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COMMUNITY INTEREST

What You Don’t Know About the
By Sgt. Clyde R. Horn

I watch documentaries. I realize they 
can be close to accurate historically or 
shaped by the bias of those who make 
them. The Vietnam War had many 
facets that are rarely reported. You 
know that news, entertainment and 
even history has often been shown from 
the sensational-negative point of view.

I want you to hear my story as a Vietnam combat veteran and 
Purple Heart recipient. I served with the 199th Light Infantry Brigade, 
Company E in 1967-1968 that included surviving the TET offensive of 
1968. My company was a light mobile unit that moved by helicopters 
throughout the Iron Triangle of Vietnam. Our main base was Long 
Bien next to the city of Ben Hoa. We were dropped off in the jungles 
of the Iron Triangle for weeks at a time and then brought back to Long 
Bien for recovery, hot food and relaxation then back to the jungles.

I and other soldiers could interact with the citizens of South Vietnam 
prior to the TET offensive. I found the Vietnamese people hard 
working, smart, and family oriented. Most of the soldiers I served with 
had no ill will toward the Vietnamese.  Most of us did not use racist 
or degrading terms referencing them. We befriended many children 
and their families. 

We could let Vietnamese families do our laundry instead of using 
the military system. I took advantage of having my clothes cleaned 
by local families. The children would take our dirty fatigues to their 
family. When we returned from our jungles patrols our clothes were 
waiting. They were exceptionally clean and I never lost a sock. We 
paid a small fee that helped the family and we both appreciated what 
we received.

Our contact with the local Vietnamese community did not only exist 
in the town of Bien Hoa where we ate at local café’s and enjoyed 
local entertainment. During a patrol in the local rice patties around 
Saigon we had to camp out at night. Late at night, we heard movement 
coming toward our camp. At that incident, we had no night goggles, 
did not want to use flares (it would reveal our numbers) so we shouted 
out warnings to no avail. We began firing our weapons toward the 
sounds. The early dawn revealed four dead water buffalo. Rather than 
just accept that incident we searched the area and found a small village 

on the outskirts of the jungle. We engaged with the village chief who 
admitted the water buffalo belonged to the village. We negotiated with 
the chief and paid him for the water buffalo so he could replace them. 
We apologized and went on our way.

Our contact with the local Vietnamese did not end there. My company 
would also patrol through local villages. We never committed 
atrocities nor burned down villages nor killed innocent people. We 
always respected the leader of a village, gave him an explanation of our 
intent, treated families with respect and on occasion purchased some 
of the local bread baked in the charcoal ovens in a village. The bread 
was wonderful. We never stole from villagers or disrespected them in 
our searches. 

We contributed to some local orphanages, paid to help some 
children attend school along with some of our medics helping with 
some minor medical issues for some of the children or families 
who had cuts or infections.

I refused to harbor hate for the Vietnamese people including those 
from the North who were our enemy. I realized they were humans 
with families, dreams and hopes of a future. They were also as 
scared as I was fighting a war. They loved their mother, father, 
siblings and family just as I did mine. They believed in their cause 
just as I did mine.

It’s important for you to understand that killing for me was never a 
natural act. I was a combat soldier wounded in action fighting to the 
best of my ability. Whenever I killed another it took part of my soul 
with it. I never got used to the experience or “had a rush” as some 
soldier described in a recent documentary. It’s my prayer that no one 
should ever have to kill another even in war. It is the most horrific 
thing a person can do or experience. The acts of war imprint on the 
brain. I have never been the same since I returned from war. It’s taken 
a lot of work taking moral inventory, making peace with my soul, 
working through the survivor and moral guilt. I have lifelong PTSD 
because the death and destruction I encountered.

Wars happen throughout history but it is not always in hate or 
disregard for the enemy or committing atrocities. Good things 
alongside the fighting did happen. I served with the generations of 
soldiers. I stand proud.

Vietnam War

Veterans Day at  
Los Gatos Meadows
By Alex Gerasimov - Life Enrichment Manager,  
Los Gatos Meadows
Veterans Day is an opportunity to say thank you to 
those who have served in the United States Armed 
Forces and who protected their fellow citizens at 
home and abroad from harm. We thank our veterans 
who fought for our freedom, made sacrifices beyond 
comprehension, and did it because of a love of their 
country. Today, and every day, Los Gatos Meadows 
say thank you for your service!
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RESIDENT FEATURE 

By Genevieve Laucher, Photos by Dave Lepori

- Charter flight.  We landed at 3 o’clock in the morning at the 
Bien Hoa Air Field. The doors opened and the temperature 
went from a comfortable 70° to 100°. The smell of a third 
world country permeated the aircraft and I thought to myself 
-  “only 365 more days”.  

- Vietnam is a beautiful country with lush greens and brilliant 
sunlight. Being assigned to a cavalry outfit, we did not have 
the opportunity to interface a whole lot with the indigenous 
population. But when we did, we found the people to be gentle 
and kind. The kids were the most fun and always wanted 
to trade papaya for C-rations or at a minimum ask for the 
cigarettes that were included in the C-rat pack.

- The sounds of animal and insect life in the jungles linger 
with me.  Sometimes I still hear the FM radios with incoming 
situation reports from our listening posts and ambush patrols 
that occurred every 15 minutes during the hours of darkness.  
The supersonic crack of incoming rifle rounds -- unforgettable.

- As also is the scent burning sensation in the nose caused by 
cordite, the stench of the rotting jungle and the terrible sweet 
smell of death, which always seemed to be around us.

- When in a firefight our motto was “go ugly-early”  

Kent Hillhouse					   
Major General, U.S. Army, Retired

We are very lucky to have an admirable couple -- Kent 
Hillhouse and Carla Lindorff, as part of our community. 
Although they have different backgrounds, their careers 
were the glue that brought them together.

Carla Lindorff grew up in Denver and attended Western 
State College where she was a passionate skier.  Friends and 
family marvel over her intellectual capacity that enabled 
her at twenty years of age to graduate early despite her 
propensity to hit the slopes and enjoy the après-ski parties 
that often followed. After achieving her undergraduate 
degree, Carla worked for Texaco as a petroleum landman, 
where she learned the business intricacies of oil and gas 
drilling. Her position was uncharacteristic for women at 
the time.  Furthermore, she was the company’s youngest 
ever employed professional in addition to being one of 
Texaco’s select few female recruits.  The business attributes 
of Carla’s work experience interested her which became the 
catalyst for Carla’s later choice to pursue an MBA, which 

Major General Kent Hillhouse and Carla Lindorff – 
A Lifetime of  

Service and Leadership
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she did while simultaneously working as an independent contractor until earning 
her degree. Her next career position was as unique as the first.  Carla worked at the 
Australian company BHP, where she was the only female manager in the entire 
firm. Following her time at BHP, Carla took a year off to travel, and then moved 
to California that ultimately became “home”.  She career transitioned into the 
commercial real estate industry, a field in which she has been ever since.  Today, 
Carla is a successful broker and Senior Vice President for Colliers International.

It was through real estate that Carla met Kent. Kent is a Senior Vice President with 
Cushman & Wakefield, a commercial real estate company. Kent and Carla worked 
a deal together and decided to go out to dinner just as friends. But what started as a 
friendship turned into more.  The two found they enjoyed similar hobbies in their 
free time -- reading, playing golf, collecting art, and gardening.  Soon they began 
dating.  They tied the knot in 2000 on the third anniversary of their first date.  

For several years Kent and Carla lived in the Santa Cruz Mountains where they 
managed their own vineyard and wine label “LindHill Estate”, coined as a 
combination of their last names. They worked hard on their wines, even entering 
one under the Villa del Monte winery label that landed a silver medal at the 2015 
San Francisco Chronicle Wine Competition.  They recently relocated leaving the 
vineyard behind swapping one interest for another as travel has managed to occupy 
the time once focused on vines.  Their most recent trip, an African safari, is an 
experience each independently describes as “incredible”.  

Before getting into real estate, Kent served in the Vietnam War, worked at Standard 
Oil, and then at a high tech company. Education was important to Kent, and he 
graduated from San Jose State before receiving a commission in the U.S. Army. Kent 
served for two years in the Vietnam War during which his assignments included 
fulfilling the duties of a Calvary Officer and Platoon Leader. After active duty, he 
continued his education and earned an advanced degree in International Relations 
from the Army War College.  

Kent’s first real introduction to discipline and leadership was through high school 
football.  He credits his coaches as his leadership role models.  They understood the 
power of motivation to inspire their team.  Kent’s coaches wanted their players to 
be disciplined, to understand the meaning of “team” and to realize that it took hard 
work and perseverance to succeed.  

This early exposure became for Kent, his recipe for survival while serving in 
Vietnam.  “Discipline got you through the day which usually started at 0500 hours 
with a search and destroy mission lasting until we moved into a new Night Defensive 
Position at sunset.   Discipline got you through every night of sleep deprivation 
while monitoring on the radio, the ambush patrols, and listening posts unless it 
was my turn for ambush patrol.  Discipline got you through the small skirmishes 
involving RPG teams and snipers that occurred almost daily.  But when the rubber 
really met the road as in bayonet fixing time, it was discipline that forced you to stay 
calm, think about your training and focus on the mission - engaging and killing the 
enemy and, of course, surviving.  For me the fear came after the firefight when I had 
time to think about what happened.” 

In Vietnam as a Platoon Leader Kent experienced different challenges,  “In Vietnam 
we had a saying amongst the officers – ‘You can’t manage someone up a hill to 
die; you have to lead them up.’  I could not be close to my men – no buddy-buddy 
stuff, could not talk about my girlfriend, etc.  We all got to drink one canteen an 
hour of hot muddy water to stay hydrated. Two field issued C-rations (“C-rats”) a 
day kept us nourished.  Sucking on one half of the un-dissolved coffee tablet (from 
the C-rats) kept us awake while on ambush patrol. …   I made sure my guys knew 
that my goal was to ensure their safe return home.  Obviously, that did not always 
happen. But, at least they knew I was not making irrational decisions and I was 
trying to keep them alive.”    
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Do you know a neighbor who has a story to share? 
Nominate your neighbor to be featured in  

one of our upcoming issues!  
Contact us at glaucher@bestversionmedia.com.

While on R&R from his tour in Vietnam, Kent married his first wife 
and had two daughters after returning home. His daughters now live 
in Aptos and Scotts Valley.  Kent and Carla’s four grandchildren are 16 
(two of them), 13, and 10 years of age.

Kent remembers his flight home from Vietnam, landing at Travis 
Air Force Base and taking a military bus to the Oakland army base, 
fatigued from the 18-hour flight.  A few days later, he was walking in 
Saratoga and saw an old friend. Nothing had changed for his friend, 
even though much had transpired since their last meet-up for Kent. He 
felt that many people didn’t fully understand that a war was going on, 

or even want to talk about it. Kent felt guilty being away from his men 
and not being able to help anymore. He joined a Reserve unit a couple 
of months later, and it really helped getting to meet and talk to people 
with similar experiences.

The U.S. military recognized Kent for his leadership, service and valor with 
the Distinguished Service Medal, two Silver Stars, the Legion of Merit, a 
Bronze Star, and a Purple Heart.  And perhaps what Kent cherishes the 
most is the acknowledgment that many of the men who served under him 
still keep in touch, a testament to his excellent leadership.

After beginning his real estate career and meeting Carla, Kent, having 
been promoted to Major General, was completing his thirty-five years 
in the Army Reserve. His last assignment of four and a half years was 
spent working for the Chief of Staff for Personnel in the Pentagon. 
His focus was the Army’s mobilization and readiness posture, and 
he greatly enjoyed the job. He retired just days before September 11 
2001. The American Airlines flight 77 plane that crashed into the 
Pentagon on 9/11 tragically killed 80 men from Kent’s staff section and 
obliterated his former office.  All that remained of his office was a book 
written by Kent’s Father, singed from the crash and later sent to him 
by his Chief of Staff who survived the incident.  Few retirements can 
possibly be as fortunate.  

Kent has seen the soothing effect that memorials can have, both from 
hearing about the Honor Flight that takes World War II veterans to see 
the World War II memorial, and from his Pentagon friends who visit 
the Pentagon’s 9/11 memorial built to honor the victims of that tragic 
day.  Kent believes that there is a definite need for memorials, and is 
determined that our community build one that is world class in honor of 
veterans and first responders. “It is important to thank America’s heroes 
for their service, including those returning from current wars.”  His belief 
in the positive effect that a memorial will deliver fuels his dedication to 
the Veterans Memorial and Support Foundation of Los Gatos, a non-
profit that is the latest benefactor of the “Hillhouse leadership” for whom 
he serves as the Foundation’s president.  The Foundation has the mission 
to erect a veterans memorial, educate the community on the sacrifices 
borne by those who serve to preserve America’s freedom, and most 
importantly, to support the needs of veterans, service members and their 
families.  Under Kent’s leadership, the Foundation has completed the 
plans for the veterans memorial which are now before the Town Council 
for review.  A final blessing from the Town Council will allow the 
Foundation to begin its public fundraising.  “There are many generous 
people in this town who want to donate money and contractors who are 
willing to donate time and materials. They understand the importance of 
expressing gratitude for the freedom we  enjoy.”

Both Kent and Carla are hard-working and put energy and passion 
into all they do. With Kent’s leadership at the helm combined with 
the contributions of the community, the veterans memorial is sure to 
be both meaningful and special to many. After all, one doesn’t have to 
have experienced the jungles of Vietnam or worn a uniform to express 
gratitude to those who did.  

To learn more about the Foundation and veterans memorial visit 
honoravet.org.




