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On 2nd Class Cruise at Little Creek, VA in the summer of 1964, I spent a day with a team 
of UDT personnel. I can’t recall how it came about exactly; my best recollection is that it 
was the luck of the draw. Groups of Midshipmen were divided up one day and assigned 
to different units. In any case, I was very impressed by the men I met. One of the UDT 
officers suggested that if I liked this type of work that I should put in for Airborne 
training while still a Midshipman. I had not previously been aware of this possibility. He 
said that he knew that this was possible as he had helped prepare some Midshipmen for 
the course. 
 
Well, with that encouragement, and after reading Jean Larteguy’s The Centurions, in 
January 1965 I submitted a request to Major Thomas Jefferson Dean USMC, the MOI to 
attend the Airborne Course. He was supportive but not optimistic for me. It was possible 
to obtain permission but it was rarely granted due to quota limitations. A further issue 
was that my order of merit as a Midshipman was closer to the bottom of the list than to 
the top. 
 
Both he and I were surprised when in mid May 1965 in the last days before graduation, I 
was authorized by BuPers letter to attend. I was given permission to skip the 
commissioning ceremony and the University graduation ceremony in order to meet travel 
and other personal business deadlines and to be at Fort Benning when due. 
 
I had only the vaguest idea of what I was getting into. I was not very well prepared 
physically. My notions of what the training was going to be was based some very 
youthful interpretations of the novels I had read. It was a tough 3 weeks for me. I was 
much tougher physically and mentally when I finished than when I started. Looking back 
it was a tremendous help for the Bulldog summer cruise I had to attend later in the 
summer. 
 
At the Airborne course we were organized into a company of 1 NROTC Midshipman 
platoon of about 20 men and 2 Army Officer platoons of about 30 each. I was the only 1st 
Class Midshipman and was designated Midshipman platoon leader. Platoon drill was not 
at all my strong point and my shortcomings were sharply and loudly corrected by the 
Army company commander and others. I think I gained more confidence about drill and 
how to be in front of a formation in these 3 weeks than I had in 4 years as a Midshipman 
till then.  
 
The Airborne Course personnel were quite generous and imaginative in their 
interpretation of “no cost to the Government” which was stamped all over our orders. 
They said we were “no cost” if we lived in an enlisted barracks that was not otherwise 
being used and, if we cleaned it, it was actually to the benefit of the Government. They 
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said we were “no cost” if we ate in the enlisted mess after the enlisted personnel [the food 
would have had to have been thrown out anyway].  
 
The details of the training blur in my memory but there was a lot of running, pushups, 
pullups, rope climbing, jumping out of wooden aircraft mockups, and being dropped 
from parachute training towers. My Midshipman years had been mostly spent playing 
Bridge and Chess and carousing in the French Quarter. At that time in the NROTC Bn. 
there was no serious, organized, regular physical training. The periodic NROTC physical 
fitness tests were not particularly rigorous; even so I had not been a star. The Airborne 
Course was totally different to say the least. One of our motivations was a staged scene 
on Day 1 wherein a jumper [later revealed to have been a training dummy] from the 
training tower plowed into the ground. He was described to us as a student who was in 
poor physical shape and who had not paid attention to his instructions. In the company on 
the left of my training company were young Army enlisted Airborne Volunteers [we 
were all designated “Volunteers” until we earned our wings]. At the first training day 
formation I observed a scene which is clear in my mind nearly 45 years later. A young 
private had arrived a day early, spent a drunken night in the nearby town and had gotten a 
tattoo on the back of his right hand that said “Mr. Airborne”. Mind you that this was 
1965, and in Georgia, and at the Airborne School where the appellation “Airborne” was 
jealously guarded. When Sgt McGuillicuddy (ph) and his colleagues discovered this 
tattoo there followed a violent verbal and physical assault against this outrage. The young 
man survived and graduated second highest in his company. 
  
 Finally “jump week”, 5 jumps, 1 a day and then graduation. All of us felt very proud and 
that we had accomplished something. Over the next 5 years I was many times shot at, 
mortared, grenaded, shelled, rocketed, mined, and bombed [by the USAF in a little 
misunderstanding about who was where etc] but I was never as frightened as the night 
before my 2nd jump. They told us that hardly anybody ever quit the night before the first 
jump; if one had stuck it out that long, the first jump was achieved by momentum. The 
night before the second jump was a time for reflection and second thoughts. Hardly 
anyone who made the second jump ever quit. Needless to say all Midshipmen stayed the 
course. 
 
Midshipmen were normally treated as officers at the course [e.g.  Officers Club, etc]. For 
some reason we were required to undergo the enlisted base checkout procedures. This 
included a “VD” check at the Clinic. When I and a group of Midshipmen arrived there 
early Saturday Morning was only a young female nurse was on duty. Seeing our 
embarrassment she told us words to the effect “Men you have two choices, you can wait 
48 hours till the Dr. arrives at work on Monday or I will perform the examination. I have 
been a nurse for 3 years and I have 4 brothers. I am perfectly comfortable whatever you 
decide”. We were duly examined and released. 
 
Jump wings were rather unusual on Marine 2nd Lts in the 1960s. They stood out. Only a 
few NROTC and Naval Academy Midshipmen got a chance to go to the course. After 
commissioning it became very hard for a Marine officer to obtain a quota. When I got to 
RVN in 1966 the jump wings were what got me assigned to 1st Force Reconnaissance 
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Company. The CO had seen me wearing them in Dong Ha a few weeks after I arrived. 
He had unfilled jump billets and had me re-assigned from 3rd MARDIV H&S Company. 
At Force Recon I was concurrently Communications Officer, 1st Plt. commander and 
recon team leader. A few years later in 1970 on my second RVN tour, on my arrival in 
Danang, I was interviewed by then Colonel P. X. Kelly, CO of 1st Marines [later 
CMC].He was an old Recon hand and liked his company commanders to have jump 
wings. He made me a rifle company CO [C/1/1] even though I had a primary MOS as a 
Communication Officer. Until his intervention was slated for the Division 
Communications-Electronics staff. 
 
No other school or assignment after I was commissioned ever had as much beneficial 
effect for me as the Midshipman cruise orders to the Airborne Course. 
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