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THIS 1S TRUE.

I had a buddy in Vietnam. His name was Bob Kiley, but
everybody called him Rat.

A friend of his gets killed, so about a week later Rat sits
down and writes a letter to the guy’s sister. Rat tells her what
a great brother she had, how together the guy was, a number
one pal and comrade. A real soldier’s soldier, Rat says. Then
he tells a few stories to make the point, how her brother
would always volunteer for stuff nobody else would volun-
teer for in a million years, dangerous stuff, like doing recon
or going out on these really badass night patrols. Stainless
steel balls, Rat tells her. The guy was a little crazy, for sure,
but crazy in a good way, a real daredevil, because he liked
the challenge of it, he liked testing himself, just man against
gook. A great, great guy, Rat says.

Anyway, it’s a terrific letter, very personal and touching.
Rat almost bawls writing it. He gets all teary telling about
the good times they had together, how her brother made the
war seem almost fun, always raising hell and lighting up
villes and bringing smoke to bear every which way. A great
sense of humor, too. Like the time at this river when he went
fishing with a whole damn crate of hand grenades. Probably



