
My Last Love Song 

 “I treasure a remark I said to a grandson when he asked, ‘Grandpa, were you a 

hero in the war?’ I said, ‘No, but I served in a company of heroes.’” 

- 1SG Floyd Talbert 

 A Korean man tried to kill me once. He used a Chinese rifle, based off a 
Ukrainian design, and full of Russian-made bullets. The metals and woods came from 
Europe, while the minerals for the gunpowder were dug from the ground of Laos. I 
suppose I should find it amusing how many countries conspired together to try and kill 
me, a lonely Joe on a forgotten hill. Instead, I relive that day in nightmares.  
 Pork Chop Hill was a sizable flat-top mound in the middle of the 38th Parallel, 
golden real estate for any ground troops in Korea. Surrounding the mound were low-lying 
fields of tall grass and ancient gray rocks. The Kooks laid out an overwhelming series of 
bunkers and machinegun nests, covering every inch of dirt from the top to the bottom 
with overlapping fields of fire and plenty of booby-traps. We pointed our artillery at the 
damned thing for a day and pounded the ground until the mud burned. That night, we 
attacked. 
 We thought we could end the war with that push. In a way, we did. 

* * * * * 

 “Frank, wake the heck up!” 
 Franklin Harvey rolled over in bed, pulling the thin sheets over the top of his red 
hair. He pounded on his pillow, failing to force the lumps out. Cold air blew in from the 
cracked window and he shivered. He said something, but it came out a mixture of a yawn 
and grumble.  
 “Frank, it’s six. You’ve slept in again.” 
 “Go away,” Frank shouted back. He dug deeper into the cot, trying to will the day 
away. 
 The door cracked open and Eric Miller walked in. His beige garrison uniform was 
impeccably pressed. Every button gleamed and every crease stood out. The black shoes 
on his feet shone like mirrors. Frank looked up from his bed and groaned. 
 “It’s too early. Go away.” 



 Eric reached down toward Frank’s OD Green footlocker and flicked the knob on a 
small brown radio. Static hissed for a second, and then Elvis’ dulcet tone took over. The 
King warbled out “Blue Suede Shoes” on the box, breaking every few seconds with a 
chirp of white noise. The mountains played havoc with any signal. Eric twisted the knob 
until a smooth woman’s voice came on. She sang a sweet cover of The Platters “Only 
You.” 
 “Oh, now this is fate,” Eric said. He leaned over Frank and joined in the song. 
“When I hold your hand, I understand, the ma-gic that you dooooo!” 
 “Oh, sweet Jesus, shut up.” He threw his pillow wide, knocking over a wooden 
chair in the corner. 
 Eric punched Frank in the arm. “I thought this was your favorite.” 
 Frank stuffed his head under the pillow. “Then you know the rule.” 
 “Yeah, yeah. No talking until the love song ends.” 
 Frank lifted the pillow and stared at his friend. “That’s right, so fuck off.” He 
brought the cushion back down on his head.  
 “I can’t, Frank. You missed kitchen duty. Lieutenant Bridge is pissed.” 
 Frank sat up suddenly, his eyes red and glassy. “Fuck.” 
 “That hardly covers it,” Eric said. He circled the bed, picking out pieces of 
Frank’s uniform from the general disaster area that was the floor. “I told him you were 
running an errand for Captain Fisher, but that’ll only hold if you get your butt out there 
and look busy.” 
 Frank tossed aside the sheet and his wiry frame shook in the breeze. “It’s too 
fucking cold here.” He pulled on a pair of pants and dropped to the floor, looking under 
his bed for socks. He couldn’t see anything but piles of dirty magazines, old field-
manuals and letters from home. “Can’t someone fix that thing?” he said, pointing to the 
broken window.  
 “I put in the work order, but…” he left the sentence hanging while he grinned 
mischievously at Frank.  
 “Fuckin’ Army,” Frank finished the line and laughed. “All right, I’m up. Where’s 
my shirt?” 
 Eric threw the wrinkled garment at his friend’s face. Frank fell back onto his bed, 
grunting. Eric laughed and walked out of the room. “I’ll be out here. Hurry up.” 
 Frank found a bottle of Johnny Walker in his footlocker and took a swig. The 
cheap whiskey burnt on the way down, but the bite kept him awake. He pulled on his 
pants and walked outside.  
 The officer’s barracks sat at the end of a long line of shanty cabins. They’d been 
built in a hurry, thrown together during the first months of the war, and the elements were 
winning the long fight to taken them down. The enlisted men slept in their own bunks, 
separate from the brass. Frank considered himself lucky, as few people checked to see 
how clean he kept his sleeping area, and no one complained about the radio.  
 Eric stood at the last step, pulling an invisible wrinkle from his shirt. Frank 
coughed into his hand and his friend turned.  
 “Looking sharp, Eric.” 



 “I’d say the same to you, but we aren’t in the field.” 
 Frank looked down as his clothes and snickered. His shirt was the wrinkled 
bastardization of the dress uniform, but his pants were standard OD green Battle Dress. 
The cargo pockets bulged outward with pilfered mess items, and a large mud stain ran 
from crotch to calf on the left leg. Frank shook his head and let out an exasperated sigh.  
 “I guess I’ll be right back.” 

* * * * * 

 Kim Il Sung was a prick from the moment he took power. He accepted 
Communism as a way to stay in charge while dropping the cost of military and labor. It 
enabled him to bring about an army of millions while the rest of the world struggled to 
raise a few hundred thousand against him.  
 I was a Joe, a no-strap private, when the drums of war reached America. I entered 
Officer Candidate School to buy more time away from combat. My mother had nearly 
ostracized me from the family when I arrived home from boot, so I couldn’t imagine her 
taking my deployment well.  
 OCS nearly killed me. I wasn’t able to keep up with some of the other, older 
soldiers. I fell behind in the classes. It seemed like a lost cause. The idea of actually 
commissioning as an officer seemed a pipe dream, at best.  
 Then I met him. They say a friend is someone you can be bored with. Well, I can’t 
tell you of any time in my life more tedious than officer’s school. 

* * * * * 

 Frank and Eric jogged to the Commanding Officer’s tent. Eric held the flap open 
and they stepped inside. The air smelt like old socks. Frank looked around, marveling at 
the state of the area.  
 “This is worse than the enlisted barracks,” he whispered.  
 Eric turned, his eyes wide. “Frank,” he hissed. 
 Captain Fisher cut them both off with a glare. He sat on a crate of Meals Ready to 
Eat (MRE), reading the morning briefing. Filthy fingers poked through worn woolen 
gloves and gripped the paper tight. The veteran soldier of Okinawa put down the report 
and stood, stretching out his back. “Lieutenant Harvey.” 
 Frank snapped to attention. Even standing straight, his uniform wrinkled and 
bunched around him. “Sir!” 
 “Would you care to tell me what pressing business I have you doing?” The CO 
stared down at Frank with his hands on his hips.  
 Frank swallowed hard. “Sir…I was supposed to be on KP detail, but there was an 
incident last night with the cooks, sir, and I had to inform the platoon sergeants.” 
 “I don’t really care for bullshit this early in the morning, lieutenant. Upsets my 
stomach.” He paused for effect. “What do you need me to tell Lieutenant Bridge to keep 
that head on your shoulders?” 



 Frank let out a breath and relaxed. He scratched at his mess of hair—well beyond 
what regulations permit—and looked at his commander. “I don’t know sir.” 
 “He was working the mail room, sir,” Eric piped in. 
 Fisher turned to look at the other junior officer. “Defending him, are you? Do you 
want to get lumped in with this mess?” He made an effort to look upset, but the corners 
of his mouth kept trying to turn upwards.  
 “Yes sir, I was in the mail room.” Frank nodded until his head hurt. Eric patted 
him on the back and took a defensive step closer.  
 Captain Fisher looked at his platoon leaders and let the slightest smirk cross his 
face. “I’ll let the XO know that.” He sat back on his crate and readjusted his boots, 
twisting them around until they satisfied him. “Now, I’m pretty sure the mess tent needs a 
few officers to help with feeding the soldiers, and I just know Fumin’ Herman is around 
here somewhere, so why don’t you leave before my morning coffee wears off?” 
 Frank and Eric stood straight and whipped off crisp salutes before fleeing the tent.  
 Captain Fisher watched the young officers leave and frowned. He looked back at 
his briefing and reread the mission. His brow pinched in toward his nose, raising a 
landscape of creases and lines across his forehead.  
 “Pork Chop Hill,” he muttered. 

* * * * * 

 He had a way with the enlisted men. When we were sent to Fort Leonard Wood 
after OCS, he sat with four buck-sergeants and played five-card stud until the train lights 
went out. I asked him how much he won, but he never told me.  
 I’m guessing they robbed him blind. He had the worst poker face you can 
imagine.  
 Captain Fisher made us his platoon leaders, filling some slots since Lieutenant 
Bridge got his silver bar. I spent most of my first day on base in the officer’s barracks 
puking into a trashcan.  
 I mean…thirty men—soldiers who’d been drilling before I was done with high 
school—were now looking at me for leadership. Most of them thought I was a screw-up 
before I’d even opened my mouth. I don’t even remember the speech I gave them; I was 
babbling like an idiot for twenty minutes about duty and brotherhood and other nonsense 
like that. 
 Then I went back to the barracks to puke out my dinner.  

 When I met back up with him afterwards, he was hanging out with the company 
singing cadences. His sergeant asked him to lead the men in something. I knew what was 
coming, but it was still a sight.  
 He had a great voice. I don’t just say that because he was my friend. He really did 
have a talent for wooing for a crowd. He’d been working on a popular song for a while 
and I was honestly eager to hear him sing it. 



 “Only You,” that soulful, sweet melody that just tears into you every time you 
hear it…he owned that song for a few moments and took us all away from training and 
bad food and military life. It was his gift. 
  

* * * * * 

 On the morning of July 5, Fox Company received their Operations Order for the 
assault of Pork Chop Hill. Frank and Eric sat in the War Tent next to the XO, waiting for 
Captain Fisher to start. In the distance, artillery shells tore apart the chilly Korean hills.  
 Fisher stood in the center of the area in front of a sand table. He looked at his 
watch and started. “The time is 0630, my name is Captain Roy Fisher, and I will begin 
my OPORDER for July 5, 1953. 
 “Our situation hasn’t changed since last week. The Kooks are still throwing down 
heavy artillery fire on all our exposed positions. Thus far, they aren’t wasting rounds this 
far down the line, but safety measures are still in effect. General MacArthur is moving the 
other regiments further up the eastern seaboard to open our naval options. The western 
border is still reporting hostile contact with Chinese elements. 
 “The mission is as follows: Fox Company, 4th Battalion, will conduct an attack on 
Hill 47—code Pork Chop—no later than 0415, July 6, in order to open causeway Charlie 
for Air Force Group 4.” 
 Fisher rattled off the orders of the day, assigning the platoon leaders sides of the 
hill to charge. The artillery division around their base camp would pound the area for an 
hour before any boots started up to the bunkers. With no small amount of luck, the 
Korean guards in the area would be too busy hiding from the shells to notice a hundred 
American grunts at the front door. 
 “There is only one signal,” Fisher said after a pause, “that everyone needs to 
know: Twilight. If you hear ‘twilight’ over the company net, fall back immediately. I 
want every man in the unit to know that one.” He looked down at his assembled officers. 
“This is going to be a hard battle to win, but we may deliver the final blow to these 
assholes.”  
 Frank looked over at Eric, his stomach in knots. Despite the frigid weather, sweat 
ran in a small trickle down his back, riding the cold fingers that crept down his spine.  
 “Good hunting, gentlemen. Dismissed.” 

* * * * * 

 When I got home from the war, I got to ride a convertible through the town. 
People came out to cheer me on and wave. You can’t imagine a crueler form of torture.  
 The doctors called it “survivor’s guilt.” They said I couldn’t get over the fact that 
I was alive while so many others I knew were dead. That wasn’t it. Maybe that was a part 
of the problem, but those quacks only scratched the surface.  
 Imagine having a family that you loved deeply. Imagine having twenty brothers 
and sisters, a dozen mothers and fathers, and more relatives than you can count. Imagine 



that these people existed to keep to safe, and that you knew—I mean knew—that you 
were there to protect them, too.  
 Now imagine watching them die, one by one, until you swam in their blood. 
Imagine the dirt soaking in so much that it became red clay, gripping you, never letting 
you go. Think about that.  
 Now visualize the town you all came from throwing you a party because you 
happened to live through that.  
 Hell, how can they even call me a survivor…I never made it that off that hill. 

* * * * * 

 Grass fell under heavy boots as the soldiers of Fox Company worked their way 
toward Pork Chop Hill. In the dying moonlight they could barely make out the silhouette 
of the mound. The bunkers and pillboxes covering every square inch of ground 
disappeared in the shadows. Each soldier felt the eyes of the Koreans upon him. 
 Frank lay down inside a small crater, checking his watch in the dim light. In four 
minutes, 105mm rounds from the Howitzers at the field camp would flatten their enemies 
and open a clear door for attack. At least, he prayed that would happen. 
 Eric low-crawled from man to man, checking fields of fire and running lanes. His 
platoon covered the southern expanse of the hill. Intel suggested an intense concentration 
of bunkers along the east and west sides, but the southern ridge was considered clear. 
When the last round fell, Eric would charge up the hill with his men, mopping up 
whatever the steel rain missed. 
 It started with a whisper. 
 “Frank.” 
 Eric slid up next to his friend and patted him on the shoulder. Frank nearly 
shouted. 
 “Jesus,” he hissed. “I nearly shat myself.” 
 “Colorful,” Eric mused. “Look, the ridge pinches at causeway A, see?” He 
pointed toward the hill, though how he could make anything out was beyond Frank. “If 
we don’t split off when we hit the incline, our boys are bound to flag each other.” 
 Frank thought about it. Friendly fire cost more lives than it had any right to. He 
nodded, looking over his shoulder at the men depending on him. His chest squeezed 
together. 
 “I’ll have first squad break, that’ll open the lane.” He closed his eyes and ran 
through the plan in his head. Captain Fisher knew his tactics, and the battle looked sound 
when played out in a sand table. “Are we sure about those bunkers?”  
 Eric shrugged. “As sure as anyone can be.” 
 Frank would have made a snide comment, but thunder rolled behind him. The 
105mm opened up with a twenty-one-gun percussion orchestra. The hundred-pound 
warheads flew a mile into the air, arcing in a perfect parabola before descending on the 
once quite hilltop. Frank clamped his hands over his ears and tried to make himself as 



small as possible inside his little crater. Around him, soldiers braced themselves for the 
salvo. 
 For a moment, nothing moved. No sound broke the crystal silence of the night. 
Like the calm before the storm, the stagnant air sat pregnant over the heads of the 
American soldiers. Then hell erupted on the mountain. Fire blossomed into a garden of 
orange and red, rising high into the black sky. Smoke and cordite filled the air with a 
million pieces of shrapnel. The screams of Korean soldiers echoed forever on the hilltop 
and in each American soldier. 
 Eric slipped back to his platoon, giving Frank a thumbs-up. Frank returned the 
gesture and watched the beautiful ballet of destruction. 
 It was 0330. 

* * * * * 

 They say that war is twenty percent planning and eighty percent dealing with the 
failures of those plans. We waited almost a half hour for the barrage to lift. The field 
artillery officers had a hard on for firepower, and they ran way over their allotted time. 
My bones rattled so hard I thought my teeth would fall out. I don’t think I’ll ever hear as 
well as I did before that morning.  
 At 0400, with 15 minutes to spare, Captain Fisher called the battalion HQ and 
asked for an extension on the attack. There was no way to complete the mission after that 
fuck up. 
 Battalion heard the complaint, thought about it for maybe a second, and told 
Captain Fisher to be on that hill in 15 minutes or face a dishonorable discharge.  
 Of course, we figured the extra artillery must have taken out the Kooks.  

* * * * * 

 Private Benning dropped to the ground clutching his throat. Bright red blood 
spurted from the arterial wound. Sergeant Rodriguez had a second to call for a medic 
before another round caught him in the chest, taking the breath from his lungs. Doc 
Colbert made it to Benning in time to catch a burst from a Chinese CAR 58 that nearly 
tore him in half. 
 Frank saw this happen in a flash, almost instantaneously. His legs carried him 
another ten feet forward before an explosion flattened everyone around. Bells rang in his 
ears as he blinked away the flash. His hands felt raw and burnt. He looked down and saw 
a small black fleck sticking out of his palm: a piece of metal from the mortar. 
 First squad from his platoon hit the dirt at the first open crater on the hill. Their 
Browning Automatic Rifles sprayed a constant stream of lead up the face of the 
mountain, but the enemy returned twice as much. The bombardment destroyed nothing 
the Koreans couldn’t replace.  
 Eric followed his second squad up the south face, firing bursts from his 
Thomson .45 submachine gun at anything moving alongside him. Bullets kicked up dirt 



and mud, snapping the air by his head. The sky lit up with flares and airburst mortars. 
Showers of shrapnel rained down, shearing limbs from the attacking soldiers. 
 Frank shouted for his men to keep moving, but the gunfire was too intense. 
Without a means to maneuver, his platoon could only sit and take casualties. Sergeant 
First Class DeDominici, Frank’s platoon sergeant, grabbed the paralyzed officer and 
dragged him to the ground. 
 “Frank, we can’t stay here!” DeDominici rolled to the left and let loose a few 
rounds from his M1 rifle. Someone shouted on the hill and collapsed to the ground. “The 
Kooks dug their bunkers deeper than we thought. Guess we better get some grenades up 
there, right sir?” 
 Frank saw the man for the first time. He shook his head, clearing the vibrations. 
“Sergeant, get Second Squad moving to flank that bunker. We can’t let First get eaten 
alive out here.” 
 The Iwo Jima veteran smiled and rolled off the hill, grabbing the squad leader he 
needed to make things happen. Frank watched with relief as DeDominici lead a charge 
alongside the western flank of the hill, sneaking right under the enemies fire.  
 His gaze was still locked on the platoon sergeant when a mortar round landed in 
the middle of Second Squad, tearing them apart. 
 It was 0407. 

* * * * * 

 On a rifle range, you fire a single shot to hit a single target. If you follow the steps 
and know enough about your weapon, you’ll hit every shot. No one should be able to call 
himself a soldier if he can’t do that.  
 In battle, the enemy doesn’t wait for you to aim and shoot. I try to think about it 
like this: I don’t wait for him to aim and shoot. I just pour lead downrange and hope he 
takes a hit before me.  
 It reminds me of a sign we put up in the platoon barracks: Shoot first, you get a 
medal. Shoot second, you get a box. 

* * * * * 

 Frank sat on the hill, staring at the crater that once held his platoon sergeant. The 
idea of losing DeDominici never crossed his mind, not in all the world. He stayed there, 
eyes locked to the smoking hole, oblivious to the war around him.  
 Captain Fisher landed on top of him with a thud. Frank heaved the CO off, 
struggling to regain his breath. Captain Fisher grabbed his lieutenant and brought him 
down to the dirt. 
 “What in Christ’s Name are you doing here, lieutenant?” 
 Frank stammered. “Sir…Sergeant DeDominici is dead.” 
 “I KNOW, GODDAMNIT!” Fisher jerked Frank’s head toward the top of the hill. 
“We’re all gonna join him if we don’t move up this goddamn hill, you understand?” 



 Something snapped in Frank. His body released itself from his mind. He didn’t 
think about how much a bullet from the Koreans would hurt. The only thing he could 
manage was to worry about Eric.  
 “I won’t let you down, sir.” 
 Frank left the CO and crawled over to First Squad. The six remaining soldiers 
fired sporadically as the Koreans poured down waves of ammunition. Frank grabbed the 
squad leader and shouted into his ear. 
 “We’re moving up when they change their barrels, sergeant.” He didn’t wait for a 
response; he just shoved the NCO aside and moved on to the next soldier.  
  
 Eric fell down, narrowly avoiding a flame from a Korean flamethrower. He drew 
a bead on the enemy’s gas tank and fired off a round. The man exploded in a fireball, 
illuminating the entire hill. In that split-second, Eric saw the hundreds of Koreans behind 
each heavy machine gun. His heart sank as he realized the hill could not be won. 
 The sound of a mortar brought him back to reality. Eric crawled up the hill, 
pulling his frightened soldiers with him, until they came to a small pit. He could hear the 
voices of the enemy combatants inside a bunker. He peeked up, barely exposing his head, 
and counted.  
 “At least ten,” he whispered to the private beside him. “How many grenades do 
you have?” 
 Private Worth pulled two pineapple grenades from his vest and handed one to 
Eric. They counted silently and pulled the pins. After an agonizing second, they threw the 
explosives overhead.  
 Screams drowned out the twin thumps. Eric charged up the hill, blowing a 
whistle, and fired off an entire clip of ammunition. Private Worth and six other soldiers 
ran into the fray, picking off the surviving enemy.  
 Frank saw Eric clearing his way up the hill and felt renewed strength. He grabbed 
his men and stood, his M1 rifle in hand.  
 “Go get ‘em!” Frank led the assault, throwing his grenades at the enemy bunkers. 
One pineapple slipped right into the firing hole. The Korean soldiers inside scampered 
desperately for a moment before the explosion silenced them.  
 As he neared the top of the hill, Frank had a sudden thought. 
 I’m going to make it! We’re going to win and I won’t have to get a scratch. 
 A Korean officer stood suddenly in front of his path, pulled a Chinese Type 44 
rifle up to bear, and fired. Frank shot off his M1 from the hip. A terrible pain slashed 
across his chest and Frank fell to the ground, banging his head on the end of a bunker. For 
a moment his vision blurred, but the shape of the Korean soldier was unmistakable. Frank 
could only watch as the enemy walked calmly over and pointed the rifle at the ground. 
Frank passed out before he could see the shot. 

* * * * * 



 I went to see his family, the other day. I wanted to let them know how much he 
meant to me. It didn’t seem—no—it wasn’t right, how he’d been robbed of what he 
wanted. He could have had kids with that girl he always talked about. ‘Two daughters 
and two sons,’ he always said. 
 They treated me well, his family, but they didn’t want me around. I reminded 
them too much of the son they’d lost, of the brother who would never come home. I can’t 
blame them. I can’t stand me either. 

* * * * * 

 He woke up on the ground, smoke all around him. He licked his dry lips and 
tasted blood. He tried to sit up, but pain and a strong medic kept him down. 
 “Just lie still, sir,” the medic said. “You have a pretty nice hole in ya, and I’d like 
to finish patching it.” 
 He looked to the side and saw Captain Fisher. The CO’s eyes stared out toward 
the hill, open but drawing nothing in. The small hole in his forehead dripped surprisingly 
little blood. The medic followed his gaze and sighed.  
 “It’s a shame. He was the first to the top, they say. Got there with a handful of 
men. We didn’t count on the Kooks calling in their own goddamn artillery.” He wiped a 
bloodstained hand across his face, marking it red. “Some sniper saw him ordering 
soldiers around and took the opportune shot.”  
 The medic pulled an ampoule of morphine from his bag and pressed it into the 
lieutenant’s leg.  
 “Get some sleep, sir.” 

* * * * * 

 At the Captain’s funeral, I gave a few words on behalf of the company. I didn’t 
know what to say. I wanted to thank the man for keeping me alive. I doubt I would have 
made it past Pork Chop had it not been for him. Hell…we all should have died there. He 
took charge when the shit really hit the fan. 
 No one can blame battalion for calling in ‘twilight’.  
 Just as no one could stop Captain Fisher from ignoring the order and trying to 
take the goddamned hill.  

* * * * * 

 “How are you feeling, son?” 
 It took a monumental effort, but he managed to sit up. They moved him to a tent, 
not far from the hill. Artillery and aerial bombardment kept the ground shaking for hours 
at a time. It was a bit of luck he didn’t need surgery. 
 “I…it hurts like hell, sir.” 



 Lieutenant Bridge gave a weak smile. “It’s gonna get a lot worse before it gets 
better, trust me on that.” He moved his chair closer to the bunk. “Tell me your name, 
son.” 
 He blinked. “You don’t know me, sir?” 
 Bridge closed his eyes and brought his brows together. “It’s for you, son. To make 
sure you still have one goddamned marble bouncing around that empty head of yours.” 
 For a moment, he didn’t want to say anything. He didn’t want to be alive when he 
knew where everyone else was. “Harvey, sir. Franklin Harvey.” 
 “Thank you,” Bridge said. He stood and paced around Frank’s bed. “Doc says 
you’ll be laid out for a week, getting that chest patched up. You’re lucky I came along 
when I did, or we’d be carrying you off this continent.” 
 Frank ran a hand through his hair, grimacing at the flush of pain. “Lieutenant 
Bridge…how did I get here?” 
 Bridge sighed, pulling a pipe from his pocket. He made to light it before common 
sense got the better of him. He sucked on the end, tasting the bitter tobacco residue. “I ran 
up after Roy, trying to get him back down to some cover. I saw you put a round into this 
Kook’s chest just as he dropped you. I gotta say, son, I’ve never seen a man take a round 
the way he did. He was about to finish the job when I shot him. Roy had already grabbed 
enough of your men to make that suicide charge, so I dragged you back to some cover 
and tried to organize my own group. By that point, ‘twilight’ was already on the net and 
we hauled ass outta the objective. 
 “Doesn’t matter now…war’s coming to an end. The Kooks are pulling back and 
we’re setting up shop at the 38th. We’re going home soon.” 
 Frank closed his eyes, a tear forming in each. “And Eric? Did he…” 
 Bridge put a hand on Frank’s shoulder and squeezed. “He never came down the 
mountain. He’s still up there.” 

* * * * * 

 I read a book while we sailed back to the States. I can’t remember the title, but it 
was about this adventurer who goes in and out of ancient tombs and other places 
searching for artifacts. The villains are the Nazis—and what great villains those fuckers 
make—and they’re trying to use the artifacts to win the war. 
 It struck me, because the hero always fell in love with a new person in each book. 
Every time, the girl gets captured and the hero saves her. He’d find her bound and 
gagged, beaten, and often looking dead as a doornail.  
 But when he’d hold her in his arms and whisper that he loved her, she’d 
miraculously pop back to life.  
 It never happens that way. 

 When the medic left me that day, I ran for the hill. I didn’t care if the Koreans still 
held the bunkers, or the fact that my chest burned with every step. I needed to find Eric. I 
could barely breathe, I was so damned terrified. 



 No one manned the machine guns that day. No mortars fell at my feet. I climbed 
up the hill we’d failed to secure—not that it mattered—and slid in the still-wet blood of 
my brethren. A few bodies remained; the ones which couldn’t easily be identified. I 
stepped in a mess of parts that had to have been Sergeant Coolidge from third platoon.  
 At the end of the ridge on the southern face I found him. Captain Fisher wasn’t 
the first to the top of the hill. Eric had made it there before anyone. I saw him lying in the 
brush and for a moment I thought he was alive. 
 I imagined running over and him grabbing my arm. I’d hear him cough, and I 
would tell him to save his strength. I’d yell for a medic and one would come running to 
save the hero of Pork Chop hill. And then, with the help of a few soldiers, we would carry 
him to camp to be fixed and given the Medal of Honor.  
 When I knelt down, he looked at me. I swear he looked. He never blinked, and his 
lips didn’t move, but I know he was alive when I got there. I know that when I held his 
hand and pulled him to my chest, he was alive. G-d I hope he was alive.  
 I can’t help but think how awful it was, dying alone on the ground, the only noise 
the cries for help from those around you. I pray that when I got there, after I cried myself 
hoarse calling out his name, he felt safe. I want to know that his last thought was thinking 
about how loved he was, and how I came back for him.  
 If I could know that, my conscience would be clear. 
  
 The days grow colder as the years pass. My body isn’t as strong as when I was a 
young officer with the Army. I can’t run or fight, at least not with these arthritic hands. 
All I do is write.  
 Eric wanted to be a writer. He wanted so many things. He wanted everything I 
was too stupid to ask for. And what kills me—what kills me every day with every wasted 
breath—is that he deserved this more than me.  
 “Survivor’s Guilt;” that just doesn’t cut it. I’m not apologizing for being alive. I 
just can’t bear the fact that I’ll never be able to repay this debt. I can never live enough 
for these men.  
 DeDominici had a son to raise. 
 Worth had just married. 
 Captain Fisher…he had everything a man could ask for. 
 What can I do to live out the years they’ll never have? I ask myself this every day, 
and never does an answer appear.  
 In the morning, I listen to the Old Time radio hour. I call in the night before and 
leave my request, just to make sure it’s on when I wake up. I never could get out of bed 
without a little help. 
 My wife, Sarah, thinks I’m sentimental. My kids—two sons and two daughters—
think I’m growing senile. My grandkids are too young know the difference between a 
funny grandpa and a nutty one. But it’s not any of that.  
 Before I wake up, when I’m still half-dreaming, I can hear him sing the words 
over the music. Just like he used to. And when I see him, I ask him if I’ve made him 
proud. 



 And Eric…he never answers. Not until the last love song ends.


