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                Post Officers 
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  Quartermaster— Bob Reichert 

 

Post Answering Machine 
630-910-1578 

 

This Award Winning Newsletter is written for ALL members of VFW 
Post 1578.  If you have an article or any worthy event that you wish to 
share please call us or email us at woodridgevfw@gmail.com, or 
mail it to:  
 

Woodridge Memorial VFW Post 1578 
P.O. Box 8219   Woodridge, IL 60517 

 

Visit Us On-Line 
 

www.woodridgevfw.net 
 

Post 1578 is a 501(c)(19) 
 

Next Post Meeting 
 

Our next regular monthly meeting will be on Tuesday, September 
24th, at 7:30 pm at Shanahan’s, 1999 W. 75th Street, Woodridge, 
IL 60517.  Plan to attend!  All Eli-
gible Veterans are Welcome!! 
 

Meet and Greet at 7:00 pm 
“Safety Meeting”  9:00 until 10:30 pm  

 
 

Visit us      Like us          on  
 

Woodridge  
VFW 

Woodridge Memorial VFW Post 1578 was chartered on November 8, 1983 with 33 original mem-
bers.  Today we are in our 35th year of community service to 
the people and Village of 
Woodridge.  Post 1578 is a 
proud sponsor of:   
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Would you Jump on a Grenade,  
Much Less Two 

 

Submitted by Henry Ristic 
 

You wouldn't know it to look at him, but the little 
old man in the center of this photo on the right 
was one of the toughest Jarheads ever. 
 

In 1942 when he was only 14, Jacklyn "Jack" Lu-
cas enlisted in the Marine Corps after convincing 
the recruiter he was 17. 
 

Posted to a depot unit at Pearl Harbor, Jack was 
bored and wanted action, so in January of 1945, 
he rolled up a combat uniform under his arm, 
sneaked out of camp, and stowed away aboard 
a Naval Transport that was taking 1st Battalion, 
26th Marines, 5th Marine Division to Iwo Jima. 
 

Not knowing what to do with him, the Marine bat-
talion commander busted Jack one rank, then 
assigned him as rifleman to C Company. A few 
days later, Jack turned 17. 
 

The day after landing on Iwo Jima, Jack dove on 
top of one Japanese grenade then pulled anoth-
er beneath him. The blast ripped through his 
body, but saved his comrades. 
 

It took 21 surgeries to save him, and for the rest 
of his life carried in his body more than 200 large 
pieces of shrapnel. 
 

On October 5th, 1945, 
Jack Lucas received the 
Medal of Honor from 
President Harry Truman 
in a ceremony on the 
White House lawn. He is 
the youngest Marine ever 
to receive the nation's 
highest honor. 
 

He then returned to high 
school.... as a freshman! 

 

After college, Jack entered the Army as a Cap-
tain in the 82nd Airborne, and survived a training 
jump in which neither his main chute nor his re-
serve chute opened. 
 

Two years before he died in 2008, Jack was 
honored by the Commandant of the Marine 
Corps, General Michael W. Hagee, who present-
ed him with a Medal of Honor ceremonial flag at 
the Marine Barracks in Washington, D.C. 
 

It was during that 
ceremony that this 
photo was taken. 
 

Semper Fidelis. 

The Navy Is Dropping Bean-

Bag Messages onto Ships 

Like It Did to  

Evade WWII Enemies 
 

By Gina Harkins 15 Aug 2019 
 

With China and Russia threatening to remove 
competitive advantages the U.S. military is used 
to having on the battlefield, the Navy is resurrect-
ing tricks sailors used almost 80 years ago to 
outsmart their enemies. 

Aviation Boatswains Mate (Handling) 2nd Class Bradley Pe-
terson, assigned to amphibious assault ship USS Boxer 
(LHD 4) runs to a bean-bag dropped on the flight deck during 
an exercise to communicate with USS Boxer from an MH-60S 
Sea Hawk assigned to Helicopter Sea Combat Squadron 
(HSC) 21, Aug. 4, 2019. (U.S. Navy photo) 
 

MH-60HS Sea Hawk pilots recently delivered a 
message to an officer aboard the amphibious 
assault ship Boxer using a unique communica-
tion method: a bean bag dropped out of a heli-
copter. 
 

It's a tactic pilots used during World War II so 
their communications with a ship wouldn't be in-
tercepted. Now, with the threat of attacks on 
cyber networks and satellite communication sys-
tems, the Navy is turning to the 80-year-old 
method to evade eavesdropping. 

https://www.military.com/author/gina-harkins
http://www.military.com/equipment/mh-60r-s-sea-hawk
https://www.military.com/equipment/tarawa-wasp-class-amphibious-assault-ship
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Last week, a helo from Helicopter Sea Combat 
Squadron 21 swooped toward the Boxer's flight 
deck, where it dropped a yellow bean bag. Inside 
was a message for Capt. Jason Burns, com-
mander of Amphibious Squadron Five. 
 

The purpose: To prove Navy pilots can still com-
municate with leaders aboard ships without elec-
tronic transmissions, Lt. Cmdr. Michael Brown, 
the HSC-21 detachment officer in charge, ex-
plained in a news release detailing the effort. 
 

The bean-bag tactic dates back to the Doolittle 
Raid on Tokyo. A pilot spotted a Japanese patrol 
vessel about 50 miles ahead of a U.S. aircraft 
carrier. 
 

Worried that he'd been spotted by the Japanese, 
the pilot decided not to alert the carrier Enter-
prise over the radio, instead flying down to the 
flight deck to drop a bean bag that a sailor on 
board then ran up to the bridge, according to a 
77-year-old Navy video. 
 

Aircrew Survival Equipmentman 1st Class Carlos 
R. Freireizurieta, who works in the Boxer's pa-
raloft shop, even modeled the bean bag dropped 
last week on those used decades ago, with 
some upgrades. "I started with the original meas-
urements of the bean bag used on the USS En-
terprise in 1942 ... but also weighed [this one] 
down for an accurate drop," he said in a state-
ment after the exercise. 
 

Ships and aircraft must be able to communicate, 
even if their state-of-the-art technology is com-
promised, said Lt. Taryn "SISS" Steiger, the pilot 
who dropped the bean bag onto the Boxer. 
The Boxer is currently deployed to the Middle 
East, along with about 2,200 members of the 
11th Marine Expeditionary Unit. 
 

-- Gina Harkins can be reached at gina.harkins@military.com.  

 What It Means To Be A Veteran Without The 
Experience Of War 

 

Editor’s Note: This article by Nathan Eckman originally ap-
peared on TheWarHorse.org, a nonprofit newsroom focused 
on the Departments of Defense and Veterans Affairs.  All 
photos by Nathan Eckman.—August 12, 2016 
 

Submitted By Mike Rennewanz 
 

 As a Marine infantryman I wanted to kill like I’d 
been trained to do. The fact that I haven’t weighs 
on me. It’s a different burden than that of soldiers 
who have been trained to kill and do. It’s differ-
ent, too, from the legless infantryman’s. Its 
weight comes from the scars I don’t have. It’s not 
on par with that of children who have lost a moth-
er or father at war, or parents who have lost a 
child. I’m a veteran, but faux, disingenuous, a 
wannabe. When I’m thanked for my service I’m 
confused. There are no fewer terrorists alive be-
cause of my actions. And I wish there were. I feel 
slighted, as though I served in time but not in du-
ty, because every place I went peace endured. 
 

I can't pinpoint any moment when I knew I'd join 
the military. I decided gradually, influenced by a 
myriad of selfish and selfless desires. Admittedly, 
I'm a product of the post-9/11 nationalism cam-
paign. In elementary school I witnessed the na-
tion sticker the back of its cars with American 
flags and prayers "for our troops.” On the radio I 
heard songs glorifying the fight of men and wom-
en in countries whose names I couldn’t yet pro-
nounce. As I grew up my consumption of media 
did too. Entertainment stepped aside for educa-
tion; music made way for news articles and 
books. But the message remained the same. In 
high school I devoured memoirs by Navy SEALs 
and dispatches from war correspondents. In my 
downtime I played Call of Duty. And I learned 
that being an American, at least one worth re-
membering, meant becoming a warrior. 

 

I answered the call 
to enlist in 2011, 
and I served. I fired 
my rifle into paper 
targets at the 
School of Infantry. 
Months later we 

were still practicing, yelling "bang" in lieu of actu-
al rounds, frugally training for a fight I slowly real-
ized would never come. Fallujah fell. Training 
continued. A ragtag group of "JV" terrorists filled 
power vacuums across the Middle East. Videos 

This photo shows a bean-bag used 
to deliver messages from an aircraft 
to the ship during WWII. (Naval 
Aviation Museum) 

https://archive.org/details/NPC-1703
mailto:gina.harkins@military.com
http://thewarhorse.org/
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didn't go to Iraq or Afghanistan."  
 

My tone has changed since I left active duty in 
January 2016. At first I clarified with sadness. I 
was disappointed in what I hadn't done. Now I'm 
more matter of fact. I know how great a blessing 
it is to be home and unscathed, but I can hold 
both feelings at once: pride that I joined and cha-
grin that I didn't help as I'd hoped. And so I'm a 
veteran, but not the kind I want to be. 
 

When I speak to my generation of fight-less vet-
erans they too are conflicted. Yes, we're veter-
ans, but of a lesser kind than those who fought. 
We wanted war, and thought it would give life 
meaning. But we're not blood thirsty. Right? The 
men and women given the highest honors have 
endured the worst war has to offer. They've 
earned glory through focused thought and spilled 
blood, palatably packaged as "fighting for our 
freedom." Standing by is a lot less glorious. I 
wonder how we'll be remembered. Certainly not 
with the same adoration or the same glory. With-
out having seen combat, I feel as though I don't 
have a clear identity as a veteran. I'm unsatisfied 
by this conclusion. I need to know what it means 

to be my type 
of veteran, 
because for 
me, combat is 
still something 
I only hear or 
read about or 
watch on TV, 
a horror wit-
nessed from 
afar. 

 

War was supposed to be my transformation. I 
wanted to fight as a rite of passage. I thought 
combat was where men discovered life's greater 
meaning: the horrors of humanity and the good-
ness of it, in others and themselves. Carpe diem, 
I imagined saying, because each day after war 
would feel like an undeserved gift. And I wouldn't 
just say it, I would seize the day, because after 
war, what couldn't I do? 
 

Without having been involved in combat I'm left 
wondering what kind of man I am. Would I have 
frozen or fought when the first bullet was fired? 
Would I have considered risking my life if it 
meant protecting one of my own? Not having 
seen combat I feel my country owes me nothing, 

of public assassinations swept across the dark 
web. And still, we trained just in case. It was a 
helpless feeling. For a moment, it had seemed 
like this generation's good fight was at hand — 
our World War II. In another moment it became 
apparent we would never be authorized to step 
foot on foreign soil to kill anyone, evil as they 
may be. For four years we stared down our 
scopes at inanimate targets and imagined that 
one day we'd fight like those we had listened to, 
read about, and mimicked in our youths. 
 

To me, "veteran" was synonymous with "warrior." 
 

And the warless, like me, are not. But the idea 
that only warriors or those directly affected by 
war in obvious ways can speak to war's effects 
with authority isn't true. In many respects the dif-
ference between those who served like I did was 
a matter of luck. We signed the same contract, 
shipped off to the same training grounds and en-
tered similar units. For months we all ran around 
jungles, deserts and oceans refining our tactical 
abilities. At-home memories of loved ones faded 
and love did too. Divorce and breakups were a 
common occurrence. All for our country, we said, 
swimming toward the bottom of another liquor 
bottle. We were as prepared as any other unit, 
but it was the Pentagon that chose which units 
went to war. Ten thousand here, 15,000 there 
were sent off to fight, and we stayed behind. War 
wasn't a reward for the most prepared, but a 
strategy to which we were never privy. The sto-
ries of those who have served in combat domi-
nate war lit — novels, memoirs, stories short and 
long. Yet roughly 90 percent of the military 
doesn't experience that kind of war; our stories 
remain largely unwritten. I'm not the kind of vet-
eran who's asked to 
write a memoir, who's 
remembered in books, 
or who's written about 
in news stories. But 
like most veterans I 
have a story: I've been 
affected by war, 
though not by its obvi-
ous horrors. 
 

Every time someone discovers I served in the 
Marines they ask if I deployed. I respond quickly 
and clarify quicker because I've learned what 
they usually mean. "Yes, I have deployed. No, I 
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National POW/MIA Recognition Day 
September 21, 2019 

 

Today, there are more than 82,000 Americans 
listed as missing and unaccounted-for from our 
nation’s wars going back to the beginning of 
World War II.   
 

That’s 82,000 military and 
civilian men and women … 
mothers and fathers … 
brothers and sisters … and 
sons and daughters. 
 

As we pause to remember their service and sac-
rifices, we must also remember the sacrifices of 
their families who continue to grieve. It is true 
that the costs of war extend far beyond the last 
shots being fired, and for MIA families, the pas-
sage of time does not heal their wounds. For 
them, the days became weeks, the weeks be-
came months, then years, and now, sadly, dec-
ades. 
 

This is what MIA families live with day in and day 
out. They want answers to questions where there 
may be none to give.   
 

They are not asking unreasonable questions, nor 
do the families have different agendas. All they 
want to know is what happened to their loved 
one that our nation sent off to war. That is not too 
much for them to ask, and that is not too much 
for our government to answer … if they can. 
 

The return of our missing is a humanitarian mis-
sion that transcends politics, which is why my 
organization, the Veterans of Foreign Wars of 
the United States, sent a letter to President 
Trump in advance of his June 12, 2018, Singa-
pore summit to urge him to include the return of 
American remains as a discussion point with 
North Korean leader Kim Jong Un.  
 

Following the summit last year, we were incredi-
bly encouraged by North Korea’s return of 55 
boxes of remains believed to be U.S. service 
members who have been missing in action since 
the Korean War. As of May 2019, six service 
members have been identified from this transfer, 
and this is a huge step in the right direction that 
we hope will finally bring peace to the peninsula 
and closure to even more American families who 
have been waiting more than six decades for 
their loved ones to return home from their war. 

because didn't I give them the same? Just a few 
years of my life on standby, no blood, no victo-
ries. Yet, I'm honored with the same title as those 
whose scars are physical and at times psycho-
logical and whose glory rests in their victories 
and losses, both tactical and personal — often 
respectively.   

There were a 
handful of con-
trived reasons I 
gave for enlisting: 
education benefits, 
a sense of adven-
ture, fulfilling a so-
cietal need and, 
among others, an 

expectation I had for myself that serving would 
make me a good American. All those reasons 
could have not existed and I still would have 
joined. The real reason was uncomfortable to ad-
mit: I yearned for values and character stronger 
than I've ever known in myself. I longed to matter 
in a way small town U.S.A. does not allow. 
 

I've seen something in the eyes of those warriors 
who have killed too many. A prerogative, a deep 
inner wisdom and a knowing sense of self. If only 
I could have been exposed to the brutalities of 
war, then maybe I would understand better life's 
preciousness. Instead I'm left wondering just how 
ungrateful and self-centered my thinking must 
seem, how shallow I must be to want those 
scars. I don't know pain like vets who've lost their 
mobility. I don't know joy, not like those guys who 
thought they'd never breathe again and who to-
day sit at their wives' sides. War, notorious for 
destroying lives, in a strange way, expands many 
more. 
 

I will never know if I am the kind of man I ad-
mired in the documentaries and books I cher-
ished as a kid. I doubt I'll ever feel like I am whol-
ly a veteran, worthy of the thanks, praises and 
even the discounts endlessly showered on us 
today. But I don't want to chase conflict, because 
war makes no promises, and neither survival nor 
sanity is guaranteed. And though I know this, I 
wonder why I'm unsatisfied, why I feel less capa-
ble because of it, why I can't fully understand 
what it means to be a veteran, and why, despite 
the irony of which I'm very much aware, I believe 
I need to have killed a man to become a man. 
 

© 2016 The War Horse News 

http://www.thewarhorse.org/
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The full accounting mission is a top priority to the 
VFW, and as veterans and family members of 
veterans, we, too, must do our part to remember 
their service and their sacrifice. 
 

America carries out humanitarian missions all 
over this world, but this one military organization, 
the Defense POW/MIA Accounting Agency, is 
responsible for carrying out the only humanitari-
an mission our country provides 24/7 just for fel-
low Americans. 
 

What DPAA does is fulfill the soldier’s promise to 
never leave a fallen comrade behind on the bat-
tlefield. What DPAA also does is reinforce that 
commitment to today’s military and their families. 
 

Let us recommit ourselves to remaining strong in 
our devotion to the principles for which so many 
courageously fought and sacrificed. Let us re-
member those who put country before self, but 
didn’t return home from their wars. Let us re-
member their families, who continue to burn the 
candle of hope. And let us continue to tell the 
story that without the service and sacrifice of 
American servicemen and women, there would 
not be a United States of America. 

The Haunted Forest has three shows: Friday 
night, (6:30—9:30) Saturday afternoon matinee, 
(1:00—3:00) and Saturday night. (6:30—9:30) 
Besides running a scene, we also need people to 
staff security stations.  ARRIVE AT LEAST ½ 
HOUR EARLY. 

Take-down begins on Sunday October 20th, 
starting at 8:00 am.  Donuts and coffee will be 
provided by the Post.  We usually finish by noon. 
  

The more help we get the easier it is for all of us!   
We do not have a Post meeting before this 
event, so just email or call  
Bob (reichert2700@gmail.com) (630-263-0539) 
or  
Joe (jjbshellback@gmail.com) (630-624-1467)  
with the days and time you can volunteer. 
Or leave a message on the Post answering ma-
chine. (630-910-1578) 
(woodridgevfw@gmail.com) 
  

SEE YOU THERE!  

Haunted Forest Walk 2019 
  

This year the annual Haunted Forest Walk is on 
Friday October 18th and Saturday October 19th .  
Our Post will run two scenes, plus we will assist 
setting up the generator and run the electrical 
cords throughout Hawthorne Park.  We will also 
provide Security for all scenes during the shows. 
  

We actually begin running the electrical cords 
Thursday afternoon, October 18th.  You can ei-
ther meet us at our storage shed, which is off of 
RT 53 by Home Landscape, at 1:00 pm, or meet 
at Hawthorne Park, off the bike trail, by the foot 
bridge, at 1:30. 
  

Friday we meet at 
McDonald’s (Janes & 
75th) for breakfast at 
7:00 am.  Set-up usually 
takes about four hours. 
  

Our scenes (#8 & #9) 
will be located adjacent 
to our Security Tent.   

  

mailto:reichert2700@gmail.com
mailto:jjbshellback@gmail.com
mailto:woodridgevfw@gmail.com
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