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On Easter morning, March 
25, 1951, the Catholic priest 
mounted the steps of a par-

tially destroyed church, and turned 
to face his congregation, some 60 
men – gaunt, foul-smelling, in tat-
tered clothing. Fr. Emil Kapaun 
raised a small, homemade, wooden 
cross to begin a prayer service, led 
the men in the Rosary, heard the con-
fessions of the Catholics, and per-
formed a Baptism. Then, he wept 
because there was no bread or wine 
to consecrate so that the men could 
receive the Eucharist.

The U.S. Army chaplain, with a 
patch covering his injured eye and 
supported by a crudely-made cane, 
may have been broken in body, but 
was strong in spirit.

The following Sunday, Fr. Kapaun 
collapsed.  His condition was seri-
ous – a blood clot, severe vein in-
flammation, malnutrition – but the 
Chinese guards in the North Korean 
prison camp would allow no medi-
cal treatment, not even painkillers. 
After languishing for several weeks, 
he died on May 23 and was buried 
in a mass grave.

Emil Kapaun was born on April 
16, 1916 to a poor, but faith-filled 
farm family on the prairies of east-
ern Kansas.  Life was hard and even 
children had to learn to be resource-
ful as mechanics and carpenters and 
to care for the animals during bitter 
winters and brutally hot summers.  
With a strong desire to become a 
priest, he attended Benedictine Con-

ception Abbey 
to complete 
high school 
and college, 
c o n t i n u e d 
his studies 
at Kenrick 
Seminary in 
St. Louis, and 
was ordained 
in 1940.

When the 
United States 
entered World 
War II, he 
asked to be-
come a mili-
tary chaplain.  
His bishop ini-
tially refused, 
but later relented.  Fr. 
Kapaun enlisted in 
1944 in the Army, 
served for two years 
in Burma and India, 
then returned to ci-
vilian life.  Two years 
later, he reenlisted and 
was assigned to the 1st 
Cavalry Division in 
Japan.

In June 1950, a 
North Korean army 
crossed the 38th par-
allel, and advanced 
quickly toward Seoul, South Korea.  
The U.S. intervened militarily, with 
the 1st Cavalry Division execut-
ing an amphibious landing to block 
the advancing army. The enemy on-

slaught was 
severe and 
the U.S. units 
soon were 
in retreat.  
Fighting was 
intense. Fr. 
Kapaun, with 
his soldier-
parishioners 
in danger, 
was tireless.  
He moved 
among the 
GIs, ignoring 
enemy fire, 
comforting 
the wound-
ed, admin-
istering the 

last rites, burying the 
dead, and offering 
Mass whenever and 
wherever he could.  
On one occasion, he 
went in front of the 

U.S. lines, in spite of 
intense fire, to rescue 

a wounded soldier.
By August, the 

U.S. troops had been 
pushed to the south-
ern end of Korea, near 
the port of Pusan. Then, 
on September 15, 1950, 

the war took a radical turn when U.S. 
troops landed at Inchon behind the 
invading army. The North Korean 
forces fled northward, with the 
Americans in pursuit.  Within a few 

weeks, the 1st Cavalry Division had 
crossed the 38th parallel.  Unknown 
to them, China, which had secretly 
moved a huge army into North Korea, 
was about to enter the war.

The night of November 1 was quiet.  
Fr. Kapaun’s battalion, having suf-
fered some 400 casualties among its 
roster of 700 soldiers, was placed in a 
reserve position. Chinese troops, how-
ever, had infiltrated to within a short 
distance of them. Suddenly, just be-
fore midnight, there was a cacophony 
of bugles, horns and whistles, as the 
enemy attacked from all sides.

Fr. Kapaun scrambled among 
foxholes, sharing a prayer with one 
soldier, saying a comforting word to 
another. He assembled many wound-
ed in an abandoned log dugout. All 
the next day, he scanned the battle-
field and, some 15 times, when he 
spotted a wounded soldier would 
crawl out and drag the man back to 
the battalion’s position. By day’s end, 
the defensive perimeter was drawn 
so tightly that the log hut and the 
wounded it contained were outside 
of it. As evening came and another 
attack was imminent, the chaplain 
left the main force for the shelter so 
that he could be with the wounded.  
It was soon overrun, and Fr. Kapaun 
pleaded for the safety of the injured.  
Approximately three-quarters of the 
men in the battalion had been killed 
or captured.

Hundreds of U.S. prisoners were 
marched northward over snow-cov-
ered crests. Whenever the column 
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See A Memorial Day Tribute, page 13

A Memorial Day Tribute to a Priest  
Who Lost His Life, but Never His Faith

By Lawrence P. Grayson 
Visiting Scholar, The American University
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Father Kapaun’s pipe was shot  
out of his mouth by a Korean 

sniper. (Below) an outdoor mass 
in Korea said by Fr. Kapaun.
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She Teaches Veterans;  
Veterans Teach Her By Amanda McCoy

i have never been a soldier. 
However, I have spent 

countless hours teaching 
the brave people who devot-
ed their time to this coun-
try. I may not be a veteran, 
but I know the challenges 
they face when re-entering 
school. Currently, I teach 
English and computer for 
Cuyahoga Community 
College’s Veterans Upward 
Bound (VUB)program that aims to 
assist these veterans in their assimi-
lation into the college setting. 

Many of my students have not set 
foot in a classroom in a decade or more 
and fear they won’t fit in. Despite these 
fears, the VUB students value education 
and are more motivated than any group 
I have ever taught. Nothing is worse for 
a teacher than a silent classroom. I have 
worked with younger students who are 
afraid to raise their hands, ask questions 

or give answers. The adult vet-
eran students at VUB are the 
exact opposite. They partici-
pate eagerly and form healthy 
competition in class. 

In fact, in my trenches, 
the classroom, not a day goes 
by without laughter. The vet-
eran students take their ed-
ucation seriously; they are 
driven, focused and enthu-
siastic. However, these stu-

dents benefit more from laughter than 
any group I have taught. The veterans 
have encountered adversity, yet they 
show up each day, work hard and main-
tain a positive attitude. School can be 
scary for the students who have been 
away for years, and laughter is one of the 
ways we cope with these struggles.

Each group of students at VUB is 
different, but one aspect remains the 
same: the unit mentality translates to 
the classroom. When one student strug-

gles, the others help without hesitation, 
something I seldom witness among tra-
ditional college students. Last session in 
computer class, a younger, more tech-
savvy student helped an older student 
format his document. Never have I told 
the students I expect them to help one 
another, but I witness them doing so 
on a daily basis.

The veteran students aren’t the only 
ones profoundly affected by their expe-
rience at VUB. Though I am the one who 
is “educating,” I often leave the class-
room inspired by my students who have 
overcome more adversity than I have 
ever known. I often feel as though I am 
the one who is learning from them. 

Amanda McCoy teaches writing at 
Cleveland State University and Eng-
lish and computer at Tri-C’s Veterans 
Upward Bound program. For more in-
formation regarding the VUB program, 
visit www.tri-c.edu/vub or call (216) 
987-4938.
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“no returning service 
member should have to 
face homelessness. the men 
and women of the Armed 
forces have been made a 
promise that if they defend 
our country, a grateful 
nation will provide them 
with services and benefits 
they have earned. service 
members across ohio and 
the nation, face too many 
barriers upon return from 
active duty. We’re prepared 
to negotiate and reduce the 
deficit responsibly.  But we 
won’t balance the budget on 
the backs of those who have 
already given so much to 
our nation.” 

— ohio sen. sherrod brown
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MaiL CaLL

I am a 61-year old Vietnam com-
bat veteran with PTSD. I have a 
small horse operation in Grants-
ville, Utah and have found that 
working with my horses has helped 
quiet many of the problems I have 
had with my PTSD and would like 
to pass this on. I am currently 
assisting Dr. Laurie Sakaeda with 
her program related to this. This 
therapy has several names but Dr. 
Sakaeda refers to her program as 
“Equine Facilitated Psychotherapy”. 
Dr. Sakaeda pushed to do this work 
with the VA because of all the 
returning soldiers, many of whom 
were going to develop symptoms of 
PTSD. Many women have been in the 
program and, while some are com-
bat veterans, most have experi-
enced some form of sexual assault. 
The horses are not a cure-all but 
they provide the veterans a differ-
ent venue within which to work on 
their issues. Sometimes the horses 
force them to confront long stand-
ing problems with functioning; 
sometimes they improve their com-
munication, their ability to work 
together, or their self concept. 
Other times the horses just pro-
vide a safe, comforting, and calm-
ing environment. Dr. Sakaeda and I 
have had people tell us that they 
haven’t been that relaxed in years. 
When Dr. Sakaeda is not working 
out of her backyard, in Grants-
ville, Utah, she has been able to 
use “The Stable Place” in West Val-
ley City. The owner/operator gen-
erously donates her facilities to 
her since most of the veterans she 
sees there cannot afford to pay 
for services outside of the VA. My 
concern is that many of my fellow 
comrades returning now and from 
previous conflicts are being mis-
understood. These veterans are en-
tering a system (Veterans Adminis-
tration) already overwhelmed. But 
the public doesn’t seem concerned, 
or is unaware of the problem. I 
want people to learn more about 
the day-to-day struggles that all 
of our wounded warriors face, but 
particularly those with mental 
health problems. The public needs 
to know that these people are here 
and they suffer and struggle. The 
veterans and their families need 
understanding and compassion, but 
not pity. They need to know that 
it isn’t a disgrace to ask for help 
and that help is available, if not 
through the VA then through other 
venues such as the Vet’s Center or 
other less intimidating settings 
than the VA. 

Glen Barrus

No matter what you may now read, 
the U.S. Marine Corps did not fight 
to “the shores of Tripoli” back in 
the days of President Thomas Jef-
ferson to topple a land dictator 
or anything like that. Most of the 

romantic stuff written about that 
somewhat shameful episode in Amer-
ican history is false, including 
several movies. What it was all 
about was Captain James Riley, who 
had been taken captive and en-
slaved by the Barbary pirates op-
erating out of North Africa. Im-
mediately after his inauguration, 
Jefferson sent the Marines (there 
were eight of them) under Sgt. 
Presley O’Bannon from Alexandria, 
Egypt, toward Tripoli. The small 
force picked up various allies, in-
cluding some Greeks. They captured 
Tripoli after the battle of Derne 
and raised the Stars and Stripes. 
It was the first time the U.S. flag 
was raised in victory outside the 
United States. A street in back of 
the Massachusetts 
Statehouse, Derne 
St., commemorates 
the battle. So 
does the Marine 
Monument at the 
U.S. Naval Acad-
emy. Riley wrote 
a book about his 
long ordeal as a 
slave of the Ar-
abs. It was, along 
with the Bible, one of President 
Lincoln’s favorite books. But I 
said the whole thing was shameful. 
Here’s why. When Riley came home, 
he was made a “surveyor” in the 
Northwest Territories, which meant 
that he platted Van Wert and Mer-
cer counties in Ohio, taking some 
of the best lots for himself. (The 
Rileys still are the ruling family 
in Celina, seat of Mercer County, 
today. They own the bank.) Their 
offspring also publish The Daily 
Standard, which was, in the days 
of Publisher Parker Riley Snider, 
the best newspaper in the Unit-
ed States. (An example: When Ed-
die Fisher married his “Liz,” the 
story was given five lines and an 
8-point headline in The Standard 
while the rest of America used up 
much of the front page.) The reason 
why Jefferson was so intent on this 
war (which was declared in 1801 
by the Barbary pirates) was that 
they had demanded tribute. Jeffer-
son wouldn’t have any of that.

Stephen G. Esrati

I must say I used to think George W. 
Bush was the worst president ever, 
but, sad to say, Barack Obama is 
closing the gap, and rather quick-
ly. When I first heard Bush several 
years ago, he left the impression 
of being more than a bit of a dolt, 
a severe lightweight with about as 
much substance and depth as the 
fragile outer skin of an onion. 
Now comes his successor, similar-
ly lacking in such genuinely hu-
man qualities as empathy, compas-
sion, remorse, grief, sorrow and 
sadness, in the person of Barack 

Obama. The major difference between 
the two individuals, of course, is 
intelligence. It’s like night and 
day between the two. This makes 
Obama more than a little unset-
tling. The word “sinister” comes 
to mind. That’s what makes him 
perhaps even more dangerous than 
Bush. Armed with an impressive 
intellect, but as much an imperi-
alistic bent as Bush, means Obama 
can get away with much, much more 
damage in our generally soporific 
society. Obama argued in favor of 
being party to (but not leading) 
the assault in Libya. (As if that 
makes a difference. The U.S. likely 
came up with the idea for the at-
tack and orchestrated it behind 
the scenes, asking France to be 

in the vanguard 
of the ignoble 
endeavor.) At any 
rate, Obama jus-
tifies his action 
by saying Moam-
mar Gadhafi is a 
“tyrant” and that 
Obama had “no 
choice” but to 
initiate military 
action because 

Gadhafi pledged to show “no mercy” 
in attacking his own people. Obama 
echoed Bush’s rationale for invad-
ing Iraq. In both Iraq and Libya, 
there are civil wars that do not 
justify nor require our interven-
tion, unless, of course, we simply 
want to nurture our imperialistic 
tendencies. No country intervened 
in our Civil War, despite more 
than a few southerners regarding 
President Abraham Lincoln a “ty-
rant.” In fact, after actor John 
Wilkes Booth blasted a single shot 
from his derringer pistol into the 
back of Lincoln’s head in Ford’s 
Theater in April, 1865, he jumped 
onto the theater stage and shout-
ed to the audience, “sic semper 
tyrannis,” Latin for “thus always 
to tyrants.” Certainly Obama had a 
choice not to attack “tyrant” Gad-
hafi’s military installations. But 
he made the wrong choice, echoing 
Bush’s devastatingly wrong choice 
to invade Iraq. There is one thing 
Bush and Obama have in common, 
though. Both claim to be Chris-
tians, followers of the Prince of 
Peace, with Obama being holder of 
a Nobel Peace Prize. How enormous-
ly ironic, in light of his deci-
sion where he falsely claims to 
have had “no choice” but to be 
party to yet another war. 

Louis Pumphrey
The Big Red One

Vietnam

As I sat at Cool Beans, in Medina, 
DD 214 Chronicle caught my atten-
tion. I was both impressed and 
thrilled that there is a pub-
lication devoted to those who 

selflessly served our country. I 
have spent the past 15 months re-
searching Ohio men who are list-
ed as MIA in Korea. You may be 
aware of the Korean War Project 
(www.kwp.org) and the efforts to 
obtain family DNA and/or informa-
tion from North Korea for these 
men. There are approximately 225 
sets of remains at Hickham AFB 
in Hawaii awaiting positive iden-
tification. I had the honor of 
speaking to Donald Griffith, 5th 
Marine Regiment, F Co. 2nd Battal-
ion, who was captured December 2, 
1950. Not only was Griffith taken 
prisoner at Chosin Reservoir that 
day, but so were two young Marines 
in his unit. Paul and Donald Dowl-
ing, brothers from Cuyahoga Coun-
ty. Griffith spent 36 months as a 
POW and the Dowling brothers nev-
er came home. For their parents, 
who lost their only two children, 
there was never an opportunity to 
bury them. Two brothers in the 
same unit; that wasn’t supposed to 
happen, but it did. However, there 
are still 113 other men on the 
Ohio list. If 113 of your read-
ers would “adopt” a man on that 
list and research their families, 
perhaps we could give these men 
a proper and long overdue burial. 
I would be happy to give sugges-
tions on how and where to start 
the search. Absolutely anything I 
can do to get the job done. We, as 
a nation, still owe these men. At 
the end of May, I have the oppor-
tunity to meet the Dowlings cous-
ins for the first time; they have 
graciously invited me to lunch and 
I am thrilled to be able to meet 
them. I spent weeks researching 
the Dowling brothers, I almost 
feel as though they are my rela-
tives too. Thank you for your time 
and efforts on behalf of our ser-
vicemen and women. It is greatly 
appreciated.

Tina Mathis
Medina

I picked up a copy of the DD214 
Chronicle in a VA office and I just 
wanted you to know I really en-
joyed it. I hope to be able to or-
der it soon. I wish you folks lots 
of success. 

Sgt Marty
196th Light Infantry Brigade

Americal Division

I read the story about the U.S. 
Army uniform and think that the 
lady who wrote it needs to stick 
to Cosmo if her complaint about 
the  army blues is it’s not fash-
ionable. We wear this uniform for 
a reason; it looks like it does 
for a reason, not because we are 
trying to look good. You want to 
do that, maybe the Marines and the 
Navy is for her.

SFC. Anthony Craven

Horse Therapy, The Shores of Tripoli, and Obama: Our Readers Write
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not to tell the brass how to run its 
own Army, but sending troops 

to war, bringing them home, send-
ing them back to war, and bringing 
them home again is the stupidest, 
most ignorant, most myopic, waste-
ful, dim-witted, damaging, and in-
sulting policy. 

Is this a hockey game or are we 
at war?

One of the basic problems is this: 
Wars are created by politicians, many 
not knowing the first thing about 
war, and then carried out by war-
riors, who know lots and lots about 
war. Obama, Clinton, Bush (oh, come 
on — the Alabama National Guard?), 
Limbaugh, Buchanan, and dozens 
more, are skilled with Robert’s Rules 
of Orders, not so much with treating 
sucking chest wounds.

I want a military draft and I want 
it now. The whole shootin’ match, but 
this time, no student deferments, 
and no married with family defer-
ments. If you’re 18 years old and not 

a felon, you’re in.
The benefits to re-

starting the draft are 
legion:

Young men can decide 
whether they would pre-
fer two years in the Army 
or four years in one of the 
other services. If the other services 
will accept them.

Pay and benefits for Army troops 
are good: $17,611 to start, plus uni-
forms, health care, housing, food, 
PX privileges, and plenty of exer-
cise. In many instances, education 
is a major benefit, and there’s no cost. 
The Army is a meritocracy; opportu-
nity is limitless.

In addition to slow 
learners, the Army 
gets high achievers. All 
armies need brains. 

Upon honorable dis-
charge, the G.I. Bill pro-
vides for education and 
home ownership. Having 

the Veterans Administration on your 
side can prove to be the best benefit 
of all.

For most troops, travel is part of 
the experience, and the opportunity 
to learn, first hand, other cultures, 
is enriching.

The draft allows young men, in the 
words of John F. Kennedy, “to ask, 
what can I do for my country?” Two 

years in the Army is the answer.
Perspectives are broadened. Prej-

udices are washed away. Veterans 
have a greater understanding and 
appreciation for America.

The military experience brings 
citizens much closer to the armed 
forces, reconnecting the insular mili-
tary institution with the people who 
pay for it. 

Service instills pride that lasts 
forever.

Instead of sitting in front of the 
telly and playing Project Flashpoint, 
Tom Clancy’s Ghost Recon Advanced 
War Fighter, or Medal of Honor: Front-
lines, a lucky few will be selected to en-
gage in the real thing. 

If you are killed in the line of duty, 
your remains can be interred at a na-
tional cemetery.

John H. Tidyman is editor of 
DD 214 Chronicle, a newspaper 

for military veterans. He fought 
with the 198th Light Infantry Bri-

gade, Americal Division, in Vietnam.

STaND aT EaSE  By John H. Tidyman, Editor

“As we express our gratitude, we must never 
forget that the highest appreciation is not to 
utter words, but to live by them.”

— John Fitzgerald Kennedy 
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i ’m not saying cigar reviewers 
come from another planet, but if 

it turned out they did, it wouldn’t 
surprise me.

Reviewing cigars, if you love ci-
gars, is not difficult. You write about 
the appearance, construction, draw, 
finish, wrapper, burn rate, filler, and 
if want to appear especially erudite, 
you can toss in some history about 
the cigar maker.

That’s about it. Readers will know 
if they would like to try that cigar. 

Some guys take it further. 
“Creamy, nutty flavor with a white 
pepper finish,” is from a review. I 
think the guy was talking about deep 
fried ice cream, not cigars.

Another guy wrote, “with an ex-
cellent balance of flavors that include 

coffee and mild pepper,” which led me 
to believe the reviewer was drunk.

My all time favorite, at least so 
far, is the guy who wrote, “A little 
farther down the cigar revealed 
some graham cracker flavors.” My 
guess was he just finished feeding 
his two-year old, but it might be more 
sinister.

“The first third boasts a very com-
plex bouquet of flavors, composed of 
precious wood, roasted Arabica and, 
of course, spice.” Why, of course, spice. 
How could it be a complex bouquet with-
out spice? The precious wood reference 
baffles me. When was the last time I ate 
precious wood? Did I have it as an ap-
petizer? Dessert? A toothpick?

Of course, there are flavored cigars. 
The Swisher Sweet was the favorite of 
cops retrieving decomposed bodies. 
Maybe rotting corpses give off a gra-
ham cracker aroma?

Yet another: “Putting the nose to 
the wrapper brings out sweet wood 
smells, and a touch of floral notes 
and black tea on the foot.” Okay, we 
have black tea, graham crackers, pre-
cious wood, white pepper, and what 
reviewer could resist, “… flavors of 
nutmeg, cinnamon, and cedar are 
progressively deployed while the 
earth serves as background.”

If this stuff were true, I think cigar 
smoking in crowded theaters would 
be encouraged, and instead of a cor-
sage, teenage boys would present their 
prom dates with a creamy robusto.

Do not feel ignorant if your favorite 
smoke fails to remind you of the last 
garden show you attended.

ToBaCCoNiST

Christopher joyce

My Favorite Cigar? Why, a Don Graham 
Cracker Double Corona By Christopher Joyce, Tobacconist

Damian, U.S. NAvy veterAN
tri-c® ONliNe StUdeNt

My future begins 
as I transition from 
the military to my 
next career.”

“

www.tri-c.edu   800-954-8742

Where futures beginSM

Online learning at tri-c®

…we meet you where you are.

More than 1,000 online courses available. 
Flexible enough to fit your schedule. 
Affordable enough to fit your budget.

RegisteR now foR spRing semesteR

Where do futures begin?

t he two days of classroom work 
are over; only the shooting test 

remains. I’m thinking about the type 
and size of weapon I’d like to carry. If 
you have suggestions, let me know: 
forgedirons@yahoo.com.

Twelve of us gathered for the 
class, including a husband and wife. 
Class flew by, but only because the 
instructor kept things going at a good 
clip. It wasn’t that he was in a hurry, 
but we did have a lot to go over. He 
used a couple videos, plastic guns, 
and books; we had to pass two tests 
before we could go on.

A legal pad and a couple of sharp-
ened pencils is a good idea. There are 
lots of ideas that I jotted down and 
later thought about.

Interspersed were his pitches to 

join the National Rifle 
Association. I’d like 
to join and probably 
will. The membership 
card will fit nicely in 
my wallet, right next 
to my ACLU member-
ship card.

There’s no reason 
the two can’t co-exist.

Not everyone is al-
lowed to carry a gun 
and even those who are 
licensed are restricted. The CCW license 
is issued by your county sheriff and can 
take up to 45 days. That gives the sher-
iff time to look into your background. 
The license lasts for five years.

First of all, no criminals. That’s a 
laugh; criminals already have guns 
and the last thing they’re thinking 
about is a license to carry. If you’ve 
been declared a mental defective or 

you’re current mailing 
address is a mental in-
stitution, that’s a deal 
breaker, too.

Even when the li-
cense is issued, carry-
ing a concealed firearm 
is prohibited in lots and 
lots of places: Church-
es, courthouses, jails, 
police stations, child 
care centers, mental 
institutions, and plen-

ty more. 
Driving with your pistol is equally 

restricted. If you’re liquored up, you 
better not be packing heat. 

Instructor Kim Rodecker talked 
about nomenclature, maintenance 
of a handgun (and coming from a 
former Marine, failure to keep your 
weapon spotless and properly oiled 
is a criminal act,) the properties of 

different guns (for example, a snub-
nosed .38, fired at night, will produce 
a muzzle flash bright enough to mo-
mentarily blind you,) properties of 
bullets; (some go right through the 
target, others are designed to stick 
around, bounce off rib cages and clav-
icles, tearing up organs as they go.) 

The differences between an auto-
matic and a revolver are worthy of 
note. While an automatic can deliver 
more rounds faster, automatic hand-
guns can (and do) jam. With a revolv-
er, the shooter is limited to no more 
than a half dozen rounds, but with the 
simpler design, jams are unlikely.

One of the ideas Rodecker stressed, 
over and over, is a handgun used for 
personal protection is to be used only 
as a last resort. You or your Ball and 
Chain have to be in mortal danger, or 
pretty close to it. If you’re not, leave 
the gun in the holster.

The best security device ever

Learning to Carry a Concealed Weapon: 
Safely, Properly, Legally By John H. Tidyman, editor

CCW aND HaNDGUNS
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l ots of people worry about kids. Kids 
are overweight, malnourished, ad-

dicted to video games and texting, and 
uninspired students. Bob Chase doesn’t 
worry about kids. And he has worked 
with kids for all of his adult life: soccer 
and Little League coach, Parmadale, and 
the proud father of Bob III. Not only 
does he love kids, he’s proud of them. 

For almost 30 years, Chase has been 
a Bedford police officer. It’s the type of 
work where clients are often less than 
lovable. (I mean, you don’t send Christ-
mas cards to the drunken moron who 
plowed into a school bus and then puked 
in the back of your cruiser.)  

“Working with kids has been the 
best experience I ever had,” he said. 
It included Cub Scouts, and his wife 
Jean, a den mother, invited Bill Tay-
lor, who runs the Greater Cleveland 
Young Marines. 

That was seven years ago. Chase was 
so impressed with Taylor and what the 

Young Marines offered kids, he imme-
diately enlisted. 

The Young Marines is a meritocracy; 
you want rank and decorations, earn 
them. Chase believes kids can do any-
thing if they are provided the proper in-
spiration. “And we ask a lot of our kids. 

We want them to be physically fit, stu-
dents of the Marine Corps, responsible 
for themselves and their missions, and 
grateful for the men and women who 
fought and died for our country.”

The essence of the Young Marine 
program is discipline, Chase said, 

whether ironing their fatigue uniforms, 
spit-shining their boots, or bringing 
their close order drill to precision. 

The rewards are not money or 
clothes or tickets to an upcoming rock 
concert. The rewards are pride, status 
among their equals, and the thanks of 
a grateful nation.

Thanks of a grateful nation? Abso-
lutely. The Young Marines are volun-
teers at national cemeteries, escorts for 
Gold Star mothers, and participants in 
Fourth of July parades. For obvious rea-
sons, the most grateful might be the 
parents of Young Marines.

Chase said, “If you give a kid a 
challenge and allow the kid to see 
and understand the mission, he will 
respond. And it doesn’t make any dif-
ference what the kid’s background 
might be. Kids are kids and if you 
treat them with respect and allow 
them to shoulder responsibility, they 
can do anything.”

Allow Us to Introduce You to the Next Generation of Jarheads, Devil Dogs, 
Gyrenes, Leathernecks, Gun Bunnies, Hard Chargers, Iron Mikes, and  
Remington Raiders. By Daniel Casanover

young marines. just waiting to 
hear, “Send in the marines!”
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Memorial Day: A Day to Honor 
Those Who Gave All

M emorial Day, as a kid, meant a 
day off of school, a lame cook-

out and summer comin’. Then in 
my 20’s, I lost my grandfather, who 
had served in World War II in Africa 
and Italy. When I had my kids in my 
30’s, Memorial Day meant regret that 
my kids would never know him. Then 
we lost Grandma, and all that history 
of the Greatest Generation. Now in 
my 40’s, the day aches: how come he 
never told us his war stories? The regrets 
come, falling into my lap: Why didn’t 
I ask more? Why didn’t I beg him to tell 
me what it was like? But no, as a kid I 
settled for his ice cream bars. What 
was it like, Grandpa, to be in the midst 
of those horrendous battles with your 
family so very far away? What was it 
like knowing you were fighting the worst 
kind of evil--the Hitlers of the world? 
Did you realize what an incredible service 
you did? Memorial Day now means I 
kick myself for not asking Al Harse 
what he lived through, about what 
he didn’t want us to know: the ugli-
ness of the world, and the fight that 
we won in the name of his friends, 
the fallen soldiers.

Memorial Day to me means remem-
bering people like Grandpa, and Grand-
ma, who waited two years for him to 
get home and meet their daughter. It 
means my wonderful late Dad, who 
could belt out the patriotic songs like 
no other, singing God Bless America 
while we toasted Al Harse, U.S. Army. 

Kristine M. Denholm, native Cleve-
lander, now based in Washington, D.C. 

Memorial Day is the day I remem-
ber that, when I was a boy in Cleveland, 
veterans of World War I, the Spanish-
American War and even the Civil War 
were still alive. Now, at age 85, I see 
myself drifting away as they were then. 
And we leave behind us a world no clos-
er to global peace. But at least on this 
day we see the tombstones and remind 
ourselves not to despair, that the goal 
is still worth pursuing, and that some 
day it will be attainable. I believe in 
progress and it will come as well in this 
area of human endeavor.

Sanford (Whitey) Watzman 
386th Infantry Regiment, 

97th Infantry Division

Memorial Day meant a day off when 
we were in school. It wasn’t obvious like 
Christmas, New Years and St. Patrick’s 
Day. It was sort of day of mystery and 
quite vague in its purpose. Flags were 
flying. Old soldiers were selling poppies 
on the streets. That I remember. Look-
ing back, I was most fortunate. Among 
my large family, numbering perhaps 35 
relatives, we had no one die, and there-
fore no reason to visit a cemetery.  We 
hadn’t even a plot.  The family plot 
came years later.  

Then on high school graduation we 
were quickly swept into the military for 
WWII. Memorial Day while in training in 
the states was lost completely as were the 
dates in the two years in the Pacific along 
with the great days, such as Christmas, 
New Years and St. Patrick’s Day. They 
were all just another day. We were in 
combat zones constantly and moving 
along.  We had one squadron forma-
tion in those two years; the formation 
was to bury a pilot. Lt. James Morrison, 
fresh from the states who came to the 
squadron the day before, and crashed on 
takeoff on his first mission. 

This old soldier discovered the 
meaning of Memorial Day later than 
most. It is a day of thanksgiving, of 

celebration and honoring those that 
made our personal lives so much full-
er. Whether famous or unknown, 
there is a special place in our hearts for 
those that made the sacrifice in giving 
their one, precious life for the better-
ment of our country and each of us, our 
freedoms. They will always deserve our 
tribute of gratitude.  

Bill Wynne, 26th Photo Recon Squad 
and author, “Yorkie Doodle Dandy”

To me, Memorial Day means just 
what it says. It’s a day when we remem-
ber all the men and women who have 
paid the ultimate price for the freedoms 
we enjoy. It is an opportunity to express 
our respect and gratitude for their sac-
rifices and all they did for us.

Sgt. Kim Rodecker, U.S.M.C
 
The death of young people, whether 

from war, accident, or disease, strikes 
us as particularly tragic and unfair. 
While in Iraq, I attended a memori-
al service for two young soldiers who 
were killed in their Humvee just out-
side the base. One was still a teenager 
and the other was in his early 20s, and 
engaged to be married on his return 
home. A song during the service con-

tained the refrain, “I wonder who you 
would be today,” an obvious reference 
to a young life cut short. I recall an ob-
servation attributed to Ronald Rea-
gan. In reflecting on young servicemen 
killed in World War II, he remarked 
they had lost two lives — the one they 
had and the one they would have had 
— they lost the opportunity to become 
husbands, fathers, and grandfathers.

On Memorial Day, we’ll stop at 3 
p.m. for the National Moment of Re-
membrance. Each of us is asked to 
voluntarily and informally observe in 
their own way a moment of remem-
brance and respect.

LTC Edward P. Horvath,MC
Afghanistan

Memorial Day is a day to honor 
those who paid the ultimate price for 
our nation’s freedoms. We try to honor 
those who will never be forgotten this 
day and everyday thereafter. We need 
to preserve the memories of these he-
roes and never forget their service to 
this country. It’s a day to reflect on the 
fact that we’re sitting here, as a free 
culture, because of their sacrifices.

Jason Jardine 
Jardine Funeral Home

Every Memorial Day, I especially 
take time out to reflect on the men and 
women who died in battle, defending 
this nation.  Before any activities, I give 
special thought to the men I knew who 
did not come home from battle.  Later, 
there is usually a movie on television or 
a documentary on television telling the 
stories of valiant troops who went off 
to war. I usually watch something spe-
cial. But mostly, I contemplate the ser-
vice of those soldiers, Marines, sailors, 
airmen, Coast Guardsmen and others 
who wore the uniform and defended 
the United States.  For me, Memorial 
Day is always deeply reflective.

Leon Bibb, Vietnam Veteran, 
4th Infantry Division, U.S. Army

oh say can you see by the dawn’s early light. Happy memorial Day 2011.

www.dd214chronicle.com

it is a time for pausing and remembering; really feeling patriotic pride. during 
recent years, it has been our heartbreaking privilege to serve families who had 
loved ones during active duty make the ultimate sacrifice and also serve many 
families of veterans from past wars.     — J. Mark Busch, Busch Funeral Homes
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     HOSTS IN CONJUNCTION WITH 

 
U.S. DEPARTMENT OF VETERANS AFFAIRS  

eBENEFITS REGISTRATION  
 

VA MEDICAL CENTER– VA HEALTHCARE BENEFITS  
GENERAL ELIGIBILITY  
OEF/OIF HEALTHCARE COORDINATION  
WOMEN’S HEALTH  

 

CUYAHOGA COUNTY VETERANS SERVICE COMMISSION  
PARALYZED VETERANS OF AMERICA BUCKEYE CHAPTER 

MEMBERSHIP/BENEFITS 
VA HOME LOAN  
OHIO VETERANS BONUS PROGRAM (DD214 NEEDED) 

 
WOMEN VETERANS  

GI-BILL, FINANCIAL AID 

COLLEGE PROGRAMS, ADMISSION INFORMATION 

TROOPS TO TEACHERS  

HOMELESS OUTREACH SERVICES  

CHECK THE STATUS OF AN EXISTING VA CASE  

 COME TO DISCUSS A NEW CASE 

OHIO VETERANS HOMES 

EMERGENCY FINANCIAL RELIEF  

VETERANS BENEFITS RESOURCE FAIR 
FRIDAY, MAY 6, 2011 

10:00 A.M.– 3:00 P.M. 
TRI-C EASTERN CAMPUS 

EAST LIBERAL ARTS BLDG IN THE  
THEATRE LOBBY   

4250 RICHMOND ROAD  
HIGHLAND HILLS, OHIO 44122  

 FREE PARKING IN LOTS B1 & B2 LOCATED ON ROBERT BISHOP DRIVE OFF OF HARVARD ROAD  

District Office         Washington  DC Office  
4834 Richmond Road, Suite 150        1019 Longworth House Office Building  
Warrensville Heights, Ohio 44128       Washington, D.C. 20515  
Phone: (216) 522-4900       (202) 225-7032 
Fax: (216) 522-4908        Fax: (202) 225-1339 

      www.Fudge.House.Gov 

" Remember, our brave men and women have made tremendous sacrifices for our country, and have worked tirelessly 
to preserve our freedom. Therefore it is our duty to ensure that we continue to support them in any way possible." 

 -Congresswoman Marcia L. Fudge 

ARE YOU REGISTERED FOR YOUR BENEFITS? 
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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

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 

on the wall of my office hang sev-
eral frames, some large, some 

small, and they all relate to Memo-
rial Day in some fashion or another. 
In one frame are pictures of six dif-
ferent aunts or uncles, all dressed 
in their service uniforms. They all 
served their country.  On that same 
wall is a very large frame, in which 
hangs a Distinguished Flying Cross 
(DFC), award-
ed to my Uncle 
Jack, a Pilot 
Officer in WW 
II, who f lew 
what is per-
haps the most 
dangerous mis-
sion of the war, 
the bombing 
of the German 
power dams. 
In that attack 
they used the 
famous “skip-
ping bomb,” 
designed to skip across the surface 
of the water, like a spun pebble, so 
it would strike the dam at the water 
line, it’s most vulnerable point. Jack 
made it home from the raid, but a 
few months later perished over Bel-
gium. My Uncle Mike was awarded 
the DFC as well, and we may be the 
only family to be awarded two such 
amazing attestations to such bravery 
and courage.

Also in my office is a Bonze 
Medal awarded to my father for 
his part in escorting Churchill to 
the famous meeting in Halifax with 
Roosevelt; my father’s sub chaser 
ran interference, keeping the Ger-
man wolf pack at bay during the 
crossing. My mother’s family also 

suffered, as no less than two of my 
uncles were captured at Normandy 
and spent years in German concen-
tration camps, while their brothers 
fought on without them. It was a 
nasty business. I did my part; I was 
a Pilot Officer during the cold war 
and saw comrades die in the defense 
of their country.

Yet each Memorial Day, I rise, pack 
some things 
and go to my 
boat with my 
family. It is our 
first official 
day of summer 
boating and a 
treasured time 
for us to spend 
together. You 
might think 
it disrespect-
ful, but this is 
exactly what 
they all fought 
and some died 

for; my freedom and my family.  
For me, every day is Memorial Day 

as there is never a day, when upon en-
tering my office that I do not glance 
at those pictures, those medals and 
remember the price they paid for our 
country and our freedoms. I spend 
each day surrounded by the memo-
ries of their deeds, testaments to the 
fact that they loved me and would 
have willingly died for me. 

Memorial Day is more than just a 
day for me, it is a state of mind that 
the price of freedom is dear, and 
that someone pays that price, some-
times with their life, or their health, 
or years of service — striding into 
harm’s way, with courage and valor. 
Lest we forget.

Here’s Why We Have 
Fun on Memorial Day: 
It’s What Our Men and 
Women Killed in Action 
Would Want for Us By Dennis Thrasher

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

SIX DEGREES OF CONNECTION–2011
“Cleveland’s Biggest Indoor Block Party”

A lively benefit event that raises awareness of Cleveland’s historic  
neighborhood centers and the important services they provide today

Food stations,  
open bar,  

“yard sale”  
(silent auction), 
grand raffle,

entertainment 
and  

“dancing in  
the streets!”

Theresa C. Bishop, Chair
Erskine E. Cade
Pamela Marshall Holmes
William B. Doggett
David G. Johnson

William M. Easterling
William R. Joseph
Allan C. Krulak
Bill Grulich
Bob Pincus

David H. Gunning II
Brendan Ring
Robert E. Hermann, Jr.
Edward M. Stevens
Valerie F. McCormack

CORPORATE COMMITTEE

✴
Tuesday, June 21, 2011, 6:00 to 9:00 pm

InterContinental Hotel & Conference Center
8901 Carnegie Avenue

 
HONORING: vic gelb and Paul Clark

MISTRESS OF CEREMONIES: Loree Vick
TICKETS and SPONSORSHIPS:

INdIvIduAlS: $125 until 5/21, then $150 
PATRONS $250 and $500
CORPORATE: $2,500 & up

 
FOR AddITIONAl INFORMATION  

contact NCA’s Development Office  
at (216) 298-4431 or visit gcnca.org.
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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 4411
(216) 361-4506

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

www.gcvbrc.org
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Continued from A Memorial Day Tribute, Cover

paused, Fr. Kapaun hurried up and 
down the line, encouraging the men 
to pray, exhorting them not to give 
up.  When a man had to be carried or 
be left to die, Fr. Kapaun, although 
suffering from frostbite himself, set 
the example by helping to carry a 
makeshift stretcher. Finally, they 
reached their destination, a frigid, 
mountainous area near the Chinese 
border.  The poorly dressed prisoners 
were given so little to eat that they 
were starving to death.

For the men to survive they would 
have to steal food from their captors.  
So, praying to St. Dismas, the “Good 
Thief,” Fr. Kapaun would sneak out 
of his hut in the middle of the night, 
often coming back with a sack of grain, 
potatoes or corn. He volunteered for 
details to gather wood because the 

route passed the compound where 
the enlisted men were kept, and he 
could encourage them with a prayer, 
and sometimes slip out of line to visit 
the sick and wounded. He also un-
dertook tasks that repulsed others, 
such as cleaning latrines and wash-
ing the soiled clothing of men with 
dysentery.

Fr. Kapaun’s faith never wavered.  
While he was willing to forgive the 
failings of prisoners toward their cap-
tors, he allowed no leeway in regard to 
the doctrines of the Church. He con-
tinually reminded prisoners to pray, 
assuring them that in spite of their 
difficulties, Our Lord would take care 
of them. As a result of his example, 
some 15 of his fellow prisoners con-
verted to the Catholic Faith.

Fr. Kapaun’s practice of sharing 

his meager rations with others who 
were weaker, lowered his resistance 
to disease, and eventually to his 
death. For his heroic behavior, he 
received many posthumous honors, 
including the Distinguished Ser-
vice Cross and Legion of Merit, had 
buildings, chapels, a high school, 
and several Knights of Columbus 
councils named in his honor, and is 
currently being considered for the 
Medal of Honor.  In 1993, the Pope 
declared Fr. Kapaun a “Servant of 
God,” and his cause for canoniza-
tion is pending.

Author Lawrence P. Grayson is a 
Visiting Scholar in the School of Phi-
losophy at The Catholic University of 
America. He often writes for Salute, a 
magazine published by the Archdiocese 
for the Military Services, USA.

• 

Elmwood 
Bakery 

Where Donut Dollies 
Have Been Part of 

Our Outfit 
for Seventy Years

•
Elmwood Bakery

15204 Madison Ave.
Lakewood, OH 44107 

(216) 221-4338

•

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

taps
Day is done  
Gone the sun  
From the lakes   
From the hills   
From the sky.  
All is well   
Safely rest   
God is nigh.  
 
Fading light  
Dims the sight  
And a star.  
Gems the sky  
Gleaming bright.   
From afar   
Drawing nigh   
Falls the night.  
 
Thanks and praise   
For our days   
Neath the sun   
Neath the stars   
Neath the sky.  
As we go  
This we know   
God is nigh.

the VetSignia group makes 36 special met-
alized film window stickers and magnetic 

vehicle plaques that provide a neat, attractive 
way for all U.S. veterans to show their service. 
They are called VetSignias 
and feature black print on 
bright silver metallic with 
a stars and stripes back-
ground. The VetSignia 
stickers and plaques honor 
veterans from WWII, Iraq 
and Afghanistan.

It is a group of retired 
military guys who decided 
not enough was being done 
for veterans. VetSignias are their contribution. 
The product is inexpensive, Made in America, 
and serves as the perfect reminder that young 
American men and women have always fulfilled 
their oath.

Veterans of WWII, Korea, Vietnam, and 
Persian Gulf can display the war served and 
their branch of service. VetSignias for those 
who served in overseas expeditionary cam-
paigns such as Panama, Bosnia, Somalia, etc., 
can show branch of service and expeditionary. 
There are three VetSignias for veterans of the 
current wars. Non-conflict veterans can get Vet-

Signias that show Vet and their branch of ser-
vice. Every person with an honorable DD 214 
served the nation.

VetSignias show combinations like; VET/
KOREA/U.S. AIR FORCE, 
V E T/ V I E T N A M / U. S . 
ARMY, VET/IRAQ/EX-
PEDITIONARY, or VET/
U.S.NAVY. Everyone who 
sees one of the bright sil-
ver VetSignias will imme-
diately know the bearer 
did something good for 
our country.

All VetSignias can be 
viewed on the internet at www.vetsignia.org.

The metalized film window stickers (2”x4”) are 
3/$12, magnetic vehicle plaques (2.5”x5.75”) are 
2/$12 (That includes shipping and handling). 

Orders for VetSignias should be sent to: Bob 
Kline, Box 382, Blue Bell PA 19422. Be sure to 
include your branch of service; and, war served, 
expeditionary, or non-conflict. For additional 
information call (610) 277-1171, or e-mail bobk.
ww2usmc@vetsignia.org. 

(Editor’s Note: Bob Kline is a former Marine. 
He looks like a bull terrier, sounds like one, and if 
he gets his jaws into you, he doesn’t let go.)

a veteran-owned Enterprise Serving  
veterans (and all Who Love Them)

More than 303,000 Americans were 
wounded in Vietnam and combat 

deaths exceeded 58,000. In author Terry 
L. Gould’s book, How Can You Mend This 
Purple Heart, young men healing from 
their wounds is the subject.

Written well, this fictional account 
sometimes goes over the top.

In late 1968, Jeremy Shoff 
signed up for the Navy. His girl-
friend insisted he not join the 
Marines. He trained as a radio-
man. His orders were going to 
send him on a lovely, long cruise. 
He never made it. Celebrating 
graduation, he and his drunken 
pals were in a horrific car crash. 
As the story begins, he lies in a naval hos-
pital bed next to severely wounded com-
bat veterans. His injuries from a drunk 
driving accident create an animosity and 
tension between him and the men who 
were wounded in combat. 

This story is about their struggles 
with recovery from wounds both phys-
ical and emotional. Gould weaves stories 

of friendships, hatred, laughter, blood, 
sweat and tears through the soldiers’ 
stay at the U.S. Naval Hospital in Phila-
delphia. The frustration of the Marines’ 
painful recoveries is palpable.

Their adventures and recovery also 
continue in the neighborhood sur-

rounding the hospital. Their 
journeys outside of the hospi-
tal walls continue to help heal 
the wounds of war.

Gould’s book offers insight 
of the reconciliation and heal-
ing between military brothers 
of the generation that were sent 
to war. They were often forgot-
ten.  Gould noted the book took 

him nearly forty years to write.
How Can You Mend This Purple 

Heart provides insight to the painful 
sacrifices made by young soldiers who 
were little more than boys. 

 How Can You Mend This Purple 
Heart, By Terry L. Gould

Published by Westview, Inc.
$14.95

for the past three years, Fratello’s Restaurant in Avon Lake 
has donated 10 percent of its dine-in food sales every Tues-

day evening to a worthy cause. Each month raises donations 
and awareness for a different charity.

“Ten Percent Tuesdays” in May will support Community Ser-
vice Alliance. Community Service Alliance works with veterans 
in transition in the areas of training, jobs and housing.

Community Service Alliance has converted a former Catholic 
convent next to St. Procop Church, located at 4001 Trent Avenue 
in Cleveland, Ohio as a residence. Procop House is Community 
Service Alliance’s first location that provides low-rent housing 
for men transitioning out of homelessness.

Ron Heldorfer, who owns Fratello’s with his brother Craig, 
said, “Ten Percent Tuesdays offer a great way for people to enjoy 
dining out while doing a good deed for a neighbor. Memorial 
Day is observed in May and we feel an obligation to honor and 
help our veterans in need.”

Fratello’s Restaurant has a wide selection of Italian cuisine 
and fine wines. Fratello’s is located at 32085 Electric Boule-
vard in Avon Lake. For more information call (440)871-3054, 
(440)933-3380 in Lorain, or visit fratellos.net. 

For information about Community Service Alliance, call (216)939-
0610 or visit comservealliance.org.

How Can You Mend This Purple Heart 
Reviewed by Bill Grulich

Fratello’s	Restaurant  
Created a Way to Say,  

“Thanks to veterans,” and “È squisito!”  
in the Same Breath

By Bill Grulich

M y husband served in Nam 
during 1969 and 1970. I met 

him eight months after he returned 
from war. I soon realized he was 
nothing more than a boy before he 
went to war; he returned a fright-
ened, desperate and heroin-addict-
ed old soul.  

When he was sober, he told me 
about the camaraderie, Charlie and 
DMZs; of walking point, Claymores 
and clusters; hootches, Hueys and 
2nd Looies; of didi mau and 
dust-offs;  of Madame Ky, 
boom-boom and R&R in 
Bangkok. 

That was the stuff he 
could speak of when he was 
sober. When he was high, 
he whispered tales of death, 
bloody and brutal; and de-
spair and rage for a lost gen-
eration. His escape of choice from 
this horror and fear was heroin.  

We got married on a promise of 
sobriety. We were living in San Jose 
at the time. Although we were sepa-
rated countless times by his stints 
in detox programs and jail, we pro-
duced two beautiful daughters.   

But after a few years, I was so 
angry and frustrated. I felt so hope-
less and helpless. I called one of the 
two Vet Centers in San Jose to get 
help for my husband. In addition to 
drug counseling for my husband, 
the second Vet Center had a job 
opening for an office manager and 
initial intake counselor. I took it and 
began, finally, to feel real hope.  But 
it didn’t last long and we separated 
again. 

In the meantime, I realized I 
had become an alcoholic. It was all 
I could do to take care of our daugh-
ters and live a non-drinking life, so 
I left my job. The girls and I moved 
to a small town north of San Jose. 
I got sober while he continued to 
“kill the pain at any cost.” 

On June 4, 1984, he was once 
again released from jail. On June 
18, he celebrated his 35th birthday 
and on June 30, he overdosed on 
heroin. 

He had come close to killing 
himself before, once, in fact, in a 
Denny’s restaurant. He was always 
looking for that “hope-to-die” high 
— to get to the very edge but to live 
to tell about it. He never actually 
thought he would die.

My grief and guilt as a 
survivor were overwhelm-
ing. And even though we no 
longer lived in San Jose, my 
former colleagues from the 
Vet Center were there for me. 
The center ultimately saved 
my life and I am forever in 
its debt. 

(Editor’s note: The Veterans 
Administration created the Vet Center 
Program in 1979 to assist Vietnam 
veterans with readjustment problems. 
By the end of 2011, there will be 300 
Vet Centers across the U.S. and in sur-
rounding territories. You can find more 
information online at  www.vetcenter.
va.gov/.

The Relentless Ravages of War By Deborah Flores

THE LoNG SHaDoW of viETNaM

i got sober while he 
continued to “kill the 

pain at any cost.”{ }



Playing With your teacher
Lots of golfers take playing lessons 
with their teachers. It is just what 
it sounds like: you and your teach-
er tee it up for a round of golf. To 
make the lesson most valuable, he 
needs to know a few things. Did you 
warm up at the range? What prob-
lems are you experiencing? What 
area of your game do you most want 
to improve? 

The professional will then be able 
to offer suggestions prior to play. A 
few holes will be played before the 
pro offers some alterations. As you 
play, your pro will continue to ask 
questions and offer insights. Golf 
professionals understand course 
management and he may stop you 
from pulling out the 3-iron, and re-
minding you it’s a high-risk shot for 

your game. Or he might notice your 
set up is changing, ever so slightly, 
as the game progresses. I could go 
on and on but I think you get the 
drift. With a teaching lesson, your 
pro is able to understand you and 
your game, not possible when he only 
teaches at the range.  A teaching les-
son is for the thinking player.

The most important suggestion 
I have for you is be yourself. What 
I mean is, do what you do normally 
when you play the game and you’ll 
benefit the most from the playing 
lesson.

Courses here Most resistant to Par
Northern Ohio has some tough tests 
of golf and I’ll mention a few from 
public to private courses that I think 
meet this criteria. The best jewel of 
the “Emerald Necklace” is the Metro 
Parks Sleepy Hollow Golf Course. I 
asked former touring pro Char-

lie Sifford, when he was the head 
golf professional there, would he 
join our threesome for a round of 
golf? Charles replied; “I don’t play 
that beast anymore!” In my humble 
opinion, this is the most resistant 
to par test in the Cleveland, Ohio 
area. Next would be Canterbury 
Golf Club. The history from head 
professionals to major tournaments 
tells the story here. In the Akron 
area, Firestone Country Club is my 
choice. The south course is a world-
renowned masterpiece. In the Tole-
do area, Inverness Golf Club has the 
history of head golf professionals 
to major tournaments that mirror 
Canterbury in Cleveland. Lastly, in 
the Madison area is Thunder Hills 
Golf Club. The original course was 
so difficult that it had to be recon-
structed to increase play. 

For golf lessons call (440) 725-2910 
or e-mail  tonyganda@hotmail.com
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l ike all relationships in your life, 
the worst thing you can do is ig-

nore it. Same with motorcycles. Har-
leys are made well enough that with 
the proper care and feeding, they can 
be passed down a couple of genera-
tions. Likewise, a failure to care for 
the bike means an unhappy end.

One of the features of my bike is the 
maintenance schedule. Almost every-
thing I do for it I do every 500 miles. 

Know how far you can ride be-
fore the odometer says, “Hey, Mur-
rill, that’s another 500 miles?” If I 
felt like Southern cooking for sup-
per, I could ride to Asheville, North 
Carolina or Memphis, Tennessee.  If I 
wanted to meet the Wichita Lineman 
in Kansas, that trip would be fewer 
than 500 miles. And if I wanted to 
soak my feet in Fergus Falls, Min-
nesota, same thing. 

Here are some of the things I do 
at 500 miles for my Road King. Many 

of them take a minute or two; others 
can take more, but remember, it’s a 
labor of love. 

Seeing how you have only two 
strips of rubber — your tires — 
between you and the road, check-
ing them for wear and air pressure 
is vital. More important than your 
dentist appointment, visiting your 

aging grandmother, taking Ol’ Yeller 
for a rabies shot, or returning DVDs 
on time. Plus, what does it take? 
One minute? While 500 miles is a 
bit of a mark for me, I bet I check 
my tires more often than you check 
your receding hairline. Around 500 
miles, I’m checking the spokes for 
tightness.

At 500 miles, all the cables get a 
fresh lube job: clutch control, throt-
tle, brake hand levers. Same with the 
transmission fluid and I clean the 
magnetic drain plug. Same with the 
oil filter. 

It’s time to look closely at the 
brake pad linings and disc. Years 
ago, a mechanic told me, “Most im-
portant thing is to get ‘er moving.” I 
didn’t agree. I said the most impor-
tant was to “get ‘er stopping,” and 
he agreed. 

If you’re unsure how to make these 
checks, I suggest taking the bike to 
your dealer, asking for a 500-mile 
check, then watching and talking with 
the mechanics as they go over all the 
systems that make riding safe.  

Murphy has been riding Harleys 
for almost 30 years. Today it’s a 2008 
Road King, customized at City Limits 
Harley Davidson in Palatine, Ill. The 
dealership is committed to veterans.  
You’re welcome to look at the Road 
King, but do yourself a favor and first 
put on sunglasses.

b ill Heckler is a natural gear head 
who began his mechanical edu-

cation working at a gas station while 
in junior high. His first motorcycle 
came soon after that, a Royal Enfield 
750, the pride and joy of Bradford-
on-Avon, England. 

Here’s how long ago that was: No 
one even mentioned gasoline prices.

Today, Heckler runs Lake Erie 
Harley Davidson (www.lakeeriehar-
ley.com), in Avon, America. He retired 
from the federal government and 
joined the dealership a few years ago. 

From a distance, he watched as 
Japanese imports and crotch rockets 
of all sort pummeled Harley. When 
AMF took over Harley in 1965, qual-
ity was ignored, profit was stressed, 
production was amped up, and Har-
ley was fast heading for the cliff. 

We darn near lost Harley. Vaughan 
Beals stepped in, and bought the fail-
ing company. With enthusiasm only 
gamblers and entrepreneurs have, he 
turned the company around. 

Today, it’s fair to say that at Harley 
Davidson history, culture, and qual-
ity prevail. Business is very good. 

Some things change and some 
things remain the same. Heckler 
watches as more and more women 
decide to pilot their own Harleys. 
He thinks women asked themselves, 
“What am I doing on the back of this 

bike? I could be driving it.” In greater 
numbers, women show up in riding 
classes. It is there that Heckler is re-
minded of the divide between men 
and women. 

Women are natural learners with 
brains like sponges. Not so with guys, 
who believe they know at least as 
much as the instructor.

One of the virtues is timeless: 
Riding. Heckler sees a ride as one of 
the last, most easily-expressed free-
doms. It’s a man (or a woman) and 
a big, powerful, reliable motorcycle. 
No conversation, no multi-tasking. 
Just the joy of the ride.

When Heckler was making others 
jealous at South High School in Wil-
loughby, with his Enfield, a pretty nice 
house could be had for $38,000.

That’s the price for Harley’s top 
of the line Screaming Eagle, which 
comes with such comforts as heated 
seats and grips, a bigger motor (110 
cubic inches), and GPS. 

Bluetooth, remote locks, and 
chrome enough to blind the un-
wary. Production is limited and 
color schemes are not repeated. The 
Screaming Eagle is pretty much one 
of a kind. They sell well.

Heckler’s bike is a 2009 Ultra. It’s 
not clear whether he’s talking about 
riding, or life, or maybe both, when 
he says, “Enjoy the ride.”

A Playing Lesson, Charlie Sifford’s Take  
on His Own Course, and Courses Most  
Resistant to Par By Tony Ganda PGA
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Power spoken here. The second century of Harley Davidsons.
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A Unique Pleasure: A Ride By Harry Besharet, Associate Editor

Maintaining the Love of Your Life  By Murrill Murphy, Jr.
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