
 
 

This booklet was created for you to promote healing.  Use it 
daily and it will pay back the time you have invested into it.  

New Old You  

The thoughts contained within are far reaching.  You and I 
must remember that inspirational information is like a 
shower; it does not last more than a day.  Please use it 
wisely.  Apply it to yourself; do not beat others with the 
information just because you have a command of the 
knowledge.   

Knowledge is power only when you use it properly.  Use it 
on yourself and obtain sobriety and stability with this daily. 

Find something that strikes you as important for today.  
Print it, write it out and display it on your fridge, bathroom 
mirror, car dashboard; anywhere to remind you that you are 
on a new mind journey.    

Love yourself. 
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Seductiveness in Addiction 

What makes the addictive relationship so attractive is the mood change it produces.  It works every time, 

it's guaranteed.  No human relationship can make this kind of guarantee.  This is where the trust aspect 

of addiction is meaningful.  Addicts trust they will experience a mood change if they perform certain 

behaviors.  Thus, through acting out, the addict experiences a sense of control.  This helps to counteract 

the total sense of powerlessness and unmanageability the addict is feeling on a deeper, more personal 

level. 

There are many seductive aspects in the addictive process.  Addiction is a process of buying into false and 

empty promises; the promise of relief, the promise of emotional security, the false sense of fulfillment, 

and the false sense of intimacy with the world.  It is not only the relationship with the particular object, 

event or behavior that is dangerous for addicts— it is dangerous to chase this form of dishonesty.  Finding 

emotional fulfillment through an object, event or behavior is an illusion.  It's dishonest to believe an 

object, event or behavior can bring anything more than a temporary mood change.  Continued dishonesty 

of this type can produce a new addictive relationship with another object, event or behavior.  As all 

addicts know, objects, events or behaviors can be easily replaced; shifting from one form of addiction to 

another is easy for addicts.  Highs come in many forms. 

Emotionally, addicts get intensity and intimacy mixed up.  Acting out is an intense experience for an 

addict because it involves going against themselves. While in the process of acting out, addicts may feel 

very much alive, very excited, very shameful, and very scared.  Whatever they are feeling they feel it 

intensely. Addicts feel very connected to the moment because of the intensity, an easy escape from 

normal reality. 

Intensity, however, is not intimacy, though addicts repeatedly get them mixed up.  The addict has an 

intense experience and believes it is a moment of intimacy. An alcoholic, for example, sees his 

relationships with his drinking buddies as deep and very personal, only to have them slip away when the 

drinking event does not occur.  Or the adrenaline junkie who smokes tobacco for the buzz feels 

camaraderie with other smokers.  Trickier are behavioral addictions. The codependent triangle of roles: 

victim, rescuer and persecutor.  Shifting from one role to another is intoxicating. Busying oneself with 

anything and everything creates intensity easily mistaken to be intimacy.  Another behavioral addiction 

common in our culture is spending money or using material goods to achieve feeling high.  Addiction to 

control is devastating; wreaking havoc in our personal relationships, distancing the ones we profess to 

love. 

Part of the essence of intimacy has to do with time.  Intimacy isn't just a moment, but many moments 

linked together over time.  Just like adolescents, practicing addicts live for the moment.  The only 

difference is that addicts stay trapped in an adolescent stage as long as their addiction remains active. If 

they are married legally, they are definitely not married relationally. “When anything gets between a 

person and the behavior of their addiction, they become ugly,” stated a recovering addict. 
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Addiction of Choice 

Hello, have we met before?  If not, let me tell you a little about myself.  I don't share myself with 

just anyone.  I pick only a chosen few who will appreciate me, and only then, if the timing is 

perfect.  I have chosen you.  For people like you are very special to me because it is your kind who 

are receptive to my many talents.  You'll be very anxious to know me better, and as soon as we 

touch, the physical attraction between us soars.  We will continue our encounter, with me leading 

you down a path of pure physical ecstasy.  You'll feel no shame at having gone "All the way" on 

our first date.  All you will feel is exhilaration and you'll beg for more.   

At first, our attraction will purely be physical, but you must realize that this is a very important 

phase of our relationship.  Be confident that it will grow into something much deeper.  As we get 

to know each other better, your interest will become emotional as well as physical.  You'll learn to 

come to me with your problems; for not only will I help you with them, but I will somehow take 

away their deep pain.  I'll give you the best that I have, and I'll be patient because I'll know, in 

time, that you will give yourself totally to me.   

When you're with me you'll feel warm and secure.  I will ease your mind, soothe away your 

troubles, and fill your soul with pleasure.  With me, you'll feel as if you can conquer the world; as 

if you have a special key to happiness.  You'll enjoy living again.  I'll be the answer to your 

unspoken prayers.  You'll soon wonder how you ever lived without me.   

As our relationship grows, you will start to exclude others from your life… but that's O.K.  You 

know that I can give you all you need.  I'll be your lover, best friend, and confidante.  I will always 

be available when you need me.  This I will prove to you time and time again and you'll realize you 

don't need others - when you have someone like me, all others seem inadequate.   

So we will see more and more of each other and decide that it really is impractical not to live 

together, so we will make that move.  Our life together will encompass many beautiful 

experiences.  We will do it all together:  swim in the ocean, picnic in the park, fly kites, and 

whenever you feel the urge, we'll make love.  Our relationship will be devoid of fights or 

arguments.  I'll give myself completely to you, knowing I'll receive the same in return.   

You will soon realize that you have dedicated your life to me.  It will happen before you know it.  It 

sort of takes you by surprise, and you'll wonder if maybe you should spend some time alone, away 

from me.  After all, people say everyone needs some time alone, even if they're in love.  So face it; 

you are irresistibly in love with me.  So you vow to take some time alone, even though you don't 

really want to.  You'll start out spending the day in solitary adventure, doing something you've 

always wanted to do.  After only a few hours though, you'll find that you're really not enjoying 

yourself, and realize that you miss me more than you ever thought you could.  You'll feel a terrible 

empty void without me and think about coming back home.  It makes you a little angry that you 

didn't keep the promise to yourself, but you rationalize that you don't have to come back home; 

rather you just want to.  The whole way home you tell yourself that if you really wanted to spend 

the day alone, you could - you just didn't want to.   
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When you walk through that door, it will fill my heart with pleasure - for I'd be hoping that you 

wouldn't spend the whole day away from me.  You'll come running to me, and I'll take you in my 

arms and hold you close.  I will hold you so tightly that it becomes a bit painful, but you won't 

mind.  Though you won't see my face as I embrace you, I'll have a very satisfied smile.  For it's the 

moment I've been waiting for.  I've got you where I want you.  You now have no choice.  You 

cannot live without me and I'll love it! 

It is precisely at this point that you cease to be my lover and become my victim.  You see, my 

ultimate goal is to murder you, and I have begun to do just that.  But my methods are slow.  I can 

do it slowly because you won't be able to leave me even though you know I am killing you.  That's 

the joy of it; the beauty of it!  You will make a choice to die, and you'll let me do it.   

Do you recognize me yet?  You should.  For, you see, this relationship has already taken place 

between you and I.  We are intimately acquainted, and now, I am patiently waiting for you to 

come back to me.  I will follow you and wait for you wherever you go.   

I can wait forever - for you see, I am your addiction of choice.   
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Drumming as Alternative Therapy for Addictions 
(Below is an excerpt from a research study conducted at Arizona State University) 

Physiological Effects of Drumming  

Drumming produces a variety of physical and psychological effects. A recent popular book on 

drumming reviews research suggesting the positive effects of drumming in the treatment of a wide 

range of physical conditions, mental illness, and personality disorders.  Drumming enhances hypnotic 

susceptibility, increases relaxation, and induces shamanic experiences.  Drumming and other 

rhythmic auditory stimulation impose a driving pattern on the brain, particularly in the theta and 

alpha ranges. The enhanced θ- and α-wave entrainment produced by drumming typifies general 

physiological effects of altered states of consciousness and meditation. ASCs involve a mode of 

consciousness, a normal brain response reflected in synchronized brain-wave patterns in the theta 

(3–6 cycles per second [cps]) and alpha (6–8 cps) ranges. This response is produced by activation of 

the limbic brain’s serotonergic circuits to the lower brain. These slow-wave discharges produce 

strongly coherent brain-wave patterns that synchronize the frontal areas of the brain with ascending 

discharges, integrating nonverbal information from lower brain structures into the frontal cortex and 

producing insight.  

Physiological changes associated with ASC facilitate healing and psychological and physiological well-

being through physiological relaxation; facilitating self-regulation of physiological processes; 

reducing tension, anxiety, and phobic reactions; manipulating psychosomatic effects; accessing 

unconscious information in visual symbolism and analogical representations; inducing inter-

hemispheric fusion and synchronization; and facilitating cognitive–emotional integration and social 

bonding and affiliation.  

… 

Conclusions 

Drumming produces physiological, psychological, and social stimulation that enhances recovery 

processes. Drumming induces relaxation and produces natural pleasurable experiences, enhanced 

awareness of preconscious dynamics, a release of emotional trauma, and reintegration of self. 

Drumming addresses self-centeredness, isolation, and alienation, creating a sense of connectedness 

with self and others. Drumming provides a secular approach to accessing a higher power and 

applying spiritual perspectives to the psychological and emotional dynamics of addiction. Drumming 

circles have important roles as complementary addiction therapy, particularly for repeated relapse 

and when other counseling modalities have failed. 

Drumming circles and other shamanic altered state of consciousness activities can address multiple 

needs of addicted populations. These include: 

• Physiological dynamics, inducing the relaxation response and restoring balance in the 
opioid and serotonergic neurotransmitter systems 

• Psychodynamic needs for self-awareness and insight, emotional healing, and 
psychological integration 

• Spiritual needs for contact with a higher power and spiritual experiences 
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• Social needs for connectedness with others and interpersonal support 

Drumming may reduce addiction by providing natural alterations of consciousness.  Shamanic 

drumming directly supports the introduction of spiritual factors found significant in recovery from 

substance abuse. Because recidivism is widespread, treatment success may mirror the natural 

recovery rate, and current methods have little success, the use of drumming and other altered states 

of consciousness as complementary therapies with considerable promise is justified. 

Drumming groups may also aid recovery by enhancing health through their effects on social support 

and social networks. The health implications of social support have been increasingly recognized. 

These forms of support are of considerable significance for well-being in an increasingly atomized 

society in which traditional family- and community-based systems of support have become seriously 

eroded. Thus, deliberate enhancement of social support is a potentially significant contributor to 

physical, emotional, and mental health. The social support available from community drumming 

circles is one such source. These social effects are not merely palliative but constitute mechanisms for 

producing psychobiological effects. Central to these effects is an amelioration of the stress response, a 

significant factor in drug use and recidivism.  

The use of drumming as part of substance abuse rehabilitation is far more widespread than the few 

cases reviewed here might suggest. Incorporation of drumming within Native American treatment 

programs has been repeatedly mentioned to me. A recent book reviewing the scope of research on the 

effects of drumming reports on programs in New York and California in which drumming is 

incorporated into addictions treatment.5 The Foundation for Shamanic Studies has several decades of 

experience in applying shamanic altered state of consciousness in both training and therapy.  They 

have identified a variety of contexts in which shamanic approaches may be useful in reducing 

substance abuse. 

The physiological effects of drumming and the positive effects of group drumming experiences on 

recovery that are attested to by counselors who have incorporated these activities into substance 

abuse rehabilitation programs provide a compelling rationale for the utilization and evaluation of this 

resource. Winkelman suggests a variety of ways in which the shamanic paradigm and altered states of 

consciousness can be applied to substance abuse rehabilitation. 

The research was supported by a National Institute of Drug Abuse postdoctoral fellowship awarded to 

the investigator through the Arizona Center for Ethnographic Research and Training. 

Source: 

Michael Winkelman.  Complementary Therapy for Addiction: “Drumming Out Drugs”. American Journal of Public 
Health: April 2003, Vol. 93, No. 4, pp. 647-651.  
doi: 10.2105/AJPH.93.4.647  

Source Web Address:  

http://ajph.aphapublications.org/doi/abs/10.2105/AJPH.93.4.647 
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Codependent Triangle 

 
 

The Codependent Triangle is usually represented as a triangle with its point 

facing downward, with the persecutor and rescuer at the top and the victim at 

the bottom. This shows that the Persecutor and Rescuer both assume a position 

of power over the Victim. 

• A person shifts from one role to another freely according to their desires of 

the moment. 

 

• This is a learned style of relating, therefore it can be unlearned and new 

functional style can be learned and implemented. 
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Victim Role 

Victims are helpless and hopeless. They deny responsibility for their negative consequences of 
their actions, negative circumstances and deny possession of the power to change them. They do 
less than 50%, won’t take a stand, act “super-sensitive”, wanting kid glove treatment, and 
pretend impotence and incompetence. 
 
It’s the person who is always complaining about how he’s being wronged and how terrible 
circumstances are but never taking the initiative to change things. The victim conveys a message 
of helplessness, whether it is spoken or implied. Someone playing the victim role believes things 
are done to him or her, not because of him or her.  
 

• Feels victimized, oppressed, helpless, hopeless, powerless, ashamed 

• Looks for a Rescuer that will perpetuate their negative feelings. 

• If stays in Victim position, will block self from making decisions, solving problems, 

experiencing pleasure and self-understanding. 

• "Dejected" stance. 

 

Rescuer Role  

Rescuers are constantly applying short-term repairs to a Victim’s problems, while neglecting 
their own needs. They are always working hard to “help” other people. They are harried, tired, 
and often have physical complaints. They are usually angry underneath and may be a loud or 
quiet martyr in style. They use guilt to get their way. 
 
The rescuer thinks he or she is the hero. Rather than support others, the rescuer tries to save 
others. The rescuer’s help seems to come with an agenda, whether it is a condescending tone or a 
martyr mentality. Someone who is playing this role finds it much easier, safer and more 
interesting and safe to focus on other people’s issues than their own. What’s worse is that this 
attitude engenders a condescending attitude, that is often a big turn off to others.  
 

• Rescues when really doesn't want to. 

• Feels guilty if doesn't rescue. 

• Keeps victim dependent. 

• Gives permission to fail. 

• Expects to fail in rescue attempts. 

• "Marshmallow" Parent 

 

Persecutor Role 

Blame the Victims and criticize the enabling behavior of Rescuers, without providing guidance, 
assistance or a solution to the underlying problem. They are critical and unpleasant and good at 
finding fault. They often feel inadequate underneath. They control with threats, order, and 
rigidity. They can be loud or quiet in style and sometimes be a bully. 
 
The persecutor is the person walking around with a chip on their shoulder. Where the victim 
whines and complains about what is going wrong, the persecutor takes matters into his or her 
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own hands and strikes back. This isn’t always in a full-frontal attack though. Persecutors often 
harm others by withholding or being passive-aggressive. You can cause just as much harm 
(sometimes more) by withdrawing and being inactive as you can by attacking them directly. 
 

• Sets strict limits unnecessarily 

• Blames 

• Criticizes 

• Keeps Victim oppressed 

• Is mobilized by anger 

• Rigid, authoritative stance 

• "Critical" Parent 

 

Codependence Is an Addiction 

We often, as Americans, are unaware that we are addicts at all.  We live and thrive in an addict 

society.  Yet few really know it.  We are raised in that environment.  Even our TVs tell us to be 

so.   This is a great disservice to our psyche.   

 

Let us define the dynamics of codependent thinking.  We process all of life through a filter which 

says we must either be in the VICTIM, RESCUER or PERSECUTOR role to function.  That’s all 

there is.  The problem is that there are ramifications if we always stay in that role cycle; we 

NEVER experience REAL love, intimacy, honesty or truly treasure anyone.  We don’t trust, plain 

and simple.   So we try to control and manipulate our way through life.   

 

We and everyone with us is miserable, but no one knows it, for everyone is BLAMING everyone 

and everything else, never themselves.  Not that we as individuals can cause the totality of 

anything, but we CERTAINLY have a contribution to all that goes on around us, including the 

outcomes of our actions.  We are not responsible for other's feelings, thoughts/attitudes, actions, 

beliefs/values, desires, choices; but we are most certainly responsible for those in ourselves.  

  
We become behaviorally addicted to this cycle of insanity because we were raised in this 

dynamic, so to us it is utterly comfortable; so comfortable that anything different, as far as a 

style of relating to others and to life in general, seems strange if not abusive at times.  Out of our 

fear we stay entrenched in a society which is utterly miserable.   

 

Be alive. Fight the addiction to SAMENESS.  Confront yourself and eventually find yourself, 

after work and dedication, to be a most wonderful person.  Your joy in life will increase 10 if not 

100 fold.  So embrace the reality that you really are a beautiful person under the guise of control 

and manipulation.  You have been trying to control your reality to look the same as you were 

raised in.  Don’t buy it.  Follow a new path.  Sing a new song:  your own. 

 

“That which is not acted upon is not learned” 
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Gambling Addiction 

If you heard that the odds were good that gambling is now a legitimate and socially acceptable 

form of recreation, would you take that bet? You should, it would be one of the few bets that you’d 

win against the house. Riverboat gambling, casinos, Mega Million lotteries and the ability to play 

overseas via the internet have made gambling a booming enterprise.  Unfortunately, the odds are 

almost always stacked against the players, who could even develop a chronic condition as a result 

of betting. 

A compulsive gambler is someone who is unable to resist the urge to gamble, leading to severe 

social, legal, and financial consequences, according to The University of Illinois Medical Center. 

While some might believe that bingo isn’t gambling, Gamblers Anonymous defines gambling as 

ANY betting or wagering, for self or others, whether for money or not, no matter how little or 

insignificant, where the outcome is uncertain or depends upon chance or 'skill’. The group also 

operates under the premise that the emotional disease (classified by the APA as an impulse 

disorder) can never be cured, but can be arrested. 

Compulsive gambling differs from professional gambling or social gambling in that professionals 

and social betters are able to set risk limits and exhibit self-control. Compulsive gamblers will 

play all the time, for any reason. They will play to recoup losses, just as they would continue to 

play after a big win. Someone with a gambling problem will exhibit at least six or seven of the 

“signs of gambling” (see sidebar.) 

Gambling can affect anyone, rich or poor, male or female, of any background. Like all compulsive 

behaviors, gambling addiction has biological, social, and psychological roots. Biologically, a 

compulsive gambler feels a rush of dopamine, the chemical in the body’s pleasure center. For 

most gamblers, the pleasure center is already unresponsive to normal pleasure sources, leaving 

the person to turn to addictive behaviors to experience happiness. Socially, gambling can be an 

exciting group activity, such as at a casino, card tournament, or at the track. Psychologically, 

gambling provides an escape from everyday lives, despite the risk of the bets ruining a gamblers 

life. 

Experts agree that we can inherit addictive and compulsive behavior tendencies from our parents, 

and indeed, according to Indiana University researchers, one third of problem gamblers have 

parents with similar afflictions and most were introduced to gambling by a family member when 

they were young. The younger a person is when introduced to gambling, the higher the odds they 

will develop a gambling problem. 

The following are some characteristics of a person who is compulsive gambler, according to 

Gamblers Anonymous: 

 Inability And Unwillingness To Accept Reality - escapes through gambling 

 Emotional Insecurity - has to be part of the action 

 Immaturity - wants to have good things in life without any great effort  
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 Daydreaming — a lot of time is spent creating images of all the wonderful things they are 

going to do after that big win. Typically after a significant win, gamblers continue gambling, 

usually losing all their winnings. 

Left untreated, compulsive gambling can have devastating effects, including: 

• Financial Ruin • Suicide Attempts 

• Legal Problems • Loss Of Employment                           

• Isolation From Friends And 

Relatives       
• Marital Problems                                   

• Danger To Family (From Loan sharks And Other Illegal Methods Of Financing 

Gambling Habits.) 

Signs of a Gambling Problem 

 Most compulsive gamblers will answer YES to at least seven of the following questions. 

 Did you ever lose time from work or school due to gambling? 

 Has gambling ever made your home life unhappy? 

 Does gambling affect your reputation? 

 Have you ever felt remorse alter gambling? 

 Have you ever gambled to get money with which to pay debts or otherwise solve financial 

difficulties? 

 Has gambling caused a decrease in your ambition or efficiency? 

 After losing, have you felt you must return as soon as possible to win back your losses? 

 After a win, do you have a strong urge to win more? 

 Have you often gambled until your last dollar was spent? 

 Have you ever borrowed money to finance your gambling? 

 Have you ever sold anything to finance gambling? 

 Are you reluctant to use your "gambling money" For normal expenditures (bills, payments 

or food, clothing, etc.)? 

 Has gambling made you careless of yourself or your family's welfare? 

 Have you ever gambled to escape worry or trouble? 

 Have you ever gambled longer than planned? 

 Have you ever committed or considered committing an illegal act to finance gambling? 

 Did gambling cause you to have difficulty in sleeping? 

 Do arguments, disappointments, or frustrations create an urge to gamble? 
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 Did you ever celebrate good fortune with a few hours gambling? 

 Have you ever considered sell destruction or suicide as a result of your gambling? 

Assessing Addictions: 

Gambling vs. Substance Abuse 

Differences: 

 Gambling is a hidden addiction 

 Can’t overdose 0n gambling, there is no saturation point 

 Compulsive gamblers can function at employment site 

 Gambling can’t be tested in a setting as in drugs 

 Gambling does not require ingestion of a chemical for a high 

 Fewer resources available for gamblers and their families 

 Perception of the disease not easily related t0 the general public 

 Prevention message not easily accepted by the community 

Similarities: 

 Inability to stop 

 Denial 

 Severe depression & m00d swings 

 Progressive disease with phases and stages 

 Chasing the first win/high 

 First drink/ First Win remembered 

 Addiction used to escape from pain 

 Preoccupation 

 Low self-esteem and high ego 

 Dysfunctional families 

 High from gambling similar to rush from cocaine 

 Use of rituals 

 Affects finances 

Getting a Grip on Gambling 

Just as with alcohol or drug abuse, treatment for gambling requires recognition that there is a 

problem.  Often, compulsive gamblers are compelled to seek treatment for their gambling by 
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family members. The gambler usually doesn’t see a problem. Once a gambler recognizes his 

addiction, he must WANT to get help for treatment to work effectively.  There are several 

treatments available: 

 Individual Therapy 

 Group Therapy 

 Support groups, similar to Alcoholics Anonymous, called Gambler’s Anonymous. 

Abstinence principles that apply to other types of addiction are relevant in the treatment of a 

gambler Some people gamble often, but they don’t have a problem. Others only binge gamble, but 

they have a significant issue. Based on the extremes, experts agree that abstaining from betting is 

the only way to beat a gambling addiction. 

The Three Stages of a Gambling Addiction 

1. Early Winning Stage: Dependency develops as the individual 5 bets more frequently and 

increases knowledge of odds to develop risks. They think they can "control" this behavior; 

and stop at any time. In this stage, they will rarely borrow money as winnings are usually 

enough to support continued gambling. This stage may continue for months or even years, 

and typically ends with a substantial win. 

2. Losing Stage: They begin to gamble alone instead of with friends and bet large amounts of 

money they lose more. Out of frustration, they bet larger amounts and take more chances. 

Winnings are quickly depleted and they draw upon other resources to "break even”. They 

feel a sense of urgency to replenish savings and may borrow money. They will try to cover up 

and lie about gambling, which alienates both family and friends. 

3. Desperation Stage: The gamblers will disregard creditors, families and friends to take 

further risks. They may engage in illegal loans (loan sharking), thefts, or crimes. They often 

lose their families and jobs. Depression is common and suicide attempts are frequent. 
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The Non Using Addict  
(A Description of Attitudes & Behaviors) 

What is a Non Using Addict? 

The behaviors associated with the Non Using Addict belong to the individual who is currently 

not engaging in their addictive behavior of choice and not engaging in the recovery process.  The 

recovery process requires the addict to understand the motivation behind his or her behavior, 

thoughts and actions.  Why do they behave the way they do? What do they seek from others or 

themselves?  Addictive behaviors include: 

 Drugs  Computers/Internet  Shopping 

 Alcohol  Pornography  Idolizing 

 Sex  Work  Spiritual Obsession 

 Gambling  Exercise  Cutting 

 Food   

 

This guide is also for the family and friends of the addict.  It is important that these people be able to 

identify the typical motivations, thought patterns and behaviors of the addictive personality. 

The Non Using Addict: Getting High without Using 

 

Addiction: “The state of being enslaved to a habit or practice or to something that is  
psychologically or physically habit-forming, as narcotics, to such an extent that its cessation 
causes severe trauma”.  
 

Addiction comes from the Latin word for a giving over or surrender.  This is appropriate because the 

Non Using Addict utilizes attitudes, behaviors and actions that destroy their welfare.  Even when one 

is “sober” they still display the traits of an addict.  It is an indication that their lives are not in 

balance. 

The term addiction is used to describe a recurring compulsion by an individual to engage in some 

specific activity, despite harmful consequences, as believed by the user himself to his health, mental 

state or social life. 

Stop Judging or Berating Yourself 

When reading about the Non Using Addict, leave your feelings of judgment or blame behind.  What’s 

important to understand is that this condition describes a problem, not a person. The point is not to 

condemn ourselves but to admit the truth and move on. The thoughts, feelings, and actions that the 

Non Using Addict has, don’t have to linger. He or she can develop new patterns of thinking 

and feeling and make a fresh start in life. What happened in the past is over, humans 

often make mistakes but the beauty of life is that they can reflect and learn from them. 
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The Non Using Addict is found in all walks of life.  It is not an indication of failure or worth. A CEO 

of a major company caught in a traffic jam leans on her car horn in a frenzy of irritation. The single 

parent resents doing the family wash and blames her children for getting their clothes dirty. Both 

instances show beliefs and behavior that are neither realistic nor appropriate.  

The Attitudes of a Non Using Addict 

These attitudes represent emotional and mental instability and are impractical to the rational 

thought process.  Emotional and mental instability are reflected in our attitudes. 

The following are typical attitudes displayed by the Non Using Addict: 

Pomposity 

Pomposity simply means exaggerating their importance. It can apply to their strengths or 

weaknesses. Either way, it puts them at the center of attention—the "big me" who has all the answers 

or the "poor me" whose cup of self-pity runneth over. 

Criticism 

Criticism and pomposity go hand in hand. The result is that they feel they have the right to size up 

others as either good or bad. Sometimes these judgments contain a kernel of truth; often they are 

simply off base. At the same time, they judge their own using harshly, and others can usually sense 

how unworthy they feel. 

One way to disguise this feeling of unworthiness is to judge their families, friends, colleagues and 

employers as harshly as they judge ourselves. They find faults in others. Even as they admit their 

own shortcomings, they catalog the sins of family, friends, employers, and people in authority. This 

is one way to get off the hook and avoid change—by saying, "Look, I am not so different from 

anyone else." These people may dismiss the Non Using Addicts criticism, which is not surprising. 

Intolerance 

Intolerance means that they are unwilling to see things from any point of view other than their own; 

they want to satisfy every desire now. When they're intolerant, their priorities get confused: they give 

more attention to whims or passing fancies than to genuine personal needs. 

Impulsiveness 

Impulsiveness follows intolerance. When they’re impulsive, they ignore the consequences of their 

behavior. For example, they buy things they can't afford. Pomposity gets mixed in here, too—such as 

having a new car in the driveway when they really can't afford the old one. 

Indecisiveness 

Indecisiveness and impulsiveness are close kin. When they're impulsive, they don't consider the 

results of their actions; when they're indecisive, they often fail to take any action. They exaggerate 

the negative things that might happen. They waver between all the options. Usually nothing gets 

done. 

What are the Results of Their Attitudes? 

When any of these attitudes take over the Non Using Addict’s thinking, they may find certain things 

happening to them: 
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Their Moods Swing. Often these have nothing to do with the events they're upset about. The real 

reason for their moods can go much deeper than those events—or it can be the most minor irritation.  

Any excuse will do. 

Their Feelings Get Dull. They lose their "spark," the ability to express their emotions freely and 

naturally. 

They Find It Hard To Look Inside Themselves. It becomes difficult to examine their thoughts 

and feelings. 

They Become Aloof And Withdrawn. They're indifferent. They don't care one way or another 

about anything, and they express no special likes or dislikes. Nothing really matters to them 

anymore. 

They Dwell On Themselves, Calling Attention To Their Accomplishments. To put it 

bluntly, they act like pompous asses. 

They Fail To Enjoy Activities That Can Bring Them Pleasure, Such As Music, Reading, 

Conversation, Athletics, And Art. Nothing satisfies them.  Joy and fulfillment elude them. 

They Become Disorganized, Distracted, And Bored. Nothing seems to fit for them. 

They Become Nostalgic. They Yearn For A Past That Seemed Free Of Cares—An 

Illusion. They long for the good life, better times”, their relationships, home, security or a time 

when things made sense. 

They Become Desperate For Escape. They fantasize, daydream, and get lost in wishful 

thinking. In the process, they slip farther and farther from the real world. 

They Narrow Our Options. They do and think the same things over and over again, locking 

themselves into predictable patterns. 

The Behavior of a Non Using Addict 

The Non Using Addict not only affects their thought processes but how they act. The following is a 

list of these behaviors: 

Denying 

The Non Using Addict is often uneasy without knowing why. The discomforts of the past hover about 

them and cloud their present feelings. They agree with society that certain behaviors are selfish and 

destructive, yet they do not control such behavior in themselves. Rather than face reality, they guard 

their self-esteem, telling themselves, "That behavior was not and cannot be true of me." 

This strategy of denial fails them time after time. They still brush up against feelings and thoughts 

that trouble them. They still sense, however dimly, memories and wishes that they'd prefer to 

silence. 

It's hard for anyone to hold up under this kind of inner conflict, so we do what we can to protect 

ourselves. Much of the time, we simply deny or downplay the truth.  

Rationalizing 

Like denial, rationalizing boosts their self-esteem for a little while. When they rationalize, they derail 

criticism and justify themselves at every turn. They even find reasons for avoiding actions that will 

help them. Our reasons sound so logical, but they only sidestep their need for help. 
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Projecting 

The Non Using Addicts ascribes his or her own feelings, thoughts, or attitudes to others. Projection 

means finding in others the things they can't accept about themselves. They may accuse others of 

being highly critical, although this describes their own attitude toward themselves and others. All of 

these are ways to get around the thoughts and feelings that trouble them. 

Overreacting 

One characteristic of the Non Using Addict is overreaction. He or she gets worked up over minor 

events or resent others for no apparent reason; they may get violent after losing a hand at bridge or 

missing a phone call. Friends and family members may brush off this behavior and say that he or she 

is just blowing off steam. But overreacting often keeps the Non Using Addict from facing a bigger 

problem in their life. What's more, overreacting can be dangerous to them and others. 

Complying 

The Non Using Addict seems know all the answers and is rarely at a loss for words. Their knowledge 

sounds impressive, their insight convincing. They become compilers—people who comply, who seem 

to play by the rules. 

In truth, however, their words and deeds grow farther apart. They seem to accept criticism and even 

speak at length about their defects. Others sense that they‘re about to change for the better. Yet they 

do not translate words into action. The Non Using Addict’s performance still falls short of their 

promises. 

Again, they do these things to avoid feeling discomfort and making decisions. They slide onto the 

path of least resistance, both at home and at work. They know what they could do—what would be 

constructive, what would really help them. Yet their old attitudes and actions still win out. 

An example of compliance is where the Non Using Addict uses his or her Twelve Step program to 

become compliant. Using the "correct" jargon, they can speak loudly about their "moral inventory" 

or "conscious contact." They pay lip service to the program's principles, and that frees them, for the 

moment, from doing anything about them. 
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My Struggle with Adrenalin AddictionMy Struggle with Adrenalin AddictionMy Struggle with Adrenalin AddictionMy Struggle with Adrenalin Addiction    

PrefacePrefacePrefacePreface    
This article is for, and dedicated to, all combat Veterans no matter what country they are 
citizens of, what service they were a member of, or campaign they fought in. The only 
prerequisite is having been in combat. I define being in combat as anyone who has fired at 
the enemy and been fired upon – no matter the weapon used. Also suffering a wound or 
having received the Purple Heart is not a prerequisite either – but it sure proves you were in 
harm’s way.  
 
All of you who have been in that situation make up a small band of brothers who relate to 
each other like no other group of warriors can and know exactly of what I speak. One of our 
warrior brothers, a US Army infantryman who fought in the Korean campaign, came home 
from that conflict and to put it mildly – had a real rough time adjusting to civilian life 
again. I know all of you can relate to that right now. To make a long story short, he healed 
over time and during that time had the inspiration to write The Warriors Code of Honor. 
His thoughts on what it was to be a warrior, the relationships found and developed with 
other warriors, the loss of those friends and warriors, and what it means to be a warrior 
from his point of view. Granted his point of view is as an infantryman but his thoughts and 
feelings are pretty much universal to all warrior experiences. So forty years after coming 
home from Korea, he wrote “The Warrior’s Code of Honor”.  
 
The preface to the Code was written by me upon my being made aware of The Code and 
the authors need to clean it up and distribute it to as many Warrior Veterans as possible. So 
please read it and then read the information afterwards. The intent is to make you aware of 
how the Code relates to you. After I first read it, light bulbs went off like crazy in my head 
– because it helped put my whole post-Vietnam life in a context that I was unaware of. It 
really helped explain how my experience as a Warrior in Vietnam had forever changed my 
life and why. I hope it does the same for you.  
 
My AdrenalinMy AdrenalinMy AdrenalinMy Adrenalin    
Now that you have read the Code, I present my experiences with it so that maybe you can 
relate to how it affected me. The main thing in reading the Code that jumped off the page 
for me was the whole section on adrenalin. The following is my experience with adrenalin, 
pre-Vietnam and post-Vietnam: 
 
    
PrePrePrePre----Vietnam AdrenalinVietnam AdrenalinVietnam AdrenalinVietnam Adrenalin    
Like most of us Baby Boomers I was brought up in a middle class family in San Anselmo, 
Marin County, California. At that time Marin County was both agricultural – lots of dairy 
farms – and a suburb of San Francisco. Back in the 50’s and 60’s San Anselmo was just like 
any other small town USA community. Those of us who lived there were into love of God, 
Country, and the values that made America great.  
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My dad served in WWII in the Army, and served as a radioman and sometimes carpenter in 
the South Pacific. I always had it in my mind that one day I would serve my country too. 
Actually at the time the draft was in place so the prospect of serving always loomed over 
our heads for those of us who graduated from high school in the mid-sixties – for me that 
was in 1965. To avoid the draft I attended junior college for 2 years but struggled with 
math. Algebra and geometry were not my strong suits. The war in Vietnam was raging and 
scarring and concerning all of us in the country, let alone those facing the draft and 
military service.  
 
Prior to Vietnam my adrenalin rushes were what I would consider now to be pretty mild 
and tame ones. Like any kid growing up in the “Nelson Family/Father Knows Best” 50’s and 
60’s we always found ways to get into trouble and look for excitement.  
 
But then, as mentioned above, the math got to me and I decided that it was time to do my 
duty to God and Country. It was a decision I made on my own. Most of my friends on the 
other hand did their damndest to avoid service. They all lied, cheated, or wore women’s 
underpants to their draft physicals to get out serving. I was not brought up that way.  
 
But what service to join because I really didn’t want to get drafted and have no control of 
how I spent my time in the military? Do I really want to go to Vietnam? How can I avoid 
that? What service will be the safest? Well since I was a surfer why not stick with the 
ocean. So the Navy was my choice and maybe I would end up on a ship and not see 
anything but the coast of Vietnam. So then is it going to be three years or the reserves? 
Three years was a long time and the reserves was a year of inactive reserve time, two years 
of active duty, and then another year or two (depending on what “A” school one attended 
and for how long) of inactive reserve time. So it was the reserves.  
 
During that first year of inactive reserve time I was talked into going back to school and 
then sign on for officer training. It took them a while to convince me to do that but I 
finally agreed that that was a good plan for my Navy and educational career. No sooner had 
I made the decision then my orders to head down to Long Beach and board an Oiler as a 
deck hand appeared at the reserve training center. My reaction to that was, ‘What 
happened with officer school?’ I got the usual ‘sorry but that aint going to happen now’ 
routine. So my reaction to that was there was no way I was going to become a deck hand 
on an oiler and become a boatswain’s mate. What “A” school can you get me into and for 
the longest time?  
 
It turned out that the Navy was looking for Radioman – but they didn’t say where. It turns 
out that that was a key point. The “A” school was 20 weeks down in San Diego. Great – 20 
weeks on the surfing beaches of SoCal – can’t wait – sign me up. They did. I went and 
graduated from that, then got orders to NIOTC. What the hell is that? Naval Inshore 
Operations Training Command up at Mare Island in Vallejo. So again – what the hell is 
that? Uh oh - river boats, the brown water Navy? What are they and what do they do? No 
one was really sure at the “A” school but they handed me a copy of Stars and Stripes that 
had an article and pictures about riverboats which pretty much filled me in on what the 
next year of my life was going to be all about.  
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The delta of the Sacramento River mimicked the delta of the Mekong so we spent 8 weeks 
training on the boats that we would eventually crew in Vietnam – steaming up and down 
the canals of the Sacramento. The intent of the training was to train a whole replacement 
crew for a crew already in country and due to be relieved. The boat I was trained to crew on 
as a radioman was a Command Communication Boat – a CCB. All the boats in our division 
of river boats were converted Mike boats – you know the boats you saw being used on D-
Day in WWII that unloaded troops and material on the beaches of Dunkirk where the flat 
bow of the boat was dropped near or on the beach and the troops piled out and swam to 
shore. Those boats as originally designed were powered by two 671 diesel engines and 
weighed 25 tons. Our CCB had the same two engines but now weighed 110 tons – lots of 
added plate steel, bar armor, and weapons to counter Charlie and his RPG’s.   
 
Upon graduation from that we immediately were put on a plane to Saigon that flew out of 
Travis AFB. Here is where the irony of my decision making process really kicked in. Had I 
just taken the orders to become a deck hand on that oiler I wouldn’t have come any closer 
to Vietnam than seeing it from a long ways off shore. And to top it off we were told that 
Radioman were primary targets in Vietnam. Go figure. 
 
Vietnam AdrenalinVietnam AdrenalinVietnam AdrenalinVietnam Adrenalin    
The first adrenalin rush of my Vietnam experience happened on the very first day of my 
going to Vietnam – it was 05 May 69 and we had just left Travis on our way to Honolulu. 
On our second leg of the trip to Saigon after we stopped in Honolulu to re-fuel and upon 
take off from Honolulu, an engine blew out on the Braniff jet. There was a loud bang which 
none of us were ready for. The pilots dumped all the fuel on board and we had to return to 
Honolulu and they had to fly in a replacement engine. That all broke our hearts as we were 
all put up in a hotel while the fix was made. Next stop Saigon. 
To make what could be a very long story short – I am now a 3rd Class Radioman in River 
Division 13, River Assault Squadron 131, and a crew member on CCB-131-1 along with all the 
guys I trained with back in Vallejo. We are operating out of Dong Tam – a combined 
Navy/Army base on one of the main channels of the Mekong River. We are working 
directly with the Army’s 9th Infantry. We work together. We haul the 9th guys to ambush 
points and insert them and act as fire power when the shit hits the fan. It did and often. 
Lots of adrenalin; way too much adrenalin.  
 
The following is an article that I wrote for River Currents, the Mobile Riverine Force 
Association’s quarterly newsletter. The MRFA is an organization that was created for all of 
us who served on the river boats – both Navy and 9th Infantry. The article is about my 
largest adrenalin rush whilst in country. 
 
““““The Mine ExplosionThe Mine ExplosionThe Mine ExplosionThe Mine Explosion””””    
The article in the winter edition of River Currents had the article titled “The Mine 
Explosion”. Boy did it bring back memories that I had long since forgotten – like the 
mosquitos, the heat and humidity, and the action that those of us there encountered with 
Charlie. In addition to what was already covered in the original article here is what I 
remember: 
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I was on the CCB mentioned, although it wasn’t CCB-152-1, it was CCB-131-1. I (Pete 
Oakander) was the radioman on board. The Boats was Frank Dettmers, The gunners mate 
was Rich Lierman, the engineman was Jim Zervos, and our coxswain was Bob Land. We had 
some others but their names escape me now. I do remember the long transit down canals 
and jungle that none of us had gone down before. We were not sure if we could make it.  
One of the events that I do remember once we got on station was running into a modified 
tango boat that the SEAL’s had. They were operating down in the Song Ong Doc by 
themselves – mixing it up with Charlie – a ballsy bunch of guys – and how they got down 
there only they know. It was the first time I had ever seen a mini-gun in action. They had 
this 3 barrel mini set up in a turret amidships of their boat and gave us real show by letting 
it rip. Down in the SOD every direction was a free-fire zone so it was just point and shoot.  
 
The other thing I will never forget is their liquor supply. I don’t remember how that 
subject came up but we swabs do like our booze and the selection they had was like going 
to your local liquor store. We didn’t indulge as we were on patrol and it was during day 
light which doesn’t make sense now as we normally operated at night – but hey that was 
40 years ago. 
 
That fateful day, October 23rd, 1969, was when the mine went off. Here is what I remember. 
There were about six or seven boats. We were all beached bow forward and all lined up in a 
row next to one another as the original article pointed out so that we could walk between 
boats and stay off the beach and out of the mud. The Mike boat was on our port side and 
the Tango on our starboard. It was mid-day. Charlie boats (CCB’s) were the only boats in 
the force that had air conditioning that I was aware of.  They were there to keep the bank 
of radio’s and the officers happy. Each Charlie had two Lister generators whose sole purpose 
was to keep the air conditioners running. The below deck operations compartment had four 
air conditioners. One of the Lister’s no longer worked and the remaining one was on its 
way out too. It only had enough power to keep one of the air conditioners running – 
barely. But down there in that heat and in the middle of the day it was a real bennie. To 
keep the generator from having to work any harder than it had to I made sure that the 
hatch for access topside was dogged down good and tight.  I personally took a sledge 
hammer to it to keep it shut because the crew kept trying to access the compartment 
through that hatch and let all the cool air out. The only other way was to access it via the 
coxswain flat or from the engine room - both of which were usually avoided.  
 
It was noonish. I was sitting on the raised supposedly concussion proof platform on the 
deck of the compartment, listening to a little East West by Paul Butterfield on my 
headphones and just beginning to write a letter home when KABOOM!!!, all hell broke 
loose. There were a bunch of us down in there taking advantage of the cool air the air 
conditioner was providing. It was weird because the compartment went pitch black and yet 
I could see everything and everyone. The blast pitched me into the air and head first into a 
single side band radio that was on its way back to the deck. I got to my feet and went to 
the dogged down hatch and threw the dogs open by hand and pushed like hell to get the 
hatch open. Up top it was havoc. There was a bunch of stuff piled on the hatch and bodies 
lying everywhere. We had a contingent of Vietnamese Navy guys who were on board as a 
part of the Vietnamization program. I worked my way to the stern of the boat and the force 
of the concussion caused all the fire extinguishers to release. Too bad because as I work my 
way to the stern to look down into the engine room I passed some fires that were ignited 
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and the engine room was a cauldron of smoke, water, and battery acid. The 671’s were split 
in two at the transmission. The batteries were all split open. The magazine was wide open 
and ammo everywhere all while water was pouring in. Within minutes the stern was on the 
bottom. We got the fires out and then turned our attention on the Mike boat and the 
Tango. It was the Tango that was in the most trouble. I remember the Tango being tied on 
to our boat and it was starting to turn over onto its port side. Guys were down in the well 
deck and scrambling like crazy to get out. I remember one of the guys who didn’t make it 
out when the boat turned over. We were all yelling like crazy and then his head popped out 
of the water. The Mike boat took a big hit too but it being so heavy it held its own 
although it did sink stern first too. It was amazing that no one got killed because as I 
remember there were people in the water.  
 
But after reading the original story – the guys I saw in the water were probably Dale Walker 
and Don Blankenship who got pitched in.  I also recall though that there were some of the 
VN Navy guys in the water swimming around. There was a lot of confusion. One of the first 
things we had to do – and it wasn’t our radios on the CCB that were used – all junk - was to 
call the hit in and get some helo’s down there and set up a perimeter. Charlie had to be 
sitting out there somewhere watching the show. The Doc who was with us started gathering 
those that needed to be medivaced out and pointed at me to get in line. My reaction was 
why? He says don’t you know. I say know what? He says the back of your head is split open 
and you need attention. I say can you do it I don’t want to leave the boat. He says yea and 
stitches me up. My adrenalin was going strong enough that I didn’t even feel the stitches.  
 
Once the helo’s arrived and got all those needing to get the injured out – the rest of us got 
to work doing what we could to get things back together. The sunk boats – Tango, Charlie, 
and Mike – weren’t going anywhere. We got through that night and the next day one of 
the boats made its way down the Song Ong Doc to the coast where either the repair ships 
Satyr or the Askari were anchored in support of our operation. Don’t remember which one 
it was. To get us all afloat was going to take a bunch of pumps and the plugging of a bunch 
of holes. We got Charlie 1 floated and water tight enough to get us towed down to the 
repair ship where they immediately lifted us out of the water and put us on a barge. The 
ships crew welded up all the holes and buttoned up the boat.  
 
This is when we learned that the possibility existed that Charlie 1 and its whole crew was 
going to be sent to Subic to get the ship repaired. Naturally we were all excited about that 
and the possibility of getting out of Nam for awhile. For the time being they put Charlie 1 
back into the water and hooked her up to one of the inter-coastal re-supply ships for a tow 
back to Vung Tao. I don’t remember the name of the ship. The whole crew went along for 
the ride and it took a couple of days to get around the tip of Vietnam and back up the coast 
to the mouth of the Mekong.  
 
We arrived there during an afternoon and the ship anchored there for the night. We of the 
crew had to maintain an anchor watch on our boat. I happened to be on watch that 
afternoon and noticed that the bow of our boat was starting to lift out of the water. I ran 
like hell up to the bridge to report the situation and then the Captain and I ran back to the 
stern. We got there just in time to see Charlie 1 sink – with only its bow sticking out of the 
water. It was decided that an air pocket was keeping the bow above the water line. Now 
what to do? Well a bunch of messages back and forth and the decision came down to cut 
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Charlie 1 loose and leave her there. I think we may have put out a marker buoy and then 
we headed to Vung Tao. That was the end of the story.  
 
They helo’d us back to Dong Tam – no trip to the Philippines – and the crew was split up 
to man other boats. I ended up becoming one of the staff radiomen for RivDiv 13 and was 
stationed in Dong Tam for a while before they moved the squadron headquarters out to the 
Benewah. I stayed there right up until the day of the invasion into Cambodia when the 
Benewah and all the boats headed up river to the border to go after Charlie.  
 
There were actually two lessons learned with this event. The original article mentioned one 
of them – the spacing of beached boats – the further apart the better to avoid mine 
damage. The other and even more important was the fact that the squadron made the error 
of beaching in the same spot twice. The mine must have been placed after the first night 
beach. Had to be or Charlie wouldn’t have know where to place it. He did so on the 
assumption and hope that we would beach again at the same spot. He lucked out. Or, 
Charlie had some swimmers who somehow got the bomb in place while the boats were in 
place I gotta believe that that could never have happened.  
 
As one of the staff radiomen I was privileged to see a lot of radio traffic come across my 
desk. Months later, while on the Benewah, two messages came across about Charlie 1. The 
first was that it was determined by EOD that it had to be at least a hundred pounds of 
explosives to do the damage that was inflicted to the boats. I agree with Don Blankenship 
though – it sure seemed like a lot more than that to lift the sterns of a Tango, a Mike, and 
a Charlie boat clear out of the water. And cracking a 671 diesel in half ain’t no easy feat. 
The second was that the Navy sent a group of divers down to check Charlie 1 out and they 
couldn’t get a good look as a family of Moray eels had taken up residence and they decided 
to leave well enough alone. That was the last I heard of her and to this day she may still be 
a navigation hazard at the mouth of the Mekong.  
 
I don’t know what medals those of us who were there got – but once I got back home and 
was attending reserve meetings – I think a lot of us on the boats were reservists – especially 
radioman – I was notified that I was to receive the Purple Heart and the Navy 
Commendation Medal for my services. I am more proud of having received them today 
then I was then – back then all I wanted was out and to get on with my life.  
 
Naturally there were other adrenalin rushes. The last one is worthy of note because it 
mimicked the first one on the way over to Vietnam. On the trip home I flew on a United 
Airlines stretch jet that was full of returning Warriors. Again after refueling in Honolulu on 
our way to Travis AFB we had another incident. A tire blew on takeoff. Now nothing was 
mentioned about this or did any of us know about it until the captain came on the 
intercom and announced the fact about an hour before landing. The reason he did so was 
because when the tire blew, a chunk of rubber hit the hydraulic lines that operate the flaps 
on the wing (I don’t remember which wing it was). Without full use of the flaps, which the 
plane uses to slow the plane down when landing, the plane is going to land at a greater 
speed than designed for or more importantly have a safe landing. So we were all instructed 
on how to prepare for a possible crash landing by ducking our heads between our legs and 
yada da yada da da. My reaction to all of this was I just spent a year fighting a war, getting 
my ass shot at, eating WWII vintage C-rats for many moons, wounded, burned out, and 



  

Page 7777 of 16161616 

 

now this!? WTF over? To top it off we were now going to land in San Francisco because 
they had more emergency vehicles than Travis and the powers that be were worried about a 
returning plane full of Warriors crashing and all that that implied. I really don’t know why 
they were worried – all the anti-Vietnam protesters over in Bizerkeley would have probably 
cheered. My folks were waiting in Travis and no one told them about the landing switch or 
why. Typical! 
 
Post Vietnam AdrenalinPost Vietnam AdrenalinPost Vietnam AdrenalinPost Vietnam Adrenalin    
I am home. It is 06 May 1970. I decide that I need to finish college. I sign up for the GI Bill 
and apply to go to Chico State to finish up the BS degree in Biology that I started 3 years 
ago and that I want to complete – or thought I wanted to complete. And then I got a 
phone call from my old high school buddies. Three of them are renting a big old chalet up 
in Squaw Valley for the winter and there is one more room in the house available and it 
has my name on it. That sounded so much better than going back to the regimen of school 
that I jumped on it immediately.   
I really didn’t want to have to answer to anyone after coming home. I had had it with 
authority and anyone telling me what to do. So I became a ski bum – freedom! This was the 
winter of 1970/1971.  
The first thing I had to do was get a job now that I had a place to live. I had ski bummed 
the winter before I went into active duty in the Navy at Tahoe City with my friends Paul, 
Hilary, and Frank so I was into the skiing trip and the fun and freedom that it represented. 
This time it was Paul, Edel, and Mike and Marsha (newlyweds), and myself. I got a job at 
the River Ranch, a small hotel/restaurant as their maintenance man, which during the 
winter meant that I was a snow shoveler/plower. I got pretty good money and food and was 
happy. The breakfast cook and waitress decided that they wanted to move back to Colorado. 
I was asked if I had any cooking experience and was I interested in becoming their breakfast 
cook. I said yes I was and yes I can cook, but I am no chef. They said great we would train 
you. So now I am a cook at one of the best restaurants on Lake Tahoe and I am getting 
$500 bucks a month, all the food I can eat, and a season pass to Squaw – heaven.  
The cook who trained me was a Swiss trained chef named Peter Lehr. We got along great 
and he really taught me a lot. In fact I got so good at it that I cooked for him on his nights 
off. It was a well known hotel/restaurant famous in the Bay Area for its escargot. Peter used 
21 herbs and spices to make it. So I would go to work early and cook breakfast for the 
guests, do dinner preps for Peter, make myself a bag lunch, and head to the slopes for an 
afternoon of skiing. I stayed on at the River Ranch all through that summer. 
That fall Paul and I moved to Winter Park, Colorado. Two of the waitress working at the 
River Ranch that summer were a couple of hotties and talked us into moving to the 
Rockies. Powder snow compared to what they call Sierra cement was one of the draws to 
make the move, but there were obviously others.  
There I got a job cooking dinners at the High Country Inn. Again all the food I could eat, a 
good salary, and a season pass. Life was a party up until sometime in January or February of 
1972 when while working one night at the Inn that I got a phone call from a Tahoe friend 
named Vic. He wanted to know if Paul and I wanted to go to work for him. He said he 
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couldn’t talk about it over the phone. I said, well then you had better head on up this way 
so we can talk about it. This was a phone conversation that became very pivotal to my 
future, although at the time I didn’t know or realize the impact of it. It needs to be pointed 
out to readers of the following that you may not agree and may take offence at what you 
are about to read. I am not apologizing for that – it just the way it was at that time – for 
me it was fun and release! What I did over the next bunch of years had nothing to do with 
morality or what was right or lawful. I in no way felt that I was one of those that the DEA 
said was contributing to the decline of society and youth. In fact my attitude (and the 
attitude of all of those that were involved) was, “Yes, we fucked the Feds again”.  
Remember that after Vietnam I had had it with authority – not that I became a bad guy 
criminal – outside of smuggling and smoking pot - I was a good citizen. If you are shocked 
by this then you should also be shocked by the actions of our government and corporate 
world and their hypocrisy in allowing the tobacco and liquor industries to carry on with 
their “business as usual” while they are contributing to 400,000 smoking and cancer 
related deaths per year and the rampant alcohol addiction related to that industry. So no 
apologies and no regrets. Read on! So Vic flew up from El Paso and we met him in Denver 
one day to talk. The story he told us all back in Tahoe was that he was into smuggling gold 
and silver out of Mexico, but his real source of income was smuggling pot out of Mexico. 
He wanted Paul and I and my truck to help him do that by acting as a re-fueling depot out 
in the deserts/dry lakebeds of the old southwest. He would pay us each $1000 bucks to do it 
per load. Well when I heard this there was no doubt in my mind where I was headed.  
The year in Nam taught me a lot about myself and showed a side of me that I did not know 
existed. There was a wild adventurous side like the cowboys of the old west. This was like 
the best thing that could have happened. Especially having grown up in the Bay Area and 
having been a connoisseur of fine smoke. It didn’t take much to talk Paul into it either. I 
think he figured that if I was ok with it then he was too. So we said the hell with skiing, 
packed up the truck and headed to El Paso. There are a multitude of stories I could tell you 
about the adrenalin rushes that were associated with smuggling pot out of Mexico. But 
there was one especially that put my experiences in Vietnam and the smuggling in a 
context that gave me a huge wakeup call about just what it was I was doing and how 
dangerous and stupid it was.  
    
The Trip to ColumbiaThe Trip to ColumbiaThe Trip to ColumbiaThe Trip to Columbia    
This one could be the basis for a movie – but believe me it was very real and very true. This 
one was scary for many reasons, as you will find out by reading on.  
Vic decided to kick his smuggling activities up a notch by bringing cocaine across the 
border. This was a big step with a lot of implications. It was like moving from the minor 
league into the big leagues. This was still the early 70’s and coke was just starting to 
become the hot new drug on the market. We decided to give smuggling it in a try. I don’t 
remember the particulars of who was behind this adventure and it really isn’t important. 
This is how it went:  
The Columbian end was all taken care of. Our guy Armando (last name?) was the 
connection who we were to meet up with once we got there. Getting there was the hard 
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part. We used a Beechcraft A36 Bonanza for this flight. We had it specially equipped with 
an extra fuel pump to transfer fuel from two 30-gallon drums we carried in the back of the 
plane to the main tanks. Once we left our last fuel stop and the Texas coast it was to be a 
non-stop flight all the way to Columbia. We had a 50 cal ammo can filled with $80K for 
the payoff. We carried a pistol each and a couple of M16’s. We took off from El Paso and 
flew to Corpus Christi, Texas. We refueled and topped off there. We hung out until the late 
afternoon to start the next and final leg.  
Across the southern part of the country is an air defense zone that is patrolled by aircraft 
and radar. We wanted to pass through this zone at dusk to avoid detection. To do that we 
also passed through it low – at wave top height. We got past that and headed on a direct 
line from Brownsville Texas to Baranquilla Columbia, which meant we passed over the top 
of the Yucatan Peninsula – roughly bisecting it.  
The flight across the gulf was pretty routine – the hard part was to stay awake. Upon 
approaching the Yucatan Peninsula we saw ahead of us a huge thunder cell. Thunder cells 
and small planes don’t mix. We decided to try to fly around it at as high an altitude that 
we could handle. That was risky and as it turned out a waste of time and fuel – this thing 
was big and nasty. So, we decided to go under it – just as risky but by this time it was 
raining under it and the threat of a down draft was diminished by the fact that it was 
raining. Still scary. We made it!  
Upon coming out on the other side we went back up to altitude and continued on our 
heading. We had been flying all night and now it was getting light and we could see the 
swell on the wind chop on the Caribbean and realized that we were fighting a head wind. 
And sure enough our fuel gauges were telling us the same thing. It became apparent that 
we might run out of fuel. As we continued on it became damn certain that we were. It was 
now about 7AM local time and we could see our destination out in the distance. We were 
flying at about 12K feet (we were not carrying oxygen but increased altitude to give 
ourselves some glide room in the event we ran out of gas).  
At about 10 miles as the crow flies, sure enough the engine sputtered out. We were freaked 
because there was a whole lot of the Caribbean Sea below us and we didn’t want to have to 
ditch the plane. With our glide ratio and the fact that we were pretty light – not having 
the weight of fuel – we saw a river entering the ocean south of Baranquilla. We headed for 
it on as shallow a flight path as we could maintain. As we approached we came to the 
realization that we were going to make it.  
At first we saw a two lane highway and thought that we could land in it. It being morning 
the highway was real busy with traffic and we figured that that would be a disaster to try to 
bring ourselves down in that. We also spotted some dry looking river bank a couple of 
miles upriver from the road. We headed for there. I looked dry and wide enough to land 
and at this point we had no choice – the ground was coming up fast. We saw more dry river 
bed a little further in from the main river channel – like a tributary channel at high water 
– which was long and wide enough to land. That was going to be it. We made an approach 
turn and by the time we came out of the turn we touched down and rolled to a stop up 
against a tree line.  
Neither of us said anything for a while – our hearts were pounding and we were both lost in 
our own thoughts of wow – that was close. This was just the beginning though. We both 
realized that we had better get our shit together and get outside and figure out where we 
were and what we were going to do now.  
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It has to be pointed out that airplanes are not usually painted in camouflage colors unless it 
is a military aircraft. Ours was a nice bright blue with yellow trim – it blended in real well 
with the surrounding jungle – not!!!!!. So we had to try to cover it up as best we could. We 
started cutting up tree branches and covering the wings and stabilizers. We also took the 
money and guns and stashed them in the jungle away from the plane so that if we were 
discovered that stuff wouldn’t be found also. Then Vic and I had a discussion about what to 
do. He spoke fluent Spanish and it was decided that he would try to make contact with 
Armando to get some help. I would stay with the plane.  
I held back on one small pistol and kept it in my back pocket. Before Vic took off we 
walked around the dry lakebed and noticed other tricycle wheel patterns in the dry 
riverbed. We did not make these ourselves on landing. Others were using this same dry 
riverbed to land on also. So Vic took off. I was left with some food and water and I sat under 
the wing of the plane out of the sun and waited it out. It was early morning when Vic took 
off and it wasn’t until the afternoon that he returned. When he did I was elated to have 
him back and was eagerly waiting for some kind of good word about our fate. He didn’t 
have much to offer. He made contact but he was going to have to go back in to make it all 
happen. In the mean time I would have to stay with the plane. But before Vic took off for 
the second time and while we were sitting under the wing talking, a local fisherman walked 
by on his way to the river to drop a line. He talked a little and then went on his way and 
we or I didn’t think anything more about it.  
So Vic took off and it’s getting dark and I move into the co-pilot seat because the 
mosquitos are starting to come out. I have no idea what time it is and I’m sort of dozing off 
when I notice a group of lights (like flame torches) out in the distance. There are a whole 
bunch of them (20 or so) and they are fanned out around the plane forming a half circle 
about 100 feet out. They gradually move in on the plane – continuing to encircle what 
they could of it (one side of the plane was up against a tree line). Eventually realizing that 
they were not going to be challenged they ended up surrounding the plane. I ended up 
getting out of the seat and stood on the wing. They were attempting to talk with me and I 
having taken 3 years of Spanish in high school but having since forgotten most of it didn’t 
do a very good job of communicating with them.  
For some reason I jumped down off the wing which probably wasn’t the smartest move 
because as soon as I hit the ground they jumped me and threw me to the ground. It was 
light enough to see people’s faces because of the torches they were carrying and I 
recognized the fisherman from earlier in the day. Upon getting thrown to the ground my 
glasses fell off. I was in a sitting position on the ground with some guy holding me down 
from behind while the fisherman stood over me with a big knife in his hands and was 
waving it across my throat. He was yelling at me about “contrabando contrabando” and I 
was yelling“no muerta – no muerta” (don’t kill me, don’t kill me).  
They pulled my belt out of my pants loop, I could see that my glasses were crushed under a 
bunch of feet and while I was on the ground being threatened the rest of them were 
ransacking the plane. They were looking for whatever they could find that was valuable to 
them. Luckily the back cargo doors of the plane were locked and they or I couldn’t get 
them open. It all became a blur because I realized that they were not going to hurt me and 
all of a sudden they all took off.  
I was freaked totally out. I wanted to get to the rifles but didn’t want to compromise the 
cash. They immediately found the little pistol and took it off me before throwing me to the 
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ground. It wouldn’t have done me much good against all those guys anyway – the M16 on 
the other hand would have. The problem with using the guns though, was that where we 
ended up landing on the riverbank was just outside the small town of Cienaga – and all 
night I could hear what sounded like fireworks and music coming from the town. And just 
east of Cienaga, on the coast, was the town of Santa Marta – the home of the French prison 
made famous in the movie “Papillon”. I had seen that movie and knowing that it was right 
there didn’t make me feel very comfortable – I had visions of the crabs getting into my 
prison cell and that was not a real good visual. Eventually I stood up and tried to regroup. 
My glasses were shot (I had some dark glasses that would help later), I lost my belt, but I 
was ALIVE! My worries were several fold, like what did they take out of the plane and more 
importantly were they hiding out there waiting for Vic to return – the fisherman knew 
there were two of us. That was really worrying me.  
I got back into the plane praying for Vic’s return. And then I lost it. I wanted so much to 
be out of there and home back in Colorado that I essentially had a breakdown. I lost it. 
What really pissed me off about myself was that after Nam I told myself that I would never 
put myself in harm’s way like that again. You could make the case that all this smuggling 
stuff was all about doing just that – but until this point it didn’t hit me that way. It sure 
did now. I promised myself never again. I was and still am willing to take risks as long as 
they are well thought out risks. My philosophy has always been to plan for the worst that 
can happen and hope for the best. The only caveat to that is what do you do when Captain 
Fluke (Mr. Murphy) comes along. Captain Fluke is the event that you can’t plan for – it’s 
the old “shit happens” cliché. You can plan, plan, plan; yet you can’t plan for everything – 
there is always the potential for some weird thing to happen.  
Being the survivor that I am (again that goes back to Nam) I got over crying and being 
pissed off with myself to realize that I have to get my shit together and figure out what I 
am going to do – because eventually Vic was going to return and how was I going to warn 
him about what happened and that I and the plane may still be surrounded by the bad 
guys. So I sat there for what seemed like forever, calmed down but worried like hell about 
what was going to happen next – God knows that there already was enough.  
It was still dark when I heard a whistle – and then another – and finally a yell “Pete”. It was 
Vic. I yelled back telling him that I had been jumped and to keep an eye out for bad guys. 
At that point I heard Armando kick in like he was Columbian police officer and barking 
orders in an attempt to discourage the bad guys from sticking their heads out.  
I told Vic to stay put and keep calling my name because it was still pitch black outside and 
I decided that I was going to make a run for it to where he was standing. So I ran and he 
yelled and we were reunited and God was I relieved. I told him what happened. We walked 
back to the plane and took an inventory of what had been ripped off. We got the guns and 
money – they didn’t find those.  
Armando and I took one of the empty 30 gallon drums and walked back into town. I was 
rolling the drum on the ground and I was really dragging my feet because I was totally 
exhausted. Armando had the cure for that. He said stop, dug into his pocket and retrieved 
an envelope and a knife and dipped the knife into the envelope and filled up the blade with 
this huge line of coke and told me to snort this and all would be well. It worked – pure 
toots straight from the lab.  
We continued on our way and now I was carrying the drum instead of rolling it along. He 
told me that in case we get stopped by the militia or police that I was to say nothing. I was 
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a pretty dead give-away with my red hair and light complexion that I was not a local. As we 
were walking into the outskirts of Santa Maria we were stopped by an Army/police patrol. 
Armando did the talking and convinced these two guys that we had run out of gas down 
the road and the only thing we had to put gas into was this drum. They let us go and we 
found a taxicab and hired him to take us out to a local airstrip – the one we were supposed 
to land at if we hadn’t run out of gas. We dropped the drum in the trunk and off we went. 
At the strip we told him to wait while we filled up the drum about a third of the way or so. 
We then placed the drum back into the cab and had the guy drive us down the road to get 
as close to the planes location as possible. We did that and told the driver to keep his 
mouth shut – not that we could do anything about it anyway.  
Armando reloaded my nostrils and we proceeded to roll the barrel to the plane. It was now 
daylight and when we got back to the plane we wasted no time in dumping the fuel into 
the wing tanks in order to get out of there ASAP. Like I said earlier the bad guys ended up 
not taking anything absolutely necessary to get us and the plane back out of there. So we 
piled into the plane and got it started – and man the sound of that engine starting up was 
sweet. We taxied to the end of the dry riverbed and took off.  
It was a real bummer to realize just how close we were to our original destination. It was a 
very short flight. We landed and immediately refilled all the tanks including the 30 gallon 
drums. I was so thirsty and hungry that I consumed about a half a dozen sodas. There was 
no food. The contacts that we were supposed to meet were long since gone. When we were 
late to show they got worried and got out of there.  
So we went back empty handed except that we were ALIVE! We (Vic and I) took off and 
headed north for home. Armando stayed behind to clear himself out of there. The ride 
home was uneventful except that it was one hell of a long ride after all that had just 
occurred.  
It is interesting to note that we left Santa Maria with the same amount of gas that we had 
when we left Corpus Christi for the flight down. This time the same amount of fuel took us 
all the way back to El Paso – a much longer flight. It was now a tail wind that helped us do 
that.  
We arrived back in El Paso totally pooped and with one hell of a tale to tell. This was not, 
as it turned out the end of the story though. We were home safe and sound but Armando 
had a different tale to tell. When we left him at the airstrip, he headed back to his room 
that he had rented in some hotel to gather his stuff and then work his way to the airport 
in Baranquilla. Along the way to the airport and on the same road that we had spotted 
from the air as a potential place to land he was stopped at a roadblock. The police were 
stopping all vehicles – they were searching for us as it turned out. The two policemen that 
stopped us earlier that morning while carrying the 30 gallon drum were the cops at the 
roadblock and they recognized Armando.  
The story goes he had to shoot his way out of that and he got away by running up river 
(the same river we landed along side of). He stole some poor bastard’s boat and rowed across 
the river into Baranquilla and made his way to the airport. He got there and out of the 
country before the police had set up a search there.  
The police found out about us landing on the riverbank, probably from either the taxi 
driver or the guys who jumped me that night. They knew we got aviation gas at the 
airstrip. They calculated the range that that gas would give us and set up a search for us 
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within that radius. What they didn’t know, and weren’t told, was the fact that we had 
landed there and totally refueled the plane. They probably knew we landed there, but the 
guys there denied that we had bought more fuel. The reason they were after us is that this 
was the same time that Che Guevara was operating in the mountains south of Santa Marta. 
The police thought that we were gunrunners – selling guns to Che. That was why we saw 
evidence of other planes landing on the dry riverbank and why I was drilled by the bad 
guys about“contrabando”. They were looking for guns too. They had no idea that we were 
down there on a toots run. We were told that they looked for us for about a year to no 
avail, they couldn’t figure out how we got out of there. We were long gone!  
As I said that was just one of the adrenalin stories – but it topped the list. It wasn’t very 
much longer that Paul and I bailed out of the smuggling business. Things were getting real 
dangerous. There was competition for loads, talk of sugaring airplane gas tanks, and the old 
west cowboy vibe had gone.  
We headed back to Colorado and skiing. That didn’t stop the adrenalin rushes though. I 
then got into dealing pot. I did that for a year or so. I actually ended up buying loads off of 
Vic and driving them to places in Minnesota and Wisconsin. There were tales doing that 
too. Eventually reality set in and I knew I had to settle down and do something realistic.  
I moved from Colorado back to California and the Lake Tahoe area. I got into doing 
underground construction and worked on a new housing development in Alpine Meadows – 
right up the road from the River Ranch restaurant where it all started. I did that for the 
summer of 1974 and then moved back to San Anselmo – home – and began a career as a 
carpenter and then as a General Contractor.  
More More More More Adrenaline Adrenaline Adrenaline Adrenaline RushesRushesRushesRushes    
But again the adrenalin rushes didn’t stop because now instead of smuggling and dealing 
pot I ended up growing it as a side line to my construction career. You always have to keep 
all irons in the fire! Naturally I was still smoking pot, snorting coke, and still partying 
pretty hard. And again there were tales of adrenalin rushes - mainly trying to keep the 
younger juvenile delinquents from stealing my plants. I and a few others ended up in the 
hospital a few times over that adventure.  
I will say that all along I never got into trouble with the authorities. When I was in Texas 
smuggling the cops knew we were doing it, but could never prove or catch us. We were 
always one step ahead of them. We knew they were bugging our house and following us but 
all to no avail. When I was dealing there was only one instance where they thought they 
had us but somehow I talked our way out of it and they let us go. I think they did that 
because they were thinking they were going to catch a whole plane load of pot and were 
after the bigger fish. Little did they know. The authorities never got on to our growing it 
either. Some of the other growers I knew at the time got caught but not us. 
Fast Forward to January 2012Fast Forward to January 2012Fast Forward to January 2012Fast Forward to January 2012    
It is now January 2012 and all of that is long over. Realize though that the above adrenalin 
rushes only scratch the surface on the rushes that I experienced since leaving Vietnam. 
There have been a few rushes in the last 30 years but as life goes on one gets smarter, 
mellower, gains more wisdom, and puts one’s life in perspective. It was this last January 
that the Warriors Code of Honor came into my life as mentioned above.  
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Now you know how the adrenalin portion of the Code affected me. I never thought about 
all that I had done back then as an adrenalin rush – just adventure. Paul Allen was able to 
verbalize a lot of what I did and a lot of what you have done in a way that is very unique. I 
knew that my experiences in Vietnam changed me. I put it mostly to the fact that I grew 
up real fast – you had to in those circumstances. In the process it made me more aware of 
who and what I was and am. That was fine. My whole philosophy about going to Vietnam, 
just before leaving, was that if I went and came back home without any permanent injuries, 
or dead, then it would be a good learning and growing up experience.  
I am now 66, retired, and happy with the way things are and ok with my life. I, like all of 
you, have other issues – mainly health – but I wake up every morning thankful that I do. I 
got plugged into the VA and they have been very good to me – which some of you may 
find improbable based on your own experiences with it. I know as I am fully aware of some 
of the horror stories. I am also a member of the M.O.P.H. and the current Commander of 
our local chapter. I was encouraged to go after a claim for PTSD by my service office within 
the MOPH and tried but failed. I don’t have it and know it and have no intention of lying 
to claim it – thank God! I do have, thanks to Agent Orange, Diabetes Mellitus Type II and 
prostate cancer. The cancer is gone and the diabetes is being dealt with.  
Getting HelpGetting HelpGetting HelpGetting Help    
Now that you know part of my story as relates to the Code you may be asking or telling 
yourself so what. Well the so what is - what were your adrenalin rushes? All of you who are 
reading this have experienced them. Did you leave Vietnam and stay in the military in 
order to maintain the rush – maybe become a SEAL or Special Ops guy? Did you become a 
policeman or fireman – lots of adrenalin there? How about your sports life? Did you take on 
sports that took you to the edge – like motorcycle riding, hanggliding, river rafting, 
parachute jumping, scuba diving, automobile racing, bull riding, mountain climbing, or 
flying to name a just a few?  
How about your professional life crane operator, work on a drill rig, miner, steel erector, 
logger, deep sea diver, or astronaut? There are lots of ways out there post-service to keep 
that old adrenalin rush going. I bet a lot of you are doing or did a lot of them without 
realizing that your time as a warrior contributed to your choices. It doesn’t matter what 
your choice of adrenalin rush was the fact remains that they were all similar in that they 
were founded in combat and being a warrior. We all shared an experience that very few 
others have in the big picture of those who have really experienced combat. You know as 
well as I that most militaries are made of 90% support soldiers and 10% warriors. Warriors 
are brothers in arms and proud of it! We can talk to each other because we have been there 
and done that.  You know as well as I that talking to a non-combat individual is like talking 
to a brick wall – they just don’t understand and get it and never will. That includes family, 
your VA counselor, some psychiatrist, your doctor, pastor and your wife to name just a few. 
(Note: I guess it could be argued that some of the 90% support soldiers also experienced 
situations that could be considered combat-like; example being bombed nightly, killing on 
occasion.  Most support soldiers/veterans I would not consider to have had combat-like 
experiences for them to understand.That may be a bias on my part but is the way I see it.  
To define support soldiers/ people – anyone who has not been in direct line of fire, never 
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been subjected to a mortar or artillery attack, never had to go to sleep at night and wonder 
if they were going to have to make a run for a bunker in the dark of night.)  
Many of you reading this are probably Veterans from the Iraq and Afghanistan campaigns 
as well as my fellow Vietnam Vets and for some of you, your experiences are still too fresh 
in your mind and all you want to do is forget about them and move on with your life. I 
totally understand. For others you may want to talk to someone but can’t find anyone to 
talk to who can understand. Remember what Paul says in the Code – the friends you had 
before your time in service as a warrior will not necessarily be the same friends you will 
have upon your return to civilian life – unless of course they were warriors too at one time. 
Those old friends are still a part of the crowd that doesn’t understand.  
Some of you may just not want to talk about it at all – just too painful still. I know because 
it took me 40 years to really talk about my experiences. Yea, there were a few who could 
relate but not many.  
What really did it for me was being talked into applying for VA benefits by family and 
other Veteran friends. And not for help from the VA but just to do it to get any medical 
bennies that I may qualify for. In plugging into the VA I also plugged myself into the 
American Legion and the MOPH because you need the service officers in those 
organizations to walk you through the VA system and help you get the benefits you 
deserve.  
I never realized what having a Purple Heart would do for me once in the VA system. All of 
you who are in it know that they never tell you anything about what you qualify for unless 
you find it out on your own and then ask. Once asked, they will gladly cough up the info 
but will never volunteer information on their own. Having a Purple Heart put right into 
Tier 2 of the VA system which meant a lot. I was then encouraged to go after any service 
related disabilities. Exposure to Agent Orange (diabetes and prostate cancer), hearing loss, 
and tinnitus have given me a 40% disability rating. The VA hospital here in Boise is one of 
the best in the system so between that and Medicare, now that I am retired, has put me in 
a pretty good position medically speaking.  
ComradeshipComradeshipComradeshipComradeship    
The bottom line here and what is pertinent to the discussion is that in joining the MOPH 
in particular, I met a bunch of fellow warriors who I immediately could relate to. One of the 
best things I have done. We meet monthly over breakfast and most of the conversation is 
telling stories and just being able to relate to one another as fellow warriors and now 
friends. If you are looking for comradeship then I highly suggest you do something similar. 
It is a very cathartic experience and well worth your efforts. 
The following is a partial list of service organizations that you could look into; 
o The Marine Corps League 
o The Military Order of the Purple Heart 
o The Purple Heart Riders 
o The American Legion 
o The Disabled Veterans Association 
o The Vietnam Veterans of America 



  

Page 16161616 of 16161616 

 

o The POW/MIA Association 
o The Wyakin Warriors Association 
o The Wounded Warriors Association 
o The Mobile Riverine Force Association 
• Some of these are better than others so do your homework to really dial into those that 
will help you 
• Be active in which ever organization you become a member of 
• Know that those that are in these organizations love to tell their stories – which means 
you can now tell yours and be in company with those that will listen and understand 
HelpHelpHelpHelp    
If you need help like, for PTSD, then your only real recourse is the VA. Yea I know what you 
are thinking but unfortunately that is just the way it is and all any of us have.  
(Note: For some of you near metropolitan areas, look on the internet for 501c3 (non-profit) 
organizations that serve veterans.The number of these are rising.  For example; in Denver 
there is VP2H.org (Veteran’s Passport To Hope). They are forming a statewide info base for 
all veterans to access, internet and hard copy based.) 
• Unfortunately the VA and their PTSD counselors have far too few combat warriors 
among their ranks. You have to talk to them to state your case for a claim but in most 
cases they have no idea of what you are talking about – for the same reason – they have 
never been there and cannot identify. 
• If you really want to understand the VA system and PTSD then I encourage all of you to 
read the book “Stolen Valor” by BJ Burkett. It is a real eye opener on those so-called 
Veterans who claim to be something more than they really are, the VA, and the whole 
issue of PTSD and how it was defined, who defined it, and why. This is not a plug for the 
book but just an FYI. 
• It has come to the attention of some of us that what is really needed is a national hot 
line for Veterans needing to just talk to another Veteran or for Vets with PTSD to get help. 
Again unfortunately that system is not in place. We know of an MOPH Chapter in New 
Mexico that has set up a local hot line for just that purpose but aren’t sure how it is 
working. There are counselors within the VA system who work with those suffering with 
PTSD that are aware of the need but do not know how to set it up. Unfortunately Veteran 
issues and PTSD in particular are not just health issues but also involve politics and 
agenda’s back in Washington and we all know what kind of a black hole that can become. 
• This document is in lieu of that national hot line. I hope in reading it that you gain 
some insight into your Warrior experiences, the Code, and your life in general. Know that 
you are never alone. There is help and comradeship out there but it is up to you to go out 
and seek it. Help will not come your way if you don’t let someone know you need it. You 
have to break down that door on your own first – a tall order I know. Once you can get past 
that, then there is help out there. 
Yours in Patriotism 
Pete Oakander 
December 9, 2012 


