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TO THE READER,

All the stories in this book have been reported to be true incidents. I have changed the names (for privacy reasons) and sometimes the dates. But everything else is the same. Only the eye-witnesses know for sure that these things happened as reported or they did not happen exactly as reported.  As far as I know these are true stories.  I have not changed them at all except for changing the names. Enjoy your read.

Mark Dana

September 2025
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IN 1968 A PATROL OF U.S. Martines in Vietnam are startled when a green glowing woman in a long dress approaches them.
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STORY 1: The Emerald Sentinel
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The air in the Vietnamese jungle was a living, breathing entity, a suffocating embrace of heat and humidity that clung to Sergeant John "Hawk" Hawkins and his Marine squad. It was late 1968, a year etched in the memories of a generation, and the moon, a distant and indifferent observer, had abandoned them to a starless, impenetrable darkness. Every rustle of unseen creatures, every drip of moisture from the dense canopy, amplified the palpable tension that hummed through the patrol. Hawk, a man whose instincts had been honed to a razor's edge by countless patrols and close calls, felt the familiar prickle of danger crawl up his spine, a sixth sense that rarely failed him in this unforgiving landscape.

"Sarge," a hushed whisper, thick with an almost primal unease, broke the heavy silence. It was Private First Class Tommy Ruiz, the squad’s radioman, a young man from the sun-drenched streets of San Diego whose eyes, even in the profound gloom, seemed perpetually wide with a mixture of fear and a youthful, determined resolve. "You feel that? Like... like we're not alone. Like we're being watched by something... not quite human."

Hawk nodded slowly, his gaze sweeping the impenetrable wall of foliage that surrounded them, a living, breathing labyrinth of shadow and sound. "Yeah, Ruiz. I feel it. Every damn hair on my neck is standing at attention, like it's trying to get a better look at what's out there." He gripped his M16 tighter, the familiar, cold weight of the weapon a small, but vital, comfort against the vast and terrifying unknown. "Keep your eyes peeled, men. This sector's known for VC ambushes. And tonight... tonight feels different. Not just the VC. Something else."

Corporal Mike O’Connell, a burly, good-natured southerner from Alabama who usually had a booming laugh or a wry joke for every grim situation, was uncharacteristically silent. His brow was furrowed in intense concentration, his usual easygoing demeanor replaced by a grim determination. Even the usually unflappable Lance Corporal Chen, the squad's point man, a quiet man of Chinese descent whose movements were as fluid and silent as a jungle cat, moved with an almost imperceptible caution, his senses hyper-alert, his ears straining for the faintest anomaly in the symphony of the jungle night. The air, thick with the intoxicating scent of damp earth, decaying leaves, and the sweet, cloying aroma of exotic blossoms, seemed to hold its breath, anticipating something monumental.

They pushed deeper into the suffocating embrace of the jungle, each step a deliberate, cautious act, sinking slightly into the soft, muddy earth. The rhythmic slap of their boots on the hidden path was the only sound for what felt like an eternity, punctuated only by the occasional, sharp click of a safety being disengaged, a metallic counterpoint to the organic symphony of the night. Their path, barely more than a deer trail, twisted and turned, each bend concealing new layers of shadow and uncertainty. The canopy overhead was so dense that it blotted out all but the faintest hint of starlight, creating a subterranean world where visibility was measured in feet, not yards.

Suddenly, a faint, almost imperceptible glow flickered ahead, weaving through the dense undergrowth like a firefly caught in a spiderweb. It wasn't the harsh, artificial beam of a tactical flashlight, nor the explosive, fiery burst of a trip flare. This was a soft, ethereal light, like moonlight filtered through countless layers of silk, imbued with an otherworldly luminescence. It coalesced, slowly, impossibly, drawing their eyes, pulling their gaze from the immediate threats of the jungle floor. The light began to take on a form. The undeniable, breathtaking shape of a woman.

She stood there, perhaps fifty yards ahead, shimmering, her form translucent, yet undeniably present, radiating an inner light that seemed to pierce the oppressive gloom without dispelling it entirely. She wore a traditional Vietnamese áo dài, the flowing, silk-like fabric seeming to ripple and sway even though there was not the slightest breath of a breeze. Her hair, long, dark, and impossibly lustrous, framed a face that was strikingly beautiful, sculpted with an ancient grace, yet etched with a profound and heartbreaking sorrow that seemed to emanate from her very being. Her eyes, luminous and deep, like polished obsidian reflecting distant stars, fixed upon them with an urgent, unspoken message, a silent plea that transcended language.

"Holy mother of God," O'Connell breathed, his voice barely a whisper, a guttural sound of awe and disbelief. His rifle, usually held with unwavering steadiness, now shook almost imperceptibly in his calloused hands. "What in the... what IS that? Am I seeing things, Sarge?"

The spectral woman, her form radiating a gentle, cool light that seemed to soothe the agitated air around them, slowly raised a delicate, almost translucent hand. Her movements were imbued with an ancient grace, a fluidity that spoke of timelessness. With an elegant, almost sorrowful gesture, she pointed to the left path at the upcoming fork in the trail, a subtle but unmistakable directive.

"She’s pointing to the left path," O’Connell repeated, his voice laced with a tremor of awe and fear, his eyes locked on the shimmering figure. "She wants us to go left."

Hawk stared, mesmerized and deeply unsettled. His pragmatic soldier’s mind, trained to analyze, to rationalize, grappled frantically for a logical explanation. A hallucination induced by the gnawing fatigue that was a constant companion in the jungle? Some elaborate enemy psychological operation, a VC trick designed to sow confusion? But the sheer presence of the figure, the undeniable reality of the soft, radiant light, the profound sorrow in her eyes, defied any easy, earthly answer. This was beyond the realm of his experience, beyond the carefully constructed walls of his military training.

"Ain't no way that's real," he muttered, trying to convince himself as much as his men, his voice gruff, a desperate attempt to cling to the rational. But the woman's gaze, those deep, sorrowful eyes that seemed to hold the weight of centuries, held him captive, communicating an urgency that bypassed words, reaching him on a deeper, more primal level. It was a plea, a warning, a desperate, silent call for them to heed her guidance.

"Sarge, we gotta trust it," Ruiz urged, his voice hushed but firm, imbued with a newfound conviction. "I don't know what it is, but... she looks like she's trying to help us. Like she's showing us the way out of something bad."

0000

Chen, usually the stoic, analytical one, the man who rarely showed emotion, simply looked at Hawk, his eyes wide and unblinking, a silent testament to the profound impact of the apparition. Even he, the hardened scout, the man who had seen too much, seemed to believe in the reality of the spectral guide. The unspoken consensus among his men was clear: follow the ghost.

Hawk's internal struggle was intense, a silent battle raging within his mind. Every fiber of his being, every ounce of his rigorous military training, screamed against abandoning a pre-planned, meticulously scouted route for a spectral figure, a ghost story whispered in the humid night. Yet, the conviction in the woman’s eyes, the sheer impossibility of what they were witnessing, was undeniable, a force that chipped away at his skepticism. He thought of the times his instincts had saved them, the times he'd ignored them and paid a heavy price in blood and regret. This felt... different. Primal. Ancient. A profound connection to the very earth beneath their feet.

"Alright," Hawk finally said, his voice gruff, betraying none of the deep turmoil raging within him. "Left path it is. But stay sharp, men. Could still be a trap, could be anything. We don't take anything for granted in this damn jungle." He said the words, but even to his own ears, they sounded hollow. He didn't truly believe it was a trap, not really. The feeling emanating from the woman was one of protection, of ancient sorrow and benevolent guidance, not malice.

They took the left path, their hearts pounding a frantic rhythm against their ribs, a strange mix of lingering fear, profound awe, and an almost childlike wonder at the supernatural encounter. The spectral woman lingered for a moment, her light seeming to intensify as they committed to her silent guidance, a silent benediction upon their choice. Then, as swiftly and silently as she had appeared, she faded, dissolving back into the inky blackness of the jungle, leaving only the memory of her luminous presence and the lingering scent of something akin to jasmine and wet earth.

The rest of the night was a blur of heightened senses and whispered speculation. Every shadow seemed to hold a secret, every rustle of leaves a potential message. They walked for what felt like an eternity, the humid air pressing in on them, the silence broken only by the chirping of unseen insects and the distant, mournful cry of a night bird. Their minds replayed the spectral encounter, trying to make sense of the impossible, to fit it into their understanding of the world. They discussed it in hushed tones, the words themselves feeling inadequate to describe the ethereal beauty and profound mystery they had witnessed.

Hours later, as the first faint, grey light of dawn began to paint the eastern sky, washing the jungle in a muted palette of greens and greys, a distant, muffled explosion ripped through the air. Then another. And another. The distinct, terrifying sound of Claymore mines detonating, followed almost immediately by the frantic, staccato chatter of M16s and the heavier, more guttural thud of M60 machine guns. The sounds were unmistakable, horrific. And they were coming from their original intended path, the right path.

They froze, every man, every muscle locked in place, listening intently, a cold dread washing over them, chilling them far more effectively than the morning dew. Hawk pulled out his PRC-77 radio, his hands fumbling slightly, attempting to raise anyone in the vicinity, but the dense jungle canopy and the uneven terrain often played havoc with communications, turning the airwaves into a frustrating static-filled void.

It wasn't until later that morning, when they finally linked up with a recon team operating in the area, their faces grim and weary, that the full, crushing weight of their decision, and the spectral woman's intervention, crashed down upon them. The recon team had just returned from sweeping the sector, their uniforms torn and muddy, their expressions haunted.

"You wouldn't believe what we found, Sarge," Lieutenant Miller, the recon team leader, said, shaking his head slowly, his voice raspy with fatigue and horror. "The right path, about three clicks in... rigged to hell and back. Tripwires everywhere, Claymores facing outwards, booby traps under every other leaf. Looked like a kill zone, designed to wipe out an entire platoon, leave no survivors." He paused, taking a long, deep swig from his canteen, the water sloshing audibly. "Some poor bastards from Charlie Company hit it just before dawn. Nasty. Real nasty. Lost half their men, wounded the rest. It was a massacre."

O’Connell, wiping sweat from his brow with a grimy forearm, exchanged a wide-eyed, knowing glance with Ruiz, a silent communication passing between them. "That lady," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion, a tremor running through it. "That lady saved our hides, Sarge. She really did. She showed us the way."

Back at base camp, the news of Charlie Company's ambush spread like wildfire, a grim, sobering reminder of the jungle's unforgiving and often arbitrary nature. Hawk's squad, shaken but miraculously alive, debriefed their mission, meticulously detailing their revised route, but omitting, by unspoken agreement, the ghostly encounter. Who would believe them? It sounded like the ravings of men driven mad by the jungle. They knew what they had seen, and that was enough.

Later that day, however, as Ruiz was relaying the details of their revised route to the operations tent, a young Vietnamese interpreter named Linh Tran overheard snippets of their conversation. She was a quiet woman, her movements graceful, her eyes often filled with a profound sadness that seemed to mirror the deep scars of her war-torn country, but her English was impeccable, learned from an American missionary school before the conflict escalated.

"The right path was... dangerous?" she asked softly, approaching Ruiz, her voice a gentle murmur in the bustling tent.

He nodded, still a bit dazed from the night's harrowing events, the image of the shimmering woman still vivid in his mind. "Yeah, ma'am. Real bad. Good thing we took the left. Something told us to."

Linh's eyes, dark and knowing, drifted towards Hawk, who was now meticulously cleaning his M16, his movements precise and practiced. "Did you... did you see anything unusual out there, Marine?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper, her gaze intense, searching.

Ruiz hesitated, glancing at Hawk, who gave a subtle, almost imperceptible nod. "Well, ma'am," Ruiz began, lowering his voice, leaning in conspiratorially, "we saw... a lady. Like, a ghost. She was glowing, and she showed us the way."

A faint, knowing smile, filled with a deep, ancient understanding, touched Linh's lips, a flicker of light in her usually somber expression. "That’s the Lady of the Jungle," she said softly, her gaze distant, as if looking through time, through the layers of history that clung to this land. "She is called 'Bà Chúa Rừng' by my people, the Emerald Sentinel. Legend says she was a village elder, a wise and powerful woman, who died protecting her village years ago, during the brutal French colonial times. A terrible battle, a massacre. Her spirit, they say, remained, tethered to this land, to protect its innocent."

She paused, her eyes meeting Ruiz's, a profound connection passing between them. "They say she guides those who are lost, those who are pure of heart, those who listen to the whispers of the jungle. She guides them away from danger, away from harm. She protected her people in life, with fierce determination, and she continues to protect others in death, a silent guardian of the ancient pathways."

The squad never saw the Lady of the Jungle again. She was a fleeting apparition, a whisper in the wind, a silent, ethereal savior in the heart of a brutal, senseless war. But her presence, her silent act of guidance, her luminous warning, left an indelible mark on them all. It was a spiritual wound, a profound shift in their understanding of the world, a glimpse into something ancient and mystical that defied the cold, hard realities of combat.

Ruiz, ever the sensitive and introspective one, kept a small, makeshift shrine in his bunk, a personal altar to the unseen forces that had intervened on their behalf. A smooth, river-polished stone he’d found in a rare moment of peace by a jungle stream, a sprig of fragrant jasmine scavenged from a local village, and a small, faded photograph of his mother, her smile a beacon of warmth from a distant, safer world. Each night, before he succumbed to the restless, fitful sleep of a soldier, he would whisper his thanks into the humid air, his words carrying on the unseen currents of the jungle, hoping they would reach the Lady of the Jungle, wherever she may be. The memory of her sorrowful, urgent eyes, the cool, ethereal light she cast, and the life-saving guidance she offered, became a silent promise, a reminder that even in the heart of chaos, of brutality, and of despair, there could be grace, and even in the darkest night, a guiding light, an Emerald Sentinel watching over those who walked her ancient paths.

The experience profoundly changed each man in subtle, yet significant ways. Hawk, the hardened pragmatist, found himself looking at the jungle with new eyes, seeing not just threats, but also a mysterious, ancient life force that transcended human conflict. O'Connell, while still quick with a joke, carried a newfound reverence, a quiet respect for the unseen forces that shaped their world. Chen, always observant, seemed to listen even more intently to the jungle's whispers, his connection to the natural world deepened by the encounter. For Ruiz, it was a confirmation of a spiritual world he had always sensed, but never truly experienced.

The jungle, once just a dangerous enemy, had revealed a deeper, more mystical side. It was a place of death and destruction, yes, but also a place of ancient spirits, of protective energies, and of unexplained miracles. The Lady of the Jungle became their secret, a shared experience that bound them together more tightly than any shared combat experience. It was a story they would carry with them, untold to most, but deeply understood among themselves, a testament to the unexpected wonders that could emerge from the crucible of war. The Emerald Sentinel, forever watching, forever guiding, a silent guardian in the green heart of Vietnam.

[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


STORY 2: The Sky Shepherd
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The relentless thrum of the B-17’s engines had been a familiar lullaby for Captain Robert “Bobby” Callahan for two years, but tonight it was a ragged, desperate cough. The Sky Shepherd, once a proud metal bird, was now a wounded beast, limping through the icy European night. Its skin, a testament to countless raids, was now perforated by a thousand angry shrapnel wounds, each a gaping maw swallowing the warmth of the cabin. Their last run over Münster had been a hellish ballet of exploding flak and desperate evasive maneuvers.

Beside Bobby, Lieutenant Sam Wheeler, his co-pilot, cursed under his breath, his breath misting in the frigid air. “Fog, Bobby, just what we needed! Thick as pea soup and twice as blindin’!” Sam’s face, usually ruddy and cheerful, was a mask of strained worry, illuminated by the faint glow of the instrument panel.

“I see it, Sam,” Bobby replied, his voice a low rumble, focused on the shaking controls. His hands, calloused from years of gripping the yoke, were now clenching it with a white-knuckled desperation. The roar of the wind through the newly acquired holes in the fuselage was a banshee’s wail, a stark counterpoint to the struggling engines.

Behind them, the rest of the crew huddled in their positions, each man a silent prayer in the vast emptiness. Navigator Eddie Morse, a stoic man of maps and calculations, squinted at his illuminated charts, trying to pierce the impenetrable blanket of fog with logic. “My readings are... unstable, Captain. Visibility is zero, and we’re off course by... by a significant margin.” His usual precise tone was laced with an unfamiliar tremor.

Bombardier Frank Tully, always the joker, had no jokes left. He gripped the cold metal of his station, his eyes wide and scanning the oppressive grey beyond the plexiglass. “We’re not going to make it, are we?” he muttered, more to himself than to anyone else.

In the tail, isolated and vulnerable, Sergeant Joey Russo, the youngest of the crew, felt the biting cold seep into his bones. He constantly checked his twin .50 calibers, a futile gesture against the invisible enemy of the weather. He was too young to die in a tin can, he thought, too young to become just another name on a casualty list.

Suddenly, a voice, calm and clear, cut through the static in their headsets. It was a voice that seemed to defy the chaos, a voice that carried the weight of experience and the soothing assurance of command. “Adjust heading to two-seven-zero. Descend to five thousand feet.”

Sam practically jumped. “Who the hell was that? Tower? We’re still over enemy territory, aren’t we?”

Frank Tully, his voice sharp with suspicion, demanded, “Who are you? Identify yourself!”

But there was no answer, only the steady hum of the engines and the persistent, unidentifiable voice. “Maintain descent. Watch your airspeed, Callahan. You’re stalling.”

Bobby, despite his confusion, found himself instinctively obeying. The voice was so utterly confident, so perfectly attuned to the B-17’s struggling flight, that it felt more real, more trustworthy than their own instruments. “Sam, check the radio frequency. Is anyone else on this channel?”

Sam fiddled with the dials, his brow furrowed. “Nothing, Bobby. Just static. It’s like... it’s coming from nowhere.”

“Trust me, boys,” the voice continued, a hint of a smile in its tone, “you’ll make it home.”

And in that moment, something shifted. A wave of a strange, almost ethereal calm washed over the crew. Bobby’s grip on the controls, while still firm, eased slightly. He found himself following the precise, almost uncanny instructions with an unwavering faith.

“Banking now, ten degrees to starboard. Prepare for turbulence, you’re hitting a downdraft.” The Sky Shepherd lurched violently, just as the voice predicted, but Bobby was ready, correcting the descent with newfound grace.

Minutes stretched into an eternity, each instruction a lifeline in the swirling abyss of the fog. “Alright, Callahan, bring her in gently now. You’re clear for runway two-three. Watch your flare... that’s it. Hold it... hold it...”

And then, with a shudder and a squeal of tires, the B-17 Sky Shepherd, a battered ghost in the dawn, touched down with an impossibly smooth landing. The familiar English tarmac felt like a solid promise after hours of uncertainty. The engines sputtered and died, leaving an echoing silence in their wake, broken only by the ragged breaths of the crew.

For a long moment, no one moved. The silence was profound, weighted with the miracle they had just experienced. Then, as if a spell had been broken, Sam let out a whoop of triumph, his face now split in a wide grin, tears glistening in his eyes. “We made it! Bobby, we made it!”

The crew scrambled out of the plane, their legs shaky, their faces streaked with grime and relief. They practically ran towards the small, unassuming radio tower, their excitement bubbling over.

Inside, a young woman with a neatly pinned bun and a serious expression, Margaret Cole, looked up from her console, startled by the sudden influx of mud-splattered airmen. “Captains! Lieutenants! Are you all right? We’d lost all contact with you hours ago!”

Bobby, still buzzing with adrenaline, leaned over the counter. “Lost contact? We just had a full conversation with whoever was on your end! He guided us in, right through that fog!”

Margaret blinked, her brow furrowing in confusion. “Sir, with all due respect, your radio has been completely dead since you crossed the coast. We were preparing to mark you as missing.” She gestured to a technical report on her desk. “No transmissions came through on any frequency.”

The words hung in the air, heavy and chilling. Sam’s grin slowly faded, replaced by a look of dawning horror. Frank Tully’s boisterous demands for answers died on his lips.

Eddie Morse, who had been listening in silence, his face pale, finally whispered, “That voice... it sounded like Captain Hayes.”

A collective shiver ran through the group. Captain Michael Hayes. Their former pilot. A legend in the squadron, known for his calm under pressure and his uncanny ability to coax a damaged plane home. He had died six months earlier, crashing in the very same B-17 during a training exercise, the fog that day as thick and unforgiving as it had been tonight. They had named the plane the Sky Shepherd in his honor, a tribute to his protective nature, his unwavering care for his crew.

Joey Russo, his young face etched with a mixture of fear and wonder, remembered the stories. Hayes, always talking to his plane, treating it like a living thing. “He always said he’d never leave his boys,” Joey murmured, his voice barely audible.

Later that night, the small, smoky pub near the airfield was filled with the low hum of conversation and the clinking of glasses. The crew of the Sky Shepherd sat at their usual table, a round of ale before them. They weren't celebrating a successful bombing run, or even just surviving. They were toasting to a ghost.

Bobby raised his glass, his eyes distant, seeing not the flickering pub lights but the swirling fog and the steady, guiding hand of a presence beyond the veil. “To Captain Hayes,” he said, his voice thick with emotion. “He flew with us tonight. One last time.”

Sam, his initial skepticism replaced by a profound sense of awe, echoed, “To Hayes. Our Sky Shepherd.”
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