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RUCKSACK GRUNT - A VIETNAM VETERAN'S MEMOIRA Vietnam War Memoir with an
Underlying Love Story.A narrative about a naive teenage boy’s evolutionary journey from his safe
suburban neighborhood in Pennsylvania to the dangerous Central Highlands in Vietnam to
becoming a Vietnam War Veteran as he remembers it and still struggles today to understand it
all.The events of this narrative take place from 1969-1972, beginning with a young teenage boy’s
love for and his marriage proposal to his high school sweetheart. Robert then decided that the
best path to obtaining an education and a “real” job needed to support their future marriage was
through an easy short stint in the US Army. Little did the naïve teenager know that the path to
accomplishing his goals would take him through the jungles and rice paddies of Vietnam during
the latter years of the war. Although, not a blood and guts war story, this first-hand emotional
account details the many traumatic and sometimes distressing encounters of Robert Kuhn, the
“rucksack carrying grunt” who served with the 1st Battalion 22nd Infantry unit during his Vietnam
tour of duty.
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AuthorPrefaceYou can engage in a conversation with 1,000 different Vietnam Veterans and get
1,000 different stories about their war experience. Some guys had it bad; some guys had it not
so bad. It all depends on what part of the country they were in, what year they served in, and
what their specific MOS and duty assignments were.They all served.“People at home will want
to hear yourstory of the war. Tell it.”Creighton W. AbramsGeneral, United States Army(quote
excerpt from Tour 365 magazine, 1971)**********AcknowledgmentsSpecial Thanks:To my sisters
Nancy and Linda, who were the first to read my story back in 2010. Their help, positive support,
and encouragement were invaluable to me.To Sgt. Michael Belis, my Brother-in-Arms, who
gently coaxed me out of my isolated protective shell and encouraged me to go public with my
story back in 2012. Michael inspired the self-confidence that I needed to continue writing this
book by posting excerpts of it on his great 1st Battalion 22nd Infantry website.And to all of those
who have served.**********My High School Years“The Sixties”My high school years of
1966-1969, as with most teens, were tumultuous years of experimenting and discovering who I
was and who I wanted to become. At best, I was just an average student with a bad attitude. For
some reason, I found myself gravitating toward the wrong kids, and as a result, I was developing
a bad reputation. I didn’t play by the rules, and I didn’t listen to the teachers. I rejected all
authority figures and was generally a smart-ass know-it-all jerk! Getting into trouble and getting
into fights was nothing unusual for me. I went home from school more than once with a black eye
or a bruised face, but so did the other kid in the fights. Mum would yell about it, but Dad didn’t
lecture me; he didn’t threaten me; he didn’t have to; he would sternly warn me: “You better stay
out of trouble boy!” My two younger brothers, two younger sisters, and I knew that we had to
behave ourselves and stay out of trouble, or at least not get caught, OR ELSE! I was always in
trouble at school, but while at home, I ditched the tough guy role because Dad was a strict, no-
nonsense disciplinarian, a rough construction worker, and what you might call a “redneck.” Mum



was a stay-at-home housewife, as I think most moms were back then. She took care of the
cooking and cleaning, did the laundry and the grocery shopping while raising us five kids. Mum
prepared supper every night, and we were all expected to be there on time. When Dad came
home from work, our family all sat together for the family meal.While in high school, I worked a
few afternoons and evenings each week at a small restaurant and deli establishment named the
“Village Dairy.” For a whopping one dollar and fifty cents an hour, I’d take off my black leather
jacket and bad-boy façade and put on a white apron. I uncharacteristically played by the
workplace rules so that I could earn some spending cash. Standing behind the deli counter, I
filled the customers’ orders; slicing, weighing, and wrapping lunch meats and cheeses. I was
good at my job. After graduating from high school with the “class of 69,” the owner of the deli put
me to work on the full-time shift. I was even given a little more responsibility and was in charge of
training the newly hired students, teaching them how to use the meat slicer and the cash
register, as well as scheduling their work hours.1969 was also the year that I met Diane, the
most beautiful girl in the world. She was a bright smiling high school senior that the owner of the
deli had recently hired. I was awestruck when I met that girl, but I kept my cool, being polite, and
behaving myself while trying to impress her. She was a good worker, a fast learner, and very
smart. We worked well together and frequently worked the same hours. She dressed
conservatively appropriate for the job, but there was no hiding her sexy attractiveness, not even
behind a full-length white deli apron.Regularly working together didn’t happen by chance or
coincidence. Since I was in charge of making the work schedule, I would always schedule Diane
to work the same hours as I did. And that cute, friendly, pretty smiling girl didn’t seem to mind
working with me. We were having fun and getting along well at work, so one day. I gained
enough courage to ask her out. At first, teasing me, she shook her head and looked at me like I
was crazy, but then she smiled that beautiful smile and said, “Yes.” I couldn’t believe it! And I
couldn’t wait to be with her outside of the workplace.However, Diane’s best girlfriends didn’t like
the idea, and they tried talking her out of it, telling her, “Don’t go out with him, he has a
‘reputation,’ he is trouble, and you are going to get into trouble too.” Fortunately, she didn’t listen
to them, so we went out on that first date and then a second and then a third. Meeting Diane
changed my life and was the best thing that ever happened to me! We had some great times
together and had a lot of fun. We were only 17 years old!1970, Drafted!1970 was the year that I
turned 18 years old and registered for the draft as required by law. Up until then, the U.S. had
been drafting approximately 200,000 to 300,000 kids a year between the ages of 18 and 26
years old. Being young and strong and healthy, and with no medical or student deferment, my
draft classification was 1-A. I knew that I was the perfect draft candidate. 1970 was also the first
year of the draft lottery, which was based on 365 randomly selected days of the year. For
example, if the first date drawn in the lottery was July 20 and your birthday fell on July 20, then
your draft number would be number 1, and you would be the first to be drafted. If you had a birth
date lottery number over 125, then you were pretty safe and unlikely to be called. My birth date
was the 18th date drawn that year; therefore, my draft lottery number was 18. I would surely have



been called up for military service if I had been one year older. However, beginning in 1970, only
19-year-old boys were subject to the draft, so I was still safe for one more year. The possibility of
being drafted weighed heavily on my mind even though I wasn’t old enough yet.By that spring, I
was working as a laborer at my dad’s construction company. We were building two commercial
air cargo storage buildings alongside a runway at the airport. Since that was the first time I had
been to an airport, I was fascinated by the close-up view of the airplanes taking off and landing.
Their loud acceleration on take-off and their rapid deceleration on landing was impressive. It was
interesting to see the puffs of smoke from each of the airplane tires as they screeched, touching
down on the runway. I was in awe of the jets' massive power and size, and never realized until
then how huge they were. I wondered where on earth all those passengers could be going. And I
also pondered whether I would ever have a chance to travel by plane someday. But that seemed
unlikely since no one in my family had ever flown before.It didn’t take long to discover that one
thing airports lacked were shade trees. For a couple of months, I shoveled slag, dug ditches, and
helped pour concrete out in the hot sun. I worked alongside strong men who treated me well,
maybe because my dad was the boss. But I think they also respected a kid that was able to keep
up with them. The hard work kept me in great physical shape. I was growing stronger than ever,
and working in the sun gave me a great tan too. For the first time in my life, I had plenty of
spending money. Earning five dollars an hour was unbelievable; two hundred dollars a week. I
even saved enough money to buy my first motorcycle. The only problem was that I couldn’t
imagine myself doing that kind of hard physical labor for the rest of my life. That was some tough
back-breaking work.Diane and I went out on dates as often as possible. Usually, I would borrow
my dad’s car, an old stick shift Rambler, but sometimes she could get her dad’s newer Dodge,
(which had a bigger back seat), and we would ride around all night, not caring where we were
going. We just enjoyed being together. Often, we would stop someplace for a burger, fries, and a
soft drink. Winky's, a local fast-food chain that was trying to compete with the new and only
McDonald’s franchise in the area, was a favorite stop, mainly because I liked the “Big Wink”
better than the “Big Mac.” Sometimes on the weekends, we would go to the drive-in movie
theater where we had three or four hours to snuggle close together in the darkness while we
pretended to watch the movie. We continued spending more and more time together. I loved
Diane and wanted to ask her to marry me. So, I sold my little old Honda motorcycle for some
cash to buy her an engagement ring. On her high school graduation day in June of 1970, I gave
her the engagement ring and proposed, asking her to marry me. She said YES! (We were only
18 years old.) Now I had the scary task of facing Diane’s Dad to ask his permission to marry her.
He didn’t torture me though, and he told me it was okay, as long as I kept my haircut and face
shaved. I guess as an old WW II Marine veteran; my future father-in-law had no use for bearded,
long-haired hippies.I wanted to go back to school so that I could get a decent job before getting
married, but I couldn’t see any way of making that happen. It never crossed my mind to ask my
parents to pay for college. They had us five kids and plenty of personal challenges of their own.
Good jobs were tough to find while you were still a candidate for the draft. Employers didn’t want



to spend the time or money to train draft-aged guys who may have to leave the job within a year.
There was also the fact that the employers were required to hold your position open for two
years until you completed your military service obligation and were able to return to work. I felt
the odds were pretty good that I would be wasting the next year and would likely be getting
myself into trouble while sitting around waiting to be drafted. Some of the “bad” friends that I was
hanging around with were already getting themselves into more and more severe trouble, even
engaging in borderline criminal activity.My three best friends that I grew up with had already left
home. Frank went away to college and then, later on, joined the Marines. Pete, who was one
year older than me, had already been drafted into the Army. And Bob had joined the Marine
Corps and was sadly killed in a car crash on his way home from base one night. So, I decided
not to wait; I had a plan. I was going to join the Army now and get it over with, once and for all.
And then, in two years, I could come home, attend school, and have the tuition paid for by the GI
bill. It was a big decision that many friends tried talking me out of. But it seemed like a good plan
at the time. At the end of June or early July, I asked Luke, a friend of mine, if he would do me a
favor and drive me downtown to the Federal building so that I could join the Army. I chose to ask
Luke for that ride because he was already in the Army reserves at the time. There were a lot of
kids who joined the military reserves or the National Guard as a way of avoiding the draft. I
thought Luke would be willing to fill me in on what to expect, enlightening me about the Army
experience. But instead, he tried talking me out of enlisting during the entire ride to town. His
reason was: “They may send you to Vietnam”!Of course, I was well aware of the Vietnam War,
everybody was. The war news and antiwar protest news permeated society. My parents never
missed the evening news with Walter Cronkite. There were always plenty of graphic news stories
of traumatic events being shown right on our living room TV. The news reports would show video
footage of soldiers in firefights, wounded soldiers, as well as, protesters on college campuses
burning their draft cards and marching in the streets. But I never saw any of that firsthand in my
safe little suburban neighborhood community. It all seemed to be so far away from home.We
arrived downtown at the tall skyscraper federal building and then entered one of the many
elevators and went up to the Army recruiting office. I walked right over to the front desk and
stated that I wanted to join the army for two years. The recruiter shook his head and said: “Sorry,
can’t do that, three years is the minimum.” I didn’t expect, nor was I prepared for that response. I
just wanted to get in and get out and be done with it, putting it all behind me. I started to argue
my case with him, but he interrupted me, and once again stated, “Sorry, I can’t do it. If you want
to join the Army, you’ll have to enlist for at least three years, but six would be better!” So, after
agonizing over the decision to enlist, they were telling me no. Dejected, I exited the recruiter’s
office and then noticed the selective service system offices right across the hall. I pointed them
out to Luke and asked him if that is what I thought it was? Is that the draft board office? Luke
shook his head, not replying as I walked over and entered the room. I asked the clerk at the front
desk, “Can you draft me for two years?” He asked how old I was. “18,” I replied. He asked to see
my draft card and then said: “Sign your name right here on this form, and you’ll be getting your



draft notice in the mail.” I had just volunteered for the draft!Over the next few weeks, Diane and I
spent as much time together as we possibly could.Induction into the ArmyAs promised, within a
few weeks, the induction notice from the draft board arrived in the mail. The brief letter came
across as ominous and intimidating. The reality of my crazy decision slapped me as I read the
following:Selective Service System.Order to report for induction:From the President of the
United States.Greeting: You are hereby ordered for induction into the Armed Forces of the
United States and ordered to report to the Federal Building 17th floor assembly room on July 20,
1970, at 7:00 AM for forwarding to an Armed Forces induction station.Be prompt.Man, what did I
get myself into! As ordered, I reported to the Federal building on time. I wondered if I would be
the only boy present that morning or if there would be a few others as well. When arriving on the
17th floor, I was shocked at the number of kids wandering around the hallways. There were all
kinds of guys, every shape, size, color, and nationality, way more than I expected. I looked
around and thought to myself, “Wow, what am I doing here in this foreign place, so far away from
my all-white suburban neighborhood?” Soon men with loud booming voices ordered silence as
they directed us into a large assembly room where we listened to a lot of dire speeches,
warnings, and instructions. Afterward, they broke us down into smaller groups and directed us to
quietly stand in lines at the various stations that they had set up around the room. There was a
lot of paperwork to fill out and a lot of interviews with different people who were taking notes as
they asked all kinds of questions regarding all aspects of our lives.At this point, some of the guys
were making futile attempts to persuade the interviewers that they should be exempt from the
draft. They declared themselves unqualified or ineligible for service, claiming to have a medical
or mental condition, a family hardship, or even having a religious or moral conscientious
objection to the war. However, unless you were a high school or college student, the Selective
Service was not very selective and didn’t want to hear it. Eventually, they escorted us out of the
large room into smaller rooms for more processing, and near the end of the day, after all of the
paperwork and meetings, they instructed us to strip down to our underwear! We soon found
ourselves standing in line, waiting for our turn for the famous induction physical. The Doctors
examined us to be sure that we were fit for service, and yes, it included the dreaded “turn your
head and cough,” as well as the “drop 'em and bend over” part of the exam.I knew I was
physically fit because I had always worked out and lifted weights in high school, plus that hard
construction work had made me even fitter. But some of the other guys looked like they were
pretty weak and out of shape, especially the skinny, long-haired hippies and the overweight
guys. It didn’t seem to matter though; almost everyone passed the physical. But to my surprise, I
failed the initial exam. All but a few of us were sworn in and put on buses to their next destination.
I was held over. The doctors wanted X-rays of my lower back when they learned that I had
fractured three vertebrae at age 12. They gave me a voucher with instructions to stay in a
downtown hotel overnight and then report back the next day for X-rays. I remember thinking to
myself, “Could I seriously be this lucky?” I might get out of this after all and no longer have the
draft hanging over my head!I reported to the downtown hotel as instructed, which was a different



and fascinating experience since I had never been to a hotel before. The place was big and
fancy and intimidating. Most of the people there were all dressed up. The guests wore jackets
and ties, the ladies were in dresses, and the employees wore fancy uniforms. I’m sure they must
have wondered who was the lost-looking kid wearing a tee-shirt, jeans, and tennis shoes.I
managed to register for a room, and upon entering the room, I was happy to see that there was a
desk phone on the nightstand beside the biggest bed I had ever seen before. I immediately
dialed Diane and explained to her what happened at the Federal building earlier in the day and
that they told me to stay in the hotel. But I didn’t see any reason why I should. As long as I was
back on time the next morning, how would they know where I stayed? I asked Diane if she would
be able to borrow her dad’s car and pick me up. She did. We left the city and drove back to the
safety and comfort of our neighborhood where Diane and I went out one more night and had one
more chance to have fun together. Late that night, not knowing if military induction was going to
occur the next day, or if I would be rejected and returning home, we said our sad goodbyes once
again.That was my first day in the Army, and already I was away from where I was supposed to
be. Once again, I found myself bucking authority, but I reasoned that I wouldn’t get into trouble
since they didn’t officially swear me in yet. Right?I reported back to the Federal building on time
the next morning with my fingers crossed. I was surprised to see another large group of kids in
the hallways, going through the same routine that I went through the day before. I wondered if
this was a daily event. Did the Army draft that many kids every day? I bypassed all of the stations
as they directed me to a medical exam room, where a doctor did another brief physical
examination and took a few X-rays. It didn’t take long for them to determine that my physical
condition was acceptable. I sat around much of the day until the group of guys finished all of their
processing. Then we were told to raise our right hands and take an oath, swearing to defend our
country and the constitution.I, Robert Kuhn, do solemnly swear that I will support and defend the
Constitution of the United States against all enemies, foreign and domestic; that I will bear true
faith and allegiance to the same; and that I will obey the orders of the President of the United
States and the orders of the officers appointed over me, according to regulations and the
Uniform Code of Military Justice. So help me God.Afterward, they immediately directed us to a
couple of buses parked on the street right outside of the Federal building doors. I was officially in
the Army and on my way to Fort Dix, New Jersey.Fort Dix, NJThe bus ride to Fort Dix took
approximately eight hours. It was a long boring ride because I didn’t know anyone on the bus,
not a single soul. I never was an outgoing person, and introverts are not good at meeting new
people. I kept to myself and kept quiet, not wanting any trouble.When the buses arrived at the
guarded gates of the fort, the military police waved us through. I had never been on an army
base before and was surprised at how old some of the buildings were. Since the fort was
established in 1917, I suspected that the two-story wooden barracks that we drove by could
have been constructed during World War I. They sure looked antiquated, but the bus pulled up
to a more modern-looking brick building. The tough-looking starched and pressed, spit-shined
Army sergeants were standing there waiting for us. As we filed off the bus, the sergeants



directed us to walk quickly and quietly single file into the building.The next week or so, there was
a lot of processing and orientation. The first thing on the agenda was to give us all a new
hairstyle. We marched into a room full of barbers who took about 30 seconds to buzz cut our
heads. It was kind of funny, especially watching the shocked look on the faces of the guys that
had long hair down to their shoulders. Next, they issued our uniforms, and now we all looked
pretty much the same, a bunch of bald kids wearing the same o.d. green fatigues. The only
difference in our dress was the name tags sewn on our shirts. Eventually, we stenciled our
names onto every article of clothing, as well as inside our shoes, boots, and even inside our
boxers. Another item issued early on was our dog tags. They were two metal plates stamped
with our name, service number, blood type, and religion. The drill sergeant told us that the two
metal tags must be chained to our necks at all times, day and night. The reason being: So that
they could identify our bodies when we came home in body bags!
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Birdman, “Good to see people go back to the world.. This is a pretty good book but short, like Mr.
Kuhn's tour. I love reading about these guys getting through with their time in Vietnam and going
home to carve out a good life for themselves and their families. I work with Vietnam veterans.
They are some of the best people I know.The later years in Vietnam can be confusing. This
book solved another piece of the Vietnamization phase of the war - a time when my uncle was
over there.”

Michael Hickox, “super good. All from the heart. That’s what made this story great. Thx so much
for ur service.  Just wondering being out in the field for a year do u still like camping. Thx again”

Cdemogo, “One of the best. I have read more than 100 books about the Vietnam War and this is
one of the better ones. While it is a fairly short book, it covers the authors decision to volunteer in
the Army during the Vietnam war, boot camp and then his tour in Vietnam. The author admits
this is not a "blood and guts" memoir, but the book still held my interest throughout. This is very
readable and is good for both novice and veteran followers of the Vietnam war. Robert Kuhn also
has a website mentioned in his book that includes more photos of his Vietnam tour as well as his
life since leaving the service. Very nice job Mr Kuhn and welcome home!”

Ebook Library Reader, “Good memoir. Every vietnam.vet has a different tour and a different
perception to write about. I enjoyed this memoir and reading Bout problems and situations
common to us all. His tour was different from mine and mine different from others, but we went,
we served, and most if us came home , albeit a changed person. Im glad he offered his insight.”

The book by John Man has a rating of  5 out of 4.2. 93 people have provided feedback.

Preface Acknowledgments My High School Years 1970, Drafted! Induction into the Army Fort
Dix, NJ Basic Training AWOL Fort Jackson, SC - AIT 1971, Cam Ranh Bay Tuy Hoa Air Base
First Field Trip to An Khe The Convoy Back at Tuy Hoa Airbase Second Field Trip: The Central
Highlands Medevac to Qui Nhon Hospital Bad Times at Tuy Hoa Third Field Trip: The Central
Highlands Going to School? The Last Infantry Unit in MR II 1972, Stand-Down ETS: Back to the
World Medals Surprise Final Thought Epilogue Glossary and Acronyms About the Author



Language: English
File size: 34758 KB
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 123 pages
Lending: Enabled
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/d

