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Late this time.  

Late in winter. 
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Poems 
by Dallayce Bright 

 

 

'Neath Ivied Vine 

  

Thy silken kiss upon my cheek. 

As then it was at last we meet, 

When sun then now has set its last, 

And lain itself upon Earth's past 

And wept a single tear now spent 

No more to be; thoughts heaven sent. 

And reach to touch what peace there lay 

Beyond life's grasp now slipped away. 

That gone to dust and ever more 

Hath sought to rest at heaven's door. 

That given life, now know its end, 

As sweet release peace now does send. 

For tears now wept have greater means 

Than loss, for loss is not what seems. 

As now in stead joy-filled release, 

In moment's last, now made of peace. 

That to have come so far to see 

What now no more as was to be. 

And now no more need seek, nor find. 

Our thoughts to sleep 'neath ivied vine. 

 



‘Neath Amber Leaves 
 

I wait for you ‘neath amber leaves, 

Once green and full in summer’s midst. 

And listen then as winter grieves, 

To ne’er more reach for lips once kissed. 

Those lips once kissed ‘neath summer vine, 

Your gaze they held as once you said: 

On ivory skin—then silken fine— 

Dew lain petals of roses red. 

As golden curls released fall fair, 

‘Pon shoulders bare then not eighteen, 

A gentle kiss you place there dare, 

A love as this you’d ne’er fore seen. 

A love ne’er seen not yet to be, 

As wait beneath this oak I do. 

For war has taken you from me, 

And ‘neath this oak I’ll wait for  

you. 

  

As ‘neath this oak I wait here still, 

Though word has come, as missing now. 

And wait forever more I will, 

For your sweet face beneath this bow. 

  

As ‘neath this oak I’ll ever stay, 

Though dust now gone to years before. 

Those years somehow now slipped away, 

And still I’ll wait . . . forever more. 

 

 

Author’s comment: 
This poem is about waiting for a 
loved one to return from war that 
never will. It originally takes 
place in World War II but could 
apply to any era.  
Her devotion is so complete that 
she has herself buried beneath 
that same oak,  keeping her 
promise to remain beneath its 
bows until his return. 
 



The Greying Sky 
  

  

Darkly, then the greying sky, 

Night withdraws its silenced cry. 

All has gone—some time before— 

None remains; no one . . . no more. 

  

No more, there eyes gaze to see. 

No more, there hands reach to feel. 

As sky-bourne dust now falls free, 

‘Pon the silence, now less real. 

  

Here children’s echoed laughter 

Came before, but then after 

Black turned day; while midst of  

night, 

Upturned eyes beheld the light. 

  

No more, sound of fallen tread. 

Roads once traveled, now lay still. 

No more, thoughts once filled with  

dread, 

Unaware of future’s will. 

  

Cradled-silence now does wait, 

Hoping still its not too late. 

Blackened sky drifting from low 

Smoldering embers, still aglow. 

  

Yet, midst ruin a path leads still, 

Through its stones a lone wind  

blows. 

None to feel its empty chill. 

Yet . . . a single blade there  

grows. 

Author’s comment: 
With this one I used a rhyming 
technique I've never seen used 
before, that's not to say someone 
hasn't, of course. Every other 
quatrain, 1, 3, and 5 rhyme in 
couplets, 1-2, 3-4. Quatrains 2, 4, 
and 6 rhyme 1-3, 2-4. 



Doodles in Ink 
by Dallayce Bright 

 

 

 

 

Partial Face 

Basket of Fruit 



Rose 
by Dallayce Bright 



The Hanging of Saddam Hussein 
by Robert Brizel 

 

  
 

Called a bloodthirsty tyrant by some, an ethnic victim and an Islamic martyr to others. 

In the early hours of January 30, 2006, Saddam Hussein al-Tikriti was executed 

Iraq to the taunts and abuse of his Shiite captors. The inhumane hanging was captured 

on a cell phone camera, to be replayed on Youtube.com and countless other worldwide 

websites. The hanging has triggered international condemnation, due to the savage and 

abusive way the hanging was conducted. Wishing the best for his country, and for Palestine, 

Saddam, 69, calmly and bravely allowed himself to be hanged without a hood. 

 

 
Having resisted a chance to leave Iraq, and having gone underground during the entire 

American invasion, Saddam lived to see two of his children and a grandchild executed by 

American forces, and his political and military brain trust reduced to a „Most Wanted‟ deck of 

cards. Only Baghdad Bob, his entertaining television spokesperson, was let go. 

As far as invasions go, with the daily death toll getting worse, Iraq is a military disaster. 



 
The effects on Middle East peace due to invading Iraq will be felt for years to come. 

As the years pass by, the western world will probably forget its media fascination with the 

electric Saddam and his sons Odai and Qusai. They could have left Iraq for exile in Syria with 

hundreds of millions of dollars, if not more. But without evidence of weapons of mass 

destruction (which was why the United States invaded), they opted to stay in Iraq after 

sending the family women to Syria. Unlike Idi Amin (who accepted exile in Saudi Arabia), 

staying was a calculated decision of defiance, one from which the hated and antagonistic 

Saddam could not escape. It remains to be seen whether Iran today-which is Pro-Palestinian, 

anti-Israel and anti-west in ideals-is realistically any better or different than Saddam. As for 

Saddam, we didn‟t like him, but noted him prominently because of his contempt for America 

and or anything he disagreed with. 

 

Many factional groups within Iraq wanted Saddam dead, with interest. The United States 

instigated, inspired and sponsored them after the first Gulf War in 1991, undoubtedly 

triggering reprisals. At one point, Saddam had the fourth or fifth biggest army in the world, 

failing only to invade Kuwait early enough to capture it well in advance of American military 

countermeasures. With hundreds of millions spent on bunkers that were bombed by U.S. 

warplanes, and hundreds of thousands of political and ethnic opponents killed from Shiite to 

Kurds, Saddam‟s evil Ba‟ath Party ruled dictatorially. 

When two of his own son-in-laws tried to defect to Jordan and then returned to Iraq, Saddam 

had them killed. According to his jailhouse captors, Saddam went to the gallows never fully 

understanding why the U.S. had attacked him when he had no weapons of mass destruction. 

Ruthless and brutal to some, confusing to others, the perplexed Saddam 

was convicted at a trial featuring execution of his lawyers and judges, one in which he never 

had the chance to speak on the stand, only echo defiance from his courtroom seat. 

His second trial on other charges, and that of his co-defendants, will probably never be 

completed due to the hangings. They should have postponed the hangings to finish it. 



 
 

Saddam ruled Iraq with an iron hand for 24 years. By hanging Saddam after a two year trial 

for ordering the killing of 148 Shiite Muslims in the town of Dujail in 1982, Saddam escaped 

responsibility for the Iran-Iraq War, killing Kurds with chemical weapons as reprisals, the 

Anfal genocide trial, missiles fired at Israel and Saudi Arabia, members of his own family and 

military, political opponents, and a civil lawsuit in the United States. It is my view that these 

legal proceedings should have been allowed to go their course so that the evidence against 

Saddam was overwhelming. Instead, Saddam‟s hanging as low class ethnic revenge 

accomplished nothing, turning the flamboyant dictator into a heroic intentional martyr and 

victim when he should have been vilified as the devil himself. Inside Iraq, American and 

foreign soldiers and innocent civilians continue to be killed indiscriminately on a daily basis. 

The genocide has no solution in sight, and Saddam‟s execution on a Muslim holiday merely 

fanned the flames of a Jihad civil war without end. 

 
Rare family photo found at the home of Saddam‟s half brother Watban Ibrahim al-Hassan 
 

 

 

 

 

 



The Bearded Warlord Warrior 
By Robert Brizel  

 

 
Chechen Separatist Warlord Shamil Basayev (1965-2006) AP 

 

With a ten million American dollar bounty on his terrorist head, Shamil Salmanovich Basayev 

was not your ordinary Chechen born separatist rebel leader. Expelled as a student from the 

Moscow Engineering Institute of Land Management, his early rebel warrior experience came 

as a fighter for Abkhazia separatists in the breakaway region of Georgia. By 1995, he was 

leading successful hostage-taking raids deep in the heart of Southern Russia. In August of 

1996, Basayev captured the attention of the world, leading rebel forces on a successful 

mission to take control of the Chechen capital Grozny and drive out Russian troops. It was a 

brilliant high stakes rebel effort which took the Russian military by complete surprise. In 

Deember of 1996, Basayev finished second in a run for the Presidency of Chechnya. With the 

support of the Chechen people, Basayev had risen. 

 

Basayev‟s rebel star would eventually diminish, though, due to a series of high risk mistakes 

which alienated the Chechen cause with the outside world whose support it needed. 

Evidentally not politically astute, Basayev was appointed Prime Minister of Chechnya in 

January 1998 for a six month term by then Chechen President Aslan Maskhadov. By the fall 

of 1999, Basayev and his rebels had launched an unsuccessful 

rebel attack to take control of the neighboring Russian territory of Dagestan. 

 

In January 2000, one of Basayev‟s feet was blown off while stepping on a land mine during 

the rebel withdrawal from Grozny. Depraved and indifferent, the incident may have inspired 

and sparked Basayev to a series of sadistic counterattacks, which in the end significantly 

reduced the stock of his rebel cause with anti-Russian sympathizers.  

 

On a subtle October 23, 2002, during a Moscow theatre performance of the stage musical 

Nord-Ost, Chechen terrorists stormed the Dubrovka theatre and took 900 hostages, including 

90 employees. 40 to 50 gunman led by Movsar Barayev, attacked the theatre, including 

women terrorists strapped with explosives. Three days later, Russian troops stormed the 

theatre building and 129 people died, all but two due to the effects of gas used by federal 

forces to subdue the rebels inside before the Russians retook control.  Other terrorist targets 

included a Moscow McDonald‟s, The National Hotel, a rock concert with young people, and 



inside a subway car, all of which caused casualties and injuries of innocent civilians. Basayev 

was catalyst that planned the many attacks. 

 

 
Chechen Terrorists at the Dubrovka Theatre (Russian NTV) 

 

By this time, Shamil Basayev had mixed radical Islam with the sword of rebellion and 

independence from the mother Russia in the post-Mikhail Gorbachev era, and it would remain 

as extreme a goal for Russian President Vladimir Putin to find a way to finish him 

as badly as American forces are still hunting Osama Bin Laden and Ayman al-Zawahiri. 

In the end, Basayev would be a top assassination target, the only question was which of 

Basayev‟s enemies would realize the ultimate goal of martyring him first for „justice‟. 

 

By 2003, Shamil Basayev was on the United Nations Security Council‟s terrorist list, which 

officially made him a feared most wanted on an international scale. The designation of 

Basayev may have been more a recognition of the potential for greater damage within the 

Russian Federation Basayev could effect if he was neutralized. 

Basayev proved to be an elusive, effective and well-organized warlord. However, one of his 

future targets would prove his undoing, as international outcry would put a priceless price on 

his head. In his rebel fury, Basayev had targeted little children, a publicity no-no. 

 

A May 2004, a well-coordinated stadium bomb attack killed the pro-Russian President of 

Chechnya, Akhmad Kadyrov. In June 2004, nearly 100 people died in the attacks on 

government buildings and police stations in nearby Ingushetia.  In October 2005, he 

coordinated a rebel attack on N‟alchik, the capital of the autonomous Kabardino-Balkar 

Republic, in which dozens of rebels, local police, and security forces died in combat. 

By this time, he had also developed an infamous resourceful highly advanced and trained 

ongoing squad of jihad female suicide bombers, nicknamed the „Black Widows Brigade‟.  

 

“The Chechen nation is involved in the national liberation struggle for its freedom and 

independence and for its preservation,” said Basayev. In August 2004, Chechen suicide 

guerrillas took advantage of the lack of electronic security screening at Russian airports to 

blow themselves up on two separate airplanes, killing 89. Meanwhile, a Chechen suicide 

bomber killed even more people by detonating himself outside a Moscow Metro. 

 

By it was over Labor Day weekend in 2004 that Shamil Basayev would make his most 

calculated attack. Well preplanned (judging by the weapons stashed under floorboards) 



and maliciously intended to create the maximum publicity and feelings of grief, over 1200 

schoolchildren and adults were taken hostage on September 1, 2004 (known as the „Day of 

Knowledge‟ or opening day of school) in Beslan, North Ossetia, in the schoolhouse know as 

School Number One. By the third day, shooting had broken out between Russian security 

forces and Chechen rebel forces inside the school. By the time the standoff had ended, 344 

people were dead, including 186 children. 437 people were injured, including 221 children, 

when Russian Security forces and locals stormed the school to retake it in the face of 

explosions. Fleeing rebels killed women and children indiscriminately, but in the end, all 

rebels but one were killed in the final fireworks. 

 

The sole rebel survivor, Nur-Pashi Kalayev, 24, was later sentenced to life in prison. 

It later emerged that Basayev‟s Chechen „Black widows‟, consisting of female suicide 

bombers whose husbands and children had been killed by Russian forces in Chechnya, were 

heavily involved at Beslan. Three Black Widow suicide bombers detonated body explosives 

when Russian police stormed the school, accounting for most of the fatalities. 

 

On July 10, 2006, Shamil Basayev was assassinated in Ekazevo, Ingushetia, while riding in a 

group of cars escorting a truck filled the explosives. According to one version, a mole who 

was paid 250,000 British pounds planted a remote control explosive with a detonator on the 

truck, and Russian Federal Froces detonated the explosive. Still another claim was that the 

truck simply hit a pothole and exploded.  Another claim has a truck bomb which was 

detonated from the side of the road as Basayev‟s convoy passed. For Basayev, who once took 

dozens of hostages in the maternity ward of a Russian hospital, 

death was probably not an unexpected ending. He had crossed the line between terrorism 

and horror, triggering a worldwide outcry in which death was the only logical conclusion. 

 

Photographs and images used courtesy AP and Russian television, informative use only. 



Rod Coronado and the New Eco-Terrorism 
By Robert Brizel 

 

Primarily occurring in the Western United States where most research laboratories are 

located, Eco-terrorism refers to violence carried out to further the political and social aims of 

environmentalists. Eco-terrorism involves threats and acts of violence, both against people 

and property, involving sabotage, vandalism, property damage and intimidation committed in 

the name of environmentalism. Rod Coronado leads the idea. 

 

 

 
Famous FBI sketch of the „Unabomber‟ and actual photo of Dr. Ted Kaczynski 

 

Perhaps the advent and rise of technology, to which extensive funded research is heavily 

linked, contributed significantly to the parallel rise of eco-terrorism. Dr. Ted Kaczynski, the 

so-called „Unabomber‟ targeted prominent professors in the technology field for mail bombs. 

Whether his various philosophies and credos represented a „back to earth movement‟ is purely 

speculative, but in a sense Kaczynski represented a remorseless catalyst as the roots of eco-

terrorism which followed. He believed he was right in doing what he did. Today‟s eco-

terrorists believe they are saving the world from itself. 

 

 

 
Eco-Terrorist Rod Coronado 

 

Towards the end of the year 2000, eco-terrorism put it self on the map when the sudden anti-

SUV movement reached the press. Gas-guzzling Sports Utility Vehicles became the target of 

homemade stickers, placed on them as a sort of protest. A 1996 Sierra club report which 

wouldn‟t die highlighted the poor fuel efficiency, Carbon Monoxide and Nitrous Oxide 



emissions of SUVs inspired the tagging of SUVs and gas pumps. In 2001, arson attacks on 

SUB dealerships began and brought eco-terrorism to the media circus. 

The Earth Liberation Front, along with its sister group the Animal Liberation Front, the two 

Eco-terrorism groups flourishing since the mid 1990s, added to the  eco-terrorism media 

frenzy when they openly targeted everything from research labs to SUV dealerships to 

housing developments with the banner motto „You build it, we‟ll burn it‟. 

 

 
Eco-terrorists cause 50 million dollar loss in San Diego 

 

 
 

Eco-terrorists Destroy Four Car Dealerships in California in 2003 (Courtesy NBC) 

www.nbc4.tv/video/2425170/index.html Eco-Terrorism in West Covina, California 

 

Environmental activism expanded to include tree sitting, and attacks of logging company 

trucks. The environmental sub-goals cover everything from: protecting Federal forests to 

preventing global warming; saving the planet from pollution; stopping mining; stopping real 

estate development; stopping the use of industrial pesticides; stopping expansion of ski 

resorts; targeting car dealerships that sell Hummers. ELF and ALF might trace their origins to 

http://www.nbc4.tv/video/2425170/index.html


such groups as Greenpeace and Earth First. They have managed to do hundreds of million of 

dollars in damage on a domestic scale. Worldwide figures are much worse. 

 

The Animal Liberation Front has targeted everything from McDonald‟s Restaurants to 

university professors doing animal vivisections to homeowners with pets they do not like, 

owing to what they believe is the torture and abuse of animals. With a strong powerful 

„underground‟ following which can be likened to the 1960s Black Panthers, the ALF uses 

tactics including violence and arson, and targets and bombs furriers, butchers, restaurant 

owners, veterinarians, zookeepers, and doctors who do medical research on animals.  

 

Firebombing and arsons at colleges and universities who do animal research are common. 

Other tactics include leaflets describing the „animal killers‟ or tossing buckets of blood. 

Usually middle and upper class educated individuals motivated to pro-animal extremism, 

The grizzly bear, the spotted owl and the redwood forests are to be protected, while research 

in such areas as AIDS, cystic fibrosis, Alzheimer‟s, and cancer spinal cord injuries are to be 

stopped at all costs. Abortion doctors are targeted. Internet websites devoted to the animal 

cause routinely target offending corporations and their employees, including harassing 

telephone calls, property vandalism, and public demonstrations. 

 

 

So how did Rod Coronado become the spokesman for the eco-terrorism movement? 

 

A Pasqua Yaqui warrior who has been fighting the American system for environmental 

justice for over 20 years, he began his pro-environmental career as a crew member of the Sea 

Shepherd Conservation Society, which sunk illegal whaling ships off the coast of Iceland. On 

land he defended bighorn sheep and other threatened species. In 1991 to 1992, the ALF 

launched Operation Bite Back, a series of fur farm raids which caused over a million dollars 

in damage, including destroying the research facilities at Michigan State University. Rod 

Coronado was the ALF media spokesperson. He would eventually serve four years in prison 

for various offenses, mostly not for not providing key information on the people, places and 

intentions of the movement-but emerged with the same unshakable belief:  “Fighting for the 

earth is a very old, sacred, and honorable duty. Radical environmentalism is part of the sacred 

knowledge handed down to me.” His more recent offenses include saboteur actions to protect 

Arizona mountain lions. 

 

The ELF and the ALF which Coronado leads are targets of the FBI‟s current „Operation 

Backfire‟, also dubbed „The Green Scare‟. Coronado currently faces 20 years in prison, as 

during a recent environmental lecture he gave, he answered an audience member‟s question 

on how to construct a non-explosive incendiary device out of a plastic jug filled with gasoline 

with chilling details. Is it free speech expression, or is it arson? You decide. 

 



 
Rod Coronado Today, Still in Trouble With the law 

 

“Our direct action is more necessary now more than ever. It is, more than ever, up to citizens 

to hold corporations and individuals accountable for their environmental crimes.” 

According to Coronado, targets remain active and viable. Environmental radicals continue to 

recruit new „soldiers‟ for their movement with a growing sense of urgency. 

 

And, Coronado states without remorse, there is no room for compromise. “There is never any 

point where people escape our surveillance or our attention” ALF and ELF take credit for 

ongoing small and large strikes across the globe. Rod Coronado also faces 18 months in jail 

for interfering with the Arizona mountain lion hunt. A strange guerrilla?      

 

Ron Coronado is a Native American „free spirit‟ who believes in protecting the global 

environment and defending animal lives and rights free from research abuse and killing. 

Coronado is, was, and will always be one of the great heroes of the global environmental 

movement. He gave it a face, and he believes in his own cause-saving the earth his way. 

Coronado remains free on fifty thousand dollars bond in the mountain lion case. 

 

Bibliography 

Internet News Reports on Rod Coronado and Eco-Terrorism Movement Were Consulted. 

All Photographs and Images Reproduced are for Nonprofit Informative Use Only. 

Rod Coronado Lecture Brochure (Which Follows) is Publicly Posted on the Internet 



 
 

 

 



Raul Castro’s Olive Branch 
By Robert Brizel 

 

 
Acting Cuban President Raul Castro  

 

 

Raul Castro is the Acting President of Cuba. His brother, Fidel Castro, hospitalized and sick, 

is believed to be terminally ill and not likely to survive 2007. Whether he does or he doesn‟t, 

Raul Castro has done something which his brother did not for 47 years. At 75, 

 Raul Castro has been Cuba‟s quiet second-in-command for nearly half a century. 

 

Raul has offered twice to open a dialogue to peace with the United States. The trade and 

financial embargo and ban on travel to Cuba ahs hurt the island. Lifting it would reestablish 

Cuba and an economic power and as tourist destination.  

 

First Vice-President of the Council of Ministers, First Secretary of the Communist Party, and 

Maximum General of the Armed Forces, Raul Castro is in a unique positioning Cuba‟s 

history. He could arrange for the return and/or recompensation for seized American property. 

His life has included friendships from Ernesto „Che‟ Guevara to the Soviet KGB. An original 

„commandante‟ in the rebel guerrilla army which overthrew the Batista government in Cuba, 

a reverse course by Raul could get him both financial backing and the lifting of economic and 

travel sanctions. His agricultural market reforms in the early 1990s probably saved the lives 

of millions of Cubans, by arranging for food supplies to be delivered to Cuba.  A political 

hardliner who favors a free market economy similar to china‟s today, nonetheless Raul Castro 

could do much to improve Cuban lives. 

 

A lot depends on whether or not the United States takes Raul‟s verbal olive branch of peace 

or reform seriously enough to reestablish serious talks. If Raul allows for such talks, he would 

be walking the fine line between tolerance and revolution, based on his brother‟s policies. But 

Cuba is also in an improved position, due to newly discovered potential oil exploration sites 

off its coastlines. The United States might want to get in on the oil jamboree, because it needs 

the oil. All this leaves Raul Castro in a precarious, but favorable position to bring Cuba back 



into the real world. If the untied States finds Raul Castro to be a legitimate leader who can be 

dealt with diplomatically, this would be a valuable big first step. Cuba has the potential of 

billions of dollars in tourist dollars from the United States coming its way if Raul Castro 

succeeds, and in my view, the time is right for a more open Cuba, if not a completely 

Democratic one. Besides tourism, Cuba has much to offer the United States in constructive 

cultural exchanges with Americans.  

 

Perhaps Raul Castro‟s saving grace in office has been the low profile he has continuously 

maintained throughout his brother‟s rule. He was officially designated by Fidel to be his 

successor in October 1997. He officially took power from his brother Fidel in July 2006. 

I‟m hopeful that Cuba‟s future may be more promising if Raul can soon institute reforms. 

 



The AIDS Crisis in 2007 
By Robert Brizel 

 

 
 

By 2030, AIDS disease will be one of the top three causes of death in the modern world. 

Non-communicable diseases including heart disease will till account for 70% of deaths. 

However only the AIDS epidemic will continue to grip the world, due to widespread 

misunderstandings as the virus shatters myths and stereotypes. Perhaps the greatest problem 

the general public faces is a lack of education, and cultural customs and mores which made 

continue to accelerate the spread of the disease, when progress in terms of AIDS education, 

belief systems and medicines available is not where it should be. 

 

At present, the Bill and Melinda Gates Foundation has contributed hundreds of millions of 

dollars to AIDS research, in the hope that scientific research can develop an effective vaccine 

to end the existence of the HIV virus which causes AIDS-Acquired Immune Deficiency 

Syndrome. 

 

According to the World Aids Clock at www.unfpa.org/aids_clock/ , about 40 million people 

now are infected with HIV/AIDS, although the total may be several million higher. According 

to the CBS AIDS Clock at www.cbs.com/cbs_cares/hiv, about 50 million people are infected 

with HIV/AIDS, and 28 million have already died of AIDS. 

The actual numeric totals are less relevant that the stigmas still associated with HIV disease 

which will affect the world as the earth turns the corner into the next decade. 

 

In 2005, more than five million people were infected with HIV/AIDS-more than any previous 

year. In 2006, four and a half million people were infected with HIV/AIDS. By 2010, it is 

projected that 65 million more people will be infected with HIV/AIDS, which would bring the 

worldwide total to over 105 million-despite aggressive effects to educate people about the 

disease and how it is being spread.  

http://www.unfpa.org/aids_clock/
http://www.cbs.com/cbs_cares/hiv


 

The loss to the working age global workforce will reach 45 million by 2010, and double to 

about 90 million by 2020. The AIDS pandemic in Africa will have its greatest impact on 

working families, and orphaned children. More than 70% of new HIV infections occur in sub-

Saharan Africa, with individuals from age 15 to 24 accounting for half of all new infections. 

Worse, orphaned children are often forced from school into the workforce at a young age due 

to their parents either being dead or too sick to ever work again-due to the lack of available 

antiretroviral medicines. And for those infected who are lucky enough to have ARV 

medicines to stay healthy, the question of whether HIV-Positive individuals demonstrate 

responsible behavior or continue to spread the HIV virus will always linger. 

 

 

 
Protesters in India on World AIDS Day, December 1, 2006 (AP Photo) 

 

26 million people in sub-Saharan Africa live with AIDS, representing 64% of the world‟s 

cases. While 2.4 million have died of the disease here, 3.2 million new infections have 

occurred. In other countries, news was grim. China had a 30% rise in AIDS infections in 

2006. The number of those infected with HIV/AIDS is about six million in India-a country 

known for prostitution-higher than any other country today. In Eastern Europe and Central 

Asia, 90% of new infections occur due to intravenous needle drug use. 

 

By far, the world continues to suffer from a lack of adequate AIDS education which would 

prevent the spread of the virus in the long run. Scientific research holds the only hope of 

resolving the AIDS crisis. A number of countries are starting to ignore medical patents-so 

they can manufacture the medicines they need to treat their people at a lower cost than is 

currently commercially available. Even with that, most people with AIDS around the world 

still suffer from a lack of available medicine and die because of that. 

 

 

 

 



El patron que… 
by Pablo Ramon Austero 



Mario’s Fish Fillet 
by Thomas Hally 

 



My Army  
by Thomas Hally 

 

 

 

One might ask oneself “Why would anyone want to recall their miserable days in the US 

Army?” The short answer is “To get it off their chest”. So, here is the story of my army. First 

of all, let me give you a little background information about myself. I was born in San 

Francisco in March of 1945 and raised in that same city. My family was of middle class 

background, and I have two siblings. After three grade schools and three high schools, I went 

on to university to study political science, as “government” was called in those days. I always 

believed that political science was a much better term, and only such “progressive advances” 

that gave us “learning resource center” in exchange for “library” can explain the change. At 

any rate, as I was saying I went on to study at the University of San Francisco, where, after an 

uneventful year and a half I quit school after the death of my father and went to work full 

time. I found employment at United Parcel Service as a loader and checker. I worked full time 

for almost four months at UPS at night, and as grocery clerk at Antonneli‟s Corner Market on 

Union Street for half a day in the morning and two hours in the afternoon. At lunch, I would 

deliver groceries in the Nob Hill and Russian Hill neighborhoods, sometimes parking Mr. 

Antonelli‟s turquoise 1957 Chevy station wagon on steep and crooked Lombard Street, and I 

go even as far as Grant Avenue and other streets in Chinatown deliver groceries to San 

Francisco‟s rich and famous. In March of 1965, I quit my jobs, and Frank Mahoney, Pat 

Kearns and I decided to tour the United States on our motorcycles for as far as our money 

would take us and bring us back. My two college buddies and I decided that the idea was a bit 

costly, and opted for selling our bikes. We changed our plans for a less expensive trip, hitch-

hiking in Europe where we figured we would be able to spend four to six months with the 

money we had saved from our respective jobs and the sale of the motorcycles. Mahoney had 

only accumulated four hundred dollars in his job, but got a whopping nine hundred for his 

nearly new Triumph TR-6, better than one dollar per cubic centimeter of engine. Kearns and I 

each had eight hundred dollars to take along and feed and lodge us for as long as the money 

would be available. We all bought European traveler‟s checks. 

In late March we started out from Pittsburg, California, near Oakland, and drove a red Chevy 

Apache 10 pickup truck we got from Auto U-Drive and started out for the East Coast. After 

about a week we dropped the vehicle off in Philly, and we went to New York City. We had 

paid only for the gas, but we paid through the nose in New York for three or four days, so we 

wisely decided to buy our Icelandic Airlines tickets for Glasgow, Scotland with a couple of 

days‟ layover in Reykjavik, Iceland. Arriving at Glasgow we felt like we were at last in 

Europe and the three of us anticipated visiting relatives in Ireland. 

I, for one, had a lot of fun visiting the British Isles and the European Continent itself. I 

managed to work in three countries and visit twenty three in all. In 

September of 1965 I got a pre-draft or pre-induction notice, I‟m not sure now exactly what it 

was called, so I returned home from my last stop, Madrid, on an Iberian Airlines flight that 

put my mother out-and off-for four hundred dollars plus. 

I came back to my home town, after having “bummed around” Europe for almost six months, 

mostly by myself. I decided to go back to college and return to the University of San 

Francisco after the ten month hiatus. Too bad for me, I was late for registration, I‟d have to 

wait till the spring semester, but I was sure that I‟d be drafted by that time. So, at barely 20 

years of age I fell in love. Her name was Pat Brooks, a honey of a strawberry blonde with 

green eyes and a Ford Thunderbird, and she had a way with the boys. The face to face 

romance was short lived, and, in October of 1965 I enlisted in the United States Army. I chose 



Airborne Infantry Intelligence as my specialty and opted for Special Forces. I was initially 

rejected by Special Forces for having two speeding tickets, so was promptly put into the foot 

infantry as “cannon fodder”. After all I volunteered for the army, and had no college degree to 

save me from Vietnam. It was a dumb move, indeed. After processing and physicals I went to 

Fort Polk, Louisiana, at Leesville, or “Fleasville” as it was more commonly known as for 

Basic Training. 

At Basic Combat Training I learned how to fight (as if I didn‟t already know how after a year 

on the streets during high school). I also learned how to follow an idiot‟s orders, and how to 

march, and march, and march. It seemed like we would march everywhere. After a quickie 

Christmas schedule of six weeks, instead of the usual eight, I was sent on to Advanced 

Infantry Training at the now closed Fort Ord, California, near Salinas and Monterey. This was 

a lot better for me since it was only about one hundred miles from the family home in San 

Francisco, and I was able to visit my mother almost every weekend, as well as be with my 

girlfriend Pat Brooks. 

 

 

In AIT, Advanced Infantry Training, I learned how to do things that I never conceived of in 

my wildest dreams: how to kill “Charlie”, as the VC or Viet Cong were called, with a quick 

twist of the bayonet; and I managed to get a Sharpshooter‟s or Expert‟s Badge with the M-60 

machine gun. I only got a Marksman‟s Badge with the M-16 rifle. The latter meant that I was 

only one step above “can‟t hit the broadside of a barn door”. I guess my Expert‟s title was 

due, in part, to the fact that I watched a lot of Audie Murphy movies as a kid, where he 

would spray a nest of enemy soldiers with machine gun fire like most people would spray a 

nest of cockroaches with Raid. I learned his trick, I suppose. I was also taught first aid, how to 

obey orders and how to march, and march, and march. It seemed like we would march 

everywhere. After leaving AIT, I went on to Fort Benning, Georgia for Jump School, that is, 

Airborne. I was finally going to become a paratrooper! I wasn‟t scared at all at the prospect of 

jumping out of a perfectly good airplane; and neither were the two hundred or so other troops 

in my Airborne Company. I guess we were just brainwashed or all stupid, although I hate to 

think the latter could have been the case! Remember, this was 1966. 

 

 



On April 1, of that year I was sent to my first TO & E Assignment or Table of Operations and 

Equipment at the 82nd Airborne Division at Fort Bragg, North Carolina. This was my first 

active duty non-training station. A day more appropriate than April 1st couldn‟t have been 

imagined. I thought I had left the strictest of disciplines behind me and would be able to relax. 

Nope. Not an almost rank-less Private E-2, as I was soon to find out. More of the same: 

weapons cleaning, “Kill Charlie”, again! K.P. or kitchen police as the job and the “swabbies” 

of the kitchen and mess hall were called, and marching, marching, marching… My first duty 

station had turned out to be a repeat of my first 17 weeks of military service, with the extra 

added attraction of K.P. A real drag! How depressing the whole thing was, and it was boring! 

An occasional parachute jump from a C-141 Starlifter jet or vertical drop from a Huey 

Helicopter would sometimes break the monotony. And there were those midnight breakfasts 

and mysterious flights from Fort Bragg to Italy or Turkey or other exotic places to a drop 

zone and a two to four week exercise on company TDY (Temporary Duty) with weekend 

passes to see the exotic sights and meet the exotic girls. Somehow, we at Alpha Company of 

the 2nd 505th Infantry Brigade never had such fun. Our midnight ride to nowhere would bring 

us right back to Fort Bragg after eight numbing hours in a cargo seat and the obligatory shout 

of “GEROMINMOOoooo!!!!!” as we‟d leave the plane jumping outward and then being 

suddenly jerked back by the taut chord cord that held us to the doorway of the plane‟s jump 

bay and we‟d float to the drop zone some four thousand to eight hundred feet below. We 

would be bought back, all of us depressed as usual, to company headquarters and the barracks 

for a “full” four hours sleep before beginning another day of marching, marching, marching, 

marksmanship, “Kill Charlie” and K.P. And to make matters worse, it was usually on a 

weekend so our passes would be limited to one day. 

 

Some things positive did happen, however. I was chosen a winner on the platoon, company, 

battalion and brigade levels in the Soldier of the Month contest for May of 1966, and as a 

runner up on the division level. As a no-striper I was beaten out by a three stripe up and one 

down staff sergeant. We were both knowledgeable on current events and military matters as 

concerned our respective MOS‟s, or Military Occupational Status, and both of us were snap-

to STRAC or straight up and at attention types on the job, but his years of experience gained 

out over this upstart young private. I was promoted to private first class and given my first, 

and what would eventually prove to be my only, stripe. I was passed over for acting corporal 

and specialist fourth class later that year because I had been accepted by Infantry Officer‟s 

Candidate School and, tentatively, by West Point, pending a secret clearance and an eligibility 

decision regarding my projected age at my possible presidential commission. It turned out I 

would be too old (at 26!) after a year of math preparatory school at Fort Belvoir, Virgina and 

four years study at West Point to assume the rank of second lieutenant, so I decided the best 

way to flee the 82nd Airborne Division would be to study at Infantry OCS at Fort Benning, 

Georgia. 

I took a Greyhound Bus from Fayetteville, North Carolina headed towards Columbus 

Georgia. On the bus I briefly fell in love with a rather homely girl in the seat next to me, and 



she fell in love with me also, it seemed. That was OK since I wasn‟t exactly Clark Gable nor 

was she Marilyn Monroe. And that too, was a good thing because both of them had died, four 

to six years before my long bus ride. Nothing happened aside from a google-eyed 

conversation with silly laughter. After a long and tiresome day I got arrived at my final 

destination, Fort Benning, and followed a drill sergeant‟s orders, MARCHING to the truck 

that would take us to the processing point. The training at Officer‟s Candidate School was 

tough, to say the least, but I was finally able to learn something new. We studied map reading, 

tactics and strategy as well as logistics and a bit of psychological operations. The usual dose 

of marching loomed present, as I had suspected; but I was accustomed to it by now, so the 

“silliness” of the whole idea of marching to absolutely everywhere and nowhere no longer 

bothered me. 

The training and education at Fort Benning was more than adequate to prepare me for the 

perhaps inevitable combat I would have to face in the future. I was not anxious for the 

experience, rather anxious about the experience. “What is it like?” was my frequent question 

to my fellow officer candidates who had already been to Nam or the Dominican Republic, or 

some little-known combat zone in Africa 

or South America. The discipline was stricter the 82nd Airborne Division‟s but at least we 

didn‟t have Kitchen Police, since the army hired local people to do that. The cooking was still 

done by army personnel, however. The students or OC s as we were called, had more “useful” 

purposes in the dining room or mess hall, like being targets for the fruit thrown by Lieutenant 

Jones or Captain Mullen from their seats at the “regal” officer‟s table, as we sat on the final 

six inches of our chairs at the four-man tables, not smiling or being allowed to talk as we 

quickly ate our meals. Violation of the rules would get an instant banana or peach to the chest. 

I don‟t know which would have been worse, the thump of the banana or the slop of the soft 

Georgia peach. The food was meager but very good. Second helpings were allowed on 

Sundays, but only after our first eight weeks in the Officer Candidate Company. My company 

was 50th Company. After the first eight weeks most of the guys were out on the town on 

Saturdays and Sundays in Columbus, Georgia or Phoenix City, just across the Alabama 

boarder. We would visit wives and families or see girlfriends or just hang out with each other. 

I actually went to church my first eight weeks at OCS because it was the only way to get out 

of the company area for a couple of hours. As I‟ve said, there was more freedom to be out and 

about in the last sixteen weeks or so of training, but only on the weekends. I was lucky 

enough to have missed the muggy Georgia summer that year, but even so, in October and 

November, the mosquitoes and red South Georgia clay or mud was a plague on all of us as we 

trained in the woods for our future role as platoon leaders in infantry companies in or away 

from combat. 

I was discharged from the army as a Specialist 5th Class (my OC rank) on May 1st of 1967, 

and I was commissioned as a Second Lieutenant on May 2nd, the next day. After the two-

hour long graduation ceremony, I drove home to California, dropping off a classmate in 

Dallas, and after a short leave, I would be on my way to Fort Bliss, Texas for a year of 

Vietnamese Language School and then on to Camp Cue, Okinawa for on the job training in 

the First Special Forces Group. 

After my vacation time ended, I drove to Texas in my new Chevrolet Chevelle Super Sport 

396, which I had purchased from Bill Heard Chevrolet, in Columbus, for seventy dollars 

down and one hundred two dollars per month for a period of about three years. It turned out to 

be a big bite out of my paycheck of two hundred eighty four dollars per month, but, 

amazingly, I managed, eating at the mess hall instead of the Officer‟s Club, and going to 

dances at the club and living on base. 

My star shined in language school, and I graduated # 2 in my class of about fifty students, 

behind a very geeky Spec-Five from the Army Intelligence Corps. I remember having a lot of 



fun at DLISP (Defense Language Institute Support Command), and I also remember quite a 

few hangovers. After forty seven weeks and six hours a day of Saigon Dialect Vietnamese it 

was time to move on. 

At Camp Cue I was initiated into the life of a Special Forces soldier or Green Beret, as they 

are commonly called. I had had my foreign language training, and now it was time for more 

training. It started with a parachute jump into a drop zone in the jungle of northern Okinawa. 

After four weeks of training in the “art” of guerilla warfare as an executive officer on an A-

Team I was awarded my flash or patch that I would place behind my first lieutenant‟s bar on 

my beret (I had been promoted in May of that year while in Vietnamese Language School). I 

had 

served five months in Camp Cue and its environs and I had received the orders I had been 

expecting for almost two years—“go to war!” Much to my delight I was to be sent to the 2nd 

Infantry Division in Korea. There was trouble, as usual, on the DMZ or Demilitarized Zone, 

not that I could do anything about that. The assignment was to be a prep course for Vietnam, I 

was told. No sweat, Korea was hot as hell in the summer and an icebox in winter, but 

nowhere near as dangerous as Vietnam. I left Okinawa in January of 1969, headed for San 

Francisco, for what I was sure would be my last military leave for a while. 

As I was crossing the street on a foggy February night in San Francisco, I suddenly noticed 

white lights rapidly coming at me over my left shoulder, so I began to run perpendicular from 

the oncoming headlights, straight towards the streetcar tracks. I can remember landing on my 

butt, about twenty feet before I reached the streetcar tracks at the intersection of 19th and 

Ocean Avenues. In an instant I yelled “Come back here you S.O.B.” and I recall seeing a head 

with long dark curly hair and a dark beard stick itself out of the driver‟s side window of an 

old white and green Oldsmobile. Maybe it was my imagination, but I also remembered seeing 

a pair of enormous frightened eyes staring at me. Hippies, I imagined, and the car sped off 

like a bat out of Hell. 

My three month stay at Letterman General Hospital, while the bones in my left calf and my 

left knee healed, was an eye-opening experience in itself. There were many amputees and 

double amputees in the Presidio‟s Hospital. I remember a particularly sad and shocking 

experience when I was in a physical therapy session and talking to my therapist, the older 

brother of a high school acquaintance. I noticed a young soldier in his underwear strapped to a 

wooden slab and inclined against a wall, perpendicular from the floor. A very thin seventeen 

to nineteen year old with four stumps instead of two arms and two legs. He was being moved 

through his exercises. He was also blind in both eyes. 

I left Letterman Army Hospital on crutches after two months or so, and was on my own again 

after a couple of weeks walking with a very slight limp. I went home again and saw my one 

year old niece for the first time, and was soon whisked off to my new duty station at Fort 

Lewis, Washington, The Sixth United States Army Command located near Tacoma. At Fort 

Lewis I started out as a Basic Combat Training Scheduling Officer. I was my own boss and 

had several people working for me to help get the tedious job of scheduling done for eight 

weeks of basic training for the three basic training brigades. It was an eye waster, putting tags 

on little nails with a class scheduled and class times on each tag on each nail. I had to arrange 

for transportation, as well, and that was a real hassle, especially when a troop truck was late. I 

always shouldered the blame and the wrath of one lieutenant colonel in particular for a late 

arriving truck. Even though the vehicle was scheduled I took the blame, which was also 

known as “responsibility” and “going through the chain of command”. There were nine 

boards for scheduling the training, eight were for the publication on the local level, as the 

training module for each of the companies on a weekly basis, and the ninth board was for 

practicing and the ideation of the schedules in their final format. I eventually needed glasses 



to continue my work, and I was soon replaced by a computer and a combat engineer first 

lieutenant named Tom O‟Connell who 

I remembered from my days at USF. He was a hell raiser and a lush from Marin County, 

across the bay from San Francisco. I was glad to leave after nearly a year on the job. 

Since I had been promoted to Captain in the hospital months before that time, I was ready to 

take over a company of infantrymen. I was ordered to yep, you guessed it: take on a basic 

combat training company, Delta 2-2, as company commander of the unit! Could I never leave 

basic training behind? It was back to marching, marching, marching…, “Kill Charlie” and 

KP, but not for me. I was backed up by two hundred seventy five of my own troops behind 

me to do ten to fifteen mile forced marches together. What a joy! The job was not a whole 

heck of a lot of fun, not only because of the forced marches every four weeks, but also 

because I had to assume many roles which I was not chronologically or educationally 

prepared for at twenty four years old. I was at once CEO, CFO, and confessor/mommy/daddy 

for the nearly three hundred officers and enlisted men within my command. These were 

people of all ages, from teenagers to men in their fifties, some weather-beaten and tough old 

sergeants who usually, but not always, had their acts together. I had a company executive 

officer, a first lieutenant, whose name I can not now recall, dye his hair to look like mine. 

However, instead of auburn which was my hair color his turned out carrot orange. How do I 

know he wanted to resemble me? He told me. He was a bit unstable. Then there was the 

soldier, a trainee, who shot himself in the foot, literally, with an M-16 rifle to get out of the 

army. From what I learned later, he lost two toes and a chunk of his freedom before being 

given a Dishonorable Discharge. The worst experience by far was when I had to tell a trainee 

that his father had committed suicide just hours before. To this day I kick myself in the butt 

for not having offered him a chair beforehand. Instead, I had him stand “at ease” before me 

rather than “at attention”, and I sat at my desk and solemnly broke the news. The poor guy 

almost fell down as he let out a heart-rending sigh, and I realized my faux pas. 

I had volunteered for Vietnam by this time, out of a sense of guilt; and because 

several acquaintances and a drinking buddy I hung around with in the 82nd Airborne had 

been killed in Vietnam. These were mostly guys I knew from various duty and training 

assignments, but they were not friends in the true sense of the word. I would go over the 

Army Times obituaries and underline or circle familiar names in the KIA list and the Missing 

in Action list. There was only one person I can remember on the MIA list, a Major Vegvary 

from my old Special Forces unit in Okinawa. I remembered that he had sort of a “harsh” 

personality. Don‟t get me wrong, just because I didn‟t like him didn‟t mean that I was glad to 

see him fall into the hands of “Charlie” or the North Vietnamese Army. It made me sad. I was 

getting depressed and I saw no reason why the Army wouldn‟t send me. I began to get angry. 

I was young, healthy and no different from all the rest. My volunteering was the only way I 

could calm my by now tumultuous soul. Instead of sending me overseas, like I wanted, the 

Army “volunteered” me for Japanese Language School (on base) which I quit for no reason 

other than anger at not getting my way, and for all the turmoil built-up inside of me. I was 

also not about to concentrate on the difficult Japanese tongue, even though it was 

presented in Romanji, and not in the traditional Kanji. I was just too damn ticked off! 

I never made it to Vietnam. In 1970, I went to a doctor for a check up on my knee, and I was 

told that there was some deterioration in the medial collateral ligament, and that I should 

apply for a partial service-connected disability when I resigned my commission. I was also 

told that I would have to be put on a permanent “profile” or non-combatant status. That was 

the last straw. After having spoiled my impeccable army conduct record by quitting language 

school (it was considered only a bit less serious than disobeying an order) and getting an 

Article 15, or non-judicial punishment in the form of a half month‟s salary subtracted from 

my paycheck for two months, I was told I had to sit it out for the duration of the war. I applied 



for an early release and it was denied. They held onto me until the end of the year, first by 

relieving me of my command at D-2-2, and then farming me out to an administrative 

company with an adjunct Military Police unit. I was a part time paper shuffler and a part time 

cop, going on occasional “stings” with the MP‟s and catching pot smokers in the act, or those 

who had the “goods” in their cars, on their person or in their quarters. I even had a role in a 

summary court martial, not as a defendant or plaintiff (the army was always the plaintiff) but 

as a researcher for a case involving the theft of some weapons from an armory in one of the 

infantry companies. He was a staff sergeant E-6, and was sent up to Leavenworth Military 

Prison in Kansas. I never found out his exact punishment aside from that: the number of years 

or months, that is, because I got out of the army before the final phase of sentencing was over. 

Well, that‟s about it! That‟s my army and that‟s the story I have told you. I went into the 

Army hoping somehow to avoid Vietnam, and got out with a desire to go there. That‟s a 

paradox if I‟ve ever seen one. It‟s all true, nothing has been changed, not even the names of 

people who made a brief appearance in this composition. I hope you weren‟t bored by my 

army recount, and I‟m sorry for so many acronyms, but its all part of my army and every 

soldier‟s army. I‟ve helped myself immensely, just by telling the story, and that was my main 

reason in narrating it in the first place-and for your enjoyment, of course! I thank you for 

reading it. 

 

 



 


