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2007 CAN DO RENDEZVOUS, MAY 25, 2007, FORT BENNING, GA
Lieutenant Colonel Jack Marr, Commander of the 1st Battalion, and Tad Davis, Association President, have
announced that the 2007 Can Do Rendezvous will be held May 25, 2007 at ColumbusFort Benning. On
January 9th the Battalion received deployment orders for Iraq in March. Although the Battalion will be deployed,
Lieutenant Colonel Marr has committed available support to be provided by the 115 Rear Detachment,
commanded by Captain Stephen Miller. LTC Marr, CPT Miller and President Davis have vowed to make the
occasion a memorable event and an opportunity to recall our great legacy and join in great camaraderie with
past veterans and the current active duty soldiers.
Host Hotel for the event will be the Four Points Sheraton at Columbus Airport. Information regarding rates and
reservations is shown on the attached document. A Rendezvous Check in Desk will be located in the Hotel
lobby where attendee packets, including the schedule of events, will be provided. The Association
Quartermaster will be present at the Hotel with a huge selection of 15th Infantry Regiment items.
The Rendezvous begins with a golf tournament on May 2nd, with teams formed by a mix of current active duty
and other veterans. That same evening there will be an Ice Breaker Social for attendees & current active duty
soldiers to become acquainted. The evening of the 4th will be devoted to the traditional Regimental Dinner. In
between, there will be several activities/events designed to ensure the attendees are treated to an interesting
and enjoyable time. Below is a general schedule of planned events. Time permitting, other events will be
worked in, to include a tour of newly constructed Army Housing and special ladies’ activities. A complete
schedule with transportation times will be provided each attendee at registration on May 2nd.
WED 2 MAY
09001700: Check In, Four Points Sheraton Hotel
1300: Golf Tournament, Follow Me Golf Course
1800: Icebreaker, at Four Points Sheraton Hotel
THURS 3 MAY
Morning
0900: Tour Columbus Historic District
Visit WWII Company Street, New Infantry Museum Exhibit, Fort Benning
Tour Main Post Fort Benning
US Army Infantry Center Command Briefing
Lunch: Follow Me Dining Facility
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Afternoon
1300: US Army Marksmanship Unit Briefing & Visit
1430: Infantry Museum Visit, including “I Am The Infantry” presentation
Evening: Open Time Company/Battalion GetTogether’
‘
FRIDAY 4 MAY
0900: Ranger Briefing, Ranger Training Brigade, Harmony Church
1000: Rangers in Action Demonstration, Victory Pond, Harmony Church
st
1100: Visit 1 Battalion, Mortar Training demo, Barracks Tour
Lunch w/troops: 3rd Brigade Dining Facility
1300: 1st Battalion Hdqrs & China Room Visit
1400: Annual Association Business Meeting, Battalion Classroom (also special event for ladies)
15001715: Open Time
1745: China Gate Visit
18002130: Regimental Dinner, Benning Club
SATURDAY 5 MAY
Depart/Farewell
CPT Miller and the Dragon Soldiers of the 1st Battalion are looking forward and will be working hard to put
together all the pieces to host this special event. Make your plans now to attend. Come earlystay late and visit
the many historic and visitor attractions in the Columbus vicinity.

==========================================================================
Registration Form
Name:
(Please Print)
Address:
City:

State:

Zip:

Email Address:
Spouse/Guest:

Golf (Check if entering tournament)

Event

Number

Price

Registration Fee (per attendee)

$10.00

Regimental Dinner

$23.00
Enclosed is my payment for

Total
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PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE
Greetings to our members and their families from the leadership of your Association. We have had a tremendous
amount of activity over the past several months and appreciate the opportunity as always to update you on the
work of your Association and the active duty battalion!
First Battalion Deploys to Iraq. For the third time since the defeat of the Iraqi Army by coalition forces,
spearheaded by elements of the 15th Infantry Regiment, members of the First Battalion have begun another tour
of duty in Iraq. I regret to inform you that while assembling the force and staging in Kuwait, PFC Joey Sams, II
from Baker Company was killed during an accident involving the Bradley Fighting Vehicle he was ground guiding.
Our thoughts and prayers go out to the family of PFC Sams, and to Lieutenant Colonel Jack Marr, the officers,
noncommissioned officers, men and families of the First Battalion. Your Association leadership is working with
the Rear Detachment Commander, Captain Steve Miller, and the Third Infantry Division Liaison Officer at Walter
Reed to track any of the casualties that occur in theater and determine ways we might be able to assist the
families. Specific details will follow on how you can contribute to these important efforts.
Shaving Brushes. Prior to the departure of the First Battalion, your Association leadership worked with
the commander and command sergeant major to determine how the Association might help out the troops. The
th
battalion leadership recommended that we provide each soldier with a shaving brush, engraved with the 15
Infantry Crest, as a memento from the Association that the active soldiers would use each and every day of the
deployment to keep their weapons clean. Our sincerest appreciation goes out to John Burke for his Herculean
efforts to obtain the brushes at a tremendous bargain and get them to the troops prior to their departure. We
were not able to get the engraved crest on the shaving brushes, but we’re contemplating a possible “resupply” at
the six month point which should give us time to obtain another set of brushes with the appropriate Association
designation. More to follow on this one.
Regimental Rendezvous, 24 May 2007. As mentioned in our separate mailings to you and in this
newsletter, “all systems are go” for the upcoming Regimental Rendezvous at Fort Benning, GA, 24 May 2007.
See additional articles in this edition for the details. Plan to arrive the afternoon of Wednesday, 2 May for golf and
an evening icebreaker followed by two full days of activity on Thursday and Friday. Plan to depart on Saturday.
John Burke is leading the way and working with Captain Miller to organize the itinerary. I can assure you it will be
a “first class” event you will not want to miss with a multitude of extremely interesting activities for members and
their spouses.
Nominations for New Association Officers. We are in need of volunteers from throughout the
Association to fill a number of key positions for the next term of office for our Association leadership. As most of
you know Lloyd Whitmer has stepped down as our Treasurer after many years of faithful and dedicated service to
the Regiment and the Association. Bart Viruso has stepped forward to assume that position as Lloyd departs.
Richard Guimond, our Assistant Treasurer, and the man that brings you our much appreciated raffles each year
plans to step down in October 2007. Please contact our Nominations Chair Bart Viruso, VIRUSO8@aol.com, with
nominations for our elected officers. Our intent will be to finalize the slate of officers by early June 2007 in time to
complete voting by the Society of the Third Infantry Division Meeting in September 2007 when the newly elected
officers will be sworn in.
In closing, many thanks to each and every one of you for your continued support. A special thanks goes out to
David Adams for his tremendous efforts to provide us an exceptional Dragon, one in which each member of the
Regiment and the Association can take great pride. We are hovering right at about 900 members and need the
assistance of each and every member to get us to our goal of over 1,000 members by the Society Reunion in
September 2007. Please keep the men of the First Battalion and their families in your thoughts and prayers
during the days and weeks ahead. Can Do! Tad Davis
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The following Members Were Called to Formation on Fiddler’s Green:
Stanley John Bosowski, Modesto, CA, 15th INF, WW II, DOD 02/21/07
John entered the Army in 1941 and was assigned to the 15th Infantry Regiment. He participated in 4 amphibious
landings and 9 major ground campaigns. His decorations include the Bronze Star, Purple Heart, and Combat
Infantryman Badge. Rightfully so, he was interred at Arlington National Cemetery. (Reported by his son, Dale
Bosowski)
James Hensley, Augusta, GA, HHC, 15th INF Regiment, Korea, Oct 1953Nov 1953, DOD 05/11/06 (Reported
by his wife, Siggie, to John Burke).
th

Glenn R. Smith, Kenwood, CA, SVC Co, 15 INF Regiment China, OCT 1930APR 1933, One of the last
surviving Old China Hands, DOD: Unknown (Reported by John Burke).
Joseph Curalli, Lockport, IL, A Co, 115 INF, Cold War1968, DOD 02/07/07 (Reported to Dave Adams by
Association member Tom Heitzer and Joe’s wife, Cyndy)
Jerome Sapiro, 15th INF Regiment Assn member since 1994; Past President from 19541955 and as
Chaplain of The Society of the Third Infantry Division from October 1992 to October 2002, DOD 01/18/07
(Reported by John Burke and Jerome’s son, Denis)
Jack Simons, Liberty, NY, B Co, 15th INF Regiment, Korea, DEC 1952OCT 1954, DOD 12/15/06 (Reported by
John Burke and Jack’s wife, Carol)
Henry W. Gittings, Baltimore, MD, E Co, Korea, Assn. Charter Member, DOD 08/26/06 (Reported by D.M
GittingsSpencer)
Joseph A. Trippi, Newark, CA, B Co, Korea, DOD 01/12/06 (Reported by Dan Wolfe)
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Brigadier General Lawrence V. Greene
ADC AND CG  3RD Infantry Division
1917  2006

A Personal Tribute to a Friend of the 15th Infantry Regiment
Contributed by Dave Adams, Editor, the Dragon, 15th Infantry Regiment Association
I only recently learned of the passing of BG Lawrence V. Greene. BG Greene passed away November 16, 2006
after a brief illness and from complications of Alzheimer’s in Atlantic Beach, FL. On January 31, 2007, BG Greene
was reinterred at Arlington National Cemetery next to his first wife, Margaret (nee) Lindsey and their son, 1LT
Larry Greene, with full military honors.
Lawrence Vivians Greene, or “Laddie” as he was known to family and friends, was born on August 29, 1917 into a
military family and lived the life of your typical “Army Brat” (with all respect). He entered West Point in 1937 and
was a graduate of the famous Class of ’41. Commissioned in the Cavalry, he was assigned to the 1st Armored
Division. He participated in the landings in North Africa, Sicily, Italy, and Southern France, ending the war in
Germany. A 1LT in 1942, he was a battalion commander in 1945 at the age of 27. His Army career lead he and
his family from post war America to Korea, Germany, and, finally to Vietnam. Laddie retired as a Brigadier
General on 1 August 1971 after completing more than thirty years of distinguished service. His decorations
included the Distinguished Service Medal, Silver Star, 2 Legions of Merit, Bronze Star, and the Army
Commendation Medal.
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It seems like a century ago that I was a young “butter bar” 2LT who was assigned to the 115 at Harvey Barracks
in Kitzingen (then, West Germany). There were a lot of us in those days. Some came fresh out of OCS at
Benning; some from ROTC; others from the Academy. There were 2LT company commanders, XO’s, and other
slots reserved for higher ranks. But, that’s the way it was in those days. The 3rd I.D. HQ at Wurzburg was a
rotation revolving door with new arrivals from Vietnam coming in and others being deployed there going out.
Vietnam was on everyone’s mind and you’d think the casualty lists in the Army Times were a New York Times
best seller; the Cold War was as tense as ever and the three “R’s” were Readiness, Reload, and React; we
cheered as the Israeli army had just steamrolled over Egyptian and other Arab forces in 6 days under General
Moshe Dayan. LBJ was President, Donald McNamara was Secretary of Defense, and Stanley Resor was
Secretary of the Army but, their chief concern was Hanoi’s next move and not the countless Soviet and Warsaw
Pact armored divisions less than 100 “klicks” (kilometers) to the east. Like the opening line from Charles
Dickens’s novel A Tale of Two Cities, ‘It was the best of times; it was the worst of times’.
Despite the precariousness of those times, there was one thing that we could count on and that was our
leadership. From battalion to brigade to division level, we knew we were commanded by men with years of
experience in both combat and peacetime. If we didn’t have the answers or couldn’t figure it out for ourselves,
they did; and, they didn’t let us forget it. I served under some outstanding officers in those days; LTC Jim McCray,
LTC Marc Moreman, COL Tim May, MG Shellman, MG Seneff and, of course, BG Greene. Our commanders
weren’t static by any means. They were highly mobile and visible; often when you’d least expect it. Harvey
Barracks was a favorite stopping off place for the “Brass”; probably because of its close proximity to division HQ
in Wurzburg and because it was home to the 2nd Brigade, 115 Infantry (Mech) and the 164 Armor; all three 3rd
I.D. outfits vital to the defense of USAREUR and NATO. Though the 115 and 164 were two different entities,
their TO&E’s almost resembled that of a combined armored cavalry regiment. That’s the way it was in 1967 and
the most frequent of our distinguished visitors was always BG Greene. As he did with my other peers, he never
addressed me as LT. Adams; it was always “Dave” or “Davy Boy”. He’d buy me a beer and we’d talk about
anything other than “shop”. At one point in time, he heard that I got the proverbial “Dear John” letter from my
fiancée back in the ‘States. He came down to Kitzingen, bought our usual Kulmbacher beer, and imparted some
“footlocker counseling” to me on women in general. It was his way of saying that everything was going to be OK;
the world hadn’t ended with a letter from Waycross, Georgia. That’s the kind of man he was. To many of us, he
was a father figure and became even more so after January 30, 1968; on that date, his only son, 1LT Larry D.
Greene, was KIA near Phu Yen, South Vietnam while serving with the 173rd Airborne. All of us to a man felt the
pain and sorrow that the General, his wife, and daughter Page carried in their hearts. In some way, we all felt our
own mortality. It seems that after the Greene’s returned from Arlington, the General became even closer to us;
maybe he saw Larry in each of our faces or, perhaps, he felt more protective of us. I don’t know and I don’t care.
All I know is that he needed us and we were there for him as he had been for us. I never saw Mrs. Greene smile
much after that and I remember one night on the patio of the Officer’s Club when Page put her head on my
shoulder and cried not only for her lost brother, but for her mother and father as well. But, life went for the
Greene’s and for us. Some went to ‘Nam; some were discharged and returned to the Land of the Big PX”; some
continued and made the Army a career. As for the General, he rose to the occasion as always and commanding
the Armor Training Center at Fort Knox and serving his last assignment on active duty also in Vietnam as the J1
at the Military Assistance Command, Vietnam (MACV). During weekly briefings to the MACV commander, he sat
next to his younger brother who had been his classmate at West Point. They were known at MACV as “Big
Greene” and “Little Greene”.
Many years later, I began to search for the General, but could never find him; not until somehow his nephew,
Michael, found out about my search and informed me of his passing. Sadly, too, I learned that Mrs. Greene
passed away in 1984 and Page followed in 2002. My prayer is that Laddie, Margaret, Larry, and Page are now
reunited as a family once again on the shimmering waves of grass on Fiddler’s Green.
General Greene was not only a fine commander, dedicated soldier, patriot, and Christian gentleman; he was a
mentor, a father figure, and if I may be so bold, a friend.
I shall miss him.
“And like the old soldier of that ballad, I now close my military career and just fade away, an old soldier
who tried to do his duty as God gave him the light to see that duty. Good Bye.” Gen. Douglas MacArthur
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PEOPLE IN THE NEWS
(Photo of Edward R. Murrow reprinted with permission from EarthStation1)
««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««

HAPPY BIRTHDAY, HENRY BURKE!!

South Carolina Senator Joel Lourie
presents Henry with a Certificate for a
Life Well Lived from the South Carolina
State Senate

Without a magnifying glass, Henry, we
can’t tell if it’s a bottle of Vitamins or G. I.
issued Viagra

Well over 100 people showed up to give our own Henry Burke a surprise 75th birthday party. At least, Pennie
thinks it was a surprise because it’s hard to keep anything from Henry. Senator Joel Lourie from the South
Carolina State Senate showed up and gave a speech on how he and Henry had been friends for over 10 years
and presented him with a special certificate from the entire South Carolina State Senate. According to inside
sources, Henry was grinning from ear to ear and was hoping the birthday cards were filled with cash and checks!
All the well wishers signed in on fabric which Pennie will have made into a quilt. Henry’s grandchildren, ages 5, 8,
9, and 10 made all the banners. There were dozens of photos taken and all of them will go into a special memory
album for Henry to enjoy for years to come. A big Can Do to Pennie, daughter Jennifer, and daughterinlaw
Tanja for being able to pull this sneak attack off!!
««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««
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POSITION OPENING***DRAGON EDITOR***POSITION OPENING
Are you feeling unwanted? Are you bored with the humdrum of everyday life? Are challenges a
thing of the past? Deep inside you, is there a journalist and creative writer just dying to get out?
Well, your time has come!!! The 15th Infantry Regiment Association is now taking applications
for a new EDITOR of our quarterly newsletter, the DRAGON, beginning in January 2008!! This
position requires a take charge individual, who is dedicated to our Association and possesses
the following talents:

·

Blessed with flair for the creative

·

Highly organized to a fault

·

Above average communication skills

·

A Team Player who takes pride in his work

·

Handles deadlines like so much child’s play

·

Possesses above average computer literacy

·

Familiar with MS Word, Adobe PDF files, Photo editing software

·

Has a reliable computer, scanner, and printer at their disposal 24/7/365

Above all, THIS IS A FUN JOB and promises a tremendous sense of personal satisfaction and
accomplishment! If you’re that individual, then send samples of your past and/or present creative
writing skills via email to david_adams_atlanta@yahoo.com. Tell us why you’re the one for the job.
Remember Show and Tell when you were a kid in school? This is called Bring and Brag!!! So, go for it!!
After review of your submitted material and a no stress telephone interview, it will be forwarded to our
Association officers with recommendations.
We realize a learning/OJT period is a must. Once selected, our current editor, Dave Adams, will work
with you in preparing your first edition and will be available to you for succeeding editions until you
have both the comfort level and confidence to come charging out of the gate on your own.
This is a great opportunity, Can Doers!! We know the right person is out there and we need you to step
up to the plate. Thank you all and Can Do!!

«««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««
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THE CHAPLAIN’S CORNER

Congratulations on making it through the bitter cold winter. Living in California we get very spoiled with the
wonderful weather. If it drops to 60 degrees we run for our sweaters and jackets. None of us should complain
when we compare our conditions with what our brave men and women are experiencing in Iraq and other parts of
the world. But guess what, they are not complaining. They are America's finest!
I had the opportunity of attending the emplacement of a monument honoring our Third Infantry Division at
Riverside National Cemetery on March 17th. Andy Scullion, president of Out Post 22, was the Master of
Ceremonies, and the Honor Guard was made up of veteran's of the 82nd Airborne. My part was to read some
of the history of the Division to those in attendance, which I considered a very special honor.
Meanwhile, the 3rd Division has returned to Iraq. What can we do to support them? Two things, one is to keep
them and their loved ones in our prayers, and the other is to let them know how much we appreciate what they
are doing. When the commander of the Division, General Rick Lynch, and I met last September in Nashville, I
promised him that I would work with his staff to establish a system where the members of the Society of the
3rcfO'ivision would write to active duty members of the Division. The Division G1 and I are working on that at this
time. I will provide details of the program in the very near future.
Meanwhile, the month of April has many important dates that we should be aware of, and regardless of our
faith or religion, let's respect them. Passover begins April 2nd, Easter is April 8th, and Holocaust
Remembrance Day is April 15th.
Take care and may God continue to Bless America,
Your chaplain, Chuck Trout

«««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««

EASTER SUNDAY CHUCKLE
One Easter Sunday morning, the pastor noticed little Alex sitting in the foyer staring up at a large plaque inscribed
with names with American flags on either side. So, the pastor walked up and said, “Good morning, Alex.” Alex
replied, “Good morning, Pastor”. Still focused on the plaque, Alex asked, “What is this”? The pastor replied, “Well
son, it’s a memorial to all the brave young men and women who died in the service.” Finally, little Alex’s voice,
barely audible and trembling with fear asked, “Which service, the 8:00 or the 10:45”?

«««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««

City of Cocoa Beach, FL to Honor PFC Emory Bennett
A statue is near completion and plans are being made for a dedication ceremony for PFC Bennett, Company B, 15th
Infantry Regiment, Korean War, a MOH recipient. The ceremony is tentatively scheduled for May 28 in the new Cocoa’s
Waterfront Park. Emory’s brother. John, and John Howard, are assisting in coordinating the ceremony. The ceremony is
intended to honor not only Emory but also all those who served their country. PFC Bennett’s CMOH Citation reads:
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BENNETT, EMORY L.

Rank and organization: Private First Class, U.S. Army, Company B, 15th Infantry Regiment, 3d
Infantry Division. Place and date: Near Sobangsan, Korea, 24 June 1951. Entered service at: Cocoa,
Fla. Born: 20 December 1929, New Smyrna Beach, FL. G.O. No. 11, 1 February 1952.
“Pfc. Bennett a member of Company B, distinguished himself by conspicuous gallantry and intrepidity at the risk of his life

above and beyond the call of duty in action against an armed enemy of the United Nations. At approximately
0200 hours, 2 enemy battalions swarmed up the ridge line in a ferocious banzai charge in an attempt to
dislodge Pfc. Bennett's company from its defensive positions. Meeting the challenge, the gallant defenders
delivered destructive retaliation, but the enemy pressed the assault with fanatical determination and the
integrity of the perimeter was imperiled. Fully aware of the odds against him, Pfc. Bennett unhesitatingly left
his foxhole, moved through withering fire, stood within full view of the enemy, and, employing his automatic
rifle, poured crippling fire into the ranks of the onrushing assailants, inflicting numerous casualties. Although
wounded, Pfc. Bennett gallantly maintained his Iman defense and the attack was momentarily halted. During
this lull in battle, the company regrouped for counterattack, but the numerically superior foe soon infiltrated
into the position. Upon orders to move back, Pfc. Bennett voluntarily remained to provide covering fire for the
withdrawing elements, and, defying the enemy, continued to sweep the charging foe with devastating fire
until mortally wounded. His willing selfsacrifice and intrepid actions saved the position from being overrun
and enabled the company to affect an orderly withdrawal. Pfc. Bennett's unflinching courage and
consummate devotion to duty reflect lasting glory on himself and the military service”.
«««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««

ALPHA CO. 115 COLD WAR VETS REUNION A HIT
There may be a little more snow on the old chimney, the uniforms just might be a little tighter, but the
camaraderie and esprit de corps of the Alpha Company, 115 Cold War Vets from 19661968 is as
strong as ever. These wonderful Can Doers got together again on March 24, 2007 in Joliet, IL to swap
war stories about life at Harvey Barracks and all the glamorous destinations like Hohenfels and
Grafenwoehr, One of the more poignant moments was a reading of the names of their fallen
comrades. A special thanks does to Association member Tom Heitzer for arranging the reunion every
year. Now, if only Bravo, Charlie, and HHC companies had a Tom Heitzer, we could have a Battalion
size reunion.
«««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««
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Annello’s Anecdotes
(Contributed by our good friend and comrade, Joe Annello, of The Society of the Third Infantry Division)
HEADLINE NEWS FROM 2029
·
·
·
·
·
·
·
·
·
·
·
·
·
·
·

Ozone from electric cars now killing millions in the world’s 7th largest country, Mexifornia.
Spotted Owl plague killing thousands and destroying crops in the Pacific Northwest.
Human baby conceived naturally has scientists stumped.
Couple petitions the Supreme Court to reinstate heterosexual marriage.
The IRS sets the lowest tax rate at 75%.
Florida voters still having confusion over how to use voting machines.
Iran is still closed off; physicists estimate it will take at least 10 more years before radioactivity
levels decrease.
Massachusetts executes its last known Conservative.
Japanese manufacturer creates a camera with a shutter speed so fast it can now photograph a woman
with her mouth shut.
The Supreme Court rules unanimously that punishment violates criminal’s civil rights.
The U.S. Postal Service has raises the price of a 1st Class stamp to $17.89 and announces mail delivery
will be on Wednesdays only.
George Z. Bush will make presidential run in 2036.
2036France pleads for U.N. Peacekeepers after being invaded by Jamaica.
Fidel Castro dies at 112 and Cuban cigars are now available. However, President Chelsea Clinton makes
smoking a Federal crime.
Weight of the average American drops to 250 pounds.

««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««

Much to the surprise of the martyred al Qaeda terrorists, the Virgins awaiting them in Paradise
were quite different from what they expected.
«««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««
POLITICAL INCORRECTNESS, HEAVENLY STYLE
Al Gore, Bill Clinton, and Hillary Clinton enter Heaven. Good addresses Al first. “Al, what do you believe in?” Al
replies, “Well, I believe I won that election, but it was your will that I did not serve. So, I’ve come to understand
that now”. God thinks for a moment and says, “Very good, Al. Come and sit at my left side. God then addresses
Bill and says, “Bill, what do you believe in”? Bill replies, “I believe in forgiveness, but I’ve never held a grudge
against my fellow man and, I hope that no grudges are held against me.” God thinks for another moment and
says, “You are forgiven, my son. Come and sit at my right side.” God then addresses Hillary and says, “Hillary,
what do you believe in?” Hillary replies, “I believe you’re sitting in MY chair!”
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MEMBERSHIP REPORT APRIL 2007
Eligibility:
Regular: Persons eligible for regular membership are those with present or prior honorable service with
the Regiment or units attached or supporting the Regiment.
Associate: Spouse, parents, children or siblings of any person eligible for regular membership and any person
th
with a special interest or affinity for the 15 Infantry Regiment.
Current Membership Status:
The membership rolls almost reached over 950 in the past few months. However, due to deaths and the
dropping of delinquent members our rolls of members in good standing now number 860. A total of 91 members
were dropped from the rolls in January due to nonpayment of annual dues. Statements were mailed in August
2006 and a followup statement in October 2006. An extension was published in the January edition of The
Dragon. Yet another appeal was made with the recent mailing of raffle tickets for delinquents to pay their 2007
dues and be restored to good standing. Below is a breakdown of memberships by type and period of service with
the Regiment.
Current Membership by Type
Regular Life
Regular Annual
Associate Life
Associate Annual
Total:

253
601
6
16
860

China Hands
World War II
Korea
Cold War
Current Forces
Associates
Total:

Periods Represented

4
148
291
86
309
22
860

Get a friend to join the Association today.

NEW MEMBERS
DANIEL R CONNER
286 HIDDEN VALLEY RD
COLD SPRINGS, KY 41076
ASSOCIATE

ROBERT L HEMPHILL
RR1, BOX 1236
GOULDSBORO, PA 18424
LTC, C CO & HHC, 215
1965 1966

MERTON H JILLSON, JR
17 SIMS ST
NASHUA, NH O3063
SGT, G CO, 215
19441945

LEON H MATTHIAS
6300 MILGEN RD APT 1212
COLUMBUS, GA 31907
1 LT, HHC 115
OCT 05 PRESENT

JASON A RAINEY
9143 MARNE RD
FORT BENNING, GA 31905
PVT, A CO, 115
AUG 06 PRESENT

WILLIAM D WOODWARD
5912 OAK ST
HANAHAN, SC 29406
SGT, 215
AUG 69 AUG 71

««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««
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A WAR WIDOW REMEMBERS HER HUSBAND
Our good comrade from The Society of the Third Infantry Division, Rich Heller, recently forwarded
the following Email to me. It was sent from MAJ Wil Neubauer of 3RD I.D. Aviation. MAJ Neubauer
represented the 3RD I.D. at the funeral for SSG Greg McCoy, 410th Military Police Company,
who was KIA by an IED on 09NOV06 near Baghdad. During the ceremony, a letter written by
SSG McCoy’s wife, Lori, was read aloud to those present.
Here is Mrs. McCoy’s letter:
One question has been put before me time and time again in the past week. That question
is "Do I support the war?" Although my answer was the same every time, I have felt that I
did not fully explain why I answered the way I did. While we were in Germany, my husband
told me that if he didn't get the opportunity to deploy, “'He would not reenlist”. He felt like
he was not able to use his training and found himself looking for a way to fulfill that
uncertainness inside of him. Deep down, I knew that deploying was what it would take for
Greg to feel like a real Soldier. When that opportunity was before us, I was excited for him.
He was going to do what he wanted to do and felt their mission was justified. I could not
imagine him not being able to participate in something he felt was his duty. Though I
worried about him, I knew that he and his unit would do everything possible to ensure their
safety and I will never forget the moment of his return from his first deployment. Starting
that very day, he was already referring to "when he went back." There was something
about deploying that really made Greg feel complete. We have a beautiful family and a
loving marriage, and I could never find it in me to try to talk him out of something he felt
was so important. Greg definitely believed in his duty first. But before you think that is
inappropriate, let me say that the many absences we went through made our relationship
stronger, and made what time we were able to spend together even more precious. I never
thought that Greg would not come home. To have thoughts like that when your husband is
gone would make every day unbearable and I still had two little boys to care for. Through
seven years of marriage, I had shown Greg that I was capable of standing on my own two
feet and he never doubted my ability to care for us in his absence. Even now, I feel
comforted in knowing that Greg not only loved me but trusted me enough to leave us.
So now, when I think about my answer to that question "do I support the war?" this is what
I say. It's not a matter of whether I support the war. What matters is that I supported my
husband in something that was so important to him. I support the other Soldiers who
served with him and their families, who share in our sacrifice. I support the Soldiers of the
410th Military Police Company specifically who, despite my husband's death, continue
with their mission, because I know Greg would want them to complete it. But I want to
pose a question to those who hold the fate of our military in their hands. Will you make my
husband's death worth it? He died believing that his mission was right and just. He was
never afraid to fight to defend our country and would have gone to the end of the earth if
that's where the Army needed him. If we allow our nation to feel like this is a war we
cannot win, we are saying that the price paid by my husband and other Soldiers like him
was paid in vain. As Americans, we need to make sure that the end justifies the means. To
our family and friends and those who have been pillars of support during this time, I want
to thank you. But instead of mourning for us, I want you to mourn for the people who were
never blessed with knowing Greg. He was a loving husband and doting father. He had an
ability to make anyone laugh and I feel regret for those who were never able to see this in
him. I know several of you have said that you will always remember Greg. But as his wife, I
want to ask you that instead of just remembering him, you never forget him. Never forget
his bravery, courage and commitment to our country. Never forget what he sacrificed so
that we might have a better life. Never forget that what he died doing he believed in. But
most of all, never forget that men and women like him became heroes long before they
died. They became heroes when they enlisted.
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(Editor’s Note: There are thousands of Lori McCoy’s out there. They carry out their own mission on the
home front often in silence, but with the dedication, courage, and perseverance of their loved ones who
wage combat to preserve and to introduce freedom to the oppressed. Yes, Lori, your Greg is a hero; but,
to all of us, you are no less a hero then he is. God Bless you and your family.)
«««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««

OPERATION RECOLLECTION
MEMOIRS OF JERRY AND RUDOLPH’S KOREAN WAR EXPERIENCES 1952 TO 1953
“One was killed in combat and the other was wounded trying to hold a hill at all costs”.
August 1952, Fort Jackson, South Carolina Army Reception Station
There were many young men being processed through the reception station. Some had volunteered to join the
armed forces and some were drafted into the armed forces. Once they passed their required physical
examinations and Armed Forces battery tests, they were sworn into their branch of military service. After their
swearing in, they were issued the required military uniforms and a twentydollar bill, which was called a flying
twenty. With this twentydollar bill, they would have to pay the onsite barber for a haircut and the tailor to sew
their nametags on all four sets of their military fatigue uniforms. They also had to purchase toiletry articles,
defined as “An article or cosmetic used in dressing or grooming oneself.” Once they had gone through those long
lines and purchased all required items, their twentydollar bills were almost gone. At that time all young men who
enter the armed forces voluntarily was identified with a letter (RA) In front of their serial number (Regular Army)
soldiers. A draftee soldiers was identified with a letter (US) In front of his serial number
Waiting in the inprocessing line, were two young (RA’s) African American soldiers, Jerry Cunningham, born
February 8, 1934; and Rudolph M. Randall, born August 18, 1934.
I am Jerry Cunningham, and while standing in the inprocessing line on that August day, I started talking to
Rudolph. Rudolph’s hometown was Tampa, Florida and my hometown was Fort Lawn, South Carolina. That day
we befriended each other. That was the first time either of us had been away from our homes, families, and
friends. We were assigned to the same inprocessing company. At every company formation, we would seek
each other out and stand beside one another in formation. I missed being around my sisters and brothers and so
did Rudolph.
After we had completed all of our inprocessing, it was time to start outprocessing. That’s when everyone is
shipped out to different Army Installations across the United States for Basic Training. Early one morning around
4:30 am, while still at Fort Jackson, South Carolina, the inprocessing company First Sergeant arrived. He had to
stand on top of a painted, fifty five gallon, metal barrel, because he was only four feet tall; and he looked to be
about twenty years old. The First Sergeant started calling out the names of those who would be shipped out that
morning. Randolph said to me, “I guess this is where we will separate from each other.” Our names were not
called at that formation. Again, around 13:00 hours, our First Sergeant held another company formation. I said to
Rudolph, “This might be the time we will say goodbye to each other.” The First Sergeant started calling out the
names of those who would ship out that afternoon. First, he called my name, and then Rudolph’s, and then the
names of many other soldiers, for assignment to India Town Gap, Pennsylvania. I said, “WOW! We both are still
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together.” That afternoon around 16:00 hours, we boarded Army buses. Our destination was the train station in
Columbia, South Carolina.
Later that evening, we boarded a troop train with lots of Army troop movement personnel in charge of getting us
to our final destinations. Again, Rudolph and I were placed in the same sleeping section on the train. After all the
inprocessing, we had about five dollars left from our flying twenty. I said to Rudolph, “You better hide your
money.” So, we took our money out of our pockets and placed it in our socks, which we wore while sleeping. It
was after midnight and everyone was asleep except me. I was not too sleepy, thinking about my mom. All of a
sudden someone came into our sleeping cabin, and started going through our wallets and pants pockets. With the
train rocking and shaking, I opened my eyes slightly to see who that person was. It was the train’s porter. I never
said anything to anyone about what I had seen that night, except to Rudolph. What a wise decision I had made to
put our money in our socks.
The next day around 5:00 pm, the train arrived in Harrisburg, Pennsylvania. Army buses were waiting to pick us
up. We all loaded onto the buses headed for the Army Post at India Town Gap. After arriving at the barracks,
everyone was placed in a large formation. The Sergeant in charge of the formation assigned us to our company
and barracks. The barracks had two floors. Rudolph and I were still together and were assigned to the first floor,
first platoon. As we put our bags down, I said to Rudolph, “God must have meant it to be this way.” His reply,
“Yes, it has to be the Lord’s will for us to still be together.” We began twelve long weeks of rough Basic Training.
The War in Korea was not going too well for the United Nations Forces. Many American GIs were losing their
lives every day fighting in the hills of North and South Korea. Replacement soldiers like us were badly needed,
and we were rushed through basic training, sometimes training all day and part of the night, mostly on the rifle
ranges. As basic trainees, we didn’t get much news about the Police Action (as it was called) in Korea.
Basic Training Graduation Day came. How proud we both were to have pulled more than our share of (KP) Guard
Duty and to have successfully completed the Infantry Basic Training course. The Graduation Ceremony was the
first time we had a chance to dress up in our Army khaki uniform and look like proud soldiers. For me, this was a
dream come true. The time came for every graduate to receive their next assignment orders paper. When
Rudolph and I received our next assignment orders, guess what? We said to each other, “Looks like we both are
headed for Korea.” I said to Rudolph, “I have a brother in Korea already. He is in the Air Force.” We both agreed
not to tell our mothers, but decided to tell them we would be stationed in Japan. I told my mom our story, but I
don’t think she believed me; however she let on like she did. She said, “I’ll still be praying for you and your
friends.” Rudolph’s mother wrote letters to me and my mom wrote letters to him. We stayed in close contact with
each other. That closeness helped us to make it through Basic Training without getting too homesick.
With our next duty assignment orders, we had seven days delay in route before we had to report to the main train
terminal in Chicago, Illinois. Rudolph and I departed Indian Town Gap, Pennsylvania headed for home. After
completing our stay at home, we met up at the main train terminal in Chicago. We were glad to see each other,
which helped to relieve some of the homesickness we both had. Our departure from Chicago was on a very long
troop train with about three or four thousand soldiers headed for Seattle, Washington. We traveled over the
mountains, through tunnels, across the plains of Iowa, through Nebraska, Wyoming, Idaho, and Oregon, finally
arriving at the Seattle, Washington train depot. Army buses were ready to transport us to the Debarkation Building
and Transport Ship Docks.
Once at the barracks, we were put on lock down for our stay and were told to remain in the building at all times.
We stayed at that location for about four days. One day during those four days, our barracks Sergeant and some
MPs marched us to a chapel for “spirits guiding”. Once in the chapel, we held a group funeral service. The
Chaplain said many of us would not be returning home alive and Rudolph and I took those words in stride.
Early one morning around 3:00 am, everyone was awakened by Military Police telling us to get dressed and get
all of our personal belongings. We were to move outside and board the waiting buses. Once on the buses, we
pulled up along side of a huge ship. We were ordered to unload with all of our equipment, taking ramps onto the
ship while following directions from the posted guards. Once we were on board, the loading ramps were removed
from the ship, and we were escorted to a preassigned ship compartment. That’s where we lived for twentyone
days. Some days they would let us go up on the top deck for fresh air, but most of the time as the low ranking, we
would be pulling (KP) or other duties on the ship, sometimes for twelve hours straight. I was placed in sickbay for

The DRAGON – January 2007
seven days for seasickness. I don’t know if Rudolph got seasick or not. The ship stopped in Yokohoma, Japan
and we all unloaded for three or four days. During that time, we were taken to a rifle range for training. Once the
ship was refueled, we set sail again, this time headed for Korea. After about three or four days, the ship arrived in
Pusan, South Korea.
Everyone was transported by military trucks to a Korean troop train. The train had bullet holes in every window
and door. We were told bands of enemy gorillas ambushed the train at times. When I first saw all those bullet
holes in the train, I thought, “Is this how my first cousin got killed?” He was killed within two days of arriving in
Korea. (Many years later I found out how he died. He fell off a truck headed for the front line.) Once the Korean
Train reached its destination, we were loaded onto more Army trucks headed for a large replacement station. This
is where all US Army replacement soldiers arrive for reassignment to different Army Divisions in Korea.
Once we arrived at this location, the Sergeant in charge held a company formation and called out each soldier’s
name and serial number, telling him which Division he would be assigned to. I told Rudolph, “Well buddy, this
looks like where we might have to depart from each other.” With tears in our eyes, we listened to all those
soldiers’ names being called for assignment to all those different divisions. It didn’t seem like we had a chance to
stay together this time. All of a sudden, the sergeant said, “The following two soldiers move over here to my right,
you’re assigned to the Third Infantry Division, Jerry Cunningham and Rudolph M. Randall.” We both looked at
each other and broke down crying and holding on to each other. I said to Rudolph, “God has heard our mothers’
prayers, asking God to keep us together. And he did.” At that time, a soldier came up to us and said, “Both of you
come with me.”
rd

He put us in a Jeep and drove us to the 3 Infantry Division, G3 Section. We went inside and were greeted by a
Captain. He told us we would stay there for the night and to get some rest. We were to be ready to move out the
next day and join our unit on the line. I don’t think we got too much sleep that night, with all those big guns
blasting away in the distance. It seemed like all night long. The next morning we got up, still shaking from our past
day’s experience at the replacement station. I don’t remember if we ate anything or not. We sat in our tent that
day waiting for darkness and the ration truck to pick us up. Also, we were thinking about our loved ones back
home, but felt some comfort knowing that our best buddies we were still together. Late that evening, the Captain
sent for us. He told us we both were assigned to Easy Company, 15th Infantry Regiment. We were to be prepared
to get on a fiveton ration truck that night headed for the front line. So we did.
After arriving in the rear of the front line, we turned our duffel bags in with all our clothing to the supply Sergeant.
We stayed in this location for a day or so. One morning, on waking, I was unable to open either of my eyes.
Rudolph got the medic to come and take a look. The medic put some cream around my eyes and told me to go
and lay down in my sleeping bag. In the mean time, Rudolph was put on detail rolling up communication wire
around the location. We stayed at that area for one or two days until my eyes got okay.
They issued Rudolph and me our basic weapons, a new (Bar) Browning automatic rife and a new (45 Cal) pistol.
During Basic Training, both of us scored real high as experts with these weapons. We were escorted to Easy
Company to meet our platoon leaders  the platoon Sergeant and Squad leader, and the rest of the team. They
assigned me to the second Platoon and Rudolph to the third Platoon. Soon after that, I was introduced to my
(Bar) Barman Assistant.
A few days later, my platoon was tasked for night patrol on the west side of Outpost Harry. Normally, two squad
patrols go out at separate times, with the first squad patrol going out at dusk, and the second squad patrol going
out around midnight. I was in the second squad patrol and went out around midnight that night to relieve the first
squad. In front of our patrol, were our Lieutenant platoon leader and the point man. As our patrol got near the first
patrol location, which was set up in a horseshoe shaped ambush, a soldier in the center of the first patrol started
firing at us. Our Platoon leader ordered us to return the fire. He thought the Chinese had captured the first patrol
and they were ambushing our patrol. Both patrol leaders made contact with each other and we ceased fire. Three
soldiers were killed during that incident; one was my squad leader Corporal Frank Loiacono, of New Jersey. While
everyone was grouped together crying and yelling at each other, the Chinese fired a large artillery shell in our
area. If it had exploded, it would have killed all of us. But the shell went down real deep in a wet, muddy rice
paddy and did not explode. The Company Headquarters ordered both patrols to return to the MLR.
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Another incident happened to me after that patrol. One night, a (Katusa) South Korean soldier, PFC Kim Chull
Kyu, and I were sent out to a listening post which consisted of a twoman foxhole with a telephone line running
back to Easy Company Headquarters. The foxhole had been dug about three or four feet from a trail leading
down from Star Hill, which was held by the Chinese. While Kim and I were in the foxhole, we would rotate
positions, taking turns kneeling down while the other one was standing and observing all around our position.
About 2:00 am that morning, Kim was standing up observing around the area when he told me he smelled
Chinese coming. I told him, “No, you don’t”. I thought he was trying to trick me to stand up before my turn. After
about five minutes, I saw a large patrol of Chinese coming down that trail directly toward our position. I crouched
down in the foxhole peeking from the top of the hole, while the Chinese patrol came so close to the foxhole I could
look them straight in the face, and if one of them had made a misstep off the trail he would have fallen in our
foxhole. After the patrol had gotten a distance from us, I got on the phone and reported it to the CP. I gave the
person at the CP the exact location of the Chinese. I could see them real well because of the moonlight. We were
told to lay low because we would be receiving artillery rounds near our location. The third or fourth round hit near
the Chinese. The rest fell directly on the Chinese patrol. I did not see any Chinese escaping from that location.
We were ordered to come back to the MLR. Kim and I were shaking so bad, that they gave us hot coffee and told
us to sleep the rest of the morning. We were never told what a good or bad job we did, nor did anyone say
anything to us about our encounter with the Chinese patrol that night.
During the month of April 1953, the cold weather started warming up and the Chinese started to get more active.
They were building their forces to our front in great numbers and firing at our position more often than they did
during the 40 below weather. One night they attacked the Outpost with four or five human waves and got into the
trenches with Company L. When handtohand combat erupted, Easy Company had been relieved from the
Outpost no more than two weeks prior to the attack.
My Platoon Leader approached me one night and told me get all my personal belongings together because I had
been selected to attend the NonCommissioned Officers Academy (NCOA). That was great news for me, but I
was reluctant to leave my buddy, Rudolph. I was gone from the front line for three or four weeks. When I returned
to my Company, Rudolph and I had a lot to talk about. After I returned to Company E, 2nd, 15th Inf. Regiment, we
were on the front line for over a hundred days without any rest. At one time, we did go behind the front line for a
shower and clean clothing. Easy Company had its turn on Outpost Harry more than three or four times, pulling
night patrols quite often all around Outpost Harry.
Around the end of May 1953, the 2nd Battalion including my Company was relieved from the front line to go into
rear blocking position for R&R and training. We remained in the rear for about two weeks. Rudolph and I never
did miss a day without seeing each other while on the front line or while we were in the rear blocking position.
One day Rudolph and I were talking AND MADE A PROMISE to each other. The promise was, if either one of us
didn’t make it back home alive, the survivor would place some flowers on the deceased’s grave. After two weeks
in the rear blocking position had ended, our Battalion was ordered to move to the immediate rear of the front line.
On the night of June 10, 1953, around 6:00 pm all kinds of enemy shells started falling around our position. On or
about 9:30 that night, everyone was told, “Outpost Harry is being hit hard. Grab your weapons and ammo only
and leave all your others equipment and get on those tanks”. All the infantry soldiers jumped on the backside of
the tanks headed for the front line to defend Outpost Harry. At times, we would get off of the tanks and run along
side them while the enemy shells were landing all around us. Once we reached the rear side of Outpost Harry, my
squad and another squad, along with two tanks, were ordered to move to the southeast of Outpost Harry. The
task for both squads was to protect the tanks from ground enemy forces while the tanks secured the east side of
Outpost Harry. From our location, the complete east side and part of the northwest side of Outpost Harry was in
full view. The early part of that year, the American Army Combat Engineers Team had implanted fiftyfive gallon
drums of Napalm five feet apart around the entire hill with a detonating switch located inside the Command
Bunker on Outpost Harry.
The Chinese attacked the hill with two human waves of their troops, with about four hundred of their troops in
each wave, supported by their own mortars and artillery shells. From our position, we could observe and hear
soldiers from both forces, screaming, hollering, crying, and dying. Some of the Chinese troops had gotten in the
trenches with our troops, Company K, 15th Infantry Regiment. Handtohand combat was occurring at that time.
Our forces with the support of our mortars and artillery fire power did beat, back both human waves of the
Chinese forces, and Company K, held the hill for a short period of time until.
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Again, about 3:00 am on the morning of June 11, 1953, the Chinese launched another large human wave of their
troops. This wave was the largest of them all, with Chinese troops crawling all over the hill like ants. We could see
them well, with the help of mortars, artillery and American airplanes flying above and over Outpost Harry dropping
flares all night long. While the Chinese were crawling up the side of Outpost Harry, those fiftyfive gallon drums of
Napalm went off, spreading fire all over those Chinese soldiers. The hill lit up like a Christmas tree. We could see
the enemy soldiers burning like paper. The smell of smoke and human flesh was all over and around Outpost
Harry. I was praying the whole time, and saying to myself, “Dear Lord, there are many souls departing this earth
this morning. Please give them a better home in your Kingdom.” We stayed in the defensive position on the
southeast side of Outpost Harry with the tanks until about daylight that morning. We were then ordered to report
to the back side of Outpost Harry, near the Aid Station.
Once at that location, we were ordered by Colonel Akers to go up on Harry and clear the hill from the Chinese. My
platoon started preparing themselves to go up on Outpost Harry to clear the hill. I started preparing myself to go
up the hill with my (BAR) and my assisting gunner, knowing good and well that we would be seeing many dead
and wounded soldiers from both sides. In my mind I was repeating Psalm 23, “Yea, though I walk through the
valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.” Those
were my thoughts. My assisting gunner’s nerve had failed him. He froze up before we even got started up the hill,
and I had to leave without him. The last time I saw him, he was in a crouched position with his head between his
knees, crying. That was the last time I saw him. I took all his ammo and started moving up the hill without him.
While I was advancing through the trenches, over the dead and wounded G I’s and Chinese, three live Chinese
came around the corner on the west front side of Harry. I had my (BAR) Browning automatic rifle in the ready
position. I told them to halt! The two Chinese in the front bent forward toward me and the one in the rear threw a
hand grenade toward me. At that same time, I mowed all three of them down. Lucky for me, the hand grenade did
not go off. We continued up the hill, checking to see if any more Chinese were alive on the hill. We received word
to move off the hill, and to bring a wounded soldier with us. I brought a wounded Comrade down off the hill and
took him to the Aid station. He was still breathing, but in lots of pain. I was told to go to a lookout location along a
ridge on the southeast side of Harry and keep a close watch for any movement of Chinese.
After being at that location for about an hour, a Chinese artillery shell hit about 20 yards from my position. I heard
the shell explode but did not pay it any attention to it. I did not notice or feel anything until Rudolph came to my
location we started talking about what had happened up on Harry. I told him about the three Chinese I shot while
on the hill. As we were talking, he noticed blood coming from one of my boots. I looked down and saw my left
boot full of blood and a hole was all the way through my left leg. I started to get weak and thirsty. I asked Rudolph
to give me some water, which he did. Then he picked me up and placed my arm around his neck and carried me
to the aid station. I was in and out of consciousness due to the amount of loss blood. After they had stopped the
bleeding of my leg, I remember the medics putting me in the right front seat of a medic aid Jeep. They were
loading the Jeep from the rear with wounded soldiers with the jeep facing down the hill. All of a sudden the jeep
started rolling down the hill toward a branch, and I could not stop it due to the wounds on my left leg. I clearly
remember Rudolph running along side of the Jeep, grasping the steering wheel and turning the Jeep into a dirt
bank. After that he told me to take care. He said, “You have a stateside wound and I will see you in the states.”
That was the last time I heard from Rudolph.
I was taken to a hospital in Japan and when I was well enough to write, I wrote Rudolph a letter and sent it to our
company address in Korea. About a week later my letter came back. About two years later, after my discharge
from the Army, I sent a letter to the Department of the Army inquiring about Rudolph and how I could get in touch
th
with him. They sent me a letter back, informing me that Rudolph was killed on the 14 of June 1953.
After fiftythree years and after many requests directed to the Department of the Army asking for Rudolph’s burial
location, I finally received a package from the U.S. Army Human Resources Command on June 26th 2006 with all
of Rudolph M. Randall’s burial location information, along with lots of information about how he died. On June 28,
2006, I called the Rest Haven Cemetery director asking him if he could give me Rudolph’s burial location from his
computer database. He said he had to check his complete system all the way back to 1953. And that would take
about two or three days, and if I would call him back, he will let me know the outcome of his finding. After two
days, I call Mr. James McEwen’s back and he told me he had checked his complete computer system without any
success in finding a Rudolph M. Randall bury location in the Rest Haven Cemetery located in Tampa, Florida. My
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next task was to go down to Tampa, Florida and do a search of the whole cemetery myself. I wanted to bring this
subject to a close, and full fill my promise we made to each others, so Rudolph could rest in peace in my memory
and mind. However; I will never forget him and what he did to save my life two times in one day, but some how, I
have to accept his death. I will continue to keep the Outpost Harry Survivors Association active in remembrance
of him and all the others soldiers who died on a hill in North Korea named Outpost Harry.
On July 28, 2006, my wife and I departed Columbia, South Carolina in route to Tampa, Florida with one goal in
mind, to search the Rest Haven Cemetery for the resting place of Rudolph M. Randall. On Saturday morning, July
29, 2006, my wife and I went to the Stones Funeral Home which was the Thompson funeral home during the
death of Rudolph to meet up with Ms. Wonder, Which was so kind and helpful to us in our search. Ms. Wonder
asked us to follow her to the Rest Haven Cemetery in her car. Arriving at the Rest Haven Cemetery, we all got
out of our cars and proceeded to searching the cemetery in different directions. With the weather in the upper
eighties, we searched the cemetery for more than two hours without finding Rudolph’s grave. Two or three funeral
services were being conducted during our search. Mr. James McEwen, the Rest Haven Cemetery director,
noticed our determination to find Rudolph’s gravesite and drove his vehicle to our location and offered his
services. Mr. McEwen asked us to follow him to his office and gave us some cold water to drink and did some
more research on his computer, looking for those that died during the 50s. He found the location but none of the
headstones had Rudolph’s name on them. I chose a location where Mr. McEwen pointed out to us where he and I
thought Rudolph might have been buried and placed a flower I purchased from Ms. Wonder’s funeral home at that
location. I said a prayer and gave a hand salute to my buddy, Rudolph M. Randall. After some fiftythree years,
the promise we made had been completed. “REST IN PEACE MY BUDDY.”
REPORT OF BATTLE CASUALTY, AFFE Form 241 Rev.
In accordance to the report of battle casualty dated 15 June 1953, Cpl Rudolph M. Randall RA 14474439 was
killed in action while moving to a reserve position. EM was struck by harassing enemy mortar fire causing
penetrating wounds of the right thigh, killing him instantly. Subject was killed in action at approximately 2245 hour
14 June 1953, near Surangni, North Korea. Remains recovered and positively identified by individuals named:
Smith Philip 1st Lt, Company E 15th Inf. Regiment and Cass Charles B. 2nd Lt Company E 15th Inf. Regiment.
Remains were released to Grave Registration Officer, 15th Infantry Regiment APO 468
15th June 1953.
Personal items found on Rudolph at time of death. One Bible, One Address Book, One Pencil and a fountain pen,
also his 45Cal. Pistol.
Rudolph M. Randall CPL RA 14474439 Army Funeral was held at 14:00 hours September 6, 1953, at Shady
Grove Cemetery (Now Rest Haven Cemetery) Tampa, FLA. A burial Honors Guard was provided by 809th Supply
Spd. McDill Air Force Base, Tampa, FLA. The American Flag was presented to his mother. Mrs. Helen R. Dryer
by Body Escort SFC John Wright.
Rudolph died as a Corporal (CPL) E4, in the United States Army. He served Ten (10) Months in the U. S. Army
and advanced to the rank of Corporal, showing that Rudolph had to be an outstanding soldier with great
perseverance at facing all the odds against him during those post segregation days.
I, Jerry Cunningham, was medic evacuated to a Military Hospital in Southern Japan for six months, soon after my
arrival in Japan. I was still in lots of pain and discomfort. Early one morning the head hospital nurse escorted my
brother Willie Cunningham (WC) to my bedside. I took a long look at him and thought I was dreaming or the pain
medication I was taking had me in a state of shock. The nurse stated, “Yes, this is real. It’s your brother Airman
Willie.” It is hard for me to describe my feelings after realizing this was my brother, WC, in person.
The Air Force and the American Red Cross had rushed him from Korea to Japan soon after they received word of
my being wounded in action (WIA). My brother’s visit lasted over a week at the hospital in Japan and really
boosted my morale and played a major role in my recovery. Not long after my brother returned to Korea, I had a
major setback.
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It was an August morning and I was still in the hospital, unable to walk. After the doctors had made their rounds
visiting all the patients on my ward, the hospital Chaplain came to my bed, with a curious look on his face and a
wheelchair in his hand. He asked my name and I told him. Then he asked me how I rested last night. I told him I
had a bad night’s sleep. He said to me, “I came to take you for a ride in this wheelchair.” After he said that, all
these thoughts started running through my mind. I said to myself, “Here I am only a private first class, and a
Chaplain Captain has come to take me for a ride in a wheelchair! Is it my medication, or are nightmares playing
tricks with me again, like when I thought my brother, WC, came to visit me a few months back?” The Chaplain
said, “Let me help you get up.” I rose up and put on my hospital robe. He helped me get into the wheelchair. I was
still in shock. He began to push me down and across the hospital ramps and he said to me, “Let’s go in the
Hospital Chapel. I need to talk with you.” So, I entered the chapel with these weary thoughts still running through
my mind.
The Chaplain stopped along side of the front row of seats and he began to talk about my family. Finally he asked
me some question about my mother. I don’t fully remember the question. All I remembering is asking him, “Is my
mother all right?” His reply was, “Yes, she is all right. She is now in Heaven.” She deceased on the 23rd of June
1953, soon after you were wounded on June 11, 1953. The reason you were not told of your mother’s death was
because of your medical condition and because you were not able to go home.” I broke down and started
weeping. The chaplain brought me back to my ward with deep emotional sadness and sorrow. She was all I had
to live for. Why me? Many times I wished it could have been me instead of Rudolph. As time went on, I had to
accept living my life without a mother. I still often say, “TO THE ONE WHO BEARS THE SWEETEST NAME,
AND ADD A LIST TO THE SAME, WHO CHEERS ME UP WHEN I WAS SAD, THE GREATEST FRIEND I EVER
HAD. TO HER, FOR THERE IS NO ONE CAN TAKE THE PLACE OF MY DEAR MOTHER.”
Time moved on and the time came for my discharge from the hospital and back to Active duty. Even though so
many pleasant and unpleasant things had happened to me during my hospital stay, I still have fond memories
after some fiftythree years. I was reassigned to Kokura Army Depot, Japan, as a wheel vehicle supply parts
specialist for 18 months. Then I returned to the United States and was assigned to the 3rd Infantry Division (again)
at Fort Benning, Georgia until August 1955. After being discharged from the Active Army, I was immediately
assigned to an active ready reserve unit in South Carolina. At that time, I was not aware segregation still existed
in all Southern Army Reserve units. Black soldiers could not attend weekend and summer camp training, however
they received their required accredit annual retirement points.
While serving in that status for two years in South Carolina, I met my lovely wife, Lillie. We moved to Washington,
DC, and had two lovely daughters. I am now blessed with three grandsons and one granddaughter. And, often
thinking about my buddy Rudolph M. Randall never had the chance to raise a family. “HIS DEATH WAS NOT IN
VAIN.” He died so my family and your family can enjoy the freedom we have today. While residing in the DC area,
I joined a ready reserve unit and served nine years. My reserve unit was called to active duty for three months
during the Cuban Missile Crisis, then came 1965, and the Vietnam War.
Beginning of Outpost Harry Survivors Association
On December 1991, I started searching for those Veterans who had served on Outpost Harry during the siege of
June 1953. I placed ads in many Military magazines and newspapers. Also, Mr. Daniel Brauchers who was
George Company Commander prior to the siege of Outpost Harry, June 10th to June 18th 1953, gave me a list
with the names of fourteen veterans who had responded to his ad in the Graybeards magazine and the Third
Infantry Division newspaper The Watch on the Rhine. I consolidated both lists and came up with a total of twenty
six names that were in responded to our ads. I mailed each one of them a personal invitation for a gettogether in
Willowbrook, Illinois.
For thirtyeight years, I had not met or talked to anyone who was involved in any battle on or near Outpost Harry.
The reunion location had changed from Willowbrook, Illinois to Fort Stewart, Georgia, since this was the same
unit we helped to save at all costs; the15th Infantry Regiment 3rd Infantry Division. Wow! Out of those twentysix
names, only eleven came to our first reunion held June 18 to June 21, 1992. Most of them brought their families
along. Everyone who attended our first reunion was so glad to see each other again. They just couldn’t wait to
embrace them. What combat stories each of us told about those awful days and nights on or around Outpost
Harry. Each one of us relived our lives all over again. During the reunion everyone awakened those long ago
dreadful war memories which we never will forget. It seemed like yesterday.
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For some fifteen years now, our reunion has grown in membership to a size well over two hundred. Sadly to say,
a great number of our members are now resting along life’s trail. They have joined those who gave their all for our
freedom and country. As the reunion chairman and planner for our group for so many years, I have taken these
guys all across the United States of American. Some of the places many of us have never been or never would
have gone, including myself, if it was not for the Outpost Harry Survivors Association. Every one of us gets to see
this great country of ours and why we fought so diligently to keep it free. GOD BLESS AMERICA.
««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««

THE SAGA OF 1SG WILLIE J. LAMB
ALPHA COMPANY, 115
1SG Willie Lamb was the epitome of a senior NCO; tall, lanky, spit polished, and a voice blessed with a builtin
loudspeaker. He governed the men of Alpha Company like a father with a firm hand. In return, he gained what all
good leaders desire; the respect of his troops. Somewhere around 1968, 1SG Lamb got his orders for ‘Nam and
departed the 115. Many, including Association member and former A Co trooper, Tom Heitzer, tried to track him
down. Years later, information surfaced that he had been assigned to Air America (CIA) and was engaged in
missions in S.E Asia. During one of those missions, Willie J. Lamb disappeared, presumably KIA. Whatever
mission he was on was so classified that no information is available. Ironically, there exists no record of him and
his name does not appear on the Vietnam Veteran’s Memorial or “The Wall” as we now know it. So both the saga
and mystery continue. The story and details for all practical purposes will never be known. So, all we can say is,
Can Do, 1SG Lamb, wherever you are.
««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««

Society of the 3 r d Infantry Division 88 t h Annual Reunion
Sept 1216, 2007
Co l o rad o Sp ri n g s Co l o rad o
To be held at the Sheraton Hotel in beautiful downtown Colorado Springs!! Room rates are $105 per night, plus
tax and include a full breakfast buffet each morning! The itinerary will be as follows:
Tuesday Sept 11th h
Registration opens
Wednesday Sept 12th
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2:304:30 pm Board Meeting
610 pm Presidential Reception Dinner and Entertainment
Thursday Sept 13th h
93 pm City/Garden of the Gods Tour
5:009:30 Flying W Chuck Wagon Dinner and Western Show
Friday Sept 14h
9:002:30 pm US Air Force Academy Tour
610 pm Regimental Dinners
th
Saturday Sept 15
912 pm Business Meeting
1012 pm Ladies Luncheon and entertainment
13 pm Board Meeting
611 pm Banquet Dinner, Awards and Program
Sunday Sept 16th
810 am Memorial Breakfast
Call the Sheraton Colorado Springs at 7195765900 no later than August 2, 2007 to make your hotel
reservations. Airport Transportation and parking at the hotel are free.
Tour Descriptions
City Tour/Garden of the Gods Tour time 6 hours Price $38 per person
It begins with a narrated guided tour of the city. Afterward we will proceed to visit the wonders of nature
in the Garden of the Gods, where you will receive a guided tour of the park. This 1350 acres park is home
to the most magnificent red sandstone rock formation ever made. Many of these formations are over 300
million years old and were sculpted through time by erosion. Informative movie and lunch are included.
Flying W Chuckwagon Dinner and Western Show Tour Time 4 hours Price $40 per person
Flying W Ranch is set in a typical western setting and exemplifies the old western life. They offer an authentic
Chuckwagon Supper and traditional Western Show amid their beautiful outdoor setting. Before supper you can
enjoy the old western town of over a dozen completely restored buildings from the 1800’s. Suppers are cowboy
size so come hungry!
US Air Force Academy Tour Time 5 ½ hours Price $37 per person
Visit the home base, which trains our Air Force’s best! Tour the beautiful cathedral, see the cadets in training and
watch in awe their noon formation. Tour includes time at the visitor center and AF Academy Souvenir Store.
Lunch at the officers club is included.
Ladies Luncheon Price $30 per person
Gathering of the ladies of the Society of the 3rd Infantry will be held as a luncheon at the hotel. Our entertainment
this year will be Rose Redelle, a Native American Storyteller and Songwriter. Rose is nationally renowned for her
fantastic performances.
For More Information Contact: The Reunion BRAT
Phone: (360)6632521; Email: Info@TheReunionBRAT.com
««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««««
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