
I could neither hear her voice 
her lovely face. 

And yet it ibrw@t me peace of mind, 
And filled my empty soul; 
And ithen I'd seem to hear her voice, 
As I knelt upon that knoll. 

I'd feel her a m  about my ne&, 
And I'd feel no longer alone, 
As the mdty mioon revealed her name 
Carved in $he cold grey stone. 

DAVE GiEWS '59 
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He naticed that chis name was on the flight list for the 

The officers’ quarters were noisy. As he enbkred, 
Dave’s voice muld be heard arguiag albaut the Clivil War, 
a c h  was one of Vis favorite topics. 

“I’m glad to be back.’’ 
The morning flight was merely a routine ~dssion to 

strafe and rodket I b d b  the Wonju freilght yards. Dt was 
early morning, but rthe sun was up and its rays was stream- 
ing ahrough the plexiglass af his cockpit. There Were four 
other jets with him and he could clearly see the face of the 
Qilot to his left in the formation. 

It was Davis. 
‘(I’d like to talk to him, Ibut radio silence is imperative.” 
He had t o  ’be content dtih scanning his instr“tlmt 

and c?he&ing his parachute harness. 
They were nearhg the target. ‘This is %he worst of it. 

After the action &arts I won’t have $he to tlhink. I dion’t 
&hi& E’m afraid to &e but if I die in this little war whiuh is 
acmmplishing practically nothing, my life is wasted. We’re 

’ fgjhting a war can% be  won. We’re not alilmed to 
iattarck the Russian ’bas& ’beyond the Yalu, and the atirinese 
have am almost hexhaustibk pool of man power whidh can- 
not !be touched. South Korea had been liberated, but h e  
war WOUM end, if and when the Russians wanted i t  to.” 

“Target ahead-select target a& ~l - regroup after 
two passes,” cr/a&led over the radio. 

He looked ouft of the canopy and could see the freigjht 
yards ooming into view far ibelaw. He flipped the jet w m  
on its back and then sent tt into a steap, screaaing dlve. 
The anti-aircraft guns opened‘ up a,nd soon the sky was 
filled with black p#& d flack. He spotttd a clwm of 
freiglht cass and framed them in his gun s@ht. The r&& 
jerikea the plane slightly as k e y  left and trmd a trail d 
exhaust straight to the t a w t .  He muld see the sm& 
Mossom into the air as he pulled dt df his dive. 

The a l k e t e r  showed 5000 feet when he was hit. m e  
, w d n g  li&t on hk instrument panel began rbfimng 
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on at a rapid raJte. He was swprised at haw calm he 

come d m  near an arearthat has just 

HG "was getting near the ground now. It was in a hilly 
area and as far a5 he could ascertain *here were no evi- 
dences of human (habitation in the imandate vicinity. 

landing was rough. A brisk gust cmf wind caught 

and a horrible pain shot through his arm. After a 
he flinally unhitchetl his parachde with his g o d  
sat d m  on a rock, and gave himself a shot of 

n camp in North Korea. 
William Pa'rtribk Quinlan died fighting for his ccyuntry, 

rgotten. He lived in .the 3pxiokl before ihis death, fighting 
that was nut his country's war, lnlt supgo~edIy than; 
United Na'tims. 

a m'all war, a war, dhidh in a feiw years, will! be all 
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