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“Let us strive to care for him who shall have borne
the battle, and for his widow and his orphan.”

—President Abraham Lincoln
Second Inaugural Address, March 4, 1865

This book is dedicated to the grandfather
I never knew, his comrades who serve to protect

our freedom, and the loved ones left behind.

And to Wayne.





Forty million veterans have served in the United 
States military since 1776.

Twenty-two million of them are still alive.
As high as a third of military veterans since the 

Vietnam War are believed at some point to experience 
post-traumatic stress disorder. Numbers are difficult to 
estimate because diagnosis and acceptance are still in 
relative infancy, but about half never seek treatment. 
Three hundred thousand cases of post-traumatic stress 
disorder are expected among the first 1.6 million 
Americans deployed to the Middle East in this century. 

Twenty-two veterans kill themselves each day and 
in 2012 more soldiers died by their own hand than 
in combat.



W H I S P E R  I N  T H E  R E E D S

“And let me say to the Vietnam veterans gathered  
here today: When you returned home, you brought  

solace to the loved ones of those who fell, but little solace  
was given to you. Some of your countrymen were unable to 

distinguish between our native distaste for war and the  
stainless patriotism of those who suffered its scars. But 

there’s been a rethinking there, too. And now we can say to 
you, and say as a nation: Thank you for your courage. Thank 

you for being patient with your countrymen. Thank you. 
Thank you for continuing to stand with us together.”

—President Ronald Reagan
Remarks at Dedication Ceremonies  

for the Vietnam Veterans Memorial Statue
November 11, 1984
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Sgt. John K. Fuller
366 AEMS DR. 43, Box 620 
APO San Francisco 96337 

Dear Sgt. Fuller,
The current year is 2008. However, I am mailing you 

this letter in hopes it will float back in time to 1968 to 
where you were then—Da Nang, Vietnam.

My name is Jennifer Fuller. You won’t know me for 
another two years, but I am your daughter. 

I know to another who may be reading this, it may 
seem unusual—yet I know you understand. I have been 
reading the letters you wrote to your wife, Rebecca, dur-
ing your tour in Vietnam and I am sad I only have a 
small portion of them. It seems you wrote her two to 
three times a day. 

This one I found especially sweet. I will always cher-
ish the timeless love story of my dear parents. The letters 
you wrote my mother have bridged a gap in my heart and 
have allowed me to understand a tiny piece of the place 
I came from. 

Honey,
I was sitting here missing the hell out of you so 

I just had to write. There should be a law against a 
woman who has a hold on a man like you have on 
me. I think of you every minute of the day, and the 
memory of your love tortures my old body all day 
long. On top of that, I won’t accept any substitutes 

Whisper in the Reeds



FOR THE SENDER: LOVE LETTERS FROM VIETNAM

18

for you. I came here and cut myself off, and only 
you can turn me on again. What I am trying to say 
to you is that I love you with all my body as well as 
my heart. (I am proud to say it too.) 

Darling, when you send me my trumpet, in-
clude some valve oil in it. I am anxious to get my 
horn, so please rush it along. By the time you get 
this, I will know about Hawaii for sure. I am going 
to call you on the 5th, give or take a day. What a 
great time we are going to have on my R&R. Me and 
you together for six days. 

Sweetie, I will close for now. By the way, I call 
you Rebecca (instead of Becky) because it’s your real 
name and I think it’s pretty. I love you and that 
name is music to my ears. 

I love you too much, Rebecca. 
John

I won’t tell you how it all ends, for you have an en-
tire life ahead of you. I can tell you this much: I turn out 
pretty good. You would be proud to know I have inherited 
many of your traits. Some of those traits I had no idea 
came from you until now. My passion came from you 
and it is something I will cherish from this day forward 
so long as I live. 

I also want you to know I have all of your musical 
instruments in the room I’m currently writing in (your 
trumpet, saxophone, bass guitar). I had no idea that you 
played in a band during your Vietnam tour. I know you 
hated it there and made the best you could out of things. 



19

Whisper in the Reeds

I never heard you talk about this part of your life and was 
never even curious about it until now.

You complain a lot about how hot it is there and how 
Charlie is always making you run to the bunkers for cover 
because of the incoming rockets. (I had to look up what 
Charlie means and you guys apparently call the Viet 
Cong “Charlie.”) Your son (or baby boy as you now call 
him) explained to me why you didn’t like talking about 
your tour there. Everything about war is brutal and you 
feel it is so unfair to be away from the one you love.

I can’t lie and say you didn’t make a lot of mistakes 
in your life after you returned home. The letters you wrote 
to Rebecca, however, were so loving and sweet, maybe a 
little too steamy for your daughter to read! I learned a lot 
about you and I know this to be the truth: You loved three 
things with all your heart, for all your life—Rebecca, your 
kid, and your music.

I won’t get into the details of what happened, but I 
want you to know that your wife stayed true to you. She 
never really loved another.

I was hoping too, that you could find a way, wherever 
you are, to write her one more letter. You know exactly 
what to say and she is still as pretty as you describe her 
in your letters. You have a beautiful way of writing and 
there is one big letter yet for her to read from you. I know 
you will find a way to get it to her.
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It won’t be long until you are with her again in Hawaii. 
Hang in there, soldier. This is what you have to look forward to: 

Jennifer
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Dear Jennifer,
I have the letters you sent to Vietnam a few 

months ago. I needed to let you know that your 
words found me, although I have always known 
your feelings. I am in a place now where I can feel 
your every heartbeat, hear your every joy and sor-
row, and see the beauties of your world through the 
dreams you broadcast in the deep of the night. I 
can’t really describe for you where I am, but I can 
tell you that you sense it all around you when your 
mind is still and connected to love.

I have sent you several more letters, which will 
arrive whenever you have questions and whenever 
you need me. They will find you when you are in 
your quietest moments, when you need to hear my 
voice, when you ask for them to appear.

I love you, 
Dad
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