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In 1969 I served as an in-
fantry officer (platoon 
leader) in the Americal 

Division, just south of Chu 
Lai in the I Corps. After only 
3 1/2 months in combat, I was 
wounded twice, stricken with 
malaria and sent home as a 
result of the seriousness of 
the second wound.

In 1997, I returned to Vietnam as a tourist, hop-
ing to get some closure. I visited, among other sites, 
my battalion’s firebase, LZ (Landing Zone) Gator. 
Standing on Gator, I pondered the sacrifices that 
were made by so many men. I wondered what had 
transpired in the battalion before I was there and 
what had happened after I left. 

Shortly after this visit, I attended an Americal 
Division reunion in St. Louis and met several men 
from my battalion, including our chaplain. They, like 
me, were trying to piece together distant memories, 
trying to make sense of Vietnam. At that point I 
resolved to write a book — the complete history of 
the battalion during the Vietnam War.

Army infantry battalions complete a Staff Daily 
Journal (Duty Officers Log) each day. Everything 
that happens in the battalion is logged in: incident, 
time, location and a brief description of the incident. 
I spent almost two years making trips to the Na-
tional Archives, in Washington, D.C., to copy the 
logs for every day of the three years the battalion 
was in Vietnam. The logs averaged 23 to 32 pages 
per day. By the time I finished, I had spent about 
$5,000 to copy more than 23,000 pages. 

First I copied the operational reports, then the 
action reports and anything else that pertained to 
our battalion at the brigade level. I obtained all the 
topographical maps that covered our area of opera-
tions for three years. As I wrote about the battalion, 
I interviewed more than 100 battalion members, 

from commanders to privates.
My wish was to document the story of the 5/46 

Infantry, 198th Light Infantry Brigade, Americal 
Division, but doing so came at a price. As I read the 
journal entries, I relived the war. At times I dropped 
my head in my hands and cried. I read about large, 
command-detonated mines, which ripped apart bod-
ies of young soldiers. Our area on the coastal plains 
was the most heavily mined area in the Vietnam 

War, which included the infamous Batan-
gan Peninsula. 

One of our soldiers in Alpha Compa-
ny, Tim O’Brien, became one of the most 
noted authors of the Vietnam War. His 
books about Vietnam include The Things 
They Carried, Going After Cacciato, In the 
Lake of the Woods, and If I Die in a Com-
bat Zone.

I buried my emotions as I wrote; other-
wise I would not have been able to complete 
the book. At times I had to be clinical in my 
observations; other times I wanted readers 
to experience the grim realities of war. 

In one incident, for example, a squad 
hit a command-detonated mine. Bodies 
flew everywhere. The medic, a Mexican-
American, lost both legs from the blast, 
but because the explosion cauterized his 
wounds, he suffered only a little bleeding. 
He propped up his stumps on his ruck-
sack to prevent further bleeding and yelled 
instructions to others on how to use his 
medical supplies.

From where do such men come?
I wrote approximately 720 pages and 

included 23 maps and 52 photos. It is up 
close, personal, at times tedious, often 
graphic. I hope I accomplished what I set 
out to do: document the sacrifices of an 
infantry battalion in Vietnam. I dedicated 

it to the men who served and died in the battalion 
(every troop killed in action is mentioned) and to 
one of my squad leaders, whose tenacity in a small 
ditch on June 3, 1969 saved my life. 

Editors Note: Dave Taylor’s book, Our War: The His-
tory and Sacrifices of an Infantry Battalion at War 1968-
1971 is available at www.warjournalpub.com. Taylor 
can be contacted at dwtaylor@ohio.net. Autographed 
books are available at (330) 722-7455.

Volume 1 Number 5                                        July/August 2011

An Old Soldier Revisits His Battlegrounds 
Under the Southern Cross 

LZ Gator, the 5th Battalion of the 46th Infantry, 198th Light Infantry Brigade 

David taylor



Publisher
Terence J. Uhl

editor 
John H. Tidyman

11 Bravo 40
(440) 333-7644

forgedirons@yahoo.com

Consulting editor
Bill Grulich

CoPy editor
Kathryn Tidyman

kathryn@ktidyman.com

AssoCiAte editor
Harry Besharet

Contributing editors
alysa Craig, Health
Chris Joyce, Cigars
Calvin Ball, CCW

Art direCtor 
Laura Chadwick

offiCe MAnAger 
annabelle Lee Dowd

for Advertising 
information, Call:

Terence J.Uhl
(216) 912-2863

terryuhl@uhlgroup.com

 
 
 

dd 214 Chronicle is published by 
Terence J. Uhl

Principal
The Uhl Group

700 West St. Clair avenue
Suite 414

Cleveland, oH 44113
terryuhl@uhlgroup.com

Phone:
(216) 912-2863

fax:
(216) 771-5206

 3  The Greatest Weapon  
is Education

 4  Mail Call

 4 The Queen of Battle

 5  Greater Cleveland 
Veterans Business 
Resource Council

 6 CCW and Handguns 

 6   A Badge and a Gun  
from the FBI

 7 Tobacconist

 8 The Winds of War

 9  The Dowling Brothers

10 Will Largent

12 Rev. Vincent Capodanno

13 The Old Sailor Returns to Port

14 The Silent Gray Fellows

15 Automatic Press

✩2 DD 214 Chronicle   July/August 2011 www.dd214chronicle.com

8
13

Contents

The Army has Lots of Weapons, but the 
Greatest Weapon is Education  By Calvin Ball

An acquaintance rarely talks about 
his service in Vietnam. His reti-

cence is not a matter of fire bases 
being overrun, or sucking chest 
wounds, or losing friends. It is the 
job he had in Nam. Commissioned 
an armor (or artillery, I forget which) 
officer, his job was managing offi-
cer clubs. Somebody had to do it. No 
sense running out of Black Label, and 
I don’t mean Carling’s, when there’s 
a war going on.

He reminded me of the myri-
ad talents needed to run an Army. 
While his job didn’t translate to a 
civilian job, there are more trades 
and skills taught in the Army than 
most colleges.

The data isn’t there, but it seems 
an employer would be especially im-
pressed with a veteran whose work 
in the armed forces had a direct con-
nection in the marketplace.

Join the Army, learn a skill. And 

many of the skills are 
more than relevant 
to the marketplace; 
those skills are valu-
able. Plus, with the 
veteran programs at 
Cleveland State Uni-
versity and Cuyahoga 
Community College, 
additional skills can 
be added.

On Page 6 is a story 
about Cas Cromwell, 
who started at Cuyahoga Commu-
nity College, then went, along with a 
backpack filled with credits, to Bowl-
ing Green State University, then the 
Army, where he was educated as a com-

munications special-
ist, then tours of both 
Iraq and Afghanistan, 
and now the FBI. He 
said, “One reason, not 
often listed, for the ex-
citement of education 
is the challenge. Every 
day you’re in class, 
you learn something 
you didn’t previously 
know. Then, when you 
apply those skills, you 

continue to learn. I don’t think we do 
our best unless we’re challenged, and 
then we sometimes surprise ourselves 
with what we can learn and what we 
can do.”

Your local recruiter can tell you 
details, but here are some of the jobs 
in the Army:

• Criminal investigation special 
agent

• Satellite communications  
system operator

• Topographic analyst
• Plumber
• Firefighter
• Quarrying specialist
• Construction equipment 

operator
• Air traffic controller
• Aircraft power train repairman 

(or woman)
• Supply and logistics specialist
There are hundreds of jobs in 

the Army that call for specialized 
training and education. There are 
no food, clothing, medical, tuition, 
or housing bills. Indeed, at the end 
of every month, the Army pays you. 
Handsomely.

      Enjoy “Bonus Rounds” All Season Long! All you 
have to do is play golf to earn! Sign up at any of the 
courses & play any or all to earn your Bonus Rounds.

       24/7 Tee Time Reservations
Call 216-635-3673 (FORE) (Open May 2011) or online:  
www.clevelandmetroparks.com 24-hours-a-day, 
7-days-a-week – It’s never been easier to book a tee time!

www.clevelandmetroparks.com

18-hole, par 72 
35501 Eddy Rd., Willoughby Hills
440-942-2500

18-hole, par 71 & Driving Range 
9445 Brecksville Rd., Brecksville
440-526-4285

18-hole, par 71, a Par 3 Course & 
Driving Range 
18753 Egbert Rd., Bedford
440-232-7184

18-hole, par 72 
4811 Valley Pkwy., Fairview Park
440-331-1070

Two 18-holes, par 72 & par 71
975 Valley Pkwy., Broadview Hts.
216-348-7274 (Open May 2011)

9 hole, par 34 
18599 Old Lorain Rd., Cleveland
216-941-9672

9 hole, par 31 
19900 Puritas Rd., Cleveland
216-267-5626

9 hole, par 29 & Driving Range 
3841 Washington Park Blvd., 
Newburgh Hts.
216-641-1864

Buy-One  
Golf Round,  

Get-One Free  
at any Cleveland 

Metroparks  
Golf Course! 

Present this coupon 
to get one free round 
of golf with a paid 
round at any of the 
eight Cleveland 
Metroparks courses: 
Manakiki, Sleepy Hollow, 
Shawnee Hills, Big Met, 
Seneca, Little Met, Mastick 
Woods,  & Washington. 
Valid: Monday – Thursday, 
11a.m.to 3 p.m., and 
weekends and holidays 
after 3 p.m. Not valid 
with any other discount 
or promotional offer; 
or league, outing or 
tournament play. Power 
cart rental required where 
available. Coupon requires 
two golfers to redeem. 
Free round given for round 
with the least value.  

Expires 12/01/11.

24/7 Tee Time /Information 
216-635-3673 

clevelandmetroparks.com
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Air traffic Controller: Just one of the 
many post-military careers.

Plus, with the veteran programs at Cleveland state 
university and Cuyahoga Community College, 

relevant, additional skills can be added.
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MaiL CaLL

For the second time in three 
years, I attended the Hessler 
Street Fair near the Case Western 
Reserve University campus, wear-
ing my enormously tight U.S. Army 
dress uniform and carrying my 
peace flag. (Somehow that uniform 
shrunk two sizes just hanging in 
my closet the last five months.)
I looked for the Veterans for 
Peace booth at the fair, but it 
wasn’t set up today. However, I 
chatted with a few long-time fel-
low peace mongers at the Women 
Speak Out for Peace and Justice 
booth and told them how disap-
pointed I was that the world did 
not end in Rapture as had been 
predicted, because now I’ll have 
to mail in my house payment. A 
few people asked if they could 
take my photo and I said “Sure. 
And I won’t charge you five bucks 
like Pete Rose would.” I am try-
ing to get across the idea that 
not all war veterans are war 
mongers. 

Louis Pumphrey

I want to sug-
gest a story. The 
American Legion 
does so much, but 
unless a member 
of your family 
belongs (my older 
brother) you never 
hear about them. 
They are a great 
group and do so 
much in the community. Give them 
a call. You’ll be surprised.
   Ben Story

Just happened to pick up a copy 
of DD 214 Chronicle today at 
the local vet office while get-
ting a GAR emblem and must tell 
you, outstanding effort. Excel-
lent read, good subjects and as 
a former scratch at OSU Scarlet, 
the article mention on the great 
Charlie Sifford brought back a ton 
of memories.  Thanks for a good, 
good paper!!! Should any of my 
efforts, me the guy who writes a 
weekly column on the Civil War 

for the Medina 
County Gazette, 
be of help to the 
cause, please do 
be in touch and 
even more, keep 
up the good stuff. 
Well done.

Eli Beachy 
Chippewa Lake

Thanks for DD 214 Chronicle. I 
thought it was going to be a 
bunch of b.s. from the government. 
It is the exact opposite. The 
story on Rev. Emil Kapaun should 
be read by every student. The 
columns on Harleys and cigars are 
my favorites. 

Fred Bognar
Korean War Veteran

Your newspaper does a great ser-
vice to veterans. It was a very 
good idea to ask veterans to talk 
about Memorial Day. It doesn’t 
matter which war, because all wars 

are terrible. Every Memorial Day 
I read the following quote. Then I 
go to a service. The Memorial Day 
service means more to me because I 
think of this quote. General John 
Logan, General Order No. 11, 5 May 
1868, “… gather around their sa-
cred remains and garland the pas-
sionless mounds above them with 
choicest flowers of springtime. Let 
us in this solemn presence renew 
our pledges to aid and assist 
those whom they have left among 
us as sacred charges upon the Na-
tion’s gratitude, the soldier’s and 
sailor’s widow and orphan.”                            

Bob Gedra

Thanks for the column on CCW. 
You were right when you said you 
never planned on picking up a gun 
after your military service, but 
times have changed. Proper train-
ing and a criminal background 
check are so important. 
     
 Catherine Kascsak

The Veteran Student Success Program assists veterans, guardsmen, reservists, and others receiving military  
benefits with making a successful transition into the CSU community while helping veteran students pursue  
their educational goals and attain their degrees.

RESOURCES AVAILABLE TO CSU VETERAN STUDENTS INCLUDE:
•	 HELP WITH ACCESSING VETERAN BENEFITS
•	 VETERAN ONLY CLASSES
•	 VetSuccess ON CAMPUS – VA COUNSELOR SPECIALIZING IN  

BENEFITS ON CSU CAMPUS FULL TIME
•	 VA READJUSTMENT COUNSELOR ON CAMPUS EVERY WEEK
•	 STUDENT VETERANS OF AMERICA CAMPUS CHAPTER
•	 THE DAY ROOM DROP-IN CENTER AND LOUNGE FOR CSU  

VETERAN STUDENTS

TO EXPLORE VETERAN SERVICES AT CSU:
Visit www.csuohio.edu/studentlife/vikingvets. Or call 216.875.9996 
or E-mail vikingvets@csuohio.edu to schedule a visit.

TO VISIT OR APPLY TO CSU:
Regular twice daily or first and third Saturday visits can be 
scheduled on www.engagecsu.com. See “Visit Campus/Admissions 
Events” tab.  

Veterans may also request a personalized “Green & White” visit with 
a CSU Admissions Counselor that include a visit to the CSU Veteran 
Student Success Program. To schedule a visit, call 216.687.7416. 

VETERAN STUDENT
SUCCESS PROGRAM 

AT CLEVELAND STATE UNIVERSITY
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CSU is an AA/EO institution. ©2011 University Marketing  1100243_pk/

e very branch of the U.S. military 
forces makes vital contributions 

to any war effort, but the Army com-
bat infantryman carries a load like 
no other: he operates under the worst 
conditions and performs a unique 
mission, namely, to close with and 
destroy the enemy and to seize and 
hold terrain. Not surprisingly, even 
though the U.S. Army infantry repre-
sents only 5 percent of U.S. military 
manpower, it sustains 80 percent of 
combat deaths.

The Combat Infantryman Badge 
(CIB) was created in 1943. Deep into 
fighting in World War II and eager to 
recruit more infantrymen to finish 
the job, Lt. Gen. Leslie J. McNair rec-
ommended establishing the CIB to 
boost the prestige of these military 
units who were doing most of the 
fighting and dying in active theaters 
in Europe and the Pacific. 

Approved by Secretary of War 
Stinson on October 7, 1943, the CIB 

was awarded to enlisted men who 
met these requirements: 1) the sol-
dier was an Army infantryman or 
a special forces officer; 2) held the 
grade of colonel or below, Army en-
listed soldier, or warrant officer with 
an infantry or special forces MOS; 3) 
performed duties 
while assigned 
to an infantry, 
Ranger or Spe-
cial Forces unit 
or brigade; and 

4) was engaged in active ground 
combat with enemies. Other soldiers 
serving with ground combat forces 
— for example, one carrying a radio 
for a forward observer — were not 
eligible.

Infantrymen who have been 
awarded the CIB 
always wear it at 
the top of their 
“ fruit salad,” 
their stack of 
r ibbons. And 

many say it is the most important 
medal they have earned. In WWII, 
the award was often sent to sweet-
hearts back home and fashioned into 
a bracelet.

The earliest design of the CIB 
consisted of a blue field (the color 
associated with the Infantry) in a 
horizontal bar. The musket within 
the bar was adapted from the Infan-
try insignia of the branch and repre-
sents the first official U.S. shoulder 
arm, the 1795 model Springfield Ar-
senal musket. The oak wreath sym-
bolizes steadfastness, strength, and 
loyalty.

In February 1952, the Army Chief 
of Staff approved a proposal to add 
stars to the Combat Infantryman 
Badge indicating meritorious ser-
vice in more than one war.

There are two CIBs in Tidyman’s 
immediate family; her father’s, from 
WWII, and her younger brother’s, from 
the Vietnam War.

Nick Early: Part One 

Greater Cleveland Veterans Business  
Resource Council By Tess Ames

“it is high time we recognize in a 
personal way the skill and heroism of 
the American infantry.” secretary of 

War henry stinson, 1943
{ }

nick Early is the executive director 
of the Veterans Business Council. 

He is soft spoken, direct, and laughs 
easily. 

But Early shouldn’t even be here. 
He should be in heaven, or wherever 
brave soldiers go when killed in bat-
tle. If there is a special, puffy cloud 
for Airborne Rangers, he should be 
there.

Early was with the 1st Cavalry in 
Vietnam, the storied, almost mythi-
cal outfit (See: Apocalypse Now) that 
relished battle, knew no fear, and 
took intense pride in its battlefield 
history. 

Early had every reason to believe 
he was going to return to the World 
with all his pieces and parts. He was 
a short timer and had been taken off 
flight status. Just a few more reveilles 

and he’d be on the Freedom Bird.
Except. Except he was asked to 

replace an ill trooper and take a ride 
to pick up some suspected VC. Com-
pared to his work as a LRRP, it was 
nothing special.

Until the chopper started taking 
ground fire. The pilot yelled a ques-
tion: Could Early see where the firing 
was coming from? (Old infantry rule: 
Tracer rounds show where the bullet is 
going, but they also show from where 
they are coming from.) Affirmative. 
The pilot said to drop a Willy Peter, 
or Wilson Pickett, or, more formally, 
a white phosphorus grenade to mark 
the spot. 

As they passed over the ground 
fire, Early pulled the pin and let the 
handle fly. He never let it go.

A deafening roar and the chopper 

was spinning like a drunk about to fall 
down, sending both men hurtling to 
the ground. The grenade, still in Ear-
ly’s hand, burned off his fingers. The 
crash and explosion burned him on 
more than 40 percent of his body. 

Both men were rescued. At the 
field hospital, a nurse stopped a phy-
sician going to Early. “He’s dead.” The 
doctor looked at Early’s burned, dis-
torted body, and said, “Maybe, but 
I’m going to try.” That doctor saved 
Early’s life, though there would 
come a time when Early would not 
feel grateful.

Early’s next duty stations were 
hospitals in Japan and at the Ft. Sam 
Houston Burn Center, where his only 
responsibility was to recover. He went 
under the surgeons’ knives more often 
than he can count.

Two incidents during his recovery 
are notable. The first occurred when 
he was finally able to walk, stuttering, 
limping gait that it was. He saw him-
self in the mirror for the first time. 
That night he prayed to God, “Take 
me.” In the morning, he prayed, “God, 
you’re not listening.”

The second was a visit. It was 
the physician from the field hospi-
tal who ignored the nurse’s diagnosis 
and saved Early. He was en route to 
his next duty station. He told Early, 
“You don’t know me, but I know you. 
I had to come up and see you for my-
self. You were beyond medicine. So 
I’m not going to credit medicine, but 
Something Greater. God has a pur-
pose for you.”

Next: From the Burn Unit to the Vet-
erans Business Resource Council.The Queen of Battle and  

Her Blue Badge of Courage  
By Kathryn M. Tidyman
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the joys of a cigar salon are legion. In 
most salons, comfortable seating (We 

have a number of Queen Anne chairs, but 
I think it encourages smokers to slouch.), 
a coffee pot, reading material, television, 
and a men’s room are standard. And the 
reason for being, of course, a wealth of 
cigars and pipe tobacco. 

A most pleasant palaver can be en-
joyed; lectures from the erudite among 
us range from the athleticism of curl-
ing to international marketing of new 
ice cream products. 

In some ways, we’re just like a neigh-
borhood bar. Guys come and go, come 
and linger. Some are listeners, others 
are quite verbose. Most fall somewhere 
in between. No one wants to talk poli-
tics or religion.

Unlike bars, behavior is predictable. 
Some guys want to stop in, enjoy a smoke 

and newspaper, maybe 
coffee from the place 
next door. The landed 
gentry mix peacefully 
with the hoi-polloi. On 
any day, there might be 
a veterinarian, land-
scaper, truck salesman, 
Universal Life Church 
minister, computer tech, 
Cleveland councilman, 
real estate magnate, 
truck driver, America’s premier restau-
rant architect, barber, owner of a con-
struction company, restaurant owner, a 
Cleveland cop, and some quiet guy who 
brings his dog in. The dog is just as well 
behaved as her owner. This is his second 
dog. Until the first dog’s death, the two 
were inseparable. The dog died of second 
hand smoke.

Nicknames abound: Big Guy, Little 
Dawg, Gabby, Stevako, Down King, Mush 

(remember “A Bronx 
Tale?”), Sidney, and Evil 
Bob among them.

I get to say, at closing 
time, “You don’t have 
to go home, but you 
can’t stay here.”  Here’s 
a major difference be-
tween our salon and 
local saloons: When 
you hang out here and 
go home, you might go 

home stinkin’, but you’re not going 
home stinkin’ drunk. Everyone drives 
home as well as they drove here.

The dress code, such as it is, is the 
essence of casual, yet bespoke suits and 
custom shoes raise nary an eyebrow. 

At our place, it is mostly men, and 
that’s the same everywhere. Why 
women don’t learn to enjoy the rich, 
full, flavor of cigars is beyond me.

Until they do, my heart races every 

time a woman walks in because I know 
she is there to celebrate the love she 
shares with her man. She will express 
that Sweet Mystery with gifts, nota-
bly cigars and accoutrements. Go ahead, 
call me an old-fashioned romantic.

Plus, the presence of women would 
clean up the language. Though when 
I think about it, the language is Guys. 
Guys know everything there is to know, 
whether the pros and cons of annuities, 
brain cancer and cell phones, fashion 
trends, the difference between historic 
and historical, the metric system, foot-
ball (and I mean high school, college, and 
pros,) guests on Dr. Phil, bookmaking 
and gambling, home repair, global warm-
ing, women’s volleyball, college tuition, 
how to get from Point A to Point B, the 
stock market, odds on successfully re-
versing vasectomies, and the most effica-
cious, homemade mosquito repellent. 

Won’t you join us?

ToBaCConiST
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Chrisopher Joyce

Mark King joined the U.S. Marine 
Corps after high school gradua-

tion. He had long known he would be 
a soldier. At one of Cleveland’s inter-
minable, dangerous, deadly riots, he 
watched members of the Ohio National 
Guard try to restore peace. He looked 
at his Dad, pointed at a Guardsman, 
and said, “I want to be that guy.”

Parris Island, boot camp for Ma-
rines, was everything he thought it 
would be, and more. He learned dis-
cipline, Marine Corps history, marks-
manship, and teamwork. None of his 
Marine education ever left him.

In boot camp, a drill instructor 
took him aside. He explained to King 
the problems suffered by one troop. 
When one troop screws up, the whole 
platoon is guilty. Teamwork works in 
both directions.

King was told to make the troop 
his personal responsibility. To watch 
and coach him. To ensure he didn’t 
drag down the platoon. No deal, King 

said, I have enough to worry about. 
“You don’t understand, son. You have 
no choice. You’re going to be that guy’s 
best friend and associate.”

While the additional duty was a 
pain, it also started King’s work as 
an instructor: To evaluate talent, to 
praise the skill, and build on 
it. To find ways to commu-
nicate and encourage.

He made rank and after 
ten years, left the Corps 
with sergeant stripes. He 
joined the 3/25 Marines in 
Brookpark just in time to 
train for Desert Storm. He 
didn’t get orders to go. Then, 
from 1992 to 1995, he was 
with the Ohio National Guard. 

He enjoyed working as a civilian, 
but he missed the Marines. He knew 
Kim Rodecker because they had been 
in the same Marine units. When Ro-
decker asked King to join his CCW 
training company, King was in fa-
miliar territory. Rodecker’s company 
hires only Marines. Once King was 
certified by the National Rifle Associa-

tion as instructor for CCW applicants, 
he was back in his element.

He lectures and demonstrates 
gun safety and gun handling. Once 
the testing has been finished in the 
classroom, it’s off to the firing range. 
A hallmark of Rodecker’s school is the 

one-on-one training at 
the range. And all the in-
structors are Marines. 

Some students have 
trouble qualifying. King 
watches, determines the 
obstacle, and tries to put 
the answer in his stu-
dent’s brain. But not all 
of us listen to the same 
language, and King often 

tries the same idea, but presented in 
different ways. 

“All of our instructors want every 
student to pass, but the fact is, some 
are going to fail. We can’t let a student 
apply for a license to carry a concealed 
weapon if, in our professional opin-
ions, that person isn’t qualified.”

Women are often better students 
than men. “Women are faster learn-

ers and don’t bring bad habits to the 
class or the range. Men do. With some 
of them, I have to come down hard. 
I tell them, ‘You’re working on an F 
right now, so you better pick up your 
average.”

Rodecker and his training instruc-
tors have taught more than 3,000 stu-
dents. Many stay with the company to 
further their skills. It is in the addi-
tional training where life saving tech-
niques are learned and practiced. King 
said, “If you only shoot at the range, 
you’re not going to be ready when you 
need to draw your firearm. If the sit-
uation is life threatening, skill with 
hitting a stationery paper target will 
not be adequate.”

In addition, King said shooting 
is fun. “If you enjoy shooting pool, 
or baskets, or even spitballs, target 
shooting is a challenge and it’s fun. 
There are shooting clubs and the his-
tory of handguns is fascinating.”

At present, King’s sidearm is a 
Smith & Wesson .40. “I buy guns for 
a specific purpose, not because they 
are popular or fancy.”

mark King

CCW Training from a Trainer By Nolberto Villegas

CCW anD HanDGUnS

When Casper Cromwell and his 
twin sister were growing up, 

there were two rules. First, get good 
grades. Second, everything else.

As junior high students, their grades 
dipped and then dipped lower. Mom 
put two and two together: the more 
time the twins spent before the tele-
vision set, the lower their grades. One 
evening, Mom insisted they turn off 
the television and open up the books. 
They ignored her. At their peril.

Mom unplugged the television 
set, carried it out the back door, and 
smashed it on the driveway, never 
again to entertain with mindless drivel 
the minds of her children.

The twins finished high school 
without television, went on to college, 
and found educational success.

After prepping at Cuyahoga Com-
munity College, Cas was off to Bowling 
Green State University, where he studied 
criminal justice and law enforcement. 

One credit short for his degree, he 
was living and working in Columbus. 

When the Trade Towers were at-
tacked, Cas thought long and hard 
about the world in which he 
lived. He believed his duty was 
to join the military and add 
what he could. He joined the 
Army. He called Mom with the 
news. She hung up the phone, 
jumped in the car, and drove 
from Cleveland to Columbus. 
Nonstop and at speeds prohib-
ited by law. Her boy was not 
going to join the Army. Not this man’s 
army, and not any other army. 

Ever a student of self preservation, 
before Mom arrived, Cas wisely locked 
and then bolted his front door. Good 
thinking. When she arrived, he refused 
to unlock it until Mom settled down a 
bit. The discussion that followed was 
sometimes less than cordial, but in the 
end, Mom came to better understand 

her son.
Wasn’t he just what she hoped 

for? A long, lean, healthy young man. 
Good student, good guy. No smoke, 

no drink.  
Off went Cas to the U.S. 

Army. Before he mustered out, 
he jumped out of a perfectly 
good airplane, served in both 
Iraq and Afghanistan, earned 
promotions to E-5, married 
and started a family, and ap-
plied to the FBI.

While overseas, he asked 
his family to send empty, unused 
pizza boxes and a Pizza Hut apron 
so he could drive around his base in 
Afghanistan, pretending to be a pizza 
delivery guy, and convincing the poor 
soldiers that there was a local Pizza 
Hut. (Pizza Hut seemed confused, but 
happy to donate these items to a sol-
dier, bless their cheesy hearts.)

On the pizza flyers he created and 

placed under Humvee windshield wip-
ers, he added the phone number for a 
competing battalion.  

The FBI was glad to have him, and 
his schoolboy awe of the organization 
grew to professional respect. He trained 
for five months, graduated, got comfort-
able carrying a badge and a gun. 

Special Agent Cromwell is soft spo-
ken, modest, and friendly. He smiles 
easily and never looks better than 
when he has one arm around his wife 
and one of his children in the other. 
He is well educated and hopes there is 
more education in his future.

He forgave his mother a long time 
ago. “First of all, tossing a television into 
the driveway and destroying it brought 
me back to studying. It’s left me at a 
distinct disadvantage for games like 
Trivia, but the guys I work with don’t 
play board games. Plus, isn’t it the best 
story? I mean, most people don’t believe 
it, but it’s true. Ask my sister.” 

Among the Many Benefits of a Television-Free Childhood: 
A Badge and a Gun from the FBI

By William Dawson Kelly
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“FbI. may I come in?”
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The Winds of War
By Kristine Meldrum Denholm 

you could open any history book 
or Google “weather and war,” and 

read about Mother Nature’s love affair 
with war: Gen. Washington’s troops’ 
brutal Valley Forge winter of 1778-79 
caused food shortages, illness, hous-
ing and clothing calamities. The USS 
Monitor sunk off Cape Hatteras dur-
ing a monstrous gale. Fast forward to 
D-Day when Eisenhower chose June 
5 for the invasion, but on a forecast 
of rain, switched it to June 6. 

You could read history, but “weath-
er and war” really comes down to what 
National Guard veteran A.J. Luna is 
saying about Iraq. 

“Guys were frying eggs on the 
Humvee, that’s how hot it was,” the 
retired sergeant says. 

He remembers their unit trained 
in Ft. Dix, N.J., in 50 degree weath-
er, and arrived in 2004 to inhale air 
that was 100 degrees. “Your body has 
to adapt, and there’s no way you can. 
Troops were getting colds and sick 
with fevers.” 

Summer temperatures in Iraq 
reach triple digits daily, and take a 
toll. During the “black days” of July 
and August, the mercury rocketed 
past 120 degrees. “It was freakishly 
hot. We’d do convoys. We’d lose some-
one at each stop due to dehydration.” 
He chugged Gatorade and four liters 
of water a day. 

Luna remembers high noon in May, 
2004, four weeks into deployment. A 
military police gunner, he grabbed for 
his MK-19 grenade 
launcher. “It was like 
touching a stove. It’s 
unbearable.”  He or-
dered special gloves. 
(Note: For veteran grenadiers used to 
the M-79, the MK-19 fires like a machine 
gun; 60 rounds per minute. Whew!)

“If body armor is supposed to add 
20 degrees, I believe it. We rode around 
in armored Humvees and Bradleys ev-
erywhere we went, and these metal 
monsters are like ovens in the sum-
mer. Every day it was a test of will to 
put on equipment,” echoes Andrew 
Goldsmith, a veteran who served two 
tours in Iraq as an infantryman. 

Luna says with the water and 
small meals, he lost 20 pounds. After 

an hour, they were drenched, “looking 
like we just played basketball.” How 
else to cool off? They couldn’t take off 
their helmet or flak jacket, but they 
loosened shirts and unbloused their 
pants. 

Yet heat isn’t the only weather fac-
tor in Iraq. Goldsmith remembers a 
rainy winter in Diyala. “It was heavy, 
drenching, monsoon rain,” he says. 

“Because there was a lot of fine dust 
there was a lot of mud, sometimes 
ankle deep or deeper and massive mud 
puddles. In Iraq, the sewage is in the 
streets. When it rained, this sewage 
spread everywhere, making for a pret-
ty disgusting experience all the time. 
The rainy season sucked. Rain is the 
natural enemy of the infantryman.” 

“Spring also presents severe thun-
derstorms, hail, tornados, extreme 
weather and heavy rains which cre-
ates mud and impacts supply lines,” 
explains Lt. Col. Bill Pryor, command-

er of the Air Force’s 28th Operational 
Weather Squadron in Sumter, S.C.

Sandstorms, like the notorious 
“Mother of All Dust Storms,” on the 
March to Baghdad in 2003, adds an-
other level of difficulty. Luna says, “It’s 
like someone was throwing pebbles, 
but we had a mask and goggles. I kept 
a bandanna over my nose.” 

“Spring in Iraq is the start of the 

dusty season, with lots of sand storms 
coming from Syria, and the sand is 
a very fine-grained dust that covers 
everything,” says Staff Sgt. Thomas 
Gwinn, a meteorologist from the 1st 
Operations Support Squadron Weath-
er detachment at Joint Base Langley, 
Eustis, Va.  He says though service 
members wear protective eyewear, 
some wear shemagh, the traditional 
Arab scarf to protect from dust. 

Sandstorms can jam firearms, and 
aircraft can be grounded due to lim-
ited visibility. Weather mainly affects 

the timing of a mission. 
Weather forecasting, and its role in 

war, has come a long way since WWII, 
Korea or Vietnam, when they were op-
erating with just a snapshot picture 
from a satellite.  Now, film is available, 
high-resolution imagery that provides 
motion pictures from the sky. Not 
only are sensing capabilities and sat-
ellite coverage better, computer mod-

eling means extended 
forecasts. Military 
planners use portable 
Doppler radar, light-
ning detection, direct 

communication with pilots, and hand-
held devices.

While this information is only 
a tool, and weather forecasting will 
always be an art that begs interpre-
tation, it has been part of past suc-
cesses, such as the March to Baghdad 
sandstorm. 

“We saw signs of this a week be-
fore. We slowed down and stopped the 
advance. It allowed us to regroup and 
for our personnel to recover and rest,” 
says Col. Pryor. “Iraqi forces didn’t see 
it, plan for it, or take advantage.” 

some things you can’t train for, such as sandstorms.

www.dd214chronicle.com

“rain is the natural enemy of the infantryman.”
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the names PFC. Donald Francis Dowl-
ing and PFC. Paul Eugene Dowling, 

Jr., are inscribed on the Korean War Vet-
erans Memorial in Washington, D.C.  

Perhaps equally as tragic, their names 
also appear on another list, compiled by 
the Joint Prisoner of War/Missing in Ac-
tion Accounting Command, of men with 
no next of kin or family DNA on file. At 
present, the Joint Prisoner of War/Miss-
ing in Action Accounting Command is 
working with family DNA samples and 
the remains of 750 unidentified service-
men with the eventual goal of identifying 
and returning them to their families.  

Could Paul E. and Donald F. Dowl-
ing be among the unidentified?       

As an amateur genealogist, I focused 
my effort on finding a direct female con-
nection to the Dowling’s mother; such 
person could provide the mitochondrial 
DNA requested for possible identifica-
tion.  Six weeks into the search, I was in 
contact with Rosemary Tottosy, a first 
cousin in Colorado.  She gladly agreed to 

contact the Marine Casualty Office and 
provide a DNA sample.  When the Cleve-
land Plain Dealer reported that a DNA 
donor had been located, I quickly realized 
there were cousins from the father’s side 
of the family living in Cleveland.      

Recently I had the opportunity to 
meet several local cousins.  Paul and 
Donald Dowling were no longer two 
names inscribed in granite or merely 
names on a list; they were mischievous 
boys growing up in Cleveland Heights, 

who often urged their younger cousins 
to smoke.  

I met with Jim Hlavin, Patricia Inti-
li, and Carol Gallucci, who were between 
the ages of nine and 16 when their cous-
ins enlisted in the Marines.  Jim Hlavin 
recalled Paul, 23 and Donald, 19, saying 
they were going to camp to learn how 
to shoot guns.  

Upon reaching Camp Pendleton, the 
men of the 7th Infantry were reassigned 
for additional training; sadly the oppor-

tunity to separate the Dowling broth-
ers was overlooked.  The brothers were 
assigned to the 5th Marine Regiment, 
Company F, 1st Division Marines.  With 
barely four weeks of training and to the 
horror of Mr. and Mrs. Paul Dowling, 
Sr., the two young Marine reserves were 
sent to Korea.  

On December 2, 1950, the Cleve-
land Heights brothers were captured 
at the Chosin Reservoir.  The official 
report was that both died of dysentery 
fifteen days later. The only two children 
of Paul and Eunice Dowling were listed 
as missing in action; their remains were 
not recovered.

Without remains to bury or graves 
to visit, their parents were left with-
out closure.  Mrs. Dowling lived to 96 
and died without knowing what hap-
pened to her sons. More than sixty 
years later, the Dowling cousins re-
member the sacrifice of Paul and Don-
ald Dowling. They haven’t forgotten. 
Neither should we.

We Sent the Dowling Brothers to War;  
Let’s Bring Them Home  By Tina Mathis

the inspiration for Dean martin and Jerry lewis: the Dowling brothers.
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CONCEALED CARRY COURSES 
A Veteran Owned Business  

N.R.A. Certified Firearms Training by former  
U.S. Marine Corps Military Police Instructors.  

Classes in Ohio’s Concealed Carry, Basic Firearms Safety 
and more. Around your schedule and low prices.

 

Kim Rodecker

Registered with Cuyahoga County Sheriffs Dept.
C.C.W. Office

216-749-4416 
www.concealedcarrycourses.com

Jesse Willard largent 1919-1998 
I have a dilemma: How do you por-
tray a larger than life person in 800 
words? When I think of Will Largent 
I can’t help but smile. His infectious 
personality, ready wit, and superb 
story-telling talent embrace you like 
a warm blanket. You simply liked being 
in his company. Anyone who knew or 
worked with Will in his many titles 
as newspaper editor, columnist, press 
secretary, executive assistant, urban 
renewal chief, author, or WW II hero 
has a memory that has all the vivid 
dimensions of a Frank Capra movie. 
The cast of those who cherish a mem-
ory of a Largent story include George 
Voinovich, Brent Larkin, George Con-
don, and hundreds of others. Will was 
always “good copy.”

I first met him through his son 
Jeff, a student of mine at Medina 
High School in 1963-64. At the time 
Will was editor of the Berea News. 
Since I was new to Medina, Will and 
his wife Gertrude invited me and a 
fellow teacher for dinner. That was 
my first exposure to the master story 
teller of Medina’s history. 

A clue to Will’s sense of humor 
was a front page story he ran as the 
editor of the Medina County Ga-
zette in 1955-56. The Gazette’s office 
overlooked Medina’s pastoral public 
square, complete with small fountain. 
As Will told it, he headlined an April 
1st story revealing the historic square 
was to become a Nike missile site, sup-
ported by a few thousand troops that 
would be billeted in area homes. The 
Mayor, promoted to General, would 
warrant a salute. Of course the stately 
elms on the square would have to go. 
Some outraged readers did not fin-
ish the rest of the story. It was at the 
height of the cold war and folks need-
ed a break from doom. 

Little did I realize that 35 years 
later one chapter of many in the 
legacy of Will Largent’s life would 
intersect mine. That chapter would 
become part of the Crile Archives and 
the various memorials to veterans on 
the Western Campus of Cuyahoga 
Community College. 

Eventually I learned Will had been 
the subject of a sensational story re-
ported in the International Herald 
Tribune: date line Aix-en-Provence, 
August 13, 1944. “Nazi 
Admiral Yields French 
Hospital to American 
Patient.” 

That patient was Tech. 
Sgt. Jesse Willard Largent, 
of Cleveland, Ohio, a POW 
in a German Naval Hospi-
tal in Toulon, France. Will’s 
B-26 Marauder was shot 
down on its 59th mission. 
Will was not supposed to fly that day, 
since he had his papers to stand down. 
He had been in an all night poker game, 
but still got the call at 5:00 am, “Lar-
gent, you’re flying today!”

A dramatic photo of his plane, 
“Lady Eve III,” showing the star-
board engine being blown off, is in 
the book Flak Bait by Devon Francis. 
Will successfully bailed out, but sus-

tained a broken leg on impact when 
he parachuted into a deep gorge in the 
French Maritime Alps. He was hidden 
in a cave for a few days by the Free 

French, but eventually re-
layed to the nearest hospi-
tal, a German naval unit in 
Toulon. The commander of 
the hospital was fearful of 
revenge by the Free French, 
since the Allies were clos-
ing in. Eager to surrender 
to the only American avail-
able, the admiral in charge, 
Dr. Karl Eyerich, placed his 

ceremonial dagger on Will’s bed as a 
formal act of surrender. 

Will was eventually evacuated to 
the States and sent to an army hos-
pital in Florida. However, as a former 
POW he had status that allowed him 
to be transferred to an army hospital 
near his home town of Cleveland. Will 
arrived at Crile General Hospital and 
while convalescing made appeals on 

behalf of war bond drives. He was in-
terviewed in January, 1945 on WTAM 
regarding his role as B-26 radio/gun-
ner. Will is listed on the Crile Archives 
web site as part of the patient roster of 
Christmas 1944 (www.crile-archives.
org). There is a substantial file of doc-
uments, artifacts, and memorabilia 
in the Crile Archives in the “Largent 
Collection.” 

In 1984, on the 40th anniversa-
ry of Will’s mission and capture, he 
and Gertrude returned to the small 
town of Ollioules, France, where he 
was greeted as a hero and given the 
key to the city and a bronze medal. 
Some townsfolk were not only still 
there but some had bits of line from 
his parachute, and one of the children 
had a dress from his parachute. An 
autographed photo of the Mayor paid 
tribute to the American who liberated 
their village. 

Will also had a serious side. Be-
fore he left us in 1998, he completed 
a manuscript on the training of the 
RAF in Florida, subsequently pub-
lished by Purdue University Press, 
RAF Wings Over Florida: Memories 
of World War II British Air Cadets, 
edited by Tod Roberts. 

Will was loved by many who 
worked with him or knew him as a 
great friend. Cleveland was a better 
place because of Will Largent. In a cer-
tificate of appreciation from the City 
of Cleveland the citation noted: 

“ … his years of outstanding public 
service to the citizens of the world. 
Over the years, Will has fought for 
human rights from the fields of 
France to the corridors of Cleveland 
City Hall. 

“We salute this gregarious individ-
ual for his instinctive dislike for the 
narrow limitations of common sense 
and wise judgement. In this capacity, 
he is a model for us all.” 

Awarded by George V. Voinovich, 
Mayor 

This 17th day of April, 1980 
It is signed simply “George.”
James Banks, Ph.D. is the founder 

and director of the Crile Archives at the 
Tri-C Western Campus.

Will Largent, an Example of The  
Greatest Generation By James Banks, Ph.D.

STeWarDS of TraDiTion anD Honor Andy’s Shoe &  
Luggage Service

“SFor More Than 60 years, Heeling and Saving Soles.  
A Second Generation Veteran-Owned Business
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Official Distributor of DD 214 Chronicle 
“My Dad has a DD 214, I have a DD 214, and now I have DD 214 Chronicle to carry my 

advertising message. Five new customers have walked through my doors, and I have no 

doubt it’s only the beginning.”                                                                                — Greg Rusnak

27227 Wolf Road 
Bay Village, Ohio 44140
(440) 871-1082 

Weekdays: 7 a.m. to 6 p.m. 
Saturday: 7 a.m. to 1 p.m. 
Closed Wednesdays for a Day of Rest

Greater Cleveland 
Veterans Resource Council

 Cle vel and,  OhiO

 
The mission of the Greater Cleveland Veterans Business Resource Council 
(GCVBRC) is to help Veterans achieve self-employment status. The GCVBRC 
accomplishes its mission through education training, business planning, 
mentoring, referrals and other related services.

The GCVBRC is a non-profit organization of veterans who are committed to 
helping veterans thoughout the Greater Cleveland area including, but not 
limited to, Cuyahoga, Lake, Geauga, Medina, Summit and Lorain counties. 
The organization was chartered July 1, 1991 and there are only 25 Veterans 
Business Resource Councils (VBRCs) in the USA.

The American Red Cross Bldg.
3747 Euclid Avenue · Cleveland, Ohio 44115
(216) 361-4506

Veterans Business Center
16004 Broadway · Maple Hts., Ohio 44137
(216) 662-2470

www.gcvbrc.org

Will largent and the dagger that sealed the deal — the surrender of the germans

A proud supporter of our veterans...

The Mission of the Community West 
Foundation is to advance the health 

and well being of our community.

Join us.

216-476-7060
www.communitywestfoundation.org
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Takin’ Care  
of Business

Are you a veteran? Do you have 
your own business? DD 214 
Chronicle wants to carry your 
advertising message to the 

veteran (and all who love them) 
community in five northeast Ohio 
counties: Lake, Lorain, Summit, 

Medina, and Cuyahoga.

Even better, we want to provide 
you and your business with a 

special “Vets for Vets” discount 
and editorial support.

Readers, veteran groups, and 
consumers should know you not 

only served your country, but now 
serve clients and customers. 

Call John Tidyman,  
(440) 333-7644 or  

forgedirons@yahoo.com

september 4, 1967, Quong Tin 
Province, Republic of Vietnam. 

A routine, pre-dawn, sweeping op-
eration by a Marine company was 
turning into a major battle with a 
large force of the North Vietnamese 
Army. Three additional companies of 
Marines were committed. Fr. Vin-
cent Capodanno, M.M. was granted 
permission to accompany the rein-
forcements, as he knew there would 
be many wounded and killed.

At 2:45 p.m., two platoons came 
under heavy fire on one side of a hill. 
The chaplain, left his relatively safe 
position on the other side, and raced 
across an open area raked by fire to be 
near the men. To repel the enemy, tear 
gas was dropped on the U.S. position. 
The Marines had gas masks, but Fr. 
Capodanno, seeing that a choking Ma-
rine was without one, gave him his. He 
continued to go to wounded Marines 
and help them back to the defensive 
perimeter or administer last rites.

As he ran toward a mortally 
wounded man, shrapnel from an 
exploding mortar inflicted multiple 
wounds to his right arm and leg. Fr. 
Capodanno, his arm held stiffly at 
his side, reached the Marine, and 
prayed with him until he died. Refus-
ing medical aid, the chaplain worked 
his way over to several other wound-
ed Marines to comfort them.

A sergeant, who had been wound-
ed five times, lay dazed on an ex-
posed slope. The chaplain reached 
him and dragged him into a depres-
sion to save his life.  As the fighting 

raged, Fr. Capodanno was wounded 
a second time, but still refused to 
leave the battlefield.

About 6:30 p.m., three Marines 
moved to destroy an enemy machine 
gun; two were killed and the third 
wounded.  Fr. Capodanno reached the 
injured man, and as his right hand was 
useless, blessed him with his left.  Just 
then a medic who had 
been coming to aid the 
wounded Marine was 
shot. Father ran to the 
medic, positioning his 
body between the medic 
and the enemy.  The ma-
chine gunner opened 
fire killing both men.

Fr. Capodanno suf-
fered 27 bullet wounds, 
from his head to his 
spine. Immediately, news 
of his death circulated 
throughout the battle-
field, and was radioed to the command 
center as: “Number 21 is KIA.” Twenty-
one is the code for the chaplain.

Fr. Capodanno had come a long 
way from his birth on February 13, 
1929 to an Italian immigrant fam-
ily on Staten Island, NY.  He was the 
youngest of ten children born to the 
devout, Catholic family. Although 
he never spoke of an interest in the 
priesthood during his early years, he 
frequently attended daily Mass on 
his way to a local, public high school.  
When he graduated, he continued the 
practice, as he took a job as a clerk in 
an insurance company and attended 

night classes at Fordham Universi-
ty. At the age of 20, he decided to 
become a Maryknoll missioner, and 
after nine years of study and prepa-
ration was ordained.

Two months later, Father and five 
other Maryknollers were sent to Tai-
wan. For the next year, he studied 
the Hakka-Chinese dialect to prepare 

him for his ministry to 
this minority group in 
the mountains of west-
ern Taiwan. He spent 
the remainder of his 
initial six-year assign-
ment undertaking a va-
riety of responsibilities. 
Then, after a traditional 
six-month furlough, he 
was assigned to Hong 
Kong.  Fr. Capodanno 
expressed a desire to 
return to Taiwan, but 
was refused. He then 

requested permission to join the 
Navy Chaplain Corps and serve with 
the Marines in Vietnam. This was 
approved and, in late 1965, he was 
commissioned a lieutenant. In April 
1966, he was assigned to the 7th Ma-
rine Regiment, south of Da Nang. As 
the only Catholic chaplain in the regi-
ment, he had to see to the spiritual 
needs of the men in three battalions, 
spread over a wide area.

Fr. Capodanno lived as close to the 
combat Marines as possible, spending 
more time at combat bases, where he 
knew he was needed, than at the bat-
talion command post. He marched with 

them, carried the same loads, went on 
patrol with them, shared his rations, 
and made himself fully accessible to 
them.  On Sundays, he said Mass at 
each of the battalions, often traveling 
from one to the other by helicopter. In 
1966, he participated in six combat op-
erations, and was awarded a Bronze Star 
and a Vietnamese Cross of Gallantry.

Normally, chaplains are trans-
ferred from field combat units after 
six months. Fr. Capodanno served 
eight months before being attached 
to a medical battalion to serve the 
hospitalized. He longed to be with 
the field unit again, and often vis-
ited his old battalion during its op-
erations. When his year-long tour 
of duty was coming to an end, he 
requested a six month extension. It 
was approved, and he was assigned to 
the 5th Marine Regiment in the Que 
Son Valley, where some of the fierc-
est fighting was going on. He volun-
tarily joined the officers who “walked 
the line” at night to visit the forward 
posts and assure that the defenses 
were ready. Fr. Capodanno stayed 
close to the fighting men, comfort-
ing them, saying Mass, hearing Con-
fessions, listening to their problems, 
writing to their families. Then came 
the fateful day in September.

Father Capodanno received the 
Medal of Honor from his country 
for his heroism, and has been made 
a “Servant of God” by his Church 
for his selflessness towards others.  
His cause for canonization is being 
considered.

In the Sheer Madness of Combat,  
Rev. Vincent Capodanno Fulfilled His Mission 

by Lawrence P. Grayson, The Catholic University of America

When grief overwhelms us, 
the grace of flowers reminds us of the beauty of life.

15241 Triskett Road, Cleveland, Ohio 44111
(216) 671-5600

Affordable  
F lorals

At Affordable Florals, our customers include VFW Posts 387 and 2533,  
the Cleveland Police Patrolmen’s Association, and the FOP.  
We would be honored to serve you, as well.

g rant Van Buskirk no longer re-
members everything about his 

time in World War II.
Now, 90-years-old, wheelchair 

bound and suffering from dementia, 
certain memories remain crystal clear, 
while others are lost in time.

His 88-year-old wife Dorothy and 
daughter Diane Hartt try to prod 
memories from him about his Navy 
days. He served from 1943 to 1946 
aboard the U.S.S. Lassen and  U.S.S. 
Bales in WW II.

“Do you remember when you were 
on board ship?” Dorothy asks, speak-
ing loudly so Grant can hear. “It’s hard 
to remember,” Grant answers softly.

Diane picks up a small, square, black 
and white glossy photo and laughs. The 
photo shows a group of handsome, 
deeply tanned, young men laying on 
their stomachs on a South Pacific beach, 
propped up on their elbows to look at the 
camera, with their naked, stark white 
bottoms lined up in a scalloped row.

“Strange enough, I remember 
that!” Grant says, as a big smile 
stretches across his face and for a 
brief moment, his eyes twinkle with 
remembrance.

“Well, there’s life in the old boy 
yet!” laughs Dorothy.

“I couldn’t name the men, but it’s in 
the Philippines area,” he continues.

“Do you remember how long you 
were in the Philippines?” Dorothy 
asks. “I remember I was in the Navy 
in the Philippines,” Grant says.

“Yeah, you were in the Navy in the 
Philippines. How long were you there?”

“Oh, I’d be kidding myself if I tried 
to guess at that,” says Grant.

The exchange can be frustrat-

ing to Dorothy, who misses Grant’s 
quick wit and sharp intellect as it 
fades away, enveloped by dementia. 
She fills in the blanks for him about 
his time in the service.

Grant Van Buskirk was born in 
Saginaw, Michigan and grew up in the 
Chicago area, but never cared much for 
the city. His real love – the tranquility 
of being on a boat on water – devel-
oped long before his Navy days.

It was when he sought out the sol-
ace and serenity of a small town that 
he first met Dorothy. She was work-
ing in the payroll department of an 
office equipment company in Mus-
kegon, Michigan.

After graduating with an engineer-
ing degree from Purdue University, 
Grant decided to move to Muskegon 
to live near the water of Lake Michigan. 
Grant and Dorothy married on March 
20, 1942. The following year, at the age 
of 28, Grant enlisted in the Navy.

Two stories of Grant’s time aboard 
the ammunition ships stand out the 

most. The first is that, ironically, de-
spite Grant’s love of water and boat-
ing, he became extremely seasick on 
the U.S.S. Lassen. His commanding 
officer was Eddy Duchin – the famous 
pianist and band leader. It’s a story 
Grant used to tell Diane’s children 
over and over, whenever they felt sea-
sick aboard his 38-foot trawler he had 
in later years.

Dorothy explains that Eddy Duch-
in assigned Grant to call orders to the 
helm to take his mind off of being sea-
sick. But one time, he had his head in 
a bucket when Duchin tapped him on 
the shoulder and told him he was der-
elict in his duties.

“He’s never been seasick since,” 
says Dorothy.

His other famous story is about 
a naval convoy, moving under cover 
of darkness, when one fellow either 
jumped or fell overboard.

“The captain was so sympathetic 
to him, in the middle of the night, 
he turned all the search lights on the 
ship,” Grant explained. The captain, 
of course, risked court martial.

The day he arrived home from war 
in 1946 is still clear in Dorothy’s mind. 
It would be the first time Grant saw his 
daughter – who was born, appropri-
ately enough, on the Fourth of July.

Grant’s post-war career was with 
General Motors.

Grant can’t remember the pic-
tures he took during the war, or 
the primitive methods he used to 
develop and print them. That’s all 
right. The pictures are an accurate 
reflection of one man’s war, fought 
halfway around the world, and trea-
sured by his family.

Veterans and hospice
Veterans are underserved by hospices and would benefit from the holistic, patient-centered care. Military service 
is highly relevant to how veterans live and how they die. Through the Peaceful & Proud initiative, staff members 
receive education about the comprehensive needs of veterans and their families in order to provide the highest 
quality of care for them when they are nearing the end of their lives. one aspect of life closure that is especially 
enriching for veterans is ethical wills. Ethical wills bequeath personal values, reflections, advice and ideals to fam-
ily members and loved ones through story-telling. at Hospice of the Western reserve, staff members have been 
trained in techniques that guide patients and families through creating an ethical will. Through Grant’s story, and 
others like his, we better understand the unique life experiences of veterans.

hospice services for grant and his family:
• Volunteer visits • Expressive therapies • Caregiver support • Palliative care • Spiritual care • Ethical Will
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grant and Dorothy Van buskirk
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Where Donut Dollies 
Have Been Part of 

Our Outfit 
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•
Elmwood Bakery

15204 Madison Ave.
Lakewood, OH 44107 

(216) 221-4338
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After a Long and Glorious Voyage, 
the Old Sailor Returns to Port

“Number 21 is KIA.”



t here may be more affable, intelli-
gent, talented, hard working, in-

defatigable, observant, committed, 
generous, golf professionals than 
Jimmy Hanlin PGA, but they would 
have to be in a parallel universe.  

He is director of golf at Little 
Mountain Golf Club, in Chesterland, 
and that’s one of many titles. He un-
derstands the business of golf as well 
as he understands the swing. Who 
better to go to for a couple questions 
about our Monsoon Spring.
Q:  What’s the damage?
A:  Hard to say, except that the weath-
er cost northeast Ohio golf millions 
of dollars.
Q: That’s not just green fees.
A: Not at all. Green fees are the life-
blood of any daily fee course, but it 
goes beyond that.
Q: start with the absence of green 
fees and go on.

A: Many courses build their budgets 
on assumed revenue from green fees. 
That’s where tax dollars come from, 
maintenance on buildings and equip-
ment, and staff.
Q: Staff?
A: If the weather prevents play for an 
extended period of time, and your 

staff is unable to work, course owners 
and managers suddenly have serious 
questions to answer. Nothing is more 
important than your staff. But if you 
don’t have it, you can’t spend it. 
Q: Maintenance?
A: If you’re paying equipment loans, 
the situation is problematic: First, 

making the payments and second, 
using the equipment. With weather 
like we had, the superintendent is 
unable to get the equipment on the 
course. So courses this year are way 
behind on conditioning. I think the 
saddest guys in golf this year are the 
superintendents. They take such pride 
in their courses, but have been unable 
to groom them.
Q: Other areas?
A: Two. The pro shop and golf outings. 
If it’s too wet to play or practice, the 
traffic in the pro shop disappears. 
And golf outings are an important 
source of revenue, but if the course 
can’t be played, that’s lost, too. On 
a lesser scale, teaching professionals 
can’t provide instruction, and cad-
dies have no work.
Q: What’s a golfer to do?
A: Remember Little Orphan Annie? 
She sang a great song, “The Sun Will 
Come Out Tomorrow.”
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our regular Harley columnist wasn’t 
able to write his column. His leg is 

broken, his bike, the joy of his life, is 
in the shop and preliminary estimates 
are $12,000 to make it well. Plus, he’s 
mad. Murrill Murphy, Jr. doesn’t write 
well when he’s mad. 

I’m unsure of Murrill’s faith, but 
I know he had First Communion and 
Confirmation. He damn near had Last 
Rites.

May 1 was a cool and sunny day. 
Perfect for a ride. Even better, Pastor 
Mark Jaramillo from St. Paul’s church 
in Kenosha would ask for a little Di-
vine Protection at annual “Blessing of 
the Bikes.” 

Murrill was wearing his leathers, 
head to toe, including a skull cap hel-
met. After Rev. Mark asked God to 
keep a safe eye on Murrill, our col-

umnist headed home.
Sundays are important to lots of 

riders. With good weather, riding is 
a pleasure no walker, cyclist, roller 
skater, skateboarder, or jogger will 
ever know. Wind in the face and en-
gine purring, it’s a freedom vital to all 
riders.

Murrill was cruising in the curb 
lane of a four lane highway. Speed limit 
45. He has the same ingrained habit all 
good riders have: Regularly checking 

his mirrors and assessing where he is 
in traffic and where potential problems 
might be. 

He was 40 feet behind a woman 
driver, glanced at his mirror, looked 
back and found she had stopped dead 
in the street. No flashers, turning light, 
no nothing. Dead stop. Murrill had to 
lock his brakes, lean left, check his mir-
rors again, and hope to clear her.

He almost made it. But he didn’t.
His right handlebar clipped her 

left turn signal and down he went. 
The first thing he heard was one of 
his leg bones snapping in two. As the 
bike crashed and slid, he knew a greater 
danger was traffic behind him. Traffic 
stopped. Whew.

A number of people ran over to Mur-
rill, asked how he was, and offer witness 
statements. A fellow biker pulls up and 
takes pictures that he later sent to Mur-
rill. Police arrive, make reports, hand 
the woman driver a fistful of citations. 
It takes 20 minutes before Murrill is 
whisked away in an ambulance.

He said finding a woman stopped 
in the middle of a highway, with no 
explanation, wrecking his wonder-
ful bike, and breaking a leg weren’t 
bad enough.

“I was on the pavement for 20 
minutes and the driver didn’t have 
the heart to come over and ask if I 
was okay.”

Lake? That Ain’t No Lake.  
That’s the Tenth Fairway By Tess Ames
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this is the last time murrill murphy attends “blessing of the bikes.”

yeah, you can play ... if your feet are webbed.
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Wham, Bam, Thank You, Ma’m …  
For Almost Killing me  By Joey Ebenger

THe SiLenT Gray feLLoWS
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Visit www.SkylandGolfCourse.com 
for free golf on your birthday,  

to book you tee times, for rate information  
and exclusive online specials.

Skyland Golf Course
2085 Center Rd • Hinckley, OH 44233

(330) 225-5698

Southern Cross 
Résumé Service 

 
A Veteran Owned Business   

You Need a Professional Résumé if:
You want to change your job or career;	
You’re eager to return to the job market;	
You haven’t updated your résumé in five years or more;	
Graduation is on the horizon and you’ll be competing in the 	
job market.

At Southern Cross, it begins with a detailed interview. We want to know 
your strengths, your accomplishments, and your plans for the future. When 
we finish, you’ll have the best résumé, a cover letter, a reference page, fax 
cover sheet, and all files on a CD. $175.

(440) 333.7644
Southern Cross Résumé Service 




