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 "Harry, it's green," I said. 

 "Not for long," he said. 

 "The stoplight, Harry." 

 Harry ignored me.   He was staring at a eucalyptus tree that had blown over in a late-winter 

early-spring storm the week before.   It lay sprawled along the curb on the opposite side of the 

street. 

 There were a lot of eucalyptus in town and a lot had blown over in the storm.   Someone 

had had the bright idea thirty years ago to plant them all over the place, in town and on the 

University campus nearby.  It was just when the town had started growing, when aeronautical 

engineers and electrical engineers were moving in by the dozens, and somebody had forgotten that 

eucalyptus trees are notoriously unstable.  So every winter since then they've been falling on cars 

and into streets and on top of all the nice one-story three-bedroom houses with all-electric kitchens 

that were built at the same time the trees were planted. 

 “I’m gonna make a U,” Harry said.  "I want to get a closer look." 

 "Please," I said.  "I'm going to be late." 

 "So what," he said.  "Those meetings are like soap operas.  You could miss forty of them 

and not miss a thing." 

 "Stop it," I said. 

 "Sorry," he said immediately. 
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 The meeting for which I was now going to be very late was a committee meeting of 

Citizens for Nonintervention in El Salvador, otherwise known as CITNES.  Harry hated the group.  

Well, no, maybe that's too strong.  Its existence upset him.  The need for its existence upset him a 

lot.    

"Look," he said.  "It'll just take a minute."  

"Okay," I said, but I knew it wouldn't. 

 We stopped at the curb and climbed out.  I stood there looking at something that was to me 

a sort of interesting natural disaster.  Harry stood looking at it as if the world had come to an end.  

He rubbed one long silvery leaf gently between his thumb and forefinger.  You'd have thought it 

was a piece of Chinese silk. 

 "It's dying," he said.  "It's already dying." 

 "I suppose so," I said, starting to get worried. 

 He knelt by the trunk. 

 "Twenty-five years old," he said.  "Dead at twenty-five."  

I believed him—about the twenty-five years, I mean.  Harry knew a lot about trees.  When 

he'd come back home to Iowa from Vietnam, he’d announced to his family that he was not going to 

be a lawyer as he had intended.  He was not quite sure what he was going to do, but he was damn 

sure it'd have nothing to do with people.  Then the town tree surgeon was injured, and Harry 

offered to help him out, and then Harry just stayed with trees.  He'd learned a lot about them in the 

last thirteen years. 

 But for Harry, trees were more than a business.  He never said so, but you could tell.  On 

our second date, Harry and I drove 250 miles, the last ten on a dirt road, to see a 1500-year-old 
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Juniper tree—a big, solid, magnificent tree—standing all alone on a Sierra Nevada ridge.  When 

Harry saw it he cried, and I almost did, too.  I loved Harry from that moment on. 

 And you could tell with the eucalyptus, too.  Harry leaned over the twenty-five-year-old tree 

and ran his hand down its trunk as if he were making love to a woman.  Harry never touched a 

human that way.  But he had that look in his eyes, the look he got when he forgot where he was, 

when he'd burn his hand or cut himself without knowing it.  So I said, "Harry, I have to go.  Come 

on, I have to go." And I said it as if I were angry, you had to do that, to get him out of it. 

 And he said, "Okay, okay." 

 He drove me to the CITNES office, telling me on the way that he’d seen a good buy on 

floribunda rose bushes and asking me if we could plant some, at which point I reminded him of the 

size of our garden (ten by twelve feet).  We lived in one quarter of an old brown-shingled house, 

built before the eucalyptus were planted.  There were four houses just like it on the block, all buried 

behind huge trees.  It had been my flat originally.  Harry had moved in two years ago. 

 One day he had come to top a redwood tree in the front yard.  He had moved to California 

from Iowa six months before because business was flagging, and he was getting edgy and because 

a Vietnam buddy in town told him we had a lot of trees and a lot of people who took their trees 

seriously.  The buddy had been right.  We had redwoods, maples, pines, elms, palms, cypresses, 

apricot trees, cherry trees, peach trees and, of course, the eucalyptus—in backyards, front yards, 

and lining almost every street.  Some of us had money, and those who did wanted to spend it on 

their trees. 

 Harry and I talked the day he topped my redwood tree and then we talked some more.  We 

seemed to hit it off, which took us by surprise because we were both stubborn about independence 

and love-shy, too, but for different reasons.  We kept talking, though, and then Harry began moving 
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in bit by bit.  He'd leave behind a shirt or a book or a thick rope that he needed to do his job.  

Before either of us realized it, he was living with me fulltime, and, when we realized it, nothing 

was ever said, but I, at least, was pleased.  Harry, with his large frame and love of flowers and 

trees, quietly filled up the huge silent spaces in my otherwise small flat.   

When we got to the CITNES office that day, Harry said suddenly, "You can't do a fucking 

thing about El Salvador.  If they want to go in, they will.  They're already there." 

 Harry wasn't being mean.  I knew that.  In fact, he probably would have sold his mother into 

slavery not to believe what he had just said. 

 I patted his arm and said, "I think it's worth trying." 

 "Don't patronize me," he said. 

 "Okay," I said, "but don't stop me." 

 He laughed.  "Who could stop you, Jan? A tank couldn't stop you.  And anyway, the tank 

wouldn't want to." 

 He was right about that.  I was stubborn, sometimes stupidly. 

 Harry pecked my cheek and drove off.  I was meeting Mona, my friend Mona, at the office.  

She and I were the leaflet writing committee.  We'd been together in Berkeley years back and were 

long-time patriots in the war against evil.  But Mona was serious.  Nothing had struck her funny in 

twenty years except the resignation of Richard Nixon. 

 The CITNES office was a room at the back of a garage, loaned out to us by a 70-year-old 

woman who had never recovered from the death of her first husband in World War II.  Mona was 

sitting between battered bookshelves and fourteen cartons of "literature.” 

 "Read this," she said without preamble as she handed me five pages of legal-sized, single-

spaced typewritten text. 
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 "Mona," I said.  "Nobody's going to read this.  It's longer than a front page article in the 

New York Times." 

 "Um," she said.  "Had a fight with Harry?" 

 Mona disliked Harry. 

 "Harry and I are getting along fine," I said, which was mostly true. 

 "Sure," she said. 

 “Stop it, Mona." 

 "Okay, okay," she said.  "I'm just thinking of you.  It must be tough.  I mean, he's so—cold." 

 "Stop it, Mona," I said again. 

 She stopped and apologized. 

 Harry wasn't cold, just distracted maybe, just distant, especially with Mona.  It wasn't really 

her fault.  It wasn't Harry's fault either.  They just couldn't get along.  One evening, for example, 

when the three of us had polished off a half gallon of cheap red wine and were lounging somewhat 

inebriated in Harry's and my living room, Mona asked, I suppose because we had reached some sort 

of intimacy uncommon to us before, "What was it like, really?" meaning the war. 

 Now that may seem like a tactless question, maybe even cruel.  It did to me.  But I 

understood why Mona had asked it.  She and I had spent years—years and years—in a twenty-

hour-a-day fight to stop a war about which we really knew nothing.  Somehow it was important to 

know.  I guess that, thirteen years later, Mona had finally worked up the courage to ask somebody 

who did know what they knew. 

 Harry sobered up in a second when he heard the question and rose up from the floor with 

one movement and said, "Eat a glass, Mona.  Then you'll know." 
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 After that, Mona and I stayed friends, but she wouldn't have much to do with Harry.  She 

couldn't forgive him for the truth. 

 So in the office that day, I accepted Mona's apology and agreed to do a major paring job on 

her five-page polemic and didn't agree although didn't disagree to attend the CITNES fundraiser on 

the following day. 

 By the time I got home, Harry was home as well.  He'd bought the rose bush so we planted 

it.  It took a fair amount of work since rose bushes need a hole the size of a ditch for their roots.  

Once it was in the ground, Harry watered it carefully, looking very pleased with himself. 

 "Let's celebrate," he said.  He disappeared into the flat and returned with a chilled bottle of 

white wine and two glasses.  He’d been prepared.  Harry filling up the silent spaces again.  We sat 

on our small porch and looked at our rose bush, which was still in the bare root stage and was, at 

the moment, scrawny and unimposing.  But Harry looked at it as if it were the paintings on the 

Sistine Chapel walls.       

"You know, the floribundas used to be wild," Harry said.  "So did the eucalyptus, at least in 

Australia ...  they've civilized them," he added, almost with a sneer.       

"Um," I said.       

"If I had a big garden, I'd plant it with wild roses and eucalyptus trees."      

"You wouldn't have many visitors," I said, laughing.  "Wild roses are ferocious. 

 "That’s the point," he said and he laughed, too.       

We sat for a time in silence.  A hummingbird buzzed by to sip from a feeder.  Harry didn't 

notice.  He was in his overgrown garden.  I wanted to ask him if I were included in the garden, but 

it seemed like such a rare moment of peace for him that, even though I wanted to and needed to 

ask, I didn't.       
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The light outside gradually grew dimmer and the evening air cooler, and we were just about 

to go in and have supper when we heard a knock on the front door.       

It was Mona.      

"You left my tome at the office," she said as she stood uneasily at the door.       

"Come in," I said.       

"Well thanks, no.  I mean, I shouldn't." 

 "Come on in," said Harry from the kitchen.  You could tell from his voice, as if the life had 

been drained out of it,  that the mood was gone, whatever mood he’d been in.      

"Have some wine," I said.       

Mona came in and sat down.  I got a fresh glass and poured her what was left of the wine 

from the open bottle. 

 "I collected forty dollars for CITNES today," she said.  "Forty dollars, at Safeway no less." 

 In the kitchen, Harry mashed something in the food processor with such vigor that both 

Mona and I jumped. 

 "Why don't you have dinner?" I asked. 

 "No, best not to," Mona whispered. 

 "No, please," I begged.  "I'll get some more wine." 

 I took Mona's glass and mine and went into the kitchen.   "Harry,” I hissed, "Make an 

effort."          

 He was taking zucchini out of the refrigerator.  He glared at me and then slammed shut the 

refrigerator door so hard that the whole thing wobbled. 

 "Harry," I said.  "I love Mona.  I can't abandon her." 
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 Harry's knees began to buckle under him, and he grabbed the sides of the refrigerator for 

support. 

 "Harry—“ 

 "I'm okay," he said as he broke into a sweat. 

 I reached for Harry. 

 "Don't.  Don't do anything.” 

 "I'll tell Mona to go." 

 “No," he said.  He sounded as if he were stifling a scream.  He took a deep breath and 

turned from the refrigerator to me. 

 "No," he said again, more calmly.  "You're right.  I'll try.  I will." He turned back to his 

zucchini and, with a perfectly steady hand, began cutting uneven, oddly-sized slices. 

 The three of us had dinner, and Mona, bless her heart, asked Harry if he could do anything 

with an old oak in her front yard that had lost a limb in the storm.  And Harry was ready to help 

right then and would have if we hadn't reminded him that it was dark outside.  Everything was fine 

and almost congenial until Mona asked, timidly, but asked nevertheless, "Harry, are you going to 

bring Jan to the CITNES party?" 

 Harry said "no" and rose immediately to clear the table though we weren't done eating. 

 I should have known.  Mona couldn't help it.  We were impossibly different.  I wanted 

peace—at any price, or nearly any price – in my home.  Mona wanted  peace—at any price—in the 

world. 

 So Mona persisted. 

 "General Perez is going to be there.  He was with the army.  Now he's speaking out against 

the government.  You should hear the stories, Harry.  They're incredible." 
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 "I know the stories, Mona," said Harry.  "And they aren't stories." 

 "Sorry," said Mona.  She had gotten the point. 

 But now Harry persisted. 

 "Have you ever been to a slaughter-house?" he asked. 

 "No, and I don't think I'd want to go," said Mona, hoping to stop what she had started. 

 "You should," Harry said.  "The cow you ate for dinner screeched his way to death.  That's a 

story.  Nobody dies quietly." 

 That made Mona and I nearly lose our dinners.  Harry did lose his dinner.  But he waited 

until Mona had left, which was shortly, and then he closed himself up in the bathroom and retched 

for a long, long time.  I sat on the porch listening to him and shivering under an April night sky that 

was full of stars.  I wondered suddenly if there were stars in the sky over DaNang in 1968 or in 

Morazan province in 1985.  1 supposed that there were, but nobody took the time to notice.  But I 

heard Harry retch in a way that sounded as if he were being torn apart, and it seemed inconceivable 

then that there could have been stars.   

But the retches stopped finally and Harry appeared on the porch, seemingly in one piece.  

He sat down and said, "Apologize to Mona for me, okay?"   

I nodded.   "I think maybe Mona should apologize to you," I said. 

"It's not Mona who owes me an apology," he said, and he got up suddenly and knelt down 

by the rose bush.  He began patting the soil around its small trunk and then took a bit of soil in his 

hand and rubbed it between his thumb and forefinger.    

"Just right," he said.    

"The moisture?" I asked, thinking he was talking to me.  He wasn't.    
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"You'll do fine," he said.  "We'll feed you.  Help you grow."  He smiled and I knew he was 

lost again.  

But then he suddenly turned away from the bush and said, "Let's go inside.  It's freezing.  

Let's build a fire."  

He took my hand in his.  It dwarfed my own.  His hands were huge and strong but gentle 

when he wanted them to be.  

 A fire seemed stupid in April (it wasn't really freezing), but we built one any way, and, once 

it had begun to warm us up, Harry began telling me about his mother, who was still a housewife in 

Iowa, and how, if he had felt bad as a kid, his mother would make a fire, even in ninety-degree 

weather, to cheer him up.  And he remembered that at sixteen he had told his mother that he didn't 

need any more fires and how hurt she had been.  But when he came back from Vietnam with the 

entire back side of his body blown off and after he had spent two years in a VA hospital having his 

body rebuilt, which was at best miserable and at worst painful beyond bearing, hes went home and 

his mother built a lot of fires. 

 "Fires are natural," he said.  "Trees to wood to ashes.  Natural, not like—“  He didn't finish 

and I didn't ask him to.   

 We went to bed that night contented, I think.  At least Harry's grunt as he rolled away from 

me sounded content.  I stroked the lumpy flesh of his back and buttocks for a while.  He had been 

pieced together so that his back was like a quilt with bits of skin and muscle taken from elsewhere 

and stitched together. 

 He fell asleep immediately and I drifted into a half-wake, half-sleep dream in which Harry 

and I were walking along the boardwalks that crisscrossed the salt marshes near the bay.  But we 

weren't walking leisurely; we were nearly running, and Harry kept checking the sky.  He knew the 



 

56 

danger, but I didn't.  But I knew from the look on his face, that whatever it was was terrible.  And 

then suddenly Harry screamed at me to duck, and I tried to but lost my balance and fell into the 

marsh and started to sink.  I screamed, too, and in the same moment heard the drone and saw the 

planes, black planes with sinister beak-like noses, and Harry saw them, too, and he lay flat on the 

boardwalk and reached out to grab me.  I held up an arm, but Harry grabbed me round the neck, 

with his powerful hands, and, as he pulled to free me from the clutches of the marsh grasses and 

mud, he began to choke me and the more he tried to save me, the closer he seemed to be to killing 

me.  I couldn't breathe.  I tried to scream again but couldn't. 

 Then I woke up and still couldn't breathe.  Harry's hands were around my neck, and he was 

screaming, over and over again, "Why didn't you duck, why didn't you duck, you cock-sucking 

son-of-a-bitch."  I tried frantically to pull Harry loose, but he was too strong.  I couldn't budge him.  

So I kneed him in the groin.  That woke him up. 

 He flung himself away from me, curled into a ball and groaned and groaned again.   I 

clambered out of bed and stood shaking and gasping and crying at the foot of it.   Harry groaned 

again. 

 "Jan?" he whispered. 

 "I'm here," I said. 

 "Was it you—was it you?” 

 "No—yes."       

"Oh Gaaaaaawd." 

 I think Harry woke up the entire block. 

 "Don't," I said.  I reached out and touched one of his feet, which was cold and clammy. 

 He jerked it free and said, "Go away—go away." 
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 I left Harry.  I sat the rest of the night on the living room couch with a cup of tea and a 

starlit sky to keep me company.  I didn't hear a sound out of him all night.  I don't know how he 

managed to survive the hours until dawn.  I'm not sure how I did either, but it had something to do 

with those stars.  That is, that I was seeing the light from stars that were already dead and seeing the 

light from stars that had just burst apart into millions of tiny meteors and that I was not seeing and 

would never see, nor would my grandchildren nor my great-grandchildren, the light of stars that 

had just been born.  That knowledge made me feel like a mere speck of something.  But it also 

made me think that at least I got to be a speck and got to watch it all, even things that had 

disappeared, and what's more I got to watch some of those things and know they were beautiful. 

 Harry emerged from the bedroom at dawn, walked past me without seeing me and 

disappeared into the kitchen.  I heard the radio go on and the agricultural report start. 

 The agricultural report came on at 6:30 AM every Sunday morning.  It was Harry's favorite 

radio show.  Oroville Skidmore, an expert apparently, spent an hour telling his friends and 

neighbors when to plant tomatoes and artichokes, and the danger of cutting back fruit trees too 

severely, and when to pick Valencia oranges, and where to procure non-toxic spray for their rose 

bushes.  And the friends and neighbors would call in with questions.  Harry loved Oroville 

Skidmore.  He had called in himself a time or two. 

 When I heard Oroville's gravelly voice that morning, it was the most reassuring sound I 

could have heard.  If Oroville had time to worry about mildew on roses, surely the night before 

must have been just a bad dream and only that. 

 Harry came into the living room with two cups of coffee and a wan smile on his face.    

"You okay?" he asked.   

I nodded.  "How about you?"  
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"I'll take you to the party," he said as he sat down.  "After I find a place to live.”   

"What's wrong with here?" I asked.   

"You know what's wrong.  I almost killed you.  Don't pretend differently," he said.   

"Harry, I don't want you to move.  Sleep on the couch until things get sorted out.” 

 "Suppose things don't get sorted out?"      

"They will."     

Harry looked at me, hard, as if he thought by staring at me something would be 

revealed to him.    

"Why?" he asked.   

"Because I love you and I can't – “ I stopped myself.   

"Can't what?" he asked.   

"Nothing," I said.  Can't abandon you was what I had meant to say.   

 So he was to stay and sleep on the couch, and we would see if "things got sorted out.” 

 That evening we went to the party, which was at Mona's big old Victorian house.  Mona had 

decorated it with remnants of the "Sixties.”  As Harry and I came in, people were lounging on 

paisley covered pillows the size of Pontiacs, walking into bedraggled Boston ferns hung from the 

ceiling with massive macrame ropes, and avoiding looking at, with some difficulty, eleven four-by-

eight foot posters of Chinese, women, Afro-Americans, Africans, South Americans, Central 

Americans and Vietnamese taking up arms against their oppressors, which were plastered on every 

available inch of wall space in Mona's large living room. 

 Harry headed immediately to the kitchen where there was "mountain red" wine and 

guacamole dip, and I circulated among acquaintances and friends.  I lost track of Harry for awhile 

until Mona took me aside to tell me that he was getting happily drunk in the kitchen and appeared 
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to be having a good time, which seemed unlikely, and I would have gone to investigate, but Mona 

just then called us all to order and announced that General Alfonso Perez Garcia would speak for a 

few minutes. 

 A remarkably small, meek-looking man with a salt and pepper mustache joined Mona at her 

side.  He began to speak in halting English, for which he apologized, but his message got through 

to us—in graphic detail.  He spoke of the methods of torture used by the military and government 

police, of which he was aware but in which he claimed not to be a participant.  The tortures ranged 

from merely beating people with rubber hoses to pouring acid on their open wounds or hacking 

their limbs off piece by piece.  Nobody ever talked, he said.  Nobody.  They screamed, but they 

didn't talk.  That had given him pause.  And what had given him further pause was when he 

incurred the wrath of his superior by sparing the life of the son of a neighbor, who also happened to 

be a guerrilla of some note, and was tortured himself.  General Perez was missing a few fingers and 

all of his fingernails. 

 One day, after his torture but when he still maintained his rank, he spoke to an old woman 

who sold fresh rolls on a street corner.  He had bought a roll from this woman every day of his life 

for fifteen years.  He had never spoken to her until the day he decided to ask her what she thought 

of her country.  Perez was in uniform.  The old woman looked at the uniform and said, "You can 

kill me.  I'll die soon anyway.  But I'd join them if I could—the compañeros.  I would join them for 

my children, for my grandchildren.  You've robbed us—the Yankees have robbed us.  I've got 

nothing left but these hands and these feet." 

 General Perez had looked at her hands and her feet.  They were twisted and swollen from 

age and arthritis. 
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 Then the old woman had looked Perez right in the eyes and said, "But that is what will kill 

you.  Hands and feet.  You shouldn't have left us our hands and feet.  You're strangling.  You just 

don't feel it yet, but the hands and feet will crush the life out of you." 

 She had spat on the ground then and walked away. 

 General Perez quietly fled to the United States the next day. 

 I saw Harry out of the corner of my eye.  His expression was unreadable. 

 Perez asked for questions.  Nobody had any.  We'd heard about all we wanted to know.  But 

Harry had one. 

 "How do you live with yourself?" he asked.  He was not trying to be provocative.  He 

needed to know.  I knew that, though I didn't know why. 

 Mona jumped up immediately. 

 "I think the General needs a rest now.  I--" 

 "But--" Harry began. 

 "I'll answer that," said the General.  "To live with what I did is not easy—not easy at all," he 

said easily. 

 General Perez' words had put a considerable pall over the festivities.  It was difficult not to 

feel like a hopeless dilettante, at least for me.  Everyone headed immediately for the "mountain red" 

wine and even the General got slightly drunk, and so, although raw horror wasn't easy to ignore, we 

all began to have a reasonably good time—until the scream. 

 Although it was a wail that was more animal than human, I knew it was Mona’s. 

 There was an immediate crush around the door to the kitchen and then a woman fled from 

the door and raced towards the bathroom with her hand held to her mouth as a man said "Jesus" and 

another whispered "God." 
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 I walked calmly to the kitchen door and, when I got there, the crush of people suddenly 

parted, and I thought it was because Mona was in trouble (I could hear her sobs) and that people 

knew we were friends, but when I saw the kitchen, I knew differently. 

 There was blood—lots and lots of blood—on the floor, on the table, and all over Harry who 

sat absolutely still with one hand lying palm up and from which a remarkable amount of blood 

continued to gush forth.  Mona stood across from him holding a bloody butcher knife, which she 

looked at suddenly and then flung into the sink with another wail. 

 "Call an ambulance," I said coolly. 

 Someone did.  At least he said that he did. 

 I grabbed a wad of paper towels and sponged the blood off Harry's hand.  I saw the wound.  

He had tried to saw off his thumb.  I could see muscle and bone and tendon.  I pressed the paper 

towels into the wound, which made him groan but he didn't move.  He didn't even flinch. 

 The ambulance never came so I drove Harry the two miles to the University hospital 

through stop signs and red lights, and Mona followed behind with her hand laid solidly on her horn. 

 Harry was stitched up.  It took a long while.  He had done quite a bit of damage.  There was 

concern among the specialists who had gathered that he might lose the use of his thumb.  Harry 

didn't care.  He didn't even appear to notice.  He looked as if he were more interested in watching 

the scenes being played out just behind his eyeballs.           

 But when his hand had been bandaged, he stood up without the slightest bit of difficulty and 

walked right out of the Emergency room. 

 I followed him.  Mona started to follow me.  I told her to stay put.  She began to object, but 

I said no in a way that stopped her.  Harry had headed straight across the campus.  He walked on 

absolutely steady legs, which amazed and calmed me a bit.  I kept following and realized that he 
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was heading for a dense grove of eucalyptus.  He walked into the middle of it and sat down.  I 

followed him in and sat down a foot away from him.  It was silent in the grove and Harry was 

silent.  I couldn't even hear him breathing.  It was dark, silent and peaceful, and above us the sky 

was filled with stars. 

 "Harry, honey," I said.  "You can't be a tree." 

 "I know," he said. 

 "What is it?" I asked.  "Is it one thing or all the things?" 

 "All the things," he said. 

 I said nothing. 

 "You should leave me," Harry added. 

 "No," I said.  "I won't." 

 He said nothing. 

 "Harry," I said.  "Look at all the stars." 

 He looked up then and sighed, and then he lay back on the down of dry leaves.  I lay down 

next to him, and he wrapped his uninjured arm around me.  We lay there looking up through the 

gentle, safe, silent eucalyptus and watched the stars move across the sky. 

  

 

Harry's hand healed eventually, but the wound left a big scar and his thumb was 

permanently stiff.  He did seem to cheer up a bit, though, as always, it was hard to tell.  Our lives 

didn't change much, but I, at least, had come to know during that night under the eucalyptus when 

Harry held me and silently endured the throbbing in his wounded hand, that, as cruel at it was to 
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have stars above the Western Front or Hill 330 in a Vietnamese jungle, it was also essential, as 

essential as it was not to abandon the sight of them or the sight of anybody else.    


