


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

A Purpose 
 

 The purpose of this book of poems is simple: the purpose is healing, the 

healing of the participant as well as the loved ones who may have suffered as 

much. 

 This book hopefully will open the mind and help to heal those wounds of all 

who may have been touched by war and its cancer that eats at us all. Its 

memories will never fade, but hopefully our acceptance of those truths may 

eventually help us to deal with them. 

 These poems are not intended to be political in nature but certainly carry a 

theme. This is just my inner being reacting to stimuli with words that are emitted 

by a flow not held back. I realize that these words are me and may not be yours. 

Do not give up, for we will find something in common. 
  

- Jerry Boyd 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

The Artist 
 

I am grateful for the cover work by my good 

friend Earl Newman, who is a much valued part of 

our Coast Range community of Summit, Oregon. 

Earl has practiced his art of print making for over 

50 years, and is one of the few artists working the 

hand silk screen process. He has been involved 

with many events such as the Monterey Jazz 

Festival, creating a poster for the past 48 years, 

and he continues to sell his posters there at his 

booth. 

Thank you Earl for your advice and support. 

You are one of my heroes! 
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And Thank You 
 

 Thanks to all of you! To those who were 

helpful in any way, those who stood by me in 

my worst, those who served with me, those 

who I didn’t know but were there, all those who 

suffered from others’ experience there, and 

those who continue to suffer from their war – 

whether it be war or abuse, from any and all 

post traumatic situations. 

 There are so many! 
 

- Jerry Boyd 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   
 



 
 
 
 

How This Came About 
 
 

Excerpts of interview written by Judy Hays-Eberts and published in the Philomath Bulletin, May 12, 2010: 
[The Philomath Bulletin is a small, local newspaper in Oregon, produced weekly by publisher Kay M. Roth.] 
 

 

…I was visiting with my neighbor Frank and he showed 

a poem to me that meant a lot to him. He thought I 

should talk to the person who wrote it, so he soon 

introduced us. Now, Jerry Boyd has changed my life 

with what he shared through words. 

 Jerry Boyd has written many poems in recent years, 

though he never before thought of himself as a poet. The 

poems have been a tool for healing a sort of unseen 

cancer – the inner wounds of war. The load that soldiers 

carry is heavy; they cannot simply walk away from it. 

They carry that load for all; otherwise, the cost of war 

would not come home to us. Jerry’s poems bring the 

immediacy of this issue to light and encourage others to 

not give up. 
 

“Why did you start writing?” I asked. Jerry explained 

that when the Iraq war started, he saw it was like 

Vietnam; he started feeling symptoms of post traumatic 

stress disorder. He’d had them all the time, he just didn’t 

know what they were. Because PTSD was in the news 

and people pointed it out, Jerry realized “That’s what’s 

coming out of me!” He was depressed about it, and 

started writing as a release.  
 

“Lots of people experienced the same things,” says 

Jerry. “I wouldn’t give anything for it; have learned a 

lot…a lot of growth.” However, “the worst thing is the 

realization that you do have PTSD,” he admitted. “It 

made me feel like I was very fragile…like sitting on a 

fence; so easy to go the wrong direction, to fall into an 

abyss. I always thought I was a strong person. You never 

think about losing your mind until you start losing it.” 

“I know I am somewhat better in that I can sit down 

and talk to you. Went to the VA one time, and I couldn’t 

talk. I can control it more now than I could. I would just 

lose it. I think that’s why many men don’t talk about it. 

Most men don’t like to lose control of their emotions.” 

When Jerry made that last statement, I was instantly 

reminded of so many other veterans I’d met who very 

rarely talked about their service, including my father. I 

suddenly saw how my father had suffered in similar 

ways and remembered how I grew up with the effects of 

World War II in our home. I just hadn’t put it together 

before… 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“The poetry just needed to come out,” remarked 

Jerry. “I don’t want it edited. I had it in my mind that 

poetry has rhyme.” In over a year, he hasn’t written 

anything except songs. The songs are different and for 

his own entertainment. “Maybe I’m done; don’t need to 

write about it anymore,” he speculated. Now he most 

wants to share with fellow veterans “that there are other 

people going through the same thing; to ease what 

they’re going through. In the last year or so, I’ve slowly 

come to the realization that the past is the past. Use it for 

what it’s for.” He envisions creating a booklet of the 

poetry, with hope it will help others. I think he should, 

since it already has… 
 
 

…And so we started to work on it together. 

- Judy Hays-Eberts 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Thanks to Judy Hays-Eberts for her undertaking of 

my dream to create my book of poems. These poems 

and writings would still be lost and scattered if not for 

her persuasion and insistence that we could really do 

it. She saw something of possible value to others and 

convinced me to share something that worked for me. 

 I’m thankful for her insight and hard work when all 

she wanted in return was to help others in their pain. 

 The trip was healing in itself. And, I have truly 

enjoyed the friendship with both Judy and her husband 

Sonny, who supported her efforts and helped with the 

photographs.  

- Jerry Boyd 
 

 

 

 

 



 

A Beginning 
 

 This entire experience, from being a combat 

Marine, ‘til now has been something no one could 

ever forget and one that most would try not to 

remember! 

 In order to get here I had to be there! This is a 

collection of poems and writings that came from 

within and was never really meant to be shown, but 

served to heal the wounds in me. 

 Only when close friends who happened upon my 

poems said to me that I had something of value to 

other wounded veterans did I realize their worth. 

 We are all given fleeting moments to do with 

those moments what we wish. We can grab hold of 

them and use them for a purpose or we can discard 

them. Like the beautiful natural setting that is 

captured on camera for others to enjoy, I hope my 

moments give much needed encouragement to 

others who have suffered any type of mental 

trauma. 

 Writing is a way to release tension, and I hope 

others will either use their writings or mine to 

accomplish some relief. I am not a poet; I want all 

to know these writings are what came forth, and it 

was what I needed and hopefully what you may 

need also. 

- Jerry Boyd 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 I was young and ripe, full of piss and vinegar, and ready 

for whatever was thrown my way. I had been in the Marine 

Corps since September, 1963 and had earned the rank of 

Cpl. (E4) just before being sent to Lima Co. 3rd Bn., 7th 

Marines in Chu Lai, Vietnam. I had previously served with 

Hotel Co. 2nd Bn., 2nd Marines at Camp Lejeune, N. C. 

 I was assigned to 2nd platoon and was a squad leader 

even though I knew nothing about real combat. It was a 

heavy load, and I’m sure the combat-hardened Marines in 

that squad resented me, as I’m sure they didn’t feel I was 

ready to lead them. 

 This first chapter will tell you how I felt about the Corps 

and my new job… 
 

 

 

[Letters to Mom] 
 

February 14, 1966 

…Sure wish I was home for Mardi Gras. Maybe next year I can 

make it. 

 Yes, Chu Lai is in South V.N. If you’ll notice the papers will 

have a lot about the area around Chu Lai (Chew Li). I don’t 

know anything about it or the area’s purpose. Could care less. 
 

 

March 16, 1966 

…Well I guess I’m stationary for a while so I’ll send another 

address. I am in the outfit that got tore up so bad last week. 

You heard of that operation “Utah”. They had 88 killed and 203 

wounded. They killed 600 Viet Cong. They needed 

replacements so they took almost all the infantry… 

 



 

 

Another Day in the Bush 
 

 

Now awake and lost in the memories of the 
distant past, a past that refuses to abate. The mind 
reels and is played over again and the pictures 
keep staining my past. 

 

The compound is atop a hill and comprises a 
company of Marines. The perimeter is strategically 
lined with foxholes dug by sweaty grunts to protect 
an interior of the higher echelon. 

 

Wire has been placed encircling the compound, 
the concertina in an endless accordion circling the 
entire hill. Flares are set in the wire to go off when 
tripped by intruders and another night begins. 

 

Peering into the coming night and the incoming 
utter darkness, now stillness with a touch of calm I 
hear voices in the village. The sounds are muffled 
by distance and are now being drowned out by the 
evening drums that are the signal to the villagers 
that all is well and, for the time being, are safe. It is 
a haunting sound of a hollow log that starts slowly 
and builds to a crescendo of fast beats. It has a 
calming effect on all who hear it. 

 

The village will sleep but never soundly as they 
know more than any that the silence can erupt into 
chaos faster than the drum can beat. 

 

Quieter now, as the drum and the bird’s cry fade 
into the more ominous sounds of the night. 
Tensions mount and eyes begin to strain until even 
they cannot be trusted. 

 

Every four hours you are awakened to stand 
another watch, your dreams of home and loved 
ones destroyed. You must again in moments regain 
your razor’s edge, your concentration, your need to 
focus on the night and its sounds and interruptions, 
its differences in feel. You are now depended on to 
stop anything bent on the destruction of this area 
and its inhabitants, to somehow stay alert and to 
distinguish the subtle difference between frogs, 
mice, monkeys and men. 

 

It can be subtle, the change; and then it 
happens! 

 

The flare goes up and the heart follows knowing 
there is an infiltration of the second kind or at the 
least a group of rock apes or a wild boar on his 
recon to find a romantic encounter. 

 
 

Sometimes it’s the real thing. Instantly there are 
loud voices of both English and Vietnamese 
meshed with the grenades, M14 rounds, M79 
grenade launchers, and M60 bursts. This is the real 
thing! 

 

This is the attack of our perimeter by squads of 
Vietcong, dressed in black and exhibiting a crazed 
exuberance both of body and mind. Their methods 
are doomed to fail but their bravery shows the 
stubborn commitment to their cause. We were also 
as ready to die! 

 

Morning brings tired eyes, wet and muddy gear, 
and the brightness of another day. Now we can see 
and again settle down a little.  

 

There are cold bodies hung up in the wire, ones 
that had to be left behind. They were beaten back 
rather easily as there were only a small number, 
not the squads that were imagined in the dark. 

 

No one injured in the firefight on our side so 
everyone is upbeat and now has dragged the dead 
into the center of the compound to see just who we 
have overcome. Several have gathered and are 
now taking pictures. Others have taken the ears for 
souvenirs and have placed cigarettes into the 
mouths and placed the bodies into awkward 
positions for ridicule. If that was not enough knives 
are checked for sharpness by slicing the face and 
neck and the nose is removed to fall into the dirt. 
Eerily no blood appears as rigor mortis has long set 
in. 

 

Everyone soon tires of this spectacle and the 
dead are allowed to be alone, very alone.  

 

Just another day in “Nam” and the much spoken 
saying, “It don’t mean nothing.” I’m just glad to be 
alive. Actually it hasn’t been a bad day so far!  
“Hey anybody up for a craps game?” “Has anybody 
heard that we may go up North soon?” 
 

“Hey Riggins, check that wire and reset those 
flares will ya?” “Get your asses ready for another 
day in the bush.” “Get your men ready for patrol.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Corps 
 

 

What’s so special about the Corps 
A question you may ask 
Only a Marine will know the answer 
And in the answer bask 
 

Is it the Honor, History, and Heritage 
Or is it “Esprit de Corps” 
Could it be our will to fight 
On any distant shore 
 

Or is it the training 
All must make it through 
Is it our discipline 
Designed to bring out the best in you 
 

Is it Iwo Jima 
Or the woods of Belleau 
Is it Chesty Puller 
That makes Marines like you 
 

Maybe it’s the uniform 
The look of the dress blue 
Maybe it’s the discipline 
We all have to go through 
 

Could it be the marksmanship 
Our courage and sacrifice 
For we all know as Marines 
There’s no doubt we’ll have to fight 
 

For unlike the others there’s no question we’ll be first 
That’s where we want to be 
That’s why we joined the Corps 
That’s why we’re Marines you see 
 

So what’s the answer 
I think you know 
We’ve earned the right – we got it right 
Carry on Marine, Gung-Ho! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

Mighty Warrior 
 
 

Do you know the mighty warrior   
Do you know him very well 
Is it just a story 
Is it just a tale 
 

You can sometimes see him at a distance 
Sometimes close as smell 
Then again he’s never close 
Sometimes you can never tell 
 

He’s subtle, he’s stark 
Sometimes raving mad 
When he’s there and needed         Cpl. Bell, Wayne Jones, Carlos Conrad, Raul Garcia –  

He’s the best you’ve ever had         members of Lima 3/7. 
 
 
 

The Call 
 
 

Who is it that heeds the call? 
Bears the arms and gives it all 
Certainly not the Senators’ sons 
The corporate blood runs blue 
It takes the color red 
That comes from men like you 

 
 
 

         
 

Unknown members of 2nd Plt. Lima 3/7 on patrol through hamlets. 
 
 

 



 
Our Honor Clean 
 
 

Our honor was clean when we were green 
It is that way today 
It was never lost, we paid the cost 
It is the Marine Corps way 
 

Some ask why we still do our part 
Others question our grit 
If you have to ask you’ll never know 
Why we still give a shit 
 

It’s for our comrades on the wall 
It’s for the tears we share 
It’s for the ones that weep 
It’s for the ones that care 
 

For if we don’t remember 
Our dead and dying past 
No one will ever know  
How the awful die was cast 
 

For after this day we’ll go our way 
But the wall will move to more 
For all to see, for all to feel 
That pull to the other shore 
 

For if we’re lucky and have done our best 
There’ll be no questions left to ask 
We’ll know for sure that our honor was kept 
And there’ll be no doubt about our past… 
 

Our Honor Is Clean 
 
 
 

 

March 13, 1966 – Started a journey; 
still on that journey… 

 

 My journey started on March 13, 1966, when I 
arrived in Chu Lai, Vietnam, and was attached to a 
Marine line company, “Lima” 3/7. I was a Cpl. when I 
was sent over to serve in combat. 
 By reading my poetry and other accounts of this 
experience, you join in this journey through pain, hope, 
and revitalization of the human spirit. 
 If you are remembering, hiding within, or beginning to 
search for truth and answers, by reading something here 
you may find solace and comfort knowing others have 
been down that road.  

- J. B. 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

“Red” Wayne Jones, 2nd Plt. Lima 3/7 
Dong Ha area, Operation “Prairie” 

 

 
 
 
 
 

Extraordinary Men 
 
 

It’s not the muscle, it’s not the mass 
It’s the heart inside that lasts 
It’s what we were taught to believe 
To survive it’s what we need 
 

It’s the trust we’re given 
It’s the trust we give 
It’s the brothers we believe in 
It’s the truth we live 
 

It’s the prints we stood in 
It’s the steps we took 
It’s the pride we held high 
It’s the Marine Corps Look 

 
 

 



  
 
 
 
 
 

 

I feel it is very important to separate and 
acknowledge the stages of progression in 
this book. 
 In the first stage you can sense the “Esprit 
de Corps” and pride I felt being part of a 
highly regarded military organization. 
 We were immoveable, well trained, 
unafraid, and might I add just a little naïve.  
 We went into battle without question 
because we were told we were the “best” 
and we believed we could not be beaten. 
 “Gung ho” and without reservation! 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Forgotten Steel 
 
 

Was the 13th of March 
Marines standing round 
Looking forlorn 
As the helmet was buried down 
 

Buried not deep 
Not even wrapped 
Bent and twisted steel 
Earlier was on a head capped 
 

To me was a wake-up call 
To others a feeling of loss 
For this helmet from a brother 
Yesterday some called “Boss” 
 

In a flash of light 
He was gone 
And with only days to go 
Before he would be home 
 

The helmet still lies buried 
Never to be found 
But memories still linger  
In those who stood round 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

’Til the Morning Comes 
 
 

Hear the village evening drum 
Feel the stifling heat 
Wait for the death of silence 
When they all begin to sleep 
 

Watches start, nerves unravel 
Listening for the sound 
Of an enemy waiting in the bush 
To bring your world tumbling down 
 

Only two to the hole 
With all the trust complete 
In the other’s eyes and ears 
Hopefully get past this feat 
  
In early morn stars turn to day 
And a new day brings life 
Now hope abounds as a stir is felt 
And c-rats coffee smells begin anew 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Thoughts of Home 
 
 

Socked feet in slippers 
Pajamas and a down vest 
Small dog all curled up 
Could be the very best 
 

The touch of mom 
The rain at home, some fog 
A rainbow, a silhouette 
The kiss on your cheek, your dog 
 

Small things in life 
Mean so much no doubt 
To others may mean so little 
Ever have to do without? 

 
 
 
 



 

 

 

  

 
 

 Daily patrols…moments of anticipation. 
 
 
 
 
 

The Nights 
 
 

It was night with only shadows for light 
When all we had was thought 
That was when we wished for home 
When internal battles were fought 
 

Where was home? Could we go back? 
What was this war all about? 
Sometimes these questions get in the way 
All they cause is doubt 
 

Of course we’re right, protesters can’t be 
Who the hell do they think they are? 
Without being here they will never see 
You can’t win a war from afar 
 

I’ll kill the bastard soon as I’m home 
Can’t wait to feel their throat 
Don’t they see what they’re doing to me? 
I have to keep our country afloat 
 

The commies are coming we’re told 
They will take over the world 
If we don’t kill them here 
There will be another “Pearl” 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 

The Long Wait 
 
 

Walking in line 
Waiting for my turn 
For that next bullet 
Longing to burn 
 

Popping overhead 
Biting the dust 
Flashes of light 
Waiting for hurt 
 

Only minutes pass 
Another ambush over 
Still no red showing 
Luckily found cover 
 

This day’s almost over 
Lots more to go 
Have to think I’ll make it 
But I don’t really know 
 

Always the worst part, 
That lingering fear 
Of just not knowing 
How long I’ll be here 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Who Am I 
 
 

Who am I 
Who am I supposed to be 
Why am I here 
What am I supposed to see 
 

                   Twilight…Dusk….Darkness 
 

Through the night 
Into the light 
The brightness 
Comes into me 
 

                    Twilight….Dusk….Darkness 
 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 

Who Will Be Broken? 
 

 

We await our fate 
Our mission spoken 
Who will return 
Who will be broken? 
 

Questions unmasked 
And never spoken 
Who will return 
And who will be broken 
 

Choppers ascending 
Dull morning light 
Little thought of danger 
Must get to the fight 
 

Lift offs begin 
Ships are all full 
Men now winged 
Feel gravity pull 
 

Lot of green trees 
Before we set down 
Outside the village 
Far outside the town 
 

Hot LZ 
But all goes well 
Only a few bullets 
Few stories to tell 
 

Next ride is out 
But another day 
We’ll debark again 
Back into the fray 
 

It will all end 
One way or another 
Hopefully not in 
The arms of a brother 
 

Questions unasked 
And never spoken 
Who will return 
Who will be broken? 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Burnett (killed on outpost), Conrad (killed in ambush), and 
Eggenbacken – chess and letters home. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

As Brave As Any 
 
 

As brave as any, more than most 
The Corpsman doesn’t fight 
His job is horror, hurt, and sorrow 
Sometimes throughout the night 
 

Seeing all the wounds and death 
Looking into the eyes 
At times being helpless 
As the young man dies 
 

Ignoring the stream of fire 
Swarms of bullets around 
Rarely thinks of his own safety 
But of the brotherhood newly found 
 

Not enough credit ever given 
But all Marines love the “Doc” 
You’re one of us, “Semper Fi” 
We’ll always interlock 

 

…Thanks “Doc” 
 
 

 



 

 

One More Please 
 

 

Another dawn breaks over the silent night 

And with the sun brings a little ease 

We’ve made it to another day 

Can we have a few more please? 
 

First weeks bring so much fear 

Thought the bullets would find the mark 

So we ducked, dodged and hid ourselves 

And clung closely to the bark 
 

Then the thought of dodging seemed foolish 

For the sound meant too late 

The bullet and the shooter 

Was past and far away 
 

So we learned to press ahead 

Our work to silence the gun 

Instead of hiding and ducking 

We charged into the sun 
 

Then it became another day 

And another night of stealth 

To watch for any movement 

Our lives our only wealth 
 

Another dawn breaksI 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

March 16, 1966 
 

Hello 

=They have a show coming here tonight. Ann 

Margaret is going to be here. Don’t know where 

we’ll get to see it or not. The new guys will 

probably have to go up on the lines. All the 

company is just coming back tonight from a 

week in the field. 

 We’ll probably be here the whole 13 months. 

Most of the men that are leaving now have been 

here that long. 

=Not much to say. There’s nothing here but 

grass huts and sand. They have the woods all 

around us except for behind and that’s beach. 

Will take some pictures and send them home. 

=Better go for now as chow is going. Write 

soon and tell everyone hello. 

Love, Jerry 

 
 

We Believed 
 

 

We asked for very little 

And very little we received 

We always did so much more 

Because we all believed 
 

C-rations we ate 

Ham and limas wasn’t all 

Our rifles M14 style 

782 gear we did haul 
 

Didn’t know how little we had 

’Til going to the rear 

Saw the fancy clerks 

Wearing our unissued gear 
 

Didn’t really mind the mud 

Leeches and the rash 

’Til I found the grunts had less 

The rear had all the cash 
 

There were clubs and pretty girls 

To lend the guys an ear 

Must have been tough 

Living in the rear! 
 

 



 

  

These poems were written out of a necessity, for me to 
get past anguish and mental confusion. Now at this point in 
the process, others may also benefit by reading them. 
 The poems are not only for combat veterans! I still think 
of how my mom must have suffered from the stress of worry 
that she faced on a daily basis. She worried about not only 
me but two other sons in the military and a daughter who 
served in Vietnam with USAID and who was present as Tet 
was unleashed in 1968. 
 Mothers, fathers, brothers, sisters, and any other relation 
who knew these military personnel in harm’s way also 
suffered a kind of PTSD. These poems are for those people, 
too, and perhaps sharing them will help today’s military 
personnel cope with their anguish. I would so much hope I 
have helped in some way to alleviate their pain. 

 

 
 
 
 

June 27, 1966 
 

Hello All, 
 Well everything is still going alright. Have been 
getting hit quite a bit lately as we are moving out 
further (only a few miles). Had my squad out today 
and got hit. We blew up a few houses and shot 
through the village and in the trees. Saw one fall 
from a tree but never could find any more. None of 
my men got hit. 
 I got a letter from you yesterday and one from 
Betty today. (Just got some fire from the hill in front 
but none towards me). 
 Seems like you, Betty and Aunt Maudie had a 
big time. Was glad to hear it. Everyone needs to do 
things like that every now and then. Betty said she 
wanted to get y’all high, but you and Aunt Maudie 
out drank her. HA. 
 So Betty is looking at a “Vette” huh! That’s what 
I want when I get back. How much do they want for 
the one she’s looking at? Tell her she had better 
shop around and get an automatic as a girl doesn’t 
need a stick. Also, she would soon tire of the 
shifting. 
 Glad to hear Jim likes his job. Sure wish I could 
work a while before I go back to school. If I can I’m 
gonna try and get a college cut. Maybe they will let 
me out a month or so early to get ready for school. 
Also I could make some more money to go to 
school on. First I would have to take a college 
entrance exam and pass it to even try and get out 
early. 

Will send film in 3 or 4 days. Am trying to take 
pictures when we hit villages and what it looks like 
when we destroy it. Also want to take some of dead 
VC. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Letters 
 
 

Our friends know us well 
Our brothers even better 
Can you imagine the heartache 
When Mother reads the letters… 

 
 
 
 
 

 I learned much later, my mom had kept all my letters… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 Today we got hit and was so surprised I forgot 
all about taking pictures. I have to do a lot of yelling 
and running around telling my fire-team leaders 
where to go and what to do, so I don’t have much 
time to take flicks. When the prints are developed I 
want you to send the ones of me alone, so I can 
send a couple of them to some girls I am writing. 
Send all the ones of me so I can pick the ones I 
want. 
 Next package you send, how about a small box 
of aspirins and a small bottle of One-A-Day 
vitamins. I have to have something as am run down 
so much. Haven’t had but about 15 hrs. sleep in 5 
days. Also am losing weight. I don’t see how I can 
lose anymore. As soon as I get back though I’m 
gonna start taking all kinds of stuff to gain weight. 
Do you think you could find something for that and 
send it? If you can’t it’s alright as it probably 
wouldn’t do any good over here anyway. 
 Have you heard from Mrs. Phillips lately? If and 
when you call her tell her I said hello. Last time she 
wrote she signed the letter “Your Second Mom”. 
 Well guess I better go as is getting dark. Tell 
daddy, Jim, Morris and Betty hello, that time is 
flying and I’ll be home soon. 
 

Love Y’all, 
Jerry 

 

 Also send a couple bars of Bull of the Woods 
chewing tobacco. 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
Boyd, Conrad, Slack, Manning 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
Hockhauser 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
Callahan 

 
 
 
 

 
Wayne Jones, unknown, Eversole, Garcia, Jimenez 

 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 



 

Day’s Done 
 
 

Day’s dread 
Blood shed 
Eyes red 
He’s dead 
 

Man down 
Snipers round 
Can’t be found 
Nerves are wound 
 

Body bagged 
Name tagged 
Time lagged 
Feelings sagged 
 

Headed back 
Time for slack 
Seeing black 
Reasons lack 
 

Evening’s come 
Peace for some 
Bodies numb 
Thoughts of home 

 
 
 

 
 

 

Black Bags 
 
 

How long can you stare at a long black bag 
Wonder about the contents? 
Does it really contain the body? 
Will it ever make any sense? 
 

Just hours before cold and empty 
Now holds a very young man 
Who not only felt his death before 
Knew his fate, still took a stand 
 

Routine patrol and dangers unknown 
On this day two men bold 
Shots were fired, one went down 
Hit where he had told 
 

Long black bag now on its way 
To the family of this young man 
More will grieve and question why 
How much more can they stand? 
 

Now he is gone and his mother cries 
His friends remember well 
The jokes and all his stories 
 And the ones left to tell 
 

His fellow Marines are also sad 
But they must continue on 
They won’t forget, they remember well 
All the others gone 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Jerry – 
 On the afternoon of 11-16-06 Jim Briney came by 
my office asking about my inquiring info on Carlos. He 
got a copy of your letter. He said he and a friend, Joe 
Johnson, saw Carlos off on a bus to go to assignment in 
Vietnam – and he said he would never be back. Briney 
was drafted and in boot camp when Carlos died. 
 Briney does not have info on Carlos’ parents or older 
brother. No one seems to know their whereabouts. 
 Good luck on your efforts – 
  Fred Martin 
  Corning, AR 
 

This newspaper clipping has been carried in the 
billfold of Jim Briney, Corning, AR, since it was printed 
[in 1966]. 
 
 



 

My Account to Corning Arkansas Newspaper, 
10/18/06: 
 
 

 On June 6, 1966, one of Corning’s young men 
died the death he had felt coming. It was his 
birthday! 
 My name is Jerry Boyd and I was the squad 
leader of Carlos Wade Conrad. I was a Cpl. in the 
Marine Corps stationed in and around Chu Lai, 
Vietnam, and Conrad was the first death that I was 
to experience under my direct command. 
 We were both young, I twenty and Conrad only 
18 when we knew each other. I say knew, only to 
realize I hardly knew him at all other than in a 
military sense. 
 This account is a very hard thing for me to 
remember and to put down on paper, mainly 
because for forty years I have had to relive this in 
my mind and have felt a lot of guilt over that day 
and his loss of life. 
 Conrad had been on previous patrols when we 
were fired upon in ambushes and by snipers. One 
of these situations found Conrad down and calling 
for a Corpsman (medic), only to find Conrad 
holding his side but no sign of any damage. He had 
had the feeling of being wounded.  
 A later patrol and being fired on again brought 
Conrad down and yelling for the Corpsman. This 
time we figured he must be hit but again was not. 
How could this be happening? How could he be 
feeling pain from no wound? 
 A time period elapsed and one morning the 
Gunny came to me and asked for two men to go on 
a patrol through an outlying village. Since we had 
been taking turns on patrols and ambushes, etc, I 
knew who I would send. I picked another Cpl. to 
lead and then Conrad to be the second. 
 Conrad immediately became distressed and told 
me it was his birthday and asked if I could pick 
someone else. I can’t remember all of the 
conversation but I didn’t think it fair for the others, 
so I told him he had to go. At that time he also 
stated that he felt something bad would happen 
and he was afraid he would be shot. Since the two 
incidents that Conrad had felt wounded, I just 
thought of it as “Here we go again.” I restated the 
rules of fairness and told him he would have to go. 
 Conrad and the Corporal donned their gear and 
reported to the Gunny for instructions.  

That was the last time I saw Conrad alive. The 
patrol was ambushed inside the village and we 
heard the gunfire. Everyone knew what was  
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

happening, but we were helpless as the village was 
more than a mile away. We waited for their radio 
transmission but there was none, only to find out 
they had been sent out without a radio. The Gunny 
should have known better, the Corporal should 
have known better, but I wound up blaming myself 
for not checking out their equipment before they 
left. 

Another squad was assembled and made their 
way to the village, only to find Conrad shot in the 
same area he had sensed wounds before. Conrad 
died before help could arrive. The Cpl. had fought 
off the attack and tried to protect Conrad for two 
hours or so, but couldn’t call for a medivac since he 
had no radio. Would Conrad have been saved? I 
don’t know! I do know it was very difficult watching 
the body being carried back across the rice paddy 
dikes, draped between two poles and covered with 
a poncho. The entire group watched as the squad 
made it slowly back with the sun sinking low to 
create a surreal picture and a lot of emotional 
baggage. 

Conrad had barely made it to his 19th birthday. It 
wasn’t the first death I had experienced nor would it 
be my last, but it was one of my guys and I felt too 
close, too responsible. I only hope someone who 
knew Carlos Wade Conrad knows now more about 
him. He knew somehow he would be hit and 
possibly die in Vietnam. There were 58,479 at my 
last count that lost their lives. Everyone has a story. 

My last sight of him being zipped into a black 
body bag will never be forgotten. God Bless you 
Carlos Wade Conrad. I remember you! 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 



 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

John Wayne Never Dies 
 
 

In a place where 22 is old 
And your Sgt. is a God 
It’s no wonder why people die 
When these soldiers get the nod 
 

They’ve met the pattern and filled the space 
Now off to war they trod 
With no real thought, they all are bought 
And sold in this façade 
 

They now meet on the battlefield 
The brave and careless die 
They meet their fate then cannot wait 
To end this wretched cry 
 

For war is never all it seems 
When blood is spilled and buddies lost 
John Wayne never dies 
He never pays a cost 
 

But real is real and pain does feel 
As though it will never end 
The questions go unanswered 
And boys turn into men 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 

As the days passed and battles were fought, 
our feelings of invincibility were diminished. Our 
letters home were less enthusiastic as friends were 
wounded or killed. 

Ambushes and patrols were now dreaded. 
Nights on watch and loss of sleep caused one to 
think more of home and loved ones rather than 
any good we may be doing to fight communism. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 Recently, while reading a book by E.B. Sledge about 
battles on the Island of Pelielu and Okinawa and the 
unimaginable horrors that those frightened but brave 
young men had to endure, I ran across a quote by a 
British poet that really stuck in my gut: 
 

 You smug-faced crowds with kindling eye  
who cheer when soldier lads walk by 
sneak home and pray you’ll never know 
the hell where youth and laughter go. 
 
 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 Importance of this happenstance – relief. 
  In such a large way this was so important to find,  

that I still had feelings. A short interlude that had  
a profound meaning to me and probably to Thom. 
I wish we could talk about it! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

Thanking Thom 
 
 

Down the hill a seamstress sews 
Our glances daily meet 
Her eyes so dark, her hair so long 
And I can hardly speak 
 

Her country at war as was mine 
Otherwise we would not have met 
Love at first sight or so we thought 
Still not spoken yet 
 

‘Hello’ was all we ever said 
Seemed to be enough at the time 
Then we would walk along 
Her fingers entwined in mine 
 

She introduced me to her brother 
For we could not be alone 
It was their custom and belief 
As they took me into their home 
 

All the night I lay awake 
Longing to be close 
Knowing it could never be 
I had to return to post 
 

Why did we meet and only then once? 
And why did I really care? 
Why do I still think of her 
And see that long black hair? 
 

I still think of those times 
And guess it all makes sense 
To take me away from the war 
To give me some redress 
 

I hope she thinks of and remembers me 
As I remember her 
For it all made my life easier 
Even though it’s all a blur 
 

For since that day far back in time 
I sometimes can still see 
Her sitting and sewing, all dressed in white 
And glancing back at me.   
 

Thank you Thom! 

 
 
 
 



Slipping Away 
 

 

I suppose everyone had their methods, but in 
order for me to escape the daily rigors of war, 
boredom, and loss of everything “normal”, I began 
to slip through the wire at night. 

 

The first time was when we were relieving 
another unit, - 2/7 I think, and had set up in their 
positions to maintain their area of security while 
they were on operations. I had noticed that the 
concertina in the bottom of a v-shaped hill had an 
opening large enough that I could squeeze through 
and out to freedom. 

 

I only slipped out once at this location and was 
in the village just sitting with a family inside their 
hooch when gunfire started up the hill. I 
immediately ran into the dark and headed towards 
our position and the hole to crawl back in. There 
was quite a bit of return fire but only lasted for 
maybe five minutes, so all was quiet and, for me, 
surreal. I was trying to come back in, knowing that 
no one knew I was “outside”. 

 

Apparently I was stealthy enough and lucky 
enough to get back in and into position without 
being fired on. Looking back, I can’t believe I pulled 
it off! I never told anyone about my adventure, and 
the next day the Lt. told me he had not been able to 
locate me during the firefight. A couple nights later, 
one of the men down a couple holes was killed for 
taking a leak outside the foxhole. He had not 
awakened his hole buddy, and when the other 
Marine awoke and saw the man standing away 
from the hole, he mistook him for the enemy and 
shot him. A tragic mistake, but something to remind 
me of how lucky I was to escape the same fate. 

 

After being transferred to the MP Company in 
December, I began slipping through the wire almost 
on a nightly basis. 

 

We were doing wire duty around the edge of 
Danang Air Base, and the duty was cush compared 
to the bush. I became very lax about the 
adventures out, and actually felt more alive as it 
was exciting. Sometimes I would go long distances 
into the Danang villages. I would just walk, not even 
caring about the consequences. I still cannot say 
exactly what I was looking for, other than to escape 
from reality. 

 

One night I was coming back through the wire 
and was having a difficult time as the wire kept 
catching my clothing, and eventually I pulled hard 
enough to rattle some of the cans that were 

attached for that purpose. I heard a Marine cry out, 
“Halt, who goes there?” and I froze. I stayed 
perfectly still for at least an hour till I felt safe and 
finally made it through and back to safety. 

 

Usually the first thing a sentry would do after the 
challenge of “halt” is to pop a flare. This was not 
done for some reason and is what saved me. If he 
had seen me in the wire, there was no reason he 
would not have fired on me. I got lucky a second 
time! 

 

Another time I had slipped off and made my way 
to the EM (Enlisted Men’s Club) on the Danang Air 
Base. After having many drinks amongst the 
beautiful ladies who worked at the club, I met a 
member of the Air Force and we both got a little 
drunk and started talking about weapons. He told 
me he could get me a weapon, a machine gun for 
$20. I of course took him up on it and, as he had a 
bicycle, rode back to his barracks to get it. 

 

After I gave him the $20 and he in turn handed 
me the gun, he suggested I steal the bicycle to get 
back to my area. It belonged to one of his men and 
he didn’t care if I took it. 

 

My area was halfway around the base, so it took 
a while to pedal there, and when I got there I again 
got the “Halt, who goes there?” challenge. I had not 
seen the sentry, and of course not wanting to get 
caught with the weapon, I immediately jumped off 
the bike and started running into the low brush to 
make my way back to my area. It was very dark, 
but again no flare! I’m sure it looked like I was an 
intruder looking to do harm – especially carrying a 
machine gun. 

 

I no sooner got into my barracks and cot when I 
heard shouts and lights coming on. Everyone had 
to don their equipment and rifles and began a large 
search for the supposed VC now inside the area. 

 

Of course no one was found and again I got 
away! How many times could I get away?? There 
were a couple of other times when I got all the way 
into the city of Danang by hitching rides with ARVN 
MPs, and getting so drunk I actually don’t even 
remember coming back. 

 

I was dangerously suicidal and had no clue I 
was pushing the envelope to the limit. I really didn’t 
care at this point. I may have been missing “action” 
and was trying to find it elsewhere; I don’t know. 
 



 

 
 

These kinds of excursions continued when I 
returned to the States and I was getting out of 
control. I had no self-control, nor did it matter to me. 
I seemed to have lost all sense of control and 
caring. 

 

I was eventually busted down in rank due to a 
drunken rampage after hours (after work time) 
where I became out of control and began to tear 
out water coolers, turn over lockers, and anything 
else that I could destroy. I was sent up before the 
Battalion CO and was reprimanded to spend the 
rest of my time in the barracks or the chow hall. I 
also lost a large amount of my pay and lost the Sgt. 
stripes I was so proud to have made in combat with 
Lima Company 3/7. 

 

There was no counseling about why I had gone 
from good Marine to being a mess. No questions 
asked as to how I got this way, and no one to talk 
to. I was simply judged by Marine Corps standards 
and I had failed to live up to those standards. 

 

This I’m sure happened to many vets returning 
to the “real world” after losing what I feel is an 
innocence you can never regain. 

 

All this was exacerbated by the fact we were 
looked upon in a very negative light when we 
returned home. I finally hid the fact I had been 
there, and pushed it all inside. The problem with 
that is at some point it escapes and is very hard to 
deal with mentally.  

 

It has taken me till now to come home! There 
are as many stories as there are soldiers. This is 
only one! 
 
 
 
 
 

December 16, 1966 
 

Hello, 
How is everyone? I know everyone is really 

getting ready for a big Xmas.  
Well, I made Sgt. the 1st of Dec. and am getting 

transferred to Danang Military Police (MPs). I really 
lucked out as they don’t do nothing and never get 
shot at. Sure glad I left when I did as we had been 
running into quite a lot. 3 guys got hit yesterday and 
today. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

I didn’t know if that was me on the TV or not. 
Could have been but I never noticed anyone taking 
my picture before. 

I got the salami and all of it was real good. Only 
that wasn’t the kind of salami I wanted. When I 
write you from the MPs you can send me some 
more. I probably can get anything I need in 
Danang. They even have milkshakes there. Ha. 

At least I know now that unless I have an 
accident I will get home. That really helps as the 
last few months are real hard. It gets harder every 
time to go out and get shot at. 

Well, tell everyone hello for me and I’ll write 
when I get to my new address. 

Love, 
Jerry 

 
 
 
 

Monday, June 19, 1967 
 

Dear Mom, 
Got your letter Friday and didn’t know you were 

so worried. I wrote you a letter saying I was alright 
and I only got my lip busted and it’s OK now, 
except for the scar. I was found not guilty in court 
and nothing else was said about it. My insurance 
finally came through and they are starting work on 
my car today. The man said I should have it by 
Friday. I sure hope so= 

I’m sorry I never write but my mind is so messed 
up now! I don’t know what’s the matter with me, 
maybe it’s just that I know I’m getting out soon. 
Seems like I can’t even think straight lately. 

Went to see about my jaw and the Dr. said 
nothing could be done except by surgery. I think I’ll 
just wait and see if it gets worse or better. Right 
now it isn’t bothering me. 

Did Daddy get the card yet? I’m sorry I didn’t 
send one, but guess that one can be for both of 
you. I guess you know by now, even though I am 
very emotional, I just don’t ever show it. Guess I 
just can’t express my feelings. 

I was going to try and make it home this 
weekend but something came up that I will try to 
explain later, and now I have to be here for the 
weekend. Tell Jimmy and Teede I wish them the 
best of everything. 

Guess I had better close for now so will write 
again when I can. 

Love, 
Jerry 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 

 

 The combat was over but the war is still with 
me. I tried to meld back in, but nothing was the 
same as I had left it and no one understood. 
They only knew I had been there but didn’t 
realize I could still be living it. 
 I began to be silent about my experience 
there, as bringing it up or simply acknowledging it 
would illicit more grief for me from those who 
were either opposed to the war or felt we were 
kill-crazy, heartless bastards. Sometimes I think it 
hurt because there was some truth in that. After 
all it was war, and we were taught to be warlike 
and at times were pretty ruthless. 
 Young men turn ruthless when they see 
friends and fellow Marines die, and are told to 
reciprocate by burning, destroying food caches 
and water supplies, and killing livestock, etc. 
Should a civilian try to save their life by running 
away then… War is brutal and sometimes 
mindless!! 
 Just before leaving Vietnam I said goodbye to 
Sgt. Kroll. His tour was done and we all felt good 
for him, as he had made it out and was headed 
to “the world” and New York City. In a week or 
so, we received word that Sgt. Kroll was involved 
in an altercation whereby he was protecting a 
uniformed sailor who was being harassed by two 
men. It was unclear whether they were robbing 
him or harassing him for being military personnel 
in uniform. Nevertheless when Sgt. Kroll 
confronted these men, they pulled a gun and 
killed him. The impression left upon me was 
unbelief that something like that could happen 
after what he had been through in Vietnam. 
 I’m sure I locked away the realization that 
being in the military in these divided times could 
be dangerous. I’m not sure I was prepared! 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Blending In 
 
 

It was over and like a dream 
Our duty done 
Goodbyes said to those now dead 
I was heading toward the sun 
 

Jubilant laughter on the bird 
So like boys in our age 
Some talking some unheard 
All not realizing the hidden rage 
 

The landing was great 
The reception not so 
Why did we stay, 
Why did we go? 
 

Later fights and arguments abound 
We’ll never win 
Best to go quietly 
And be blending in 
 

Many years have passed 
But never gone away 
Are the feelings I will have 
’Til my dying day 
 

The blended worked 
For awhile for some 
Until the next war 
Not unlike Viet-NamI 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Shortly after arriving back into the “world”, I began to feel the effects of what war does to a combat 
veteran. I began to drink more heavily, think more deeply, and became more reclusive. I preferred to 
be alone and had very little motivation towards my future. I had intended to enroll in college after 
discharge, but now those goals were not so important. 
 I wrecked my car that was bought on the first leave from Vietnam, resulting in minor injuries. 
 I was becoming highly irrational when drunk and easily upset when criticized. One night when told 
by a black Marine that I was prejudiced because I was from Mississippi, I went berserk… The duty 
NCO was struck when trying to stop me, and I was written up and summoned for Battalion office 
hours a few days after. 
 I had 2-3 month’s time to do and it was tough, especially losing my rank as I felt more than proud 
to have made E5 in a combat situation.  - J. B. 
 

                       
 
 
 

The War Returns 
 
 

The war returns and I cannot sleep. 
My eyes are open; I start to weep. 
I can still see those awful sights 
Things of terror, things of fright. 
 

To teach those people our just ways, 
We killed and captured in a craze. 
We torched their homes and shot their pigs. 
Can you believe the things we did? 
 

Every death that took its toll 
Hardened my heart and shook my soul. 
It didn’t matter because we were right, 
Until I wake up in the night. 
 

To justify my ways I simply say 
It was all perfect, had to be this way. 
For how else could I possibly earn 
My earthly fate and my heavenly return? 
 

A flash of light, a tracer round, 
A trail of smoke coming down. 
Everyone’s awake waiting for the time, 
The decisions, the heartbeats, the anxious mind. 
 

Then it is over and the bullets spent 
Bodies in the wire and others bent. 
The sun arises to another day 
Some have hope, others pray. 
 

They call it war, our duty to bear, 
But how can we kill without a care? 
Caring and guilt comes years away 
Along with the shame of things they say. 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 

Black Box of Red Roses 
 
 

A large black box 
Ominous and dark 
Never to be opened 
Daunting and stark 
 

We know it’s there 
It’s constantly felt 
We tiptoe around it 
Never loosening its belt 
 

We’re afraid of its contents 
But how will we know 
If we never open it  
What the contents will show 
 

I’ve begun the mighty task 
Of pulling its strings 
Of slowly peeking 
Inside the mysterious thing 
 

I’ve found that once started 
And dealt with in pieces 
We begin to unravel 
To see what it teaches 
 

I hope when the black box is opened 
That the trouble that it poses 
Is overshadowed by its gift 
Its gift of Red Roses 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

All That’s Past 
 

 

I’ve met someone recently 
Whom I thought I’d lost 
He was only hiding 
Still paying the cost 
 

Innocence lost 
Nothing left to gain 
Makes one lose the hunger 
And feel only shame 
 

A man can always give up 
It’s not hard to do 
When all Sacred is lost 
When gone is the glue 
 

He starts to fall apart  
Sees no reason to differ 
There’s drinking and drugs 
Always taking, never the giver 
 

Hating life and blaming himself 
For something caught up in 
Unless he can change inside 
With no-one he’ll ever blend 
 

Hopefully the one I met 
Will soon begin to see 
That life is getting past 
All the things that make me 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 
 

Cracking the Shell 
 
 

There seems to be a shell around 
This thing we call our life 
It seems nearly unbreakable 
And causes so much strife 
 

I’ve kept this shell of forty years 
Intact and made of steel 
Although no one can see through it 
It’s not exactly how I feel 
 

I’ve been angry, almost mad 
But managed to fight through 
Seemed to live almost alone 
In this life of blue 
 

The time has come, never too late 
To crack this shell of fear 
To kick this shell aside 
This shell of forty years 
 

It’s over, it’s done 
I’ve lived too long in the past 
Must move on, pick myself up 
Was never meant to last 
 

It’s all stories, it’s all tales 
Horrible and all true 
But these tales could help someone  
With shells like me and you 
 

 
 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Looking back I can see in these poems  
how I carried the burden without realizing  
its impact on myself and others around 
me… 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Letting Go 
 
 

I sit back and watch 
Not a sound do I make 
Somehow hoping for change 
Better for everyone’s sake 
 

But I more than others 
Should stand up and call 
For a difference in attitude 
For the good in us all 
 

The ones who have seen war 
And felt its costly toll 
Should be the first in line 
To speak for the whole 
 

But for us it’s worse 
To let go the fire 
We’ve seen the muck 
Still stuck in the mire 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Life’s a Wide River 
 
 

I once swam a river 
A river thought so wide 
I struggled and struggled 
’Til I thought I would die 
 

I swam and I swam 
But the current was fast 
Each stroke got me further 
If only I could last 
 

I had made it further 
Than I ever thought I could 
A hard fight is always better 
And giving in’s no good 
 

Now halfway is history 
And looking around 
I see the near shore 
And this shore I am bound 
 

Life’s that wide river 
We must sink or swim 
Cause a hard fight is better 
Than simply giving in! 

 

 
 

 

 
 

Questions 
 
 

I’m not the kind of person 
That you sometimes see 
I’m not that kind of person 
That’s not even me 
 

How I got this way at times 
I have not understood 
And now that I’m starting to 
I realize that it’s not good 
 

The mind is a wondrous thing 
But it can also be 
A thing of devious moods 
It can not simply be 
 

It sits upon a fence 
And teeters back and forth 
Which way will it bend today 
Will it go south or north? 
 
 
 

Sometimes 
 
 

Most times I’m Dr. Jeckyl 
Sometimes I’m Mr. Hyde 

Dr. Jeckyl is always in there 
Sometimes he comes outside 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Introspection 
 
 

I saw little in comparison 
Certainly saw enough 
While others became insane 
I’m only half fucked up 
 

I look into the mirror, see two little men 
One good, one half bad 
Wonder where the real one went? 
The only one I had 
 

Into the depth I go 
Into the depth I see 
How far I allow that depth to go 
Always depends on me 
 

I don’t feel sorry for myself 
The self will know its worth 
And against all odds 
Its true spirit will emerge 

 
 
 
 



The Dreams 
 
 

Dreamed last night, surreal sights 
What did it all mean? 
Was if I was still there 
 After all these years 
 

Didn’t hurt, didn’t bite 
Didn’t wake me in a start 
Not like in the early years 
With a pounding of the heart 
 

Is it finally easing? 
Can I now start to talk? 
Can I now tell my story 
Or like the pitcher balk? 
 

It’s not like it would ease the pain 
The pain will never go away 
But if it could just be easier 
And not all that Hell to pay 
 

No more silence or swollen throat 
Tears welling in the eye 
No more knowing they won’t understand 
No more needing to say goodbye 
 

Is it over? 
Was it real? 
Must have been  
I feel it still! 

 
 

 
 
 

The Mind 
 
 

The mind is a very strange thing 
The mechanism works so well 

But if it ever breaks down 
My mind will be in Hell 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Fear Inside 
 
 

Was on another shore 
And long ago 
What it did to me 
I think I’ll never know 
 

Is that the reason I do the things I do? 
Is that the reason I hide? 
And the bottle always works 
To bring out the other side 
 

People seem to like me better 
When a little loosened up 
But I always go overboard 
When filling up my cup 
 

Then it’s too late 
Can’t seem to recover 
Give me another drink 
Let’s tip them up my brother 
 

All good ’til tomorrow 
Then I’ve shamed myself once more 
I did escape but always back 
Onto the other shore 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This Evil Game 
  
 

Who were we before the war? 
And before we all were torn 
Then we were someone else 
Before the hair was shorn 
 

Were we our mother’s child? 
And our Dad’s delight 
Before we bore our weapons 
Carried in the dark of night 
 

Were we cherished by our families 
Who knew us so well? 
Who never knew us ever again 
After our visit to Hell 
 

When and can we ever return 
To places started from 
My answer is only a guess 
Like a bird that accepts the crumb 
 

Will I ever awake to begin my day 
And not be reminded of war? 
Not likely, unlikely! 
That’s what memories are for 
 

So I’ll work with what I have 
And be thankful yes 
For I’m not the only one 
Who stood that awful test 
 

For we were pawns in an evil game 
Hopefully to learn a truth 
In that game we played our part 
Never mind we lost our youth 
 

I can only hope for the others 
That somehow they will know 
When the pain and suffering is over 
Then to Spirit they will go 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

Author Jerry Boyd 
 
 

The Need to Tell 
 
 

Do you need to know? 
Do I need to tell? 
The tales that I have 
The feelings and the smell 
 

The smell of smoke and flames 
From the village hut 
The look of fright and feel of fear 
On the faces and in the gut 
 

Not only the soldiers and Marines 
Battled this daily grind 
Dawn, daylight, twilight 
Time always on the mind 
 

Night watches, patrols, ambushes, recon 
Flares going off and setting trips 
All a part of daily life 
How did the villagers come to grips? 
 

We never seemed to think of them 
How their lives stood to change 
We just kept shooting and blaming 
Their lives with all their pain 

 
 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 

The Silence Is Deep 
 
 

The silence is down 
Down deep inside 
Some times it wants to rise 
Other times it wants to die 
 

Reasons not made clear 
Is there a reason at all? 
What is a reason anyway? 
When your silence calls 
 

There are some things hard 
To see, hard to hide 
A look, a nudge 
A slowly sinking feeling inside 
 

The silence is deep 
The silence inside 
The silenceI. 
Silence 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Untitled 
 
 

Millions of words 
Go round in my head 
Are they better inside, 
Better left unsaid? 
 

You’re so quiet they say 
Why do you think that’s so? 
If they only knew, 
Excuse me I have to go 
 

I’m never quiet  
As the words go round  
You just can’t hear 
What’s really going down 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Untitled 2 
 
 

I want to unlock 
I need to unload 
Unlock my mind 
Let my psyche explode 
 

I must let go 
Let the ego escape 
No one is watching 
It’s only the “I” that can hate 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Time Out 
 
 

The feeling is there 
And the question is asked 
Are you feeling alright? 
And I answer right back 
 

I’m doing alright! 
But little do they know 
I don’t like being asked 
About a pain I can’t show 
 

I’d rather be alone 
With no one to press me 
Tomorrow will be better 
Tomorrow we’ll see 
 

Why does it happen? 
From where do these feelings come? 
Does it happen to all of us? 
Or is it just some? 
 

I know there are others 
Who also feel the same 
Only time changes 
And time out is the game 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Wonder 
 
 

I have to wonder 
If they survived it all 
I know there’s ways to find out 
But I’m afraid to call 
 

So on a daily basis 
I feel an empty loss 
For knowing but not knowing  
Who must have paid the cost 
 

Go further, look deeper 
Look deeply into the soul 
The how’s, who’s, and why’s 
The stories that go untold 
 

No one will ever know 
For they can only guess 
Why does it linger on? 
Why can’t we ever rest? 
 

It’s all OK 
I’ll learn to live just fine 
Knowing I knew such men 
Gives me peace of mind 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

L/Cpl. Trotter, ?, Pvt. Hockhauser, and myself in a rare  
moment of enjoyment. What happened to you guys? 

 
 
 

Why? 
 
 

I saw a soldier die 
Was not a pleasant task 
Why was I chosen? 
Am I supposed to ask? 
 

My lesson will be learned I’m sure 
For that is the only way 
That we can carry on 
And gain our promised day 
 

I’m not the only one, there’s others 
Who have to play this game 
Wars, plagues, and famines 
Lead to feelings same 
 

For all of life is perfect 
And to get to the other side 
We all have to suffer some pain 
There’s really nowhere to hide 
 

Someday we’ll understand 
When we see the light 
We’ll simply fly on through 
And rise into the might 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

Holding Tight 
 
 

We could protest 
What good would it do? 
Only to frustrate 
Wear the heels from your shoe 
 

Would anyone listen  
Or even care 
Enough to stand with us 
Our feelings to share 
 

It’s all our sons 
Who return home maimed 
We knew them well 
’Til this sudden change 
 

It starts in their eyes 
With that faraway stare 
And ends up forever 
Not seeming to care 
 

The real fight is inside 
Where the demons cling close 
Can’t allow them to loosen 
Springing forth like a ghost 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Will We Learn? 
 
 

We are full of it, full of ego, full of a constant battle within  
ourselves 

Full of the refusal to admit we may be wrong 
That wrongness that would condemn us 
To eternal misery and/or the abyss some call Hell 
To this we have chosen to subscribe and live by 
Due to the fear driven into our being by constant verbosity 
Of men who do not necessarily know but feel they know 
 

It has become a sad state of human-kind we live in 
When instead of trying to correct our mistakes 
We must continue to rely on faith rather than changing 
Historical habits of war, of pride, and ego. 
There is nothing right about sticking to those things which make 
us worse human beings 
 

We must continue to change as change is progress, 
Progress in all directions positive and good 
 

We have only to look at the directions taken as a nation 
To see that this is not progress but stalemate and head-butting 
By stubbornness and self righteousness brought about by 
Hate and division through misguided religions 
 

If your religion allows for hate 
Then where is the love? 
God is love!!! 

 
 
 
 
 
 



I answered an ad in the local newspaper asking for Vietnam vets to take part in a high school civics class.  

This was the result…   
 

War Is a Thief 
  
 

As I lay awake, I contemplated how I would 
approach the subject of Vietnam. As a veteran, I had 
been asked to share my story with a high school civics 
class, and I wanted to be clear. How could I make 
anyone clearly understand, anyone other than another 
veteran who had served his country in battle? 
 

 I started thinking of the many situations in which I 
had been placed and of their consequences, of how the 
war must have affected not only me but so many 
others. I started to think of the war as a thief, since it 
had stolen so much from so many—the soldiers, the 
mothers, fathers, siblings, relatives and friends of all 
those who were now robbed of their lives and limbs, 
not to mention the innocence of those so very young 
men, the average age of the Vietnam veteran being 18 
years. 
 

 As I started to recall it all, I thought of my very first 
experience to initiate me into the ranks of hardened 
combatants. It was the first ten minutes of my arrival at 
Lima Company’s 3rd Battalion, 7th Marines outside Chu 
Lai, South Vietnam, on March 13, 1966. The platoon I 
was assigned to had just completed a mission called 
“Operation Texas” where they were set up around a 
village in order to protect the villagers while they were 
harvesting their rice crops. If not for this protection, the 
rice crops would have been destroyed by the Vietcong 
who were trying to convince the villagers by force to 
join their ranks.   Upon joining the platoon, I saw 
several men burying a helmet in the sand. It had 
belonged to a Marine who had been killed in that 
operation and it still carried blood and brain matter.  
He had been killed in an all-night mortar attack the 
night before. The Marine would have gone home in six 
days. It stopped me in my tracks. I thought, Damn, 
people are dying here. 
 

 Soon after that incident there came down an order 
whereby no Marine with less than two weeks left in 
country would be sent out on the larger operations. 
That was my introduction to the war and, needless to 
say, it shook me up. The war had stolen a life, my first 
witnessing of a combat death.  
 

From that day on there were many thefts. The theft 
of the life of Pfc. Conrad, who died on his 19th birthday, 
about which somehow I  still  feel  guilty.  Conrad  had 

 
 
 

fallen twice before on patrols when we were ambushed, 
thinking he was shot and clutching his right side and 
screaming for the Corpsman, only to find out he was 
not even scratched.  He was having a premonition! The 
day he was killed, I had selected him and another to go 
on a scouting patrol into a peaceful village but one that 
had had reports of Viet Cong sympathizers. We heard 
the shots being fired as the patrol apparently entered 
the village.  A back-up team was sent out to help, but 
when they made contact, Conrad had been killed, shot 
in the same side he had clutched before on the patrols. I 
watched the team carry Conrad, wrapped in a poncho 
and slung on poles over the Marines’ shoulders, looking 
very much like a butchered animal as they seemed to 
forever weave their way along the rice paddy dikes back 
to camp. 
 

I can remember well the sun going down and the 
sight of a body bag that now held Conrad waiting ’til 
morning when transportation was to be sent for him.  I 
sat just watching that bag in disbelief and shock.  He had 
told me he didn’t want to go on that patrol, that he was 
afraid something was going to happen! Happy birthday, 
Conrad, you’re going home! Another theft of the war, 
another son dead, and more of my innocence stolen. 
Now add guilt! Later would come more theft. The theft 
of Acevedo’s legs, Frenchie’s right leg blown off by a 50 
caliber round, another’s nose and part of his face gone, 
the four men who thought they were in a safe area and 
decided they could all just relax, only to be slaughtered 
and mutilated as they snoozed. The only one whose 
identity we could know for sure was “Pappy,” a black 
Marine whose nickname was earned, as he was older 
than all but the career Marines. He was 25 and had 
been sentenced by a judge to rejoin the Marine Corps 
or go to jail for some crime he had committed. Little 
did he know he would select death over incarceration. 
 

There was Witkowski, the draftee, who was 
wounded as point man on patrol; there was the 
lieutenant who was shot three times before he could be 
dragged out of the landing zone; there was the 
Corporal, whose name escapes me, who should have 
been state-side since he had already earned three 
Purple Hearts for wounds received but, because 
records were lost, he had to suffer his fourth wound 
when a crude booby-trap exploded nails and rocks and 
God knows what else into his face.    
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There were others—it amazes me now how many I 
can bring to memory. I tried to forget them, and the 
mangled pieces of flesh and body parts that once 
belonged to them. These men are the casualties on our 
side. Then there were the Vietcong, the Army of the 
Republic of Vietnam (ARVN), the innocent villagers 
whose hooches we torched, their animals we killed and 
the children we frightened.  There were the prisoners 
we tortured, beaten for information, shot, thrown out 
of helicopters to convince others of our sincerity, kept 
in cages like dogs, and marched away from battle sites 
with detonation cord wrapped around their necks to 
prevent them from thinking of escape. There were also 
the dead who tried to infiltrate our defenses, shot and 
caught up in the concertina, found in the morning after 
a firefight lasting all night. They were now prizes, shown 
off by posing them for pictures with cigarettes dangling 
from their lips, then with ears cut off, noses sliced.  The 
ears were kept like scalps by some, hung on cartridge 
belts or sent home as souvenirs. No tears were shed 
for the enemy—Marines can’t afford to have sympathy! 
 

Then there were happier times!  Times talking about 
home, girlfriends, times opening letters and packages 
from girlfriends or family, times spent on slack days 
around phonographs, listening to Motown records and 
singing along, thinking of the fun we would have when 
we got home—the places we would go, the motorcycle 
I would buy, the food, the beer, the girls, the girls, the 
girls!!! 
 

Time passed slowly, and we got numbed to the daily 
dangers, learned to mix c-rations or add things to them 
to actually make them fairly palatable, learned who to 
trust in combat and who not to trust with our lives.  
Then the weeks turned into months and then came the 
last few weeks and the short-timer attitude. Up to this 
point, I had for some time finally gotten to the place 
where I could be almost comfortable with the fact that I 
might be shot or maybe even get malaria or the million 
dollar wound that would send me home. Then the fear 
returned as I began to realize I just might make it out, if 
only I could be lucky for a few more weeks. It was like 
starting over again. I began to duck when the sniper 
round went off, something that for a long time I had 
learned to almost ignore, simply firing back and getting 
into a position of safety and trying to gain control of the 
situation.  
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

After all this time, I began to remember my first ten 
minutes in my unit and the helmet that was buried, the 
helmet of a short-timer. On April 22, 1967, eight days 
late, I said a few good-byes, getting no addresses or 
phone numbers from guys I once thought would be life-
long friends.  Subconsciously I probably preferred to 
forget them. I seemed to just disappear and someone 
else simply took my place—to witness more of war’s 
thievery. 
 

Now out of country and back in the “real” world, I 
feel out of place, don’t sleep well, dream about shooting 
the enemy who, when shot, turns into small animals as 
though I am hunting game back on the farm. I wake up 
sweating, chest pounding as though my heart were 
bursting, scaring my mother as she tip-toes into my 
room to check up on my sounds, almost hitting her as I 
come up quickly to defend myself from the unknown. I 
could feel her in my room! 
 

The good part is that I can now get my fill of steaks 
and salami sandwiches. Learning from the abuse I now 
received from the anti-warriors, I decided not to tell 
everyone I was a Marine who served in Vietnam, a war-
mongering baby killer who profited from the war. I 
didn’t realize I had profited; maybe they were referring 
to the $160 a month I got through the G.I. Bill when I 
went on to college. 
 

Over 40 years later, I am still confused with guilt but 
have learned to accept it as a very important part of my 
life. Without it, I could never know the implications or 
the complications of it all. I thank God for the 
knowledge, the experience, and the opportunity to 
share from my life in the trenches. It is all part of who I 
am. 
 

From my experiences, I have learned about the 
alternatives to war, learned that there are alternatives—
love and understanding, direct and honest discussions, 
and a sincere desire to end war. As a Vietnam veteran, I 
had to convince those students whose innocence was 
still intact: War is a thief.   

- Jerry Boyd 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

The last stage I feel was when most of the poems 
were written and a lot of the emotions were purged and 
recognized, and eventually made easier to deal with.  
 This area of poems dealt with acceptance and the 
ability to move past my feelings of helplessness. I now 
realized that these experiences could make me stronger. 
 Hopefully, the reader can see and feel these 
sequences as I did, and be allowed to turn the corner 
and come out the other side more whole. We become 
more by simply trying! 

- J. B. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Acceptance 
 
 

Who were we before the war? 
And who are we now? 
Just a small shell of history 
A memory of who and how 
 

Where have we been? 
Where did we go? 
Did it all really happen? 
Do I even know? 
 

Was it just a twist of fate? 
Or a lucky turn? 
To be so involved 
Is there a lesson learned? 
 

Will we ever know? 
Or will we simply guess? 
How else could we have lived this life? 
Or was this the best? 
 

Do we need an answer 
Or get one in the end? 
How will it all turn out? 
How else could it have been? 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Belief and Doubt 
 
 

Jesus cries when his name is spoken 
When justifying war 
How did we ever think 
This was our religious chore 
 

He spoke of peace and caring 
For the hungry of the day 
He turned his cheek, spoke of the meek 
Now what would he do and say? 
 

I think he’d say that over time 
His message has become unclear 
He’d say that “right” to us means might 
Then he’d shed another tear 
 

How did love become push and shove 
And need turn to greed? 
Is it true God only loves you? 
And for others he has no need 
 

How can one wish  
For the enemy to go to Hell 
When in that statement 
The speaker sins as well 
 

None of us is above another 
Sometimes we feel we are 
We are only fooling ourselves 
The ultimatum being war 
 

Then years go by and families cry 
For the fallen ones 
Memories fade, young men are made 
Bring on the bombs and war! 
 

By the pens of leaders insane 
And in the name of God 
We turn them loose, with no excuse 
While others wink and nod 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Jesus Loved 
 
 

Jesus loved his country too 
Fighting for it I think not 
For he knew that wouldn’t do 
There are other ways to be taught 
 

For countries are imaginary boundaries 
And we all need each other 
To get through life and all its strife 
We cannot kill our brother 
 

All religions of this world 
Came from one another 
Many Gods do not exist 
There’s only one, the Father 
 

So when I see all the fear and hate 
I cannot begin to believe 
That you are a religious one 
Your lies do not deceive 
 

So in your heart you must depart 
And give your self a test 
Try to live as Jesus would 
And not like all the rest 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

All the Same 
 
 

Words were read and the sounds rang true 
They could have come from me 
His words were my words 
The same war it seemed to be 
 

His friends and their wounds 
Were like the wounds of mine 
For bullets and dreams are of the same 
They all cause pain in time 
 

This war’s no different from the ones before 
Only the years have passed 
We’ve learned no lessons from it all 
Still soldiers go when asked 
 

The young don’t even question 
The old warriors seem not to matter 
So we continue to settle all 
With first rhetoric, then blood splatter 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Always Brothers 
 
 

Marines are always brothers 
After and during a war 
We don’t have to share our stories 
We see the “stare” from afar 
 
We are there for each other 
To offer and give a hug 
For we all know we need it 
It’s like our brotherhood drug 
 
Some handle war differently 
There are many ways 
Some can’t handle it at all 
Live life in a haze 
 
I think most feel the helplessness 
Of having taken part 
In such archaic sport 
Felt deep inside the heart 
 
Why in this time of ours 
Must wars still be fought? 
For nothing is ever gained 
Only economies bought 
 
Only blood left on a field 
Blood that rains will wash away 
But never to be forgotten 
And doomed to repeat some day 
 
So through it all we must persist 
And remain the chosen few 
Hold up your head and hold it high 
And keep your brothers true 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Angel Fire 
 

 
 

Standing on Angel Fire 
As the hawk flew by 
Holding a friend 
And drying an eye 
 

We moved in slowly 
Knowing what to expect 
From that first touch 
To being a wreck 
 

Not wanting to enter 
But not ready to leave 
Looking for any answers 
Ready to retrieve 
 

Listening to others 
With their stories to tell 
All with a knowing of 
My stories as well 
 

Vets leaving beads 
Badges and tales 
If only we could leave 
Our memories as well 
 

How many times 
Can we as men 
Come to these places 
Remember where we’ve been 
 

We laughed, we cried 
We hugged each other 
We met other men 
And left as brothers 
 

I guess it’s all 
A really huge part 
Of learning to heal 
And give of our heart 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

We all rode out 
Not looking back 
But seeing it all 
All in vivid black 

 

We’ll all go back 
To feel once again 
And watch for the hawk 
And look for a friend 
 

Because at that point 
Of feeling our pain 
We come closer together 
And together we are sane 
 

We gave our best 
Nothing else to give 
We ask nothing in return 
Just want to live 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

As part of a Marine’s motorcycle club, we rode up to 
the Angel Fire Vietnam Memorial. The memorial is 
located high in the mountains between Taos and Angel 
Fire in New Mexico. It is a memorial built by Dr. Victor 
Westphall to his Marine son, who died in Vietnam in 
1968 near the DMZ. The poem is my story of that 
event. Any veteran would feel the same. 
 See and feel this for yourself if you can. More info 
can be found at 
http://angelfirememorial.com/MemorialHistory.php 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Brothers of War 
 
 

To all my brothers 
Who still feel the war 
You did your best as did the rest 
Don’t need to feel what for 
 

The pain is somehow beyond our understanding 
A realm not easily understood 
For some reason the need was there 
And lessons to be learned for good 
 

We were all sent for something 
That we were told was right 
Some still not sure, some insecure 
As we lay awake at night 
 

Years later not sure I care anymore 
If the cause was right or wrong 
One thing I can say, we went 
We the Corps, we were strong 
 

Our strength came from our character 
And molded by the Corps 
Our duty we could not shirk 
When they opened duty’s door 
 

So right or wrong is really not the point 
To question or question not 
How do you really feel about your self 
Only you can call that shot 
 

I know not much but of this I’m sure 
My life is my life, not to trade for any 
My life and yours is the life you choose 
And could be one of many 
 

So be proud, be still, be strong 
For you have made it far 
You’ll never live this life over 
But it’s not too late to raise the bar 
 

So give your brothers more 
You’ll only get it back 
You know they all need it 
That’s why we’re in this pack 
 

We all need a little help 
Some a lot more than others 
And never be afraid to ask 
After all we are brothers 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

Just prior to getting this finalized, I kept feeling 
something was missing. The missing part was the realization 
that this journey began almost 45 years ago and has taken 
many twists and turns to get where we are today (with this 
book??) 

How did it happen and why? The how may be the 
simpler question, but the why amazes me still. 

If my friend and fellow Marine Frank Dancer had not 
read one of my poems and pushed me to allow others to 
read them, this would not have happened. 

If that same poem at his home had not been read by a 
visiting poet and writer, then it probably would not have 
happened…  

It always amazes me how things come together, and the 
purpose of this merging of coincidences and need. There 
were many other coincidences along this path. I needed to 
write in order to heal, and now I can see more healing by 
others reading my poems. 

Hopefully, my poems in some way help any person, not 
only in healing, but in some special way of empathy for 
others. 

We all are bruised, some by war, others by an array of 
abuse, accident, or defect. 

We all need to feel a kinship to others. And, a person’s 
realization that we all need each other can help anyone. 

All things happen for a reason and all things are lessons. 
Without pain, suffering, and stress, we learn little. The hope 
is that we learn about ourselves and others, and come out 
the other side better people. That way we heal each other! 

Thanks to all who read and learned, and thanks to all 
who have encouraged me to come out the other side! 

To all my fellow Marines, soldiers, sailors, and airmen, I 
salute you all. We were a hell of a team!! 

- Jerry Boyd 
 

 
 
 



 
 

Daisy, “Our Wall Flower” 
 
 

I met a Daisy, looked into her eyes 
They were deep, years of lost sleep 
They looked a lot like mine 
 

She had lost as a child 
Her Dad, a soldier true 
He had been left behind 
And knew what he had to do 
 

The mission failed, he did his best 
His comrades knew he would die 
Behind the lines he had to be left 
The test to not ask why 
 

Now Daisy knew his fate 
Told by a surviving friend 
How her dad had died 
And how he met his end 
 

She is a beauty and now somehow 
Shares her tale of war 
She did not fight, but shows her might 
By being our shining “Star” 
 

How very hard it must have been 
To carry all that weight 
Not knowing how, not knowing why 
Not sharing her birthday cake 
 

I loved that girl 
The moment I steeled her eye 
And I was sure that she loved me 
As I began to cry 
 

She told her tale and I spoke of mine 
Then we parted without further word 
A gift she gave was on my wrist 
Her story had been heard 
 

And now she’s there in my heart 
As well as all the others 
I look at her and feel her dad 
As one of my other “Brothers” 
 

 

We were providing security for the travelling Vietnam Memorial Wall in Grants Pass, Oregon, and I met a 
lady named Daisy who had lost her dad in Vietnam. He was Special Forces and was on a mission behind 
enemy lines, and was fatally wounded. He had to be left behind with a grenade in his hands. He knew he 
would die and could not be rescued, so there was no choice but to take his own life and as many others of 
the enemy as possible. 
 Daisy found this out many years later after digging up information and finally finding one of his men. I still 
wear the bracelet she asked me to, of SSG Frank Badolati. 
 It’s an honor, Daisy! 
 

  



The Battle of Those Fat Cats 
 
 

There are those who send us to war 
Sometimes I wonder what for 
 

Could it be for power or could it be to foil 
Or could it be to make sure we have the oil 
 

I’m betting on the latter and what do they care 
Their children aren’t dying, Can you tell me that’s fair? 
 

Our leaders never have to dodge the bullets that fly, 
See a short-timer fall, or watch a young child cry 
 

To jump from a chopper loaded with green faces 
Arms and legs flailing as they search for safe places 
 

Never see a face filled with haunting fear 
Or even had to carry all that killing gear 
 

Would it make a difference, even I don’t know that 
But it sure would be ironic – The Battle of the Fat Cat 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

For the Children 
 
 

Woke this morning, more news of death 
To some a game it seems 
While children cry and wonder why 
And others steal their dreams 
 

A flashing light, our thundering might 
While others have a will 
Can we not see a better way? 
Than to make our children kill 
 

Our God blesses us, who blesses them? 
And why are we His choice? 
When we’re all God’s children, you and I 
Unless we’re fooled of course 
 

Soldiers are wounded and war wages on 
And all the children die 
Mothers scream and sisters weep 
And all begin to wonder why 
 

They say it’s for a reason 
Is there not a better way? 
For us all to come together 
Come on children, lead the way 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

Forgotten Soldiers 
 
 

Today differs little 
Seems to be the same 
From the wars of King Arthur 
Through the “Battles of the Maine”. 
 

Soldiers and Marines 
All deaths alike 
For the end means very little 
The glory comes from the fight. 
 

No one sees the “I” in me 
No one really knows 
No one feels the heart 
They only see the clothes. 
 

All wars start fast 
With oh so much boast 
Politics rule, and then rules change 
Soldiers must take their post. 
 

From the razor to the ragged edge 
Time always takes its toll 
Questions asked, no answers given 
All reasons seem to fold. 
 

Soldiers taught to fight ‘til done 
Expect nothing in return 
Except that war be for reasons 
For proud reasons we yearn. 
 

Then homeward bound with heads hung down 
Curses, stares and anger found 
We did our best, we stood the test 
But our country let us down. 
 

Three decades plus we held it in 
Not allowing them to know 
We could not talk, it was too hard 
To ever let it show. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

This is a tribute to a Marine (for his mother):  
L.Cpl. Tyler J. Troyer, 6/7/84 – 11/19/05 
 
 

Forever Free 
 
 

Emotions abound, till now unfelt 
This a mother’s love 
How we cope with such a loss 
Comes from high and above. 
 

We’re never ready for these feelings 
These feelings of emptiness 
No time to prepare, to ready ourselves 
For a tragic ending like this. 
 

We can only know that at these times 
We’re all being taught 
Taught that lives are quickly taken 
Personal battles must now be fought. 
 

Other battles must now begin 
The ones that start inside 
To leave the fear and hate behind 
And allow love to reside. 
 

A mother’s son is always near 
He’s inside you and me 
He gave his best, now placed at rest 
Forever to be free. 
 

Semper Fidelis and God bless 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 



Peace-War-Peace-War 
Tell me which you prefer 
What will you work for? 
Which will you have accomplished? 
Maybe this is my way to find my peace. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

My Truth 
 
 

From my pen comes the truth 
And it’s only truth to me 
It’s the truth as I know it 
The truth as known to me 
 

Others ask of my story 
A story hard to tell 
Many years passed and shoved inside 
Behind the heart and stale 
 

Coming forth in drips and drops 
The pain starts in the throat 
The heavy heart begins to pound 
Feelings of a sinking boat 
 

That’s why I choose the pen 
It’s much easier for me 
To tell my story in my way 
The truth shall easier be 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sadness of Vietnam 
 
 

A  sadness prevails over every warrior 
Every father, son, and mother 
When we all think of Vietnam 
We all run for cover 
 

It was a game of politics 
Played on the board of chess 
Men moved round and round 
Why? We could only guess 
 

In the “big one”, battles were celebrated 
As they were won on the field of valor 
But never did we see this sight 
Our battles all left us shallow 
 

Some fought without reason 
Others fought with no reason at all 
Some fought with the misconception 
That our country could not fall 
 

In the end all we had left 
Was a sadness and empty feeling 
No soldier yearns to fight a war 
That leaves his country reeling 
 

All the dead and dying 
All the names on a wall 
Should remind us of the fact 
No country is too big to fall 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Never Mind 
 

Never mind the death, destruction, or tears 
Never mind the children living with their fears 
We must always have our toys 
Our homes, cars and beers… 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

My wife Debbie and I will travel to Vietnam 
in January, 2011. We had been discussing this 
trip for years, but I think I had to do some 
healing first. 
 After writing these poems and discovering 
and uncovering some truths, I finally feel secure 
enough to do this. Of course it may be hard at 
times but now not impossible. 
 I love my wife for sticking with me and 
hopefully we can now enjoy Vietnam together. 

- Jerry 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In the Midst 
 
 

In the midst of it all 
I couldn’t see the beauty 
Surely there must have been 
But I was blinded by my duty  
 

I couldn’t see the sunsets  
Or the rising Sun 
I couldn’t feel the warmth 
Could only feel my gun 
 

It’s hard to grasp the stillness 
As being other than anxiousness 
When you sit and wait for chaos 
It’s hard to settle for less 
 

Certainly the trees had their beauty 
The mountains must have had their own 
But while on patrol you’re not looking 
For the beauty to be shown 
 

There are no thoughts of sea shells 
Or of a lovely bird or song 
The shells are simply crushed by boots 
When can I leave, how long? 
 

While lying in the colorless grass 
Waiting for the foe 
Is it green or is it brown 
It’s really hard to know 
 

There must have been night birds 
Or even a whippoorwill 
But I can’t seem to remember 
All I heard was still 
 

But I do remember very well  
The plane that was to carry us home  
And the stewardess of our kind on board 
Then looking down I saw a golden dome 
  
The dome was a reminder 
That beauty is everywhere 
But in war and violence 
I simply couldn’t care 
 

Someday to search for all the beauty missed 
Now that the war is behind 
I may have to visit the place 
That weighs so heavy upon my mind 
 

Would be such a tremendous step  
To straddle all those fears 
To let it all fall behind 
With all those wasted years 

 

  



 
 
 

 

It’s never over…the memories, the dreams, or any of 
the past. It’s just past, and hopefully something 
meaningful has or will come of the experience. 
 We come into one edge of life and are extricated 
from the other, and in between we can only do our best. 
 If we can learn from our experience, and borrow from 
others’ experiences and their lessons, then we have at 
least absorbed a large piece of life. 
 If we can pass on to others something that gives 
them a little solace and peace, then we have had a small 
part in their lives. Small parts add up to large parts; and 
if any of this helps someone, then I am pleased. 

- J. B. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There’s Little Music 
 
 

There’s a guitar in the closet 
Left untouched it makes no sound 
Why is the lock on the door 
Why is there no music found 
 

Is it because the key is lost 
Or does the key not fit 
Could it be there’s no desire to open up 
Not even a little bit 
 

Sometimes we must push the door 
And allow the music out 
Otherwise we never get past 
What life is all about 
 

Life must be lived to the full 
Can’t get stuck in the past  
Don’t worry about tomorrow 
Just make the music last 
 

Don’t try to erase the memories 
All were lessons taught 
They’ve made me who I am 
All those battles fought 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Simply Be 
 
 

Look into the mirror 
How many do you see? 
Only one? Maybe none 
Sometimes at least there’s three 
 

Will I fight and show my might? 
Or will I simply be 
A peaceful figure, one of right 
Or is that really me 
 

Sometimes I’m so confused 
And can only wonder why 
What has blinded and closed me off? 
What has passed me by? 
 

I can only hope and eventually know 
That all is always right 
There’s always lessons in the confusion 
Answers slip in over night 
 

So you can see there’s always truth 
Although never easy to see 
So I’ll continue to fight, show my might 
Then I’ll simply be 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Our Need 
 
 

Talked to a friend 
Who also needs more 
More of life 
Not more of “what for?” 
Missing the precious things 
We know is underneath 
Beneath our wings 
Let loose our grip 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Without a Word 
 
 

Looking down around my feet 
I saw a dying bird 
It’s flown its last and with a gasp 
Never sang another word 
 

I knew it accepted its own fate 
There was no lasting struggle 
It knew its time had come 
And God had burst its bubble 
 

Its length of life did not matter 
For quality was the key 
It sang its song and flew along 
No malice did it see 
 

If only man could take this lesson 
And learn to live his life 
As this bird and without a word 
Accept the end in sight 

 

 
 
 

 

 Human beings have a choice:  to either cover 
themselves in armor made of cynicism and 
distrust, or they can get naked and swim in the 
stream of human experiences – those of which 
include trust, patience, and understanding.  
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

The Blue Heron 
 

The sudden flight of the Heron 
Startled by a footstep sound 
Just knowing just reacting 
And quickly skyward bound 
 

All animals much the same 
Reaction being the key 
Lives taken, some are given 
In the way it all must be 
 

Survival is all important 
But no anger is involved 
Those who kill must kill 
That another hunger’s solved 
 

You’ll never see an animal 
Seek revenge upon another 
Unlike humans who sometimes do 
Sometimes even upon a brother 
 

So look upon the bird that passed 
And know it accepted fate 
It didn’t ask for mercy 
And never felt a hate 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Moments of Hope 
 

We are all given fleeting moments to do with 
those moments what we wish. We can grab hold 
of them and use them for a purpose or we can 
discard them. Like the snow that has fallen in a 
beautiful setting but has been neglected by the 
camera, eventually will melt, never to be seen 
again. Someone had the opportunity to capture 
that moment but failed to do so. The great thing 
about that is there will be other moments… 

- J. B. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

Last Night 
 
 

I’m gonna shine in the morning 
The night has been too long 
I know that I’ll get it together 
Might even sing a song 
 

The light dances in the window 
And the birds begin to sing 
I’m gonna shine this morning 
For a new day it does bring 
 

I’ll have to forget the dreams 
For remembering is too hard 
I’ll breathe a breath of fresh air 
But always be on guard 
 

For the truth will re-enter 
Into my daily life 
And cause me to remember 
The dreams I had last night 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Wall 
 
 

Bent but did not break 
Stumbled but did not fall 
Faltered but did not stop 
Just ran into the wall 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

The Door 
 
 

We grow up thinking some things are sacred 
How naïve we turn out to be 
War and conflict seem to change all that 
Or at least it did for me 
 

We learn that life has a twist and turn 
No longer do you have to be old to die 
We were cast into the serious side 
Without ever learning why 
 

We were young and needy men 
Just wanting to belong 
To belong to this mighty group of men 
And learn to sing their song 
 

Never thinking of the price to pay 
Or the dues that come with pride 
We marched, we fought, and saw the death 
While changing to another side 
 

Now we’re older and should be wise 
But the soldiers still go to war 
As history goes unlearned 
And young men enter again this door 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Key 
 
 

Now it seems they’ve seen the light 
Maybe after time even sense their pain 
Forgotten soldiers of forty years 
Still feel the fog and rain 
 

So when you see a soldier 
Let him know you’ve been there 
Give him a welcome home 
Show him you really care 
 

For if he knows he’s not alone 
Then he can share his tale 
Not keep it locked up forever 
To make his life a Hell 

 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Only the Hurt 
 
 

No one can hear the sound of fear 
These men held inside 
When feeling the past called war 
And pushing against the tide 
 

I pity the poor bastard 
For I know what he has seen 
His sleepless nights, was he right? 
His hands would not come clean 
 

Of peace he knows nothing 
For he has been to war 
To hear, to see, to feel the pain 
To carry such a scar 
 

Some hurt more than others 
And some have paid the price 
Pain stays in the mind of many 
A simple roll of the dice 
 

Still no one knows what the future holds 
For the lines are very long 
There’s many more where they came from 
Young men bold and strong 
 

War takes its toll on the young and bold 
Matters not to many 
But to those, and on the “wall” 
It matters to them plenty 
 

So when this war is done 
And all the numbers counted 
We’ll all look back into the act 
And ask why was this war mounted? 
 

Does it matter in the end? 
Was it a needed lesson learned? 
We can only hope that we can cope 
With all those lives that were turned 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



 
 

Trying To Heal 
 
 

A glistening stand of quaking boughs 
That sends a silent sound 
And makes the heart stop short 
As though a vision found 
 

Nothing like the sight being seen 
Which causes the heart to flutter 
As though the leaves and wind 
Soft as melting butter 
 

There are other sights as precious 
If only we take the time 
To look, to listen, to contemplate 
Try to make the rhyme 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

As these poems progressed, you may see and 
feel that there was a change taking place. I have 
tried to place them in chronological order to the 
sense of that progression. From becoming a 
Marine and taking part in something that leaves 
a lasting effect on my life and others around me, 
to feeling the emotional roller coaster ride of 
confusion and doubt, to a more solid place of 
acceptance and solace, to a place where healing 
has taken the main role. 
 This is not to say I don’t still feel an emptiness 
at times; but by actively seeking answers within, 
my poetry and verse have definitely helped me. 
My hope is that you the reader will also be 
helped to find your peace. 

- Jerry Boyd 
 

 
 

 

Where Do We Go From Here? 
 
 

Well here we are 
And it’s such a strange place 
I can recall a smell 
I remember the face 
 

It all comes back 
From time to time 
Like an old movie 
Press the rewind 
 

It’ll never be over 
Nor should it be 
There are lessons to learn 
Hopefully 
 

Now the bigger question 
We all want to hear 
What was the reason? 
And where do we go from here 

 
 
 
 
 



Postscript: Long Time Coming  
 

I was here before. 
How can I tell you that? 

 
Caught up in a past 
I know not why 
Caught up in a past 
Then emotions fly 
 

“Why” is the question 
The answer comes late 
Is it really something we need to know 
While we wait, wait, wait? 
 
 

After a long 40+ years, I finally completed my book. It 
was a book of acceptance and healing! I, for too long, 
wallowed in a brine of war poisons, anger, humiliation, and a 
huge need. My book was printed just before Christmas 
2010, a fitting present from Santa and my angel Judy. 
 It was January 2, 2011, and I, along with my wife Deb, 
were on our way to Vietnam, a trip we had discussed for far 
too long. I was not ready until now for a questionable 
experience, and not really sure I was fully ready even now. I 
had planned to return someday, but knew it might be 
difficult. The memories were old, but at times current and 
real. Yet after writing the book and coming to grips with my 
reality, I thought the time was right. I thought I could enjoy 
the country and its people for their beauty and interesting 
customs. I was ready for the ride!! 
 Long flight with additional delays, but finally settling in to 
contemplate what Saigon may be like and how the smells 
and people will have their effect. Lots of thoughts! 
 Upon arrival, we walked out of the Saigon airport into a 
throng of people waiting for their loved ones and a multitude 
of taxi drivers with signs of their passengers’ names. There 
seemed to be too many people waiting, too many taxis, too 
much commotion!  

We saw our taxi driver who was to take us to the hotel 
we had booked online. On the cab ride to the hotel, my 
concern turned to the crowds and many, many motorbikes.  

I couldn’t help but look deeply into the eyes of the men, 
seeing the faces. All the Vietcong I had come into contact 
with… I had to wonder if these men, who probably were 
very young or not yet born at the time of the war, had 
parents or grandparents who fought the Americans. They 
were all very friendly and gracious to us. 

We were totally immersed in the fray. Hundreds of 
motorbikes emerging from all directions and somehow failing 
to hit each other. Thousands on the streets, selling and 
buying everything from A to Z. There were goods and wares 
of all kinds, fruits, vegetables, sunglasses, T-shirts, and things 
of which I had no knowledge. 
 We made it to the hotel unscathed. We were welcomed 
into the small lobby and signed in. I had no strange impulses 

or signs that I would be uncomfortable surrounded by these 
people. They were all so nice! As my anticipation of negative 
feelings subsided, I began to appreciate the positive.  

We were both tired from the 14 hour trip and jet lag. It 
was very hot and humid and we couldn’t figure out how to 
turn on the air conditioner so a fan had to do. We tossed 
and turned and finally managed to sleep. I had a headache 
in the morning from too much sleep, but better than not 
enough rest. 
 Breakfast at the hotel, then off to see what was outside. 
Lots of action, people selling and trying to push everything 
from shoelaces to tours. Saigon was crowded and somewhat 
overwhelming, and sometimes I felt I would rather stay in 
the room than be subjected to the chaos, but because of my 
adventurous wife wanting to see and feel it all, we ventured 
out and saw the sights.  
 We experienced Saigon (Ho Chi Minh City). Then we left 
the throngs and headed for Hanoi. Each city got easier.  

Next was Sapa, a mountainous town with lots of 
highland tribes’ peoples, the H’mong and the Red Dzao. 
Now Vietnam was beginning to feel more and more like a 
vacation, and meandering through the markets was feeling 
right. Again the people were so accommodating and helpful 
that we couldn’t help but fall for them. 

The remainder of the trip to Halong Bay, Ninh Binh, 
Hue, Hoi An, Nha Trang, Dalat, Mui Ne, Saigon, and finally 
to Siem Reap in Cambodia was very enjoyable. 

We visited the Cu Chi tunnels and found that our guide 
had been heavily involved in the war and was very much an 
historian of Vietnamese conflicts. It was quite a lesson to 
learn of their quest to become a sovereign country, without 
interference from foreign powers, and finally succeeding. 

The Vietnamese had been under the thumb of other 
countries for centuries and had been exploited without 
compensation for too long. In the end with the leadership of 
Ho Chi Minh the people were brought together with the will 
to resist. After 20 years of American occupation and untold 
death and destruction on both sides they got their country 
back. 

The war museum relics, pictures, and other collections 
showed the death and destruction they had to endure before 
it was over. Some of it was very moving and again eye-
opening. Even with all the weaponry, bombings, covert 
activities, and propaganda used by the United States, the 
people of Vietnam were so determined we could never have 
defeated them without completely annihilating them. I’m 
sure we in this country would have reacted exactly the same 
if the situation was turned and it was us being invaded, for 
whatever reason.  

By visiting the country of Vietnam, I learned a lot about 
compassion, history, and will. I also learned that no matter 



where we live, we all want and need our freedom, the 
freedom of choice. The Vietnamese still live under a type of 
Communist rule (only 15-20% are actually card carrying) 
and seem to be operating in an open and free market 
society and are enjoying their prosperity. 

I think the most poignant and settling time came in a 
park in Saigon where we had decided to sit and watch some 
kids playing a form of hacky sack. A young girl around 16 
came up to us and began talking, wanting to practice her 
English. Then another, and another approached us, all very 
interested in meeting and finding out more about our culture 
and how we live.  

I began talking to the young girl as Debbie was busy with 
the others. After a while I opened up and told her I had 
been a Marine in Vietnam during the “American War”. The 
conversation was making me a little emotional and she 
picked up on it right away. She looked me in the eye and 
said, “That’s history. Don’t worry!”  

If the Vietnamese who suffered so immensely can feel 
that way, then why shouldn’t I? I certainly suffered in a 
sense, but probably more out of guilt than anything else. It 
was time to move on, accept what she had said, and live life 
without guilt.   

I will never forget and neither will they but I feel they 
have moved on much better than I have. They have 
accepted whatever changes the war caused, both good and 
bad, and gone from there. I’m glad I went and also glad I 
could share the experience with my wife and the many 
others we met along the way. 

Visit Vietnam if you can and experience a sturdy, sincere, 
and lovely people. 

 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

That Faraway Land 
 
 

I traveled and found a faraway land 
A land where we fought, no beauty then found 
But upon the return, a beauty to see 
A country changed and changed was me 
 

The years were many since being there 
The memoirs worn, the mind was torn 
I knew it was time to find some truth 
I needed affirmation, and newness born 
 

Many the day I felt a need 
The freedom of a curse not meant for us 
To be unbound of this grasp 
This pull and push 
 

The return, the acceptance easier than thought 
The people most happy and free 
No weapons to carry, no muck to wallow 
No bullets aimed at me 
 

We laughed, we talked and even cried 
But together we managed to feel 
The kindred spirit of all mankind 
And we all knew it was real 
 

Many friends were now made 
And all joined grateful in hand 
On both sides we fought 
But differences now naught, this clan 
 

Leaving was thought-filled and quiet 
Second time being the best 
Only wished I could visit again 
So glad to have made the quest 
 

I traveled to find this faraway land 
A land that was fought, no beauty found 
But upon return, a beauty to see 
A country changed and change was me 
 

I knew we could love one another! 
 

[February 2011] 
 
 
 
 

At left, Thanh Ha village known for its pottery,  
3 km west of Hoi An 



 
 

 
War Remnants Museum, Ho Chi Minh City 

 
 
 
 
 

Leaving Conrad 
 
 

I wear an ID bracelet of one of my men, Conrad 
who died on his 19th birthday… 
 

Almost left Conrad in Vietnam today 
A beauty found with whom to bind 
Thought long and hard but in the end 
Doubted her devotion would be deep, like mine 
 

If only there was someone to care for him 
And feel him in their heart 
Someone to know his sacrifice 
Know his life so short 
 

Tears began to well as I thought 
Of leaving him behind 
Why the reluctance, the heavy heart 
The stirring of my mind 
 

Someday I’ll know where to leave him 
A perfect place it will be 
Until I do I’ll still be near 
’Til then he’ll be with me 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Only Shadow 
 

I feel lonely here 
No one to hear my story 
No one to share the same 
How many like me are here 
Trying to hide the blame 
 
My hurt so little in comparison 
To this country a thousand years 
Sights and sounds of war and misery 
So much hurt, so many tears 
 
Does it all really matter 
As time means so little 
Stones are crushed to sand 
And man (even more) so very brittle 
 
Time will pass and tears will dry 
Eras all fade away 
For we are nothing but the shadow 
Of past forgotten and gone away 

 
 

 
Rice fields outside of Hoi An 
 
 

Carry On  
by Robert Service 

 

[Last stanza:] 
 

Carry on! Carry on! 
   Fight the good fight and true; 
Believe in your mission, greet life with a cheer; 
There’s big work to do, and that’s why you are here. 
      Carry on! Carry on! 
   Let the world be the better for you; 
And at last when you die, let this be your cry! 
      Carry on, my soul! Carry on! 

 



 
 
 
 
 

 
Dalat Highlands 
 
 

I celebrated my 65th birthday on Tet, the Lunar New 
Year. It was a good day! 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I’m 65 Today 
 
 

Lights flashing, fireworks crashing 
Here’s to 65 years and Tet 
Flowers, blossoms, and bonsai trees 
Hadn’t seen such a birthday as yet 
 

Thronging crowds, motorbikes revving 
Smiles on most all faces 
Children laughing, ice cream melting 
Drums and dragons, and Chinese tracings 
 

Such happiness rarely I’ve seen 
But so common here it seems 
What a night for my 65th 
Magnificent things of dreams 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

Note from My Wife 
 
 

During the 30+ years Jerry and I have been 
together we have traversed many mountains and 
valleys, sometimes together and sometimes very 
alone. Sometimes those mountains felt like Denali 
and the valleys like the Sahara.  I suppose we all 
need to experience these highs and lows to 
somehow determine what is normal—the even 
keel, the playing field.  I observed Jerry’s 
difficulties traversing these wastelands without 
ever reaching an oasis for years. And then he 
discovered writing. Writing his own style of poetry; 
writing his own road map to a healing place where 
he can be at peace with himself, in his heart and 
mind. 

 

When I first read The Eagle Flies On  I 
discovered issues and sorrows I never knew he 
had experienced. I realize that through his writing 
he has made great progress in his healing.  I think 
his additional goal of reaching out to people, not 
only to veterans, but anyone who has 
experienced difficulties or tragedies in life so they 
too may benefit from reading his work, is just as 
admirable.   

 

Here’s to all of us who at some time or another 
struggle to find our path to happiness, success, 
contentment, peace of mind.  Don’t worry, be 
happy.  Lovingly, Debbie Boyd 
 
 

 
Van Lan village, 3 km from Ninh Binh 

 



 

Poetry as Therapy: Love Will Bring Us Home 
 

I have seen people pour their heart in a poem 
Indeed I have done that 
And some people approach it from the mind 
Yes I have done that, too. 
 

Words emerge and blossom and fruit and form seed 
And the breeze blows the seed 
There and here and beyond imagining 
Til I come home again. 
 

Healing is a process little understood 
Taking me by surprise; 
Those who think they know it don’t – but some do: 
Help comes in many forms. 
 

So write a poem, paint what you are feeling, 
Transformed in the process, 
Bring out the dark light and make it shine forth 
For the good of your Self. 
 

By Judy Hays-Eberts 
©12/2010 
 
 

Coming Round 
(The Eagle Flies On) 
 

Standing on top of shaky ground 
Long time coming 
Coming round 
 

Times to ponder 
Times to wonder 
Long time coming 
Coming round 
 

Now on top, see the eagle 
Soaring high 
Soaring high, what a sight 
Showing me strength 
And beauty of flight 
 

 Never really gone 
Just out of sight 
Had to go higher 
To see the light 
 

Long time coming 
Coming round 
Long time coming 
Coming round 
 

By Jerry Boyd 
©12/2010 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


