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…How odd and unpredictable are individual men’s desti-
nies. One dies. One lives. A third observes each and writes 
about both. How long will the snu!ng out of a life live in 
my memory? "e taking of that life for no sensible reason, 
what will its a#ere$ect be? Will it change who I am?

First Lt. James Michener, 

November 17, 1966, Tuy Hoa, Vietnam. 

From Letters From Vietnam, 

edited by Bill Adler, Ballantine Books, NY, 2003
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CHAPTER 1  
 

AWOL

L ET T E R S

Saturday, July 13, 1968 (posted in New York City)

Dear Folks,

!ere was reason, a"er all, for resignation to my fate. If I had 
really planned to go I would have been very morbid. I have no desire 
to assist in the death of people. !e war in Vietnam is irrational, 
immoral and stupid. I’m on the bus to New York where I’ll #y to 
Stockholm, Sweden tonight. Rosemary

1 will follow in 3-4 weeks 
a"er liquidating our modest property. She will also ship over house-
hold e$ects. I’ll write as soon as I have an address in Stockholm. We 
know people there, so I’ll be staying with friends. My %rst problem 
will be the language but the government has free courses. !ere 
will be no problem with working; the Swedish law is very liberal 
with political refugees; they enjoy a sanctuary. Naturally, I do not 
plan to return unless there is, eventually, a legal way to do it. !e 
Swedes run a rational social order so there will be no problem with 
ordinary amenities of health and living. My strength and certainty 
that this is the right decision grows; I can feel that it is right. I do 
not seek an escape or transformation, I’m merely changing my 
1 Bruce’s wife.
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territorial basis. !anks for a wonderful visit. Now you see why 
we wanted to take o$ with all the presents. Don’t worry, Mom, I’m 
never going to volunteer for anything again.

!e military authorities will probably be in contact with you 
by Wednesday or !ursday since I’ll be AWOL as of midnight, 
Tuesday (July 16th). I le" your address as the forwarding address 
and the destination of my leave. !ey don’t have any business with 
Rosemary, so don’t tell them where she is (she’ll be staying with 
Mark2 until the middle of next week and a"er in Cranbury, New 
Jersey). I’m hoping they forward my paycheck for the 15th. If so, 
please forward to Rosemary. !ey’ve been underpaying me anyway! 
Come and see us when you take your European tour upon retiring.

Love always from your devoted son, Bruce

BRU C E ,  2 0 0 8 " 2 0 0 9

My “folks” were my mother, Ella Mae, and my father, Bob. I 
was born at Vallejo Naval Air Station, on San Francisco Bay, 

June 30, 1943. !e %rst thing that Ella Mae remembers the deliv-
ering doctor saying was, “My God what a head.” As it turned out, I 
was normal, but my head was huge. I did not meet my father until I 
was six months old and cried upon being presented to the stranger. 
Bob was in the navy and had been away in the Paci%c #ying PBYs

3
, 

transporting senior o&cers and priority cargo, such as battle maps.

In July, 1968, I had just turned 25, had been married to Rose-
mary for seven months and had received orders to go to Vietnam. 
I was #eeing the Unites States, booked on a Scandinavian Airlines 

2 A friend who sublet Bruce and Rosemary’s apartment when they went to Sweden.
3 Amphibious airplanes.
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System #ight to Stockholm, leaving Kennedy International. On the 
bus from Washington, D.C. to New York, I sat at the front of the 
bus. I was not taking any chances on not getting there and wanted 
to talk to the driver if necessary.

“Been to New York o"en?” I asked. 

“My %rst trip,” the driver responded.

As we approached New York through the bottomlands of New 
Jersey, a route well known from innumerable trips from Wash-
ington, D.C. to East Hampton on Long Island in my youth, the 
driver was pulling into the lane that would exit to the Holland 
Tunnel. “Not this exit,” I said, “the Holland Tunnel will take you 
way downtown. You want the Lincoln Tunnel, which gets you to 
the bus terminal between 40th and 42nd Street.”

“Are you sure?” asked the bus driver. 

“Very sure—trust me.”

“Okay then; thank you. !is is a big city, isn’t it?”

Stowing my bag in a coin key locker at the bus depot, I went 
out to the curb, hailed a taxi to an address in the upper east 90s. I 
was passed-in by the doorman and took the elevator.

I found the apartment number and rang the bell. I sensed being 
scrutinized through the peep hole.

“Who is it?” a voice from within.

“It’s Bruce.” !e door unlocked and a middle-age woman let 
me in. “I was told that a key might be available for a place in Stock-
holm,” I said, not knowing if this were a set-up or not, but trusting 
the security of my network and not seeing the sense in any delay or 
evasion—I had only hours to catch the #ight to Stockholm.
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“Oh, yes,” she said, “I heard…I have been waiting for you…
such an undertaking!” I studied her…an attractive woman in her 
40s or 50s…agitated…alone.

With the key and the Stockholm address securely in my pocket, 
I took a cab back to the bus station, retrieved my bags, and found 
the bus to Kennedy International. Having checked in without a 
problem, I took my boarding pass, posted the [July 15

th
] letter to 

my folks and found a place to sit and wait in the terminal.

I had brought a book to read, but could not concentrate on it. I 
had dressed casually so as not to attract attention and I cursed the 
military haircut that might give me away. I had to remind myself 
not to succumb to the paranoia creeping into my spine, the animal 
instinct to crouch, look closely at people wandering in the aisles, 
some of them looking for someone, wondering if that guy was going 
to approach me, ask for ID, and arrest me.

!e wait seemed interminable, but I eventually boarded and 
found my window seat on the le" side of the big jet. Taking o$ over 
Long Island, heading East, I gazed down at the Atlantic beaches of 
Long Island. Soon, however, clouds obscured the view and I was not 
able to spot the South Fork, East Hampton, or !ree Mile Harbor. I 
cried. It came over me suddenly, no tears at %rst, just a shuddering 
in my chest and an e$ort to breathe normally. Never again to play in 
the surf, sit in the dunes, share lunch on the beach, go skin-diving 
and %shing in the harbor. Never again to take out the kayak, paddle 
in the early morning fog. All these memories washed through me 
in long sobs. And, just to compound all that, thoughts of others 
followed in quick succession: the loss and unknown reaction of my 
mother, father, brothers, and sister.
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On the long #ight to Oslo and Stockholm, I gazed at the Green-
land icecaps, an eerie dome of luminescence in the midnight sun, 
slightly below the horizon, spreading a rose hue from below.

A L A N,  2 0 1 4

Secretary of State John Foster Dulles was largely responsible 
for anti-American feelings in many developing nations when 

I was growing up as Bruce’s younger brother in the 1950s. John 
Foster Dulles’s brother Allen Dulles was the CIA Director during 
his brother’s term as Secretary of State. Together, they minted an 
American corporate colonialism that still lingers today. In 1962, 
when I was 14 and my brother was in college, Bruce wrote to me 
and boasted that he would be Secretary of State someday.

I can’t blame the Vietnam con#ict solely on the Dulles brothers, 
but they endorsed with all their political powers events that even-
tually sucked the United States into the war, and it was because 
of this war that my brother felt he had to leave the country of his 
birth. Bruce, a young American just graduated from college with a 
degree in international relations, was considered intellectual talent 
and pursued by both the Central Intelligence Agency (CIA) and the 
Defense Intelligence Agency (DIA). He chose the DIA. 

L ET T E R S
Monday, 15 July, Stockholm

Dear Folks,

I arrived in Stockholm Sunday morning after an eight-hour 
flight. Enjoyed seeing the Lake region from Maine to Labrador. 
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Local early morning time, I saw the Orkney Islands and the 
Norwegian mountains. Landed in Oslo and then here. A friend 
of Rosemary’s, Bert, picked me up at the airport and took me 
to Lillemor Erlander’s house. I had gotten the key from her 
mother in New York. Sunday, I slept and Bert picked me up 
in the evening. We ate downtown and walked around. What 
a beautiful city! Many canals, old buildings, narrow streets; a 
very busy, efficient, free and rational society. They were an-
noyed by people writing on the buildings, so they built a park 
with special walls to write on and wooden soap-boxes to speak 
from. The landscape is glacial rock, clean air with poplars, 
pines, and birch. The summer here is great. Temperatures 
around 60 F. I have yet to register with the police and am 
seeing people today about it. Everyone has been wonderful to 
me. Luckily, because of Rosemary, I have several very helpful 
contacts. No sense in telling the M.Ps where I am. I’m playing 
it cool here and not getting involved in any publicity, groups, 
or political activity. I hope to get a job before three months 
are out. By that time Rosemary and I should be settled. Do not 
worry; life here is better than imperial warfare. So far the ad-
justment has been very easy. I haven’t had a qualm yet, only joy 
and astonishment at the rule of reason in this Nordic country. 
I will be writing Alan, Dan, and several other friends. You will 
probably have talked with Rosemary by the time you get this. 
I miss her already and hope she has no problem getting things 
settled. No problems with money.

My love, Bruce
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BRU C E ,  2 0 0 8 " 2 0 0 9

Rosemary had met Bert and Lillemore when she was in Stock-
holm during her junior year abroad. I had an older brother, 

Dan, an older sister, Carol, and a younger brother, Alan. Father Bob 
would brag, “Oh yes, Alan, Bruce, Carol and Dan…ABCD,” as if 
he had planned it, in reverse chronological order.

With a big smile, Bert found me easily at Arlanda airport and 
we headed to the parking lot where Bert had le" his Volvo. I sized 
up Bert. He was 6’ 3” or more, taller than me and older, starting 
to bald with mostly grey hair, but a lively step and an energetic at-
titude. I touched the key in my pocket and was told that the safe 
house was in a southern suburb of Stockholm…that the airport 
was north of the city.

As we went through the center of the city, Bert pointed out that 
only days before, all of Sweden had switched to driving on the right-
hand-side of the road, that the arrangements of many intersections 
were new to him…He was glad that this was a Sunday morning and 
the tra&c was very light.

Bert did not accompany me to the door of the safe house but 
waited until he saw that I had gained entry, then waved through his 
open window and le".

I wandered through the deserted two-storey, side-by-side, 
noticing the lever action door passages, the strange design of the 
light switches, the compact design, the clean lines of the furniture, 
the di$erent design of the bathroom and kitchen %xtures, the small 
lot, the big windows and the blinds I would soon learn that kept 
the bedroom dim during the day, and through the twilight of the 
night outside, which never got dark. Pulling the blinds, tired from 
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the long trip, I fell into bed. Later that same Sunday a"ernoon, Bert 
called to invite me to dinner.

“I’ll pick you up in half an hour,” he said.

Driving to the Old Town, over unfamiliar roads to a narrow 
street just below the west side of the royal castle, Bert noted, 
“Here we are.” Once seated and the menus pro$ered, Bert said, 
“Whatever you want.”

!e food arrived and I was hungry a"er the trip and the day’s 
sleep. With the meal over and some wine le" in the bottle, Bert asked, 
“So…have you thought about the implications of your decision?”

“How so?” I asked.

“!e consequences; have you thought you made a mistake 
and might go back?”

I didn’t think I had made a mistake and had no thoughts of 
going back and said so, tentatively, for this was an important ques-
tion, one that Bert had wanted to ask and had waited until this 
moment to do so.

I pondered this further, especially “the consequences.” I re-
membered the #ight from New York to Stockholm, even the light 
blue trim on the tennis shoes of one of the baggage handlers at the 
stop in Oslo, seen from the window of the plane, on the ground 
in Scandinavia, far from home. No, I did not want to go back. 
Something to do with fate and the casting of the dye, with too 
many bridges burned and no way to rationalize a retreat.

But the consequences, yes, that was the rub. I reviewed them 
in my mind: a warrant out for my arrest in the United States, and 
possibly to be disowned by my family and never to see them again. 



!e Sweden File

17

As far as I knew, none of my family knew where I was, except that 
I had received orders to go to the Tan Son Hout airbase outside of 
Saigon. “Consequences, yes; I don’t think I’ll go back.”

Bert mentioned that it was probably time to visit the police 
and apply for landed immigrant status on humanitarian grounds. 
He explained that other U.S. servicemen had arrived and the gov-
ernment had made provision to accept them on these grounds. 
!is was linked to Swedish neutrality regarding the Vietnam 
con#ict. “Okay, I’m ready to do that,” I said.

Bert had made some inquiries and an appointment for me the 
next day at the old central police headquarters on Kungsholmen. I 
was to bring my passport.

!e interview was much longer and more detailed than I ex-
pected. A Swedish lieutenant, #uent in English, asked if he could 
tape the interview and I was okay with that. !e lieutenant wanted 
to know how I had come to Sweden, why, and speci%cs of my back-
ground. I began with short and precise answers, but the lieutenant 
was thorough and probed every response. Soon, I began to relate 
in detail the history of my situation, from joining the Defense 
Intelligence Agency (DIA) a"er university graduation to receiving 
a dra" notice, joining the Washington, D.C. Air National Guard, 
boot training, weapons training, and returning to work at the DIA. I 
described my growing opposition to the Vietnam con#ict as a result 
of my work with Vietnamese tactical aerial photography and my 
analysis of the con#ict’s stupidity and questionable morality—how 
all of this had led me leave the DIA because I no longer wanted to be 
a participant in the war. !en, I described how I had been activated 
in January, 1968, following the Pueblo Incident, posted to Myrtle 
Beach, South Carolina, and ordered to Vietnam. I described how, 
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during my two-week furlough prior to posting, I had applied for a 
passport and booked a #ight to Sweden.

A"er more than an hour, the interview was %nally over. !e Lieu-
tenant asked me to wait and le" the room. Ten minutes later he returned 
and said that my application had been approved and he put a stamp in 
my passport. “What does this say,” I asked, pointing to the round stamp, 
inside of which the Lieutenant had written, “diversearbetare.”

“!at is your work permit.”

“Okay, but what does this word mean?” I asked and pointed to 
diversearbetare.

“!at means common laborer.”

“What if I %nd a better job, can I do that?”

“Yes, but you will probably have to learn Swedish before 
that happens.”

L ET TERS

Wednesday, 24 July, 1968

Dear Bruce,
4

!is is the %rst time I have sat down to write to anyone since 
returning from the hospital last !ursday. However, Mom didn’t 
tell me until later…My immediate reaction was one of shock and 
fear. Shock at the realization of the courage it took to make such 
a decision with such life-long consequences and fear of the long 
arm of the CIA and FBI taking possible defensive action against 
one in possession of classi%ed information…Sgt. Bush called us 
4 From Bruce’s father, Bob Proctor in Norman, Oklahoma.
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from Myrtle Beach on Friday reporting your non-appearance and 
apparently trying to cover for you until the last minute. Rosemary’s 
lawyer warned us against possible wire-tapping and not to give 
out any information. It has meant a bit of worry and loss of sleep 
here…However, since you now have a written post-card for anyone 
to see and since you say you are now legal, I assume you no longer 
wish us to withhold any information. Even though I felt shock and 
fear, I cannot say I was surprised. You have always been a person of 
ideals and strength of conviction. I am glad you did not tell me, a 
Naval Reserve Captain, about it ahead of time. It would have made 
it doubly di&cult for me…

We are waiting for word from you on all the unanswered ques-
tions. I guess you know what they are…

Love, Dad

BRUCE,  2 0 0 8 " 2 0 0 9

I was cleared to receive top secret information through my job 
with the Defense Intelligence Agency (DIA) following univer-

sity graduation. My father knew that my absence would be seen 
as a possible compromise of classi%ed information, and I learned 
later that there was a furor over my leaving. Along with my father, 
I also felt fear. I dreamed that I was surrounded by FBI agents at 
night in an Iowa corn%eld. I dreamt of abduction from the streets 
of Stockholm by CIA agents. Paranoia became a normal mode 
of perception, but, as the saying goes, “just because you’re afraid 
doesn’t mean you don’t have enemies.”

5

5 Bruce has probably paraphrased Joseph Heller’s, “Just because you’re para-
noid doesn’t mean they aren’t a"er you.” From Catch 22.
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!e DIA is the military intelligence coordinating agency for the 
Joint Chiefs of Sta$, the army, navy, air force, and marines. Sgt. Bush 
was my immediate superior in the weapons shop at Myrtle Beach Air 
Force Base where I had been stationed prior to my #ight to Stockholm.

I grew up in a stable middle-class family in the 1950s and gradu-
ated from Bethesda-Chevy Chase High School, Northwest of Wash-
ington, D.C. in 1961. In the fall of 1961, my father, Bob, was sent to 
Bogotá Colombia as part of the Punto Quatro foreign aid initiative, 
along with the rest of the family except for Dan, who was in the U.S. 
Coast Guard Academy.

From Bogotá, I went to the University of North Carolina for the spring 
term of 1962 and then on to American University in the fall of that year, 
majoring in International Relations and Latin American Area Studies.

A L A N,  2 0 1 4

Six months a"er Bruce le" Bogotá for college, my sister went 
back to college and my parents and I moved to Panama City, 

Panama, where my father worked as an airport safety specialist for 
the U.S. Government’s Point Four (Punto Quatro) Plan that President 
Truman had instigated in 1950 to support science and technology 
in developing nations. Although we lived in Panama City, I went 
to high school in the Panama Canal Zone from 1962 to early 1964.

!e Canal Zone, a 10 mile-wide thread of American colo-
nialism in the center of the Isthmus of Panama, was administered 
by the U.S. Government. !is area had been under a lease agree-
ment dating from 1904 when Teddy Roosevelt carried a big stick. 
In 1977, President Jimmy Carter signed a treaty with Panama that 
gave the Panamanians control of the canal starting in 2000.
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For years there had been an understanding that the Americans in the 
Zone would #y both the U.S. and Panamanian #ags in public places. !is 
arrangement disgruntled many Zonians—as the Canal Zone Americans 
were called. Riots broke out early in 1964 when students at my Canal 
Zone high school failed to #y the Panamanian #ag alongside the Star and 
Stripes. Mark German, an Army friend, who had Zonian license plates 
(and with whom both Bruce and Rosemary communicated by letter 
while in Sweden) was nearly killed when rioters surrounded his car. As 
he said, “I put it in reverse and got the hell out of there.”

!e U.S. Government moved our family into the Tivoli Hotel 
when it was apparent it wasn’t safe to return to our Panama City 
apartment. !e hotel bordered the city and the Zone; its hotel bal-
cony had been sandbagged. I dug bullets out of the exterior wall of 
our suite. We were soon shipped stateside.

BRUCE,  2 0 0 8 " 2 0 0 9

While in university, when I realized that I tended toward the 
claustrophobic, I joined a cave crawling (spelunking) club 

and spent weekends in western Virginia breathing the moist, cool 
air of caves. Some were old mines, worked by slaves for nitrates to 
support the Confederate cause. I got over my claustrophobia when 
the club was exploring a sewer cave. Sewer caves are holes in the 
ground into which rainwater #ows, with no known outlets. A"er a 
bit, I was deep into this sewer, #at on my back, head down, clawing 
my way along a downward-sloping tube in the rock. It was too tight 
to crawl and I had to crab my way along and keep going; there was 
no way to back up, feet %rst uphill. Besides, there was someone 
else in front of me and someone else behind me. It took all of my 
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self-control to still the rising panic. All of us had been assured by 
the expedition leader that there was a way out of this tube at the 
other end; and, sure enough, there was. I thought I owed my life 
to the accuracy of this fact, but also thought it was foolish to lead a 
bunch of amateurs down a potentially blind lead to a sewer’s grave. 
I quit cave-crawling a"er this trip. Fear is sometimes justi%ed.

Toward the end of university, I studied karate (Tae Kwon Do). 
Prior to this, I had nightmares of being attacked at night by a gang 
while with a date. I was overwhelmed and beaten; she was raped. I 
was a green belt before the nightmares went away and I quit training. 
I had learned to control fear of physical attack, look upon aggres-
sion with dispassion, act re#exively, not fear the possibility of death 
or injury, and control aggression with necessary and only su&cient 
force. Overkill was to be avoided. A black belt member of the dojun 
from the Metropolitan Police was reprimanded by his employer for 
the use of unnecessary force in subduing a drunk. !e black belt then 
had to stand before the dojun and apologize for wrongful behavior.

As I approached graduation in June of 1965, I was encouraged 
by one professor to go on to graduate school with scholarships at 
Cornell, in Latin American studies. Instead, I wanted to see the 
“real world,” and get a job.

A L A N,  2 0 1 4

Watching the news on TV in late 1963, I witnessed !ích Quang     
'uc’s body burning in a Vietnamese street. He was protesting 

the repressive policies the Catholic Diem wielded over the South Viet-
namese government at the time. Buddhist monks and nuns nationwide 
wanted to #y the banned traditional Buddhist #ag. 'uc’s death—his 
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sa$ron robe and blackened, supplicant arms crumbling within the 
#ames of his own immolation—had haunted my high school dreams 
for weeks. In late 1965, during my senior year in high school, a Quaker 
named Norman Morrison set himself on %re below Secretary of De-
fense Robert McNamara’s o&ce to protest the Vietnam War. Morrison 
had died o$-camera, but surely no less horribly than the monk.

BRUCE,  2 0 0 8 " 2 0 0 9

So, in the spring of 1965 I was recruited by the DIA to become a mili-
tary intelligence analyst. !at spring, a long-time roommate, Peter 

H, told me the DIA was looking for me, recruiters were on campus 
and wanted to talk with me. I had not noticed their announcements 
on bulletin boards. So, I went o$ to meet them. !e interview was a 
bit strange: he asked me what I had studied, but seemed to know the 
answers I gave. He o$ered me a job. “Doing what?” I asked.

“You know,” he said. Although I did not know, the o$er was 
very attractive, starting as a GS-11, I would be promoted to GS-12 
a"er a year and could get a full-time Masters degree in Intelligence 
Research and Analysis, from American University, at that pay 
grade, with full salary, tuition, and books covered. Following that, 
a promotion to GS-13 and…

But that did not stop the Selective Service Administration in 
their pursuit to dra" me; they sent me a letter and I went, took the 
psychological and aptitude tests, bent over for the physical, wished 
I’d put blood in my urine and lied to the psychiatrist that I could 
think of no reason why I might not be %t for duty in the U.S. Army.

I should have told the shrink that the thought of killing others 
o$ended me but, under certain circumstance, sure, if they are not 
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subdued by su&cient force, they intend to kill you and have the 
means and opportunity, one must defend oneself—a %ne point, 
under the circumstances.

!e DIA sent me to the Military Intelligence School, newly es-
tablished, the %rst class. But the dra" was getting close and I looked 
for other options. Father Bob got me a physical and subsequent 
reporting time to go to Pensacola, Florida, for Navy #ight training, 
not as a pilot, but as an “air observer,” the guy sitting in the back seat 
of the F-4 Phantom %ghter who worked the radar, navigation, and 
armament circuits for the pilot. I remember thinking that I really 
did not want to napalm peasants and gave this opportunity a pass. 
I opted instead for the Washington, D.C. Air National Guard as an 
enlisted person. !ey were gearing up and taking new recruits for 
their F-100 Super Saber squadron. !e deal was %ve years of service 
of one weekend a month, technical training, and two weeks active 
duty once a summer following boot camp.

So, I took my motorcycle southeast out into the country to An-
drews Air Force Base on a sunny fall day and was directed at the gate 
to the National Guard administrative o&ces. !ey were interested and 
recruiting, so I did some applications, was later noti%ed and went out 
again to be sworn in by a Captain, %ngers crossed behind my back, and 
given a reporting date. !e captain didn’t seem to know the enlistment 
drill and the clerks also appeared new to the procedures. Little did I 
know then that they were preparing orders for battle-readiness status.

Basically, I put in time, waiting for my date with boot camp near 
San Antonio, Texas. We were issued uniforms, given a haircut and 
marched up and down the parking lot of the administration building. 
I quali%ed on the M-1 and we were given an extensive battery of 
intelligence tests—I scored in the 90 percentile on all of them.
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“So, what do you want to do?” asked the sergeant, leafing 
through the test results.

“I want to be a cook,” I answered, repeating the answer I had 
rehearsed with Ken P., my buddy from the DIA who had also en-
listed in the D.C. Air National Guard. !is was the trade that we 
had discovered had the shortest technical training time and was 
also in low demand in Vietnam.

“You can do better than that,” said the sergeant. 

“No, I want to be a cook,” I said.

“Just let me review with you some other alternatives that are open 
to you, just listen.” I nodded. I didn’t want to get into an argument.

“!ere’s training in avionics, the electronics of the aircra", the 
radar, instruments and navigational aids.”

“Where is that…how long is the training?” I asked. 

“It’s in Biloxi, Mississippi—it lasts eight months.”

I thought of swamps, mosquitoes, heat, and humidity. “No, I 
don’t think so.” 

“!en there are armaments—you learn to load bombs, rockets 
and missiles; you troubleshoot and maintain armament circuits.” 

“Where and how long?”

“Denver, Colorado for three months.”

I paused. Denver was where an old girlfriend lived—she was inter-
ested in me and I was interested in her. “Tell me more about armaments.”

Technical school would start immediately a"er boot camp in 
San Antonio. From there I’d #y to Denver and be back in Wash-
ington, D.C. in May, 1966.
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When I later saw Ken and told him what I’d done, he couldn’t 
believe it. “What were you thinking?” he asked. I told him about 
the girlfriend in Denver. “Well, I’m going to be a cook,” he said.

So, I went to boot camp for Christmas and in January on to 
Denver for tactical weapons training. In the meantime, the girl-
friend there had become engaged. She invited me to dinner with her 
%ancé and I never saw her again. So much for matters of the heart.

I returned to Washington, D.C. from Denver in the summer 
of 1966, went back to my job at the DIA, and was glad I would not 
be dra"ed. I was then rotated between short-term jobs in various 
units for exposure to a variety of intelligence activities, including 
management of covert human intelligence (spies behind the iron 
curtain). !e director gave me a tour of the large, cube-shaped 
building south of the Pentagon.

“You do not want to work here,” he said. “!e pressure from 
senior levels to get information is unreasonable. Yes, it can be 
done, but o"en at very high risk to our operatives. Sometimes the 
requests are trivial, but the risks of compromise are great for what 
they want, up the line.” He looked upwards and rolled his eyes in 
supplication to some unreasonable god. “If they would just leave 
us alone to develop the networks, we could provide invaluable 
information…but it takes time…and patience. In the meantime, 
our people are caught and die.”
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PHOTO: written on o!cial Department of Defense stationery to his 
brother, Dan (a U.S. Naval Lieutenant), Bruce’s letter ridicules the DOD.
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A L A N ,  2 0 1 4

In the fall of 1966, I had a college deferment as an incoming 
freshman. Nonetheless, a week before I started school, I was 

ordered by the Norman, Oklahoma, dra" board to catch a bus into 
Oklahoma City for a pre-induction Army physical. When I boarded 
the bus, a man wearing khaki pants ordered me to “take charge” of 
the other passengers during the drive. Perhaps I was chosen because 
he knew I had a college deferment. At any rate, once I had mur-
mured my consent—without any knowledge of what was expected 
of me—the man got o$ the bus and signaled the driver to leave.

Most of the travelers were my age: recent high school graduates. 
No one talked; we peered out of the bus window at the redundant 
landscape. I bounced on the badly padded seat and thought of the 
conversation I should, but wouldn’t have with my bus-mates:

“Hello future murderers and cannon fodder! I’m Alan Proctor, 
with a college deferment. !e gentleman with the monotone voice 
and stick up his ass told me your butts belong to me for the next 
twenty miles. What’s say we all stand up, join hands and sing the 
chorus of the “Fixin’ To Die Rag” by Country Joe and the Fish? You 
all know it. Here we go!

“‘Well it’s one, two, three, what are we %ghtin’ for? 
Don’t ask me, I don’t give a damn.  
Next stop is Vietnam…’”

I was going to school; most of them were probably going to 
war. A month later, I was a freshman at a Quaker college in Indiana 
majoring in English.
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BRUCE,  2 0 0 8 " 2 0 0 9

At the DIA, in the analysis section for Central America and 
the Caribbean, I was schooled to see that the communist 

threat was everywhere, egged-on by that scoundrel, Castro. While 
there, I briefed the Under Secretary of State on the Communist 
menace in Nicaragua. I didn’t believe there was much of a threat. 
Top secret reports from the CIA, who had in%ltrated the party, up 
to the Executive level, suggested that they were up to no good, but 
they had only 123 members and the CIA source mostly reported 
on who was sleeping with whom. !eir capabilities to mount any 
rebellion against President Somoza seemed remote.

But, the line was the Communist threat—how else to justify 
the sizeable U.S. military mission in Managua and the sale of U.S. 
weapons to him—not to mention the United Fruit Company and 
other multi-nationals active in their economy? True, Somoza was a 
tricky character—a report from the U.S. ambassador on a meeting 
with him regarding concerns in the United States with his electoral 
processes yielded this response: “But, we don’t do anything di$er-
ently than they do in the delta parishes of Louisiana.” He was inter-
ested, however, in the %ndings of a U.S. armaments survey group: in 
the cellar of the presidential palace, old munitions were discovered 
whose explosion could be triggered by a slight jolt, the TNT having 
crystallized from age. !ey also found improper storage techniques 
and hoarding of dangerous igniters in the proximity of explosives.

“Of course,” said the President, “if you want to help me clean 
up and re-supply, I would be most interested.”

I began to prepare an exit route. If I requested specialized 
training, I could get it if I had decided on a career path. I had liked 
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Denver and wanted to return. !ey had an aerial photographic 
interpretation course there that lasted %ve months and I would 
stay in the Bachelor O&cer Quarters and get a per diem on top of 
my wage—making it possible to quit with some cash in my pocket.

Following the %ve months of training back at the same Air Force 
base near Denver where I had studied weapons, I joined a special 
aerial photographic interpretation unit in Washington, D.C. !e 
cans of %lm taken by the reconnaissance version of the F-4 Phantom 
would be #own PDQ to Washington from the #ight decks of the 
carriers cruising in the Gulf of Tonkin. I would scroll through the 
%lm with a map at hand showing the approximate #ight path of the 
jet and the designated bomb targets with their numbers noted. My 
job was to detect any changes in damage to these targets on a form. 
With my 10 power glass, looking at the images on the positive print 
of the negatives, I noticed a cluster of bomb craters, almost hidden 
under the trees of a small village. Checking my map, I found that 
this village was not a designated bomb target.

!e next morning over co$ee I read !e Washington Post 
story, ‘President Johnson repeats claim that U.S. is bombing only 
military targets.’

Hmmm…I thought, well, if the damage doesn’t get reported, 
then it must not exist.

Back at work, I viewed and analyzed photography shot over 
Cambodia and Laos. !e mere existence of these special analysis 
units was classi%ed. !e administration claimed it was not bombing 
either country.

For me, this presented a moral quandary. Cleared for top secret 
information, to tell anyone what I thought I knew to be true would 
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be a federal o$ence under the secrets act, punishable by potentially 
lengthy prison time. By the summer of 1967, I was tired of the lies, 
tired of being a part of the killing machine and I quit the DIA.

!at fall, I enrolled in graduate school at the University of Mary-
land in American Studies and got a part-time job teaching high school 
civics and U.S. history. In December, I married Rosemary Wolf, a fellow 
graduate from American University in International Relations.

1968 did not start well. In January, my [Air National Guard] 
unit was activated on the pretext of an increased threat from North 
Korea following the “Pueblo Incident” (when a North Korean gun-
boat boarded and captured a U.S. “%shing trawler” that had been 
rehabilitated into a covert signals intelligence gathering ship). In 
truth, the United States was experiencing manpower shortages in 
Vietnam and the F-1OOs of my reserve unit would come in handy 
for bombing and stra%ng.

By the summer of 1968, both Martin Luther King and Bobby 
Kennedy would be dead. !e men most needed in the squadron (not 
including cooks) were transferred to the Air Force base near Myrtle 
Beach, South Carolina; Rosemary joined me there. By late June, the 
unit was ready and many received orders to go to Vietnam, including 
me, most of the other armament mechanics, and other trades in short 
supply—along with the planes and the pilots. Before leaving, all of 
those with orders to ‘Nam’ had to qualify on the new M-16 assault ri#e, 
much praised by gunnery sergeants. So, in the company of my buddies 
from armament, along with tires, hydraulics, engine, and aero-systems 
electronics guys, we all took a bus to the ri#e range.

Some of the guys from rural Maryland who were hunters had heard 
of the M-16. One of them expounded, “!e M-16 is wicked, man, 
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lightweight, little recoil, can be fully automatic. !e bullet is small but it 
has a magnum load so it has a high velocity. If it hits an arm, it will shatter 
it, spraying shrapnel that kills. It has excellent accuracy down range.”

“Sounds like a dum-dum bullet,” I said. “!at’s outlawed under 
the Geneva Convention.” 

“Same e$ect, but not the same,” he said.

“How so?”

“Dum-dums are so"-headed or cross-hatched to explode on 
contact, but the M-16 has a steel metal jacket. It’s the velocity that 
makes it behave like a dum-dum, but it’s legal.”

So, we were lined up behind the %ring positions, a tunnel e$ect 
down range into the side of a hill, the %ring positions canopied 
against the setting sun to the le". !e gunnery sergeant had two 
assistants who stood to the side, arms folded.

“You are here today” said the gunny, “to qualify on the M-16 as-
sault ri#e. !is is it,” he said, twirling to a present arms. “You will learn 
to use this weapon to kill your enemies, the Viet Cong (mumbled 
something about whoever else may come into your line of %re). Take 
this ri#e and hold it in front of you.” !e assistants passed out the 
weapons. “You will look at the safety and insure that it is on—you will 
note that the breach is open. When you insert a clip into the bottom 
hole, like this,” he snapped one into place, “and release the squeezes 
for the breach, it will chamber your %rst round.”

Squeezes? I thought. Several others chuckled.

“Yes, assholes,” said the gunny, “you will die if you don’t do it 
right. !e two clips protruding back…squeeze them together like 
this.” As he did so, he sent the slide forward with a click that sounded 
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dangerous. “We are going to %re this weapon from three positions: 
prone, sitting and standing. Now take your weapons to the %ring line.”

We all lay down (with the assistants kicking some legs into the 
proper position). “Prone position,” said the gunny. “Don’t look 
at me, asshole, face the fucking target. Down there is the enemy,” 
pointing toward the base of the hill. “You have a box of ammunition 
on your right-hand side. !ere are three clips of ten cartridges. You 
will %re one clip in each of the three positions. You will be scored 
on hits inside the bulls-eye on your target. You must hit the target 
to qualify. If you don’t, you will come back tomorrow, and I do not 
want to see any of you ever again—but, if I do—you’ll be sorry.” 
He paused. “Now load and lock—line up the sites—release the 
safety—%re when ready—empty your clip.”

!e “phew” of high velocity bullets began to sound around me. I 
peered through the sites at the concentric black and white circles on 
the chest of the human straw target. It took concentration to settle 
the sites on the target. What the fuck, I thought, pulling the trigger. 
I did not see where the round went and emptied my clip into the 
paper enemy. I noticed the recoil was not as bad as the M-1, just a 
friendly slap to the right shoulder with each round, like a big brother 
punching and saying, “Hey, how are you doing?”

As we settled into the sitting position, the gunny said, “If the 
Cong storm the base and the Marines can’t stop them, you will use 
this weapon to kill as many of them as possible, before they kill you. 
!ey may come at you through the mess hall, around the corner of 
a hanger, across the runways and aprons, right into your lap…do 
you want to die? Hit that target in the center and blow them away.” 
I was %nding the litany of kill or be killed a bit repetitive.
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“Now—in the standing position—keep aiming down range, 
asshole—squeeze it o$ a"er you hold your breath and between 
heartbeats. !is is the test—kill those gooks.”

I squeezed o$ seven rounds and then hesitated. I turned my 
neck around to the right, pretending to loosen the stress, spotting 
the three sergeants patrolling behind the %ring line, unarmed. I 
looked forward again and began to take aim.

I had a strange sensation of being out of my body, looking 
down on myself from just under the canopy that shaded the %ring 
line from the late a"ernoon sun. I could see myself turning, %ring 
my last three rounds into the gunny and assistants. From there I 
could not see an escape route that ended without my death.

Others along the line had %nished %ring. !e gunny was by my 
side. “Finish %ring,” he yelled into my le" ear. I %nished and quali-
%ed, went home to Rosemary and told her the story.

!at night, I had a dream. Again, I could see myself from above, 
in my bed, in Myrtle Beach and an apparition of light approached 
above me, coming forward, taking on form, resolving into a spar-
kling angel, in white gown with shimmering sequins, a crown of 
lights and holding a wand—glittering like a sparkler—like the 
Witch of the East in “!e Wizard of OZ.” She seemed to be saying, 
“Everything will be %ne…you do not want to go there.”

!e next morning, I remembered this dream, told Rosemary 
about it and she said, “We could go to Sweden.” But %rst I had two 
weeks leave, standard practice before an overseas posting. We re-
turned to D.C. and I applied for a passport and bought a plane ticket 
to Stockholm from New York. !en, Rosemary and I visited my par-
ents in Norman, Oklahoma. I was not aware that Canada provided 
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refuge, but I knew Sweden did a"er press reports of the “Intrepid 
Four” and others who had been granted humanitarian asylum.

A L A N,  2 0 1 4

During 1967 in the spring of my freshman year, Timothy 
Zimmer, an upperclassman refused—in the middle of his 

studies—to continue his college deferment for reasons of conscience 
and le" school. As an eligible young male, he was ordered to report 
for duty in the Army under Paragraph 462 of Title 50, Appendix, of 
the U.S. Selective Service Code. He refused and was sentenced to 
three years in prison. In his statement to the Court he said: “…!e 
state may prohibit violence and murder, but it may not compel the 
individual to become violent, to murder (my emphasis).” He served 
just less than two years and came back to Earlham as the spring, 1969, 
semester began. He was as an oddity to some, something of a celebrity 
to others. I once asked him how prison changed him and he said, “I 
don’t like closed doors.” His book, Letters of a C.O. from Prison, (!e 
Judson Press, Valley Forge, PA, 1969), is heart-wrenching.

In the summer of 1968, when Bruce went AWOL, I was working 
in New Orleans as the doorman for the Bourbon Orleans Hotel. 
It was the summer between my sophomore and junior year at 
Earlham. New Orleans was as hot as I remembered Panama, but 
unlike Panama, all the buildings were air conditioned. !e heat 
slapped me every time I went outside.

I knew Bruce had worked for the government at the Defense 
Intelligence Agency (DIA) and had joined the Air National Guard 
which, at that time, was not slated for overseas service. He lived 
in di$erent and rare%ed air. As his little brother, my life revolved 
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around staying in college to avoid being dra"ed and—if I were 
lucky—getting laid. It wasn’t until the dra" lottery began that fall 
that the war took on a new and ominous reality for me. I had a col-
lege deferment for the time being, but what would happen when 
I graduated? A soccer player at school told me he’d enlist. He said 
he wanted to protect America. What, I wondered, did %ghting in 
Vietnam have to do with protecting America?

A senior from Antioch College told me about the American 
Civil Liberties Union (ACLU). ACLU attorney William Kunstler 
advised dra" eligible men to go to Canada or Sweden. “Swedish 
babes are hot,” the senior told me and recounted an evening of 
unbridled sex with a girl named Inga.

I acquired a copy of the Dra# Resister’s Guide to Settlement in 
Canada, a thin chap-book printed on bad paper. It seemed humorously 
clandestine: “…when you arrive in Montreal, ask for Mr. Earhart at the 
Unitarian Church on Boul De Maisonneuve. Make sure you are alone 
with him before beginning any conversation about your situation…” I 
read Norman Mailer’s Armies of the Night which chronicled the story 
of Don Batey who took refuge from the dra" in a Methodist Church: 
“I am a young human being struggling to cope with a bewildering 
world…” My Earlham classmate, Timothy Zimmer, who spent nearly 
two years in jail for refusing induction, must have known how he felt; 
Mr. Batey was sentenced to four years for dra" evasion.

A"er the Viet Cong’s Tet O$ensive in January of 1968, I had 
brie#y considered changing my major from English to political 
science. How could anybody (except the idiots at the highest levels 
of government) think America would win this war? !e press had 
quoted the Marine Commandant, a General David Shoup, who 
called the administration’s rationale for %ghting “poppycock.” Shoup 
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had probably said, “Bull-shit.” !e Vietnam War, as the general 
put it, was a civil con#ict between the Vietnamese nationals and 
the corrupt crooks in Saigon. Unfortunately, the United States was 
backing the criminals in Saigon. Poly-sci was a mind-blower.

Lyndon Johnson told the nation he “would not seek, nor accept 
another term” as president. I had grimly concluded that the pro-
nouncement vindicated the anti-war movement.

!e political vacuum quickly %lled. !e ill-fated Robert Ken-
nedy became a candidate. !e poet-politician, Eugene McCarthy, 
for whom I campaigned, joined the race. On the Republican side, 
the segregationist George Wallace chose retired Air Force General 
Curtis LeMay as his running mate. LeMay’s military strategy was 
unequivocal: “…Bomb ‘em back to the Stone Age, use nuclear 
weapons if necessary.” Good thing the Wallace–LeMay ticket lost.

In 1968, Martin Luther King and Robert Kennedy were assas-
sinated in April and June, respectively. For days, the college was 
stunned. In May, the Berrigan brothers, both poets and Catholic 
priests, broke into the Catonsville, Maryland, dra" o&ce. !ey na-
palmed 600 dra" %les. “I went to Catonsville,” Daniel Berrigan said, 
“to burn some papers because the burning of children is inhuman 
and unbearable.” Kunstler defended them. !ey were sentenced to 
three-and-a half years.

!e poet Bill Knott visited our campus. I tacked two lines from 
Knott’s poem, “Nuremburg U.S.A.”, to the foot of my bed:

…If bombing children is preserving peace, 
then my fucking you is a war-crime.


