I am a Viet Nam Veteran. Just one of the millions of young men and women who served
our nation during the years of that conflict. I served as a 19 year old squad leader in the
jungles and the mountains of “I Corp”, South Viet Nam’s northern most region, from
May of 1968 to March of 1969.
Most of us hadn’t been out of high school for much more than a year when our shiny new
jungle boots first set foot on Vietnamese soil. We were young and idealistic, the sons and
daughters of World War II parents. We were a long way from being professional soldiers
and we knew it…….. we did the best we could with what we had.
In March of 1969, after having spent 10 months in a combat unit, my tour of duty was cut
short when our unit was involved in a major operation in the mountains of northern “I
Corp”. On the fourth day of an ongoing fire fight with a battalion of NVA soldiers, a
bullet from an enemy AK 47 rifle destroyed portions of my left hand. After returning
home and spending a period of time in a Naval hospital, I was retired from the Marine
Corp, a 20 year old Sargeant.
Those of us who were fortunate enough to have returned home from our respective fields
of battle throughout the history of our great nation, could never have imagined that the
memories of the events that had taken place during the years of our service would forever
remain in the forefront of our minds.
We all tried to set those memories aside……..Some did better than others!

“ARLINGTON”
When I awoke this morning at the water’s edge,
The air was crisp and clean.
The sunrise was as beautiful as my eyes have ever seen.
At that moment, a mere moment in time,
My thoughts were of how grateful I am
For the freedoms I enjoy.
Today I thought, I would, if only for just a little while,
Leave the peace and serenity of my mountain home
For I have a need within me
A need to pass along a thank you
A thank you to he who fought our country’s battles
In the summer of ’42.
So I tuned the old jeep’s radio to the daily oldies show
Though I swear throughout the day’s long drive,
I heard not a single note that played.
It was late afternoon when I arrived.
The summer breeze was soft and gentle
As there I stood silent,
near the marble cross that bares his name.
My plan was to share another summer sunset
With a father I never knew.
He, who for all of us, gave his life in the summer of ’42.
our dads, our heroes….
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