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INTRODUCTION

Be silent or speak.

That was the choice facing many families that lost a son or daughter in the 
Vietnam War. Most felt forced to say little about their loved one’s service because of 
the seething civic anger over America’s involvement in the Asian conflict. 

“He shouldn’t have been over there,” one neighbor told a Gold Star Family at 
their son’s funeral. 

But he was, and he died, and he left behind family and friends that five  
decades later still feel the impact of that loss. Few of these Gold Star Families have 
ever even been asked about their experiences since the dreadful day they first 
learned the news that their son, brother, husband or boyfriend died. 

Some heard secondhand on the radio while driving home.

Some heard at work.

Some of the women had to stand in their own living room with two soldiers 
that refused to tell them the news; they would only deliver it to the man of  
the house.

But remaining silent about such a loss, about such an experience, comes with a 
price. In many instances, those that spoke the least wound up with the most personal 
problems—too much drinking, depression, and post-traumatic stress that impacted 
their ability to keep a job.

This Gold Star Project celebrates the healing power of storytelling. Six courageous 
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Gold Star Families agreed to share their tales of losing a loved one in Vietnam and 
then trying to somehow recover and move on. These essays and reflections are not 
about the men that died, but about those they left behind. 

Even profoundly sad stories can take an unexpected positive turn. 

Gold Star Mother Mary Kight tells a ccsu student about the loss of her son, 
Michael Kight, and the helicopter memorial on Route 68 in Prospect, Connecticut,  
that stands as tribute to his service and sacrifice. The student realizes she has passed 
that memorial dozens of times in her life, but this time on the way back from the 
interview, she stops. “I feel honored to know what it stands for,” ccsu student 
Katherine Wood writes. 

This journal offers a combination of student essays and co-authored reflections. 
In some of the pieces, a ccsu student worked with the Gold Star Family and edited 
a longer interview down into a more readable narrative told from the point-of-view 
of the family member or members. By combining the voices of so many generations, 
we’ve created a community on the page. 

Many of the Gold Star Families themselves remarked that one of the positive 
things they gained over the years was the Gold Star community.

“I have met some wonderful, wonderful people that I would have never known,” 
Mary Kight says.

Thanks to this Gold Star Project and the ccsu Veterans History Project, all of the 
eng 483 ccsu students can say the same.

Mary Collins
Associate Professor, Creative Writing
Central Connecticut State University
Project Editor, eng 483 Class Project
Spring 2014
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Remembering That Day:  
A Family’s Reflections of Their Fallen 

Soldier, Arthur “Artie” McLellan
Diane McLellan, Althea McLellan, and Karen McLellan with Lisa Costa

Artie’s Sister, Diane: 

I was playing hooky from high 
school the day I found out that Artie 
died. I knew my mom always came 
home for lunch at noon, so I ran upstairs 
and hid in my bedroom when I heard 
noise outside. A knock at the front door 
surprised me, but as long as it wasn’t  
my mother, I didn’t care who it was.  

That was until I saw two officials from 
the Marine Corps standing on the  
other side of the door asking if my 
mom was home. They asked me to take 
them to her when I told them she was 
at work, but wouldn’t say why. Mom 
knew the moment she saw their uni-
forms, and it was horrible having to see 
her get that information. It was a bitch 
day. A bitch day.

I didn’t even relate to the war, it 
was just that my brother was gone. Each  
day went by, and after awhile we just 
ignored it. Back then nobody talked 
about anything, especially my father. I 
could see that his heart weighed heavy, 
and we all went through our supposed 
mourning process but we never really 
talked. I would rather talk. I’d talk about 
these things forever because it helps 
with the healing.

I still miss my brother and think 
about him often. I think about the heart-
ache that my mom goes through and I 
pray that she’s okay. It’s devastating to 
lose a child. She shouldn’t have had to 
suffer like that. 

Artie’s Mother, Althea:

I was working that day when the 
officers came to tell me about Artie. The 
owner came and brought me in the 
office, and the minute that door opened 
and I saw who was standing there, I 
knew. I knew. For two or three days 

Mom knew the moment 
she saw their uniforms, and it 
was horrible having to see her 
get that information.
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Arthur C. McLellan 
Terryville
3/31/1968

before, I had 
premonitions 
that something 
was wrong but I 
couldn’t put my 
finger on it. And I 
never once thought of 
Artie because it could have been any 
one of my kids, and I never even once 
thought it would be him. But it was. 

After it happened, I stayed home 
for awhile before going back to work. 
Every time I got to the parking lot I 
couldn’t go inside the building. I had a 
relapse; it took a hold of me. I started 
going to the doctor because of bad 
anxiety attacks. Matter of fact, 
I really thought I was going to 
lose my mind. I even asked 
the doctor if I was going to go 
crazy or what was happening 
to me, and he said, “No. Not 
if we can help it you won’t go 
crazy.” He knew the situation. 
And so I’d go to him in the 
morning and he’d give me a 
shot or something like that, 
and before the day was over 
with I’d be back there again. It 
wasn’t strong enough or I 
couldn’t beat it. I had those 
anxiety attacks for years and 
years. I don’t know how many 
shots I got or how many times 
I went to the doctor during 
the week. I was in a daze. I 
moved. I functioned. But 
there was… It was just gone. 
Artie was gone. Eventually, I 
changed jobs because I 
couldn’t go back where I got 

the news 
from. I 

couldn’t go 
back there.

 Nobody talked 
about it. Back then it 

was a sin to talk about someone when 
they died, and you’d get whipped or 
[put] in a closet if you did. It was taboo. 
Nobody from the service came to talk to 
us about what had happened; we got 
his medals in the mail. I think it must 
have hurt a lot of the families of the 
boys who were hurt or killed in Vietnam 
that they weren’t presented those 
medals in person. They should have 

Nobody from the service 
came to talk to us about what 
had happened; we got his 
medals in the mail. 

Althea McLellan in her living room under a framed collage 
of Artie at different stages of his boyhood.

Remembering That Day: Arthur “Artie” McLellan



been given personally, hand to hand. 
But the soldiers were ignored. Even 
Artie’s father didn’t show that it affected 
him. Maybe I wouldn’t have had such a 
hard time if he had talked to me about 
things, but I felt like I had to carry it all 
by myself. I know I’m not the only 
person who has had to go through  
something like that, and everybody else 
felt it when they lost their sons. So many 
were lost. 

Artie’s Sister, Karen:

To this day, I can still remember it 
so clearly. It was early spring, one of the 
most beautiful days that we ever had. I 
was in middle school at the time and 
walked home the usual way that after- 
noon. I remember thinking to myself 
what a great day it was. As I got closer 
to the house, an empty feeling filled my 
heart. I don’t know why. I had no reason 
to feel that way, I just did. Coming up to 
the house I could tell by the cars in the 
driveway that both my mother and father 
were home, which was odd. When I 
walked inside they told me about Artie. I 

can’t even remember my reaction, but 
the day itself stands out so clearly in my 
mind. It was beautiful. The sunshine felt 
perfect. As a kid, everything seemed 
great. And then it was not so great.

The whole process took so long, 
and it was two weeks before Artie’s 
body came back. It was so long that by 
the time he finally got here it felt like it 
happened twice. His personal belong-
ings took even longer; it was a month or 
so for those. Just waiting and waiting 
and waiting. It became more real when 
his body got home but there was still no 
sense of closure. We weren’t allowed  
to have an open casket given the 
condition of the body, and I felt like 
there was no confirmation that he was 
gone. I wondered, “Is it really true? Is 
this happening? Is this really the way it 
is now?” 

We treaded on eggshells and it was 
like if we didn’t talk about it, it wasn’t 
real. I was always very cognizant of not 
making my mom more upset than what 
the situation had already created, 
though there were many times that I 
wanted to ask questions because I was 
so young. As I started getting older, I 
had even more questions. I avoided the 
subject to protect her, but it was prob-
ably wrong on my part. Maybe talking 
about it would have been better for her 
because it would have given her an 
opportunity to unload some stuff, too. 

All of us kids passed the cemetery 
he was buried in every day on our way 
to school. Mom didn’t want that for us 
because it would be a constant remind-
er, but she also knew Artie had wanted 
to come home. As a mother, she was 
trying to look out for what was left 
behind, who was still alive. But she 
couldn’t protect us from it. 

As a mother, she was trying 
to look out for what was left 
behind, who was still alive. But 
she couldn’t protect us from it. 

Remembering That Day: Arthur “Artie” McLellan

Misspelled
Kelly McSherry

When we arrive at Rosemary  
Reynolds’ home she is waiting at the 
door to greet us. She welcomes us 
into her neat living room and invites 
us to sit down. Rosemary settles in 
across from us, rocking and clasping 
her hands in her lap as we talk.

About 45 minutes into the interview 
our talk leads us to letters. Rosemary 
brings us a large binder overflowing with 
papers. We see photographs, news- 
paper clippings, letters; it is like a time 
capsule. I pick up a letter off the table, 
carefully, and begin to read the faded 
words: “The personal effects of your 
son, sp4 Rodney—”

I stop.

Her brother’s name was Ronald, 
wasn’t it?

I don’t know how to proceed. 
Hesitating, I ask Rosemary, “They called 
him Rodney?”

“No Ronald,” she answers matter-
of-fact. Pressing the issue makes me 
cringe, but I press further. “No, they 
called him Rodney.”

“What?” She leans over to glimpse 
at the letter, says, “Ha! Must be a typo,” 
then goes back to the other artifacts.

I continue reading the line. “The 
personal effects of your son, sp4 Rodney 
J. Sheemy—” Ughhh, why did I say any- 
thing? The thought of having to point 
out another typo leaves me with the  
taste of discomfort in my mouth. I 
swallow and say, “They spelled his last 
name wrong, too.”

The thought of having to 
point out another typo leaves 
me with the taste of discomfort 
in my mouth. 
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Personal Effects: a metal cup and a “Code of 
Conduct” pamphlet every soldier carried.

Ronald J. Sheehy 
Derby
12/27/1966



I hand Rosemary the letter; my dis-
comfort sits like a rock in my stomach. 
She takes her glasses and settles them 
on her nose.

The room is quiet.

“Oh yeah,” she pauses. 

“Well, they had 50,000 deaths,” she 
trails off. After a moment she puts the 
paper down. “I never noticed that before.”

Rosemary said they had 50,000 
deaths in that war. I discovered it was 
closer to 58,000 deaths. That means 
58,000 bodies to handle; 58,000 families 
to send letters to; the personal effects 
of 58,000 men to send home. But is the 
sheer vastness of the paperwork the 
military must process for each soldier  
an excuse to misspell both the first and 
last name of the soldier who died for  
his country?

What’s the excuse for Ronald being 
drafted without even knowing where 
Vietnam was? What excuse is there that 
he died after being In-Country 11 days?

There is no excuse.

There is no excuse that his girlfriend 
heard of his death on the radio while 
driving on Route 8 and almost crashed 
her car. There is no excuse for the 
officers who wouldn’t tell Ronald’s 
mother that her son had died. There is 
no excuse that David Sheehy died from 
friendly fire 11 days after his cousin when 
he should have been home with his 
grieving family.

Sitting in Rosemary’s living room, 
looking at the misspelled name, I have 
suddenly stepped over the line and 
opened up a story to the world that has 
been sitting quiet for 50 years, a story of 
miscommunication, of loss, of grief, of 
moving forward. 

A letter to Ronald Sheehy's parents from the U.S. Military Assistance Command, Vietnam (MACV)
acknowledging the death of their son and his sacrifice while serving in the United States Army.

Misspelled: Ronald Sheehy
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Friendly Fire
Frances McCann with Nikki Sambitsky

When you hear me talking about 
my son you are going to think that every-
thing he did was perfect. He wasn't a 
perfect teenager. He was as much of a 
devil as the one next to him. But, he had 
a heart for other people. He always 
looked out for somebody else.

My husband had passed away 
before Jimmy got killed, and I had to 
deal with it myself. When they had  
come and told me that Jimmy got killed, 
I was in St. Mary’s Hospital. The nurse 
came and she gave me a pill and she 
said, “Here, I want you to take this.”  
She had a strange look on her face. I 
didn’t question it. I did what she told 
me. Her eyes were like big saucers. She 
looked at me and I was lying in bed. I 
couldn’t walk. I had a herniated disk in 
my back. She walked out and in walked 
two Marines. I said, “Just tell me that 
he’s wounded.”

They said to me, “We can’t.” They 
said he was killed by friendly fire. I dealt 
with that for 30 years. Friendly fire. What 
happened to him? I remember that as 
though I am sitting here telling you 
today. To live for 30 years and know that 
he got killed by friendly fire, you know, 
what is it? You heard about it during 

World War II and what’s it all about? I 
kept trying to find out.

His body came back on March 11, 
which was my brother’s birthday. It was 
sealed in glass. He was all together in 
his blue uniform. You could see every- 
thing but the leg parts. You couldn’t see 
another mark on him. You could see it 
was him. The undertaker said he got hit 
behind his right ear. That’s what killed 
him. For years I wondered. I met a 
journalist, Laura Palmer. She was up at 
the New Britain Library giving a talk and 

Newspaper clipping with headline, “Pfc. James 
Carney Spends Furlough With Parents.”

James P. Carney, Jr. 
Naugatuck 
2/27/1969



I got nosy, so I 
went over and I 
wanted to meet 
her. I told her 
about Jimmy and 
she said, “I’ll find 
out.” She got in touch with somebody 
and they located this man, and he was 
the one who gave the story of what 
happened to Jimmy. There was a Marine 
who sent me a letter. He was from the 
state of Washington. 

But that fella [the other Marine] was 
with him. He was only 19 years old. He 
wrote me a story. He asked me if I knew 
anything about the gallon can ofpeaches. 
He proceeded to tell me. He said they 
were climbing a hill and Jimmy was 
lagging behind and they kept saying 
—they never called them by their first 
name, it was always their last name— 
they kept saying, “Carney, come on! 

Carney, come 
on!” And they 
got at the top 
of the hill and 
they all sat 

down. Jimmy 
opened up his pack and he had a gallon 
of peaches in it. They opened the can 
and everyone was having peaches. They 
said he must have bartered with some-
body to get the can.

They were climbing a hill, and the 
sun shone on Jimmy’s helmet and some- 
body fired and that’s when he got hit. It 
seems as though they were trying to get 
out of the rice paddies and get to the 
top of the hill. It was somebody from 
their own company. The fella, when he 
found out that he hit someone from his 
own company, he went berserk and they 
sent him home. They discharged him 
and from what I understand he got into 

 I wonder who he would 
marry, how many children he 
would have. Stuff like that after 
45 years.

Frances McCann rereads a letter signed, "Your Son, Jim," that includes the 
postscript:"May God Bless and take care of you all."

Friendly Fire: James Carney
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drugs and alcohol and he passed away. 

So there’s a lot of sadness. Knowing 
exactly what happened to him—it was a 
relief. It changed my life in a lot of ways. 
I often think of him and what he would 
be like today. It’s just a hard situation to 
put together. I wonder who he would 
marry, how many children he would 
have. Stuff like that after 45 years. I met 
a veteran in church two years ago and 
his birthday is in June and he did three 
tours in Vietnam. His birthday was about 
three days before Jimmy's. That man 
will be 71, and I think, oh my God, when 
I think of Jimmy, it’s, you know, you 
don’t forget it. You don’t forget it. 

Nobody knows what it’s like until 
you lose a child, whether it’s in an 
accident or in the war. It’s just something 
that you think about that it’s not going 
to happen to you.

I don’t know, like I say he was far 
from an angel. He did devilish things but 
there were a lot of good things that he 
did that you can’t pick up a rug and 
shove them under and just forget about. 
Those are the memories that I try to 
keep alive.

Friendly Fire: James Carney



Michael A. Kight
Waterbury 
5/19/1967
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Stop and think about the countless 
things you drive past on a daily basis. 
Whether there are buildings, trees, 
parks, you never actually take the time  
to acknowledge any of it, unless you’re 
physically looking for it. I remain stun-
ned when I realize how many years I 
drove past a monument dedicated  
to the son of my future Gold Star 
Mother interviewee.

Driving along Route 68 towards 
Prospect, Connecticut, the life-size 
helicopter memorial grabs any traveler’s 
attention for that split second, where it 
emerges in clear view through the 
windshield, then passes through the 
windows of the moving car; just another 
landmark during a drive through a 
typical small New England town. 

When I met Mary Kight, I learned 
about her firstborn son, Michael Aaron 
Kight, who was a helicopter pilot in 
Vietnam, killed in action on May 19, 1967. 
With the loss of her child, Mary turned 

out to be a remarkably strong woman. 
She emerged from the damage and 
ridicule and recognized her son as a true 
hero, one who died for something he 
was passionate about. 

“He didn’t want to just go into 
anything; he wanted to be a helicopter 
pilot. He always admired airplanes.” 
Mary now says that with pride, no longer 
feeling alone or afraid to speak freely 
about her deceased son to others. “Now 
we’re starting to be acknowledged and 
it makes us feel a little better.” Mary 
names the many groups she has joined, 
including the Gold Star Mothers and  
the Veterans of Foreign Wars [vfw]. By 
being a part of this group, Mary met  
a veteran named Leo Fortier. He suf-
fered from ptsd and heavily got into 
drugs and alcohol, questioning why he 
made it back alive from Vietnam while 
some of his friends didn’t.

“This young veteran from Vietnam 
felt like he came back for a purpose, like 
‘Why did I come back?’” Once he met 
Mary, he found his purpose. “He wanted 
to do something to remember.” Leo 
commissioned a helicopter memorial in 
Michael’s honor. “I think in doing that,  

Monumental Recognition 
Katherine Wood

With the loss of her 
child, Mary turned out to be 
a remarkably strong woman. 

Monumental Recognition: Michael Kight

it made him feel like he came back for 
a reason, and when people see the 
helicopter they remember, and that was 
his purpose.” 

Mary recalls the day of the dedica-
tion, November 3, 2002, in Prospect. 
During the dedication, she received 

medals in remembrance of Michael, 
including an air medal with a V for valor. 
The citation that goes along with this 
medal explains that Michael 
and his crew volunteered to go 
on a mission to rescue seven 
airmen who had gone down in 
enemy territory. The citation 
says, “Under heavy enemy fire 
and severe weather conditions 
it was a success.” Mary couldn’t 
be prouder of her son, and 
now, with the help of this 
helicopter, society can see him 
as a hero. “Whether you like it 
or not, Michael was my son and 
I’m proud of him. And I think 
[the helicopter] was mostly the 
turning point,” in terms of 
allowing herself to publicly 
show her pride for a son who 
died in a controversial war.

The helicopter no longer 
stands as just another landmark 
to overlook. I now recognized 
its existence and specifically 

drove to visit it. I felt a connection. I 
took the time to pull over and study it, 
now understanding its physical and 
metaphorical structure. I acknowledge 
it. I feel honored to know what it stands 
for. No longer will it just be another 
blurred image blending in among the 
trees as I drive along Route 68 towards 
Prospect. I can now announce out loud 
to either myself or to a fellow passen-
ger in the car: “I know the story behind 
that helicopter.”

Mary couldn’t be prouder of 
her son, and now, with the help 
of this helicopter, society can see 
him as a hero.

Photograph of Michael's framed medals, including the air 
medal with a V for valor (top left).
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ALFONS A. BANKOWSKI
JAMES H. BANNING JR
WILLIAM J. BANNON JR
SIDNEY E. BARBER
FRANK A. BARKER JR
TIMOTHY M. BARMMER 
ERIC M. BARNES
LEROY F. BARNES 
SILVINO F. BARREIROS
JOHN M. BATH
JAMES C. BATSON  
EARL J. BAUCHMANN
ERNEST J. BAYNES
ROBERT J. BEAMAN
WILLIAM A. BEARD
HEARNE W. BEAVER
GRIFFITH B. BEDWORTH
CALVIN BELTON
RICHARD C. BENICEWICZ
WALTER E. BENTLEY
PETER M. BENTSON
CHARLES L. BERGEVIN
WALLACE C. BERGSTROM JR
HENRY W. BERNARD JR  
ROBERT E. BERRY
MALCOLM C. BERRY  
DOUGLAS J. BEVERIDGE
RICHARD O. BICKFORD
EDWARD L. BIEBER
OSCAR BIEHL JR
DAVID R. BINGHAM
EDWARD J. BISHOP JR
ROBERT E. BITTNER JR
HARRY E. BLACK
THOMAS J. BLANCHARD
RAYMOND BLANCHETTE
ERIC G. BLANTIN
JOHNIE L. BLOUNT JR
GERALD L. BOURDEAU
THOMAS J. BOWE
GERALD D. BOYD
DONALD L. BRAMAN
JAMES A. BRANSON
PAUL J. BRAUN
CHARLES E. BRAY JR
STEPHEN J. BRENNAN
SAMUEL W. BREWER
ROBERT E. BRIDGES
RICHARD E. BROADHURST
WILLIAM F. BROOKS
RICHARD C. BROWN
ALEXANDER C. BROWN
JOSEPH O. BROWN
PAUL J. BRUNO

CREED L. BRYANT
WILLIAM F. BURDICK JR  
RAYMOND A. BURGESS
ROGER V. BURKE
DAVID M. BURKE JR
JAMES A. BURNS
ROBERT E. BUSH
CLIFFORD L. BYRD  
GORDON L. CABLES
PEDRO O. CANCEL  
MATTHEW M. CANFIELD JR
RICHARD P. CAPUTO
JOSEPH A. CARINCI
MICHAEL J. CARLEY
DAVID L. CARLSON
THOMAS E. CARNEGIE
JAMES P. CARNEY JR
REINALDO CARRASQUILLO-SOLTERO 
WILLIAM D. CARSON
D.C. CARTER
DAVID A. CASSIDY
RICHARD A. CASSIN
ROGER R. CAUTHERN
THOMAS J. CAVANAUGH
RICHARD E. CHABOT
MARK C. CHENIS  
THOMAS A. CHIALASTRI
MICHAEL L. CHMURA
ROBERT G. CHOQUETTE JR  
ANDREW D. CHOWKA
EDWARD J. CHRISTENSEN
ALBERT G. CHRISTY JR
STANLEY M. CIESIELSKI
RALPH S. CINOTTI
FREDERICK R. CLARK
GEORGE W. CLARK
JOHN K. CLARKE  
PETER M. CLEARY 
MICHAEL W. CLIFFORD
WILLIAM P. COHN JR
CURTIS D. COLLETTE
STEVEN E. COLLIER
RICHARD D. CONKLIN  
FERGUS F. CONNORS JR
RAYMOND F. CONTINO
ROBERT K. COOLEY
JOHN G. CORR  
RALPH P. COSTANZO
WILLIAM F. COVEY JR
JAMES E. CREAMER JR  
BRIAN J. CRONIN
CHRISTOPHER CRONKHITE  
ARTHUR A. CROSBY JR 
MARIO C. CRUGNOLA JR 
JOHN P. CULLINAN 
GEORGE C. CURRIE 
JACK H. CURRY 
JOHN G. CURTIN
KENNETH CUSHEN
JACK R. DA COSTA
JAMES A. DANIELS
FREDERICK W. DAUTEN JR
JOSEPH N. DAVI  
EDWIN P. DAVIS  
WILLIE C. DAVIS
NORMAN E. DAWSON JR
RICHARD N. DE ANGELIS  
JOHN T. DE BARBER 
JAMES A. DE CARLO
DAVID H. DE FORGE
WILLIAM J. DE ORIO JR
STEPHEN A. DE SANTIS
FRANK DEBERNARDO JR  
VICTOR DEL GRECO JR  
MICHAEL G. DEMORE
RICHARD G. DESILLIER
ANGEL L. DIAZ
ALAN L. DIEDRICKSEN
MICHAEL J. DINDA
MARK H. DIXON 

WILLIAM J. DOLAN
HENRY J. DONESKI  
RAYMOND P. DONNELLY
FRANCIS C. DONOHUE
THOMAS E. DONOVAN
ALDO A. DORIA  
EDWARD R. DORSEY  
NORMAN K. DOUD
MICHAEL J. DOUGAN
FRANCIS J. DOWD JR
JOHN F. DOYLE
JAMES R. DU FAULT
PETER P. DUBIEL 
EDWARD K. DUEL
PAUL M. DUMIN
RICHARD E. DUNN 
MERL T. DUNN JR
WILLIAM M. DUNNING 
ALLAN L. DUNNING JR
CLEMENT A. DUPUIS 
JOSEPH W. DURKIN JR
THOMAS D. DWYER
ROBERT K. DWYER
ISHMELL EADDY
EDMUND F. EDDY
THOMAS A. EDMOND
GEORGE F. EDWARDS
PAUL W. EDWARDS
ROBERT A. ELIA
DAVID B. EMOND
DARYL L. ENGLISH
RUSSELL L. EQUI
WILLIAM F. ERICSON II
JOHN E. ESTEN
PAUL E. FABRISI
JAMES FABRIZIO
RICHARD M. FACONDINI
ANIBAL FALCON
FREDERICK J. FALK JR
RUSSELL T. FANT
MICHAEL M. FARMER
ALLEN S. FARNHAM
GENE E. FECTEAU
WILLIAM C. FENTON JR
DONALD P. FERGUSON
PETER C. FERGUSON
WHITNEY T. FERGUSON III
RAY L. FERRY III
DAVID A. FIALKO JR
DREW FIEDLER
ALLAN P. FIRMNECK
CROSLEY J. FITTON JR
GEORGE R. FITZGERALD
DUNCAN H. FLEMING
RANDALL S. FLETCHER
JAMES G. FLYNN
GERALD H. FORGUE

DANIEL W. FOSTER
CLAUDIE FOWLER
MICHAEL J. FOY
RONALD L. FRANCE
JOSEPH D. FRANCOLINI
DOUGLAS P. FRASER
MICHAEL J. FRATTO
LEROY FRAZIER
DAVID M. FREEMAN
SAMUEL D. FREEMAN III
THOMAS W. FRITSCH
THOMAS A. FRITZER JR
FRANK R. FROST III
RENALD L. GAGNE
ALFRED J. GAIDIS
JOHN T. GALLAGHER
KENT E. GANDY
STEPHEN J. GEER
JOHN B. GEISEN JR

BROMLEY H. GERMAN
ANTHONY GIANELLI
MICHAEL GIDVILAS
RICHARD A. GILBREATH
RONALD A. GILLY
JOHN K. GOETT
CURTIS GOOD
LEON R. GOODALE JR
RONALD M. GOULET
ALBERT F. GRAHAM JR
EDWARD F. GRANDPRE
JOHN M. GRASSO JR
RICHARD P. GRAVELINE
JOHN A. GRAVIL
JAMES L. GREENE JR
FRANCISCO GREGORY
LAWRENCE H. GRILLO
JOSEPH J. GRILLO JR
GARY C. GRISWOLD
RAYMOND B. GUARINO
ANDRE R. GUILLET
JOHN E. GUROVICH
ARCHIE L. GUTHRIE
EDWARD J. HABUREY
EDWARD R. HANSEN
JOHNNIE R. HANSON 
EDWARD M. HARDWICK
ROOSEVELT HARDY JR
LENWOOD T. HARRELL
ROY E. HARRIS
GEORGE W. HARRIS
JOHN J. HEALEY JR
ROGER W. HEINZ
JAMES T. HENDRICKS
RICHARD D. HENSLEY
PETER D. HESFORD
DAVID K. HIGHT
THOMAS A. HILL
JONNY HINES
JOSEPH P. HOLLAND
ARNOLD E. HOLM JR
RAYMOND C. HOLMAN
RICHARD M. HOPE
ROBERT E. HOPKINS
FLOYD M. HORTON
ROBERT L. HOWARD
JOHN R. HUBBARD
PAUL A. HUGHES
RUSSELL P. HUNTER JR
JOHN J. ILLINGWORTH
BARRY JACKSON
CHARLES A. JACKSON
ROBERT M. JACOB
KURT K. JOBST JR
JOHN L. JOHNSON
EUGENE R. JOHNSON
PETER W. JOHNSON

RICHARD A. JOHNSON JR
GEORGE E. JONES JR
EDWARD J. JUREK II
RICHARD A. KASKE
ROBERT E. KASPER
JOHN J. KATONA JR
RICHARD W. KEITHLINE
TIMOTHY W. KELLER
BARNEY J. KELLY
CHARLES D. KERR
FRANK J. KIEWLEN JR
MICHAEL A. KIGHT 
PATRICK W. KING
DAVID M. KIRK
ROBERT J. KISER
ANTONINE G. KOCIPER
GEORGE C. KOSOVICH JR
DONALD J. KRAJEWSKI
CHARLES F. KUHLMANN
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GEORGE A. KURTYKA
WILLIAM F. LABRECQUE JR
ROLAND R. LAFOND
EDWARD D. LAMOREUX
JIMMY L. LANGSTON
KARL J. LAVALLEE
JOSEPH E. LAVIGNE
KENNETH A. LAVINE JR
CLARENCE R. LAVOIE
ROBERT E. LAYMAN JR
FRANCIS J. LE BLANC
DONALD C. LE BLOND
RICHARD D. LE MAY JR
JAMES S. LEONARD
IRWIN S. LERNER
GEORGE G. LESCARBEAU
ROBERT J. LESKA
ROLAND P. LEVESQUE
GERALD LEVY
GARY L. LEWIS  
MARK A. LILIENTHAL 
FRANK J. LILLEY  
WILLIAM J. LILLY
FRED A. LIND
RICHARD F. LINKS
GEORGE E. LONSDALE
JOSEPH M. LOUGHRAN JR
GEORGE A. LUBESKY JR
STEPHEN J. LUKASIEWSKI
JAMES H. MACDOUGAL
MICHAEL A. MACHIE
JOSEPH A. MACHOWSKI
PAUL J. MACIUSZEK
JOHN D. MALCOLM
JEFFERY R. MALONEY
CHARLES R. MANAREL 
JAMES E. MANN
JAMES H. MANNING
JOHN W. MANNING
EUGENE L. MANSELLE III
JOHN M. MANSFIELD
LIONEL L. MARCAURELE
WILLIAM L. MARCY
ELMO MARINELLI
CARL J. MARINO
WILLIAM A. MARKARIAN
JOHN MARKS
JERRY MARKUS
ROBERT G. MARX
HARRY MASSEY
WALTER F. MATIS JR
JAMES S. MCARTHUR
ALBERT MCCULLOUGH
TERRENCE M. MCDERMOTT
WALTER R. MCDONALD
CALVIN E. MCGILTON
ALEXANDER J. MCGLOTHLIN

FRANCIS J. MCGOULDRICK JR
WAYNE R. MCKENZIE
GERALD W. MCKINLEY 
ARTHUR C. MCLELLAN
TRUMAN J. MCMANUS
JAMES W. MCNEELY
ALAN W. MEDIATE
MARC J. MEEKER
WILLIAM M. MEGLIO JR
WILLIAM W. MEISEL JR
STEPHEN J. MELNICK
MICHAEL G. MENNONE
KEN E. MICLOSKEY 
ROBERT L. MIGLIERINA
KEITH A. MILLER
WILLIAM E. MILLER
WILLIAM B. MITCHELL
ROBERT W. MITCHELL
DAVID I. MIXTER

ROBERT L. MLYNARSKI
EDWARD J. MONAHAN JR
ALFRED J. MOODY 
JOHN V. MORASCINI
PETER G. MORIARTY
PATRICK O. MORIARTY
PAUL K. MOSER
JAMES F. MOTT
JACK E. MUISENER
ERIC P. MULLER
ISAIAH MULWEE JR
WALTER H. MYERS JR
FRANK G. NAVARRO
THOMAS M. NEAL
CHRISTOPHER J. NEALE
ROGER L. NEGER
ROBERT C. NELSON
HENRY J. NELSON
PHILIP F. NESTICO
ROY C. NEWSOME
WILLIAM B. NICKERSON
HAROLD R. NIELSEN
CRAIG R. NOBERT
ROBERT F. NOLAN
ROBERT L. NORTON
MICHAEL S. NYMAN
WILLIAM J. OAKLEY
CLYDE H. O'BRIEN
JOHN T. ORRICO
EDWARD L. OTT III
DONALD R. OUELLETTE
DAVID D. OUELLETTE
CARL E. PACKARD JR
EDWARD V. PALMENTA
DOUGLAS T. PALMER
JOHN J. PALMIERI
RICHARD E. PALOWSKI
JOSEPH J. PAPARELLO
MICHAEL B. PAQUIN
THOMAS E. PARKER
RALPH J. PARKER JR
CLIFFORD E. PARSONS JR
GEORGE J. PASCALE
JAMES J. PASTORE JR
WILLIAM R. PATIENCE JR
ELIAS B. PEALER JR
STEPHEN G. PECK
JOSEPH A. PECORA JR
JOHN P. PELLEGRINO
LAWRENCE J. PELLETIER
ROBERT L. PENDERGAST
GEORGE W. PEPE
THOMAS H. PERRY
STEPHEN T. PERRY
CHARLES B. PFAFFMANN
PAUL H. PHILLIPS
BERNARD L. PIERCE

WALTER PLATOSZ
CLAYTON PLOURDE
WILLIAM R. POLGLASE
JAMES H. POST JR
DOMINIC J. PREIRA JR
ALBERT M. PREVOST
ANTHONY A. PRICE
DWIGHT A. PRICE
ASHTON H. PRINDLE
DAVID A. PROVOST
KENNETH L. PUGH
LOUIS J. PURDY
WILTON S. PYLE
DAVID M. QUEY
JOHN H. RABER
FREDERICK M. RADER III
ROBERTO RAMOS
RONALD M. RANDALL
THEODORE P. RAYMOND

ROBERT B. READ
RICHARD J. REGAN
JOHN C. REITWIESNER
CHARLES B. REMER JR
LAWRENCE G. REMUTH
FRANKLIN M. RENSHAW
DONALD S. REPACI
RICHARD G. REPOLE
ROBERT A. RHUDA
RICHARD RICH
ROLAND A. RICHARD
CHARLES E. RICHARDS
THOMAS S. RICHARDS 
GARY C. RICHARDS
ROBERT C. RIGGS
EVERETT E. RINES
ANDRES RIVERA-RUIZ
WAYNE D. ROBBINS
GERALD J. ROBERTS JR
PIERCE I. ROBERTSON
HOWARD C. ROBINSON
HENRY M. ROBINSON JR
DAVID A. ROGERS
GERHARD M. ROLFS
ANTHONY J. ROMANIELLO
AARON L. ROSENSTREICH
RUSSELL J. ROTKO JR
CHARLES S. ROWLEY
GEOFFREY T. ROWSON
ALLEN J. ROY
RICHARD W. ROY
WILLIAM A. ROZZI
MICHAEL J. RYAN
ALDO E. RYDER
BRYAN A. RYE
JOHN W. RYON
DONALD R. SAEGAERT
JOHN F. SAMPT
JOEL A. SANDBERG
MELVIN H. SANDERS
ISAAC SAPP
HENRY M. SARMENTO
CHARLES E. SAUER
EARNEST R. SAUNDERS
BRADFORD P. SAWYER
MICHAEL J. SCANLON
ROBERT L. SCHEIDEL JR
JOHN L. SCHMECKER
JOHN R. SCHULTZ
LEON SEARS
ALTON B. SEBASTIAN
ROBERT C. SEDGWICK
RAMON A. SERVERA-BAEZ
ANGELO J. SFERRAZZA
GEORGE A. SHAVIES
THOMAS W. SHAY
DANIEL J. SHEA
JOHN F. SHEA
RONALD J. SHEEHY
DAVID L. SHEEHY
JEROLD J. SHELTON
JOHN B. SHERMAN
JOHN R. SHONECK
STEPHEN A. SHORTALL
LAWRENCE J. SILVER
SHELDON SILVERMAN
JAMES W. SINCERE
PETER E. SIPP
STEVEN G. SLACK
ALBERT P. SMERIGLIO
MICHAEL D. SMITH
ARTHUR A. SMITH 
ALAN I. SMITH
CLINTON A. SMITH
HOWARD B. SMITH
JAMES G. SMITH
DAVID P. SPEATH
NORMAN J. SPENARD
ANTHONY J. SPIRITO JR
WILLIAM L. ST JOHN

ROBERT F. STEVENS
GERALD H. STEWART
NORMAN R. STODDARD JR
RICHARD R. STOLARUN
JAMES C. STRANO
STEPHEN S. STRYCHARZ JR
JAY W. STULL
DONALD F. STURGEON
RAYMOND SUAREZ JR
FRANCIS J. SULLIVAN
NORMAN R. SURPRENANT
DAVID M. SWAN
WILLIAM J. TARSI
JOHN S. TAYLOR
DENNIS G. TAYLOR
IRVING B. TCHAKIRIDES
WALTER A. TERLECKI
RICHARD C. TESSMAN
GILBERT THIBEAULT
BRUCE M. THOMAS
ROBERT J. THOMPSON
PAUL THORIK JR
LARRY A. THORNE
BRIAN E. TIERNEY
THOMAS D. TIGHE
JEFFREY S. TIGNER
ROBERT A. TILLQUIST
THOMAS J. TINGLEY
JOHN F. TINO JR
PETER C. TOWNE
PETER L. TRIPP
THOMAS J. TYRELL
EDWARD M. TYSZKA
RICHARD E. URBAN
WILLIAM N. URSIN
MICHAEL J. VAGNONE
JAMES R. VAN CEDARFIELD
DANIEL VARELA
RAYMOND W. VAUGHAN JR
DAVID VAUTOUR
JUAN A. VELEZ
LAWRENCE G. VISCONTI
JOHN S. VOEGTLI
PHILIPP R. VOLLHARDT
WARREN D. VOUGHT JR
DONALD K. WALSH
FRANCIS A. WALSH JR
BRUCE B. WARNER
DONALD M. WAYMAN
JOHN H. WELCH III
WILLIAM E. WEST
NORMAN P. WESTWOOD JR
HENRY L. WHALEY
ROBERT J. WHITE
DOUGLAS E. WHITE
JOHN D. WHORFF
JUNIOR WILKERSON
STEPHEN D. WILKINSON
DONALD M. WILLEY
FRANKIE R. WILLIAMS
MALCOLM G. WILLIAMS
JAMES J. WILLIAMS
CHARLES J. WISNIEWSKI JR
JOHN B. WOBLE
RICHARD J. WOLCHESKI
LAWRENCE D. WOODS
JONATHAN P. WORKS
HERMAN W. WRIGHT JR
DOUGLAS W. YOUNG
JOHN F. YOUNG
WILLIAM J. ZABOROWSKI
JOSEPH P. ZALE
BERNARD A. ZAMBRANO
DONALD J. ZASTOWSKY



Moving Forward



His Brother Was Killed, Too?
Elizabeth Prusinowski with Lauren Remetta

I am not a very religious person.  

After the death of Stanley in the 
Vietnam War in 1970, I became more 
spiritual than anything else. His death 
was a surprise to me. I never thought  
he wasn’t coming home. We were both 
the youngest out of six children. I think 
our bond was strong because Stanley 
and I were the last two children living 
with my parents. When he was in 
Vietnam he would write to me often 
and he would ask me what the new 
top 10 albums were. Before he left for 
the war we were always hanging around 
each other. The pictures I look at today, 
with our arms wrapped lovingly around 
each other, these were not posed, that 
is just how close we were. I am lucky to 
have had that strong of a relationship 

with my brother.

I remember the day of his death. I 
was babysitting the neighbor’s kids with 
my best friend. Our backyard fences 
lined up to each other perfectly. I re-
member going to the fence and one of 
the little boys, I think Ronnie, said to me, 
“Uncle Skeezix dead.” My father nick-
named my brother after a cartoon 
character that had big ears and a lively 
personality. “Uncle Skeezix dead,” he 
repeated again to me. In shock, I could 
not believe what he was saying. I re-
member my mother handing me the 
letter that two soldiers had dropped off.  

“He wanted you to know first,” she 
said through tears.

The night before my brother’s 
death I had a dream that he passed 
away. I woke up in tears and forced 
myself to go back to sleep. “It was only 
a dream,” I repeated to myself. I never 
told anyone the next day about my 
nightmare. I did not want to upset my 

Stanley Ciesielski 
New Britain
6/12/1970

mother with just a dream. But I have 
always felt that he was killed on June 
11th, not the 12th.

After the day that the news of  
Stanley’s death was brought to my 
family, I found it difficult to go to school. 
My grades were half-decent, but my 
mother made me go back to take my 
history final. Kids would say, “Sorry 
about your brother” or “I heard what 
happened.” What do you say to some-
one who lost their brother in such a 
controversial war? I felt no comfort in 
school and after that day I decided to 
stay home and wait for my brother’s 
body to return to us from Vietnam.

We found out much later that  
Stanley was killed instantly by a 
Vietnamese sniper. Because of this, I 
embarrassingly harbored resentment 
towards Asian people for years, as I felt 
they were responsible for my brother’s 
death. In 1974, four years after Stanley  
was killed, I worked for State Farm 
Insurance out of Newington doing 
clerical work. I had worked there for a 
while when they brought in a new man 
named Kim; he was Vietnamese. I found 
it difficult to work with him. He always 
followed me around. He wanted me to 
train him. I did not know why. I did not 
even know this man.

One day after work I was outside 
smoking my cigarette waiting for my 
boyfriend to come pick me up when Kim 
came outside. As Kim lit his cigarette, I 
said to him, “You know, my brother was 
killed in the war four years ago.” Kim 
looked at me and said, “So was mine.”

I was baffled by his response. His 
brother was killed, too? I never even 
thought about the young men that  
died on the other side. They had 
families, they were brothers, and they 
were sons. The men on either side of 
the war were so young. They were all 
just boys. His answer to me completely 
changed my views. I was no longer mad 
at Vietnamese people. I realized then 
that it was not their fault. Both sides 
were in the war. I have never told 
anyone that story.

I am not a religious person. But that 
day I felt that God had brought that 
man into my life for a reason. He was  
kind, and we built a strong friendship 
after that day.

His Brother was Killed, Too?: Stanley Ciesielski
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A Skeezix pin Elizabeth found at 
a tag sale.

The night before my brother’s 
death I had a dream that he 
passed away.

Elizabeth pictured with a family photo album 
and Stanley's war memorabilia.



Aftershock
Alan Collette with Heidi Eilenberger

The Vietnam War started and they 
were drafting guys. I said to [my younger 
brother] Curtis, “Jesus, they’re gonna 
draft you, and they put you over there 
on the front line. You oughta join the 

Navy. There’s no Navy war over there.” 
So, he did. He wasn’t stationed in 
Vietnam. [He] became a loadmaster on a 
transport plane over in Moffat Field, 
[and] they would just fly in and out. It 
was a wonderful place to be stationed. 
They’d make numerous stops on the 
way—stopped at Turkey, stopped at 
Okinawa. It was a big adventure. 

It’s a shame ‘cause they’d be 
bringing back dead bodies, you know, 
and that’s sad. That’s really sad, but 
what are you gonna do?

He was on his last trip. The plane 
exploded in the air, and then when it hit 
the water it exploded again. That was it. 
He was just on the plane, bad timing, 
wrong place at the wrong time. That 

was his story right there. Nothing you 
can do, it’s just the way it works.  

We weren’t alone. There [were] 
other people getting killed. There 
were other people. It’s a war. That’s 
what happens.

When I was in the Marine Corps, I 
just thought those guys were all wrong 
and we were all right, and that’s the way 
it is. Then I read a book about Vietnam 
and what the hell it really was all about, 
and it changed my mind completely. 

The Vietnam Veterans, when they 
came home, were looked upon as, you 
know, it wasn’t an important war. They 
really got the short end of the shaft 
there. They really did. I know a little bit 

They’d make numerous 
stops on the way—stopped 
at Turkey, stopped at Okinawa. 
It was a big adventure. 

I know a little bit because 
I was in and I got out. You 
[were] a big shot when you 
came home. Not the Vietnam 
guys. The Vietnam guys were 
not looked upon that way.  
It was too bad. They had it 
pretty tough.

18 19

Curtis D. Collette
Windsor
6/17/1966

because I was in and I got out. You 
[were] a big shot when you came home. 
Not the Vietnam guys. The Vietnam 
guys were not looked upon that way. It 
was too bad. They had it pretty tough. 
They were drafted. You’re drafted, 
you’re gone. Say, “I don’t want to fight 
over there. I’ve got nothing against 
them.” Too bad, get over there. Once 
you’re there, you can’t do anything 
about it. Shoot or get shot. That’s what 
it is.

They never retrieved his body. He’s 
not really mia in our minds. There was 
no body to have a funeral or anything. 
We had a service at the church, but  
that was it. It was really kinda tough. 
There was no closure. [A] politician in 
town [tells] me they’re doing a lot of 
digging out there trying to find remains. 
They’re getting remains every now and 
then. I don’t see the point to it. It’s like 
being buried at sea. What the hell’s the 
point of the remains? To me, it don’t 
mean nothing. I hope they don’t find 
anything, really. 

That was just a long time ago. A 
long time ago that doesn’t have any 
bearing on today whatsoever. We have 
the prayer said for him every year. We 
have the mass said for our parents and 
him. We remember. 

We have the prayer said for him every year. We have 
the mass said for our parents and him. We remember. 

Aftershock: Curtis Collette

Details of the Gold Star Mothers Memorial 
located in the lobby of Waterbury City Hall.
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youngest sister, was babysitting at the 
time,” said Ted, “and Jenny, my other 
sister, was at work. When I came home 
from work that day and found out, I 

stormed out of the house and did not 
come back for a few hours, so distraught 
over the news.“ 

Silence fell over the house. For 
years, some of them fought to break the 
silence while others, especially their 
father, did all they could to sustain it. 
They all knew that only time could ease 
the pain.

Since then Monica and Ted have 
had three children. Monica says the 
young adults of the 1960s grew up so 

different from today’s generation. Ted 
agrees and encourages his daughters to 
make connections as they did when they 
met Carl Potter, Stanley’s friend during 
the Vietnam War. Carl found Stanley’s 
name on the wall, searched, and con-
tacted Ted’s family. He recounted how 
Stanley died and how he held Stanley in 
his arms during one of his last few 
moments of life. This story helped 
relieve Carl of some of the guilt from 
the war, as well as answered the ques-
tions Ted and his family had about 
Stanley’s death.

Ted is currently retired and spends 
his free time doing carpentry. He and his 
wife spend a lot of time with their 
children and grandchildren and tell them 
about their uncle and great uncle.  

“I will [always] talk about the Viet-
nam War because it is part of my history 
and my life, and it was a shame [we] had 
to lose our brother.”

Ted Ciesielski pictured with his brothers as children on left, and, then again, as 
young men before the war.

The Returning Brother: Stanley Ciesielski

Silence fell over the house.  
For years, some of them fought 
to break the silence while others, 
especially their father, did all 
they could to sustain it. 

The Returning Brother
Kira Holmes

During the Vietnam War, any night 
19-year-old Ted Ciesielski made it back 
to his bunk alive he celebrated with a 
drink, a joint, and music. A year later, 
when he finally got discharged, still 
standing and physically in one piece, 
he walked away from it all with just 
his shaving kit and the clothes on his  
back. Stateside there were no parades 
or smiles.

He found the nearest bar and tried 

to forget his In-Country life.

In between being discharged, trying 
to forget his past and gain control of his 

life, he found Monica and 
married her when he was 
21. In a few years he had a 
baby girl, Roxanne. Al-
though he had a great 
family growing up and  
had made one of his own, 
something was missing 
that was never going to be 
replaced—his brother 
Stanley who died in  
Vietnam on June 12, 1970. 
A week later, his brother’s 
body arrived in Connecti-
cut in a casket.

On a perfect weather 
day in June, two soldiers 
came to the door to deliv-
er the news. “Elizabeth, my 

In between being discharged, 
trying to forget his past and 
gain control of his life, he found 
Monica and married her when he 
was 21.

Stanley Ciesielski 
New Britain
6/12/1970

Ted and Monica in their home with sister, Elizabeth Prusinowski 
(pictured on left), and their dog, Pepper.
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A Private Grief
Brian Burghoff

 

It’s just like now. It’s happening now. Today, with Iraq and 
Afghanistan. There’s a lot of guys getting their legs blown off and 
arms blown off. It’s a terrible thing, really. It’s very private; most 
people don’t experience it. But there’s still a lot of guys there.

 And a lot of them are getting shot. 
         Alan Collette

It’s all very private.  

Alan Collette tells me over the 
phone that I’ll spot his house by the flag 
out front. Less than a week after St. 
Patrick’s Day, 2014, the Collette home 
flies the orange and green of the Irish. 
There is a four-leaf clover embroidered 
into the middle white. Next to the door 
inside the front porch, a polished wood-
en plaque bears the family name over an 
image of an armed soldier in dress blues 
against the stars and stripes. But there 
are no black ribbons, no bumper stickers 
plastered on the cars in the driveway, 
nothing that screams out to the world 
going by: “We lost someone we loved.”

Curtis Collette’s airplane went into 
Cam Ranh Bay on June 17, 1966. Alan, 

his brother, tells us, “They list him as mia 
because they never got his remains. But 
[he’s] not, really. We know where he 
went.” Witnesses had seen Curtis’s 
plane explode. 

He was on his last trip.

I don’t find Curtis in Alan’s firm 
handshake and words of welcome. I 
don’t find Curtis in the smiling face of 
Carol Pudvah, Alan and Curtis’s sister, 
who tells me how nice it is to finally 
meet me in person. I don’t find him in 
the warm glow of the polished wooden 
table we all sit around. There, Alan and 
Carol laugh as they tell us a story from 
their childhood.

Carol remembers the word “guts.”  

Curtis D. Collette
Windsor
6/17/1966

A Private Grief: Curtis Collette

“He used to get upset when we would 
say ‘guts,’” Carol says, grinning.

 “He put on a big act like it was  
really upsetting him,” Alan tells us.“He’d 
get all mad and run off and hide in the 
corner somewhere, and we found him 
over there laughing like hell.”

The back and forth, the smiles, the 
way the memories seem to come so 
easily and so painlessly. I almost expect 
Curtis to walk through the door, may- 
be carrying a plate of food or a bottle 
of wine, and ask what everyone’s laugh-
ing about. 

I ask Alan if he keeps any objects 
that hold special meaning.

“Nothing big,” Alan says. “He 
didn’t save anybody’s life or anything.”

He didn’t save anybody’s life or any-
thing. I find myself not believing that. 
And I find myself believing that, though 
he doesn’t admit it to us, Alan doesn’t 
believe it either.

Curtis was a Navy loadmaster. He 
flew into Vietnam with supplies. He 
wasn’t killed on the front lines while 
dragging fellow soldiers out of harm’s 
way. But I can’t help but see one of 
those soldiers lying wounded in the 

jungle. And I see that soldier being 
treated in the field with medical supplies 
that would not have been there if not 
for Curtis. And I see that soldier return-
ing home to his family instead of dying 
in a smoky clearing in Vietnam. 

Alan says Curtis’s death didn’t  
bring about any monumental changes 
in the family’s dynamic at the time. “He 
wasn’t living at home. He was away.” 
But the sheen over his eyes betrays his 
exterior stoicism. “There was no body to 

Curtis, returning from missions to Vietnam, would fly into 
Moffat Field in San Francisco, his cargo the bodies of the dead.  
I wonder to how many families Curtis personally brought some  
element of closure.

The Gold Star Mother Memorial Plaque: “[The 
Gold Star Mothers] understand that our Nation's 
Freedom is not to be taken for granted.”
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have a funeral or anything. It was really 
kind of tough. There was no closure 
there whatsoever.”

Curtis, returning from missions to 
Vietnam, would fly into Moffat Field in 
San Francisco, his cargo the bodies of 
the dead. I wonder to how many families 
Curtis personally brought some element 
of closure. I wonder how many families, 
reeling from grief, felt grateful that at 
least they had a body to bury.

I ask Alan and Carol if they still  

deal with that lack of closure. Alan says 
they don’t, that they weren’t alone. I 
think he’s going to tell me how they 
were comforted by outpourings of 
support. But instead: “There were other 
people getting killed. It’s a war. That’s 
what happens.”

I find the Collettes’ grief to be 
defined by humility. It is as though they 
don’t consider their grief to be their 
own, exclusively. Rather, they carry a 
share of the pain borne of some well-
spring belonging to every family who 

A Private Grief: Curtis Collette

It is as though they don't consider their grief to be their own, 
exclusively. Rather, they carry a share of the pain borne of some 
wellspring belonging to every family who lost someone in Vietnam...

The Gold Star Mothers Memorial at the top of the stairs in Waterbury's City Hall.
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lost someone in Vietnam, every soldier 
who lost part of himself there, every 
soldier and family touched by loss 150 
years ago, 100 years ago, 70 years ago, 
50 years ago, today.  

It’s happening now.  

Alan says he doesn’t think Curtis’s 
death has had any bearing on their lives 
as they are today. It’s been so long; they 
have moved on. But even there, in that 
movement, I find Curtis. He is there in 
their grief, but more significantly, he is 
there in their decision not to let their 
grief control their lives. He is there in 
their memories, clear as the crystal in 
the cabinet opposite the American flag 
hanging like a sentry, a symbol of their 
solemn patriotism, and he is there, too. 
He’s been there as the pain made  
room for joy, as the family made room 
for wives, husbands, and children. He 
is there in the spirit of his nephew, 
Alan’s son.

“I named my son after him,” Alan 
says. “So, we got another Curtis Col-
lette running around town. He’s got a 
couple of sons now himself.”

Curtis could be everywhere. It’s just 
that, from the outside, it is hard to tell.

It’s all very private.



Finding Comfort



Through the Fog
Rosemary Reynolds with Christina Boyne

I was home from school [for 
Christmas break]. We found out prob-
ably 10:00 in the morning. Three officers 
came to the house but they wouldn’t 
talk to me or my mother. My mother 
went through World War II. She knew 
what was happening, they just wouldn’t 
tell her.

I was mad ‘cause, you know, I said, 
“I’m 18, I’m no dummy!” But they in- 
sisted they had to talk to my father. I 
said, “If you go bother my father at 
work, he is going to be soooo mad!”  
We had to wait ‘til he came home.

[That day] was just a fog. My 
mother was in the back bedroom; she 
wouldn’t come out. She wasn’t crying or 
anything. I was waiting; I didn’t realize 
what was going on. 

[Ronnie] actually came back in the 
middle of the night on New Year’s Eve. 

When we went in the undertaker said to 
us, “I haven’t checked the casket yet. I’m 
not sure if it’s open.” If the body was 
pretty bad, unrecognizable, they sealed 
it. “There was no way,” he said, “you 
were going to open those caskets.” But 
[Ronnie’s] was open. It looked like he 
was sleeping.

He was my best friend. Growing up, 
we were only two years apart. We did 
everything together. In those days—my 
mother with the five kids, my father 
working—we were the gofers. 

She’d say, “Ronnie, take your sister, 
here’s the list.” She had it all written 
down. That’s what we did. We were  
the gofers. We were like twins. We  
could look at each other, and we didn’t 
have to say what we were thinking. We 
could tell.

[Nine days after Ronnie’s death,] I 
had gone back to school. I was only 18 
years old, not even thinking that any-
thing else could have gone wrong, and 
then [my house mother] told me my 
cousin passed away in Vietnam. The sad 
part about it was he shouldn’t have. He 
should have escorted my brother’s body 

I was mad ’cause, you know, 
I said, “I’m 18, I’m no dummy!” 
But they insisted they had to 
talk to my father. 
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Ronald J. Sheehy 
Derby
12/27/1966

home. So, off I go, [back] home.

Our house was not a happy place. 
[My parents] both got sick. Ron passed 
away in December; David passed away 
in January. I spent as much time at home 
as I could. My father worked at the same 
company for 42 years and he never 
missed a day—rain, snow, sleet, sickness. 

I looked at him, he was supposed to 
go in at three, and I said “Daddy, you’re 
not getting ready for work?”  

He said, “No, call me in. I’m sick.” 

First time, and that was in January. 
It was like a snowball rolling down 
the hill.

He came down with pneumonia. 

My mother had some surgeries.

My father broke his back. 

It was just one thing, after another, 
after another.

I had to stay home 
for a long time with mom 
and dad. I was so busy 
taking care of them. Just 
try to keep going, you 
know? They didn’t have 
grief counseling like they 
do now. Just try to be 
strong for them.

My husband and I 
went to the Vietnam Wall 
in Washington, D.C. You 
[could] hear people 

breathing it [was] so quiet. [Peter] 
passed away in February, 2013. He was 
in Vietnam, also, had to do thirteen 
months in Vietnam.

[Peter] had ptsd. It wasn’t too bad 
when he was younger and working, 
and we were raising the kids. We had a 
house, you know, there was always 
something to do. Always something to 
do. He didn’t really have time to think 
about it, until he retired.

He had to write down what happen-
ed in order to get certified for ptsd with 
the va. I typed it for him. [Peter] was an 
alcoholic. Because [of] the alcoholism, 
he used to shake a lot. Tried to drink it 
all away. But he was a good guy, kept 
the roof over our heads, food on the 
table. Everybody was well taken care of. 
He just—we say he had his demons.

I did. I tried. There were days when 
it…it was harder in the end.

Through the Fog: Ronald Sheehy

Rosemary Reynolds proudly explains her brother Ronnie's medals 
on display in his flag box.



Mothering Hope
Mary Kight with Evan Tingey

One of 
the reasons 
I joined the 
Gold Star 
Mothers was 
because when  
I lost Michael, I felt very 
alone. I had nobody to tell, “Michael was 
a helicopter pilot. He saved so many 
people. I am so proud of him.” I couldn’t 
do that. 

When I joined the Gold Star Moth-
ers, there were mothers from World War 
II and the Korean War and they knew 
how I felt. It didn’t matter what war, we 
still had that bond. They were such a big 
help and we try to do the same thing 
now with the new mothers [from Iraq 
and Afghanistan]. They know if they 
have a hard time  they can call one of us 
and we can tell them, “You’re always 
going to grieve for that one person, but 
you go on with your life.” 

I didn’t even know there was such a 
thing as a Gold Star Mother. Nobody 
ever said anything about them. I went to 
a vfw [Veterans of Foreign Wars] lun-
cheon one day and they said, “Well, 
you’re a Gold Star Mother” and I 
thought, maybe they thought I was a 

nice mother. 
They said, “You 
don’t know 
what a Gold 
Star Mother 
is?” I didn’t.

People didn’t really want to talk 
about it and I was afraid to mention it 
because I didn’t know what kind of 
response I would get from people. Some 
of them would say, “He shouldn’t have 
been there in the first place,” which was 
their opinion. In fact somebody told me 
that right at his wake. “He was a nice 
boy but he had no business being 
there.” That kind of hurt me. I was 
always afraid to say anything because I 
didn’t know what they were going to say 
back to me. Some people were really 
hurtful. I figured that was the way that it 
was supposed to be [that people didn’t 
talk about it].

But like I said, once I got with the 
Gold Star Mothers, I realized it didn’t 
just happen to me, it happened to other 
mothers and they knew how I felt, and  
I could open up to them. But still I held 
back when I was with other people. I just 
thought that I could be open with other 
mothers. It was hard to mention, but it 

In fact somebody told me that 
right at his wake. ‘He was a nice boy 
but he had no business being there.’ 
That kind of hurt me.
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Michael A. Kight
Waterbury 
5/19/1967

was a really bad war for people to under-
stand, so I would never say anything.

Now I’m proud to mention I’m a 
Gold Star Mother because people say, 
“Oh wow! Tell us about Michael,” or 
something like that, and it’s good to talk 
about him. I didn’t want to be where I 
didn’t want to talk about him because 
then it was like he didn’t exist. I was 
finally able to go to Gold Star Mothers 
meetings and I could tell them what  
Michael did, how he got an air medal 
with a V. The V stands for valor.

But I have to admit that I was very 
upset at first. I’m Catho-
lic and, at that time when 
Michael went overseas in 
February, we had a nine 
day novena. That means 
you go to church every 
night for nine nights. 
And of course my prayer 
was to keep Michael 
safe. And of course when 
I got the news, I felt 
really let down by God. I 
felt like, “I trusted you, 
and look what hap-
pened.” But I kept 
thinking that I saw these 
veterans who were really 
messed up and that 
maybe God had a 
reason, maybe it was for 

the best. Maybe not for me personally 
but for Michael.

I’ve met some wonderful, wonderful 
people that I would have never known. I 
went to a wake the other night, and 
somebody says to me, “Every time I talk 
about something everybody says, ‘Oh, I 
know Mary Kight.’” Everybody on the 
Veterans Memorial Committee, they 
look out for me, they’re so good to me. 
Same thing with the American Legion 
and the vfw. And I really have some 
wonderful friends I would have never, 
ever had. It keeps me busy, like when I 
wake up in the morning I think what am I 
going to do today? I feel like for 84 
years old I’m in good health. I don’t 
know what would happen if I got up in 
the morning and had nothing to look 
forward to, except maybe television.

Mothering Hope: Michael Kight

Mary Kight's granddaughter, who was born shortly after Michael 
passed away, has been a huge source of comfort and healing for 
Mary. Note the “Gold Star Mothers” quilt in the background.

I didn't want to be where I 
didn't want to talk about him 
because then it was like he 
didn't exist.



Memory Box
Melissa Flanagan

Frances McCann’s son, James  
Patrick Carney, was killed in action 
during the Vietnam War in 1969. Photo-
graphs, cherished objects and letters 
transform a portion of her small apart-
ment into a Memory Box of sorts for her 
son; the first thing visitors see when they 
move through her front door is an Amer-
ican flag hanging next to a Gold Star.

Several photographs of Jimmy line 
the walls and the tops of bookshelves.

“That was his high school picture. I 
[also] have his yearbook that says what 
he did.”

A framed black and white photo-
graph hangs directly over the center of 
her kitchen table.

“I look at his pictures. There he was 
at his Communion. If you notice he’s got 
his hand around my back and on my 
shoulder. His father is holding his sister 
and I’m holding the baby.”

Above the family photo is a framed 
envelope with “James Patrick Carney 
Jr.”shaded in pencil given to her by her 
grandson, who visited the Vietnam 
Monument in Washington, D.C.

“To see his name on 
the wall…and this was 
done by another family 
member who went to 
Washington.”

Frances has more 
than just photographs to 
look at and remember 
her son by every day. A 
small, hand-made, 
wooden bookshelf holds 
small trinkets on one of 
her living room walls.

“When he was in James Carney's Flag Box leans in front of the television next to 
one of Frances's many frames full of recent family images.
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James P. Carney, Jr. 
Naugatuck 
2/27/1969

high school he made that bookshelf. He 
made his sister a headboard for her bed, 
a bookcase headboard.”

Along with the bookshelf, dozens of 
wooden crosses sporadically place re- 
mind Frances of when Jimmy was young.

“He went to Catholic school, [and] 
he was an altar boy; there’s that up 
there, and there’s one behind there, 
there’s one over there, there’s one on 
the mirror in the bathroom.”

On her bed sits a teddy bear dress-
ed in a Marine uniform that she received 
as a gift from a family member; on her 
couch lies a blanket with the Marine 
Corps symbol.

Frances also received a collage 
dedicated to Jimmy that she fastened to 
the outside of her bathroom door.

“That was done by Cheshire High 
School and I didn’t know they were 
doing it. I went to the Wall and they 
gave me that.”

Although they are not easily visible, 
Frances keeps two large binders stuffed 
full of letters, photographs, articles, and 
documentation.

“I have two loose leaf binders that 
[are] all about him. This book and I have 
another one over there, too. This is all 
his papers.” 

In the same binders, the letter 
Frances wrote to journalist Laura Palmer 
(and her reply letter) asking for informa-
tion about how Jimmy died sit in the 

page protectors she keeps every- 
thing in.

Sitting directly next to a photo-
graph of Jimmy is a photo of the Marine 
who explained what happened to him 
and what friendly fire meant. Frances 
keeps his letter in her binder as a way of 
finally being able to understand what 
everything meant.

 “That fella that’s in the Marine 
uniform there—the dark one—he  
sent  me a letter and he was the  
one who gave me the story of what 
actually happened.”

An obvious reminder of Jimmy’s 
service is his Flag Box, which Frances 
leans in front of her television.

The one thing Frances continues to 
hold onto as an every day reminder is 
the ring she wears on her left hand.

“[Jimmy] bought me this ring with 
his money that he got [at] 16 years old.”

Memory Box: James Carney

Frances McCann proudly wears the ring her son, 
James, gave her when he was 16 years old.



 

• Amazing Vietnam-era aircraft and vehicle displays
• Helicopter rides in the famous UH-1D “Huey“
• Dynamic speakers
• “Flybys” and  open cockpit tours manned by Vietnam

veterans
• Hands-on demonstrations
• A highlight of each day will be the “Rescue at Dawn,“ a

one-of-a-kind, Army combat aerial re-enactment 
demonstrating the rescue of a downed  pilot by the 
“Sky Soldiers.” Sure to be popular will be the “Veterans’ 
Gathering” tent for veterans to reunite and reconnect!

• There will also be programs and exhibits specifically
designed to remember those who gave the “last full 
measure of devotion.” 

The Vietnam 50th is sponsored by the ccsu Veterans History Project 
Vietnam War Commemoration Committee. Collaborating partners are 
New England Air Museum, the Connecticut National Guard, Bradley 
International Airport, the Connecticut Department of Veterans' Affairs, 
and the Association of the United States Army (ausa). 

This historic event is designed to honor, thank and recognize our 
Vietnam veterans, to honor and thank our Gold Star families and 
recognize their sacrifice, and to help educate the next generation of 
Americans who were not alive at the time of the Vietnam War.  

Date: July 10–12, 2015
Place: Connecticut Air Guard Base, East Granby, CT and

New England Air Museum, Windsor Locks, CT

For more information and daily schedules visit www.ccsu.edu/vhp.

We cordially invite  
all Vietnam veterans and Gold Star families 

to come help commemorate the 
50th anniversary of the Vietnam War.

Many special events are planned for the vietnaM 50th weekend

Thank you to printer





For more information on the Veterans History Project 
contact Eileen Hurst, Director of the ccsu Veterans 
History Project at hursteim@ccsu.edu.


