                                         A Marine in New York City
         Marines are assault troops for the U.S. Navy. But when they are not assaulting anything or anyone, they serve as the Navy's police force. Typical duties of shore- based Marines are to provide base security at Naval installations. Hence my assignment as a security guard at the Brooklyn Naval Shipyard in NYC.
    My primary duty was to serve as a gate guard and to control traffic into and out of the base. This included vehicles, foot traffic and ship traffic (I have told you about my encounter with a submarine). With some 10,000 civilian shipyard workers employed, foot traffic alone was a formable task. Each worker had to be screened coming onto and off the base. For example, lunch boxes were checked to ensure that hand tools remained on base. Equally important, the navy wanted assurance that each worker remained on the base until their shift ended. With a couple dozen bars just outside the Flushing Avenue gate, this was no small assignment. We were usually short on manpower and therefore would often go into a "running guard" mode. This meant 4 hours on guard, 4 hours off around the clock. The word off is a bit misleading. The off time was for meals, sleep, inspections, classes, parades, cleaning barracks, maintaining uniforms, cleaning weapons, guarding prisoner work details and acting as on-call reinforcements for the duty section. Warships came in for provisioning and repairs, so we sometimes had several thousand navy personnel on the base. Far too often we were called out of our sleep to break up bar fights between 80 to 100 drunken sailors at the base PX. Our 10 or 11 sleep deprived Marines would then have to write lengthy reports. While we were armed with 45’s, we relied on our wooden nightsticks to get the crowd moving in the direction of their ships. Injuries were rare, however, and no one was ever shot during my tour. You can thank Marine discipline for this. 
    Parades down Manhattan’s fifth avenue were a big item. Being one of only 25 NYC Marines to be issued dress blues, I thought I had won the lottery. But then I learned that the many parades mostly occurred on my “off” time. It took a couple of days to get ready. There were brass buttons to be polished and shoes to be spit shined. Every inch of the dress blue coat and trousers had to be gone over using duct tape to remove any trace of lint. White belts, gloves and bayonet scabbards all had to be washed and bleached. After parading for hours in the hot sun under pigeon-filled skies, it all had to be done again when returning to the barracks. Parades became a significant part of my life, and for the most part, it often replaced any hope of liberty.
   When civilian life throws me a ringer, I think back to my days as a NYC Marine and that puts things into perspective. Little can compare to standing a 4-hour watch on a pier on a minus 8-degree night with a stiff breeze coming in off the water. Still, those were exciting times for a young man right out of high school. And the nighttime view of the Manhattan skyline was something to behold! Even today, however, I try to avoid bars and events where heavy drinking can be expected for I know how that often plays out.
