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The Bullet that Saved Me 
by Dennis Herrick 

 

WHEN I OPEN my medicine cabinet 

door, there it is, beside my toothbrush in 

my fancy bathroom with its tile floor, hot 

tub, and two sinks. It’s a bullet from a 

North Vietnamese AK-47 assault rifle. It 

stands on a shelf, its copper-coated lead 

point emerging from a casing of tarnished 

brass. Unrealized death. 

That bullet was my talisman once, a 

charm to protect me from the enemy I 

hated and dreaded. I personified them all 

as one man named Nhu.  

I don’t think of myself as elderly, 

though I guess I am, with a paunch, 

balding head, and full retirement. But I 

can still see that scared kid in my 

bathroom mirror. I can still remember 

what it was like for him then, at the merciless whim of politicians and generals. The 

Vietnam War made it a dangerous time to be a young man in America who couldn't 

afford college. Right after high school, the draft board threw me into the Army, and the 

Army sent me to Vietnam. 

I left for war with the same attitude just about all of us had. Nuke ’em back to the 

stone age seemed an apt strategy to use against North Vietnam. Kill them all and end the 

war. 

The war. The end of my innocence.  

Sometimes the sight of the bullet in the medicine cabinet takes me by surprise, like an 
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ambush, shocking me back to 1969.  

* * * 

The first time Nhu tried to kill me, I’m sure he had some help. It’s hard to transport, aim, 

load, and fire a mortar all by yourself. Yet his first two rounds landed almost on top of 

me. 

I was naked when it happened, covered with cold water and soap lather, standing in a 

shower shack at the Army base in Tay Ninh. 

The shower shack was in a muddy field next to an outhouse and about thirty yards 

from the barracks buildings. Everything had been thrown up in a hurry and looked like it. 

Put this shantytown collection of buildings together, and we called it home. 

The shower’s water was gravity-fed from an overhead metal tank supported on 2x4s. 

They were in turn lashed together with plywood and nails, some bent over—the kind of 

construction you’d expect from guys who had one semester of high school shop. You 

opened the nozzle on the bottom of the tank by pulling a rope. 

“That shower is right in the open, Sergeant,” I complained to Tom Miller on my 

second day. “We should at least put sandbags around it. It’s dangerous, if you ask me.” 

 “No one’s asking you, private. Least of all, me. If I want your opinion, I’ll beat it out 

of you. You draftees are all a bunch of whiners. Get out of here.” 

Sergeant Miller was twenty-one. He bullied us younger soldiers as if the war were his 

old school playground.  

He was right about one thing though. I had been whining ever since I was drafted, 

even before I was ordered to Vietnam. 

So there I was in the shower house a few days later thinking that this was not where I 

had pictured myself by the time I turned nineteen. Ah, my carefree youth in small-town 

Illinois. I remembered my single-parent boyhood, almost flunking high school, getting 

fired from that job at the gas station the day after sweet Suzie and I got married, being 

broke right up to reporting for induction at Fort Knox, Kentucky. Those were the good 

old days. 

Self-pity is very satisfying. You know that at least someone cares.  

Nhu’s first mortar round interrupted it with the loudest noise I have ever heard. A 
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waterfall knocked me down as shrapnel slashed out the tank’s bottom, leaving me 

flopping on the flooded wood floor. A second explosion blasted outside. A truck parked 

next to the shower shack was shredded instead of me. Holes streamed columns of 

daylight through the shower shack in all directions. I was lucky to have been knocked on 

the floor. 

I burst out the doorway and sprinted toward the nearest barracks. I could see other 

guys diving into a ditch that was topped with sandbags just for attacks like this. More 

mortars exploded in roaring flashes around me as I ran. I flopped into the ditch, landing 

on top of other men amid a burst of curses. 

“Hey! You’re all wet. Is that blood?” 

I didn’t dare look to see if it was. Everyone ducked as two more mortar rounds 

crashed around us.  

After the mortars stopped, we crept from our shelter. Sergeant Miller saw me still 

dripping and broke into guffaws. It was contagious, of course, and soon everyone was 

laughing except me. 

“Welcome to Vietnam, new guy,” he said. 

A medic jogged over. He yanked a wood splinter out of my left shoulder, stuck there 

since the shrapnel had chopped through the shower shack’s sides. He dabbed on some 

first aid cream. I could hear him snickering as I walked away. No Purple Heart for the 

naked draftee. 

* * * 

That was my first week at war. Everything I'd feared and hated about Nhu seemed more 

real to me after that. 

Death is a predator always stalking you in war. It waits for you to make a mistake or 

just run out of luck. Everyone has different ways to deal with it: some with tears, some 

with gallows humor, some with anger, and some, I guess, with even a touch of paranoia. 

Take me, for example. I had known a week before the exploding shower that Nhu 

would be hunting me in Vietnam. After the mortar attack failed, I knew he’d have a bullet 

with my name on it.  

On the airplane going to Vietnam, I was reading a Stars & Stripes newspaper I'd 
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picked up during a layover in Guam. Some war correspondent had ventured out of Saigon 

to go on a jungle patrol with the 1st Air Cavalry Division. The reporter wrote about a 

wounded North Vietnamese Army prisoner. His name was Nhu. That’s right. 

Nhu was defiant. A hardened soldier, he gave just his name and officer’s rank.  

It soon became obvious that the captive knew English. The troops found a diary on 

him written in Vietnamese with English phrases interspersed throughout. An interpreter 

with them announced that one entry indicated the prisoner was a graduate of the 

University of Pennsylvania. Honest to God. 

“Your days of attacking the South are over,” one of our captains said to Nhu, in a 

quote punctuated with profanities. “Now when you leave Cambodia’s sanctuary and step 

into Vietnam, you’ll find the First Cav waiting for you here.”  

The interpreter didn’t bother with a translation. 

The prisoner laughed. Then he said in Vietnamese, “Dem thit nop mieng hum.” 

The officer scowled. “What’s he saying?” The interpreter replied that it was an old 

village expression that meant, “The meat has been brought to the tiger.” 

Our men tied Nhu’s hands behind his back. But that didn’t turn out to be enough. The 

patrol was involved in a firefight later that day, and Nhu escaped into the jungle’s blank 

greenness. 

Sitting in my airplane seat, being flown to war, I realized why fate had allowed Nhu 

to break free. Nhu was waiting for me down there. A battle-scarred North Vietnamese 

soldier against a scared draftee. What kind of odds were those? The airplane carrying me 

to Vietnam seemed like a cold, shiny coffin. 

* * * 

War holds little terror when you’re nine thousand miles away. Once I was there, 

however, I realized the mistake sweet Suzie and I had made by marrying a month before I 

left. She could become a widow or a cripple’s wife. Nhu would see to that. 

We loved each other though, with an intensity possible from teenagers’ first love. 

Sitting in the crude barracks building, and later sweltering under a jungle canopy, I read 

her letters with alternating cycles of joy and despair. At least she was safe. She had 

moved back with her mom and dad in Wisconsin.  
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But I was lonely in a crowd of strangers until I met Sidney Smith. He was a black 

teenage street kid from inner-city Detroit. Smart and energetic. When I confessed that I 

couldn’t understand the movie 2001: A Space Odyssey, Sidney spent half an hour 

explaining it to me. His insights made me suspect he'd read the book, a strategy that 

never occurred to me. Sidney wanted to be a lawyer who fought for the poor, which all 

but guaranteed his adulthood would be as near poverty as his youth. Sidney didn’t care 

about money.  

He said he’d use the GI Bill to go to college and then to law school. This was a far 

more ambitious plan than the rest of us had for after the war.  

Actually, very few of us had a plan. 

Two weeks after my arrival, Sidney and I found ourselves sitting on the edge of the 

base’s air strip with thirty other grunts amid a heap of backpacks and weapons. The 

laughing barracks boys were somber that day. The Huey helicopters would arrive in a 

few minutes to carry us off for a jungle patrol somewhere north of Nui Ba Den, the Black 

Virgin Mountain.  

It was my first jungle patrol. I glanced around me. What was a mama’s boy like me 

doing out here? 

“It’s okay, man,” Sidney reassured me. “Everyone is nervous going out. Everyone, at 

least, except him.” He pointed to an Airborne Ranger staff sergeant who made my 

nemesis Sergeant Miller look like a choir boy. “Now that guy loves this war. He’s on his 

third tour, and he’d be a general by now if he didn’t keep getting busted.”  

I looked at the man who would lead us in the absence of our lieutenant, who had 

come down that morning with some fortunate illness. Staff Sergeant Koski was tall and 

muscular, with a South Carolina drawl. While everyone else had set their sixty-pound 

backpacks on the ground for some relief, Koski wore his as if it were filled with helium. 

He had strung a belt of machine gun ammo across his chest for good measure, and he was 

draped with hand grenades clipped to his webbing. He held his M16 rifle at an angle 

toward the ground as he walked around talking to the men. The rest of us had the 

triangular First Cav patch in camouflaged tones on our shirt sleeves. Koski’s upper arm 

was emblazoned with the patch’s brilliant yellow field with its black stripe and horse’s 

head, as if daring the enemy to take at shot a him. 
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“What’s an Airborne Ranger doing in the First Cav?” 

“He says he wants to be where the action is, and right now the First Cav is where it’s 

at.” Sidney looked at me sideways. “Oh-oh, I guess I shouldn’t have told you what we're 

goin' into. Sorry ’bout that.” 

* * * 

Six choppers ferried us out past the mountain, shrouded in clouds to our left. We were 

packed into the open-door Hueys relishing the cool breeze blowing through. The relief 

from Vietnam’s heat and humidity dried our sweaty shirts. We looked out at the jungle 

passing below like a shaggy green carpet. The helicopter roared in our ears, but we were 

quiet in our own thoughts and prayers. 

Then the nose of each chopper dipped in a heart-pumping dive toward a clearing in 

the trees. The choppers skidded to a landing and we piled out, the day’s heat hitting us as 

if a furnace door had swung open before our faces. 

If you want to know what it’s like to walk in the stifling heat and dead air of 

Vietnam’s jungle, go rent the movie Platoon. Whenever I see that movie, and I watch the 

actors staggering under their packs in the flush of heat exhaustion, I think, yes, it was just 

like that. I feel like I’m back there again. 

That day in Vietnam, however, was no Hollywood script. Staff Sergeant Koski 

stepping out to lead us might remind you of John Wayne. But the Duke was never a 

soldier. Koski’s body was gouged from bullets and grenades. Koski was the real deal. 

We pushed through bamboo, brush, and trees in single file. We trusted Koski to know 

where we were going because none of us did. We’re in the Army now. 

Tromping along, scared, tired, and hot, I kept thinking about that tough North 

Vietnamese prisoner in the article. This jungle is where Nhu kills GIs. I gripped my M16 

as I peered into leaves and branches. Where are you, Nhu? 

* * * 

Nothing happened on that patrol, which was fine with me. Troops often complained 

about being bored, but I thrived on boredom. My hope was to be bored through my entire 

year in Vietnam. 

“What was the war like?” 
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“Boring.” I’d be happy if that were true. 

But I knew the odds were against it staying that way. I couldn’t get my mind off Nhu. 

You might say I was obsessing about him, but I couldn’t help thinking that he was out 

there watching me. I made the mistake of mentioning him to Sidney one night while we 

were sharing a foxhole we'd dug behind a downed tree. We were guarding the squad’s 

perimeter on another jungle patrol. 

“What are you talking about?” he whispered. “Do you mean Charlie?” 

“Of course not.” I regretted I’d brought Nhu’s name up. “Charlie is the Viet Cong. 

There’s few Viet Cong left after Tet—not around here anyway. Nhu is an officer in the 

North Vietnamese Army.” 

Sidney shook his head. “Let me see if I have this straight. You read about some NVA 

regular named Nhu who’s from around here. Now you think he's coming after you. Just 

you.” 

“I know it sounds a little strange.”  

Sidney practiced his best lawyer imitation on me. “It’s not that it sounds strange. It 

ain't logical.” 

“Okay, but I read a story about this guy. Captured by the First Cav, and I’m in the 

First Cav. He escapes just before I arrive. The coincidence is spooky.” 

“Hey, man, I’m in the First Cav too, just like you and the rest of these grunts. But I 

don’t think this Nhu is comin' after me.” 

Mere reason was not going to dissuade me. Sidney had not seen the article. I, 

however, had seen fate picking me out of a crowd while I read it.  

I could see Sidney’s outline in the darkness a few feet away, and I could feel him 

watching me. “Sounds like you gotta problem,” he whispered—in a condescending 

manner, it seemed to me. “You oughtta see the chaplain.” 

“I’m not going to talk to the chaplain. He’ll think I’m crazy.” 

“Exactly.” 

Sergeant Miller hissed at us from out of the darkness. “Why don’t you girls shut up. 

You’re supposed to be on guard duty.” 

Thankful for the rebuke, we shut up. We stared into the haunted darkness before us. 
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I’ve got to quit thinking like this, I told myself. But every little noise sounded like Nhu 

creeping up on me, getting closer.  

* * * 

That July we moved to a forward fire base called Landing Zone Murphy, or LZ Murphy 

for short. Now I knew the extent of Army squalor. The barracks building I'd lived in at 

Tay Ninh, ramshackle as it was, seemed like a palace now. It was replaced by a hole in 

the ground under a curved sheet of corrugated steel, covered by layers of sandbags. I was 

out in the middle of the jungle with a bunch of armed teenagers, and we were surrounded 

by the enemy. We were in a frontier fort fighting off the Indians. U.S. military tactics 

hadn’t changed much in the last two hundred years. 

Supplies were flown in every day by large Chinook cargo helicopters with their two 

deafening rotors on top. One day it was hot and dusty, and the next day it was hot and 

muddy. 

I’d been in-country for a little over a month with three weeks of that on jungle 

patrols. So far my worst wound occurred when I snagged my arm on concertina wire. No 

Purple Heart for that either. But that’s all right. A Purple Heart is one award a soldier 

doesn’t want. 

“Were you wounded in the war?” 

“Sure was. Got a nasty cut from a beer can once. I’ll never forget it.” 

Teenage soldiers are the world’s most talkative philosophers. So four of us were 

sitting in front of our hootch-sweet-hootch one night debating the war’s merits in the 

moonlight. 

Sitting cross-legged with his M16 was Snake Passareillo, a mean-looking Italian kid 

from New Jersey. No one seemed to know Snake’s real first name. After his last act of 

delinquency, a judge had given Snake the choice of jail or the Army. Snake made the 

wrong choice.  

Miguel Garcia was Hispanic and from New Mexico. He could speak some Spanish, 

but not as much as you might think from the way he liked to pepper his talk with Spanish 

words and phrases. 

And there was Sidney, our group’s intellectual, a would-be crusading lawyer in 
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sweaty Army fatigues.  

“My mother sent me a Detroit Free Press.” Sidney held the newspaper up for us to 

see. “Look at this front page story about college students demonstrating against the war.” 

We couldn’t read it in the darkness, but we strained to see it anyway.  

“I’m against the war too,” Miguel said. “Mostly because I’m in it. But I’d be all for it 

if they’d stick some college gringo here in my place.” 

Snake started shaking his head. “I shoulda stayed in high school.” Easy to say now. 

He turned his head and spit on the ground. 

I picked up the conversation. “What are they demonstrating against us for anyway? 

It's the damn North Vietnamese they should be mad at.” 

Sidney explained it to me as if I were his law firm’s most clueless client. “The 

demonstrations are against the government and its policies. They’re not about us grunts.” 

“We’re nada to them,” Miguel said. “You hombres didn’t know Lucero, but when he 

went back to the World nine months ago, some people told him they'd forgotten he was 

even in the Nam.” 

I threw up my arms in a what-the-hell motion. “What are we doing here? We’re 

risking our lives, and for what? This ain’t right.” 

Sidney straightened his shoulders as if he were about to give a closing argument to a 

jury. “Soldiers throughout history always have had to fight whether their country was 

right or wrong. We don’t have any choice except to do our duty as well as we can now 

that we’re here.” 

“The lawyer’s right,” Snake said. “It’s kill or be killed.” 

I switched to a more appealing theme by turning to Miguel. “You saw Lucero leave 

nine months ago? You’re getting so short. How much time you got left?” 

“Thirty-seven days and a wake-up.” Miguel warmed himself on the glow of our envy. 

I groaned, thinking of the year ahead. “You’ve got thirty-seven days to go. I’ve only 

been here for about that long.” 

Sidney laughed at me. His time also was almost up in the Nam. “That’s okay. I’m 

learnin' a trade. Bein' an infantryman is great preparation for a poverty lawyer.”  

This time even Snake, who might need a poverty lawyer someday, cracked a smile. 
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We were still chattering when we heard distant mortar tubes popping. We flattened as 

explosions ripped up the west side of the perimeter split-seconds later. There were half a 

dozen brilliant flashes of light. Clods of dirt pelted us while the thunder and concussions 

rolled through. 

“They’re trying to cut the wire!” someone shouted.  

We grabbed our weapons. I can’t believe it today, but we ran through the dark toward 

the explosions. 

I lost track of everyone else as I jumped into a vacant foxhole on the perimeter. Flares 

bathed the area in eerie light. I was about to raise my head when a drumbeat of bullets 

into the sandbags above me splattered sand in all directions. That’s got to be Nhu, I 

realized. He’s trying to kill me again.  

As soon as there was a pause, I popped over the top of the bags and emptied a twenty-

round magazine on full automatic at the shadows of the tree line two hundred yards away. 

“You sonufabitch, Nhu,” I screamed, never feeling the rapid-fire recoil of my M16. 

“Take that!” Hot shrapnel clanged off my helmet and I ducked to reload. 

And then, I swear to God, I saw him.  

He was among at least a hundred soldiers racing toward an opening the mortars had 

blown in the wire. Our flares illuminated them in shifting shadows as they ran forward 

shooting and yelling. I started firing again and screamed curses at Nhu. Somehow I ended 

up standing above my hole firing my M16, but I couldn’t hit the one soldier I was 

shooting at. Others were falling around him, but Nhu—unkillable Nhu—kept charging 

right at me. I jammed another twenty-round magazine into my rifle. Nhu was still 

coming, his rifle flashing. I was shooting and cursing, but I couldn’t hit him. 

Suddenly, a whistle shrieked and the North Vietnamese turned and raced back into 

the tree line.  

“Come back here, Nhu!” I jumped out of my hole and sprayed bullets. “Come back 

and fight.”  

It was over. Smoke and dust swirled around me as the crescendo of firing tapered off 

in rattling shots. Someone kept shouting for a medic. I felt myself almost fall down and 

then realized Miguel was shaking me. He’d lost his helmet.  
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His eyes were wild. “Are you loco? You’re going to get yourself killed.” I staggered 

backward. 

* * * 

Miguel and I found Sidney a few minutes later. He was sprawled in the bottom of his 

foxhole, its dirt drenched with blood. Snake came running up, and Sergeant Miller 

appeared from nowhere. Snake dropped into the hole, and we all hauled poor Sidney out. 

The AK-47 can make a nightmarish wound. The bullet makes a small hole where it 

goes in, and then it often punches a hole the size of your fist on its way out. Sidney was 

dead before he hit the ground. 

America’s poor lost a fighter against injustice that night. 

The rest of my time in Vietnam consisted of just unrelated events shuffled like a deck 

of cards, out of time, out of order. But I can still see Sidney’s death. It was the last clear 

day.  

Miguel went home about a month later, but he never wrote. I suppose he’s 

somewhere in New Mexico.  

I didn’t mind that he never wrote to me after he left. When I got out, I never wrote to 

anyone back in the Nam either. My war was over. I was moving on. Or maybe I was 

afraid that if I wrote to a buddy I would learn that he was killed in action too, just like 

Sidney. 

I can tell you about Staff Sergeant Koski, though. He was told that three tours were 

the limit and that he couldn’t return to Vietnam. But Koski was wise to Army ways. Just 

before his tour ended, he told us he was going to officer candidate school because then 

the three-tour cycle would start all over again. I’m still dumbfounded today. Good luck, 

“Lieutenant” Koski. Hey, maybe he made it to general after all. 

Unlike Koski, I came back to the States and stayed. 

Things were never the same again with Suzie, the girl I'd loved, who had kept me 

longing for home. Suzie said I was different when I returned. Imagine that. We tried to 

make it work. Her folks helped us buy a house and we tried to stitch our lives back 

together. I drank too much, though, and drifted from job to job. It wasn’t her fault.  

I lied to old pals who asked if I had any war stories or souvenirs as if I'd been on 
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vacation. I refused to talk about Vietnam. People made me feel like I’d betrayed my 

country rather than served it. A fool for going to Vietnam. A disgrace upon coming back. 

The bullet was my souvenir, if you can call it that.  

I found it on the day after the battle at LZ Murphy when we walked outside the 

perimeter to bury the dead North Vietnamese. There it was, an AK-47 bullet lying on the 

ground right where I had seen Nhu charging toward me. So that’s why he wasn’t able to 

shoot me, I decided. He'd lost the bullet meant for me.  

The bullet became my talisman for the rest of my combat tour. Possessing it 

guaranteed I would survive. As long as I had it, I wasn’t so afraid of Nhu anymore, even 

though he kept trying to kill me. I carried the bullet in a pocket for the rest of the war, 

never going anywhere without it, never letting anyone touch it or know about it. 

Somehow I managed to smuggle it home where it hides in a corner of my medicine 

cabinet. It looks menacing now that it no longer is my charm. I take the bullet out 

sometimes and roll it between my fingers.  It’s two inches long. Such a little thing. 

* * * 

I still think a lot about Sidney. I remember him every time I see a lawyer. At my divorce, 

Suzie’s lawyer was a woman. Even though she was twisting the law into me like a knife, 

she still sort of sounded like Sidney when he’d been explaining things to me in Vietnam. 

I don’t remember what she said. I guess I wasn’t listening. I was hearing echoes of 

Sidney. All I know is that afterward my lawyer, who was skinny and black like Sidney, 

told me I didn’t own my house any more. 

A few years later I married Margaret. I don't know what she saw in me with all my 

drinking. Margaret rescued me. I stopped drinking and I’m editor of a daily newspaper 

now, so I’m doing all right. The paper was sold to a blood-sucking chain a few years ago, 

and a lot of my friends lost their jobs. But I survived. Again. 

The last time the bullet reminded me of the war, I got on the Internet and decided to 

search for Miguel Garcia and Sergeant Miller, who had become a good friend after all. 

No one turned up who appeared to be them. I couldn’t begin tracking down Snake 

because all I knew was his nickname. 

When I told Margaret that I had tried to find the guys, she smiled and gave me one of 
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those hugs that I live for. “Maybe that will help you put the war a little further behind 

you.”  See, she knows about my Nhu. 

While I lay in bed that night, I reached out to touch Margaret's shoulder to reassure 

myself that she was there. It’s an odd comfort, but I do it all the time. And I thought 

about Nhu. 

He was real enough to me back then. But you understand, I hope, that even I realize 

that my own Nhu was imaginary. Really, I do. But creating my Nhu was how I coped 

back then.  It didn’t seem quite so terrifying if one North Vietnamese was trying to kill 

me instead of thousands trying. 

After more than forty years, the war fades like last night’s nightmare. Time allows me 

to think a bit differently. The Nhus of that war were a lot like me. We all were soldiers, 

most of us just teenagers. Most of them didn't want to be there either. I wonder if they 

think about us like I think about them. 

Companies now organize tours of Vietnam, and old soldiers put on bright colored 

shirts and go back as tourists. Not me. I won't go back. If I did, I might remember.  

It's doubtful I’ll ever meet a former North Vietnamese soldier, old like me, with 

troubled memories of 1969.  

But I suppose it's possible.  

I'll take him to a bar and buy him a beer, whatever his name is. And I hope he’ll buy 

me one too. I hope we can drink to each other’s health and to the brave men on both sides 

whom we'd known, as a book says, when we were soldiers once and young. We’ll raise 

our glasses and drink to the memory of men like Sidney who were lost forever. And we’ll 

venture on from there toward hope. Maybe even redemption. 

— Ω — 

 
From the author: 

I hope you enjoyed this story. If you have any questions or comments about it, you are 
welcome to contact me by going to my author’s website at dennisherrick.com, where you will 
find my current email address, bio, and other writing projects. 

Discover some of my other short stories and books on that website as well, including: 

SHORT STORIES (online, 99 cents) 
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• The Woman with a Rain Pot (19 pages, this story is dedicated to the combat veterans of the U.S. 
wars in Iraq and Afghanistan.) An Iraq veteran who sacrificed a leg for his country returns, 
becomes a detective, and sets out to find the killer in a year-old cold case. 
• Alien Visitors (1,800 words) Here’s one scenario on how the first encounter between humans 
and aliens from another planet could turn out.  
• The Ancestor (16 pages, inspired by an archaeological dig near Albuquerque that discovered the 
skeleton of a Pueblo Indian killed by a conquistador back in 1540) 
• Shadows of a Lost Time (3,300 words) An archaeologist on a team excavating a 400-year-old 
pueblo in 1934 New Mexico has visitors from the past who make him rethink his career.  
• The Indian Who Defied Coronado (4,000 words) Nonfiction. A Pueblo Indian leader mostly 
forgotten in history led America’s first Indian war—the Tiguex War—against Coronado’s 
expedition to the Southwest in 1540. 
• A Missing Tourist in Mexico (17 pages, inspired by the author's vacation to San Carlos, Mexico 
and a policeman he met there) 
• It Only Cost Two Teeth (41 pages, too long for most short story contests and magazines — a 
humorous mystery involving an eccentric newspaper columnist) 
• An Unwilling Patient (10 pages, winner of the 2010 Society of Southwestern Authors Writing 
Contest and published in Story Teller magazine.) A Pueblo elder with cancer chooses to live out 
his final days in the mountains instead of a hospital. 
• Spirit Journey (23 pages, published in the Wapsipinicon Almanac literary magazine—deals with 
today’s illicit trade in Indian artifacts looted from Indian and public lands) 
• Hunting Season (10 pages, winner of the 2004 Tony Hillerman Mystery Writing Contest and 
published in Cowboys and Indians magazine.) Was the Pueblo hunter’s death an accident or was 
it murder? 
• Woman Without a Name (20 pages) The refurbishment of the B61 nuclear bomb draws spies to 
Los Alamos, New Mexico. When a National Security Agent is killed, a woman NSA agent is sent 
to find out what happened and to stop nuclear secrets from being stolen. 
• To Steal What Is Sacred (16 pages) An ancient katsina mask sacred to the Puebloan religion is 
stolen from a museum. An Albuquerque police detective from the Acoma tribe is assigned in this 
short story mystery to find the person who killed a museum guard in the robbery and took the 
mask. 
• The Final Farewell (8 pages) A short-short story about a woman raised by her grandparents who 
keeps a final vigil at her grandfather’s hospital bed. 

BOOKS (forthcoming) 
• Esteban: The African Slave Who Explored America (in-progress nonfiction) The true 
adventures of an African slave who crossed the continent in a 1528-1536 odyssey, and who 
guided the first Spanish exploration north into Arizona and New Mexico in 1539.  
 
BOOKS (published) 
• Winter of the Metal People: The untold story of America’s first Indian war (historical novel) 
This book presents the first account of the Tiguex War of 1540-41 written from the Puebloan 
point of view. It follows a young Pueblo warrior who reluctantly takes leadership of his people in 
a time of crisis, overcoming self-doubt to lead Puebloans in successful guerilla warfare against 
Spanish conquistadors and their Aztec allies. 
• A Brother’s Cold Case (mystery novel) When the murder of Andy Cornell’s brother is still 
unsolved after two and a half years, Andy enters the hidden worlds of cartel violence, street 
people, and Pueblo secrets to find justice. This is available as an e-book or as a paperback. 
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• War of the Planet Burners (science-fiction novel) Aliens from an unknown planet have 
suppressed Earth’s electrical ability and killed 99.96 percent of the population. Fires ravage Earth 
and plant growth accelerates. But humanity wouldn’t give up. How can humans without 
electronics or nuclear capability fight back? Combat veteran Joel Birchard inspires a diminished 
military with his determination. 
• Farewell to the Master — Reprint of the 1940 sci-fi first-contact novel by Harry Bates with my 
new introduction and a list of more than 200 first-contact novels, novellas, and short stories. This 
is available as a paperback or as an e-book. 
• Guest Bedroom: Collected Stories (245 pages) Perfect for putting in your guest bedroom, this 
book is a collection of short stories that your friends can read a little at a time. In the book they'll 
meet detectives, American Indians, heroes, villains, and ordinary people striving to solve life's 
problems. 
• Pueblo Mysteries (56 pages) A collection of four short stories available as an e-book or as a 
paperback: Hunting Season, Missing, The Ancestor, and The Woman With a Rain Pot. 
• Successful e-Publishing for Authors (e-book only) Written by an author for other authors, this 
book provides numerous tips and links to help writers who are new to publishing e-books or self-
publishing paperbacks. 
• Media Management in the Age of Giants: Business Dynamics of Journalism (textbook, second 
edition) Okay, you’re probably not going to be interested in this unless you’re a college 
journalism student. It’s a book about the takeover of local media by corporate conglomerates with 
tips for beginning managers on how to deal with the new face of media. 

—Dennis Herrick 


