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Dear Baby-Boo, 

It’s the 43rd day after my deployment into war. I haven’t 

written you in over 21 days, and I’m sorry about that. I haven’t 

had time to address the things I wanna since entering the 

battlefield. Most of my time is spent preparing our 

encampment for possible enemy attacks and standing guard 

on the perimeter. My job is quite demanding, and it’s 

important for me to do it well. Many lives, including mine, 

depend on how well I do my job. 

If I am honest with you, I miss you every day more and more. 

Sometimes, I dream that I am back in Brownsville with you, and 

I still work in that truck shop across the street from the news 

firm that you work at. You were so cute all dressed in your 

maiden-blue dress, you know the one with the white polka-

dots. That was when I first laid eyes on you. Your auburn hair, 

your beautiful face, your sexy legs; I miss all of it. But then, I 

wake up and you’re not by my side. It makes it hard to go on 

but then I remember that you’ll be waiting for me once this war 

is over. 

I never expected there to be another nationwide draft or a war 

for that matter. The last war that had a nationwide draft was 

World War 2 and that was before my time. Back then, I think 

that nations weren’t afraid to carry “big sticks” as Teddy 

Roosevelt would say; nowadays, everyone is too scared to start 

another war or at least that’s how it was. 
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Even though it’s only my 43rd day, I still don’t understand what 

we’re fighting for. No one around here really understands what 

Congress was doing starting a war. Then again, I was never 

ever really in-tune with politics. Now I have no choice but to be 

caught in-between the petty games that politicians play. Even 

worse, I am a pawn and I can’t say otherwise. How in the world 

did I get caught in this? 

Ah, sorry Baby-Boo. I got all distracted thinking about other 

stuff and I was supposed to be talking to you. You know how I 

get. Anyway, how are things back in the States? I’m sure it 

doesn’t even feel like war back there. America has always been 

good at acting nonchalant during wartime. We citizens have 

always been lucky, pretending that nothing is going on while so 

many men and women are sacrificing their time. It’s a shame 

that we act this way. I’m ashamed a little for being that way. 

Now I know how discouraging it is to have a public forget you, 

because I’m a part of that group. 

Well, I hope this message reaches you soon. I hope I reach you 

sooner. I’ll never forget that I pledged my life to you when I put 

that ring on your finger. You’re my stunning future. I love you. 

With all my heart and soul, 

Yogi Bear 
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Dear Yogi Bear, 

I thought you had forgotten about me for a moment. I know I 

shouldn’t be so caught up in how I feel so much since I know 

you have it worse off. I really did start to get that sinking 

feeling in my stomach when you waited three weeks to write 

back. Glad to know that you are doing OK. 

Things back here have been hard since you went away. I live all 

by myself in our small cooped up apartment, paying rent and 

everything else. It’s so much harder living on your own when 

you don’t have your mate there to support you. I bet we have 

felt the same way waking up every day since the war started. I 

do miss you Yogi. <3 

I will say that since you’ve been gone, business has boomed in 

the news firm! Granted, I still work that silly old receptionist 

desk but it’s my place. It’s my own and no one can take it from 

me. Well, I hope no one takes it from me. Anyway, it’s all about 

the war back here in Brownsville. Most of the men have been 

drafted so it’s just a town full of independent women. But you 

know I’m not really a fan of the girls. Always preferred the 

guys. 

The war has got everybody on edge. Not sure when we might 

have to duck in cover or something! I wasn’t cut out for 

wartime events and hysteria. It’s too much for me to handle. 

You remember Chess? Well, he’s here with me curled up on my 

pillow. He’s gotten pretty skinny since you left. I haven’t had 
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much time to feed him like you did. You always kept him well 

fed and plump. He looked like a damn pillow himself walking 

around the place. Sometimes, I would come home and he’ll just 

be in the windowsill, staring out the window at the street 

below. Maybe I should take him outside when I have a day off 

one day. 

I’m so tired of missing you Yogi! Why can’t this dumb war be 

over already so you can come home? It’s not right to keep a 

man from a woman, especially after they’ve tied the knot! But 

it’s like that with most women around here. We’re hopelessly 

waiting for our ghost of husbands to come back from a war we 

don’t know too much about. Maybe I’m just being impatient. 

Loving you is hard to do when you’re not here to love me back. 

But somehow, I manage to wake up every day, and live. I’m 

living the life you can’t while you’re out there protecting me. 

I’m trying to live it the fullest. I’m trying alright. 

Sorry, Yogi. I’m just all over the place today. Well, just know 

that I never stop thinking about you. Me and Chess will be 

waiting for you when you get back. I love you more than I could 

ever say. Don’t forget that. 

Forever yours, 

Baby-Boo 
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Dear Baby-Boo, 

Let me start by saying that they really don’t want us to use up 

all the paper around here! They’re limiting our letters to one 

every week. So, I guess I’ll be writing you weekly instead of 

daily as I so desperately wish to. We’re gonna have to 

compromise with this stupid system they have in place here. 

Anyway, what I wanted to tell you was that I’ll be transferred 

to the Reserves soon! Yes! I’ll be coming back home and we’ll 

be back together before you know it! Now, they can always call 

me back into the battlefield at any time and I’ll just be zipped 

back over here but I’m hopeful! I’m hopeful that this war will 

end by the time I get back to the States. Maybe that’s just 

wishful thinking? 

Anyway, it’s been awfully quiet around here lately. No enemy 

negotiations or platoons sent out for recon or anything. It’s like 

we’re just sitting here taking up space just because we can. I 

don’t understand it. Still, I get this weird feeling that something 

bad is gonna happen. I mean, at least when it’s busy around 

here I can keep a mental note on our statuses and situation. It’s 

just been so quiet that I feel naked and vulnerable. I suppose 

since I’ve been out here that I’ve become paranoid about not 

knowing how things are gonna turn out. 

Well, I’m just counting the days down until I get to see you 

again. I think the first thing I’ll do when I get back is take you 

over to Jack’s Jumpin’ Diner and share a malt like we did during 
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our first date. Do you remember that date? I mean, I’ll never 

forget it! I thought I was sucking in the malt but was blowing 

instead. I squirted you in the face by accident and started 

laughing! Oh, but you still won’t let me live that down will you? 

You’re always gonna bring that up anytime I need a laugh huh? 

You always know just what to say to get me to laugh. 

I’m sure Brownsville hasn’t changed that much since I’ve been 

gone. I can still smell Chess’ litter box by the back door. Man 

that thing always smelled terrible. I can also still smell your 

rose petal perfume. It always made you smell like an angel. I 

really like that scent on you. 

Anyway, I’ll be informed of when I’ll be shipped back to the 

States by next week. They’ll give me an exact arrival time of 

when I should reach Brownsville. Don’t get too excited and go 

quitting your job now! I know how excited you can get when 

something amazing happens. Keep your wits about you until I 

get back. And of course, I’ll be packing a few special surprises 

when I get off the ship. I’m pretty sure you’ll be happy to find 

out what they are. 

I love you Baby-Boo! 

With all my heart and soul, 

Yogi Bear 
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June 21st, 1970 

Dear Diary, 

It never gets any easier does it? It seems like life is just drifting 

by and I can’t catch up to it. Why does it feel like everything is 

falling apart around me? I can’t seem to get it together. 

Oh there I go again getting all depressed like the world is 

ending. It’s not. It really isn’t but I can’t help but feel a bit 

depressed. Yogi Bear did leave today for war and that wasn’t 

easy. 

I was packing his bag earlier. He didn’t really want me to worry 

about it but it was the least I could do since I didn’t know when 

he would be coming back. He did look rather dashing in his 

uniform but I knew what that uniform could do to him. I told 

him as he was leaving to write me at least once a week so I 

know he’s OK. 

Lord Almighty, I couldn’t imagine life without him anymore. It’s 

so damn annoying that we had to go and get into another war 

right after finishing another one! I mean, the world doesn’t 

need another war and more death. It needs peace. All I wanted 

was to live in a nice house with Yogi and maybe have a child. I 

don’t even need a house, I just need Yogi. 

I should be considering myself lucky though. I didn’t have to 

work today so I got to spend what little time Yogi had left in 

the States with him before he left. Now I’m all alone. 
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The whole time we were in the park I was hoping that maybe 

his recruiter would come and tell him he didn’t have to leave. I 

was hoping that something would make him not go but he’s 

gone. 

I tried so hard not to cry my eyes out as his truck full of other 

recruits pulled off. They all seemed cheery to be going into war. 

Yogi was the only one who seemed genuinely sad to leave. I 

think he was thinking the same thing I was thinking. I know he 

didn’t want to leave me either. 

I tried to see if maybe I could go with him, into war. He told me 

that I couldn’t, that it was crazy talk and that I should just be 

patient until he came back. I almost flew off the handle! He 

knows how much I hate being told I can’t do something! But he 

was right. I couldn’t leave with him. I don’t know what I’d do if 

something happened to him. 

Well, now he’s left and I have to take care of myself. I have to 

go to work, and come home and just learn to live a good life 

without Yogi by my side for a while. I hope it’s not too long. I 

pray that he’ll return to me soon. Just have to keep telling 

myself that. Don’t worry about it Madison. He’ll come back. He 

always comes back to me. 
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August 12th 

Think Curtis, think! What am I trying to say?? I need to remain 

calm. I can’t act sporadic because it’ll just get me killed. How 

did I not die with the rest of them? I should’ve been dead after 

an attack like that but somehow, by God, I survived. 

Wait, OK. Breathe. I’m writing all of this down because I need 

to keep track of things and to make sure I keep my wits about 

me. No one’s gonna see this but then again, if I don’t make it 

back to the main base alive, I hope someone finds this. It’ll be 

easier if I just say what happened. 

Our camp was attacked last night. I was asleep in my bunk and 

awoke to the screams of my comrades. The Viet Congs had 

ambushed us while most of the population was eating in the 

mess hall. They lit up our camp with napalm. Tricky bastards. 

I can still hear the screams. My comrades were wailing from 

being burned alive. Many of them tried to strip and get the fire 

off of them but to no end. The jelly was on their skin. Then they 

came in with the assault rifles and gunned us down. Just like 

that, we were wiped out. No chance for retaliation and no 

mercy. 

I jumped out of bed to look for my M9 and found it just as 

some Congs rushed into my room. Thank God I’m a good shot 

otherwise, I wouldn’t be alive. Three bullets to the head and 

three enemies. That’s the survival instinct kicking in. I tore 

through the tent with my knife and rushed for the river. Thank 
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God my tent was just by the river at the end of camp. I ran like 

hell for it. 

Somehow, my uniform grazed the flames of the camp and the 

jelly got on my clothes. My chest was burning out of control 

and I tried to rip of the shirt as fast as I could. I jumped into the 

river and just trudged across it to the other side. There were no 

enemies on that side and somehow they didn’t see me crossing. 

I laid in the shrubs and grass hoping that I wouldn’t die. I was 

in extreme pain from the napalm burns and was too scared to 

move or retaliate. I just laid there frozen in fear. Eventually, the 

screams stopped and all was quiet. I was praying that God 

would protect me. I prayed that He would let me make it back 

to see Madison one last time. I prayed until I passed out. 

Now it’s the next morning. The Congs are gone and I’m the only 

one left. I rummaged through the remains of camp for any 

communication equipment or weapons but I found nothing. 

Everything that would help a survivor was gone. Somehow, I 

have to make it back to main base if for nothing else, for 

Madison. She’s all I have left now. 
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August 15th, 1970 

Dear Diary, 

Oh golly! Last night I had a horrible nightmare. Damn, it was 

God awful! I had a dream that Yogi was dead. I dreamed that I 

came home from work and shortly after, a colonel came to my 

door. He informed me that Yogi died overseas and then 

proceeded to leave. I was in shock. 

I remember so vividly just closing the door and collapsing onto 

the sofa chair in the living room, just crying my eyes out. It felt 

like I had died myself. I felt like I was trapped in hell and that I 

would be there forever, just crying, never able to stop seeing 

Yogi gunned down. Luckily, I woke up. I had been crying in my 

sleep and my face was covered in tears. Gosh, it’s been so long 

since I’ve had a nightmare like that. 

Oh! But enough about that crap! Thank God it was just a 

dream! I don’t have to worry about anything like that because 

Yogi hasn’t disappointed me yet. He always comes back to me. 

Speaking of coming back, Yogi is coming back! Yes, great news! 

I got his letter today that he’d be coming back very soon. I 

almost screamed for joy when it came! I just can’t wait until his 

next letter when he tells me when! I wonder what day it’s 

gonna be on? Oh it’d be perfect if he came back on a Friday! 

Then we’d have a weekend together and he could take me out 

to Jack’s Jumpin’ Diner! 
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OK Madison, stop getting ahead of yourself. He’s gotta come 

back first before you can do anything. I wonder what those 

surprises are gonna be? Yogi always did try to surprise me with 

stuff and golly he’s good at it! He knows just how to swoon me. 

<3 

Oh, Chess is curling up next to me again. It’s been so rainy this 

week that Chess doesn’t wanna be left alone. It’s so funny. 

Chess loves lying on the windowsill in the sun but when it rains, 

he only wants to cuddle up against me or the rug but me more 

so. I wonder what he does while I’m at work all day. I suppose 

he’s just lying around, licking himself and probably jumping off 

the damn ledges. 

Where was I? Oh yeah, Yogi. I suppose in the meantime while 

I’m waiting on him to get back, maybe I’ll spend a few nights 

out with Amy. Now that girl could do with a bit of dancing and 

fun! Maybe a drink or two too. She stays cooped up in her 

home away from most of the fun around this town. I have been 

too since Yogi left. I ought to go dancing! And I’m definitely 

bringing Amy along. It’ll be good for the both of us. We could 

use a night out. 

Anyway, I guess I better get ready for bed soon. Always takes 

me a minute to fall asleep. Good night Madison. 
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August 13th 

Why me? Why did all this have to happen to me? It’s only been 

24 hours but already, the jungle is getting to me. I stopped to 

rest and note what happened. It’s much easier to lose your 

mind in the wilderness because I’m going mad out here. It’s so 

much more difficult having to survive on your own than in a 

squad. I think I brushed up against some ivy and now I’ve got a 

horrible itch on my arms. 

Still, I should be thankful. I’m alive and I should not be. I can’t 

get those images out of my head. Even when I’m trudging 

through swamp and dodging creatures, I still see those flames. 

God, I had a dream last night while sleeping in the brush that I 

died while trying to escape from camp. I couldn’t get my 

uniform off and the napalm just kept burning and burning. The 

Congs were following me into the jungle and I couldn’t evade 

them. Thank God it wasn’t real. 

I haven’t been feeling too well as of late either. Along with the 

nightmares, all this jungle is getting to me. I’m starting to feel 

sick but maybe that’s the plants I ate last night or the river fish. 

I had to eat it raw since I can’t start a fire out here. It’s way too 

wet to light anything. Thank God for what little I did find after 

the Congs left the camp. That survival knife and this charred 

journal are helping me make it. Not to mention when I find 

some dragon fruit. Even though it’s awful and bitter, it’s safe to 

eat. 
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I wasn’t made for survival. I wasn’t meant to be militant. Then 

again, maybe that’s why I survived. I knew when I left 

Brownsville that shit could go down at any moment over here. I 

guess our squadron was lucky to not encounter any real fights 

until a couple days ago. 

God, they were all lying there. Burnt bodies and decapitated 

heads. Those damn Congs are savages! I hate them. I hate 

them for what they did. They put me in this mess! They killed 

my comrades. They kept me from Madison most of all. 

Madison… 

No, what am I saying? I don’t hate them. I hardly hate anything 

or anyone. Maybe this jungle is changing me. God, I have to 

keep it together. I have to make it back to main base and 

inform them of what happened. I have to get there soon. I 

don’t know how much longer I can make it out here. Plus, I 

think I’m getting a cold. And these chest burns aren’t doing me 

any favors. 

I can’t dawdle. I need to keep moving. I have to follow the road 

while staying out of sight. If a Cong spots me it’s over unless I 

can sneak up on him. I would rather not take that chance. I’m 

gonna make it. God, please let me make it back. 
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August 13th 

I made it pretty far today. Main base can’t be too far from my 

current position, at least no more than twenty miles. God, the 

jungle is scary as hell as night. You can hardly see a damn thing 

in front of you and the sound of anything puts you on edge. You 

can’t tell if it’s just a frog or a Cong. They all sound the damn 

same. But, if it weren’t for the fact that I could die at any 

moment, maybe it wouldn’t be so bad out here. 

The river is keeping me sane. The sound of its flowing water 

reminds me of fishing in Brownsville. Brownsville sounds like 

heaven right now. That’s where salvation is. That’s where 

Madison and Chess are. That’s where home is. Funny how 

something so small can do wonders for you when you’ve got 

nothing at all. 

The mud around here is horrible. Trudging through it is hard 

since it likes to sink and cake on your boots. It weighs you 

down. Plus, the rains are flooding the river a little. That makes 

it harder to get anywhere too. I think I might have to take it 

slow from this point on. The land is starting to rise due to the 

distant mountains but that means with all this rain, the ground 

could give if I’m not careful. I don’t need to go tumbling down 

anywhere, breaking bones or anything. Then I’d never get out 

of here. 

The heat is also killing me. Most of the time I’m traveling with 

my shirt off. I just tie it to my pants and move along. The heat 

mixed with the rain just makes this place unbearable. Luckily, 
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I’ve been OK today. No encounters, and no problems. Staying 

away from the roads but not straying too far from it is in my 

advantage. 

I have a feeling though, as I approach Phnom Penh that I’ll 

begin to see those damn Congs. They’ll be talking that 

godforsaken language, probably laughing about how they’ll 

beat us Americans. As if they could beat us. They might have 

ambushed us and won that time but that was cowardice. 

Cunning devils. We’ll get them back. 

Listen to me. I’m getting riled up thinking about those devils. I 

need to figure out how to survive these next few days until I get 

back to the base. I’ve learned to avoid particular plants and 

noises. Some plants are poisonous and some noises are 

creatures that carry poison or disease. The particular sound of 

slimy leaves is especially dangerous being that it’s usually a 

snake. I always have to watch myself out here, both from the 

Congs and nature. It makes it hard to sleep at night but I 

manage. 

Tonight I’m sleeping on a hillside to keep me away from the 

ground. In the morning I’ll move forward. Maybe I’ll wash up in 

the river too. I seriously miss having regular showers. Thank 

you God. I’m making it somehow. 
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August 19th, 1970 

Dear Diary, 

It’s been awfully slow around Brownsville lately, what with all 

the rain that’s coming down each day. This passing storm isn’t 

helping my case. Today was my day off and I hardly went and 

did anything! I spent most of the day inside today because it 

was pouring hell outside. 

You know, we don’t get too many storms like this one around 

Brownsville. Most of the time, a storm just passes through in a 

day and it’s a small one. This one isn’t one of those. You can’t 

even think about going out without an umbrella! I meant to go 

out and take a walk in the park nearby but that was out of the 

question. I’d normally risk it with the usual rainstorms but not 

with this one. 

All this staying in the house gave me some time to think about 

my life right now. Yogi’s been away at war for a while now. I 

remember those days after he first left. They were absolute 

hell. But now, I can live my life pretty well. Yogi’s absence isn’t 

the death of me anymore but that don’t mean it hurts any less. 

I also thought about the apartment. Living on the ground floor 

is nice because it makes it easy to get out the house quick and 

easy. I like having a small porch I can stand out on. I don’t go 

out there that much anymore though. Strange to say but, every 

time I go out there, I can feel Yogi. I remember him standing 

out there with John. I always thought John was a little weird. I 
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never really liked having him around. He always was smoking a 

cigarette and I don’t care for those cancer sticks. Yogi never 

really cared for them either. 

I still wonder how John and Yogi became friends. I mean, they 

are kinda similar. Yogi works on trucks and John runs a pawn 

shop. Both love to watch a Sunday game of football, and take 

up all the damn sofa space doing it! They have some similar 

tastes but I always thought John was strange. He always is nice 

to me but he often gives me these sly and dirty looks. I hate 

that! I wonder if Yogi ever noticed. 

It doesn’t matter. Yogi’s not the type to let that happen 

anyway. I’m sure he’d give John a good whack if he ever tried 

anything on me. Hell, I’d give him a good whack myself! Men 

always think that just because I’m pretty that I can’t take care 

of myself. I guess I shouldn’t be too surprised that John would 

give me a look up and down. All the guys like doing that too. I 

can’t help it if I’m stunning. 

Oh, this damn cold! I’m sneezing everywhere. I hate being sick. 

And staying in the house with this bad weather isn’t making me 

feel better. Hope I feel better soon. Can’t let a cold get me 

down. 
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August 15th 

Oh things just keep getting worse don’t they? I can never catch 

a break. I know I haven’t written in this thing for two days. 

Well, I didn’t expect to have that cold catch up with me either. 

It damn near put me out of commission. I was sick as a damn 

dog trying to fight that fever. Felt like I was boiling just walking 

around. 

I’ve been held up in a hole far from the road for the past two 

days. I got ill when I woke up the next morning after I last 

wrote. I already felt a headache and fever hitting me hard. Still, 

I got up and kept moving. I needed to get back to main base 

ASAP and I couldn’t afford any delays. I wasn’t gonna let a 

cold, a fever, and a headache stop me. 

Maybe I should’ve waited. I only made it worse for myself. 

Shortly after half a day’s walk, I started getting light headed 

and couldn’t walk straight. That’s when hell really broke loose. 

I was stumbling near the road, close to a cliff edge. My 

dumbass just slipped and fell right down that cliff. I caught 

myself and rolled into the fall so I didn’t hurt myself too much. I 

would be a lot worse off if I hadn’t been quick to think. That fall 

was what really did me in though. The landing wasn’t soft 

enough and it took the wind out of me. I think I blacked out 

because when I opened my eyes, I was at the bottom of the 

cliff. 
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I tried getting up but the pain just sucker-punched me. I lifted 

myself up and had a throbbing pain in the back of my head. I 

had a cough I couldn’t get rid of and I was bleeding out of my 

left arm. It wasn’t badly cut so I cut up part of my left sleeve 

and used it as a bandage. I also had busted up my right knee. I 

tried to get up after the headache and dizziness went away and 

I could barely stand. My knee almost gave out on me. I manage 

to get up but I had to lean against the cliff for support. 

I limped around the cliff, trying to get back to the road but I 

knew I wasn’t in shape to do it. I saw the hole not too far from 

where I fell. I broke off part of a tree branch to help me walk. I 

also picked some mango off a tree near the hole. And so I’ve 

been stuck here resting ever since. Not being able to do 

anything but rest has given me time to recuperate but it’s 

keeping me from getting out of here. 

I don’t know when I’ll be in good enough condition to keep 

onward again. Hopefully if I don’t move at all my body will heal 

faster. Can’t wait to feel better because I seriously hate this 

place. 
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August 24th, 1970 

Dear Diary, 

It’s been a week already. Yogi hasn’t sent me his letter yet 

telling me when he’s coming home. Normally he’d have a letter 

back by now. Why hasn’t it come? 

Maybe something terrible happened to him? Oh Lord. I hope 

nothing has happened to Yogi but I can’t shake this feeling like 

something terrible has happened to him. I can’t stop thinking 

bad stuff about him being over there. What if he’s been hurt? 

What if he’s been attacked? What if… 

No. Madison, stop. You can’t think things like that. Yogi is fine. 

Yogi is always fine, after all. Nothing terrible would happen to 

him. God always keeps his angels accompanying Yogi. Yogi is 

fine. I just want him to be back in my arms already. I miss him 

so much. Sometimes it hurts so much I have to cry. 

I’ve been crying for the past day now. I guess it’s a mixture of 

missing Yogi and it being that time of the month. What a 

horrible situation I’m in! Not to mention that this cold won’t go 

away and I feel like I’m dying. I mean, it’s not that everything 

that’s going on will be the end of me. No, I’m stronger than 

that. But it never gets any easier. I think I may go to the doctor 

and have him check out this cold. I’ve never had one that lasted 

this long and was so harsh. 
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I need to stop all of this worryin’. It’s never done me any good 

after all. It’s only made life hell to be this miserable. I gotta 

stop being so damn miserable. 

Ok. Let’s change the subject. Today, I came home from the firm 

looking forward to meeting up with Amy. We planned to just 

have a ladies’ night in my apartment. However, it did have to 

get cancelled as Amy has never been good with plans. Seems 

like something always comes up at the last possible second for 

her. 

Still, she’s got it good. She doesn’t seem too phased that her 

husband is gone in the war. I’m not sure if he and Yogi ended 

up in the same place but maybe they did. If they did, maybe 

Amy would know how things are going on over there. 

Oh my goodness! That’s a splendid idea! I think I’ll do that. I’ll 

ask Amy if her husband and Yogi went to the same place! If 

they did, she might know how things are going. That’ll allow 

me to keep tabs on Yogi and maybe I’ll find out why his letter is 

late. 

Yeah, and I’ll make an appointment with a doctor to see about 

my cold situation soon. Ah. That made me feel a whole lot 

better. In fact, I think I’ll make Yogi a little locket of him and me 

for when he comes back. I’m sure he would’ve loved having 

that. 

Oh but I need to sleep. Hopefully, his letter comes in the next 

few days!  
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 August 21st 

It’s been another 6 days since I last wrote in here. I’m feeling 

much better. Being out here in the wilderness, for some reason, 

has made me calm. I’ve gotten used to it. 

Right now it’s the middle of the night and I’m sure I’m only 

down the road from the main American base. I saw a truck 

earlier and I’m pretty sure it was one of our models. I tried 

yelling after it but they couldn’t hear me. Their radio was 

probably too loud. 

I debated on whether I should just hump the last bit of the way 

to see if I could make it but I know our protocol. Showing up 

during the night wouldn’t be in my advantage. Especially since 

I’ve lost half my uniform. They’d probably think I was a Cong 

disguising myself. Better for me if I just wait it out until 

morning. 

It’s been quite the period of recovery during these last 6 days. 

Staying cooped up in the rut gave me some time to think about 

this whole situation. It made me remember something. It made 

me remember how I felt just after leaving Madison the day I 

was recruited. 

They came to pick me up in front of our place and I kissed 

Madison good-bye. Getting on the truck, I felt so helpless, like 

my fate was out of my hands and all I could do was try to look 

strong for Baby-Boo as we drove off. The whole time on the 

way to the base where we’d be shipped off, I was quiet. I was 
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trying to repress my feelings. I was trying to prepare to be a 

soldier. Luckily, I didn’t have to really change who I was. 

I also remember that last night I saw a shooting star in the sky. 

I wished upon it that Madison was alright and that she’d stay 

strong until I got back. I know that by now, she must be getting 

worried. It’s been about a week and I haven’t sent her another 

letter. I know she’s gonna start worrying. She always does that 

when it concerns me. 

I think the first thing I’ll do tomorrow is write her another 

letter. I’ll make it real quick so it can get shipped off ASAP. Who 

knows? Maybe I’ll get there before it does! That would be a 

nice surprise. 

The goal for tomorrow is as follows: get to the base and meet 

with Colonel Steele. I’ll explain my entire situation and 

hopefully I’ll get the hell out of here right away. Hopefully there 

are no problems. Steele has always made me feel a bit uneasy. 

There’s something about his character that’s just off-putting. I 

don’t know what. 

I don’t know what tomorrow will hold for me. Hopefully God’s 

good graces are with me. He’s been with me so far so I don’t 

think He’ll leave me now. I think I just need to get to sleep 

already. Tomorrow’s gonna be a better day. 

  



30 
 

August 26th, 1970 

Dear Diary, 

It’s not looking good right now. You remember how I said I’d go 

see the doctor, right? Well, that cold was more than I 

bargained for. It seems I’ve caught… influenza. You know, 

that’s that disease everyone has such a hard time recovering 

from. It’s definitely not looking good for me. 

The doctor said that it’s not fatal. I can get through it but I’ll 

need to stay home for about a week until it’s completely 

cleared up. He told me that penicillin would be helpful if I got 

some from the local pharmacy or that I could wait it out. I need 

to make sure I drink plenty of fluids and keep my strength up. 

I wonder how this’ll play out. I don’t think it could get worse. 

After all, because I’m sick now, I have to call in to work and 

explain myself. Now I won’t be earning any money. I gotta 

survive on what I have and keep myself together. It’s not gonna 

be easy these next coming days but I will make it through! I’m 

sure Yogi’s making it so I have to too. 

Speaking of Yogi, Amy didn’t know anything about his 

situation. It seems him and her husband got sent to different 

camps. I’m out of luck there. And to make it worse, Yogi’s letter 

still hasn’t come in yet. I would like to be optimistic but we are 

at war. As much as I believe Yogi will come back to me, I know 

that he might not. I refuse to believe that Yogi won’t come 

back to me though. But I did manage to finish the locket I had 
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been working on. It looks so nice. I’m rather proud of myself. 

Yogi looks so dashing in his jumpsuit in the picture I chose. I 

can’t wait to give it to him <3 

I don’t know. It feels strange around here as of late. I’m 

starting to feel mindless, like I’m doing the same old thing and 

not really going anywhere with it. Maybe that’s just me 

realizing how boring I’ve been since Yogi left. Oh, he did 

manage to keep me wanting to try new things. Anyway, I hope 

his letter comes soon. He’s gonna owe me one heck of an 

explanation about why his letter is so damn late! 

I suppose I’ll need to keep myself calm now. I can’t go 

overdoing anything because I’ll need to stay healthy. I don’t 

wanna go giving this to Yogi when he comes back or anything. 

And I’ll still have to take care of Chess. He’s been awfully 

distant lately. He just wants to be in Yogi’s sofa chair all the 

time. He must miss him as much as I do. Can’t blame him. 

But I think that’s enough for today. I’ll be fine and I’ll try to stop 

worrying so much about Yogi. Everything will be fine, just like it 

always turns out. I’m leaving it in His hands. 
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August 22nd 

I finally reached the main base and much has happened. 

Showing up to the entrance as I was, did not work in my favor. I 

was met with resistance and interrogated on the spot 

unsurprisingly. I purposely came to them bare, without all the 

stuff I had been carrying, except for this journal of course. I 

made sure to keep this hidden because no one needs to know I 

have this. 

They shoved their rifles in my face and I calmly surrendered. 

They took me in as a prisoner, putting me in a hold until my 

actual interrogator showed up. I wasn’t surprised to see 

Colonel Steele come in. He, of course, didn’t know who I was 

even though he was the man I came to see to know which 

camp I’d be sent to. 

He came in and tried to find out who I really was. I was frank. I 

told him I came from encampment Everett and that I escaped 

after it was ambushed by the Viet Cong. I pulled off my dog 

tags and set them on the table. I thought that might be enough 

to convince him I was one of their own but Steele was 

paranoid. 

He didn’t believe me. He said for him to believe me that I’d 

need to answer a question. He asked me the nickname of my 

encampment. I responded “Lone Wolf.” He quickly eased up. 

That nickname was given to our camp as a means of describing 

our position in the field. We were far away from other camps 

and the base, and our operations consisted of infiltrating Cong 



33 
 

territory undetected to help in attack preparations. We were 

the most likely to be attacked ourselves and without any 

backup to assist. Only Steele and those at my camp knew that 

name and we never spoke it aloud. 

Steele began to hound me with even more questions. How did I 

escape? How come I didn’t radio in the situation? Why didn’t I 

go to another camp and risk traveling alone back to the main 

base? I tried to be calm and collected but he just kept hounding 

at me. 

I began to get irritated but I know better than to show 

disrespect to a commanding officer. Even if I almost died, I’d no 

sooner be restricted for my actions and that’s not a part of my 

plan. 

After what seemed like forever, Steele let me go and made 

arrangements for me to be hauled up with someone until I was 

sorted properly. Until then, I was to report to the medical tent 

to be treated. They did give me a splint for my leg because I 

managed to fracture it. And they patched up my arm with 

proper medicine to prevent infection. Quite painful. 

For right now, I’m just waiting in this tent until Steele will see 

me again. He has questions but I have other plans. And right 

now, I’m just playing along to get what I need. 
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August 22nd 

I’m pissed. I only wanna get out of here now. Everything is 

against me. I went back to see Steele as he requested, and he 

only had more questions for me. I tolerated his lack of 

composure because all I wanted to do was get away from the 

questions and get around to discussing my departure. 

He said that my leave would have to be delayed. There of 

course could be multiple reasons for this. I mean, I was MIA for 

over a week. It takes mounds of paperwork and time just to 

revoke any message sent to kin or spouse. With my sudden 

reappearance, I have to be sorted and interrogated for Intel. 

Steele wasted no time in getting me to report what happened 

since the ambush. I withheld nothing of importance and I 

began to negotiate with him my departure. 

Steele said it would take about four days to get me sorted, just 

so I could return to the States. Four days is a long time to wait 

around. 

In the meantime, I’m still a soldier at work. I suppose I’ll be 

doing the same thing I did before the ambush. Back to standing 

the perimeter? Maybe I’ll be doing the grunt work until I leave 

for the States. Grunt work doesn’t sound too bad. I mean, it’s 

better than having to patrol out in the field. At least doing 

grunt work, I don’t have to leave the base. 

Steele also assigned me to be hauled up with a man named 

Julian in the Troy tent. I have no idea who this Julian  person is 
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but hopefully he won’t be a problem. Most of these men aren’t. 

Often times, they are just as scared as I am but no one’s gonna 

admit to that. Some of these men are just plain asses. With us 

being at war, they still manage to aggravate the rest of us 

more than the enemy does. Pisses me off! 

Anyway, I tried to write another letter to Madison today but it 

seems that letters are being cut off. Not sure why but no 

unnecessary use of paper is permitted. That means I can’t 

inform Baby-Boo of what’s going on and she’s probably just 

worrying herself to death. If only I could just somehow let her 

know I was alright and that she’d only have to wait a few more 

days! But I guess life doesn’t give you everything your heart 

wants. 

What am I gonna do? Come on Curtis! Think for a minute. No, I 

got nothing. I guess I’m at the mercy of my situation. Dammit! 

But, I need to stay calm. It’s only four days and then I’ll be that 

much closer to home. I suppose I’ll enjoy my short time that I 

have left. I can only pray that nothing else will get in the way of 

me getting back to Madison. If all goes right, I’ll be going back 

to my old life. Back to my paradise. 
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August 23rd 

I only have three more days left here and I’m gone. Time can’t 

seem to move fast enough. As much as that annoys me, at 

least they are giving me something to do around here. They got 

me inspecting the jeeps and repairing them. Something I’m 

very used to. After all, that was my job back in the States. Cars 

always have been my thing. 

Most of the time I’m stuck replacing tires and cleaning fuel 

lines. Every so often I get a few engine checks. Nothing that I 

can’t handle. But since it’s the evening now and I’ve already 

eaten in the mess hall, I’m pretty lucky to have some time to 

myself. I’ve been given the pleasure of being hauled up with a 

guy named Julian Rockwater. He’s a cool dude. That made my 

life a lot easier when I suddenly had to room with him. 

He did ask me why I got put up with him. I told him that I got 

transferred from another camp but I didn’t tell him where. I 

said I got put with him randomly. I didn’t want to have my 

story floating around here if he lets it slip. And I definitely 

didn’t feel like retelling the hell I’ve been through. 

Although for some reason, he told me that his brother was in 

one of the encampments here in Vietnam. I suppose that drove 

him to participate in the war. I’m not sure. He even went on to 

tell me his brother’s name. I don’t know why he bothered to 

say that to me but he did. 
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I mean, none of that really matters but it made being here a 

little easier for me. Maybe Julian’s a bit nervous. He doesn’t 

look like he’s been here for very long. In fact, he looks like a 

new recruit. Whatever the case, it’s none of my business. 

I will say I’m running out of pages in the journal. Maybe I 

should cut back on the writing. Nah. I mean, I only need it until 

I get back to the States anyway. 

Speaking of, what am I gonna do with this thing? I mean it’s 

not even mine. Should I just get rid of it? Maybe I should keep it 

as a reminder of what my time here was like. Hell no. I’ll just 

get rid of the damn thing. I’ll finish using up the pages and then 

maybe I’ll throw it into a fire when no one’s looking. But before 

I throw this thing away, maybe I’ll glance through it. I mean, 

the owner is dead anyway but then again maybe I need to 

respect his privacy. 

Perhaps I should just find out who the owner is. At least if I do 

that then I can make sure it ends up with his personal effects. 

It’ll be the right thing to do. I know I’d want Madison to have 

something of me. Madison… I’ll be home soon Baby-Boo. 

Promise. 
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August 24th 

It has been a slow day today. I only have two days left and I’m 

out of here. Steele continues to give me an uncomfortable 

feeling but I gotta bear with it. It’s not like I can do anything 

about it anyway or that it matters. He’s a colonel and he’s the 

reason I’m leaving in four days. Seriously, how does anyone 

think highly of that guy? 

It doesn’t matter anyway. What matters is this damn journal. 

But I’m not sure what to do about this journal. I looked through 

it and found the owner to be an “A. Rockwater” which is crazy. 

I mean, Julian’s brother’s name is Arnold. What are the chances 

that this Rockwater is the same Rockwater as Julian’s brother? 

That would just be too crazy. 

I flipped through some more pages and began to read his 

entries. This guy has been here for a long time. Longer than me 

in fact. His first entry dates back to 1969. He’s been gone for a 

long time. But I was searching for him mentioning family of any 

sort. About seven entries in, I found Julian’s name. It’s very 

possible that this is his brother’s journal. His dead brother. Oh 

gosh. Does he even know if his brother is alive or not? 

Damn. What should I do? Do I give this journal back to Julian 

somehow? If I do then I’ll have to tell him that his brother is 

dead. I’d also have to explain why I’ve been carrying it around. 

No. I can’t give this to him. It’ll be so hard for me and for him. 

Well, maybe I can just tear out my pages that I’ve written on 
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and just give Julian the rest of the journal. Ah. This is so 

difficult! 

You know maybe I should just leave the journal with Julian and 

have a note for it too. That way, I don’t have to tell him and if 

in fact it’s not his brother’s he’ll just throw it away or have it 

investigated. No, that won’t work. If he investigates it and finds 

out the truth, he’ll know I put it there. Maybe he won’t put 

together that I put it there but then again, he kept asking 

about what encampment I came from. I keep avoiding the 

question. He’s probably suspicious of me. Plus, if I give it over 

to personal effects, suddenly there will be remains of my 

encampment which was never filed in the original report. 

I guess I’ll have to tell the man. I’ll be sure to remove my pages 

and tell him the truth. I don’t think it would be appropriate for 

me to write in this thing anymore. I suppose this will be the last 

time I write in this journal. I’ll just get some spare paper from 

the mechanic storage. 

I hope Julian doesn’t take this too hard. I hope doing the right 

thing doesn’t screw me over even more. I’m so damn close 

now. 

  



40 
 

August 25th 

I’m feeling pretty shitty right now. I mean I managed to get 

through today and my stuff is packed for tomorrow. I mean, I 

don’t have anything to pack really. I’ve only got my papers and 

some spare clothes. I’m set to leave early in the morning. 

But that’s not why I’m feeling shitty. It’s because of Julian. I 

told him about the journal. Beforehand, I made him swear not 

to tell a single thing to anyone about what I was going to say. 

Hopefully he doesn’t. He didn’t believe me at first and then he 

looked in the journal. I could see him starting to breakdown. 

He just stared at it and I told him about what really happened 

to me and why I was carrying it. He looked at me and just 

glared. Then he tried to ask me some questions but all I said 

was that I wasn’t at liberty to tell him the truth. Then he 

responded by saying thank you for me letting him know. 

It’s late at night and it’s only been a few hours but he hasn’t 

even looked at me since that situation ended. I don’t blame 

him. He has every right to be mad at me or whatever but he at 

least thanked me for retuning his brother’s journal. I don’t 

think I can even look at Julian anymore. I mean, I shouldn’t be 

so concerned since I’ll be gone in the morning but I can’t help it. 

That would be like if someone knew that John was dead and 

didn’t tell me and then handed me something of his. I’d be mad 

as all hell! So, I guess this is what I get for doing the right thing 

huh? I get to feel like shit. But thankfully, I can put this 
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situation behind me, along with Steele and the Congs and 

everything by the morning. 

But it still gets me that I would pick the journal of the brother 

of the man I’d be hauled with. That must’ve been God’s plan. 

Heh. It must’ve been in God’s plan for me to make it out alive 

of that ambush too. So much has happened in so little time but 

that’s all irrelevant now. 

The only thing that could mess this whole thing up even more is 

if Julian says something about what really happened to me. If 

that gets out, I’ll be so screwed and Steele will be looking for 

me. Damn! I should’ve just kept my mouth shut and threw 

away that damn journal. But I couldn’t. Because I’d want 

someone to do the same for me. 

All I can do now is trust that Julian will respect my wishes and 

not tell a soul what really happened to me. Steele will probably 

say something about Lone Wolf at some point but now is not 

the time. 

And that’s all I’m gonna say. I just pray that sleeping will help 

me forget. I want to forget so much… 
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Wednesday, August 26th 

I’ve had a lot on my mind since I last wrote. Waking up to catch 

my plane from here to Leyte was like hearing the gates of 

heaven open. I grabbed my bag and loaded uncomfortably 

onto the plane. To be honest, I might’ve started writing there 

but I couldn’t. I just didn’t feel comfortable with the pilots 

occasionally glancing at me, and a few others on the plane 

with me. 

But now, we’ve landed and so I’m in the process of transferring 

onto another plane that will take me to Hawaii. You know, I 

was in such a rush to leave that I had forgotten how long the 

transferring process can be. It’s almost like when I first got 

shipped off. Only the difference this time is that I’m leaving the 

crazy instead of entering into it. 

It’s about midday now and it’s almost time for me to get back 

on the plane. Of course, I was required to load all of my stuff, 

what little I do have, onto the new plane. But since I am 

injured, I’m not doing too much, luckily. Being slightly impaired 

has its perks. 

It’s actually rather refreshing to have the trivial things in your 

head instead of constantly thinking about your survival. Like, I 

actually remembered what day of the week it is! Last time I 

cared about that was before, well, hell. I got to bask in an 

actual shower for the past few days. Granted, I lost everything 

else in the process, including all of Baby-Boo’s letters but I’m so 

close to her now, nothing’s gonna stop me. 
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And, now that I think about it, I found a very peculiar piece of 

paper sticking out of my bag. It was actually from Julian. I 

noticed it when loading my bag onto the first plane and I read 

it on the flight over here. 

I think all is gonna be well for myself. Based on what Julian 

said, I don’t think my secret will be a problem. He had no 

problem telling me exactly how he felt in the note he wrote me 

but he did feel grateful about receiving a reminder of his 

brother. 

Damn, I can only imagine how he must feel now. I do hope he 

fares better than I did. I think he’s probably got different 

thoughts about war now that he’s met me. A boy that young 

who goes into war aspiring to be like his brother. That’s just 

asking for disaster. Hopefully, this war will be over very soon. 

Hopefully, Julian will make it until the war’s end. 

As for me, well, I’ve paid my time in hell. Now I’m coming 

home. Oh God, listen to me. I’m sounding like Madison. I mean, 

I’m writing in a journal. I know Madison does that every night 

before bed but she’s always done that. Me, well, I never used 

to write like this. I suppose war changes a man. Hell, of course 

it does! 
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August 27th, 1970 

Dear Diary, 

It continuously gets harder and harder. This flu is starting to 

feel like death. I feel like it takes all of my energy just to write. 

I’ve gotten all of these aches and pains and I can’t seem to 

shake them off. I thought maybe I would get better overnight 

but I can tell that’s pushing it. I thought it would be easy to 

simply bounce back like I usually do but that’s not working for 

me. I guess I just have to take things slowly. I don’t really have 

a choice now do I? 

Dammit! I hate being sick. Lying around all day and having to 

suffer through this is killing me inside. Today I woke up with 

chest pains and I’ve been coughing even more than I was 

yesterday. Think I’m just getting worse rather than better. Then 

again, Momma always said that it always darkest before 

dawn. Oh she was always right. 

Momma…  Oh I miss you so much. It still hurts to think about 

you. Why did God take you away from us? It wasn’t fair! You 

had so much ahead of you. I wasn’t ready for you to go. You 

never got to see me get married. You never got to meet Yogi. 

There’s so much you never got to see in my life. 

And there’s so much I wanted to ask you about that I never got 

the chance to. I never got to ask you about marriage or kids. I 

never got to ask you how I know when someone’s the one… 
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There’s so much you missed but I know you’ve been looking 

down over me since you passed. Though it’s been about 4 

years, it still hurts. No one was the same after you passed. 

Especially me. I’m not the young girl that you knew anymore. 

Though it hasn’t been easy, I’ve moved on finally. God knows 

I’ve picked up some bad habits along the way though. I know I 

shouldn’t but I curse too much. I know I shouldn’t but I drink 

sometimes. Everyone could use a good drink now and again. 

But I try not to think about the bad things. But I still do anyway. 

Even with Yogi, I still get so worked up about him. I don’t know 

why I’m that way but I can’t help it. It happens. If only you 

could see me now though!  I found the love of my life. He’s 

everything I need and he keeps me going when I feel like giving 

up. He’s always so thoughtful of me and he never gives up on 

me. He even managed to get Daddy’s approval. I would’ve 

thought Daddy would’ve disapproved of him since Yogi is a 

little on the softer side but he didn’t. 

I’m so thankful for what has happened to me. So much 

happened in the span of 4 years that it’s a lot to remember but 

I’m still living. At least I’m doing that much. 
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February 3rd, 1966 

Dear Diary, 

School never ceases to be so troublesome! All the boys have 

been getting so riled up around me. I think it’s because prom is 

soon to be here. The boys can’t help but try to ask me out any 

chance they get. They’re always trying to impress me, thinking 

I’ll just fall head over heels for them. That’s a laugh! I think I’ll 

just keep them hanging on. That way I can take my pick. 

I’ve been hoping that Bradley might ask me out to prom. 

Bradley is so handsome! All that working out and playing for 

the school football team. He’s such a man! <3 I can’t believe he 

hasn’t said anything to me yet. I think it’s because he’s going 

after Alice. 

Ugh! She is so rude! I can only wonder why Bradley would want 

someone like her. He’s actually a nice jock. Not like the other 

jocks he’s always around. Probably wants her because she’s 

popular. And he’s popular too. They’re just so perfect for each 

other. As if! She thinks she’s the best at everything just because 

she’s always dressed so nice. If only I had those cute pearl 

earrings!  

But that’s not me. I don’t wear stuff like that. I like dresses and 

heels but Alice just dresses like she’s headed to prom every 

day! How can that be comfortable? She’s a liar if she says it’s 

natural for her. No. I have other things to worry about. 
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How can I be so worried about school when Momma has been 

sick for the last couple of weeks? I don’t know how she 

manages to keep that smile on her face all the time. I know she 

is hurting but she doesn’t want me to see it. I can tell. 

I think Daddy is trying so hard to stay strong. He’s always right 

by her side every day he comes home from work. He sits with 

her and just, well, he’s just there. He’s gotten quieter since 

Momma got sick. I hope everything goes back to normal soon. I 

miss being able to go to Momma’s book club meetings with 

her. She still reads even though she’s sick but those meetings 

were so lovely! Really, it just gave me a chance to see Amy. 

But all I can do is try to stay strong for Momma. I know that’s 

what she’d want for me. She’d want me to graduate high 

school and enjoy myself. I have to try and enjoy myself while it 

lasts. You’re only a teenager once. That’s what Momma is 

always saying to me. 

But I think I’m lucky overall. I could still be living back in the 

rural part of Brownsville but ever since Daddy got that new job, 

we’ve been able to have nicer things. I shouldn’t act so spoiled. 

I could still be wearing hand-me-downs but Daddy bought me 

new clothes. 

Anyway, I got to start my arithmetic homework. It won’t do 

itself after all. 
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March 20th, 1966 

Dear Diary, 

It’s been two weeks since Momma died. I finally got the heart 

to write in here again. I haven’t been the same since she 

passed. Daddy hasn’t been the same. Nothing has. 

The house has been too quiet. I feel like my house isn’t even 

home anymore. It’s just empty without her. When Daddy 

comes home, he just sits in his chair, staring at her picture. He’s 

so quiet. And I don’t get to hear her laugh anymore. I even miss 

her coughing. 

I’ve tried so hard to act like nothing was wrong this past week. 

It was so hard. I could barely focus on being at school. I wasn’t 

hungry during lunchtime. I don’t even think I talked to anyone. 

All I could think about was, well, you know. 

We buried her on the 9th just three days after she passed. It was 

pouring rain that day. I’ll never forget standing over her grave. 

Never. I cried so hard. I still can’t help but to cry now. Daddy 

stood by me and hugged me as I cried. It felt like my whole life 

came tumbling down as she was lowered into the ground. 

None of it had been real until I saw that. When I saw her for 

the last time in my life. 

Why? Why did God have to take her from us? She was finally 

starting to get better! She always said that God makes no 

mistakes. The Bible says that too. Well, she was meant to die 
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so young? I was meant to live the rest of my life without a 

mother? No! She was taken too soon. 

There is so much she never taught me. She won’t get to see me 

graduate. She won’t get to see me get married. She won’t get 

to see my children. She’s just gone now. And somehow, I’m 

supposed to keep living without her in my life. I don’t know 

how I’m supposed to do that. 

Momma… can you hear me? I know you’re in heaven now, 

looking down on me. I realize how much I truly love you now 

that you’re gone. I remember what you said to me. I will try to 

stay strong. I’ll try to be stronger than you were and smile 

brighter than you did. I’ll try to find someone who will make me 

as happy as Daddy made you. I’ll try to live a fuller life than you 

did. 

No. I promise I will do those things. I promise I will. But I still 

need healing right now. I can’t start that promise just yet. 

I know you’re always watching over me. I’ve been praying that 

God will make the hurt go away. I pray for myself and for 

Daddy. I pray, every day, that this storm will pass. And I pray 

that God gives me the strength to live. And I say this is Jesus’ 

name, Amen. 

I love you Momma. You’ll be in my heart. Always. 

  



52 
 

June 11th, 1966 

Dear Diary, 

Every day gets a little bit easier. I’ve been trying to make the 

most of my life since graduating high school. It’s strange really. 

Attempting to find work is not as easy as I thought it would be 

but I managed somehow. Working at the local general store 

isn’t so bad really. I don’t get paid much but I’m saving what 

little I make. 

I have no idea what to do with myself now. I still plan on 

getting my own place at some point but for right now, I’m still 

at home with Daddy. I don’t really plan on going to college 

either. After all, it’s expensive and money is something we 

don’t have enough of to put me through college. I mean, we 

could pull money together but I don’t want to put that burden 

on Daddy. He’s already worked enough as it is. 

No, if I change my mind, I’m going to figure out a way to get 

into college. Even if I did, I have no idea what I would study. I 

never really considered anything since we’ve always been on 

the poor side. But I’m going to figure something out! I’ll stay 

strong. I won’t break my promise. 

It still bothers me though. Daddy and I have finally moved on 

but he’s already looking for someone else! I can’t believe him! 

How can he just forget Momma like that? It hasn’t been that 

long since she passed. That made me so angry when he told 
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me. I haven’t talked as much with him since he told me that. I 

need some time to cool down. 

Somehow, someway, God has made a way. He’s healed me and 

I feel stronger than I was before. It’s incredible how life 

changes you. I’m not the same girl I was five months ago. 

Even though I’m different, I’m still trying to find someone who’s 

gonna make me happy. I think my luck is a bit down when it 

comes to love. I don’t see many guys that interest me. Most 

people that come into the store are regular customers, who 

already are married or at least dating someone. Even Amy is 

dating someone already! She’s got the best luck on love. But at 

least she’s been there for me. A girl needs her best friend. 

Maybe I’ll find someone soon. I know Daddy wants me to find 

someone. He’s afraid that because I don’t go out so much that I 

won’t find somebody. But I’m not focused on anyone else 

really. I just want to feel good about myself and my life. 

Besides, I’m not ready to love anyone just yet. I’m still healing. 

Although, I look forward to going to church tomorrow. God’s 

word always helps me feel better. The pastor is always good at 

preaching it too. My mind is made up. I’m just gonna keep 

living, day by day. Stronger and fuller. God will make a way for 

me. Always does. 
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April 8th, 1967 

Dear Diary, 

Today was an interesting day, to say the least. Daddy had the 

day off and so he went to the mechanic shop to have the car 

looked at. It’s been rattling for quite some time. I wouldn’t 

know too much about it anyway seeing as how I like to walk to 

work, or catch the bus. 

Speaking of the bus, this whole segregation thing is just not 

right. I don’t care if I am White or not, Blacks shouldn’t have to 

be treated the way they are. They’re always treated lesser than 

us White folk. I do hope that Johnson makes a way for this 

whole division to be put behind us. We’ve got to move forward.  

Anyway, I met up with Daddy at Tim’s Tires & Mechanic shop. 

And there was someone rather handsome at the mechanic 

shop that I saw. I didn’t really get to see his face that much 

because he was under a truck fixing it or whatever. He seemed 

so lost in his own little world, just tinkering away at that truck. 

Daddy offered to take me home after the truck had been 

looked at. I figured, why not? I spent most of my time just 

sitting in their little waiting area, which was empty so I had the 

space to myself while Daddy was discussing with the owner. 

That gave me plenty of time to keep watching that handsome 

guy under the truck. 

I tried not to seem obvious that I was watching him. I hope I 

wasn’t. Thank goodness for magazines. Perfect cover for us 
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ladies! I kept peaking over it and eventually he got out from 

under the truck. Gee, when I tell you that he was a looker, a tall 

glass of water! <3 

He had this brown, kinda scraggly hair and his muscles were 

mighty fine. But what really made me almost blow my cover 

were his eyes. Those deep blue eyes. Oh! I got to daydreaming 

about them. Couldn’t stop thinking about them. 

Daddy almost had to scream my name just for me to realize 

that it was time to leave. I probably looked like an idiot lost in 

my own little world. As we were leaving, I took one last glance 

back at that blue-eyed fella and he glanced at me. I swear, 

there was a moment there, for those small seconds as I was 

climbing into our car. But I had to look away. I didn’t want to 

risk looking, well, you know. 

As we drove off, I think Daddy was saying something to me, but 

all I was thinking of was that man. I wonder what his name is. 

Oh, but, I guess I missed that chance. But, maybe I am ready to 

love. My heart certainly seems to think so. I just need to get the 

courage, to be more, accessible. I guess I need to give love a 

chance. A really big one. 

It will happen. One day… 
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June 9th, 1967 

Dear Diary, 

God is working miracles all the time. Two good things have 

happened back to back in such a short amount of time it 

seems. 

Well, as you know, I’ve already quit my job at the general 

store. That was a bit saddening. I was working that nice little 

counter for over a year. But my heart wasn’t in it anymore. I 

was ready to move on and find something new. 

So, I took a chance on trying to get that receptionist job for the 

local news firm. Besides, the news has only been getting more 

interesting lately. I mean, this crazy war and all, well, it’s 

always got everyone talking. I knew my chances were slim for 

the job but God Almighty, He made a way! 

I think what really helped me get the job was my typing skills. 

In school, there weren’t a whole lot of things that I was really 

interested in but learning a typewriter, was one of them. I love 

using those things! And my speed, whew! I’m pretty good I 

think. Guess some small things pay off if you give it time. 

So now I work another small counter, but now I wear a nice 

dress every day instead of a uniform and an apron. I suppose 

those dresses that I rarely wore in school are finally being put 

to some great use. And, well, I do look amazing in them 

anyway! 
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I gotta say the job is pretty easy. But all of that organizing and 

filing and writing stuff down can be so annoying and boring! 

But, I do get to know first about recent news before anyone 

else does. That keeps me entertained quite a bit. And while I 

don’t spend a lot of time talking to my colleagues, they can be 

rather fun at times. 

But that’s the job. The first miracle. Now, the second one is 

much more exciting! It must have been God’s will, because I 

ran into Mr. Blue-Eyes again! <3 

I mean, it didn’t happen in a way I expected it to. He sorta just 

popped into our firm asking for a local paper. My new job 

location is actually right across the street from Tim’s Tires & 

Mechanic shop. So, there is always that slim chance that I 

might see Mr. Blue-Eyes every now and again if I glance out the 

window. Sometimes they leave the garage doors open and I 

can see him working on a truck, just lost in his little world. 

Anyway, he came in and asked for a paper. I had to talk with 

him directly and I expected him to remember me but he didn’t 

show signs. I was sighing in my head when I handed him a copy 

of the paper. But I managed to work up enough courage to at 

least ask him his name. 

He told his name was Curtis. Curtis Taylor. 

Well, my-my mister Taylor, you sure have me falling for you! <3 

  



58 
 

December 20th, 1967 

Dear Diary, 

It’s been a few days since Curtis and I have been on a date. He’s 

so interesting I tell you. I don’t know how I managed to be 

snatched up by a man who talks as much as I do! I know I’m a 

blabbermouth but Curtis can go toe-to-toe with me. I guess I’m 

just lucky to have met someone who has something in common 

with me. 

Oh! Something so cute happened on our last date! <3 Curtis 

managed to give me a nickname, but by a slip of the tongue. 

We went to go see that new movie, Guess Who’s Coming to 

Dinner. That movie was phenomenal and it really made me 

think about how things are changing for the better in America. 

Only a few months ago was interracial marriage illegal. Now, 

you can marry who you want! 

Oh but I’m getting sidetracked. So, Curtis asked me during the 

movie if I could pass him some of the popcorn. Of course I did 

but he messed up his usual sayings. Normally, now that we’ve 

been on numerous dates, Curtis calls me “Baby” or “Boo” or 

“Madi” instead of Madison. I like it when he calls me “Baby.”  

He’s really cute when he cares about me like that. <3 

I think he meant to call me “Boo” but he couldn’t decide 

between “Baby” and “Boo” and so “Baby-Boo” came out 

instead. He was tripping over his words but maybe that was 

because he couldn’t take his eyes off the screen and his hands 
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out of the popcorn bag. I swear he has the biggest appetite 

sometimes. He looked so embarrassed when I caught him. 

I responded to him by saying “It’s fine Yogi Bear.” Of course, I 

was joking when I said that but the more I thought about it, the 

more I liked those names. “Baby-Boo” sounds so original! And 

for the rest of the night, I kept calling him “Yogi Bear”. I don’t 

think he liked that very much but he eventually just let it 

happen. I’m so pushy sometimes. 

I think I made the names really stick. I didn’t really mean to but 

it kind of just happened. He calls me Baby-Boo now and I get to 

call him “Yogi Bear” or “Yogi”. He prefers “Yogi” if I’m gonna 

call him something other than Curtis. 

I know if Daddy heard me call him “Yogi” he’d be ready to have 

a talk over with me and probably Curtis too. Daddy really didn’t 

approve of him at first but I think he’s really warmed up to him 

now. I mean, we’ve been dating for three months after all. 

Gosh, seems like only last week when he kept coming by to 

grab a newspaper and he’d have to ask me for one. Now look 

at us. We’re a dating couple and we’re going pretty strong I’d 

say! I’m just hoping I don’t screw this thing up somehow. I 

really like my Yogi Bear… 
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February 10th, 1968 

Dear Diary, 

I finally had the chance to meet Curtis’ parents today. It was 

not what I had expected it to be and they were nothing like I 

imagined. 

Knowing Curtis, I had expected his parents to not be too far off 

from him. They say the apple never falls far from the tree. Well, 

Curtis is definitely a far cry from his parents. I mean, they’re 

great people. I love being around them but Curtis is just so 

gentle with me, unless of course I ask him to be a bit more 

rough. You know, that roughness <3 

Curtis’ parents are rather stern and quiet. I know they’ve taken 

a liking to me. His mother Clarice had nothing but nice things 

to say to me, although she did ask if Curtis was acting proper 

around me. I told her yes, assuredly. She was the second most 

gorgeous woman I’ve ever met, right after Momma. Her hair 

was much like mine, auburn and curly. Her figure was much 

more petite than mine as well but that might be because I had 

bigger breasts. 

We talked over a glass of lemonade to each other while Curtis 

and his father had stepped out. She was extremely educated. I 

mean, I felt a bit inferior just being around her and I didn’t have 

much to say. I had an easy time when she brought up news in 

the paper. Overall, I loved Clarice. Even though she hadn’t 
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known much about me, she made me feel loved like I was one 

of her own. That meant so much to me. 

Now Curtis’ father, Charlie, on the other hand, well, he was 

what I might expect from my own father. He had brown hair 

and blue eyes much like Curtis but he was rather headstrong. I 

suppose that’s typical of most men these days. Curtis can be 

headstrong too sometimes. I’ve seen him and how rowdy he 

can be when in a game of billiards. 

His father reminded me of Daddy because he’s very, how do 

you say, distant. I mean, Daddy has always loved me and that 

won’t change but he’s a distant person. He’s strong, caring, 

and dependable but he’s not one to just start conversation 

necessarily. Charlie is the same way. I mean, maybe he’s 

different but I’ve only met him today. 

I think Curtis is lucky to have parents like that. I think they 

taught him well. Granted, he is a few years older than me so I 

would somewhat expect him to be a gentleman. No, I do 

expect him to be that way. I don’t deserve someone who won’t 

meet my standards. 

Anyway, I learned a lot about Curtis today. Even though he’s so 

sweet, he’s also a fishing boy who loves to be left to what his 

heart wants. And that hasn’t changed from what I’ve seen. He 

always seems to get what his heart wants. 

And I’m lucky that he wants me too <3 
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November 7th, 1968 

Dear Diary, 

Yogi proposed to me! Oh my heavens! It’s like God just gave 

me the most wonderful gift I could ever ask for! I’m so damn 

excited! Oh, sorry. I shouldn’t be cursing like that. Curtis is 

rubbing off on me. 

I’m almost screaming! I told Daddy about the news and he was 

happy for me. He genuinely was happy for me. Even better, he 

also told me that he’s thinking about tying the knot with his 

love interest too. I think it’ll be good for him. He’s been much 

happier since he found Victoria. 

Oh but I simply must tell you how Yogi went about all of this! 

So today I thought was going to be another casual date. It’s 

Thursday and we didn’t work so we spent the day together. He 

decided that it would be nice to spend a day in the park by the 

river. 

I’ve always loved going up to the river bend and just lounging 

in the sweet sun but it’s much better when I have Curtis to do it 

with me <3 We had a picnic around one o’clock and we sat and 

talked about life and our plans for the future. Curtis has had his 

eyes set on possibly starting his own mechanic shop or taking 

over Tim’s. 

I’ve just told him I wanted to be happier and full of life. I 

wanted to experience more of it and have it mean more than it 

has over the past two years. Now that I’m finally healed, I 
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realized that I wasn’t living during those two years. I was just 

getting by. 

Anyway, we even managed to take a nap out there. It was 

quiet and we were alone. Falling asleep in Yogi’s chest was just 

bliss. A girl couldn’t be cozier with something like that. When 

we woke up, he told me that he needed to get something out 

of picnic basket. He reached over and handed me another 

wrapped sandwich. I opened it up and there it was. The ring. 

I asked rather stupidly why there was a ring in my sandwich. 

Then he got up, took the ring and got down on one knee. The 

tears almost flowed out of my eyes instantly. And he said those 

magical words, “Will you marry me Madison Scarlet and 

become Mrs. Madison Taylor?” <3 

I said yes with tears rolling down my face. He slipped that small 

diamond onto my finger and I gave him the biggest and longest 

kiss of my life. He kissed me and wrapped me in his arms and 

held me to the sky. I felt like I was walking on sunshine! 

Then he whispered to me, “You are my first choice in life and I 

want to spend my life with you. I will always choose you Madi.” 

And I whispered, “You’ve been mine since the day we met.” <3 

It felt like a dream but it’s not. We’re engaged! And I couldn’t 

be happier… 
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April 6th, 1969 

Dear Diary, 

Yesterday was the big day! I can’t believe that time has flown 

by so fast and these things have come and gone. Curtis Taylor, 

my Yogi Bear, I am so blessed to be your wedded wife. I am so 

overjoyed to be Ms. Madison Taylor. 

While I couldn’t help but keep the tears flowing in spurts once 

the ceremony started, I managed to make it through without 

breaking down completely. I guess I’m stronger than I thought I 

was. 

It was magical yesterday. When we woke up together and I 

knew we were getting married, I had to ask God if it was really 

happening. Momma always said God’s gifts exceed our 

expectations and she was right. Yogi looked as handsome as 

ever. 

Daddy helped me get ready for the wedding. I don’t think I’ve 

ever seen Daddy have a bigger smile other than the time he a 

Momma got married. He told me I had the rest of my life ahead 

of me and that I picked a good person to spend it with. 

I wasn’t fortunate enough to have many relatives show up for 

my wedding so all I had was Daddy and his parents. Daddy 

gave me the best gift ever for me to have as an early wedding 

present. He gave me a locket and inside was a photograph of 

Momma. He told me that God would make me just as happy as 
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she was and that she’d be there with me in spirit as I married 

Curtis. 

We married in the chapel near the river. Daddy walked me 

down the aisle in my white dress and it felt like time was 

slowing down. I couldn’t believe that I was only moments away 

with each step from becoming Yogi’s forever. Then Yogi turned 

around to watch me and time stopped. I felt like I was in 

heaven while holding his hands and saying our vows. 

I could feel Momma’s warmth around me the whole time while 

I was lost in Yogi’s blue eyes. And then as the pastor spoke 

those words, “You may kiss the bride” I swear I heard Momma. 

She whispered softly, “You did it Madison. You finally did it.” 

I kissed my husband and we sped off with those cans jingling 

behind the car. I was finally alone with him and when we made 

it back to our hotel room, I just let myself be his. We grabbed 

our bags and headed out of Brownsville for our honeymoon. 

We’re not far from Brownsville but far away enough to be 

alone. 

And Curtis, well, that night… I think I fully realized why I had 

chosen him. He gave me intimacy that I couldn’t explain. He 

took me to ecstasy and for the first time, I understood what 

Momma meant. Everything felt right with him. I didn’t wish for 

anything more because he was all I wanted. 

God blessed our marriage, and my life. I finally have my saving 

grace.  
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May 18th, 1969 

Dear Diary, 

I am loving the new apartment. We’ve been moved in since the 

beginning of May and Curtis and I have settled in quite nicely. 

Our little one bedroom has such a beautiful atmosphere. I’ve 

gone ahead and decorated the walls with pictures of our 

wedding day, friends, and other moments. 

I took time to arrange the furniture properly and put together 

our kitchen. This apartment feels much more like a home now 

that I’ve added my touch to it! Yogi seems to think that I might 

be going a bit overboard already but I don’t think so. After all, 

he has a television to watch football games on Sunday and I 

get to spruce up the house. I think it’s a fair trade. 

I love our little porch outside. You can look out and see the sun 

setting in the evening. It’s so pretty and sometimes I think of 

how nice it would be to sit out there with Curtis and just maybe 

talk or read a book with him. Yogi’s never been one to do much 

reading other than from a newspaper. Still, a girl can dream. 

Oh! And the truck that we now have is doing us wonders! I 

don’t use it very much since I can catch the bus to get to work. 

Yogi takes it to the shop if he has to go in early. Otherwise, we 

might ride up to work together. After all, we work across the 

street from each other anyway. 

I find those rides in the morning are just a grand way to start 

off my day. We get up, eat breakfast, and then leave and go to 
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work together. On the way there, we can talk and we try not to 

talk about things that will upset each other. We save that for 

when we come home. 

Oh! And Curtis brought home this cat the other day 

unexpectedly. I wasn’t too happy about that. Granted, Chess is 

already growing on me but he’s so messy! His hair gets 

everywhere. I can never keep the house completely clean. But I 

do like the odd little guy. He’s a black cat with a few spots of 

white hair. Maybe that’s why Curtis named him Chess? 

Regardless, our married life is coming along nice and smoothly. 

I can only think about the dinner parties we might host here 

every once and a while with some friends. I think about all of 

the memories we’re going to make in this place. I also think 

about how we have a place of our own that’s no one else’s. 

This is the Taylor residence. 

I’m excited just thinking about all of this. But I know that Yogi 

will be home soon. He’ll be looking forward to tonight. I’ve got 

a nice little surprise waiting for him <3 

I’m happy that this is the life I chose and I’d choose it again in a 

heartbeat. As long as it’s beating with his <3 
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Wednesday, August 26th 

I managed to pass right through Hawaii with no trouble. Now, 

I’m finally back in the States. I can’t believe that it only took a 

single day to get from Vietnam to Los Angeles. I remember 

flying over to Vietnam that it took days to get there. That was 

at a point in time where I wasn’t alone. 

Even though now that they have me hauled up on base, I’ll be 

back in Madison’s arms very soon. I’m getting riled up just 

thinking about her. The things we’ll do when I get back to 

Brownsville. I know she won’t be able to control herself when I 

walk through the door. 

Speaking of, maybe now that I’m back in the States, I should 

write her a letter. Well, probably not. I’ll be on a train 

tomorrow morning headed for Columbus and then I’ll catch the 

bus to Brownsville. If I’m lucky, I may reach Brownsville by 

Friday morning. I know that the drive from Brownsville to 

Columbus is almost a day’s drive. The train ride will take almost 

the entire day and then I just have to get on that night bus and 

I’m home free. 

I’m getting restless just thinking about it all. I can smell the 

river from here. I know that those fish are waiting to be baited 

and caught! I think that’s the first thing I’ll do when I get back. 

Well, I’ll spend the day with Madi and give her some much 

needed love. Then, I’ll go fishing. 
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Man, what I must have missed being away for all these 

months. I mean, it’s only been about two but still, what have I 

missed? What is John up to? I wonder if he’s still chasing after 

chicks? Probably. That guy isn’t the type to change easily. Man, 

he’s probably a little lost without me around. He never did 

know how to court the ladies just right. He’s a bit too direct 

and women just need a strong man that still gives them time to 

make their decisions. 

Shit, I should probably worry more about seeing my parents. I 

never did once write them a letter when I was in Vietnam. But I 

didn’t want to. It’s been almost five months but I still get angry 

thinking about what they said to me. They were so quick to 

judge why I hadn’t moved on from working at Tim’s. They still 

expect me to go to college and get some degree. I don’t know 

what I would want or do. I was happy as I was just working on 

trucks and cars every day. 

But, I know I should go see them. Talk it out with them and 

maybe they’ll understand me. I don’t want to spend my time in 

books. I’m happy just being out in the countryside. I’m happy 

with a simple life. 

Dammit. I can’t think about this right now. I’ll worry about it 

when I’m back home where I belong. Just 36 hours. 
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Thursday, August 27th 

I’ve been itching the whole day. I can’t seem to keep still 

because I can’t keep Madi off of my mind. I can’t stop thinking 

about Brownsville. I can’t stop thinking about having my life 

back again. 

I don’t know why I keep having this sinking feeling like I’ll make 

it back and then all of a sudden, I won’t be there. I’ll instead be 

back in hell and I’ll still be writing these scribbles to myself. I’ll 

still be out in the wilderness, away from everything I love. 

But that’s not realistic. I’m here in Columbus and I’ll be on the 

night bus here shortly to Brownsville. All I have to do is get on 

that bus, sit quietly in my seat and let the driver take me home. 

I’ll close my eyes and I won’t have to think about a thing. 

Well, that’s not entirely true. My case is a special one. I’m not 

entirely struck off the list just yet as I found out when I passed 

into the military offices here. Steele did pull a miracle for me 

back in Vietnam but I don’t know if it was enough. The officers 

here are telling me that I’m on reserve for now but that I will be 

called back to Columbus soon. 

I don’t know when soon is but I’m not looking forward to it. I’m 

here. Why can’t I just be left alone? Why can’t they just 

pretend that I’m not eligible for the war anymore? Heh. No, 

that would be too easy. It’s never that easy is it? 

Shit, I don’t know what’s going on anymore. I don’t know what 

will happen to me. I don’t know what’s planned for me but I 
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don’t know if worryin’ about it will do me any good anymore. I 

just need to keep moving on. I’ll be away from it all, in the 

recluse of Brownsville soon enough. 

That’s right. Tomorrow morning, I’ll get off of that bus and I’ll 

just go straight home. I won’t say anything to anybody. I’ll just 

go straight to Madi. She really feels like all I have anymore. 

I don’t trust many people anymore. I despise not knowing what 

will happen. I only trust Madison and John. I can’t even go to 

Dad. He just thinks I’m a failure and that I’m wasting all his 

efforts by doing what I want. Hell, I’m twenty-five. I can damn 

well do what I want!  He can’t say anything about it. 

Damn, what would Madison say to me right now? “Just lean on 

the Lord” or something like that. Yeah, that’s easier said than 

done Baby-Boo. But maybe now is a good time to try. I just 

won’t worry. I’ll just leave everything in His hands. He’ll see me 

through. He’ll lead me back to my life. 

Fine. OK God. I’m countin’ on you to make it happen for me. 

Bring me back home. Bring me back to my old, easy life. 

  



74 
 

Saturday, August 29th 

I’m shaking. I’m trying to keep still but I just can’t. Madi, I just 

don’t recognize her while she’s lying in this hospital bed. 

To think, I’d be coming back home and not spending time with 

Madi in our bed but in the hospital. I never thought I’d come 

back just to rush her here and be tortured by the fact I might 

lose her. 

I haven’t left her side since I brought her here. They tried to 

keep me away from her as they tried to find out what was 

wrong. I swear I would’ve killed them if they hadn’t let me back 

here to be with her. 

I think I’m still in shock a little bit. What happened to her? I 

never stopped thinking about her and then I come back to her 

almost lifeless. Shit. 

Shit! What the hell is gonna happen to her? I can’t take sittin’ 

in this chair, holding her hand while she’s so still. She just isn’t 

my Baby-Boo. Her hand is so frail. She’s so cold. 

Breathe. I need to breathe. I can’t break down. No. I need to be 

here. Right here next to her. I’m not going anywhere. I won’t 

leave her. 

I haven’t left this chair since they brought her in here. She’s on 

the oxygen machine now. She’s breathing. She’s still alive. I 

haven’t dared to leave her alone. If I do, she might slip away 

from me forever. I won’t let that happen. 
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God, I thought we had a deal. You got me back home but I 

don’t have Madison. My life still isn’t the same. I’m still in hell, 

only now I’m suffering because I might lose my only love. I 

might lose the only thing that kept me from just giving up in 

that wilderness I was trapped in. 

Why me? Why did all of this have to happen to me? I’ve been 

good. I’ve done good. All I ever asked for was a simple life with 

a woman who is everything I ever wanted. I don’t need a fancy 

car. I don’t need a degree. I don’t need any of that shit. I just 

need to be happy. 

God. You need to get her back to me. I promise, if you just let 

me have my life back, if you let me have my wife back, I won’t 

ever doubt you again. I’ll really listen when she tells me all 

about you and your grace. I’ll even go to church more often. I’ll 

try not to curse anymore.  I’ll do whatever it takes. I promise. 

I don’t think I can live life without her in it. She gave me so 

much joy I never knew existed. She made me see how great life 

could really be. You gave me an angel. Don’t take her away 

from me. Just give me back my other half. Please. We’re two 

sides of the same coin. I can’t start living again until she is too. 
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Sunday, August 30th 

I didn’t sleep well last night. In fact, I’m not sure I’ve been 

sleeping. I feel a bit better than yesterday. But now it’s 

undeniable. Madi is seriously ill. She’s not in a fatal condition 

but she’s having a hard time recovering. She still hasn’t woken 

up since Friday. 

It still feels like a dream. I made it off of the bus and walked 

home. I didn’t think to go see Madison at the news firm. I had 

wanted to surprise her. 

She would’ve seen me waiting on the steps and would’ve 

started bawling. She would drop her bag and run into my arms 

and just hug me to death. She would give me the biggest kiss of 

her life. It would be magical. 

Instead, I got home and waited on the steps. Then I saw Chess 

in the window. He was staring at me and all I wanted to do was 

prop open the window so I could let him curl up in my arms. 

Chess has always been a big softy like that. Then he got down 

and I didn’t see him again. 

Then it occurred to me that I could go wait on the back porch. I 

picked up my bag and hopped over the railing behind the 

apartment. I had no idea when Madison was going to come 

home. But I was willing to wait. So I did. 

Sometime later, I hear a loud thump in the house. I was 

wondering what it could have been. It sounded a little heavy to 
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be Chess. So I investigated. I was almost willing to bust the 

handle to the back door but it was already open. I got worried. 

I walked inside, and I started looking around. There was no one 

in the house. Then I heard a thump again. It came from our 

bedroom. I opened the door and there she was, lying on the 

floor. 

I had hoped that maybe she fell and would get right back up 

but she didn’t. Then I went to her and touched her but she 

wasn’t responding. I whispered her name and nothing. Then I 

noticed she was way too still. I turned her over and she was 

pale. 

I reacted. I picked her up and rushed her to the hospital, 

dangling in my arms. My legs were fast but maybe not fast 

enough. The hospital was four blocks away but I didn’t care. 

My only thought was getting Madison to a doctor. I didn’t care 

what happened to me. 

And the entire time I was running with her through the street, I 

kept thinking that I had done something to deserve this. I kept 

thinking it was my fault that she was this way. 

But now, now all I can do is wait. I prayed today. I prayed that 

she would wake up soon. I don’t know how long I will be 

waiting. I’ll keep waiting. I am not leaving without her. 41 

hours and counting. 
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Monday, August 31st 

I think Baby-Boo is making progress. I haven’t left the hospital 

in four days now. I keep telling them I won’t leave her. She is 

still unconscious but she looks much better. I think she’ll wake 

up soon. 

The nurses keep coming in to check on her condition. The 

hospital is doing all they can for her. I’m not completely 

surprised anymore. I never would’ve thought that pneumonia 

would happen to Madison but it did. 

But if there’s one thing I know about Madi, it’s that she’s a 

fighter. Sometimes I feel like she has more fighting spirit than I 

do. She was never one to easily be put down by anything. She 

always fought through it and with fiery passion too. 

That’s what I might miss most. She’s so quiet and she never is. I 

miss her liveliness. Well, there’s a lot to miss but I know I won’t 

be waiting much longer. I just have a feeling she’ll wake up 

tomorrow. I can’t explain it. I just know that tomorrow, at 

some time, I’ll have Baby-Boo back. 

I felt like I heard it in the middle of praying. It was a quiet 

whisper but I felt like I heard something say “tomorrow” when I 

thought about Madi. Madison always said that those who are 

close to God can hear His voice. I’d normally write something 

like this off, but, I don’t want to this time. 

Instead, I feel like almost losing her has made me believe what 

she’s always telling me about. She was always so cheery when 
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it came to talking about the Lord. “God’s gonna keep us right” 

and “The Lord is always with you.” 

Damn. Being alone for so long, without the voice of Baby-Boo, 

I’ve realized that I want to be a man who’s righteous with God. 

Even when I was lost in the jungle of Vietnam, I never once did 

completely lose hope that God was with me. In fact, I called on 

him several times. 

He and Madi were the only two things that kept me sane. I 

kept thinking about Madison and when she wasn’t enough, I 

thought about God. 

Lord, I know you’re there. I’m trying, earnestly, to talk to you. I 

just want you to know that I’m sorry for not being devoted to 

you. I’ve been selfish and I’ve only been worried about myself. I 

haven’t been thankful for what I have and now I’m only 

realizing how close I was to losing everything. 

I’m not quite sure how to pray properly but I’m praying to you. 

I am genuinely asking you to forgive me for my wrong. I think 

that I was just too scared to admit that I needed you but I do. 

And I think I know why Madi loves you so much because you 

are always with her. 

I’d like to you always be with me too. Just help me, to where I 

need to be. Because I need you too. 
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Tuesday, September 1st 

God, I know it was you. It could only be you. Thank you. 

Oh I can’t believe it almost! I was asleep and then I heard this 

rustling in my sleep. I woke up and I looked over at Madison 

but she wasn’t moving. She still looked good though, even 

asleep. So I went to the restroom to pee. 

I was thinking about how early in the morning it was. The sun 

had only barely risen. I had a huge pain in my neck from 

sleeping wrong. But I flushed the toilet and went back to sit 

with Madison. 

As I sat down, I saw her move. I looked at her and she was still 

very quiet. I decided to give her a kiss on the cheek, as a way to 

say good morning. That’s one thing I missed too was rolling 

over and waking up with a kiss and a “good morning.” 

Then, as I pulled away, her eyes began to squint. I wasn’t sure I 

had seen what I saw. I blinked and looked at her again, and her 

eyes were still squinting. I got right beside her, and I whispered 

her name. She only kept squinting her eyes together. 

I kept whispering her name but still nothing. Then I said, “I’m 

right here Baby-Boo. I’m with you. Just open your eyes so you 

can see me.” 

She didn’t open her eyes. Instead, she just said all confused and 

disgruntled, “Yogi?” I said, “Yeah. It’s me darling.” Then she 

opened her eyes. 
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I was standing over her bed. She blinked and just kept blinking’. 

She asked me if she was dreaming and I said no. She blinked 

one last time and then, she said in a much livelier way, “Yogi?” 

I just kept looking at her. Then I started to cry. And she was 

crying too. 

We looked into each other’s eyes, for the first time in a long 

time, and we just stared, sobbing and all. I reached in to give 

her a kiss but I hesitated. I paused and then I gave her a hug 

instead and I just held her. She wasn’t hugging back as tightly 

but I just wouldn’t let her go. 

She whispered softly to me asking if I was really with her. I just 

said yes. I didn’t have many words to say because I could only 

think about the fact that God had given me my wife back. He 

had given me more than I deserved. 

I kept crying. I just couldn’t stop. I couldn’t stop holding her. I 

couldn’t have loved her more than in that moment when I 

knew I hadn’t lost her. 

But she sighed. I stopped and looked at her and knew she still 

had a ways to go before she was herself again. I laid her back 

down to rest and she closed her eyes. Now I can breathe easier. 

And when she wakes up all by herself, I’ll tell her about 

everything. 
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September 4th, 1970 

Dear Diary, 

I’m still crying just thinking about all that’s happened. I knew I 

was feeling real sick but Friday was too much to bear. I didn’t 

know how bad it would get but the Lord never gave up on me. 

He made sure I would be alright. 

And I never thought that I would be reunited with my Yogi Bear 

this way. It still feels like a dream but I know that it’s not. I’m 

still in the hospital and the pneumonia is almost gone but it 

hurts still. 

I still can’t believe that I’m here, in this bed. I still can’t believe 

that Curtis, my love, is here with me when only a week ago, I 

didn’t even know if he was really alive. I’m trying not to cry. 

I asked Curtis to go back to our apartment and bring me my 

diary. I couldn’t possibly avoid writing what’s happened down. 

I think that it’s still crazy that what happened to me happened. 

How I got to the hospital is even more unbelievable and the 

fact that I’m still alive is incredible. 

I remember, faintly, when I was asleep and hadn’t woken up, 

that I saw Momma. I knew that she had died from pneumonia 

but I didn’t know I might too. I think her soul came to visit me 

and she kept me at peace. She made me feel unafraid of what 

was happening. She just kept telling me that I would be alright 

in the end. 
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Lord, you’ve been so good to me. I just can’t thank you enough. 

And then I opened my eyes and Curtis is standing over me, 

crying. It’s rare when he cries but he was sobbing like a little 

boy. I thought that I was dreaming when I saw him the first 

time and we hugged. I couldn’t believe it and I wasn’t sure 

where I was. 

Then when I opened my eyes again on Wednesday, I knew that 

he was here with me. Curtis had made it back to me, as I knew 

he would. I had so many questions and I guess that I had 

known all along how bad he had it. I remember even when I 

had that dream that he died, he really had almost died. But he 

wasn’t dead and he’s here with me now. 

But now, I just want to get better. I want to go home and be 

with Yogi. I want to get back to the old me. But, unfortunately, 

Yogi and the doctors won’t let me leave. But Yogi hasn’t left my 

side either since I’m still here. I love him so much. 

Madison, you have to take it easy. One step at a time. You 

don’t want to rush this. While this was not the surprise I had 

anticipated, it’s a surprise I’ll never forget. And Yogi seems 

different somehow. Not sure why. I’m probably just happy to 

see him is all. I’m lucky to have him. 
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September 6th, 1970 

Dear Diary, 

I’m feeling much better today. I think things can only look up 

from here. I’m not sure how much longer I’ll have to stay in the 

hospital but I can wait. I’m treasuring so much of the time that 

Yogi has been spending with me. 

Speaking of Yogi, I don’t think I’m the only one who’s hurting 

inside. I know almost losing me was hard for him. I can see the 

pain in his eyes when the nurses come into my room. He tries 

to hide it but I know him. 

And the strangest thing happened last night. Yogi was sleeping 

last night in his chair and I was close to falling asleep myself. I 

think Yogi is trying to stay stronger than he normally is for my 

sake but he needs to cut back. 

But what was strange was what he started doing once he fell 

asleep. Not even five minutes in, he began shaking, as if he 

were terrified of something. He even started grabbing at his 

chest a bit like he was trying to take his shirt off. 

I know about the chest scars. I don’t know if he’s put the war to 

rest as much as he lets on. I don’t know exactly what happened 

out there but I know he went through a lot. He lost everything 

and almost died. He was the only survivor of his camp. And 

then he had to survive the jungle. 
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I don’t know how he got the scars that he has but I can tell they 

are painful reminders for him. I even saw him today while he 

was looking in the mirror. He pulled back his shirt and looked at 

his chest, and he looked so sad. He shuddered but I didn’t say 

anything. I didn’t want to ruin the little bit of peace we do have 

right now. 

Maybe I’ll talk about what really happened with him soon but I 

won’t push it. I can’t even imagine what really happened to 

him. My Curtis is a changed man and now he has weight to 

carry that I can’t help with. I don’t know how many of the Viet 

Cong he had to harm or kill. I don’t know how many times he’s 

faced death. I don’t know and I don’t want to know. 

I just want to make sure that he’s alright. It’s already bad 

enough that I’m a mess but I don’t need him to be as much of a 

mess as I am. One person at a time. 

What can a girl do? I know I sure owe him a lot once I get 

better. I don’t know what I’ll do to make it up to him but I’ll find 

some way. Curtis loved me even when he knew how broken 

inside I was and he was put together. I think it’s time I returned 

the favor as soon as I can. He’s broken. It’s my turn to help him 

heal. 
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September 9th, 1970 

Dear Diary, 

Tomorrow is the day. The doctors told me that my pneumonia 

is under enough control for me to be discharged tomorrow. I 

am so thankful that I’ve been taking it easy. Who knows how 

much longer I would’ve had to stay if I had pushed it? 

I haven’t been doing much moving because getting up and 

walking around takes all of my energy practically. I’m not 

helpless but I sure don’t feel myself completely yet. Still, I can’t 

really stand waiting around. 

After being asleep for so long, I just need to get up and move 

around. Curtis and I have been doing a lot of walking around 

the building. We haven’t strayed too far from my room. After 

all, the nurses have their eyes on me all of the time. 

We did manage to find time to do some dancing together. Yogi 

was thoughtful enough to have the nurses bring a radio into 

my room. He turned it on and switched it to a station with 

some slow music. He knows how much I like to dance and that 

made me smile. 

I didn’t have the energy to dance as I wanted to but he got 

around that. He pulled me out of bed and we did a bit of 

ballroom dancing around the room. I was just holding on to 

him really rather than dancing. My feet were following him but 

I think he knew that he’d have to stabilize me. 
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I felt so light being out of that bed and with him supporting my 

weight. I felt like a porcelain doll. I don’t particularly dance to 

slow music very much but this go around was mesmerizing. I 

know Curtis doesn’t do much dancing, as I got him into it, but 

he did it for me. 

I’m sure he just wanted to make me happy because I sure ain’t 

happy lying in bed all day. But while we were dancing, I 

couldn’t stop staring into his eyes. He looked at me with this 

softness, like I was supposed to be in a trance. 

I don’t know how long we were dancing together but it felt like 

a lifetime as we were spinning and stepping around the room. 

We hardly moved at all but I was lost in his embrace. I wonder 

what he was thinking about while I was staring at him. He 

didn’t say a word. He was just humming the tune of the music. 

When the song ended, he helped me back into bed and I just 

had to giggle to myself. It was like we were on one of our first 

dates again. 

I will say that being in this bed has made me a bit more patient 

with life. I’ve slowed down to appreciate what happens around 

me more. And I should do it more often but that’s a day by day 

deal. I’m just joyful that I will be home tomorrow, reunited with 

my husband. Thankfully. 
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September 10th, 1970 

Dear Diary, 

I was finally able to leave the hospital today. Curtis brought me 

back home but he decided not to drive the truck. No, instead he 

carried me all the way from the hospital to our home. I can’t 

believe him sometimes. 

I will say that although I looked helpless in his arms while he 

carried me, I couldn’t be mad at him the whole way home. He 

kept looking down at me and just telling me that he loved me. I 

think almost losing me made him love me more fiercely than 

ever before. 

But who am I to say that? When I saw him leaning over my 

hospital bed, I started to cry uncontrollably. I guess we were 

both big babies but I think we deserved to cry a little. I felt like I 

had been taken to heaven and that Yogi was there waiting for 

me. 

And I felt so joyful that I had him back in my life again. No 

more writing letters, no more waiting. It was just me and him, 

again. But even better, we were together, living and breathing. 

For most of the day, I’ve been in bed. I had only gotten up once 

to go to our back porch because I wanted to sit out there. You 

know, I asked Yogi to come out there with me and read to me 

while I lay in his arms. He didn’t hesitate of course. 



89 
 

We sat out there in the rocking chair, Chess joining us, and he 

read one of my favorites to me. It just all seemed magical as 

the sun was setting. I felt like our world, mine and Yogi’s, had 

been turned upside down while he was reading to me. 

We were finally back together but everything was different, 

and maybe in a weirdly better way than before. Before the war, 

Yogi might have done something like this only once in a while 

but it would be with a bit of a sigh. Before the war, he would 

make love to me and take me away from the pressures of life. 

Before the war, Yogi was how he always was. 

But now, after coming home from a war, and almost losing me, 

he is a different person. Hell, I’m a different person after 

almost losing him and passing on. We’re not the same. We’re 

better because of it all actually. 

I think he loves me much more than he did before. I think he 

takes pleasure in the little things more now, like reading to me 

while I’m sick. Even though we haven’t made love since coming 

home, I feel like he loves me more now than ever before. 

I love him more because I know what it’s like to not have him. I 

love him more now because I know he loves me more. I love 

him, unconditionally. <3 

We’re both still healing and I think time will tell what happens 

to us. Only time will tell. 
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September 18th, 1977 

Dear Diary, 

I can’t imagine how the years have changed us. Curtis is now 

thirty-two years old and me, well, I’m pushing twenty-eight. 

Seems like only yesterday when we were just getting married 

and moving into an apartment. But that was years ago. 

Ever since then we’ve just been building ourselves a life 

together. Through my sickness and Curtis’s trauma from the 

war, we’ve come to depend on one another. We have learned 

not to take each other for granted. 

And all I can think to myself is that our union seems match-

made in heaven. I still wonder to myself how I managed to 

grow past all of the pain to make it to this point, with this 

wonderful man of mine. I still keep coming back to the idea 

that it was all in the Lord’s plan. 

And I don’t think we’re doing too badly for ourselves in this 

house. We’ve been living in this house for about three years 

now and it’s become the perfect home. Amy is over more often 

than I’m willing to admit to Curtis. John and Curtis hog up the 

television on Sundays religiously to watch football. 

It’s a wonderful life which we’ve made out for ourselves. All of 

the hard work of working at the firm has paid off for me. I’m 

not a receptionist anymore and I can’t believe I used to be 

willing to settle for that kind of job. Being an editor for the 
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paper is much more rewarding because I get to speak my mind 

a little more than I used to. 

Curtis on the other hand is doing a wonderful job running 

Tim’s. Well, it’s called Curt’s now, named after Curtis. I’m glad 

that he never gave up on pursuing his dream of working on 

automobiles all day. It truly makes him happy in life and I don’t 

think he’ll ever get tired of it. 

He’s still being compensated by the military and the GI Bill so 

he’s even taken advantage of counseling for his trauma. 

Wouldn’t you believe it; he’s even taking a few college courses 

with that money! 

I’m so proud of all that he’s done. But I’m most proud of him 

for raising Will right so far. Our son, though he’s only five, 

seems to have a good head on his shoulders. I suppose all of 

the paddling must be helping too because that boy is a handful 

sometimes. He must’ve gotten both of our aggressive sides in 

the womb. Lord knows how hard it was to deliver that boy. 

But I don’t know if I could be made any happier in life. I think 

I’ve received everything that I’ve ever wanted and it’s all with 

him, my Yogi Bear. 

I don’t know where either of us would be without each other. 

But it won’t do me any good thinking like that, now will it? 

Well, hopefully Curtis put Will to bed. I can’t fall asleep without 

my other half beside me. <3 


