Ordinary Guys Extraordinary Duty.

  Every day starts a new story, with this one being the closest column to that day we used to call Armistice Day I will focus on one Veteran who well represents them all.

  Let’s face it, our men and women in the military, along with police and firefighters are of a select group who sign a contract up to and including their own death.  Our soldiers give up their private ambitions.  They spend months and sometimes years in hostile lands far from their families.  If they dare to make friendships they also dare to find that buddy dead in an instant at their side.  And yet there are some, even in the highest levels of government who have testified to “atrocities” they never witnessed, and are convinced that our soldiers are ruthless baby killing machines.  They impress their friends with taunts like, “The intelligent ones go to college and the dumb ones join the military”. 

  The true military could be summed up in the life of Pfc. Hershel D. McCorkle.  While he didn’t have the opportunity to go to college, one could hardly call him dumb.  Like so many of the Veterans of his era Hershel possesses the genius of common sense.  If it’s broken he can fix it.  If it needs to be done he will do it without being asked.  He doesn’t need to be told what is right or wrong, he already understands the difference as a part of his being.  He is friendly and polite, but plenty confident and no one’s patsy.  Like so many of our Veterans Hershel is an ordinary guy who was called to perform extraordinary tasks.

  At the start of World War II Pfc. McCorkle was just beginning life with his bride Maxine who was five months great with my best friend Hershel A. McCorkle.  They had been married from June till the following April when Hershel was called to service.  He didn’t like it but Hershel didn’t whine about his bad luck, he just did his duty. 

  It wasn’t long before Pfc. McCorkle found himself in a wet foxhole with wet blankets in the deadly dark Hurtgen Forest where he was wounded by a tree burst.  Another soldier in that attack just stood there while they called for him to take cover, but he had been in the fight too long and didn’t care anymore.  Even though dealing with his own wounds Hershel’s thoughts were for that “poor fellow”.

  Hershel was evacuated to a hospital in England.  When he returned he was placed in an Air Corps unit, therefore when the branches are called at some event he stands for both the Army and Air Force.  
  Despite their detractors our soldiers remain ordinary people who perform extraordinary tasks.  Few of them will ask you to focus on “my” story, but all of them appreciate our respect and remembrance of “their” story.       
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