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COMMANDER’S COLUMN
Those of us who have served in the military know the term, “Hurry up and
wait,” or “We’re running the mill around
checklist.” Those expressions usually
involve standing in long lines for chow,
getting paid, and everybody’s favorite;
shots from a needle the size of a number
two pencil. Yikes! The dreaded needle.
While the Department of Defense has
gone to great lengths to do away with
lines at the chow hall and getting paid
electronically now from finance, there’s
no getting around vaccines.

The results of the Smallpox vaccine
on the Post CC, prior to deployment
to Iraq. Even the luck of a horseshoe and 4-leaf clover couldn’t stop
the known fate of a scar for life on
those guns (arm).

Vaccines are typically given orally or in
the arm, hip thigh, or buttocks. You may
want to cross your legs
before you
read this. For years, a rumor has percolated among Air Force recruits about a
particularly painful shot they must get
when they join the service, involving a
square needle inserted into the scrotum.
Of course that’s not true, or at least I’ve
successfully avoided that jab.
One of my earliest recollection of childhood was when I was five years old, hav-

ing to go through a painful series of shots
with my brother for rabies. Going to the
hospital everyday, for 21 days, so they
could stick that needle in my stomach
was a lot for me to bear. As I matured
and became a father, I now know it was
worse for my parents to watch. Fortunately today, you only have to get three
shots in the area of the bite or scratch
from a rabid animal. Those who know
me well understand my lack of appreciation for cats. Without a doubt, those
shots toughened me up for the multitude
of injections to follow in my Air Force
career: Tetanus, Anthrax, Influenza, Polio, Mumps, Meningococcal meningitis,
Measles, Rubella, Chickenpox, Hepatitis A
& B, Smallpox and everybody’s favorite,
the Gamma Globulin (GG) booster.
Upon receiving a 90-day assignment to
Central America, the government made
sure I had two full syringes loaded with
GG for each cheek. The slow process of
pushing the molasses like substance into
the body is excruciating, with the internal
burn setting in immediately, only to remain for a couple of days. I was always
friendly with the Med Tech because the
old wise tale was if they didn’t like you,
they would take the GG right from the
refrigerator and load you up. Just picture
it as cold molasses.
One thing for certain in my career. I
would much rather lose a credit card,
drivers license, or checkbook, than lose
my shot record. If lost, the aforementioned list will be destined to repeat itself. The old, yellow tattered book that
was stamped and signed after each injection had become a long list that when
presented, was a badge of honor. A
medical passport of filthy, disease laden
countries that most American’s hopefully
will never see.
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Chamomile Retreat
Victor A. Mahoney - Editor Emeritus
November 11th, Veterans Day,
happens to be my birthday. My
wife Mary wanted to make the
occasion different from that of
other years. Here’s how she did
so.
In early November she spotted an
item in the newspaper that suggested to B&B owners nationally
that they voluntarily honor a vet
on Veterans Day by offering a
night free. She found two in the
Savannah area, one in South
Georgia, and two in the Northwest
Georgia Mountains.
She contacted the Chamomile Retreat in
the Ellijay area and the owner,
Andrea Hinda, indicated that she
would be honored to have us.
After the Legion Post meeting on
Veterans Day, we drove the 80
miles north. The day was warm
and sunny. The mountain greenery was lush looking and starting
to invite changes in color. We
found Chamomile Retreat two or
three miles off the major highway,
in a setting that is so woodsy that

WANTED
Isn’t there a little of Ernie Pyle
in all of us? We need writers
to contribute to the BCR with
short stories, editorials, or
commentaries of a military or
American Legion nature. First
timers always welcome.
Article length should be approximately 800-1200 words.
Send submissions to the editor:
tcopley@bellsouth.net

it challenges one’s supply of precise adjectives for description.
The Retreat is at the end of a
country road. Trees seem to encircle it. The main house is substantial looking, up on a bit of a
rise that looks down on a small
pond featuring a pair of slowly
paddling ducks. Andrea and her
husband Jim greeted us, introduced us to their newly adopted
Black Lab, Mr. B, and the busy
cat, Ames. She then led us to a
1940’s cabin that featured a front
and back porch sporting rocking
chairs and clear views of the pond
to the rear and calm woods to the
front.
The cabin is replete with the
amenities and necessities.
Its
comfort reaches out to you immediately. It was at this point that
Andrea informed us that Chamomile is not a B&B. It is a retreat.
It is a place meant for those who
need and want the wooded quiet,
the divorce from the world of fevered action and worry. It is a

place for a poet or writer to wander. It is a place for an artist to
sketch without distraction. Above
all, though, it is meant for those
who want to relax, to meditate, to
examine their life, to recharge
their batteries, to upgrade their
self-worth, to chart their near future, to let nature slip into their
day.
We did some of each!
When we said our farewell in the
morning, unstated reluctance to
leave must have shown through
our smiles of gratitude. Our gratitude included praise for Andrea
and Jim for embracing the call to
honor veterans on Veterans Day
in this special gesture.
If you want the experience that
peace and quiet offer, then try “A
Country Getaway” and contact
Andrea at 404-909-9303. She will
give you a more accurate set of
details than I offer here.

NEW EAGLE SCOUT
Ramon Garcia will present
Kirk Copley a letter of congratulation from National
Commander Jimmie Foster
and a certificate from Post
134 for obtaining the rank
of Eagle Scout. The ceremony will be Sunday, May
29th, at 3PM in Powder
Springs. Contact Todd if
you wish to attend.
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Georgia National Cemetery Memorial Day Ceremony
Saturday, May 28, 2011
11:00 am
Georgia National Cemetery
2025 Mount Carmel Lane
Canton, Georgia 30114
770.479.9300

Keynote Speaker: Colonel Brent Bracewell, “one of our own @ Post 134”

Colonel Brent Bracewell, is a full time member of the GA National Guard as the
Georgia State Army Aviation Officer, charged with the responsibility of overseeing the entire Georgia Army National Guard’s aviation assets. This includes all
aircraft and personnel under the Army’s control. Colonel Bracewell is a UH-60L
Blackhawk helicopter pilot. He has over 17 years of active duty experience serving in Desert Storm, Bosnia and most recently as an Army Aviation Battalion
Commander in support of Operation Iraqi Freedom in which he commanded an
Army Aviation Task Force flying throughout Kuwait and Southern Iraq.

Georgia National Cemetery in Canton opened in 2006, and only
37 of its 775 acres have been developed and 1,500 veterans are
buried on the beautiful grounds so far. The cemetery serves an
estimated 375,000 veterans in Georgia and will provide burial
space for eligible vets and dependents for the next 50 years.

AN ARMY MARCHES ON IT’S STOMACH
Ever wonder why the food you eat is
sometimes called “chow?”
Although “chow” is typically associated with military meals, the word
doesn’t have a military origin. Instead, it dates back to the Chinese
laborers who built the railroads in the
western U.S. during the 19th century.

could refer to several things, etymologist Michael Quinion states,
“The word could have come from the
Chinese “ch’ao,” which means to fry
or cook.” The Chinese laborers also
might have said, “chow chow” to
refer to preserve of ginger and orange
peel in syrup or a mixed vegetable
pickle.

“Chow” is a pidgin term—used to
communicate by groups that don’t
speak the same language—and it

The word’s use eventually carried
over to U.S. military and prison dining halls, Quinion writes.
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THE LAST DOUGHBOY AND THE
EMERGENCE OF A GREAT NATION
By Michael Gerson
Over the past few decades, the
obituaries of World War I veterans
have come, according to historian
Martin Gilbert, "like a muffled
drum." With the recent passing of
Frank Buckles - the last doughboy Pershing's army has finally retired
from the field. The drum is stilled
and put away.
What was once called the Great War
is largely forgotten, obscured by the
vivid moral clarities of the greater
war that followed. Confused schoolchildren are left to ponder the question posed by Andrew Roberts:
"Why should a Maori New Zealander have died in Turkey and been
buried in Greece because an Austrian had been shot by a Serb in
Bosnia?"
Actually, the first war was a preview of what would follow. Machine guns. Civilian bombing. Unrestricted submarine warfare. Poison
gas. All were technologies that allowed killing without aiming, applying the tools of mass production
to the business of slaughter. Death
became impersonal, mechanical and
vast.
Some of history's most malignant
ideas got planted in the churned
earth of that struggle. "Jews and
mosquitoes," wrote Kaiser Wilhelm
II, "are a nuisance that humanity
must get rid of in some way or another. I believe the best would be
gas." The German government put
Vladimir Lenin on a sealed train
from Zurich toward Russia, hoping
to destabilize an enemy. Adolf Hitler, a soldier in the trenches, vowed
vengeance.
From laughably trivial beginnings,
World War I shaped history on a
massive scale. A whole continent

suffered nervous collapse; another
rose to unprecedented prominence.
Europe's failure of nerve was understandable. A million Britons died.
Among French men who were 19 to
22 at the outbreak of the war, more
than 35 percent were buried by its
end. France was left with 630,000
widows.
The trauma was deep. Constitutionalism and liberalism appeared weak
and discredited - a contrast to totalitarian confidence and purpose. The
very idea of human progress was
overturned. In France and England,
ideals of glory and courage seemed
obscene beside the images of bodies
on barbed wire. It was a time of
fatalism, cynicism and dark humor.
Said Philip Larkin: "Never such
innocence again."
But the United States, in contrast,
was at the beginning of innocence.
The European tragedy was the
American arrival. At the start of
1917, the American Army had a
little more than 100,000 men,
lightly armed and with no largescale combat experience since Appomattox. By August 1918, America had deployed more than a million soldiers to Europe. It was the
energy of a rising nation.
Frank Buckles remembered himself,
in those days, as "a snappy soldier .
. . all gung-ho." The Army he joined
established durable impressions of
Americans - fresh off farms, gawky,
wide-eyed, singing, violent. The
Germans, wrote John Keegan, "were
now confronted with an army whose
soldiers sprang, in uncountable
numbers, as if from soil sown with
dragons' teeth."
British and French officers saw the
arriving Americans as enthusiastic
but inefficient. Americans saw

themselves as cleaning up the
messes of a tired civilization. Europeans thought the United States
claimed too much credit for minimal sacrifices - about 50,000 battle
deaths in total, compared with Britain's loss of 20,000 men on the first
day of the Somme offensive alone.
A pattern of awe and resentment
was established. John Maynard
Keynes called President Woodrow
Wilson a "blind and deaf Don Quixote." Wilson argued, "If America
goes back upon mankind, mankind
has no other place to turn." Perhaps
both were right.
In the following decades, America
lost the innocence of the Fourteen
Points and the League of Nations
but not the sense of national purpose
that brought Americans to the Argonne Forest. It was the same spirit
found on D-Day and in the long
defense of Europe from Soviet aggression.
That enthusiasm, in some quarters,
has waned. Economic self-doubt
turns a nation inward. Global engagement is often difficult, expensive and thankless. Some long for
America to be, once again, merely a
nation among nations.
But the forces that led the United
States into World War I were not
random or unique. America moved
beyond its shores on the momentum
of its founding principles - a belief
that freedom is worth a fight - along
with a growing recognition that our
nation is not immune from the disorders of the world.
Times change. Old battles, once
fresh in their horror, are forgotten.
But America still produces men and
women like Frank Buckles. And
sometimes mankind has no other
place to turn.
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DID MARINES LAND IN NORTH KOREA ONLY TO LEARN
BOB HOPE GOT THERE FIRST? THE RUMOR DOC IS IN
FROM STARS AND STRIPES
- Jeff Schogol

From World War II to the first Gulf
War, you could find Bob Hope wherever U.S. troops were fighting. But
was the entertainer so omnipresent
that Marines landing at the east coast
of North Korea in 1950 waded
ashore, ready for battle, only to find
that Hope and a USO show were
already there?
The episode happened at Wonsan,
North Korea, in October 1950,
where the landings had been delayed
until mine sweepers could clear all of
the magnetic mines from the approaching waters, according to the
Marine Corps’ official history of the
Korean War.
These mines were hard to detect
because they could be set to allow
up to 12 ships to pass over them
before exploding, meaning the mine
sweepers had to make at least 13
passes over a given area before it
could be considered clear, according
to the history, written by Lynn Montross and Marine Capt. Nicholas A,
Canzona.
While all this was happening, the
ships carrying the Marines steamed
back and forth off the coast, prompting the Marines to dub the enterprise
“Operation Yo-Yo.”

“Never did time die a harder death,
and never did the grumblers have so
much to grouse about,” according to
the history.
By the time the Marines went ashore
beginning on Oct. 25, South Korean
troops and Marine air maintenance
crews had already reached Wonsan.
And so had Bob Hope.
“Even more humiliating to the landing
force troops, Bob Hope and Marilyn
Maxwell were flown to the objective
area,” according to the history. “On
the evening of the 24th they put on a
USO show spiced with quips at the
expense of the disgruntled Leathernecks in the transports.”
When the Marines came ashore the
next day, Hope had already left.
The Marines, of course, didn’t know
whether they would be landing under
fire, said Joe Owen, then a second
lieutenant with Company B, 1st Battalion, 7th Marine Regiment, 1st Marine Division.
“We didn’t have very good intelligence,” Owen told The Rumor Doctor. “We had the word that the
beach had been secured, but we
came in fully loaded and ready to
fight if necessary. Then we saw the
flyboys standing on the beach waving
us in.”

Also on the beach were South
Korean troops who greeted the
Marines by giving them the middle
finger.
“It was no animosity,” Owen explained. “It might have been their
way of saying hi.”
THE RUMOR DOCTOR’S DIAGNOSIS: Bob Hope had been
there and gone when the Marines
landed at Wonsan, but if the Marines
felt chagrined by the whole affair,
they more than showed their valor
and fighting spirit the following
month when attacked by hundreds of
thousands of Chinese troops at the
Chosin Reservoir.

A TRUE, “NO-FLY” ZONE IN AFRICA
A top defense official in the African
nation of Swaziland has asked an anticorruption commission to release five
military personnel arrested in September because with them in jail, there is
nobody to fly the helicopter.
Yes, that’s the helicopter—singular.
The Times of Swaziland says the
commander of the Umbutto Swazi

defense force is not saying the
troops, three officials and two
enlisted men, are innocent of charges
that they defrauded the government.
Rather, the general says national
security is being compromised because with the five men in jail, no
one is left to pilot the nation’s lone

military helicopter.
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PETITE AUBERGE RESTAURANT
TOCO HILLS SHOPPING CENTER
LUNCH 1130 - 1300
COST $17.00
(Call the JVC if you need help with a ride)
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DEPLOYED

We are honored to have former Chief Master Sergeant of
the Air Force (Ret), Gerald Murray, as our May guest
speaker. Chief Murray represented the highest enlisted
level of leadership, and as such, provided direction for the
enlisted corps and represented their interests, as appropriate,
to the American public, and to those in all levels of government. He served as the personal adviser to the Chief of Staff
and the Secretary of the Air Force on all issues regarding
the welfare, readiness, morale, and proper utilization and
progress of the enlisted force. Chief Murray is the 14th chief
master sergeant appointed to the highest noncommissioned
officer position. He is currently employed with Lockheed
Martin in Marietta, where he works with the F-22 program.
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