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DEDICATION
To the memory of the members of Company G who went into Hell with us, but who
could not come back. They are truly our “loved ones” as they would be if they were our
brothers, as they were in all but blood.

From the last page of the original Combat Company:

IN MEMORIUM
Pfc. Rudy Amezcua Pfc. Donald W. Rector
Pfc. Adam J. Arzo Sgt. Warren T. Schneider
Pfc. Seth A. Cockrell Pfc. Vito Sciara
Pfc. Carl E. Henry Pfc. George R. Tetterton
Pfc. Alby J. Kapsner Pfc. Francisco J. Vasquez
Sgt. Vincent Q. Kelly Pfc. Paul E. White

“Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his life for his
friends.” John 15:13
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There You Stand

There you stand
Tall and brave
Hand held in a four finger salute
Eyes straight ahead
Determined
Fierce

There you march
Strong and bold
Feet set in a pattern
Wind brushing against your face
Steady
On beat

There you watch
Scared and unsure
Rifle at your shoulder
Friends around you falling
Shaking
On the verge of breaking



There you cry
Mourning and sorrowful
Head bowed down
Eyes brimming with tears
Somber
Melancholy
Shattered

There you stand
Proud and tired
You have served your country
Made a difference
Boastful
Yet regret overcomes

You are a hero
And shall ever be remembered
By those who love you
Those who care
Forever

Hannah Goldfield, age 12
Veterans Day 1999
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