I know where you are.”  Now this is an 18 year old kid, kids, that are sitting 

there shaken.  So if someone comes and jumps in the hole with you, do you shoot ‘em?  You 

can’t see ‘em.  Do you hit ‘em?  Do you hit ‘em with the butt of the gun?  Or do you wait to see 

if they’re going to shoot you?  That’s most of the day.  So every second you’re thinking, this is 

it.  This is it.  I got hit one time, we had incoming, in other words they walked mortars in.  And 

the way they used to do it, if you’re on guard duty, like this is the guard shack, this is the 

perimeter line and you’re over here, what they would do is they would shoot a mortar here, and 

then they know they have to go this way.  So then they shoot another mortar here.  OK now 

they’re ready.  So they can go right, they know how to position.  

VV:  Mhm. 

RG:  Well we had mortars coming in, and they lined ‘em up, so we took off.  When we came off, 

we hit a tripwire, which was white phosphorus.  White phosphorus was in a big barrel, that when 

you hit a tripwire, it blows the end off.  White phosphorus is compressed and when it hits 

oxygen, it blows, and it blows into balls of fire.  If a big enough ball hits your arm, it might take 

an hour but it would burn its way through.  All I saw was a white flash.  I was blind for about six 

weeks.  
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VV:  Oh my gosh.  

RG:  Yeah.  I woke up and I was blind.  I was in, I think I was in Japan.  And you talk about 

someone that was scared, I was scared.  They had to keep me sedated, ‘cause I was, I was going 

crazy.  So finally after many weeks, I was able to see again.  They started taking bandages off, 

but I was hooked on pain medication.  I was going through withdrawals.  They weaned, thank 

god they weaned me off of them before I got out.  This was after I was there about five months, 

and I thought, I’m going home.  They took me, they sent me back out into the field, ‘cause I was 

able to see again.  Kind of.  So typical day.  I remember hiding in bushes, because we knew there 

was NVA coming on each side.  I remember hiding in a swamp to where I was breathing, in 

mud, through bamboo that was sticking out of the mud.  I don’t know if you have ever 

experienced total real darkness.  You should sometime.  It’s, I won’t say it’s fun, it’s not.  Total 

darkness is if you shut the door and you black everything out, and it’s capsuled where there’s no 

noise.  You can stand there, look at the door, and they can shut the door, and within thirty 

minutes you don’t know where the door is.  You would think it’s over here, over here, that’s total 

real darkness.  If you’re in mud, swamp mud, and you’re breathing out of a bamboo straw, if you 

will.  You have leeches crawling on you, and other things.  You know the enemy is close.  You 

don’t know when to come up.  You don’t know if it’s been an hour.  You don’t know if it’s been 

five minutes.  You don’t know if it’s been a day.  You do know if you come up prematurely, 

you’ll die.  You don’t want to stay down too long because they’ll think you’re dead, your 

brothers, and they’ll leave you there with no way out.  So you have to risk it.  And that’s when 

thinking, sitting around and thinking stuff like that--still today I’m always busy, ‘cause I don’t 

like to think about it.  
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VV:  Yeah.  

RG:  I remember another time I was there, nine months but let me back up a little bit.  If you ever 

talk to a Vietnam vet, you will find out that there was a real, someone that was in the war, 

someone that was in the middle of it, there is four--not semesters, what am I thinking?  Four, 

four time zones, I guess you will, of being over there.  The first time zone, I can’t think of the 

expression I want to use, the first time zone is you’re in a war, and that was the first time when 

we got off that rope ladder that I knew I’m in the middle of it.  When you’re there by yourself, 

you can tell the new guys because they have bruises on their arms, ‘cause you pinch yourself 

trying to wake up.  You’re thinking it’s a nightmare. You’re just, come on, wake up, wake up! 

And you’re shaking your head.  Well that lasts for about two to three months.  Then the next 

couple months, is you think OK, I’m here, I’m scared, OK I’m going to do this, I’m going to go 

through it, I never quit anything, I’m a man, I’m going to do it, I’m going to be a war hero.  I’m 

going to come over there, I’m going to help out, and I’m going to go home.  I can do it.  So then 

after a couple months of that is, it’s not scary anymore.  You know you’re in a war, but you’re 

more or less, you don’t care, you’re numb.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  Almost seems like the scent over there sedates you, I guess you could say that.  And that 

lasts for about another couple months.  But the scary part is the last couple months, ‘cause you 

like it.  That’s when your mind starts playing jokes on you.  Mind games, I guess you call it.  To 

where it’s almost like a Russian roulette.  You know your time is up, your numbers have been 

drawn.  You know it.  A third or half the people are coming back in bags.  You’re next, and you 

look forward to it.  So people start taking chances, and that’s what happens to them.  Over there 
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we used to carry, a lot of people had their canteens, we had six or eight hanging on us.  They got 

hooked on, well back then it was heroin.  They would have canteens with drugs in ‘em.  All of 

mine were water except one, and that was whiskey, ‘cause every once in awhile I had to take a 

little sip.  

VV:  Yeah.  

RG:  And when you do sleep, you sleep on your canteens, because these other guys on drugs, 

they run out of water and they’ll do about anything to get some water.  So you slept on ‘em. 

What was I saying before the canteens? 

VV:  Talking about time zones and-- 

RG:  Time zones, yes.  That’s it.  Another time is we were in the jungle, well I was in the jungle, 

and we got radioed in, there was like about, at the time there was about 11 of us left.  The rest of 

us were picked up in bags.  And we found out there was about 300 NVA coming.  There’s no 

way out.  

VV:  Yeah.  

RG:  Helicopters couldn’t get in, because they would’ve been shot.  There’s no landing zone.  So 

we were told to defend for yourself.  There’s no other way.  If they would’ve had helicopters 

drop ropes down, they still would’ve got us.  Because the sound, they would’ve shot the 

helicopter down.  They already got most of the wounded, some they were wounded, but they 

bled out so they didn’t make it anyway.  So we had to defend for ourselves.  So the one time was 

in the swamp.  The other time was I heard them coming, and I had to find a place.  So I laid 

down in bamboo and different stuff I put over me, and I’ll never forget this for the rest of my 

life.  Every time I shut my eyes I remember this.  I laid down, again there was bamboo, vines and 
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stuff over me, I’m lying in the mud.  I had my M16 on top of me, and I’m just laying there.  Well 

you hear Cambodian talk, and one guy came and he’s standing this close to me.  He’s got an 

AK-47.  Well you know the expression, when you know you’re going to die my whole life 

flashed in front of me?  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  Well mine was.  I could see, in fact that’s what I was going to say.  We carried 

canteens--don’t forget that part.  We carried canteens, and I had a bag with a picture of my wife 

and my daughter I had in my pocket, and my orders.  That’s all I ever wanted, that’s all I carried 

with me.  That was all I cared about.  And I’m laying there and I pulled them out and I’m 

looking at ‘em and I’m looking at this guy.  Looking at the enemy and I’m looking at this picture 

and I’m thinking OK, I can do this, I can do this.  When I opened my eyes, he’s standing there 

looking at me.  OK.  I just took the plastic bag and I put it on my chest and I’m thinking OK 

buddy, I’m here.  He takes a step forward.  That’s it, I’m done.  He bends down a little bit, and 

he looks right in my eyes, and it was a 15 year old kid.  Those are the most dangerous, 15, 16 

years old.  Those are the ones you don’t want to mess with.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  He looked at me, and kind of gave me a little smirk, didn’t say a word, and turned around 

and walked away.  I will never, ever forget his face.  I don’t know why.  I question myself a lot 

about it, I have nightmares about it.  I think why?  And still today, I don’t know.  I have no idea.  

VV:  That’s insane. 

RG:  Yeah.  So about two hours later, we didn’t hear anymore voices so there was about six of 

us, we found each other, and then we continued on.  We’re out about another two weeks, we’re 
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running out of water, and we have--where you can get halfway clean water, we had some tablets 

that you can drop in to shake, that was kind of (inaudible), you know you can kind of drink it.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  We’re running low on food and water, but we found other people and got found again.  But 

that was something, really something.  

VV:  That is.  I can’t even believe that. 

RG:  Yeah, I know, I know. 

VV:  Man.  So would you say that’s the most unforgettable moment you ever had over there?  Or 

were there-- 

RG:  Man there was just so many--unforgettable moment, nope.  I’ve asked different veterans, 

because you know I do compensation processing for veterans that have PTSD.  By the way, I do. 

I’m compensated from the government.  I have 70% disability due to it.  That’s the highest you 

can get without going to the loony bin, just about.  I ask some of the veterans, because they ask 

me questions about the war, Afghanistan, and then I ask them questions.  They will, OK I’m 

losing my thought again.  That’s another part of PTSD, you forget your, you have bad memory.  

VV:  To jump ahead a little bit, since you mentioned your medical problems, have you been OK 

with the care that you’ve received?  Like are you satisfied with that?  

RG:  They still don’t know, as far as PTSD, how to medicate it.  I take a, part of PTSD is 

isolation, claustrophobia, paranoia, anger.  Little things will just, go crazy.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  That’s one of the reasons why I don’t work where I worked before.  I did an early 

retirement, because other people would do things and I would just go bananas.  I never hurt 
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anybody, but I would put chairs through windows and yeah.  I take, part of it too is lack of sleep. 

I get, maybe, four to five hours a night.  That’s been that way for years and years and years.  I 

had three sleep studies.  The last sleep study, they have sleep, I don’t know what you call it, parts 

of sleep one, two, three, and four, where four you get the rapid eye movement, heavy duty sleep. 

Well usually most people, like in eight hours, the first hour you go into realm one, then two, and 

then three.  They go 60% of the night in three.  And then four, the last part of three and four is 

when you get your deep, deep rejuvenation sleep.  My last sleep study, they put, I don’t know if 

you’ve ever seen them go through it. 

VV:  Oh no, I haven’t.  

RG:  They put you in a room, I’m getting off subject again, they put you in a room.  Real nice 

room, they have one here.  I mean it’s a bigger room than this, real nice bed.  They put an 

infrared camera on you, and they have you wear a belt with all these wires hooked to your head 

and arm and they watch you all night, lights out.  You have a speaker in there, and they watch 

your eye movement, they can tell all the times you woke up, how deep sleep you are, what your 

blood pressure is, your heart, your oxygen, all this.  The last time I was here, I woke up 167 

times. 

VV:  Oh my gosh. 

RG:  Yeah, in one night.  I was in the third realm for 35 minutes, the fourth for 15 seconds.  

VV:  Wow. 

RG:  They give me, I had Restless Leg Syndrome so they give me pills for that to kind of deaden 

them at night.  That doesn’t work.  I take a couple muscle relaxers before I go to bed an hour 

before.  I take two sleeping pills an hour before.  And by the time I go to bed, I’m almost 
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bouncing off the wall.  I go to bed, then I take a nightmare pill and a mood pill.  I go to sleep, 

and I’m out for 30 minutes.  I’m awake like this the rest of the night, I go out and then I usually 

get up and do work where I couldn’t even get my head up.  I’m thinking, oh man.  Finally I go to 

bed, 30 minutes I’m asleep, and then I wake back up.  So a total of maybe four to five hours. 

During the day I take two more mood pills, and supposedly it helps, and I think it has.  ‘Cause 

before, something really upsets me, I’m able to take 10 seconds and think OK, why’d that upset 

me?  You know, kind of analyze everything.  Should I continue?  It’s no big thing, so I’m going 

to stop.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  And that’s what I’ve learned.  I go to see a psychologist once a month, and I go to group 

sessions twice a month.  To where we can all, they’re all Vietnam vets, and we can all talk about 

different things.  But I found out through these group sessions, I thought it was normal to feel the 

way I have the past 40 years.  To be, for instance--I got home from ‘Nam, I spent 10 days with 

my other brother in L.A. because I was afraid to come home.  I was afraid.  I have a little girl 

I’ve never seen, a wife, we were married two months before I left, and I was afraid I would do 

something stupid like hit ‘em, or whatever.  So anyway I came home, I’ll never forget.  My mom 

and dad, her mom and dad, everyone was over at the house, and I came in three days before I 

was supposed to.  I opened the door about 9 o’clock at night, and my mother screamed, picked 

up a plate and threw it at me.  Because I was big when I left, and I was 160 pounds when I came 

home.  

VV:  Oh my gosh. 
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RG:  And I was just black with sun.  And I looked at her and said, “boy that was a nice 

welcome.”  “Oh my god, that’s my boy!”  Anyway, that was the story.  So the next day, we lived 

in where she and my little girl lived, in a small house, and all I did was drink.  That was it. 

Because I was mad at the world.  So I’ll never forget, I was sitting out on the front porch, and 

I’m drinking.  And I got up and walked across the street.  This was in Chowchilla, back when it 

was like 3,000 population.  I walk across the street, and I came back.  I walk down the sidewalk, 

then I came back.  Then I came over here and stood in the street here, and I’ll never forget this, I 

came back.  Then I walked around the house, and this guy, this buddy of mine that I knew who 

lived across the street, he came over and says, “Royal!”  I say, “what?”  “Are you off your 

head?”  I said, “why?”  “I’ve been sitting here looking out my window, man, you’re walking 

over here and over here.”  He said it’s weird.  I said, “why?  I have this freedom!”  I can walk 

over there and not get shot!  I can walk down here and probably won’t get bombed.  I mean, I 

just never experienced anything like this.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  And then it got to where, over the next many years, I would work during the week but 

every night I would drink a whole bunch.  I mean a whole bunch.  To me, having a 12-pack of 

beer and a fifth of whiskey was nothing, during the week, every night.  I would end up in jail, 

drunk tanks.  I’d end up in the hospital.  I had my nose busted three times, my knuckles busted, 

ribs.  I would get into fights.  Whenever you go to a bar, there’s usually a guy at the end of the 

bar with a big mouth.  That was me.  I would sit in a bar, I was, again, mad at the world.  I would 

wait for some big guy to come in, and every drink he would get smaller and smaller, and then I 



 
35 

would smart off to him.  It didn’t really make a difference whether he won or I won, but I would 

either end up in jail or in the hospital.  That was my first 20 years home.  

VV:  Mhm. 

RG:  That’s all I did, fight and drink.  And then my wife put up with it, and one night I’ll never 

forget.  Friday night, no, Friday morning she got up, she says, “Royal, I really haven’t said 

anything.”  She said, “you’ve always paid bills, you’ve always had something to eat.”  She said, 

“you left in 1970, and this is 1992.  You still haven’t come home.  You’re gone.”  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  She says, “through alcohol--” I’ve never done drugs, ever.  Never will.  But she says, “our 

daughter misses you.  She doesn’t know you.”  And plus we have two other kids.  And said, “if 

you don’t come home tonight, we won’t be here when you come home.”  OK.  So I got through 

with work, and a buddy of mine said, “let’s go and get a beer.”  I said OK, just one.  So I had one 

beer, came driving in, drove in the driveway.  My wife is looking at me through the window, and 

I’m thinking, you know what?  That kind of makes me mad, ‘cause she’s standing there like OK 

yeah, you better get home.  I can have one more beer.  So Sunday night I come home, ‘cause I 

was drinking all weekend, and I spent Saturday night in jail.  I came in drunk.  Monday morning 

I got up, went to work, and again, my whole week was drinking.  So every night I’d come in with 

a 12-pack and a fifth, and I would sit there and drink, watching TV.  And I never really noticed 

they were gone.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  And it was about a week.  I thought, boy I don’t remember, I don’t think I’ve ever really 

eaten.  So I look in the closet, and her clothes are gone.  I thought whoa, what’s going on?  So I 
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went, and my kid’s stuff was gone, some of it.  I thought, what’s going on?  So I call around, and 

they were at my sister’s house.  So I went over there, and my sister comes to the door, I said, “is 

Pat and the kids here?”  “Yeah!”  I said, “why?”  She says, “she talked to you about your 

drinking and your fighting, and she told you that you’re going to have to quit.  And you didn’t. 

So they’re going to get an apartment.”  I said, “let me talk to them.”  She said, “well you’ve 

already been drinking, come back tomorrow.”  So went home, slept, got up, came back the next 

day.  So we all sit down at the table, I said, “I have learned my lesson, I’m done.  No more.  No 

more drinking, no more smoking.” I smoked cigarettes. “And no more partying.  I’m done.” 

She says OK.  I’ve never been in the bars since, never had another cigarette.  Drank a little bit of 

wine, you know, but I’ve never been anything close to doing anything like that.  

VV:  Yeah, not like you used to.  

RG:  Yeah, oh no.  But she taught me a lesson.  In fact, I think without her, ‘specially the last 15 

years have been kind of rough for me, because of--most were veterans I found through group 

counseling, they’re afraid of being retired.  The reason for it is all these pictures that they have in 

their head that they’ve seen that they don’t like to tell their wives, their friends.  They have deep, 

hidden stories that they don’t want to share, but they have in their head.  They’re afraid to share 

‘em.  So what they do is, they’re afraid that when they retire, they sit there, they’re not going to 

sit down and watch TV all day long.  They’re going to be taking naps, they’re going to have a lot 

more time on their hands to think, and that’s scary.  That can be really scary.  So I retired in 

April.  I started another business already before that.  So I’m kind of, part-time business, kind of 

busy on that.  We bought a home, so I’m really busy around the house.  And then, belong to the 

Veterans of Foreign Wars in Madera, where I live.  I started helping veterans with their claims. 
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So the big district guy says, “Royal.”  He says, “why don’t you help ‘em more, since you’re 

retired?”  I said, “what can I do?”  “There’s an office at the VA hospital, that they have an 

opening.”  So this is my second week I’ve been a volunteer helping guys with claims.  

VV:  Wow, only your second week!  

RG:  Yeah, and these guys come in here and just--my problem is, I’m too compassionate.  I 

mean I had a World War II guy today.  He was in Normandy.  He worked at the cemetery, 

burying kids.  And he’s sitting here with his careworker here, young girl, reminded me of you. 

And he wanted, his wife just died and he wanted to know if he’s got any benefits from his wife. 

So I was explaining to him, and I said, “well what about you?  Have you ever put a claim in?” 

He’s 80-something, says no.  I said, “well let me explain to you, here’s some of the problems I 

have.”  And I started to mention ‘em, and I look over and he’s crying.  I said, “my god sure, I’m 

afraid I didn’t mean to offend you.”  He says, “you didn’t offend me.”  I said, “well I apologize, 

how can I help?”  So he wiped his eyes, he says, “I’ve been experiencing the same things for 

longer than you have.” 

VV:  Oh man. 

RG:  I said, “well those are symptoms of PTSD.”  He says, “that’s what my wife always told 

me.”  I said, “sir, we can help you.” 

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  I did a claim for him, and started to leave, he’s in a wheelchair and started to leave, and he 

says, “come here.”  And he’s kind of a cantankerous old guy, great man.  So I said, “yes, sir.” 

He said, “bend down here!”  So I did, and he hugged me.  He says, “thank you.”  I thought, 

wow!  So I have a couple of assistants I know, we all have a couple assistants up here that 



 
38 

volunteer, you know, kids.  After that one, I told him, I said, “you have to give me 15 minutes.” 

So I shut the door, and I sit here and kind of collect myself.  I thought, wow.  The guy told me 

some stories that just-- 

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  And these guys need help.  They do.  

VV:  I know, for so long they just haven’t. 

RG:  I thought it was normal!  I thought, you know, when, it’s normal to get upset so fast, you 

know.  And it’s normal to walk alone and someone walk next to you and you jump.  It’s normal 

to have that achy feeling and being isolated from people.  You know, we have a big family, my 

wife and I, and I’ve been trying to interact with them.  I love them all, they’re, my kids, they’re 

all great kids.  When they all come over, I’m over here someplace isolating myself.  You know, 

I’m trying, and my wife is saying, “come over here.”  I can’t get in the middle of all of them, I 

can’t breathe when I do that.  I’m afraid I’m going to say the wrong thing.  So that’s one of the 

reasons that I’m, when I’m home I can’t sit down and watch TV.  I’m always studying 

something or doing something.  Taking some kind of class or on the computer, something.  In 

fact, the VFW rep came down and left just about 30 minutes before you, stopped in.  He wanted 

to thank me for taking this job, and he said he’s overheard from veterans I’m doing a good job. 

He’s going to start work with veterans at prisons, and I told him I’ll help.  

VV: 

RG:  He says, “wow, OK.”  He says, “some of them are in Coalinga.”  I said OK, I know we can 

get there too.  And he says, “it’s great for you to be able to do that.”  I said, “well let’s do it.  I 

want to keep busy.”  ‘Cause I just can’t sit there.  Wife asks me, when we go to Maui on the 



 
39 

third, “are you going to take--” I said, “yes I am.”  Well she’s saying, “are you going to take 

books, stuff to work on?”  Oh yeah, ‘cause I’m up at four in the morning, I’m saying I have to 

keep my mind going, I have to be doing something.  You know, I’ll accidentally wake her up at 

five in the morning, I’m vacuuming, washing windows or--my next door neighbors used to see 

me, before I had the fence up, I just put a fence up around my house.  I used to wear those, I still 

have one of those bands with the flashlight.  I’m out at three in the morning pulling weeds in my 

backyard.  They thought it was a prowler one time.  So it’s, it’s keeping busy.  That’s the main 

thing for me.  I was talking to another service officer that does the same thing.  He was telling 

me that he, to explain a little about PTSD, there’s this one gentleman that got out of the Army, he 

was a captain, lieutenant, something, major.  Got out, went to college, got a masters, bachelor. 

Went to work for a multi-million dollar corporation, he was one of the big wigs.  Did very well, 

beautiful home, cars, bikes, family.  It was all about family.  And he was a Vietnam vet, for one 

year.  Never any problem.  He watched the movie Saving Private Ryan.  He’s been a total wreck 

since then.  

VV:  Oh no. 

RG:  Because of that, his wife divorced him, because he went completely bananas, nightmares. 

Knocked her out of bed.  And she was afraid to stay with him.  

VV:  Oh no. 

RG:  His kids don’t want to have anything to do with him.  You know, a year, two years ago, 

first moving into this home, I have a pool in the backyard.  And my oldest daughter, the baby I 

was talking about when I was back in ‘Nam, she has two kids and they were 12 and 8, they were 

over.  And I was barbecuing, so I was moving this screen door, and it was one of those cheap 
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screen doors, I keep having to hassle with it.  I keep thinking man, I gotta replace this thing. 

Well they were outside, and the door’s stuck.  I lost my temper.  I screamed, took the door, bent 

it up in a little square like this, and threw it in the pool.  Well they saw the whole thing, the kids.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  And my daughter saw it.  I mean I was upset.  I don’t even remember much of it.  Well by 

the time I remembered things, I asked my wife, “where’s Trisha and the kids?”  Well, they went 

home.  They didn’t even say bye.  She said, “well the kids went screaming.”  I said, “why?”  She 

said, “don’t you remember what you did?”  I said, “they saw that?”  She said yeah.  This is 

probably five, and they live, I live in Madera, they live in Merced.  Probably five months before 

they started coming around.  

VV:  Oh no. 

RG:  That killed me.  Killed me, because, yeah.  Those are some of the things that war vets have 

to put up with.  

VV:  Yeah, everyday.  

RG:  And they have to--I asked one vet today, three tours in Afghanistan, 27 years old.  Guy is 

messed up.  Feet problems, knee problems, back problems, PTSD to the tilt.  Boy, I feel so sorry 

for the guy.  He is so bad that his wife, after he was home for two months, just left.  Just, he 

drank a lot, he put fists through walls, windows, and just all kinds of stuff.  And you know, I, he 

says every night, in fact I ask him, since he was talking about it, I ask him a question to see if it’s 

the same as me.  He says OK.  I said, “when you’re shooting a gun, and you’re killing people, it 

kind of bothered you, let’s say if there’s four or five and there’s like ten of you shooting, you 

don’t know if you’re responsible for a death.”  He says, “right.”  I said, “do you remember your 
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first kill?”  He says, “oh yeah.”  And that’s the part, that’s the first time that it’s almost like it’s 

engraved in your eyelids when you shut your eyes.  My first was about a 14 year old boy.  And 

we’re, he was in a, he was hiding behind a, I guess you call it a bush.  Luckily I saw him, ‘cause 

he was getting ready to throw a grenade, and it was me and two other guys, and I saw something 

at the corner of my eye and I stopped.  I kept looking, and I told everyone “just don’t move.”  So 

I kept looking, and then I saw his leg move.  And I looked again, to make sure it’s no kind of 

animal, so I told him “just keep walking.”  So they did, and I walked behind another bush, and he 

got up and ready to shoot, and I looked right down at him down the target, and I knew I dropped 

him.  And that look is something that I’ll never forget.  Because every kid that I look at I think, 

wow.  You know, that could’ve been mine.  That could’ve been my kid.  You know, ‘cause 

that’s what war is.  You shoot them before you get shot.  

VV:  Yeah.  

RG:  The only thing, I guess, regrets, well besides that.  But where I feel where Uncle Sam or the 

government failed me, is you’re done with the war--let’s see, I was 19 when I got home from 

‘Nam.  Yeah, not quite 20.  So we go to Fort Lewis, and you do like a debriefing, which an 

officer gets up, and they got a bunch of you in this room.  And they talk about, you know, the 

President of the United States, so and so.  If you see a guy you don’t like, you can’t kill him. 

You can’t steal, you know, just kind of get you set for the world.  And you’re sitting there 

thinking OK, you know, we kind of know that.  Then they say, “well, thank you for your 

service.”  And you’re done.  That was it.  So how can someone take a hat, the way I figure, and 

that hat is clean, and I talked before about the clean sheets, and be able to walk across the street, 

you have three meals a day, you have a good chance of not getting shot, or bombed.  And your 
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mindset is, OK I know I’m going to live for another second, or two seconds, not “maybe I 

won’t.”  Then you spend a year in a hellhole, where you shouldn’t have been in the first place, 

and then you go, and then you come home, and you think, I have all my limbs.  I didn’t know I 

had problems mentally, I didn’t know that.  Inside I knew, outside I was OK.  And then you get 

off of a plane--I don’t know if you’ve read about this, we were “baby killers.”  Did you-- 

VV:  I think I heard about that, yeah.  

RG:  You get off, and they have MPs, that were military police, lined up.  We had to walk 

through them because all the protestors were outside.  They were throwing stuff at us, calling us 

baby killers.  It’s true, I mean we used to go in on assaults and take over a village where the 

ARVNs, which were Vietnamese on our side, supposedly.  They would come in the day before 

and say, “everyone out of your homes because we’re coming through” and “we won’t take any 

prisoners.”  So afterwards, we would go into homes, and if anything moved, we’d shoot, or 

throw grenades.  That’s our duty.  And there was young people in there.  But you get out, and 

like I said, back with this MPs, and you think you’re a war hero.  You did it.  I mean you look 

down, I got all my fingers, I’m ready, I’m ready to conquer the world.  I’m 19 years old, I’m a 

war hero, well not hero, a war soldier, put it that way.  And I’m ready, and you get off and 

people throw the nastiest things at you and say nasty things.  They have to put you in a room 

where you can’t get out while they debrief you and after 24 hours, hey you know what?  Thanks. 

And you get out thinking, what?  

VV:  Yeah, that’s it? 

RG:  Yeah.  And I was afraid to go home.  I was.  I was afraid to go home.  I was afraid my wife 

would touch me in the middle of the night, like lean over and accidentally hit me with her arm, 
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and I’d break her neck.  You know there was four other guys that made it out, friends of mine. 

We got each other’s phone numbers, addresses, mothers and fathers and relations, and ten years 

afterwards, in 1981, in fact we picked a day where we’re all going to get together.  So about a 

year before, I started calling and writing.  So one guy, Lacy, he was, always talked about his 

family.  He had two kids at home.  I mean, we used to call him Quickdraw because he would talk 

about family and pull that picture out, “these are my kids.”  Talk about something, “look at my 

family.”  Well he went home, and he got home about three days early.  And he walked in, and his 

wife was pregnant with someone else’s baby.  And the father was there.  

VV:  Oh no. 

RG:  He lost it.  He killed both of them, and then he went out and blew his head off.  

VV:  Oh my god.  

RG:  Yeah.  That was Lacy.  Another guy, we call him (inaudible).  He was a little guy.  He got 

home, this is from his mother.  He was home for about three days, he went to a bar.  And he was 

sitting there talking to the bartender.  Well a buddy of his came up, and grabbed him from 

behind, you know, just kidding with him.  And he reached up, broke his neck and killed him.  He 

took off running, they caught him about a month later, and he was dead.  He hung himself.  

VV:  Oh man. 

RG:  Another guy, I just lost his name.  He got home, about two weeks, and he went back.  And 

the next time, they had his funeral, he didn’t make it back that time.  One other guy, I lost his 

name too, he came home and he was home for about a month or six weeks.  I can’t remember 

what it was, what he did, but he got like three terms of life for it.  

VV:  Oh man. 



 
44 

RG:  So I guess you could say out of all of us, I’m the sane one?  I’m lucky?  If you call that 

luck?  Maybe you don’t.  Sometimes I think, why did I make it through?  I always think there’s a 

reason for most things, and maybe God’s got something planned for me, I don’t know yet.  But 

maybe, maybe he does.  Maybe I’m the person.  I just wish I kind of knew what it was.  

VV:  I mean you’re helping everyone else out.  

RG:  Yeah, you know everyone, I always figure people have a niche in life.  You know they’re 

good at something.  I’ve never been really good at anything.  There’s a lot of things that I can do 

halfway, and I was telling the district guy today, right before I came in, before you.  Maybe the 

niche is being able to help all these guys.  Maybe that’s it.  

VV:  Yeah, and it may not seem like a lot.  I mean you touch them, they need help obviously.  I 

mean especially with the World War II veteran, who probably never got help the entire time, 

never even thought that there was help, and probably thought he was crazy for even thinking that 

maybe there’s something that can change this.  This can’t be normal.  Then you finally tell him, 

and I mean, I think that’s enough. 

RG:  I’m going to tell you one fast other thing, ‘cause I know it’s getting late.  I can blabber on 

for hours.  I was standing in line, this was about six months ago, eight months ago now. 

Standing in line to the pharmacy window to pick up prescription.  And I’m dress in t-shirt, short 

pants, tennis shoes, I’m standing in line.  And right next to the pharmacy is double doors, 

automatic double doors going out.  And this guy walks in, I noticed he was all dressed in what 

they call khakis, a nice brown uniform, he was a captain.  And he walked up and he stopped, and 

he’s just looking at me.  I’m going, whoa, OK.  So he’s looking at me like this, and I’m thinking 

buddy, I don’t know you.  So then he turned around and walked away, and I thought, well that 
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was strange.  He didn’t look like anyone I know.  Oh and I was wearing a Vietnam hat, that’s 

right.  So anyway, he left, and about five minutes later he came back around and turned around. 

He’s just standing there and he’s looking at me.  I’m thinking OK, this is really getting freaky. 

So I turn around to make sure no one was behind me.  So I’m looking at him, and he starts to 

walk up.  I’m thinking OK.  He says, “sir.”  I said, “yes?”  He says, “I want to apologize.”  I said, 

“for what?”  He says, “you remind me of my father.”  I said, “hopefully that’s a good thing.”  He 

said, “he died in Vietnam.”  

VV:  Mhm. 

RG:  I said, “wow.”  And he says, “you looked a lot like him.”  And he’s got tears in his eyes, 

and I thought oh wow, OK Royal, don’t lose it, be cool.  

VV:  Yeah. 

RG:  And he says, “may I step forward?”  I said, “sure.”  And he stepped forward and he hugged 

me.  And he says, “thank you.”  I thought, wow!  So he backs up and he salutes me.  So I’m 

thinking, and I salute him back.  He left, and this old lady that was behind me, she must’ve been 

90 years old, little short little lady.  She pulls on my shirt, turns around and she goes like this.  So 

I bend down and she hugs me.  She says, “my son died over there.”  I said I’m sorry.  So she 

hugged me, I stand back up, the whole room starts clapping.  

VV:  Oh man. 

RG:  Well I walked outside, I didn’t wait for my pills.  I went home, I thought, oh man.  Since 

then, his name is Capt. Smith, John Smith, believe it or not.  We’ve had lunch about three times. 

He’s a real good friend of mine now.  

VV:  Oh that’s good!  
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RG:  Yeah.  And he calls me dad.  

VV:  Aw, that’s so sweet!  

RG:  Yeah, that’s a true story.  

VV:  Wow.  See, you made an impact on somebody.  Unintentionally or not.  

RG:  Anything else? 

VV:  You actually answered most of my questions.  


