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    Advance Praise for Man to Man


    “In Man to Man, my dear friend and American hero, LTG William ‘Jerry’ Boykin, has clearly laid out God’s master plan for men and our crucial role in American culture. The future of our nation depends on reestablishing Godly manhood and this book is the strategy to get us there. Get it for yourself, the men with whom you keep company, and tell your church about it.”


    —Oliver L. North,

    bestselling author of The Rifleman


    “Young men aspire to it. Women admire them. A real man. We all understand that when men get it right, everyone wins—men, women, children. But when a man gets it wrong, everyone hurts. Badly. It’s not easy being a real man in a culture where the definition of masculinity is in a moral free fall. In a day of extremism surrounding gender issues, Man to Man offers a refreshing and respectful balance in pointing the way to real manhood. Every man needs a manly mentor to show him the path to real manhood. Jerry Boykin is such a man. His military resume over a lifetime in Special Operations speaks for itself—one tough hombre! There is more. In this book you will go beyond the warrior’s resume. You will pull the curtain back to find the warm, relational heart of a family man. Boykin gives valuable insight into five key elements of real manhood. We all need to take it to heart.”


    —Stu Weber, pastor and author


    “Man to Man is a timely book that cuts straight to the foundations of masculinity. This book is a practical guide to real masculinity and is full of personal accounts and war stories that make the author’s points while keeping the reader glued to the book.”


    —Honorable Ken Blackwell,

    former US Ambassador UN Human Rights Commission, former mayor of Cincinnati


    “Man to Man is a refreshing and timely look at masculinity at a time when men are confused as to how the term applies in their lives. With over thirty-six years in the U.S. Army, serving in the Green Berets, Rangers, and Delta Force, LTG(R) Boykin has served with real men and this book reflects what he has learned about what real masculinity is according to God’s design.”


    —Bishop Larry Jackson,

    Bethel Outreach International Church
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    FOREWORD



    Men who fear God, not people, can change the world! As a veteran of the Marine Corps, former law enforcement officer, and policy maker on the state and now national level for years, and as the president of Family Research Council, I can tell you with certainty America’s future will not be decided by what happens in Washington, D.C., or even in your state capitol—it will be decided by what happens in homes all across America, including yours. God-fearing men who love their wives, invest in their children, and embrace their role as the spiritual leaders of their homes can turn America around.


    Those are not just words. I believe that. So much so that it has become my life’s focus. I have never been more excited in my adult life, about the future of this country, than right now. Yes, there are many bad things happening in our culture; the challenges are almost indescribable. I never thought I would see some of the moral insanity I see today. Yet, I am also seeing good things, opportunities God has given to the church in this moment, that I never thought I would see. It is up to men, who know God, to become what He has designed us to be, so we can be used by Him, to change the world around us. Consequently, I believe the greatest need in America today is for men to stand courageous and fearlessly follow God, like the author of this book, Family Research Council Executive Vice President, General Jerry Boykin.


    General Boykin spent over thirty-six years in the United States Army. He is a man’s man. His last duty was at the Pentagon as the deputy undersecretary of defense for intelligence. He has played a role in almost every recent major American military operation over the last four decades, serving in Grenada, Somalia, and Iraq. From 1978–1993 he was assigned in various capacities to Delta Force. Not only was he a founding member of the Delta Force, he has also led Green Berets and other special operations units many times. Among his many successful operations was one in October of 1983—the beginning of the end of the Soviet Communist regime. A major at the time, General Boykin worked as an operations officer during Operation Urgent Fury in Grenada. During a dawn assault to free government officials, held by the Marxist People’s Revolutionary Army, he was shot in the arm with a fifty-caliber round, splitting his bone completely in two. He was told he would never use his arm again, but God had the final say and today you would never even know he was injured. His citations for valor are too numerous to list.


    God has had His hand on this man from start to finish and He is not finished with him yet. General Boykin is an author, an ordained minister, a professor, and a decorated war hero for which he has my most profound respect and admiration. His courage and commitment to the truth extend beyond the physical field of battle. He not only has been willing to lay down his life for his country, he has been willing to lay down his life for his Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ, and his reputation to serve Him. General Boykin will not shut up; he will not back up; he will not give up. He is a hero among heroes. He is the kind of man I want by my side in the spiritual war that is raging in America today. I believe as the apostle Paul relays to us, in the orders from our heavenly Commander In Chief, that we are to honor those who are deserving of honor. As this man has stood and continues to stand, I certainly honor him, I’m grateful for him, and I am honored to provide this forward and pleased to recommend his book, Man to Man.


    My prayer is you will fear God above all and fearlessly fulfil His plans and purposes for your life as a man. General Boykin’s book is filled with biblical and experiential wisdom to help, outlining five biblical roles and responsibilities of every God-honoring man. May you become the faithful provider, inspiring instructor, fearless defender, trustworthy mentor, and the godly chaplain God has called you to be in your family, church, and community.


    —Tony Perkins, president of Family Research Council

  


  
    INTRODUCTION



    Cecil—What a Man Is Supposed to Be



    Before you read on about men, godly masculinity, and what roles a man is meant to play, I want to introduce you to a man—a real man—who I knew very well. His name was Cecil.


    Growing up on a tobacco farm, Cecil was one of ten children. He had relatively little formal education. He was the youngest of the six boys in his family, so he stayed on the farm while four of his older brothers went off to fight during the Second World War. The only one of his brothers who did not enlist was the eldest. He had a family when the war started and was neither eligible for the draft nor acceptable for enlistment.


    Cecil was raised in a home that believed in America, family, and God, as core values. They were poor by today’s standards, but they always had food to eat and a roof over their heads. More importantly, they had each other, and their family was beloved by each of them.


    Cecil turned seventeen in April of 1943. Only a few days after his birthday, he slipped away from the farm one afternoon and caught a ride with a local farmer into town. The reason for this foray was to pay a visit to the local U.S. Navy recruiting office. The recruiter was most accommodating in getting Cecil signed up for a three-year hitch and a trip to the European Theater. Why? There was no real question—Cecil loved America and he loved his family. With four brothers already deployed, Cecil wanted to do his part as an American and as the family member of proud patriots.


    As the sun rose over the Normandy beaches on June 6th, 1944, Cecil was at the helm of a U.S. Navy LCVP landing craft (Higgins boat). He was delivering soldiers of the U.S. Army’s First Infantry Division—The Big Red One—as the long-anticipated invasion of the continent of Europe finally unfolded.


    As they approached the beach, Cecil and his fellow soldiers were in the line of sight of Nazi Germany’s beach defenses. Fire from small arms, heavy machine guns, mortars, and myriad artillery blasted out of the concrete emplacements and fighting positions of the German lines. Cecil was duly warned by his concerned mother not to volunteer for anything. Sadly, he failed to heed her warning on that historic day, and as a result he would be the only one of the brothers wounded in WWII.


    When Cecil awoke in the Portsmouth Naval Hospital in Virginia, he had only faint memories of the explosion that disabled his Higgins boat and killed or wounded several of the men. He was confused and a little delirious as he tried to recall all that happened over the past week, but most of it was shrouded in a fog of confusion with only short clips of reality coming back to him.


    Cecil knew he was hit by enemy fire and knocked unconscious. But something else was seriously wrong and he couldn’t yet determine exactly whether it was due to the sedatives he was given or not. Eventually, his attending physician entered the room with the bad news. Cecil was now blind in his left eye, and his sight would never return. It was the result of a direct hit on his boat by—what was most likely—a lucky shot with a German mortar round. Cecil would be given a medical discharge and deemed disabled by the Veterans Administration. Left with no other choice, Cecil accepted the discharge, and returned to his family’s tobacco farm.


    Two years after leaving the U.S. Navy, Cecil married his high school sweetheart and started a family. Since he hadn’t completed high school, his opportunities were limited. So, he reverted to the one thing he had some knowledge of: farming. But his heart was still in service to his country. He missed the Navy and felt a sense of loss not being able to contribute to something bigger than himself—something that allowed him to be proud of his work.


    Cecil wanted to serve in spite of his disability. It seemed impossible, but he wasn’t ready to give up hope of putting on the military uniform once more. Finally, in 1948, the U.S. Army opened its ranks to disabled veterans who could still function. Any enlistee who joined under this program had to agree to attend one of several universities to become qualified in a particular skillset—usually having to do with electronics and communications. Cecil was ecstatic upon hearing this news. But, could he qualify? Had enthusiasm been the deciding factor, Cecil was a sure bet to be a soldier, but his eyesight was still in question.


    The day of his entrance exam came quickly. Cecil experienced intense anxiety as he reported to the medical station, which was about forty miles from his hometown. He was about to face an exam that would, in his mind, determine his future and that of his family. His medical records told the doctors what they needed to know about his injuries from WWII; what was left to be determined was whether he could function adequately in the U.S. Army.


    Thankfully, the outcome of his physical exam that day was exactly what Cecil hoped for. He was declared physically acceptable to serve in the electronics field, after completing the necessary training and education. Cecil was beyond pleased; in fact, he was a bit giddy as he explained to his wife, the mother of his six-month-old child, they were headed for Fort Bliss, Texas, to attend classes at Texas Western University of Mines in El Paso.


    A week later Cecil raised his right hand for the second time in his life and swore to support and defend the U.S. Constitution. Cecil and his wife found a small apartment just outside Fort Bliss and Cecil became a college student—without ever having finished high school. All he wanted was opportunity and nothing more. Just opportunity. In 1948, the U.S. Army was giving him exactly that. He was determined to make the best of it because he loved America, just as he loved his family.


    In June 1950, the North Korean army leader, Kim II Sung, crossed the thirty-eighth parallel into South Korea, initiating what came to be known as the Korean War. America quickly entered the conflict by sending troops who were already stationed in Japan. Landing in the southern port of Pusan, the American task force was called Task Force Smith, named after their commander Lieutenant Colonel Charles Smith. Cecil was once again a member of a military at war. Serving his country was exactly what Cecil wanted to be doing, especially with his nation involved in a conflict that threatened America’s future, as well as her allies. Because, after all—besides loving his nation—he was convinced serving her was his responsibility.


    The Korean War did not end as Cecil hoped. It was not the clear-cut victory for the United States WWII was. This war ended in a cease-fire armistice with no capitulation on either side. Also, for Cecil, the war was not the same as his previous experience because he was not deployed to the battlefront. Much to his dismay, he remained at Fort Bliss.


    Nevertheless, service during the Korean War in any capacity qualified him as a Korean War era vet. After he completed his training at Fort Bliss, Cecil served the remainder of his enlistment. He then left the army to take a job with the U.S. Marine Corps as a civil servant. Once more, Cecil took an oath to serve, affirming his love for America and for his family. And the day would come in his life when he would also love God with all his heart.


    For the next thirty-two years, Cecil served the nation as a U.S. Marine Corps civil servant and traveled globally with the marines, including a tour in Vietnam, 1967–1968. The 1968 Tet Offensive of the North Vietnamese occurred while he was there. His base, Da Nang, was a primary target of the enemy. While Cecil was not excited about being shot at again, he was certainly proud to be there with the marines as they fought against the brutality and repression of the Ho Chi Minh regime.


    Eventually Cecil retired from civil service and decided to pursue his great passions: grandchildren, hunting, fishing, and baseball. But he never stopped loving America.


    When the flag passed by during a parade, Cecil saluted. When the national anthem was played at the Babe Ruth League baseball games, he stood and placed his hat over his heart. Cecil belonged to the American Legion so he could be around other veterans. He also coached baseball for the local American Legion post. He was a patriot who was unashamed of his deep love and respect for the nation he faithfully served. America gave him opportunity, which was all he’d ever really wanted.


    A “man’s man” would be a good description of Cecil. He was what his generation expected a man to be—a courageous leader who loved the outdoors and all it provided: hunting, fishing, and sports. He spent many hours teaching the skills of the outdoors to his children and grandchildren. Despite his blindness in one eye, Cecil was a crack shot who could put his buddies with two eyes to shame in the duck blind or the dove field. When it came to shooting a rifle, he was known as the “Rifleman” by his friends.


    Several years after Cecil’s children finished college and began their own careers and families, he brought home a twelve-year-old boy and announced to his wife that Shakeef would be living with them for a while. Cecil told his adult children to treat this boy like one of their brothers. As he did with his own sons, Cecil made Shakeef his constant companion, including trips to the movies, baseball games, and even to the regular breakfast meeting with his veteran buddies.


    It wasn’t long before Shakeef’s race came up with some of Cecil’s friends. Shakeef was black and the small southern town where Cecil lived still had a fair amount of racism within its society. Cecil had no intention of backing down from helping this boy who had no father in his home and needed an opportunity to succeed. Cecil’s response when the matter was raised was simply, “Mind your own damn business.” He was committed to the lad and determined to provide Shakeef with the same level of opportunity he had when he was that age.


    Cecil kept Shakeef for well over a year and helped him become a good baseball player with the best equipment Cecil could buy him. He loved the boy and had a deep passion for seeing him progress in life. As far as Cecil was concerned, a boy growing up without a father was about the worst thing that could happen to a young fellow like Shakeef. Here was an opportunity to make a difference in a boy’s life and Cecil didn’t hesitate to seize it.


    Regardless of his lack of formal education, Cecil was a man of great wisdom, courage, and commitment to the things he valued. At age sixty-five, Cecil made the most important commitment of his life when he acknowledged Jesus Christ as the Lord of his life. Interestingly, before he accepted Christ as his Savior, Cecil was a fairly avid reader of the Bible. Consequently, he knew Scripture and could quote much of it, although he didn’t have a solid understanding. Once he made the life-changing decision to follow Christ, Scripture took on new meaning and came alive for him. In fact, some would call Cecil a religious fanatic. It was as if he was trying to make up for all the time he wasted before deciding to follow Christ.


    In his last couple of years, before he went to be with the Lord, Cecil spent much of his time in a hospital room. After visiting Cecil’s room one day, the chaplain decided not to return. It turned out Cecil was trying to lead him to Christ. Cecil wanted to pray for the chaplain and was determined to help him find Jesus. The chaplain was having none of it and stopped visiting Cecil’s room.


    Cecil’s faith in God became the centerpiece of his life.


    Because of his great love for baseball, and his commitment to coaching the Babe Ruth League and the American Legion teams in his hometown, the people referred to him as “Mr. Baseball.” Before he died, Cecil was honored by local officials when the high school baseball field was named after him. Today, baseball fans watch the high school team play on the Gerald Cecil Boykin Baseball Field in New Bern, North Carolina.


    I know you probably saw that coming, but I enjoy telling my father’s story just the same.


    I grew up under the leadership and tutelage of a real man who taught me about respect for the flag, pride in being an American, and expecting only opportunity from this great nation. He was so proud of my brother and me because we chose to serve in the U.S. Army. My sister was married to an army officer as well, and my dad saw his dreams for his children fulfilled as we all served in some measure. It was important to him for us to carry on with the tradition of military service. I had no choice but to love America and to show that love by serving. If you were a male in the Boykin family and carried the family name, you were expected to serve. Two of my sons followed the tradition and joined the army. I am so proud of them.


    The point here is being a man is not about education level, physical strength, annual salary, or good looks. Rather, it is about character and demonstrated values. I was blessed to be raised by a real man who taught me a great deal about life. A man who set a great example and who invested in me with his time and energy.


    This book is not about Cecil, but I would not be writing it if it weren’t for him and the influence he had on my life.

  


  
    CHAPTER ONE



    Man as the Provider



    Being a great leader, provider, and protector is every man’s mission. It doesn’t matter how old you are, your vocation (single, married, priest, religious), or your career. If you’re a man on this planet, God calls you to be a strong leader, provider, and protector. It has been my experience that when men understand what it means, and embrace it as their mission, life becomes much easier. In any situation, they know what their job is.


    —Dr. Peter Kleponis, Those Catholic Men


    But if any man does not provide for his own, and especially for those of his household, he has denied the faith and is worse than an unbeliever


    —1 Timothy 5:8 (NKJV)


    As you’ve read, my father Cecil Boykin was a man who knew what was important in life. And as long as he lived, he remained true to his personal values.


    When his mother and father were no longer able to manage the farm Cecil grew up on, they were suddenly left with no place to live for their retirement.


    Although they had ten children, only one of them came up with a solution for their dilemma—that man was my father. Cecil was far from wealthy and didn’t have the option of taking money out of a savings account or cashing in some Wall Street investments. Instead, he used his disability pension to provide for his parents by building a small home for them, because Cecil’s family had always lived in rented homes.


    A couple of years after Cecil’s parents moved into the new home, his youngest sister, Faye, and her husband also moved in with their parents because Faye’s husband was disabled and bedridden. After both my grandparents died, my father sold that house to his nephew, Faye’s son, who also grew up there. Cecil sold the home for far less than what it was worth as a way of supporting his sister and her invalid husband.


    I find myself at times wondering how many of today’s generation would feel the way Cecil did or do what he did. I even wonder if I would have made that sacrifice in the same situation.


    There’s a biblical mandate for us, as fathers and sons, to take care of our families—including our extended families—and also to look after others as needs arise.


    Cecil’s habit of providing for others wasn’t limited to his immediate family. One day he got word his best friend had lost his home in a fire. At that time Cecil was struggling to pay his own bills. But that didn’t stop him: he cut corners and scraped together whatever he could. And he gave his friend all the cash he could find.


    I remember that day—as he handed the cash to his friend—because it looked like so much money to me at the time. I would guess it was no more than a hundred dollars in various denominations of bills, but to an eight-year-old it looked like a fortune. It left a powerful impression on me and just deepened my respect and admiration for him over the years.


    Throughout my life my father exhibited many examples for me to follow concerning the responsibility a man has to care for those he loves and for those who are in need.


    My father firmly believed it wasn’t the U.S. government’s responsibility to take care of his parents, his children, his friends, or his neighbors. In fact, in his view, it was his role as an American who loved his country to help provide for others as much as possible.


    All Cecil Boykin ever wanted from his American homeland was opportunity. Everything else would come from his own hard work, self-reliance, and, when necessary, generosity.


    What does being a “provider” have to do with me?


    Maybe you’re a little surprised the book you’re holding in your hands is suggesting—right off the bat—that a man is intended to be a Provider.


    You might be especially puzzled if you’re a young, single man. Right now, you don’t have a wife or children to worry about. Though you’re interested in learning more about being a godly man, providing for others may not seem like it’s something you need to know about.


    Or maybe you’re retired and you don’t think being a provider is your responsibility anymore.


    Or maybe you’ve been out of work for a while. You’re frustrated because you haven’t found a new job, and perhaps your wife is working and picking up the slack. Being a provider may not seem to be your job, but I contend it is. A man is meant to be a provider of much more than dollars and cents. And although eventually your wife and kids will be the primary beneficiaries of your provision, there are many other ways men can—and should—provide for others, even outside the family circle.


    And it bears repeating a man is called to provide far more than money.


    A man provides leadership.


    A man provides direction, caution, and advice to others.


    A man provides emotional and spiritual support.


    A man provides stability and order.


    A man provides companionship and good company.


    A man provides identity.


    A man provides an example.


    All these things require personal sacrifices of time, dedication, and effort. And from where does the strength and inspiration for that come?


    Or, in other words, what is worth living for, sacrificing for, and even dying for?


    I believe every man needs a transcendent cause. But where does that come from? Before we go on, I want to share a story with you. I hope it helps you understand what I mean by a transcendent cause.


    Mogadishu, Somalia and a transcendent cause


    In 1993 in Mogadishu, Somalia, I was the Delta Force commander during the events most commonly referred to as “Black Hawk Down.” Two Black Hawk helicopters were shot down in the city of five million people, where most of those people were starving refugees. Within thirty minutes of the first chopper being shot down, the second one was shot down.


    When the first chopper went down I sent every one of my soldiers who were already fighting in the city to rescue the crew and passengers of the first crash. I was left with few options when the second helo went down over a mile away from the first crash. I had to pull together a second rescue effort using those soldiers, sailors, and airmen who were left in the base—many of whom were not from the combat arms specialties (they were clerks, mechanics, communicators, and supply people). To their credit, every man was eager to be part of the effort to rescue their brothers at the second crash site.


    Two of the Delta Force snipers, Randy Shughart and Gary Gordon, watched the second Black Hawk go down from their position in another helo. The Black Hawk helicopter carrying Shughart and Gordon was being used as an airborne sniper platform. They radioed immediately to inform us the crew in the second crash was alive but injured and it appeared they could not get themselves out of their seats. They reported, “Their backs are probably broken. Put us in and we can get them out.”


    The answer was immediate. “We can’t send you in because we have nobody to support you with. You would be going into a hornet’s nest since everybody’s at the first crash site. It’ll take a while to get a force together to send in there to help you out. Stay above them and keep shooting—take out as many Somalis as you can.”


    They did. But they called back in less than thirty minutes and said, “There are too many Somalis coming in. You’ve got to put us on the ground!”


    The answer was “No” for the second time.


    The third time they called, they sounded both adamant and desperate, “We’re the only hope; put us in.”


    It was important to question their situational awareness regarding what was happening. Did they fully understand the risks? They reported that they were well aware of what they were going into since they were watching it unfold from their perch in the helo.


    “Yes, put us in.” They went in. And they fought valiantly, but both gave their lives to save one of their own.


    The lone survivor from the crash told us the incredible story of Randy and Gordy, which became the narrative for the recommendations of Medals of Honor for both men. Chief Warrant Officer Michael Durant, the pilot of the crashed bird, relayed the following story.


    The two snipers jumped to the ground from a lower hover of their Black Hawk and began firing on Somali militia as they fought their way into the crash site. Once at the crash site, Randy covered Gordy as Gordy helped the four crew members out of the crash. Once he had them out of the helo, he helped them find cover between the crash and a stone wall next to it.


    Task accomplished, Gordy moved around the helo to help Randy engage the Somali militia determined to get to the crash. Both snipers were putting out a pretty heavy volume of fire, according to Chief Durant, until Gordy came back around to his side of the helo and asked if there was more ammo in the crashed chopper. When Durant told him to look behind the co-pilot seat, Gordy retrieved the supply and returned to Durant with a fully loaded MP5 submachine gun, laid it on Durant’s chest, and said “good luck” before returning to the side where Randy was still engaging targets.


    Gordy tossed ammo to Randy, who reloaded and continued firing. Moments later, Durant heard Randy yell over to his teammate, “Gordy I’m hit.” His gun went silent quickly after he yelled to Gordy, and Mike Durant knew Randy Shughart was most likely dead. Only a few minutes passed before Gordy yelled in a feeble voice to Durant that he was also hit and soon it was obvious he, too, was dead. As the Somali militia swept over the crash site, they killed three of the four crew members, leaving only Chief Durant to tell the story.


    I had the honor of standing in the West Wing of the White House as the U.S. president presented the medals to the widows and families of those two incredible warriors.


    There is no question those two men knew they were putting their lives on the line by going into that chaotic scene. Their request was denied twice. Yet they still asked to go in. Why?


    The answer is because they had a transcendent cause.


    And what was that transcendent cause? In their case, it was part of the fifth stanza of the Ranger Creed: “Never shall I leave a fallen comrade to fall into the hands of the enemy.” Those two men lived and died by it.


    That promise to their fellow soldiers was their transcendent cause. Maybe we’d like to think it was the American flag or the U.S. Constitution or the oath they took to defend that Constitution. But, no, when you get to that level of combat, it’s all about the guy on your right and the guy on your left. And your transcendent cause is the commitment you’ve made to each other. It’s just part of who you are and what you do. You know he’s not going to fail you and leave you. And he knows the same about you.


    We fought an eighteen-hour battle that day. Most people don’t realize this, but we were fighting over two of our dead comrades—the pilot and co-pilot. And we took more casualties because we refused to leave them behind. We couldn’t get those two bodies extracted from that helicopter, and we were not going to leave the remains of our two men behind. We were fighting over dead bodies. But, to us, it didn’t matter. Alive or dead, they were our comrades and they were coming out with us. We knew they would have been there for us were the roles reversed.


    When Randy Shughart and Gary Gordon made that third request to go down into the street, they knew there wasn’t much chance they would come out alive. That’s a transcendent cause.


    And so was recovering the bodies of the others who died.


    The question for today is this—have we assessed our lives to determine who and what it is that’s worth living and dying for? One can be part of today’s “give me” generation or one can be part of “I’ll give to you.” Shughart and Gordon were givers—not takers. And they gave their lives. But they gave their lives because they had a transcendent cause. Their cause was—at the tactical level—the same for every warrior who’s ever been on the battlefield: the guy behind you, in front of you, and on your right and left.


    Risking everything to save a wingman


    There’s another related story, recorded in a book called Devotion, written by Adam Makos. It’s the story of a wealthy, elite Ivy League graduate, Lieutenant Tom Hudner Jr. In 1948, Hudner was commissioned in the U.S. Navy and became a naval aviator.


    Another naval aviator—a sharecropper’s son out of Hattiesburg, Mississippi, Ensign Jesse Brown, was determined to become the first black naval pilot to land on the deck of a ship—and he was.


    Then, in 1950, at the Chosin Reservoir, when the U.S. Marines were surrounded by three hundred thousand Chinese, the young, black aviator was shot down. And it turns out Jesse’s best friend was this Ivy League, polo-playing white boy, Tom, who was flying a second airplane as Jesse’s wingman.


    Jesse crashed after taking several hits from anti-aircraft weapons. He went down on the side of a mountain on frozen, snow-covered terrain. The book gives a vivid description of this scenario. Jesse Brown popped the canopy off the cockpit once he crashed, but try as he might, he could not get out of the plane. He was jammed in the airplane because of metal entrapping his legs. His situation was hopeless without outside assistance, someone who could chop or cut the metal around him.


    Lieutenant Tom Hudner Jr. saw what had happened. He had to make a decision and make it fast. He watched the whole thing and knew his buddy was down there trying to get out of his ruined plane. It was obvious Jesse couldn’t pull himself out. Tom’s decision had to be quick—he was going to run out of fuel soon. He either had to go back and refuel or try something more drastic. Tom knew to attempt to crash-land his own plane in order to help his best friend would be very risky, from many angles.


    First, his chance of being killed was pretty significant, either in the crash if the plane caught fire or from being stranded on the mountain in an almost artic environment where temperatures dropped as low as thirty degrees below zero. The second reason was less important to Tom but deliberately crashing his plane, even to save his wingman, was grounds for a court martial, which could result in time in prison.


    Tom quickly made the decision he had to make as a friend, and wingman. Hudner crash-landed his plane on the side of that mountain. He rushed over and tried to get Jesse out. But it was winter, and so cold he couldn’t break through the metal. He was unable to release his badly injured friend from the cockpit, and, before long, Jesse Brown died.


    Ultimately a U.S. Navy helicopter rescued Tom. Would he now have to defend himself before the courts? Would he do time? He failed to save Jesse Brown. What would happen now? Did Tom regret his decision; was it the right decision?
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