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There have been many books written about the Vietnam War. I did not set out to write one of them. For
me the war was well behind in my life’s rear-view mirror and I had been looking forward in life for many
years. But over those years the war kept creeping up on me like a mosquito that keeps buzzing around
your ear. It won’t go away until it’s satisfied with blood or you kill it.
For over 40 years I let that mosquito buzz in my head. My life was impacted in so many ways by
Vietnam. I focused intently on anything other than that war. I’ve had trouble in positions that I worked in
with authority figures and people that did crazy and stupid acts. I worked beyond extremely hard at every
endeavor, whether it was work or play. 80-hour work weeks were the norm for me for many, many
years. I even left the corporate world and started my own company because of this mosquito. But always
my war would return.
Then a few years ago several of my grandsons asked if I would write some stories or perhaps a book from
my time in Vietnam. They had read some books on that war and discovered that helicopter pilots were
key players in every battle. And that was my job.
In Vietnam I was a warrant officer helicopter UH-1 Huey pilot. I agreed to try. For six months I would
periodically sit down at my computer and try to hammer out my thoughts on the year that I had spent in
Vietnam. But only a few stories came to my mind, the rest was blocked out by a brain that had shoved
those nasty memories so far in the back of my mind that all I had was a blank slate. Many people that I
spoke to on book writing advised me to just start writing. They said it would all come to me. But it did not
come to me. I needed to remember what had happened and put it together so that it made sense to
me. My mind was still a blank.
Then one December day in 2010, I called up my 82 year old mother to see if she had kept any of my
correspondence with her from my time in Vietnam. Indeed she had kept every letter. Some weeks later
in January I received an envelope with 12 or 14 letters that I had written and sent to her from
Vietnam. They were in a small stack with a piece of yarn tied around them in a bow for keepsake. My
mom had obviously kept these letters safe as a memento for over forty years.
All of them except one said “Free” where a stamp should have been. I went through the envelopes and
organized them by postmark from September 1971 until September 1972 - the time of my tour in
Vietnam.
But there was one letter left. It was dated December 5 1972, several months after I came back from
Vietnam.
Tomorrow morning I will start this journey by reading my words from so long ago. I live in seclusion at the
back of a two hundred acre wooded valley at the end of a one-mile road. There is only one way in and
one way out. I like it that way.
On this early January morning there was a foot of snow in the valley and the snowflakes were still coming
down. It was not yet dawn as I started a fire in the fireplace. My wife and two youngest daughters were
still asleep. On this snowy morning I would read those letters and commence writing my thoughts on
paper. I poured a cup of coffee and sat in front of the fire and grabbed the stack of letters. I decided to
th
start from the back forward so I grabbed the letter dated December 5 1972.
I was curious why this letter was even in the stack to begin with. But as I viewed this letter my heart sank

as I read the words of a very distraught young man. This letter was a suicide note that I had written to my
mother in a fit of despair. I did not remember writing this letter. But there it was in plain ink in my own
handwriting. I wondered why my mother had kept such a thing. But I read that letter over and over. My
stomach churned and my heart ached each time I read it. I could not only remember those memories, I
could still feel the pain. It was still there after all these years.
When one reads their own suicide note it has a way of making you sit up straight in your chair. I was now
more determined than ever to kill this mosquito. But there was much more to it than that. As a young
man, just prior to my experiences in Vietnam, I was boy in trouble. I had a moral dilemma that needed to
be solved. This book is about solving that dilemma and finding purpose as well as a true mission in life.
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