Anthony Swofford. Jarhead,2003

“ This is my rifle. There are many like it, but this one is mine. My rifle is my best friend. Without me, my rifle is nothing. Without my rifle, I am nothing…’

The man fires a rifle for many years, and he goes to war, and afterward he turns the rifle in at the armory and he believes he’s finished with the rifle. But no matter what else he might do with his hands – love a woman, build a house, change his son’s diaper – his hands remember the rifle.

While  at Barracks Duty School I  realized that joining the marines had been a poor decision, for the  first time in my life actually referring to underwear as skivvies, pants as trousers, a hat as a cover.  So now, my hands were dickskinners, the mouth was a cum receptacle, running shoes were go-fasters, a flashlight was a moonbeam, a pen was an ink stick, a bed was a rack, a wall was a bulkhead, a bathroom was a head, a shirt was a blouse, a tie was still a tie, and a belt a belt, but many  other things would never be the same.

I performed morning calisthenics, cleaned my weapons, shot my rifle, shotgun, and pistol expertly, and then, during the sixth week of barracks-duty training, the captain called me to his office. 

There ‘s been a budget cut, and the school had to rid of three trainees and send them to the infantry, the Fleet Marine Force, the ready combat force of the Marine Corps. Now, rather than standing guard duty in my handsome uniform, in front of a navy nuclear or missile facility, I’d be doing what I was supposedly made for – humping up steep mountains or through thick jungles with a hundred pounds on my back, sweating and cussing in my wrinkled fatigue, with a large target on my chest: USMC GRUNT.

At boot camp, during in-processing, I’d confined to using drugs, something I hadn’t disclosed prior to signing my enlistment contract. Part of the reason I’d spoken up was that, on the third day of boot camp, I wanted. More than anything, not to be in boot camp. I’d slept six hours in two days; they’d shaved my head and insulted me with hundreds of spectacularly profane phrases. I wanted to go home and screw my girlfriend and paint houses for my father and drink beer with my buddies.

I spoke  to the colonel about my drug revelation. I hoped he’d send me home. But he ordered me to perform one hundred push-ups. He said he thought I’d be a good marine someday.

During the long bus ride to Camp Pendleton, I confirmed  for myself that joining the Marines had been a mistake. At a breakfast stop in Bakersfield, I considered fleeing, but decided this was my lot, to serve,  and I would handle it like a man – I would do my duty wherever they might send me, accomplish all missions, honor my  contractual obligations.

I spend my first few days at Camp Pendleton in the base hospital, faking a stomach flu. I chewed Ex-Lax gum and  this kept me shitting and dehydrated. A few times a day, I sneaked away to the hospital café and ate their good hamburgers and meat loaf; though I knew the food was not long for my body, I relished the almost civilian flavors.

I arrived at Seventh Marine headquarters early on a Monday morning. Marines ran all around the place, saluting and shouting and cussing. I was assigned to the second Battalion. The battalion had just returned from predeployment leave, and they’d be departing in three weeks on a West-Pac, a six-month training tour of Okinawa, the Philippines, and Korea. The duty staff sergent who checked me in was a short, harsh man. Most of his ribbons were for individual valor in Vietnam. As he looked over the battalion roster, deciding which grunt platoon to send me to, he spoke through his cigar.

‘Swofford. What kind of fucking name is that? ‘

‘It’s English, Staff Sergeant.’

‘Swofford, you are a goddamn Marine Corps grunt. You are the most savage, the meanest, the crudest, the most unforgiving creature in God’s cruel kingdom. You are a killer, not a goddamn bugle player. That bugle shit is from the movies. You ain’t Frank Fucking Sinatra.’

‘Aye, aye, staff Sergeant.’

‘You’re in Third Platoon, G Company. Third is full of drunks and half-wits. May be you can bring some respectability to the sons of bitches.’

‘Thanks, Staff Sergeant.’

‘Don’t thank me. Just don’t fucking die.’

 I retrieved my gear and the G Company duty sergeant told me I was assigned to room 325, with Private Bottoms and Private Frontier. I entered the room and saw a large crowd gathered around an unmade rack, my rack. One marine was biting his fist as another used a propane torch to heat wire hangers bent to form the letters USMC. I dropped my gear and watched.
Someone said, "Fucko is here." When the hangers pulsed red-hot, the branding marine shoved the four-letter contraption against the other marine's outer calf. The marine bit his fist until he broke skin and began to bleed. Tears streamed from his eyes and the room filled with the dank stink of his flesh. I vomited into the shitcan and the room erupted in cheers. Before I could speak, the men piled on top of me and bound my hands behind my back with an electrical extension cord and gagged me with dirty skivvies.

The marine at the torch reheated the hangers, and as he did, flesh and hair from the prior man smoked ofl the metal. At first I struggled and then I did not. The burning-hot metal was extremely painful, but the psychological tumult of the morning took over, from battalion bugler to Fucko, and the pain slowly receded and a deep euphoria took over. The smell of my own burnt leg-flesh did not make me ill, in the same way a man can smell his own shit and not mind the stench, while the smell of another man's waste is vomitous. I was in the stink and the shit, the gutter of the Marine Corps, the gutter of the world, and I knew I had made a mistake, but perhaps I'd discover ME in the gutter, perhaps I'd discover ME in the same way cen​turies of men had discovered themselves, while at war, while in the center of the phalanx, drowning in the stink and the shit and the rubble and the piss and the flesh.
The men left the room and I fell asleep and didn't wake until it was dark and the man named Frontier untied and ungagged me and offered me a plate of food and a bottle of whiskey to drink from. I reached down to feel my branding wound but my skin was smooth. My branding had been a fake; they'd placed a cold piece of metal against my skin. Frontier said, "That's a little fuck-fuck trick we play on the new guys. Someday you'll rate a branding. You gotta pull some shit  before we brand you."
Bottoms and Frontier were drunks and not the simple drunks who are concerned only with their own drunkenness, their own sad stupor, but social drunks, the poor bastards who feel it is their duty to fill every mouth in the house with drink. So nightly they filled me up, with decent whiskey mostly, but as their funds ran low, they switched to generic gin and powdered Gatorade. The two were pleased with hydrating themselves and catching a drunk at the same time.

I was happy to drink with Frontier and Bottoms; they were decent young men, ruined early by the Marine Corps and dedicated to debasing the stan​dards and policies of the institution that had struck them nearly dead in the moist tracks of youth. I enjoyed hearing their manifestos against the Corps— the Suck, as they called it, "because it sucks dicks to be in it and it sucks the life out of you."
The constant clatter of the discarded liquor bottles and the cackles and howls from my roommates helped me forget that I'd made a mistake by joining the Corps. A few weeks after my fake branding we de​ployed on our West-Рас.

I tap the dog tag laced into my left boot, and I reach into my blouse and retrieve the multiple tags—they are icons, really—hanging from my neck. I tell Johnny that even if they are incorrect about my lost religion, I have the proper number of tags, plus some. Before going to war, the marine is afforded ample opportunity to order additional dog tags. You are only supposed to order more when you've actually lost a dog tag or a set (two tags to a set), or you need t change some of the information, and the only information that can possibly change is your religion of record. You either have a religion of record, or they stamp NO PREFERENCE on your tag, but this still makes  it sound as though you want something, in fact it makes you sound like a religion whore, as though you'll take it in any hole, from any pulpit. They make it hard for a nonbeliever.
Shortly after joining the Seventh Marines, I ordered new dog tags, and I requested that NO RELI​GION be pressed into the metal, but when I received the tags, prior to deploying to Okinawa, I realized I was still a Roman Catholic, according to my tags. I ordered a corrective pair, and they came back the same way, and over the years I ordered numerous NO RELIGION pairs, and I requested, finally, NO PREF​ERENCE, but still the tags came back ROMAN catholic. My mother insisted these typos were signs from God, but I knew better. Eventually I realized that I enjoyed ordering new sets of dog tags, and that it didn't matter to me what they listed on the religion line, I didn't care: I enjoyed receiving the shiny new set of dog tags, removing the tags from the tiny Ziploc bag, and I liked the noise the new tags made when clanked together.
New dog tags afford the marine the opportunity to replace or reassign an old set. For example: reassign a set to your mother and your little brother and your girlfriend and maybe even that casual sex partner from the town outside base (how many sets with different SSNs does she own?). Now decide exactly how you will make the new set tactical, because as much the clank of the new tags sounds clean and crisp a alive, such noise might be deadly. And you're ordered to separate the tags; per regulation, one should hang around your chest and one through the lace of  your left boot. But the jarhead does things to his dog tags  that aren't regulation, such as spray-paint them, usu​ally olive drab but sometimes shit brown, or he'll stack five or six tags on top of one another and wrap camouflage duct tape around them. He'll also tape odd heirlooms to the dog tags, such as strands of his girlfriend's pubic hair or the projectile from his favorite rifle. If you ask him, he'll unpeel the mess of dog tags and tell you exactly where he was—on what ship, in what port, stationed on what shithole base-when he received each tag, because though to the untrained eye each dog tag looks exactly the same, the jarhead knows the difference between the dog tag press at Camp Pendleton and the one on the amphibi​ous assault ship USS Peleliu and the one at Subic Bay and the one at Cherry Point Air Station, North Car​olina.
So the joy of dog tags is ordering new sets and deciding exactly how to wear them and who will be fortunate enough to receive an old set if you already have many tags hanging around your chest and hid​den in enough lucky places.
The comfort of dog tags is surrounding yourself with and disbursing so many pairs that there is no way you could possibly die, because your goddamn dog tags are everywhere: in your boot; five pairs hanging from your neck; in your mom's jewelry box;   your girlfriend's panties drawer; buried in your backyard, under your childhood fort; discarded at sea;. nailed to the ceiling of your favorite bar in the PI; hidden in that special whore's mattress; hanging around the neck of the mama-san seamstress on Oki​nawa, the one who sewed your chevrons perfectly every time. There's no way a jarhead with that many Jog tags—his name and SSN and blood type and religious preference stamped into so many pieces of metal, spread so far and wide—will die. This is the only true religion…

On August 2, 1990. Iraqi troops drive east to Kuwait City and start killing soldiers and civilians and capturing gold-heavy palaces and expensive German sedans – though it is likely that the Iraqi atrocities are being exaggerated by Kuwaitis and Saudis and certain  elements of the US government, so as to gather more coalition support from the UN, the American people, and the international community generally.

Also on August 2, my platoon – STA ( pronounced stay ), the Surveillance and Target Acquisition Platoon, scout/snipers, of the Second Battalion, Seventh Marines – is put on standby.

After hearing the news of imminent war in the Middle East, we march in a platoon formation  to the base barber and get fresh high-and-tight haircuts. And no wonder we call ourselves jarheads—our heads look just like jars.
Then we send a few guys downtown to rent all of the war movies they can get their hands on. They also buy a hell of a lot of beer. For three days we sit in our rec room and drink all of the beer and watch all of those damn movies, and we yell Semper fi and we head-butt and beat the crap out of each other and we get off on the various visions of carnage and violence and deceit, the raping and killing and pillaging. We concentrate on the Vietnam films because its the most recent war, and the successes and failures of that war helped write our training manuals. We rewind and review famous scenes, such as Robert Duvall and his helicopter gunships during Apocalypse Now, and in the same film Martin Sheen floating up the fake Viet​namese Congo; we watch Willem Dafoe get shot by a friendly and left on the battlefield in Platoon; and we listen closely as Matthew Modine talks trash to a streetwalker in Full Metal Jacket. We watch again the ragged, tired, burnt-out fighters walking through the villes and the pretty native women smiling because if they don't smile, the fighters might kill their pigs or burn their cache of rice. We rewind the rape scenes when American soldiers return from the bush after killing many VC to sip cool beers in a thatch bar while whores sit on their laps for a song or two (a song from the fifties when America was still sweet) before they retire to rooms and fuck the whores sweetly. The American boys, brutal, young farm boys or tough city boys, sweetly fuck the whores. Yes, somehow the films convince us that these boys are sweet, even though we know we are much like these boys and that we are no longer sweet.
There is talk that many Vietnam films are antiwar, that the message is war is inhumane and look what happens when you train young American men to fight and kill, they turn their fighting and killing everywhere, they ignore their targets and desecrate the entire country, shooting fully automatic, forgetting they were trained to aim. But actually, Vietnam war films are all pro-war, no matter what the supposed message, what Kubrick or Coppola or Stone intended. Mr. and Mrs. Johnson in Omaha or San Francisco or Manhattan will watch the films and weep and decide once and for all that war is inhumane and terrible, and they will tell their friends at church and their family this, but Corporal Johnson at Camp Pendleton and Sergeant Johnson at Travis Air Force Base and Sea​man Johnson at Coronado Naval Station and Spec 4 Johnson at Fort Bragg and Lance Corporal Swofford at Twentynine Palms Marine Corps Base watch the same films and are excited by them, because the magic brutality of the films celebrates the terrible and despi​cable beauty of their fighting skills. Fight, rape, war, pillage, burn. Filmic images of death and carnage are pornography for the military man; with film you are stroking his cock, tickling his balls with the pink feather of history, getting him ready for his real First Fuck. It doesn't matter how many Mr. and Mrs. John​sons are antiwar—the actual killers who know how to use the weapons are not.
We watch our films and drink our beer and occa​sionally someone begins weeping and exits the room to stand on the catwalk and stare at the Bullion Mountains, the treacherous, craggy range that bor​ders our barracks. Once, this person is me. It's nearly midnight, the temperature still in the upper nineties, and the sky is wracked with stars. Moonlight spreads across the desert like a white fire. The door behind me remains open, and on the TV screen an ambush erupts on one of the famous murderous hills of Viet​nam.
I reenter the room and look at the faces of my fel​lows. We are all afraid, but show this in various ways—violent indifference, fake ease, standard-issue bravura. We are afraid, but that doesn't mean we don't want to fight. It occurs to me that we will never be young again. I take my seat and return to the rag​ing battle. The supposedly antiwar films have failed. Now is my time to step into the newest combat zone. And as a young man raised on the films of the Viet​nam War, I want ammunition and alcohol and dope, I want to screw some whores and kill some Iraqi mother fuckers.

On August 8, Iraq formally annexes Kuwait, and two days later twelve of the twenty-four Arab League counties vote to send troops to help defend Saudi Arabia. Iraqi and Kuwaiti assets are frozen by the United States, Great Britain, France and West Germany. On August 14, two days after my twentieth birthday, the Seventh Marines arrive in Riyadh, Saudi Arabia.

As I debark the plane, the oven heat of the Arabian Desert grips my throat. In the distance the wind blows sand from the tops of dunes, cresting beige waves that billow like silk through the mirage. The tarmac is full of American civilian jumbo jets—American, Delta, United; we flew United. The scene on the air​field is like that at any busy international airport, only we passengers are wearing fatigues and carrying loaded rifles, our gas masks strapped to our hips. Just beyond the tarmac, artillery batteries point their guns east and north. Fighter jets patrol the sky. During the twenty-hour flight our mode of debarkation was debated—tactical or general—and I'd hoped for the tactical approach—live rounds and a defensive perimeter could be the only authentic introduction to a theater of war. This won't be like jumping off a Huey at Green Beach in the Philippines, trading an MRE for a plate of hot noodles and blood pork. We received our rounds, but we exit the plane in an orderly single-file line, and I realize that we'd surely look ridiculous surrounding a civilian jetliner with our weapons drawn, the cabin crew performing inventory in the galley while we scream for war.
We're marched toward a series of large, bright green Bedouin tents. Inside the tents marines drink bottled water and attempt to stay cool by draping wet skivvy shirts over their heads. Jarheads from other units who've been in-country a few hours affect the air of grungy desert veterans, pointing to the pal​lets of European spring water and saying, "You better drink a lot of that. It's hot here," as if offering us reli​gious insight.

After we sit for an hour in the hydration tents, the colonel calls a battalion formation and proudly an​nounces that we are taking part in Operation Desert Shield. He explains that the Kuwaiti-Iraqi conflict is not yet our concern, but that currently our mission is to protect, to shield, Saudi Arabia and her flowing oil fields. We'll be shielding enough oil to drive hun​dreds of millions of cars for hundreds of millions of miles, at a relatively minor cost to the American con​sumer. We joke about having transferred from the Marine Corps to the Oil Corps, or the Petrol Battalion, and while we laugh at our jokes and we all trunk we're damn funny jarheads, we know we might soon die, and this is not funny, the possibility of death, but like many combatants before us, we laugh to obscure the tragedy of our cheap, squan​dered lives with the comedy of combat and being deployed to protect oil reserves and the rights and profits of certain American companies, many of which have direct ties to the White House. And at this point we also know that the outcome of the conflict is less important for us—the men who will  I fight and die—than for the old white fuckers and others who have billions of dollars to gain or lose in the oil fields, the deep, rich, flowing oil fields of the King​dom of Saud.

By late September the American troop count in Saudi reaches 150,000 and the price of crude oil has nearly doubled since the invasion.  

Our days consist of sand and water and sweat and piss. We walk and drive over the sand and we drink water, gallons of water. And as we drink, we sweat, and as we sweat, we drink. Six times a day we gather for formation and swallow two canteens per man, and between formations we ingest more water, and we piss and sweat and walk the desert and drink and piss and sweat.  

After only six weeks of deployment, the desert is in us, one particle at a time – our boots and belts and trousers and gas masks and weapons are covered and filled with sand. Sand has invaded my body: ears and eyes and nose and mouth, ass crack and piss hole. The desert is everywhere. The mirage is everywhere. Awake, asleep, high heat of the afternoon or the few soft, sunless hours of early morning, I am still in the desert.

We're excited this morning because the reporters are finally coming. It's late September and we've each re​ceived newspaper clippings from parents or grand​parents or siblings, neat cutouts of stories in our hometown papers about other hometown boys de​ployed to the Arabian Gulf, the margins penciled in by a parent or grandparent or sibling: Didn't you know Private Douglas from school? Is William Wesley the kid you beat up in fourth grade? I thought Hall was jail? Now the clippings will end. The reporters  will write about us, and when you're written about, you don't need the clipping. You stand tall and have your picture taken and you say wise, brave things that your family and friends read and they become even more proud of you, and girls not your girlfriend read about you, the ones you almost had, and they be​come sorry for having said no, because now you are brave and wise and your words and photo are in the newspaper. And people will take time out of their busy days to read the article and send it to someone else serving in the U.S. Marines, in Operation Desert Shield, and they'll write in the margin—Wasn't Swofford an altar boy with you? Is Swofford the kid who stole your third-grade science project? Is he of the Swoffords recently divorced in Carmichael, the father arrested for chasing the mother's boyfriend out of the house and down the street with a pistol? You never know what other people know about you, what they remember, what they write in the margins.
Knowing the reporters will arrive soon, we shave for the first time in a week, pull new cammies from the bottoms of our rucks, and helmet-wash our pits and crotches and cocks. Vann's wife recently sent him a bottle of cologne, and we each dab a bit on our neck and our chest.
Sergeant Dunn gathers the platoon in a school cir​cle under the plastic infrared (IR) cover. It's before его nine and already one hundred degrees. Our platoon commands three Humvees, and the vehicles are I under IR cover. Ideally, weapons, vehicles, and per​sonnel shielded under the netting will avoid detection ' by enemy infrared devices. We're not convinced. Why believe in the effectiveness of IR netting when  the drink tube on your gas mask breaks every time you don-and-clear during a training nerve-gas raid? | 

We've known about the press visit for a few days, and Sergeant Dunn has already recited a list of unac​ceptable topics. We're prohibited from divulging data concerning the capabilities of our sniper rifles or, optics and the length and intensity of our training. He's ordered us to act like top marines, patriots, shit-hot hard dicks, the best of the battalion. As the I scout/snipers, we've been hand-picked by the executive officer and the S-2 officer to serve as the eyes and ears of the battalion commander.
"Listen up," Dunn says. "I've gone over this already. But the captain wants you to hear it again. Basically, don't get specific. Say you can shoot from far away. Say you are highly trained, that there are no bet​ter shooters in the world than marine snipers. Say you're excited to be here and you believe in the mission and that we'll annihilate the Iraqis. Take off your shirts and show your muscles. We're gonna run through some calisthenics for them. Doc John, give us  a SEAL workout. Keep it simple, snipers." Kuehn says, "It ain't simple. This is censorship. You're telling me what I can and can't say to the press. This is un-American."
As we begin arguing about the gag order, Staff Sergeant Siek arrives. He says, "You do as you're told. You signed the contract. You have no rights, you can't speak out against your country. We call that treason. You can be shot for it. Goddamnit, we're not playing around. Training is over. I'm sick of hearing your complaints. Tell your complaints to Saddam Hus​sein. See if he cares."

I want to come to the defense of free speech, but I know it will be useless. We possess no such thing. The language we own is not ours, it is not a private language, but derived from Marine Corps history and lore and tactics. Marine Corps birthday? 10 November 1775, the Marine Corps is older than the United States of America. Birthplace? Tun Tavern, Philadelphia, a gang of drunks with long rifles and big balls. Tarawa? Blood​iest battle of World War II. Dan Daly? He filled thirty-seven Chinese by hand during the Boxer Rebellion. Deadliest weapon on earth ? The marine and his rifle. You want to win your war? Tell it to the marines! When you are part of that thing, you speak like it. Reporters are arriving to ask me what I think about sitting in a desert, waiting for war. I'll answer that I like it; I'm prepared for anything that might come my way; I have supreme confidence in all of my leaders, from my team leader to the president. 

The reporters  are due at our position at 0900. Staff Sergeant Siek says, ‘You are marines. There is no such thing as speech that is free. You must pay for everything you say. Especially the unauthorized crap.’

We gather under the IR netting and reporters introduce themselves. They shake our hands and urge us to speak freely, but they know we’ve been scripted; they know our answers to their questions have already been written on our faces, though maybe not in our hearts. The Boston Globe woman looks bored, or at least not very interested in what we might tell her. She just heard the same stories a few miles away.

‘Yes, ma’am,  I believe in our mission. I believe we will quickly win this war and send the enemy crawling home."
"Yes, ma'am, I'm proud to be here serving myj country. I'm proud of our president standing up to| the evil. Them ragheads is gonna go down."
"I'm from Texas, ma'am. I joined when I was eighteen rather than go to jail for a few years. Petty stuff: I finds out later my dad talked to the judge the night) before and set the whole thing up. How bout that shit? But I'm proud of what the Corps has made me. "This is about freedom, not about oil. This is about standing up to aggression, like the president says Nobody wants to go to war. We just got to be ready. We can shoot out someone's eyeball from a klick away. Ain't no better shot in the world."
"I'm proud to serve my country. This is what signed for. I'm gonna make my pop and mom and my girl proud. I come from a little town in Missouri. They're gonna make a parade for me, they got the ribbons up already. My mama says the whole town is behind us."

"My uncle, he was in the Vietnam and he don't feel good about me being over here, but still he writes me letters about watching my ass and don't try being a hero and watch out for your buddies."
"I think the mission is valid and we have all the right in the world to be here and the president has al the right to deploy us and we are well trained and prepared to fight any menace in the world. They  can bomb us and gas us and shoot and we'll keep at them. Many of us have been preparing for this since birth."

The Times reporter has brought a football. Kuehn and I toss the ball back and forth and speak with the 'reporter. He stands between us and his eyes follow the ball. He looks like an anthropologist, an expert in pri​mate behavior. He's a kind man, soft-spoken, eager to hear from us what we really think about the opera​tion, to see how we live through a single day. He wants a look at the psyche of the frontline infantry man, and I can only offer him processed responses. I've been ordered to give him SPAM. I wish to speak with him honestly and say: I am a grunt, dressed up in fancy scout/sniper clothes; I am a grunt with lim​ited vision. I don't care about a New World Order. I don't care about human rights violations in Kuwait City. Amnesty International, my ass. Rape them all, kill them all, sell their oil, pillage their gold, sell their children into prostitution. I don't care about the Flag and God and Country and Corps. I don't give a fuck about oil and revenue and million barrels per day and U.S. jobs. I have a job. I'll walk the rest of my life. I'm a grunt. I'm supposed to walk and love it. I'm twenty years old and I was dumb enough to sign a contract and here I sit, miserable, oh misery oh stinking hell of all miseries, here I sit in the hairy armpit, swinging in the ball sack, slopping through the straddle trench of the world, and I can hear their bombs already, Mr. Times, I can hear their bombs and I am afraid.

Prior to leaving the platoon, the Times reporter ask|s us what we want from the States, and we give him  a list: European or Asian porn mags of any size, shape content, and function; Oreo cookies; canned tuna] saltine crackers; Gatorade; Truth; a rotate-to-the states date; ham; turkey; salami; a month of the New York Times; condoms just in case; canned soups letter-writing gear; batteries; powdered chocolate actual coffee, not crystals; candy bars; pop; beef jerky;  whiskey; mouthwash; rubber  bands; duct tape; corned beef hash; Sterno; Jolly Ranchers; the names and addresses of women incarcerated at federal correctional facilities; mail-order Filipino-bride catalog; cigars; baby-name book; marijuana; methamphetamines; cocaine; LSD; penis enlarger; pocket-pussy; blowup doll; butt beads; Vaseline; baby powder; shaving cream; boot laces; toothpaste; shower soap; needles and thread.
We don't believe he'll come through, but a month after his visit, a cardboard box the size of two foot-lockers arrives, full of some of the items on our list and others we didn't request. We're surprised, and a few of us walk around the box and choose not to ' remove anything, having forgotten what we'd requested and feeling that if we reach into the box, we'll spoil the magic.
Kuehn thumbs through a smut mag and says, "He's an all right motherfucker. I didn't believe him for a second. He's all right for a reporter."
