	........Will wrote back. I had mentioned a computer fan going out and he commented on it:





	On a different subject, how’s the computer fan? I know you can replace it because I had to do it on my IBM clone and it was a no-brainer. Karin said I was fortunate it was a no-brainer--it fit well with my ability. One of these days I’m going to learn to cook and when I do, she’s out of here!





	It’s Monday again and the damned things just keep coming up every seven days. Well I guess the alternative isn’t that good so I’ll just deal with


it.





	This weekend I was talking to a couple of guys and we got into a discussion about homecomings during the war. I remembered that I had written about my last one and posted it to our helicopter pilot’s net. I thought you and Betty might enjoy it so here it is.





						Homecoming





	The other night my wife and I were setting on the couch, me watching television and she’s looking at some magazine. She folds the magazine over to a page and shoves it under my nose. There is a three quarter page, full color advertisement for satin sheets. What a flash back those satin sheets caused!





	December 28,1971 and I’m leaving Vietnam for what I hope will be my last tour. In order to make this a memorable home coming I’ve diligently shopped the AAFES catalog to come up with just the right stuff. In this case, the right stuff was a set of satin sheets and pillow cases for our king size bed which I had mail ordered home two months before. Not only have I sent these sheets and pillow cases ahead, I’ve also ordered a white silk nightgown for my wife and a pair of red silk pajamas for myself. Now to really dazzle my young farm girl when I get home, I’ve raided every PX for pearls within a single refueling stop from Camp Eagle. I bought so many pearls they had to put the oysters on a third shift and overtime to keep up with the demand.





	Getting out of country was simply a pain in the ass of paperwork and standing around in line for everything that had to be done. I don’t remember much about the flight home except it was long and I got the distinct impression the pilot needed practice with his landing skills. It seemed like every time he put that bucket of bolts on a runway (we refueled in Japan and Alaska plus the final landing at Seattle) he tried to bury the wheels in the asphalt. Maybe I was just a little too sensitive.





	The plane trips to St. Louis and then on to Louisville, Kentucky seemed like they would never end. Karin was waiting for me at the airport along with our two boys. Rick, my youngest, was only 19 months old and was a bundle of energy. I’d forgotten what it was like to hold a little one like that. He had my left side stripped of Captain’s bars, unit crest, flight wings and jump wings before I could react. So much for those quick combat reflexes I’d developed. With hand speed like that, someday he’d make a great scout pilot or pick pocket. Well, I guess that’s saying the same thing, but he was fast.





	Karin said she had standing orders to call our parents as soon as we got home and they would take care of notifying the rest of the clan. That was fine with me because I really had other things on my mind and I sure hoped she did too. Slipping behind the wheel of the station wagon felt as easy and natural as if I had been driving a car every day for the past year. It was easy and natural until I hit the Watterson Expressway traffic. God what I would have given for a little gun cover out there. Vietnam was a snap, this was dangerous.





	We managed to make it home without incident but I got a couple of disapproving looks from Karin over my language. When Mike, my six year old, piped up and repeated a couple of the words, I knew I’d probably stepped over the line. Well, with a B-4 bag loaded with pearls and seven months since I’d been home on R&R, I figured I could recover.





	Boy the house looked great. Bedford stone, a shingle roof, hot and cold running water, indoor plumbing and not a bunker in sight. Yes sir, life just don’t get much better or at least not until we get the kids to bed. That turned out to take a little longer than I’d planned. They were really wound up and with the toys I’d brought them didn’t help. It took forever before they began to nod off.





	After we got the boys tucked in, Karin said she was off to take a shower and for me to turn down the bed. When I turned the bedspread back, there were the satin sheets. They looked good; cool, soft, and shiny. There wasn’t a wrinkle anywhere, not even on the pillow cases. I found out later Karin had actually ironed them before putting them on the bed. The bottom fitted sheet was jet black. The top sheet was solid cherry red with a pencil thin, black accent stripe about four inches from the top. The two king size pillow cases were also cherry red except for a pencil thin black accent stripe about three inches from the opening. Looking back on it I guess the bed pretty much resembled something you’d find in a “cat house.” I’m only supposing here since I’ve never been in one of those places. I have heard the big boys talk about them though.





	Man oh man did I turn back the covers! I pulled everything back and laid it over the cedar chest at the foot of the bed. I folded and tucked and smoothed so there was nothing but flat surface on that big old king size bed. I figured it was a good idea to get the extra material out of the way. If we did this right, we were going to use all the available flat surface, some of the rounded parts too and if that wasn’t enough the floor was certainly an option.





	When Karin showed up at the bedroom door, she looked gorgeous. The short, white silk nightgown showed just enough leg to get the remainder of my blood pumping and headed in the right direction. I said what the heck, I really didn’t need a shower. After all, I’d showered some 20 odd hours earlier, so by Vietnam standards I was squeaky clean. I got the wave off and told to hit the shower. I was not about to argue at this point and risk bringing on a headache, so off to the shower. Karin had laid out my silk pajamas on one of the towel racks. It was nice to know that I had practically unlimited hot water, but I’ve got to admit, I didn’t waste a lot of time standing there soaking. It was a thorough but quick shower. I took a little longer shaving. No need to risk a cut throat at this point. Finally I slipped on the pajamas. Wow that silk felt cool but I didn’t plan to have them on that long.





	A quick check across the hall and Mike is sound asleep. Tip toe into the baby’s room and Rick is sound asleep too. When I reached the bedroom door, it was the scene I’d played out in my mind a thousand times during the past year. Karin was seated with the pillows pulled up behind her and leaning against the headboard. She was sitting with one leg pulled up under her and she’d let her hair down. She’d dropped one shoulder strap and let the nightgown fall a little to reveal just a hint of ..        She looked up and crooked her finger in the “come here” gesture. Ah yes, the little girl’s in a playful mood and so am I. I back up about four steps into the hallway and made a running approach to the bed.





	About a step away from the bed I did my best imitation of a rocket attack, bunker entrance dive. The moment I hit the bed I realized I’d made a terrible tactical blunder but it was too late. When those silk pajamas hit the satin sheets I discover what slick was all about. Fresh snot on wet PSP isn’t even close to the slick of silk sliding across satin. There just isn’t any friction. Meg Lev trains my ass, if they want something frictionless they need to investigate the silk and satin combination.





	I caught a momentary glimpse of surprise on Karin’s face as I whiz by. As I went speeding across the bed I also discover, there was absolutely nothing to grab hold of. That damned fitted bottom sheet was as tight as a banjo string and I’d done such a thorough job of clearing the decks there was nothing but an unobstructed path across the bed. Yep, I’m about to set the world’s land speed record. I probably would have if the bed had been a tad longer and the opposite wall and night stand not so close.





	I had no idea the human body would crumple like aluminum foil but it will when slammed into a solid object with enough force. Wow, what a ride. I staggered upright, did a quick body check for form and function and found most of my parts still attached and operational. My jaw was a little tender from smacking into the night stand so I wobble it from side to side to make sure it was still hinged. When I brought my hand away it was bloody. I’d opened a gash that required a trip to Ireland Army Hospital and four stitches to close.





	When we finally got back to the house it was almost four in the morning. Nick and Ellie, our next door neighbors, who we woke up to watch the kids, were dying of curiosity. After telling them what happened I couldn’t get Nick to stop laughing. Karin took the sheets off the bed, put them back in the box, and we didn’t take them out again for twelve years. When we did it was to give them to a Captain and his wife along with a few words of caution. Twenty-six years later, I still have no idea what it’s like to sleep on satin sheets and don’t really care if I ever learn. I don’t have any pictures but I still have the scar on my chin and the knowledge that I probably missed the best        well you know what I missed that night.





	I think Will won a prize of some sort with that story, which he swears is 100% true. There was nothing I could ever write to top it. Besides, President Clinton was in the news just then.





Hi Will--


	


	Never remind a woman that she voted for a politician in trouble. I had asparagus and macaroni for supper last night, two dishes which in my opinion are responsible for 90% of the ills of the country. If people would quit growing and eating that stuff we’d probably have a balanced budget, peace in the mid-east and a colony on Mars. As I was served the asparagus Betty said, “You had to mention I voted for Nixon, too, and that’s what the bean curds in whey are for.” ............





	Okay, that’s enough of an excerpt. Now go buy the book. TOPPERS, by Darrell Bain and Will Stafford, available (well, you can order it) at all bookstores.		




















