


 

Mail Call  
3 March 2009 - Blair, JB - G Company 
 
As I received a letter from the 8

th
 Cav. Association today, I got to thinking about my service with the 

8
th
 Cav. Regt. 

 
I will be ninety-one in a few days. I enlisted in Jan. 1940, or sixty-nine years ago. I think about the 
years in the mounted horse cavalry, the days or years in the second world war, the years during the 
occupation of Japan and the first year of combat in Korea. Yes, we had some very enjoyable days or 
years in the service. We also had some very rough and dangerous days or years which is to be ex-
pected being a soldier. If I had it all to do again would I enlist in the service again? Yes I would. Even 
with our many problems in the country we still live in the best country in the world. 
 
I think it is the duty of all men to serve our country during times of war. I do not think it is right to con-
tinue to send the same soldiers into combat zones over and over again, year after year. Let every 
young man take their tour of duty as they do in many other countries. What do you think? 
 
1

st
 Sgt (Ret) 

J.B. Blair 
Conroe, TX 77301-6237 
P.S. See you at reunion, Ft. Hood 

Editors Note: Good to hear from you again 1st Sergeant. I agree with you JB. A feeling of worth 
usually prevails when one “has a dog in the hunt”. I always thought it was a shame that Universal 
Military Training was never implemented. 
 
March 2009 
I received a telephone call from a lady in Virginia who had several Japanese Government Shilling 
Notes that were inscribed and signed by a LTC Moyers S. Shore during the engagement in the     
Admiralty Islands, Feb 29 – May 2 1944. She requested assistance to find a living family member of 
LTC Shore in order to give them the Shilling Notes. It was an interesting caper trying to find a living 
relative.  I was most surprise to learn that LTC Shore had died as recreantly as 5 April 2006 at age 
99. To make a long and interesting story shorter, I did locate LTC Shore’s son, Sidney, living in the 
state of Idaho. His wife passed away in 2005 and he lives alone with his dog. I haven’t been able to 
contact Sidney yet but talked with his neighbor. Sidney goes away during the winter season and re-
turns during early summer. I check weekly but Sidney hasn’t returned as of the time I go to press 
with this issue. And it was interesting to learn that member Bruce Davis served with LTC Shore in 
the Philippines and knew him personally and also visited him in New Mexico after the war. 
 

1 May 2009  - Hidano, Jay ð E Company 
 
Editors Note: I received a telephone call from Jay from his home in Hawaii. What a pleasant sur-
prise that was . We had a great conversation and it was most interesting to share our experiences. 
Jay was severely wounded at Unsan and taken prisoner by the Chinese. Jay was among the ap-
proximate 18 prisoners captured at Unsan and released back to the UN lines near the latter part of 
November 1950.  I don’t believe the real reason was ever determined as to why the Chinese re-
leased them but according to the Chinese - “We released them for humanitarian reasons”. I doubt 
that Captain Chaplain Father Kapaun would agree with that allegation. I shared with Jay that we 
have two other members who also were wounded at Unsan, captured and returned in the same 
group as he. The other 2 members are Robert F. Morrison (deceased) and  Robert H. Kies.  
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Potpourri   

HOW THE MILITARY HAS CHANGED OVER THE YEARS...   

 

1945 - NCO's had a typewriter on their desks for doing daily reports. 

1999 - Everyone has an internet access computer, and they wonder why no work is getting done.  

 

1945 - we painted pictures of girls on airplanes to remind us of home. 

1999 - they put the real thing in the cockpit.  

 

1945 - your girlfriend was at home praying you would return alive. 

1999 - she is in the same trench praying your condom worked.  

 

1945 - if you got drunk off duty your buddies would take you back to the barracks to sleep it off. 

1999 - if you get drunk they slap you in rehab and ruin your career.  

 

1945 - you were taught to aim at your enemy and shoot him. 

1999 - you spray 500 bullets into the brush, don't hit anything, and retreat because you're out of ammo.  

 

1945 - canteens were made of steel, and you could heat coffee or hot chocolate in them. 

1999 - canteens are made of plastic, you can't heat anything in them, and they always taste like plastic.  

 

1945 - officers were professional soldiers first and they commanded respect. 

1999 - officers are politicians first and beg not to be given a wedgie.  

 

1945 - they collected enemy intelligence and analyzed it. 

1999 - they collect your pee and analyze it.  

 

1945 - if you didn't act right, the Sergeant Major put you in the brig until you straightened up. 

1999 - if you don't act right, they start a paper trail that follows you forever.  

 

1945 - medals were awarded to heroes who saved lives at the risk of their own. 

1999 - medals are awarded to people who work at headquarters.  

 

1945 - you slept in barracks like a soldier. 

1999 - you sleep in a dormitory like a college kid.  

 

1945 - victory was declared when the enemy was defeated and all his things were broken. 

1999 - victory is declared when the enemy says he is sorry.  

 

1945 - a commander would put his butt on the line to protect his people. 

1999 - a commander will put his people on the line to protect his butt.  

 

1945 - wars were planned and run by generals with lots of important victories. 

1999 - wars are planned by politicians with lots of equivocating.  

 

1945 - we were fighting for freedom, and the country was committed to winning. 

1999 - we don't know what we're fighting for, and the government is committed to social programs 

(used to be called 'socialism'). 

  

1945 - all you could think about was getting out and becoming a civilian again. 

1999 - all you can think about is getting out and becoming a civilian again.  
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A Soldier Story 

A story is told about a soldier coming home after having fought in Vietnam. He called his Par-

ents from San Francisco. "Mom and Dad, I'm coming home, but I've a favor to ask. I have a 

friend I'd like to bring home with me." "Sure," they replied, "we'd love to meet him." "There's 

something you should know the son continued, "he was hurt pretty badly in the fighting. He 

stepped on a land mind and lost an arm and a leg. He has nowhere else to go, and I want him to 

come live with us."  

 

"I'm sorry to hear that, son. Maybe we can help him find somewhere to live." "No, Mom and 

Dad, I want him to live with us." "Son," said the father, "you don't know what you're asking. 

Someone with such a handicap would be a terrible burden on us. We have our own lives to 

live, and we can't let something like this interfere with our lives. I think you should just come 

home and forget about this guy. He'll find a way to live on his own."  

 

At that point, the son hung up the phone. The parents heard nothing more from him. A few 

days later, however, they received a call from the San Francisco police. Their son had died af-

ter falling from a building, they were told. The police believed it was suicide. The grief-

stricken parents flew to San Francisco and were taken to the city morgue to identify the body 

of their son. They recognized him, but to their horror they also discovered something they did-

n't know, their son had only one arm and one leg.  

 

The parents in this story are like many of us. We find it easy to love those who are good-

looking or fun to have around, but we don't like people who inconvenience us or make us feel 

uncomfortable. We would rather stay away from people who aren't as healthy, beautiful, or 

smart as we are.  

 

Thankfully, there's someone who won't treat us that way. Someone who loves us with an un-

conditional love that welcomes us into the forever family, regardless of how messed up we are.  

Tonight, before you tuck yourself in for the night, say a little prayer that God will give you the 

strength you need to accept people as they are, and to help us all be more understanding of 

those who are different from us !!!  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Last But Far From The Least 
 

MEMORIAL DAY 
 

Memorial Day was officially proclaimed on 5 May 1868 by General John Logan, national commander 
of the Grand Army of the Republic, in his General Order No. 11, and was first observed on 30 May 
1868, when flowers were placed on the graves of Union and Confederate soldiers at Arlington Na-
tional Cemetery. The first state to officially recognize the holiday was New York in 1873. By 1890 it 
was recognized by all of the northern states. The South refused to acknowledge the day, honoring 
their dead on separate days until after World War I (when the holiday changed from honoring just 
those who died fighting in the Civil War to honoring Americans who died fighting in any war). It is 
now celebrated in almost every State on the last Monday in May (passed by Congress with the Na-
tional Holiday Act of 1971 (P.L. 90 - 363) to ensure a three day weekend for Federal holidays), 
though several southern states have an additional separate day for honoring the Confederate war 
dead: January 19 in Texas, April 26 in Alabama, Florida, Georgia, and Mississippi; May 10 in South 
Carolina; and June 3 (Jefferson Davis' birthday) in Louisiana and Tennessee.  

In 1915, inspired by the poem "In Flanders Fields," Moina Michael replied with her own poem:  
   

                                     We cherish too, the Poppy red - That grows on fields where valor led -  
                                         It seems to signal to the skies - The blood of heroes never dies. 

She then conceived of an idea to wear red poppies on Memorial day in honor of those who died 
serving the nation during war. She was the first to wear one, and sold poppies to her friends 
and co-workers with the money going to benefit servicemen in need. Later a Madam Guerin 
from France was visiting the United States and learned of this new custom started by Ms.Michael 
and when she returned to France, made artificial red poppies to raise money for war orphaned chil-
dren and widowed women. This tradition spread to other countries. In 1921, the Franco-American 
Children's League sold poppies nationally to benefit war orphans of France and Belgium. The 
League disbanded a year later and Madam Guerin approached the VFW for help. Shortly before 
Memorial Day in 1922 the VFW became the first veterans' organization to nationally sell pop-
pies. Two years later their "Buddy" Poppy program was selling artificial poppies made by disabled  
veterans.  

 

 

NAME UNIT YR/MO HOME DECEASED SPOUSE 

Blackburn, Glenn G. H 4200 Winter Haven, FL 13-Apr-08 Eunice 

Tinger, George J. D 5809 Sunrise, FL 6-Jun-08  

Salmon, Patrick J.. HQ 5305 Oaklawn, IL 9-Aug-08 Dolores 

O’Donnell, Thomas B. D 5100 Fayetteville, NC 23-Feb-09 “Fifi” 

In Memoriam 
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http://www.usmemorialday.org/order11.html
http://www.usmemorialday.org/backgrnd.html#1#1
http://www.vfw.org/index.cfm?fa=cmty.levelc&cid=127


 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

We walked among the crosses  
Where our fallen soldiers lay.  
And listened to the bugle  
As TAPS began to play.  

The Chaplin led a prayer  
We stood with heads bowed low.  
And I thought of fallen comrades  
I had known so long ago.  

They came from every city  
Across this fertile land.  
That we might live in freedom.  
They lie here 'neath the sand  

I felt a little guilty  
My sacrifice was small.  
I only lost a little time  
But these men lost their all.  

Now the services are over  
For this Memorial Day.  
To the names upon these crosses  
I just want to say  

Thanks for what you’ve given  
No one could ask for more.  
May you rest with God in heaven  
From now through evermore.  


