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heroic acts he performed to deserve the 
award. He went out of his way to show 
his appreciation for the warm wel-
comes that he received from his com-
munity on the rare occasions that he 
was able to return home. On Christ-
mas, he and his sisters would deliver 
treats to say thanks to his friends and 
neighbors. 

Countless members of his community 
said that they admired Steve’s selfless-
ness and that they felt safer knowing 
that he was watching out for them. 

His friends and family took great joy 
in the fact that he met and married 
Jill Blue during the past year. It 
warmed the hearts of those around him 
that he found someone to marry be-
cause he had always had so little time 
for a personal life. They said that his 
wedding day in March was the happiest 
day of his life. My heart truly goes out 
to Jill, who has suffered the kind of 
loss that is difficult for most of us to 
comprehend. 

And I offer my deepest sympathies to 
his parents, Ray and Sue, and his sis-
ters, AnnMarie and Megan, whose loss 
is too great for words. 

f 

TRIBUTE TO NAVY SEALS 

Mr. WARNER. Mr. President, I rise 
today to recognize and pay tribute to 
the 10 courageous sailors who lost their 
lives in Afghanistan during Operation 
Enduring Freedom on 28 June 2005 by 
printing the eloquent words of U.S. 
Navy RADM Joseph Maguire, Com-
mander, Naval Special Warfare Com-
mand, during a memorial speech at 
Naval Amphibious Base Little Creek on 
July 8, 2005. 

I ask unanimous consent to print 
this tribute in the RECORD. 

There being no objection, the mate-
rial was ordered to be printed in the 
RECORD, as follows: 

(By Rear Admiral Joseph Maguire) 
Good Morning. On behalf of the Com-

mander, United States Special Operations 
Command, General Doug Brown, the United 
States Navy, the proud men and women of 
Naval Special Warfare, I’d like to welcome 
everybody to this morning’s memorial serv-
ice for our ten fallen Sailors. 

We’re honored to have with us today the 
leaders of our nation and our Navy. We are 
joined this morning in grief. The chairman of 
the Senate Armed Services Committee, Sen-
ator John Warner, Congresswoman Thelma 
Drake, our local Congresswoman, Ambas-
sador Joseph Prurer and Mrs. Prurer, Under-
secretary of the Navy Aviles, the Vice Chief 
of Naval Operations, Admiral Willard and 
Mrs. Willard. The Commander Fleet Forces 
Command, Admiral Nathman and Mrs. 
Nathman, and the General Council of the 
United States Navy, Mr. Mora. In addition to 
that we have many general officers [From 
the joint services, retired community, re-
tired Flag Officers. I’d also like to extend a 
welcome to our many veterans here today, 
our combat veterans. 

I would also like to extend a warm wel-
come to our families in Naval Special War-
fare, especially to the families of Squadron 
Ten, whose husbands are still deployed and 
engaged in combat operations far away. But 
most importantly I’d like to welcome the 
families of the ten SEALs that we honor 

here today. Earlier in this week I along with 
General Brown and many others have been 
attending memorial services for our United 
States Army Special Operations Aviation 
Regiment, the 160th, located at Fort Camp-
bell, Kentucky, and Hunter Army Air Field, 
where as you all know we lost eight brave 
Special Operations Aviators. 

This morning we pause to honor the mem-
ory of ten Navy SEALS, in particular the six 
SEALS who were home ported here at the 
Naval Amphibious Base in Little Creek. I’d 
also like to extend a welcome to those who 
can’t be with us physically in this theater 
right now. The theater holds 1800 people and 
we filled that up earlier this morning. And 
for those of you in the overflow where we 
have nearly 2000 people seated, I welcome 
you this morning and I apologize that we did 
not have space for everybody to be in here 
physically. But I know, spiritually, that 
you’re with us and we sincerely appreciate 
you being part of the ceremony this morn-
ing. 

My remarks will be short. I think it’s im-
portant that you hear from the friends and 
loved ones, and also Commodore Pete Van 
Hooser has got some very important things 
to say. 

But what I would like to say as the Com-
mander for Naval Special Warfare and the 
head of this community, how proud I am to 
be the Commander for Naval Special Warfare 
and have the opportunity to lead and serve 
with these ten fine men. Naval Special War-
fare is the smallest war fighting community 
in the Navy. There’s 1750 enlisted men and 
six 600 officers. We’re a small town, we lit-
erally know each other, and honestly, for 
those of you it may be hard to believe if you 
see the way we act with each other, we love 
one another. 

Everything that you see here and every-
thing this morning was put together by their 
Teammates. I’d like to call your attention to 
the operational equipment that we have for-
ward here on stage. It traces its proud herit-
age back to World War II. The Underwater 
Demolition Teams and the Navy Combat 
Demolition Units and you’d have to go all 
the way back to World War II to get the 
number of Naval Special Warriors who died 
in one day in one military operation. The 
loss of one SEAL, the loss of one military 
man is more than we could possibly bear, but 
to have ten or our brave men perish in one 
day along with eight of our Nightstalkers is 
truly a remarkable day and one that will al-
ways be etched in our memory. 

But before you though you have UDT swim 
fins, a UDT lifejacket, a web belt and a 
mask. And it may seem strange to you 
knowing that these Naval commandos died 
on a mountain top 7,500 feet in elevation in 
a country 300 miles from the sea. But our na-
tion called. These are the same people that 
flew the planes into the Twin Towers that 
flew the plane into the Pentagon that also 
flew the plane into the ground in Pennsyl-
vania. The Al Qaeda and the Taliban are 
barely distinguishable and these are the peo-
ple that these brave men, these ten men, 
went out to meet and engage in combat. So 
although the operational equipment that 
they had on them that day on the 28th of 
June was not swim fins, not a UDT life jack-
et, not a mask, perhaps a K-Bar. We thought 
it’s appropriate because we are first and fore-
most warriors from the sea, Navy men, that 
we honor them today as SEALs and Navy 
men. 

The last thing I’d like to just mention is 
the knife that’s on the web belt. The K-Bar 
also dates back to the knife used by the UDT 
in World War II. And a tradition in Naval 
Special Warfare when a young man finishes 
his training and is awarded his trident, when 
he is awarded his trident he is also presented 

a K-Bar, and on that K-Bar is inscribed the 
name of a SEAL who went before him, where 
he died, and the date he died on. So that 
knife would always link him to the past and 
serve as an inspiration to him as a SEAL in 
combat in the future. These ten knives that 
we have up here are now etched with your 
husbands, your son, your brother, your fa-
ther, your uncle, your nephew, your neigh-
bor, your friend, and to us our Teammates 
names. You can take these home with you 
today, and I hope that you treasure them, 
but what I want you to know is that in the 
future when fellow SEALs become SEALS 
and they are presented with their K-Bars, 
the name of these men will be engraved to 
serve as an inspiration to future SEALs in 
combat, our teammates. 

And I want to leave you with this. We have 
a creed, we have many things in Naval Spe-
cial Warfare, but to sum it up, it is loyalty 
to our teammates dead or alive. These ten 
men are no longer with us, that doesn’t mean 
that our allegiance and our covenant ends 
with them today. We will remain their team-
mates forever and to the family members 
sitting here, always know that we will al-
ways be there from them, always there for 
you and, we will always stay connected. God 
bless and thank you. 

I’d like to go into the awards presentation 
now and I ask all of the guests and military 
to remain seated as we make the presen-
tations so that all can see. 

The Silver Star Medal, Bronze Star Medal 
with Valor, Purple Heart Medal, Combat Ac-
tion Ribbon and Afghanistan Campaign 
Medal will be presented posthumously for 
the actions in the following citation below. 

On Tuesday 28 June 2005, thirty members 
of Naval Special Warfare Task Unit-Afghani-
stan were preparing to conduct a direct ac-
tion mission when they were tasked to re-
spond as a Quick Reaction Force to reinforce 
a four-man Navy SEAL reconnaissance ele-
ment engaged in a fierce firefight near 
Asadabad, Konar Province, Afghanistan. 

The reconnaissance element was bravely 
fighting Anti-Coalition Militia, who held 
both a numerical and positional advantage. 
The ensuing firefight resulted in numerous 
enemy personnel killed, with several of the 
SEALs suffering casualties. 

After receiving the task to reinforce, the 
Quick Reaction Force loaded aboard two 
MH–47 U.S. Special Operations Army heli-
copters planning to air assault onto a hostile 
battlefield, ready to engage and destroy the 
enemy in order to protect the lives of their 
fellow SEALs. Demonstrating exceptional 
resolve and fully comprehending the rami-
fications of the mission, the Quick Reaction 
Force, while airborne, continued to refine 
the plan of attack to support both the rein-
forcement task and hasty execution of their 
intended deliberate assault. 

As the helicopter approached the nearly in-
accessible mountainside and hovered in prep-
aration for a daring fast-rope insertion of the 
SEALs, the aircraft was struck by an enemy 
rocket-propelled grenade fired by Anti-Coali-
tion Militiaman. The resulting explosion and 
impact caused the tragic and untimely death 
of all SEALs and Army Night Stalkers on-
board. 

These men answered the call to duty with 
conspicuous gallantry. Their bravery and 
heroism in the face of severe danger while 
fighting a determined enemy in the Global 
War on Terror was extraordinary. Their cou-
rageous actions, zealous initiative and loyal 
dedication to duty reflected great credit 
upon themselves, Naval Special Warfare, and 
the United States Navy. For the President, 
Vern Clark, U.S. Navy, Chief of Naval Oper-
ations. 

The presentations this morning will be 
made by Commodore Pete Van Hooser, Com-
mander, Naval Special Warfare Group Two 
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and Master Chief Chuck Williams, Command 
Master Chief of SEAL Team Ten. 

The President of the United States takes 
pride in presenting the Bronze Star Medal 
with Valor, Purple Heart Medal, Combat Ac-
tion Ribbon, and Afghanistan Campaign 
Medal posthumously to LCDR Erik 
Kristensen, United States Navy. 

The President of the United States takes 
pride in presenting the Bronze Star Medal 
with Valor, Purple Heart Medal, Combat Ac-
tion Ribbon and Afghanistan Campaign 
Medal posthumously to LT Mike McGreevy, 
United States Navy. 

The President of the United States takes 
pride in presenting the Bronze Star Medal 
with Valor, Purple Heart Medal, Combat Ac-
tion Ribbon, and Afghanistan Campaign 
Medal posthumously to Chief Fire 
Controlman Jacques Fontan, United States 
Navy. 

The President of the United States takes 
pride in presenting the Bronze Star Medal 
with Valor, Purple Heart Medal, Combat Ac-
tion Ribbon, and Afghanistan Campaign 
Medal posthumously to Electronics Techni-
cian 1st Class Jeffrey Lucas, United States 
Navy. Accepting his father’s awards is his 
son, Seth Lucas. 

The President of the United States takes 
pride in presenting the Bronze Star Medal 
with Valor, Purple Heart Medal, Combat Ac-
tion Ribbon and Afghanistan Campaign 
Medal posthumously to Hospital Corpsman 
1st Class Jeffrey Taylor, United States Navy. 

The President of the United States takes 
pride in presenting the Silver Star Medal, 
Purple Heart Medal, Combat Action Ribbon, 
and Afghanistan Campaign Medal post-
humously to Gunner’s Mate 2nd Class Danny 
Dietz, United States Navy. 

Mr. WARNER. Mr. President, I would 
like to associate myself with these ex-
ceptional remarks by Admiral 
Maguire. Our great country will for-
ever owe these courageous SEALs a 
debt of gratitude for their selfless ac-
tions in battle on June 28, 2005. While I 
am sorry that the families of these 
men have suffered such an irreplace-
able loss, I am proud that America pro-
duced such fine gentlemen who val-
iantly answered the call to defend 
these United States. Recalling our na-
tional anthem, I say, we would not be 
‘‘the land of the free’’ were we not also 
the ‘‘home of the brave.’’ 

Mr. President, I rise today to recog-
nize and pay tribute to the 10 coura-
geous sailors who lost their lives in Af-
ghanistan during Operation Enduring 
Freedom on June 28, 2005, by reading 
the eloquent words of U.S. Navy CAPT 
Pete Van Hooser, Commander, Naval 
Special Warfare Group Two, during a 
memorial speech at Naval Amphibious 
Base Little Creek on July 8, 2005. 

I ask unanimous consent to print 
this tribute in the RECORD. 

There being no objection, the mate-
rial was ordered to be printed in the 
RECORD, as follows: 

(By CAPT Pete Van Hooser) 
I am always humbled in the presence of 

warriors. We have been in sustained combat 
for over 3 years—things have changed. 

I find myself speaking in public a lot more 
than I would like, but I always start by 
thanking four groups of people. The first are 
our warriors who haven fallen; the second, 
those who have guaranteed that those who 
have fallen will not be left behind. Some 
with their bravery, others with lives. 

I thank those who have selflessly pulled 
themselves off the line to train the next war-
riors to go forward—so that they may sur-
pass the prowess of those currently engaged. 

And I am thankful for the families that 
nurture such men. 

My remarks will be focused on these fami-
lies and the men who wear the trident. We 
would not be able to do our jobs without the 
brave men and women of the Army, Air 
Force, and Marine Corps. Task Unit—Af-
ghanistan of Naval Special Warfare Squad-
ron Ten, was comprised of SEAL Team Ten 
and SEAL Delivery Vehicle Team Two and 
One, had many U.S. Navy rates other than 
SEALs that trained and deployed by our 
side, and we recognize and are grateful for 
the professional efforts of all. But this time 
and this place is about the SEALs. 

Leonidas, the Spartan King, hand-picked 
and led a force to go on what all knew to be 
a one-way mission. He selected 300 men to 
stand against an invading Persian force of 
over 2 million. They were ordered to delay 
the advance the Persian Army. Selecting the 
battlefield was easy—the narrow mountain 
pass at Thermopylae restricted the combat 
power that the enemy could apply—allowing 
the superior fighting skills of the 300 Spar-
tans to destroy the will of this Persian Army 
to fight. These Spartan warriors died fight-
ing to the last man. 

The Persian invaders were defeated by the 
Greek Army in later battles. Democracy and 
freedom were saved. 

Most know this story. But most of us don’t 
know how Leonidas selected the 300 men. 
Should he take the older seasoned Warriors 
who had lived a full life, should he take the 
young lions that felt they were invincible, 
should we take the battle-hardened, back-
bone-proven warrior elites in their prime, or 
should he sacrifice his Olympic champions? 

The force he chose reflected every demo-
graphic of the Spartan Warrior class. He se-
lected those who would go based solely on 
the strength of the women in their lives. 
After such great loss, if the women faltered 
in their commitment, Sparta would falter 
and the rest of Greece would think it useless 
to stand against the Persian invaders. The 
democratic flame that started in Greece 
would be extinguished. 

The Spartan women were strong. They did 
not falter. I would even argue that we live in 
a democracy and have freedom because of 
the strength, skill, and courage of these 300 
men and the extraordinary will and dedica-
tion of the women in their lives. 

The women in our lives are the same. I see 
the pride in their wearing of the Trident 
symbol—I hear it in their voices when they 
are asked what is that symbol, and they say 
my husband, my son, my brother, or my dad 
is a Navy SEAL—usually they say nothing 
more. 

If I were to say to the families, I feel your 
pain, that could not be so. I can never know 
the depth of your relationship or the anguish 
of your personal loss. What I can say is the 
truth I know. Those who wear the trident 
provide only brief glimpses into our world to 
those on the outside. Even our families see 
only a limited view of the path we have cho-
sen. We are all different, but on the inside we 
share many common beliefs and actions. We 
spend most of our adult lives with other 
SEALs preparing for battle. 

On this occasion I feel compelled to share 
our innermost thoughts. I want to show you 
a little more of our world so you can under-
stand the way we see, the way we feel about 
what happened. 

There is a bond between those who wear a 
trident—that is our greatest strength. 

It is unique to this very small community. 
It is unique in its intensity. It is nurtured by 
the way we train—the way we bring warriors 

into the brotherhood. This bond is born in 
BUD/S. It starts to grow the first time you 
look into the eyes of your classmate when 
things have gone beyond what you or he 
thinks is possible. It grows in the platoon as 
you work up for deployment, and it grows 
around the PT circle. It’s the moving force 
behind every action in a firefight. This bond 
is sacred. This bond is unspoken, uncondi-
tional, and unending. 

When it comes to fighting we are all the 
same inside. During the first stages of plan-
ning, at the point where you know you are 
going into the battle, we think about our 
families. The master chief passing the word 
to the boys sums it up, ‘‘I am going home to 
my kids and you are going home to yours. 
Here is our next mission.’’ 

We never stop planning—we never stop 
thinking through every contingency—we 
want to cover every anticipated enemy ac-
tion. This is the way we face the risk. 

There is a significant difference between 
inserting on a mission where there may or 
may not be enemy contact or serious resist-
ance and inserting into a fight where forces 
are already engaged. On 11 April, the men of 
this task unit—during their initial week in 
Afghanistan, immediately shifted from a hel-
icopter training scenario directly into the 
fight as a quick response force to help sol-
diers and marines in a desperate battle. They 
made the difference—saving the lives of our 
fellow servicemen and destroying the enemy. 

Last week when these fallen warriors 
launched on this mission, their SEAL team-
mates were fighting the enemy—fellow 
SEALs were in peril—as always in the 
teams—in this—situation there is no hesi-
tation. It is not about tactics—its about 
what makes men fight. 

As you are going in hot—you can’t help 
it—you must allow one more small block of 
personal time. You think of those at home— 
the people you—the people you left behind. 
For this brief moment, there is no war. 

Our souls have touched a thousand times be-
fore this moment 

Boundless undefined shadows quietly surging 
through and waking each other 

On a moonless star rich night we patiently 
wait for the dawn 

There is no distance 
You smile a cool wind that takes away thirst 
I will never know hunger 
I have never known fear 
Unspoken—Unconditional—Unending 

It’s the same bond—now your focus returns 
to your SEAL teammates. Total focus on the 
approaching fight is all that exists. 

In April, when I heard of the Task unit’s 
first contact that very first week in coun-
try—when I saw the reports of the enemy 
casualties they had inflicted—I was happy 
but not too happy. Its was more of a quiet in-
ternal sharing of a sense of satisfaction they 
had executed flawlessly. 

Last week when I was told of their deaths 
and saw what they were trying to accom-
plish, I was sad—but not too sad. It was more 
of a quiet and internal recognition that they 
had gone to the wall, and there was no hesi-
tation. They were warriors—they are SEALs 

We are not callous. We don’t have the lux-
ury of expressing our emotions at will. In 
these times our duty is to press on and finish 
the fight, for all depends on each man’s indi-
vidual actions. 

We answer to a higher moral calling on the 
path that requires us to take and give life. It 
is this dedication to ideals greater than self 
that gives us strength. It is the nurturing of 
our families that gives us courage. Love is 
the opposite of fear—it is the bond that is re-
inforced when we look in the eyes of another 
SEAL that drives super human endurance. 
My teammate is more important than I. 

VerDate Mar 15 2010 21:48 Jan 30, 2014 Jkt 081600 PO 00000 Frm 00108 Fmt 0624 Sfmt 0634 E:\2005SENATE\S29JY5.REC S29JY5m
m

ah
er

 o
n 

D
S

K
C

G
S

P
4G

1 
w

ith
 S

O
C

IA
LS

E
C

U
R

IT
Y



CONGRESSIONAL RECORD — SENATE S9431 July 29, 2005 
The enemy we face in Afghanistan is as 

hard and tough as the land they inhabit. 
They come from a long line of warriors who 
have prevailed in the face of many armies for 
centuries. It is their intimate knowledge of 
every inch of the most rugged terrain on 
earth that is matched against our skill, cun-
ning, and technology. 

They are worthy adversaries and our intel-
ligence confirms that they fear and respect 
us. They have learned to carefully choose 
their fights because as SEALs we answer the 
bell every time. 

When you see the endless mountains—the 
severe cliff—the rivers that generate power 
that can be felt while standing on the bank— 
the night sky filled with more stars then you 
have ever seen—when you feel the silence of 
the night were no city exists—when the alti-
tude takes your breath away and the cold 
and heat hit the extreme ends of the spec-
trum—you cannot help being captured by the 
raw strength of this place. 

This is a great loss. These men were some 
of the future high-impact leaders of naval 
special warfare, but I take refuge in the 
thought that there is no better place a war-
rior’s spirit can be released then the Hindu 
Kush of the Himalayas. 

In their last moments, their only thoughts 
were coming to the aid of SEAL brothers in 
deep peril. I can say that any one wearing a 
trident would gladly have taken the place of 
these men even with full knowledge of what 
was to come. 

Some of those on the outside may under-
stand that the one man who was recovered 
would possibly make this loss acceptable. 
Only those who wear the trident know, if no 
one had come back, it would all have been 
worth the cost. 

These men are my men. They are good 
men. The SEAL teams—this path is my reli-
gion. This loss will not go unanswered. 

I am always humbled in the presence of 
Warriors. 

Mr. President, I would like associate 
myself with these exceptional remarks 
by Captain Van Hooser. Our great 
country will forever owe these coura-
geous SEALs a debt of gratitude for 
their selfless actions in battle on June 
28, 2005. While I am sorry that the fam-
ilies of these men have suffered such an 
irreplaceable loss, I am proud that 
America produced such fine gentlemen 
who valiantly answered the call to de-
fend these United States. Recalling our 
national anthem, I say, we would not 
be ‘‘the land of the free’’ were we not 
also the ‘‘home of the brave.’’ 

f 

GENERAL LOUIS HUGH WILSON, 
JR. 

Mr. WARNER. Mr. President, I rise 
to recognize and pay tribute to GEN 
Louis Hugh Wilson, Jr., U.S. Marine 
Corps, 26th Commandant of the Corps. 
General Wilson was the embodiment of 
everything the Marine Corps and our 
Nation stands for. I am honored to read 
the eloquent eulogy delivered by Gen-
eral Carl Epting Mundy, Jr., U.S. Ma-
rine Corps, 30th Commandant of the 
Corps, delivered in the Old Chapel, Fort 
Myer, Virginia, 19 July 2005, in General 
Wilson’s memory. 

I ask unanimous consent to print 
this tribute in the RECORD. 

There being no objection, the mate-
rial was ordered to be printed in the 
RECORD, as follows: 

EULOGY FOR GENERAL LOUIS HUGH WILSON, 
JR. 

(By General Carl Epting Mundy, Jr.) 
Three years after I graduated from the 

Basic School at Quantico, I was ordered back 
to become an instructor. I reported to the 
adjutant, who informed me that the com-
manding officer was absent for a few days, 
but would return the following week. He ad-
vised, further, that it was the colonel’s pol-
icy to address all newly forming companies 
of lieutenants on the first day of training, 
which would occur, coincidentally, on the 
day of his return, and that I should be there. 

At 0700 on the prescribed day, I mustered 
with a half-dozen instructors and couple of 
hundred new lieutenants in the outdoor 
classroom just in front of the headquarters 
building. Precisely at 0715, the front door 
opened and a tall, rangy, all-business-look-
ing colonel walked out. We were called to at-
tention, then put at ease and given our seats. 
The colonel spoke for probably no more than 
8 to 10 minutes, citing what was to be accom-
plished and what was expected of the lieuten-
ants in the next 6 months. He concluded by 
saying: ‘‘While you’re here, you’ll find many 
things that are wrong . . . that are not to 
your liking . . . not the way you would do 
them—and you’ll find yourselves talking 
about how ‘they’ ought to change this or 
that . . . and how ‘they’ just don’t under-
stand the problem. When you have those 
thoughts or discussions’’ he went on, ‘‘I want 
you to remember: I . . . am they!’’ 

He stood looking at us for probably no 
more than 5 seconds, which seemed like min-
utes. Not a head turned; not an eye blinked, 
and I’m sure 200 second-lieutenant minds 
were working in unison to figure out how 
they could go through 26 weeks of training 
without ever once uttering the word, ‘‘they’’! 

This was my first association with then- 
COL Louis Wilson. Like a few others, the ‘‘I 
am they’’ assertion became pure ‘‘Wil-
sonian’’ over the years, and like me, I sus-
pect that many here this morning have 
heard it on more than one occasion. It con-
tained a little humor, but it also character-
ized the man as the leader he was: ‘‘I am 
‘they’; I’m in command; I’m responsible; I 
give the orders.’’ 

Even beyond his years in the Corps, these 
characteristics continued. His good friend, 
Bill Schreyer—chairman of the board of Mer-
rill-Lynch when General Wilson served, after 
retirement, as a director of that company— 
tells the story of a board meeting at which a 
particularly difficult issue was being delib-
erated. After considerable discussion, during 
which a number of thoughts and ideas 
emerged, but without definitive resolution of 
the issue, Director Wilson said, ‘‘Mr. Chair-
man, if Moses had been a member of this 
board, instead of ‘‘The Ten Commandments’’, 
we would have wound up with ‘‘The Ten Sug-
gestions!’’ 

Louis Hugh Wilson, Jr., was born and grew 
up in Branson, MS. His father died when he 
was five, and those family members who 
knew him then characterized him—even as a 
small boy—as exhibiting a clear feeling of re-
sponsibility for his Mother and sister. He 
worked at a variety of jobs throughout his 
school years to help with their support. 
After graduation from high school, he en-
rolled at nearby Milsaps College, majored in 
economics, ran track, played football and 
joined the ‘‘Pikes’’—Pi Kappa Alpha Frater-
nity. 

In the summer after his freshman year, he 
and a buddy took a job laying asphalt over 
the dirt and gravel roads of Mississippi, and 
while working one day, a car passed, car-
rying an attractive local high school grad-
uate named Jane Clark. ‘‘I sure would like to 
get to know that girl,’’ Louis remarked to 

his buddy. ‘‘No chance, Lou, she’s taken,’’ 
his friend answered. 

Wrong answer! Within a short time, Lou 
and Jane were dating, and by the time she 
followed him a year or so later to Milsaps, 
they were courting. When he graduated in 
1941 and went off to officer candidate train-
ing in the Marines, and then into the war in 
the Pacific, they ‘‘had an understanding,’’ 
and she waited. They became ‘‘Captain and 
Mrs. Wilson’’ 3 years later, when he returned 
from hospitalization after the battle for 
Guam. 

Captain Wilson got a bride, but the Corps 
got one of its most gracious future first la-
dies—one beloved by all who have had the 
privilege of knowing her—but none more so 
than the Wilson aides-de-camp over the 
years to whom she became known as ‘‘Presi-
dent of the Aides’ Protective Society’’ with 
an occasional early morning call just after 
the General departed quarters for the office, 
wishing them—in her soft, Southern man-
ner—‘‘a wonderful day—even though it may 
not start that way!’’ 

Throughout their career, and to the 
present, Jane has been an inspiring role 
model to all of us in both the good and the 
hard times. Indeed, a legion of Marines are 
glad that Lou’s friend on the hot asphalt 
road in Mississippi in 1938 was wrong when 
he predicted: ‘‘No chance, Lou.’’ 

Captain Wilson’s action on Guam was the 
beginning of the many highlights in his ca-
reer. I was privileged to be on the island with 
him in 1994 for the 50th anniversary of its 
liberation, and while there, walked the bat-
tleground on Fonte Hill with him where he 
remembered and described every move as he 
assembled and maneuvered the remnants of 
his company and those of the other compa-
nies of his battalion to secure the heights. 
Only then . . . having been wounded three 
times . . . did he allow treatment of his 
wounds and medical evacuation. 

The following day, I hosted a sad ceremony 
at Asan Point—near the beach where, 50 
years earlier, he had landed. Because of man-
dated personnel reductions in the Corps—the 
9th Marines—the regiment in which he had 
served on Guam—was being deactivated. As 
its proud battle color was furled, General 
Wilson placed the casement over it. 

There is, however, a humorous sequel to 
this event. Enroute back from Guam, we 
stopped in Hawaii to attend the change of 
command of Marine Forces, Pacific. The day 
allowed time for a round of golf before the 
ceremonies that evening. As General Wilson 
and I were having breakfast before teeing- 
off, a retired marine—red baseball cap and 
all—came over to our table to warmly greet 
the general. Turned out they had been in the 
9th Marines together, and the conversation 
turned quickly to something like this: ‘‘Lou, 
who’s this new Commandant that’s doing 
away with the 9th Marines? What does he 
think he’s doing? You need to get hold of 
him and straighten him out!’’ 

The breakfast could have undoubtedly been 
more entertaining for those around us had he 
done so, but without introducing me, Gen-
eral Wilson graciously responded that he 
knew it was a tough decision, but that were 
he still Commandant, he probably would 
have had to make the same one. He wished 
his retired friend a good game, and sat back 
down to breakfast with a wink and big grin 
for me. I was grateful to have ‘‘They’’ on my 
team that morning! 

Throughout the decades of service that 
marked his career, Louis Wilson established 
the reputation of a firm, but fair leader who 
was devoted to the welfare and readiness of 
marines and would lay his career on the line 
for them; who asked straight questions and 
expected no ‘‘off the record’’ answers or hid-
den agendas; and who, while he could show 
understanding, did not easily suffer fools. 
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