














About a year later, the family received a call from an
American Red Cross worker who had attended a closed-
door meeting in which Steve’s name was mentioned.
“He’s alive, well and presumed to be in a hospital in
Southeast Asia,” the caller said. “Upon exiting the
aircraft, his left side was severely injured.”

Within a few days, two Air Force casualty
officers cautioned the family “not to
listen to outsiders,”
Bruce said. “They told
us that only a govern-
ment source could be
trusted. Now, I’m not
so sure.”

Ignoring their ad-
vice in an attempt to
learn what had hap-
pened to her son, Jean no-
tified a friend in the intelligence community who spoke
with the caller and confirmed the information given to
the family. She died from breast cancer in 1980 at age
56, never knowing the fate of her first-born son.

“My grandmother died of the same thing,” Cindy
said. “But I'll always believe the stress surrounding
Steve’s disappearance speeded up the disease. Looking
back, with my parents dying so young and Steve miss-
ing when I was still in school, you know, Bruce and I
were robbed. By the time I was 30, I had no parents and
only one brother instead of two.”

I’s been 27 years since Cindy or Bruce saw their
brother. And no one knows when they’ll find out what
happened to him. They’re frustrated and bitter, wanting
only to know the truth.

“I wish more than anything that Steve would walk
through that door right now,” Cindy said. “But I realize
that’s probably not going to happen. I wonder how long
it will be before we find out what really happened. If we
ever do.”

Until then the questions remain. Because of that, for
Cindy and Bruce, and especially for Steve, there is no
period at the end of this sentence ©

Steve (upper left) played baritone in the school band.
That’s him standing on the left. Like most young men,
Steve’s pride and joy was his car (top), a baby blue
Chevy convertible. Steve as a two-striper (right) wearing
‘is hard-earned maroon beret.
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