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COMMANDER’S COLUMN

Inside this issue:

This issue finds me counting the time to
come home from my 130 days of heat
stroke in the desert. I should be back in
Atlanta by the end of the month, but not
until I make scheduled stops in
Romania, Scotland, and Newfoundland,
to find my way home. Flying a prop
plane takes time, so you might as well
embrace the cultures of the country
you’re flying over.
I’m excited to come home to a new
group of elected post officers. They are
charged and ready to serve you with
new ideas for the coming year. We may
schedule a field trip to locations such as
Lockheed-Martin in Marietta, or add a
new program to better serve the
community. Help us to be a better post
by submitting your ideas in the survey
enclosed.

Todd

POST 134 SURVEY
Take the time to fill out the
survey that is included with the
hard copy mail out, or the
electronic version attached in the
e-mail. The Executive Committee
is trying to get your inputs on
how we can make improvements
to membership and operations.
Mail to:
American Legion Post 134
P.O. Box 8086
Atlanta, GA 31106-0086
or
arcosign10@yahoo.com
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Marines decide to
buy Colt .45s

An order last month of
new M45 Close Quarter
Battle Pistols for the
Marines is the first
purchase of any Colt
handgun in almost three
decades by any branch of
the U.S. military, though
.45-caliber Colts were a
trusty sidearm of the
Army and Marines for
most of the 20th century.
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One Of Our Own
Victor A. Mahoney - Editor Emeritus

On July 16, 2012, approximately 150 people, civilian
and military, gathered in the Drill Hall at the Clay
National Guard Center in Marietta to witness the
Award Ceremony honoring our Bob Moore. In the
August edition of THE BUGLE CALL RAG,
Commander Todd Copley printed the official
government description of the reasons for the award,
detailing sufficiently the heroic acts by Bob, despite
his wounds, that merited the Silver Star. The date of
this combat action was July 13, 1969. Bob waited 43
years for lost commendation papers which told of a
never to be forgotten day. Ironically, the Award
presentation date was three days beyond the actual
action date!
As you would expect, the ceremony demanded the
presence of dignitaries. Congressman Phil Gingrey
was on hand to tell us of his efforts before Congress
to have this long overdue award confirmed. Major
General Jim Butterworth, Adjutant General of the
Georgia National Guard, joined the Congressman in
presenting the award. The remarks of these
dignitaries were brief and appropriate.
The
Congressman also presented to Bob a copy of the
detailed remarks which he used before the House to
promote action on the award. He also included as a
gift our nation’s flag which had flown over the
Capital.
The reception area prior to the ceremony in the Drill
Hall featured a friendly mingling of Bob’s family and
friends and admirers. Post 134 members were easily
spotted because of their distinctive Legion caps and
natural gravitating to one another. Easily spotted,
then, were Ramon Garcia, Charles Shepherd, Sam
Steger, and Jack Abernathy. Photo sessions were in
order and our Commander received enough to feature
in our newsletter.
There were two stirring moments during the Award
Ceremony that I will cherish. The first one was the
moment when the Silver Star was fixed to Bob’s

jacket. The applause thundered throughout the huge
hall. I focused on Bob. He stood as if at attention,
alone, finally recognized yet self-deprecatory. I
wondered how far away his thoughts were at that
moment. I wondered, too, about the feelings of others
in our Post who had received awards for acts of
bravery and heroism.
The second choke-up for me came during Bob’s
speech. It was brief but complete, laced with
humility, full of gratitude to those who had suffered
with him, and hinting of the guilt that combat
veterans seem to exhibit because they survived while
comrades perished. Once again, the standing ovation
was long and loud .
The Silver Star honors Bob Moore.
honors us.
Editor’s note:
Due to monthly
deadlines, Vic’s editorial did not make
the August edition of the BCR. About
a week after Bob’s pinning of the
Silver Star, he made mention that his
wife said his 15 minutes of fame is up.
I think we just gave him another 15
minutes.

Bob Moore
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WHY I LOVE THE C-130 HERCULES
By Bob N. Justus
Editor’s Note: This is an article of interest from a
friend of mine. Bob is no stranger to the BCR. He
had his poem, “I Am A Soldier, Brave And True,”
published in the Nov 2011 issue.

called from the Air Force Academy in Colorado
Springs and offered me a job as NCOIC of the
equipment supply section for the cadets. Was I
ever thrilled? As I had four delightful years at
Lowry AFB, enjoying great hunting, fishing and
sightseeing, I thought a few more years in
Colorado would be great. I should have known it
was too good to be true.
This time over I traveled first class in a Boeing
707 jet liner filled with military personnel and
beautiful stewardesses. As our plane flew in over
the dense forest below I noted red areas
indicating clearings. Later, in the dry season at
Pleiku, a common sight was red-tinted
whirlwinds out on the plain where Montagnard
natives tended cattle.
The CO of Det. 1, a major, told me I was in
charge of the post office at II Corps Headquarters
near Pleiku to run the post office for the US
Army and miscellaneous units there. The Air
Force had contracted to furnish postal clerks to
the Army in Vietnam. When I said I had no
training in postal work he said, “Well, it fits in
your MOS.”

In 1965 I was serving as administrative
supervisor in USAF Recruiting Det. 2, 3507th
Recruiting Group, located in an old brick
building on Fort Des Moines, on the south edge
of Des Moines, Iowa. I received orders for
Det. 1, 11th Air Postal Squadron (PACAF), APO
San Francisco, to depart no later than 5 August
1965, reporting no later than 9 August. I thought
there was a need for a pencil pusher in Saigon.
It was ironic because some days earlier an officer
I served with on Lowry AFB, Denver, Colorado,

From Tan Son Nhut Air Base I rode on an old
C-47 stuffed with RVN troops in uniforms soiled
with red dust. The loadmaster, a staff sergeant,
said, “It has been known that Vietcong have
dressed in uniforms and took flights upcountry.”
I hoped he was joking. At one stop, the pilot
leaned out the window and yelled, “Is the
Officers’ Club open? I’m mighty dry!”
Shortly, as I began to lead five postal clerks with
primary mission of serving II Corps and
miscellaneous Army and Air Force units, I was
told to report to Saigon to be presented a medal I
earned in the recruiting detachment in old Fort
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reading a paperback western Zane Grey novel. I
had on a t-shirt and shorts. It was hot! My mind
was far away from reality when I heard a thump
– thump sound of mortars near the perimeter and
popping sounds of small arms fire. I raced out the
door and on to a boardwalk leading to the latrine.
As I started down some steps I felt a blow on my
upper left arm like it was struck by a ball bat.
The arm began to swing and I felt pieces of bone
grind together. I immediately set down on the
steps and held my left arm by the wrist with my
right hand.

Des Moines. At the nearby Air Force base I
boarded a C-130 loaded with pilot, co-pilot,
loadmaster and I, and several empty fuel drums
wafting fumes around. The loadmaster said, “I
guess you already know not to smoke on this
flight.” I smoked then, but I didn’t want a smoke
on that flight.
A long line of planes were circling to land at Tan
Son Nhut Air Base at Saigon. Our C-130 got in
behind a C-47 and was following it down. Right
after the C-47 hit the runway a tire blew and it was
seen to slew sideways. We passengers heard a
mighty roar and felt a tremor in the C-130 as it
switched from coasting in to land to a powerful
turn and climb to get safely away. I was duly
impressed!
A C-130 was at the Pleiku Air Base armed with
Gatling guns and I think cannon, perhaps. I didn’t
take the photo, but one of the guys saw the
AC-130 “Puff the Magic Dragon” at night firing
down on some enemy nearby. It looked like the
plane was suspended on a column of fire! It was
said that the firepower could cover a football field
area. It may be why that while I was at II Corps no
large enemy unit was able to strike us.
After about eight months, one night in the II Corps
compound I was sitting on a seat in the latrine,

Apparently – as I never heard – either a handful
of the enemy probed the defenses or someone
was shooting at shadows. In my unfortunate case
it was later determined that a drunk soldier had
come out of a hooch firing wildly and I ran into
the bullet’s path. Two medics, whom I had
become friends with and occasionally went with
to nearby Montagnard villages to doctor the sick
and promote friendship, were immediately at my
side. They bound my wound, put a sling on my
arm and gave me shots. The bullet shattered my
upper arm bone in pieces. When the medics cut
off my t-shirt I was told it had two bullet holes
about level with my heart! That meant the bullet
traveled across my chest and struck my left arm,
thus missing my vital area by perhaps two to four
inches.
My last trip out of Pleiku was by C-130 and I
was the sole passenger except for a medic. I was
well doped up by then but I still can hear that
powerful plane go down the runway and rise into
the sky to carry me safely to the hospital at
Saigon. However, I don’t recall it landing at
Tan Son Nhut. Thus my experiences with the
ready and able C-130 ended with a safe and
quick delivery to a hospital that could keep me
alive and save my arm.

Volume XV, No. 7

Page 5

Shepherd Bestowed French Honor
Ambassade de France
aux Etats-Unis
Le Chargé d´Affaires a.i.

In order to determine the means of bestowing the
insignia upon you, please contact our Consulate in
Atlanta (The Lenox Building- 3399 Peachtree Road
NE, suite 500 - Atlanta, GA 30326 - tel. (404)
495-1671).

Washington, Aug 7, 2012

Dear Mr. Shepherd Jr.,

Naturally, I remain at your disposal in this regard.

I am pleased to inform you that by decree of the
President of the French Republic on July 19, 2012,
you have been appointed a "Chevalier" of the Legion
of Honor.

Sincerely,
Frederic Dore

This award testifies to the President of the French
Republic's high esteem for your merits and
accomplishments. In particular, it is a sign of France's
infinite gratitude and appreciation for your personal
and precious contribution to the United States
decisive role in the liberation of our country during
World War II.
The Legion of Honor was created by Napoleon in
1802 to acknowledge services rendered to France by
persons of exceptional merit. The French people will
never forget your courage and your devotion to the
great cause of freedom.
It is a true pleasure for me to convey to you our
sincere and warm congratulations.

Presentation is September 27th, at the Atlanta French
Council. Unfortunately, Charlie is limited to family
members only, due to limited space. Charlie will be our
guest speaker in November, and will be able to expand
upon this great honor the French are bestowing him.

T
A
P
S

With great sadness we pass along the news of
losing one of our own, Milton Shelnutt. A
long standing member of this post, Milton
was a WWII Navy veteran.
March 25, 1921
June 25, 2012
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SEPTEMBER GUEST SPEAKER

Todd Copley - Commander
tcopley220@yahoo.com DEPLOYED
Arnold Wall - SVC
arcosign10@yahoo.com
678-530-0588
Michael Derrico - JVC
dragon717@bellsouth.net 404-508-0012
George Hooten
Victor Mahoney
FOUNDING EDITORS OF THIS NEWSLETTER

Next Meeting — Sept 13, 2012
Sun

Mon Tue

Wed

Thu

Fri

Sat

Robert Faulkender shall be
speaking. Robert is a retired Army
officer, businessman, and college
professor. He is a graduate of the
United States Military Academy at
West Point, and while in the
military, earned a graduate degree
in Operations Research Analysis
from Georgia Tech. You may learn
more about Robert and his book,
"Filtered By Time," at this link.
http://robertfaulkender.com/author-3/
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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)

First Class
APO, AE 09309
746 EAS / C-130 Ops
Lt Col Todd Copley
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