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ADJUTANT’S CALL 
 
PLEASE PAY ANY UNPAID DUES ASAP. 
Department has sent out renewal forms on 
July 1, They will be sending them out on 
October 1, 2009, January 10, March 15, 
and May 1 2010.  Some times even if you 
have  paid your dues you will get one.  
Please make sure that any notice you get 
is addressed back to the Post at P.O. Box 
413, Orland Park, Il. 
 

                  PRAYER CORNER 
Father Leo Lyons     John Cranston   
Sean Kasper            and family                         
Arlene Manring         (wife of Ray)               
John O’Rourke          Richard Parker  
Gene Sinclair            Ray Manring 
Ralph Bechtold           
 All our brothers and sisters far from 
home and in harm’s way and their loved 
ones                         
                           R.I.P 
Albert ‘Toots’  Morrell    Robert Suhs Jr.                       
 Kathy Sharp           (wife of Victor Sharp) 
Harold Moss             Eugene Pertile 
John Hennessy 
 

    ( AUG 2009 TO JULY 2010) 
 

      WE ARE AT 134 PAID MEMBERS  AND 36 NOT PAID 
 

      FOR THE NEW YEAR - SO PLEASE PAY YOUR DUES 

 
      FOR  2010  AS SOON  AS POSSIBLE 

       

     MAY YOU ALL HAVE A  MERRY CHRISTMAS ,     SAL 

FROM THE SENIOR VICE COMMANDER 
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FROM THE DESK OF THE COMMANDER 
Legionnaires, 

  

          As another holiday season comes upon us I find that my mind (what little is left 
of it) must be playing tricks on me. I could swear that it was just yesterday that I was 
composing a Christmas and New Year greeting for our newsletter. That old cliche that 
says "time flies as you get older" is beginning to have some relevance with me. Some 
of our members who were with us at this time last year sadly have passed on. I am 
sure that their families will experience a feeling of emptiness this holiday season. We 
miss their camaraderie and pray that their loved ones will find comfort in the treasure 
of memories they possess of them. 

          During this next year some of us (myself included) need to drop some pounds. 
The recruiting agency for holiday santa's contacted me and inquired if any of our 
members were interested in donning the traditional red and white this Christmas sea-
son. Rumor has it that this interest in some of us is one of a cost effective nature. 
There would be no need to purchase additional padding to put under our outfit. Well 
one thing is for certain. There is no shortage of grey hair to go under santa's cap. 

          I would like to thank those within our ranks who took and made time to partici-
pate in our fund drives, community activities, and sad to say many final military salutes 
we have had to give at Veterans funerals. Sue and I hope that each and everyone of 
you feel the warmth and joy of this holiday season and that happiness and content-
ment give peace to your soul. 

  

                                                                                       Dean Morrell 

                                                                                       Post Commander  
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   The embers glowed softly, and in their dim light, 
   I gazed round the room and I cherished the sight. 
   My wife was asleep, her head on my chest, 
   My daughter beside me, angelic in rest. 
   Outside the snow fell, a blanket of white, 
   Transforming the yard to a winter delight. 
   The sparkling lights in the tree I believe, 
   Completed the magic that was Chris tmas Eve. 
   My eyelids were heavy, my breathing was deep, 
   Secure and surrounded by love I would sleep. 
   In perfect contentment, or so it would seem, 
   So I slumbered, perhaps I started to dream. 
   The sound wasn't loud, and it wasn't too near, 
   But I opened my eyes when it tickled my ear. 
   Perhaps just a cough, I didn't quite know, 
  Then the sure sound of footsteps outside in the   
   snow. 
   My soul gave a tremble, I struggled to hear, 
   And I crept to the door just to see who was near. 
   Standing out in the cold and the dark of the night, 
   A lone figure stood, his face weary and tight. 
   A soldier, I puzzled, some twenty years old, 
   Perhaps a Marine, huddled here in the cold. 
   Alone in the dark, he looked up and smiled, 
   Standing watch over me, and my wife and my  
   child. 
   "What are you doing?" I asked without fear, 
   "Come in this moment, it's freezing out here! 
   Put down your pack, brush the snow from your  
   sleeve, 

.. 

   You should be at home on a cold Christmas 
   Eve!" 
   Away from my family, my house and my home. 
   I can stand at my post through the rain and the   
   sleet, 
   I can sleep in a foxhole with little to eat. 
   I can carry the weight of killing another, 
   Or lay down my life with my sister and brother 
   Who stand at the front against any and all, 
  To ensure for all time that this flag will not fall." 
 “ So go back inside," he said, "harbor no fright, 
   Your family is waiting and I'll be all right." 
  "But isn't there something I can do, at the least, 
  "Give you money," I asked, "or prepare you a  
   feast?” 
   It seems all too little for all that you've done, 
   For being away from your wife and your son." 
  Then his eye welled a tear that held no regret, 
 "Just tell us you love us, and never forget. 
  To fight for our rights back at home while we're  
   gone, 
   To stand your own watch, no matter how long. 
   For when we come home, either standing or  
   dead, 
  To know you remember we fought and we  
   bled.. 
   Is payment enough, and with that we will trust, 
  That we mattered to you as you mattered to  
   us." 

"A Different Christmas Poem" 

    PLEASE, would you do me the kind favor of sending this to as many people as you can? Christmas   
   will be coming soon and some credit is due to our U.S. service men and women for our being able to 
   celebrate these festivities. Let's try in this small way to pay a tiny bit of what we owe. Make people 
   stop and think of our heroes, living and dead, who sacrificed themselves for us. 
  
   LCDR Jeff Giles, SC, USN 
   30th Naval Construction Regiment 
   OIC, Logistics Cell One 
   Al Taqqadum, Iraq 
 
 "Real Integrity is doing the right thing, knowing that no body's going to know whether you did it or  
  not." 
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Top This One For A Speeding Ticket  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Two California Highway Patrol Officers were conducting speeding enforcement on I-15, just 
north of the Marine Corps Air Station at  Miramar. One of the officers was using a hand held 
radar device to check speeding vehicles approaching the crest of a hill.   
The officers were suddenly surprised when the radar gun began reading 300 miles per hour. 
The officer attempted to reset the radar gun, but it would not reset and then turned off. 
Just then a deafening roar over the treetops revealed that the radar had in fact locked on to a 
USMC F/A-18 Hornet (Northrop Grumman aircraft) which was engaged in a low flying exercise 
near the location. 
 
 
 
 
Back at the CHP Headquarters the Patrol Captain fired off a complaint to the USMC Base 
Commander.  The reply came back in true USMC style:  
 
Thank you for your letter.  We can now complete the file on this incident. You may be inter-
ested to know that the tactical computer in the Hornet had detected the presence of, and sub-
sequently locked on to your hostile radar equipment and automatically sent a jamming signal 
back to it, which is why it shut down. 
 
Furthermore, an Air-to-Ground missile aboard the fully armed aircraft had also automatically 
locked on to your equipment location. 
Fortunately, the Marine Pilot flying the Hornet recognized the situation for what it was, 
quickly responded to the missile system alert status and was able to override the automated 
defense system before the missile was launched to destroy the hostile radar position. 
The pilot also suggests you cover your mouths when cussing at them, since the video sys-
tems on these jets are very high tech.. 
Sergeant Johnson, the officer holding the radar gun, should get his dentist to check his left 
rear molar. It appears the filling is loose. Also, the snap is broken on his holster.  
  
 Thank you for your concern.  
 Semper Fi 
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John was in the fertilized egg business. 
  
He had several hundred young layers (hens), called 'pullets,' and ten roosters to fertilize the 
eggs. 
 
He kept records, and any rooster not performing went into the soup pot and was replaced. 
  
This took a lot of time, so he bought some tiny bells and attached them to his roosters.. 
  
Each bell had a different tone, so he could tell from a distance, which rooster was perform-
ing. 
 
 Now, he could sit on the porch And fill out an efficiency report by just listening to the bells. 
  
John's favorite rooster, old Butch, was a very fine specimen, but this morning he noticed old 
Butch's bell hadn't rung at all! 
  
When he went to investigate, he saw the other roosters were busy chasing pullets, bells-a-
ringing, but the pullets, hearing the roosters coming, could run for cover. 
 
To John's amazement, old Butch had his bell in his beak, so it couldn't ring. 
  
He'd sneak up on a pullet, do his job and walk on to the next one. John was so proud of old 
Butch, he entered him in the Renfrew County Fair and he became an overnight sensation 
among the judges. 
 
The result was the judges not only awarded old Butch the No Bell Piece Prize  but they also 
awarded him the Pulletsurprise as well. Clearly old Butch was a politician in the 
making.  Who else but a politician could figure out how to win two of the most highly coveted 
awards on our planet by being the best at sneaking up on the populace and screwing them 
when they weren't paying attention. 
 
 P.S.    Vote carefully next year, the bells are not always audible. 
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Lou  Pritchett is one of corporate  America 's true  living legends -  an acclaimed  author, dy-
namic teacher and one of the worlds highest rated speakers.  Successful corporate execu-
tives everywhere recognize him as the foremost  leader in change management.  Lou 
changed the way America does business  by creating an audacious concept that came to be 
known as partnering.  Pritchett rose from soap salesman to Vice-President, Sales and Cus-
tomer Development for Procter and Gamble and over  the course of  36 years,  made corpo-
rate history. 
      

AN OPEN LETTER  TO  THE PRESIDENT   

 
Dear President Obama:    
 
You are the thirteenth President under whom I have lived and unlike any of the others, you 
truly scare me.    
 
You scare me because after months of exposure, I know nothing about  you.    
 
You scare me because I do not know how you paid for your expensive Ivy League education 
and your upscale lifestyle and housing with no visible signs of support.  
You scare me because you did not spend the formative years of youth growing up in America 
and culturally you are not an American.    
 
You scare me because you have never run a company or met a  payroll.  You scare me be-
cause you have never had military experience, thus don't understand it at its  core.  
 
You scare me because you lack humility and 'class', always blaming  others.   
 
You scare me because for over half your life you have aligned yourself with radical extrem-
ists who hate America and you refuse to publicly denounce these radicals who wish to     see 
America  fail.  
 
You scare me because you are a cheerleader for the 'blame America' crowd and deliver this 
message abroad.    
You scare me because you want to change America to a European style country where the 
government sector dominates instead  of the private sector.    
 
You scare me because you want to replace our health care system with a government con-
trolled  one.    
 
You scare me because you prefer 'wind mills' to responsibly capitalizing on our own vast oil, 
coal and shale reserves.    
 
You scare me because you want to kill the American capitalist goose that lays the golden egg 
which provides the highest  standard of living in the world.  
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You scare me because you have begun to use 'extortion' tactics against certain banks and cor-
porations. 
 
You scare me because your own political party shrinks from challenging you on your wild and 
irresponsible spending proposals. 
 
 You scare me because you will not openly listen to or even consider opposing points of view 
from intelligent  people.  
 
You scare me because you falsely believe that you are both omnipotent and omniscient.  
 
You scare me because the media gives you a free pass on everything you do. 
 
You scare me because you demonize and want to silence the Limbaughs, Hannitys, O'Reilllys 
and Becks who offer opposing, conservative points of view. 

You scare me because you prefer controlling over governing.    
 
Finally, you scare me because if you serve a second term I will probably not feel safe in writing 
a similar letter in 8  years. 

Lou  Pritchett 

This  letter was sent to the NY Times but they never  acknowledged  it.  Big surprise.  Since it 
hit the internet,  however, it has had over 500,000  hits.  Feel free to share or ignore as the case 

may be.  

  



 
 

VOLUME IX    ISSUE X I I                THE POST                                PAG E 9  
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See, us older ones still think clearly and articulate in straight forward words. 

WW II Battleship sailor tells Obama to shape up or  ship out ! This venerable and much honored 
WW  II vet is well known in Hawaii for  his seventy-plus years of service to patriotic organizations 
and causes all  over the country. A humble man without a political bone in his  body, he  has never 
spoken out before about a government official, until  now. He  dictated this letter  to a friend, signed 
it and mailed it to the president. 

 

Dear President  Obama, 
 
My name  is Harold Estes, approaching 95 on December 13 of this year.  People  meeting me  
for the first time don't believe my age because I remain wrinkle free and pretty much mentally alert. 
 
I enlisted in the U.S. Navy  in 1934 and served proudly before, during and after WW II  retiring as a 
Master Chief Bos'n Mate.  Now I live in a "rest home"  located on the western end of Pearl Harbor, 
allowing me to keep alive the  memories of 23 years of service to my country. 
 
One of  the benefits of my age, perhaps the only one, is to speak my mind, blunt and  direct even to 
the head man. 
 
So here  goes. 
 
 
I am  amazed, angry and determined not to see my country die before I do, but  you seem hell bent 
not to grant me that wish. 
 
I can't  figure out what country you are the president of. You fly  around the world telling our friends 
and enemies despicable lies like: 
 
 " We're no longer a Christian nation" 

Which  ones did you mean? Was it the notion of personal liberty that 11,000  farmers and  
shopkeepers died for to win independence from the  British?  Or maybe the ideal that no man should 
be a slave to another  man, that 500,000 men died for in the Civil War?  I hope you didn't  mean the 
ideal  470,000 fathers, brothers, husbands, and a lot of fellas I  knew personally died for in WWII, 
because we felt real strongly about not  letting any nation push us around, because we stand for 
freedom. 
 
I don't  think you mean the ideal that says equality is better than discrimination.  You know the one 
that a whole lot of white people understood when they helped to get you elected. 

Take a  little advice from a very old geezer, young man. 
 
Shape  up and start acting like an American.  If you don't, I'll do what I can to see you get shipped 
out of that fancy rental on Pennsylvania Avenue.  You were elected to lead not to bow, apologize 
and kiss the hands of murderers and corrupt leaders who still treat their people like  slaves. 
 

SEE PAGE 11 
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And  just who do you think you are telling the American people not to jump to  conclusions and  
condemn that Muslim major who killed 13 of his fellow soldiers and wounded dozens more. You 
mean you don't want us to do what  you did when that white cop used force to subdue that black  
college  professor in Massachusetts, who was putting up a fight?  You don't  mind offending the 
police calling them stupid but you don't want us to  offend Muslim fanatics by calling them what  
they are, terrorists. 
 
One  more thing.  I realize you never served in the military and never had to defend your country 
with your life, but you're the Commander-in-Chief now, son.  Do your job.  When your battle-
hardened field General  asks you for 40,000 more troops to complete the mission, give them 
to  him.  But if you're not in this fight to win, then get out.  The  life of one American soldier is not 
worth the best political strategy  you're thinking of. 
 
You  could be our greatest president because you face the greatest challenge  ever presented to 
any president. 
 
You're  not going to restore American greatness by bringing back our bloated  economy.  That's not 
our greatest threat.  Losing the heart  and soul of who we are as Americans is our big fight now. And 
I  sure as hell don't want to think my president is the enemy in this final  battle. 
 
Sincerely, 
 
 
Harold  B. Estes 
 
When a 95  year old hero of the "the Greatest Generation" stands up  and speaks out like this, I think 
we owe it to him to  send his words to as many Americans as we  can. 
 
 
 
 



 
 

EVENTS ON THE HORIZON •  
 Jan 24 2010 Trip to Wolves   
                            Game 
Where:  Allstate Arena 
Time:  Puck drops at 3PM 
Cost:  $30.00 includes ticket and 
            transportation 
PAYMENT DEADLINE DEC 31st 
    FAMILIES WELCOME 
          SEE MATT FOR TICKETS 

        OPPONENT: Grand Rapids 
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Federal Benefits Booklet (2008) for Veterans and Spouses is currently on line at:  www.va.gov 

• Jan 18  Officers Meeting 
               8PM Veterans Center 

• Jan 24  Wolves Hockey 
              See Matt for tickets 

• Jan 27  General Membership 
              Meeting 

http://www.va.gov

