I remember the day my father left for Vietnam in 1968. I was four years old. My sister, was eighteen months older than me. 

The memory I have of that day is brief but vivid. 

There was something happening in our home that morning and it was moving quickly. There was a bustle with bags. Dad was dressed in a dark coloured uniform with shiny things on it.

Dad was in a hurry. There was a car waiting outside at the end of our driveway. Dad scooped me up in one of his big bear hugs. He gave Mum a quick kiss and I saw that she was sad and teary. I watched him walk out the front door with his dark coloured hat on and down the steps to the car in the sunshine. The driver gave us a wave and kept the door open while Dad got in. I sat at the top of the steps and Dad gave a wave as he got into the front seat of the car. The window was up and his hand waved to us as the car drove away.

We went back inside the house and Mum sat in the big green chair we had and cried. There was some sunlight in the room and some shadows. I remember feeling very sad that Mum was crying and I went to her. 

