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        Alone Unarmed Unafraid
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The creature coming in the door,
Each morning in the dark,
Was one of us all dressed in black
His job to check the mark.

You see each day our aircraft left
When night became daytime,
It was the end of peaceful sleep
To fly just one more time.

If we were passed to sleep some more,
That meant we didn’t fly.
At least that day were safe from harm
Our death once more, deny.

Yes, fear is what you feel each day
But never to be shown.
The more you feel, the less you show.
The hidden truth unknown.

Survival vests are passed around
And filled with useful things.
To maybe help and maybe not
When bad guys break our wings.

And some like me, I guess because
I yearn for long ago.
My belt of black, my pistol there
To conquer any foe. 

Unlike our hero all in white
Our uniform is black.
But like the Ranger all alone
We never do look back.

Yes, fear is what you feel each day
But never to be shown.
The more you feel, the less you show.
The hidden truth unknown.

The tunnel hot and coffin like
Was where we climbed each day.
Our plane that crossed the river cold,
The Mekong showed the way.

We might return or we might stay,
The willing of our fate.
But if we do, the time is brief,
Tomorrow will not wait.

As Dorthy in the land of Oz, 
The West her witch abode.
Our upside down was North to us,
That’s where we found our code.

Our mission there to seek and find
The bad who lies in wait,
We heard their sounds, knew what they said,
And then we sealed their fate.

Back West some go - the lucky ones -
Back home to NKP.
Back home to sleep another night
Their nightmare soon to be.

Or will it be one of those days
When creature comes around,
And pass you up, your friends to choose,
And leave you on the ground.

No one I knew, at least I thought
Had ever feared to fly.
No one I knew, at least I thought
Had ever feared to die.

No one I knew, at least I thought
Had ever mentioned fear.
No one I knew, at least I thought
Had ever shed a tear.

I guess those words that echoed through
Our bedroom every night -
Those haunting words of flyers old
Will never pierce the light.

Those words of what you feel each day
But never to be shown.
The more you feel, the less you show.
The hidden truth unknown.

But, fear was what we felt each day
But never once addressed.
We had to hide it to survive,
Our courage to attest.

Our motto then Alone, Unarmed, 
And always Unafraid,
Was really just to hide the fear,
The daily cruel charade.
                                        Dennis Swartz
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