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 War, at its best, is terrible said President Lincoln to a crowd in Philadelphia 

during the throes of the Civil War.1 In a letter urging the mayor and councilmen of 

Atlanta to evacuate their city before being besieged by Union soldiers, General 

William T. Sherman wrote, War is cruelty, and you cannot refine it.2 He was more 

emphatic when he told a military academy graduating class, Some of you young 

men think that war is all glamour and glory, but let me tell you, boys, it is all 

hell!3 Such aversion to war was nothing new. Several centuries ago Martin Luther 

declared, War is the greatest plague that can afflict humanity. It destroys 

religion, it destroys states, it destroys families. Any scourge is preferable to it.4  
 

 Notwithstanding the horrors of war with all the bloodshed and carnage, the pain 

and suffering, the loss and devastation, the broken lives and shattered dreams that 

this plague predictably brings, our country has spent the majority of our 243-year 

existence engaged in one military conflict or another. Our continuous involvement 

in combat during the past 3o years5 shows our resolve to defend the rights, the 

freedoms, and the people of our great nation. In moments of victory some may 

exclaim venimus, videmus, vicimus (we came, we saw, we conquered); but that 

enthusiasm is often curbed because most recognize the tragedy of war even in 

triumph. Consider one man’s brief story:  
 

The squad had patrolled the Christmas Hill area many times and knew 

the trail they travelled went through a minefield with land mines buried 

on both sides of the path. The “guy who played the ukulele” led their 

evening patrol. Behind him were Dozier, Kirby, then Doc (the medic), 

followed by the radioman, and then three other soldiers. It was shortly 

before 20:30 hours (8:30 pm for those who prefer the 12-hour clock), and 

the men were eager to find and to fight or capture the enemy before 

returning to camp.  
 

Something felt off this time as they neared the Hill. The ground was 

softer with patches of green grass. The moments it took to assess that 

something was amiss were too long, for in those few seconds the ukulele 

guy stepped on a mine concealed by a clump of grass. The unexpected 

explosion set off a string of detonations along the path. In an instant the 

ukulele man, Dozier, and Kirby were gone. The impact of the blasts 

knocked the others to the ground, throwing the last three men into the 

                                                 
1 nps.gov/civilwar/overview.htm  
2 cwnc.omeka.chass.ncsu.edu/items/show/23 
3 military-quotes.com/william-sherman.htm 
4 allauthor.com/quotes/author/martin-luther/  
5 Panama, the Gulf Wars, Haiti, Bosnia, Somalia, Kosovo, Pakistan, Afghanistan, the War on Terror  

https://allauthor.com/quotes/author/martin-luther/
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minefield. When the explosions ended, body parts of six members of the 

patrol were scattered throughout the minefield and along the path.  
 

Doc and the radioman were covered from helmet to boots with the 

blood of their comrades. Somehow they both survived. Doc had a terrible 

ringing in his ears; but, because his adrenaline was pumping and his 

heart was racing, he did not know he had been wounded in the explosions 

until they were back at camp. Upon returning to camp Doc removed his 

boots to jump into the frigid waters of a nearby creek to scrub the dried 

blood from his body and clothes. It was then he realized that some of the 

blood on one of his boots was his own. Not wanting to be sent to the rear 

and be separated from his platoon, he quietly tended to his wounded foot 

until it healed, and never said a word about it to anyone.   
 

 At my dad’s memorial service a few years ago my Uncle Chuck came to me with 

an unsettled urgency. He was getting up in age and wanted to tell someone his 

wartime story. Because I am the “genealogist” of the family, he told his story to me. 

Like many who have lived through the ravages of war and refuse to talk about it, 

his story had gone untold for over six decades. With a quiver in his voice, he said 

he had served as a medic in the Army and was part of a squad that patrolled the 

area of Christmas Hill in Korea in 1952. Yes, Uncle Chuck was Doc. He related the 

nightmare that claimed the lives of his comrades. He recounted the utter shock of 

seeing them blown apart and the trauma of retrieving their body parts from the 

minefield and carrying them a day-and-a-half on litters back to camp. He described 

the drama in trying to stop other soldiers who came to assist in the recovery from 

recklessly running into the active minefield.  
 

 Uncle Chuck showed me a wood-framed glass display case with several medals. 

Among them were two Silver Stars. He had been awarded our nation’s third highest 

medal for valor in combat—not once, but twice. One Silver Star was for his gallant 

actions in the aftermath of those explosions. He would never say so himself, but 

Uncle Chuck was a wartime hero. His medals confirmed his courage. His story was 

a reminder of the brevity of life and a somber glimpse into the brutality of war. It 

was an honor to hear the previously untold chronicle of war that Uncle Chuck 

quietly held so close to his heart for so many years.  
 

 Doc survived the explosions that dreadful night, but the quiver in his voice said 

he did not walk away unscathed. We know war never ends on the battlefield. As 

Plato said, Only the dead have seen the end of war.6 Although Doc escaped death 

and disfigurement that night, he has carried the scars of war ever since—a constant 
                                                 
6 nationalcenter.org/MacArthurFarewell.html  
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reminder of the cost of freedom.  
 

 In his inaugural address, President Kennedy declared we shall pay any price, 

bear any burden, meet any hardship, support any friend, oppose any foe to 

assure the survival and the success of liberty.7 Uncle Chuck and his patrol, like 

countless other American troops, had already lived in battle what our President 

had outlined in his pledge—they paid the price with their blood and some with 

their lives, they carried the burdens of fighting on unfamiliar foreign soil, they 

endured the many hardships of war while supporting an American ally, and they 

courageously fought the enemy—so we would continue to live in the liberty that 

was bought and sealed with the blood and the sacrifices of those who fought in our 

War for Independence nearly two and a half centuries ago.  
 

 A long-held American tradition is upon us once again. Each November we honor 

our military veterans. Some currently stand watch, others no longer wear the 

uniform (some of us have long outgrown our uniform), and countless more have 

been laid to rest. The start of this tradition was to express our appreciation as a 

nation for those who lost their lives in World War I (a/k/a the Great War). That 

War officially ended on June 28, 1919 with the signing of the peace treaty at 

Versailles; but, a cease-fire had gone into effect several months earlier—at the 

eleventh hour on the eleventh day of the eleventh month in 1918. A year later, in 

remembering the end of that Great War (not that there is anything great about any 

war), President Wilson said:  
 

To us in America, the reflections of Armistice Day will be filled with 

solemn pride in the heroism of those who died in the country’s service 

and with gratitude for the victory, both because of the thing from which 

it has freed us and because of the opportunity it has given America to 

show her sympathy with peace and justice in the councils of the 

nations.8 [emphasis added].  
 

Thus, our annual commemoration on the eleventh day of the eleventh month was 

initially known as Armistice Day, a day set aside for a grateful nation to proudly 

reflect on the heroism of the 116,516 Americans who made the ultimate sacrifice 

toward achieving a victorious end to the War that was to end all wars.  
 

 In 1954 the tribute changed. For many, it was not right to honor the 116,516 who 

died in World War I if we did not also honor the 407,399 who died in World War 

II and the 36,516 who died in the Korean conflict. People knew that American 

                                                 
7 jfklibrary.org/learn/about-jfk/historic-speeches/inaugural-address  
8 loc.gov/item/today-in-history/november-11/ 
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troops had sadly died on foreign battlefields, but they also knew that millions had 

risked their lives on those same battlefields and had returned home. Those who 

survived were no less deserving to be honored by the nation that sent them into 

battle.  
 

 So, Congress expanded the significance of Armistice Day and changed the name 

to Veterans Day to honor all American veterans of all wars who contributed so 

much to the cause of world peace and the preservation of our way of life.9 In his 

Veterans Day Proclamation, President Eisenhower acknowledged that millions 

had been added to our national honor rolls from World War II and the Korean 

conflict. Shadowing the action taken months earlier by Congress and by several 

states, he proclaimed we would solemnly remember the sacrifices of all those who 

fought so valiantly, on the seas, in the air, and on foreign shores.10 Less than 

450,000 Americans died in World War II and the Korean conflict combined (not 

to minimize any of those deaths), so the added millions to be honored in our 

annual commemoration included survivors of those wars. As declared by Congress 

and proclaimed by the President, our nation would honor all American veterans—

the living and the dead—of all wars in which our nation has fought.  
 

 In time, another adjustment would be made concerning the respect that a 

grateful nation expresses to our military men and women. Solemnly remembering 

the sacrifices of all those who fought so valiantly, on the seas, in the air, and on 

foreign shores to preserve our heritage of freedom was properly honoring those 

who had fought in war; but, it was not honoring all veterans. Those who were not 

being honored were non-combatants who were kept back to protect our interests 

at home and around the world, and those who served our country during times of 

peace. It was ultimately determined that the contributions of wartime non-

combatants and of those who serve our country during peacetime are undeniably 

vital in protecting our nation and our way of life, in assuring a continuous and 

unbroken state of readiness in our armed forces, and in bringing about and 

preserving world peace in an uncertain world.  
 

 A distinction is made between veterans and veterans of war, with veterans of 

war being a class in the broader category of veterans. A veteran is defined as a 

person who served in the active military, naval, or air service and who was 

discharged or released under conditions other than dishonorable.11 Those who 

served our country during times of war and during times of peace are veterans.12  

                                                 
9   catalog.archives.gov/id/6036772 
10 https://www.va.gov/opa/vetsday/docs/proclamation_1954.pdf  
11 38 U.S.C. § 101 
12 va.gov/opa/publications/factsheets/fs_americas_wars.pdf  

https://www.va.gov/opa/vetsday/docs/proclamation_1954.pdf
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 We have been persistent in our resolve as a nation to honor our veterans who 

made the ultimate sacrifice on the battlefields. That will never change. We will not 

diminish the value of their lives, nor the price they paid. They are worthy of double 

honor—we honor them on Veterans Day because they were, in fact, military 

veterans who had served our country; we honor them on Memorial Day because 

they perished while defending our country and fighting for our national interests.  
 

 We have also determined as a nation to honor our veterans who survived the 

savagery of war, many of whom returned home wounded, crippled, maimed, or 

disfigured. However, it is more than visible scars and missing body parts that give 

evidence of commitment and sacrifice. Many veterans bear unseen scars from the 

trauma of war that most will never understand. For some, it is a struggle with 

anguish that never seems to end. While these veterans do not want our pity, it 

should not deter us from honoring them, for without their dedication and sacrifice 

the United States of American would not be what it is today.  
 

 During the past four decades, each of seven presidents13 signed their own 

Veterans Day Proclamation to honor those who have served our country, who 

have worn the uniform of our armed forces, and who have served in times of war 

and peace. This has solidified our commitment as a nation to honor all American 

veterans who actively served in any of our armed forces, regardless of war.  
 

 All who serve in our military take an oath to support and defend the Constitution 

of the United States against all enemies, foreign and domestic; . . . and to obey the 

orders of the President of the United States (the commander-in-chief of our armed 

forces). . . . Let us never permit political ideology or personal bias to stifle the 

homage that we show our military veterans; for whether we like or dislike, agree 

or disagree, approve or disapprove of the concept of war, of a particular war, or of 

any president, the respect we show on Veterans Day is not to those who sent our 

troops into harm’s way; rather, the honor we bestow goes to our men and women 

who faithfully served to protect and defend the United States of America in both 

times of war and times of peace.  
 

 It may have become a bit trite in recent years to verbally thank veterans for their 

service. That does not mean we should stop doing so. Let us not grow weary in 

honoring those who fought and perished in battle, those who fought in battle and 

survived, and those who prepared to fight, but never saw the battlefield—for every 

person who wore the uniform of our armed forces was ready and willing 24 hours 

per day, 7 days per week, 365 days per year to support and defend us against all 

                                                 
13 Jimmy Carter, Ronald Reagan, George H. W. Bush, Bill Clinton, George W. Bush, Barack Obama, and  

    Donald Trump 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Constitution_of_the_United_States
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Constitution_of_the_United_States
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enemies, so that we could rest peacefully knowing that American fighting forces 

continuously stand watch.  
 

 Not everyone has an Uncle Chuck who earned medals for valor in combat. Not 

everyone personally knows someone who came home wounded, crippled, maimed, 

disfigured, or bearing internal scars from the trauma of war. Most of us, however, 

have a parent, a sibling, a child, a spouse, a relative, a neighbor, a friend, or a co-

worker who wore the uniform of one of our United States armed forces—who has 

earned the respect for having served.  
 

 Among our colleagues in the Offices of the Public Defender for the Ninth Judicial 

Circuit are 12 veterans representing the Air Force, the Army, the Navy, and the 

Marine Corps with a combined 71.5 years of military service. Some of our veterans 

had been to the battlefield, others had not. Some had served during wartime, 

others during times of peace. They are, in alphabetical order:  
 

Michael Bryant – Army; 
Peter Cartwright – Marine Corps 
Darrin Chambers – Navy 
Lorraine DeLong – Army  
Julie Geary – Army  
Steve Graves – Marine Corps  

Eustacia Joseph – Navy  
Danielle Krestus – Navy 
Bob Larr – Air Force 
Daniel McGowan – Navy 
Adam Scholl – FL Army Nat’l Guard  

Sonja Thomas – Navy  

 The veterans in our office did not join our armed forces for glamour and glory, 

neither did they enlist with an expectation that others would later thank them for 

their service, nor did they sign up hoping that one day someone would try to shine 

a spotlight on them for having served. They enlisted to serve a nation, and serve 

they did. They served with a sense of duty and responsibility. They served with 

loyalty and with love for our country. Not all served on the battlefield, but all were 

trained to be warriors, ready and willing to put their lives at risk to protect and 

defend their fellow Americans.  
 

 Our veterans no longer wear the uniforms that once identified them as warriors 

of our nation. They replaced their uniforms with suits, they exchanged their duffle 

bags for briefcases, and they moved the fighting from foreign battlefields to local 

courtrooms. Some are still warriors, others have assumed the role of an armor-

bearer—assisting and helping to prepare warriors for battle; but, they are all 

veterans. Together they fight a different kind of war; but they still fight, and they 

still serve. They fight for those who cannot defend themselves; they serve to protect 

the most vulnerable. They fight to preserve the integrity of our judicial process; 

they serve to ensure the scales of justice stay balanced.  
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 Your warriors have always been defenders—more significantly, they were, and 

they are—public defenders. They previously defended our great nation. Now they 

defend what makes our nation great. Their uniforms have changed, their hearts 

have not. They are among those we honor this Veterans Day.  
 

Respectfully submitted, 
 

Assistant Public Defender 

Ninth Judicial Circuit 

Orange County, FL 

USMC SSgt (E-6) 

1974-1981 
 

 
 


