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COMMANDER’S COLUMN

T

his month is the 100th anniversary
of the outbreak of World War I
whose
veterans
organized
The
American Legion in March, 1919.
Germany, alarmed by Russian full
mobilization for war, invaded Belgium
on Aug 4, 1914. This generally is
considered as the opening event of the
“War to End all Wars.”
Historian Samuel R. Wilkinson notes
that a sometimes overlooked cause was
terrorist activity growing out of Serbia’s
desire for independence from the Austro
-Hungarian Empire. Similar to what is
happening in the Middle East today, an
all-Slav nation was envisioned. The
Black Hand, a Serbian terrorist
movement, gave Bosnian Serb students,
including Gavrilo Princep, 19, weapons
training. Archduke Franz Ferdinand,
heir to the Austria-Hungarian throne,
visited Sarajevo 28 Jun 1914. His car
took a wrong turn ending up directly in
front of Princep. The terrorist fatally
shot Ferdinand and his wife, Sophie.
Ferdinand’s enraged father declared war
on Serbia 28 Jul 1914. Russia,
sympathetic to slavs, mobilized in
response.
American President Woodrow Wilson
resisted entering the war until a German
submarine sank the British liner
Lusitania May 7, 1915, taking with it
128 Americans. Tension heightened
when Germany resumed unrestricted
sub warfare on Feb 1, 1917 and sank a
U.S. cargo ship, Housatonic, Feb 3,
1917. The final straw was a 16 Jan 1917
telegram from German Foreign Minister
Arthur Zimmerman to Germany’s
ambassador in Mexico suggesting that
Mexico declare war on the U.S. if
America should join the conflict on the
side of England, France, and Russia.
Wilson asked Congress to declare war

on Germany and Austria-Hungary on
Apr 2, 1917.
Atlanta had three military installations
during World War I — Ft. McPherson,
dating back to 1885, Camp Jesup, built
next to McPherson as a repair and
storage facility, and Camp Gordon,
established in Chamblee Jul 18, 1917 as
a training post for units such as the 82nd
(all-American) Infantry Division. Camp
Jesup was deactivated Aug 23, 1927.
Camp Gordon continued into WWII as
the site of Lawson General Hospital and
Naval Air Station Atlanta. The property
is now part of Dekalb-Peachtree
Airport.
Some 85,506 young men from Georgia
served in the conflict, 7,890 from
Atlanta alone. Some 263 Atlantans were
killed in action or died of wounds and
war-related causes.
An armistice signed Nov 11, 1918
ended the war. Atlanta Mayor Asa G.
Candler, of Coca Cola fame, issued a
proclamation that day announcing,
“This is a time of great joy. The most
terrible war in history has come to an
end.” The Nov 12, 1918 victory parade
was one of the city’s most colorful
celebrations.
On Dec 3, 1918, Atlanta changed the
name of Goldsboro Park, at the junction
of Peachtree and West Peachtree streets,
to Pershing Park. It honored General
John J. “Black Jack” Pershing,
commander
of
the
American
Expeditionary Force in France.
In 1919, Legion Post #1 was chartered
in Atlanta. In 1933, a group of Post #1
Legionnaires decided to form a separate
post. The new post, named Fulton
County Post 134, was chartered
May 21, 1933.
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WWI TIDBIT
No American-made tanks
were used in World War
I. The French company
Renault made the tanks
used by the U.S. at the
Battle of Saint-Mihiel.
George Patton, working
with I Corps, attacked
with two battalions of the
304th Tank
Brigade,
which was equipped with
144 Renault FT tanks
(crew of two) obtained
from the French.
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THE EIGHTH WONDER OF THE WORLD
Todd Copley - BCR Editor

T

here’s been a lot said and learned about the
Seven Wonders of the Ancient World.
We’ve even gone so far as expanding the list to the
Seven Wonders of the “Medieval; Industrial;
Underwater; Natural; & Modern” World. What is
left for those who feel slightly snubbed from the
list? Apparently a new, debatable list starting at the
number eight.
I’ve seen my share of phenomena in my flying
career. For instance, on a night take off from the
Italian island of Sicily, I could see the volcanic
lava flows of nearby Mount Etna erupting.
Meanwhile, the static discharge from a thunderstorm in the vicinity had caused the elusive
St. Elmo’s fire to work its dancing magic from our
aircraft window to the back of the airplane. I
remember thinking I’ll probably never see this
again, so I better enjoy it while it lasts.
With my flying career slowly fading, I find myself
reminiscent of days gone by. My mission tasking
for today was to fly across the Saudi Arabian
desert, and then turn south to follow the Red Sea to
the African continent, landing in the country of
Djibouti. It was there, in late 1996, that I
experienced my eighth wonder of the world. At the

time, my squadron of six C-130’s was deployed to
Prince Sultan Air Base, Saudi Arabia, in support of
Operation SOUTHERN WATCH. Two of the
birds were forward deployed to a Royal Omani Air
Force Base, just outside of Muscat, Oman. We
took a tasking out of Oman to fly down to
Djibouti, landing about an hour before sunset.
During this period, we had no US military
presence there, as we do today. The flight was
what we call in my business, “An embassy run,” to
resupply the Defense Attaché Office. We were
prebriefed by the flight surgeon not to get off the
airplane, due to all the filth and disease that is so
prominent. “Did you take your Malaria pills?” was
his last instructions before my aircrew departed the
flight operations building. The officers on the
flight all agreed that we didn’t want to shut down
our engines anyway, taking no chances that we
would shear a starter on any one of our four
engines. We “tankered” extra gas for the round trip
in order to avoid spending an unplanned over-night
stay, in an unpleasant location.
Leaving Djibouti just after sunset, we climbed up
to our cruising level of 20,000 feet and settled
down for the trip back to Oman. Darkness set in
8th Wonder...Continued on Page 3
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8th Wonder...Continued from Page 2

quickly with our east bound heading and the heat
from a hot African sun departing to the west. We
had all been sweating from the engine running
offload of cargo pallets, and choking on engine
fumes and acrid odors that you can’t even begin to
imagine. We welcomed the coolness and fresh air
that can only be sought as the bird climbs to
altitude. I made sure all our navigation systems
were working properly, took a look out the left
window to see the coastal city of Aden, Yemen,
going by about 75 miles to the north, and made
myself comfortable. In front of us was nothing but
stars and 1700 miles of the Gulf of Aden, followed
by the Arabian Sea. Cockpit conversation was
normal until the pilot stated, “Hey nav…What’s
that off our nose? It looks like a city.” I jumped up
out of my seat and saw what appears to be the dull
glow of a city, what would be estimated 250 miles
away. This can’t be, unless…we’re not where we
are supposed to be. A sickening feeling hit my gut
as I went back to my nav desk to verify our
location and heading. What seemed like an eternity
was actually less than a minute to substantiate a fix
on my chart that we were EXACTLY where we
thought we were. We flew on for 45 minutes,
getting closer and closer to this phenomena of light
that continually puzzled the whole crew. We
talked about nothing else until the biggest and
brightest full moon revealed itself on the horizon.
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Back home in the United States, the light pollution
is horrible. I’ll take the invention of electricity any
day, but here it is an unusual side effect of
industrialized civilization. You can’t see the moon
until it breaks the horizon and many of the stars
with higher magnitudes are washed out. What we
had witnessed was the moon’s version of an
“Astronomical Dawn.” That is the moment after
which the sky is no longer completely dark, formally defined as the time at which the sun is 18°
below the horizon in the morning. There are
similar words for our moon like “Moonrise” but
not a “Moondawn.”
Making a turn to the NE, we actually had to hang
charts in the window like a sunshade to block the
lux emitted from the moon’s rays as this heavenly
body worked its way off the horizon. By now, we
were back to talking about scrounging for a hot
meal, getting the African stink off our body with a
hot shower, thoughts about home, and loved ones
missed. The landing in Muscat was uneventful.
Walking across the tarmac as we returned into the
ops building caused me to pause one last time at
the moonlit sky. Call it what you will, but the
dawn of a rising moon is something I shall never
see again. Call it, “Cope’s Eighth Wonder of the
World.”
ROUTE OF FLIGHT
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COLONEL MAC MCNAIR SERVED USA IN FOUR WARS,
FOUND PATH TO PEACE AND JOY
Editor’s Note: Mac will be the Post 134 guest speaker for
August. He has been previously featured in the March 2011
issue of the Bugle Call Rag (Page 2, McNair Musings and
Mustangs). www.alpost134.org—NEWSLETTERS

From the Park Springs Home Page

C

olonel Nimrod “Mac” McNair’s tall,
commanding presence still reminds people
that he served more than thirty years in the USAF
as a command pilot and a rated navigator. He
joined the Army Air Corps right after Pearl
Harbor, making $21 per month as a private, and
quickly learned how to fly.
During combat in World War II and in Vietnam,
Colonel McNair flew more than 600 combat
hours on 110 missions, was shot down twice and
survived four airplane crashes.
In addition to his pilot days, Colonel McNair has
enjoyed a distinguished career: he was a professor
at North Carolina State University, a director of
the aerospace program in the Pentagon, an Air
Force advisor to NASA, a combat advisor in
Vietnam, and a candidate of governor of the State
of Georgia. He has been awarded the Air Force
Distinguished Flying Cross and other decorations.
He and his first wife of 63 years moved to Park
Springs in 2004, where he cared for her until her
death a few years later. It was also at Park Springs
that he met his current wife, the delightful Mrs.
Delysia Rose McNair.
‘We met in church, and found new happiness
together,” he smiles. “We share our spiritual
relationship with God, which brings us peace and
joy every day, and she supports my focus on
ethics in business and society based on the Ten
Commandments.”
Avid travelers, Colonel and Mrs. McNair went

back to Normandy (France), site of the D-Day
landing, just last year, though Colonel McNair
tells that he was even more moved by revisiting
Nueremberg where he was stationed for the
Nueremberg Trials immediately following WWII.
Colonel McNair is one of a number of US
veterans who live at Park Springs – though he is
probably one of the few who served in four wars
during the 20th Century: World War II, the Korean
War, the Cold War and Vietnam.
He has authored a number of books based on the
world history he experienced first-hand, including
close encounters with such famous leaders as
General George S. Patton, Prime Minister
Winston Churchill and President Anwar Sadat of
Egypt – as well as several KGB operatives, and
even a big old swamp rat in Vietnam. He has a
great collection of photos of the many different
aircraft he flew as a test pilot.
On this Memorial Day, we thank Colonel McNair
and the many men and women who have
protected our nation through their service in the
US Armed Forces.
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MEET OUR NEW JUNIOR VICE COMMANDER

Phil Mathis was born in Griffin Georgia on
September 21, 1953. A year after graduating from
Madison County High School in Danielsville GA,
Phil enlisted in the Navy and served from March

1972 to March 1976. While in the Navy he served
on the USS Enterprise (CVAN-65) where he
worked in Electronic Countermeasure intermediate
maintenance. After the Navy, Phil worked at
Georgia Tech Computer Center for 16 years and
has been working at BellSouth/AT&T the last
19 years. He and his lovely wife Joanne have been
married 24 years and live in the Morningside
neighborhood of Atlanta. Phil has a Bachelor’s
Degree in Electrical Engineering Technology from
Southern Polytechnic State University and a
Master of Science Degree in Computer
Information Systems from Georgia State
University. His hobbies include golf, sailing and
reading.

LETTER TO THE EDITOR
Todd...A close friend, Arnold Schwartzman, designed
the UN Peace Monument for South Korea. I sent
Arnold a copy of the book on the Korean War that
Arnold Wall was handing out at a recent meeting. His
thank you to us is in the note below. I sent it to Arnold
as he is a Korean War veteran serving as an enlisted
man with the British Army. He was the last British
soldier to step off the beach as the Brits departed
Korea. He was last because he carried the battalion
colors. He is now an internationally renown graphics
designer and documentarist (he won the Academy
Award in 1984). He is also a Commander in the Order
of the British Empire. Anyway, I thought that a picture
of the monument that he designed in a future BCR
might be of interest to our Korean War brethren.

have in fact met one or two of them during our visit last
year to Korea for the 60th Anniversary of the armistice.
Look at the documentary on me and you may spot
them!
I recently received some photographs of the UN Peace
Monument that I had designed for South Korea from a
friend visiting there on business, also see Korean TV
news clip etc. attached.
Arnold

— Thanks Todd. Bob Moore
Dear Bob,
Thank you so much for the Korean Vets book. Please
thank your colleagues at the Legion post for me. I may

ARTICLES: http://a-g-i.org/news/arnold-schwartzman-designs-united-nations-memorial
KOREA DOCUMENTARY ON ARNOLD : https://vimeo.com/80153052
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(Call the JVC if you need help with a ride)
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LUNCH 11:30 AM - 1:00 PM

First Class
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TOCO HILLS SHOPPING CENTER

