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"l wanted to come and be able to attend in representation of Lance," said Janine S|lan Rozina,

sister of the Air Force Academy's onty Medal. of Honor recipient, Lance St1an, "because I know

that's what he would want to do. He'd want to be here for them. He'd want to support them

and thank them for their service, He would want to find out what they had done in their l ives

after returning; how they continued to serve. I was very excited about hearing al.t of the POWs

individuaL stories, feeling the thread thai runs through at[ of them, I am standing among giants."
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"l looked at the memoria.l and, to me. it could be a

metaphor For overcoming adversiry" said Howard Hill
'65, 

a prisoner for more than five years. "Hopefully it

can provide some inspiration to cadets, or anyone who

views it, to know that there are some people who have

gone through very trying times, and they still have

been able to survive and ultimately prevail."

In remarks after the dedication, Yates, who helped find

many generous donors and develop the design con-

cept, spoke about his admiration for the PO\Ws and

the impetus for the memorial.
"The class of 1970 stepped up by putting in the

Southeast Asia Memorial, which recognizes by class,

those people who gave their lives, but there wasnt

anything that specifically recognized the tremen-

dous price paid by these prisoners of war," said Yates,
"almost eight years of torture, isolation, and many

years of their family not knowing if they were alive

or dead. The enduring uncertainry; think about it. If

someone told you, you had to endure something for

a year or two years, that's one thing, but their com-

mitment was open ended. They didnt know how

long it was going to be. They had hope and faith in

the nation that it wouid end."

On April 23rd, the PO\fs and families joined the

Cadet Wing for lunch, sitting on the Staff Tower

in Mitchell Hall. \When these heroic people were

introduced, the Cadet Wing gave them a stirring

welcome that brought some in attendance to tears-

Maj. Gen. (Ret.) John Borl ing 
'63, 

who spent

over six years and eight months in captiviry spoke

about that moment.
"The reception at Mitchell Hall was astounding. I

really thought that their reaction was one, genuine,

and rwo, very much heartfelt on my part," Borling

said. "There is an element of common respect from

us old guys to those who are currently serving in the

Cadet \Wing-that was quite moving."

Commandant of Cadets, Brig. Gen. Stephen

Williams 
'89, 

helped rearrange Cadet Wing sched-

ules so that students could interact with the visiting

graduates and next of kin. PO\fs spoke with cadets

in large group lectures, in classroom settings, and

informally, as well.

Many of the POWs spoke about their t ime at

USAFA and how, in ways both large and small ,

the inst i tut ion helped them get through their

t ime in captivi ty.
"The Academy absolutely helped prepare me for

the experience," explained Dr. Tom McNish 
'64,

a POV for six and a half years. "Right from the

beginning, the fourth-class system helped train

me for incarceration and dealing with interroga-

tions, because the whole purpose of the fourth-class

system is to teach you to think, respond, and react

in a controlled and measured and appropriate way,

under pressure."
"Somehow," said PK. Robinson 

'62, 
who spent

nearly nine months in captiviry "you really developed

a love of the country and a feeling you were serving

your country over there in Vietnam. You didnt want

to be shot down. But you felt that you were still rep-

resenting your country in that situation."
"It was an eye opener," added Villiam Reich 

'70,

also a PO\W for almost nine months, "to what it

really means to serve your country. It's easy to say in

peace time or when things are going well, but all of

a sudden you are in a situation where you dont have

.otr,rol-you're not there by choice. It gets harder to

live up to what is expected ofyou and what you want

to accomplish."
"Ve failed and we failed again, and then we failed

a lot more while we were there, but that part \Mas no

different from being a cadet at theAcademy," saidJerry

Singleton 
'62-the 

second Air Force Academy gradu-

ate to be taken as a POW. Sinqleton was interned for

more than seven years.

POWs in attendance were universally pleased and

grateful for the opportuniry to observe and inter-

act with the Cadet \Wing. "I think they were all very

appreciative of our time here," said Tim Ayres 
'68, 

who

was held for nearly a year. "In that respect I m glad we

did this. Maybe we have influenced some lives."

The POV visit and associated ceremonies under-

scored the returnees' unique characteristics as indi-

viduals and as a group. Indeed, each of these brave

men had experiences that most people will likely

never fully understand. Many have written books or

have had books written about them. Their personal

stories illustrate the strength of charactet the sense

of humor, and the belief in each other that enabled

them to return home with honor. D
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"I lived with two of my Academy instructors

in North Vietnam," explained Leroy Stutz 
'64,

who was held captive for over six years and three

months. "My second roommate was my English

instructor and a few days later I ran into one of

my aero instructors. \7e were outside and we

couldn't communicate by talking. I saw him as

they brought him out. \7e were watching a movie.

I reached my foot under the blanket and tapped on

the guy's leg in front of me and I asked, 'Your new

roommate, did he used to be an insrructor at rhe

Air Force Academy?'
"He tapped back that, 

'Yes, it was Ben Pollard.

He was an aero instructor. '
"I tapped back, 

'Tell 
him that it's his fault that

I 'm here. '
"He answered, 

'What do you mean?'

"I tapped back to him, 
'Tell 

him that if he had

given me the grade in aero that I should have had

they would have kicked me out of the Academy and

I wouldnt be herel" '

"lt's always great to get back together with these

guys because, every time we do," said Charles Jack-

son 
'69, who spent seven-plus months in captiviry

"we learn something new about ourselves that we

haven't gone over yet."

Myron Donald 
'65, 

who was a PO.W for over five

years, reinforced this observation.
"I didnt room with a lot of these people, but I

knew their names," he said, "so for me it was good

to meet them. I havent heard everybody's story-

and there are a lot of interesting stories."

This very special gathering-the largest of its

kind among Air Force Academy POVs and their

next of kin-also provided a unique opportuniry

for the families of five PO\Ws who have perished to

meet with their ioved ones' brothers in arms.

"I wanted to come and be able to attend in repre-

sentation of Lance," said Janine Sijan Rozina, sister of

the Air Force Academy's only Medal of Honor recipr-

ent, Lance Sijan, "because I know thatt what he would

want to do. Hed want to be here for them. He'd want

to support them and thank them for their service. He

would want to find out what they had done in their

lives after returning; how they continued to serve. I

was very excited about hearing a.ll of the PO\7s indi-

vidual stories, feeling the thread that runs through all

of them. I am standing among giants"'

The memorial sculpture will always hold a special

place in the hearts of the family of James Shivley'64'

who was a prisoner for over 6ve and a half years.

"This was wonderful. It makes me miss my dad

and wish that he were here," said Shivley's daugh-

ter, Laura \7atson. "It always amazes me how many

people have nice things to say about my dad."

"Itt soecial for him to be remembered on the memo-

rial, especially for our kids. To have your name in his-

tory like that .. . ," said another of his four daughters,

Nikki \Woodland. "My kids never met their grandpa,

so thatt a really cool thing to show them."

Like their fellow internees, Air Force Academy

POVs did, in fact, return with honor. They brought

their individual and collective Academy experiences to

bear in what can only be described as horrific circum-

stances. Together with their incredible physical endur-

ance, moral resilience, and sheer guts, they prevailed

over their captors. All of us in the greater Academy

community---on this special occasion and into the

future-salute them for what they have given us and

our country.

Erlitor! note: Lr. Cot. (Rx.) Edwardlil Leonard., Jr. 
'60 

was Lzid to rest at the USATA Cemuery on April 24, 201 5. Leonard

was a POWfor nearly four years and ten months.

Short ly after Memorial Day weekend in 1968 my father was shot down over Laos in his A-1E Skyraider, and

the irony of this coincidence was not lost on him. He dist inct ly remembered that, in spite of the angry cadre

of enemy soldiers in hot pursuit ,  he had plenty of t ime to wager whether he was destined to be forever rem€m-

bered o' Memorial Day or Veterans Day. He didn't yet know that he would survive a brutal caPture, five years

o f h e l l  i n v a r i o u s p r i s o n e r o f w a r c a m p s , a n d 3 l l 2 y e a r s i n s o l i t a r y b e f o r e c o m i n g h o m e t o t e l l h i s s t o r y .

Stories were hi i  forte. He told lots of stories, and each t ime he told them the punch l ine became funnier

and more audacious. He loved norhing more rhan to jubi lantly recount episodes of his own tr ickery and

juver.r i le anrics: the hiding of secret.n.. ."g.,  to other POWs under human feces, the steal ing of the prison
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guards' chair dowel rods that he clandestinely
carved into chess pieces, and the tr ickery that
both al leviated the unfathomable boredom and
also took his mind offthe inhumaniry o[ i t  al l .

Over the years, he began to leave the diabolical
detai ls oFhis rorrure out ofthese srories, prefer-
r ing the l ighthearted versions and re-imagining
himself as a grand characrer in his own movie. I t
was a wise tact ic and one rhar made the past bear-
able. Yet, his stories were also powerful because
they weren't  just stories. They were parables about
hardship and tragedy, parables that remind us all
to never give up. To never, ever, ring that bell.

My dad was a man of great courage.
Sandy 7 was stubborn and intrepid and he

had gri t .  He looked danger in the eye and never
backed down. Ever.

He survived over 250 of the most dangerous
combat missions of the Vietnam War. Every man
he ever went in to rescue came home al ive. Every
damn one of them.

And although i t  cost him 6ve years of freedom,
he never regretted one day ofcaptivity. Never.

A verse in Mark Knopfer's song, "Brorhers in
Arms," a song about a soldier dying in the batt le-
f ield, perfect ly caprures my father's s€nrimenrs:

Through these felds of destruction
Baptisms offre I'ue witnessed your sffiring

As the battles raged higher
And though tl)e taere hurt so bad

In the fear and alarm
You did not desert me
My brothers in arms

He was pror.rd rhat he never deserted his broth-
ers-in-arms. He was proud that they never aban-
doned him. And he always said that he would do
it al l  over again: the Fear, the hunger, the humil i-
at ion, and the pain, just to save even one oFthese
men, these brothers-in-arms, al l  of whom he loved
dearly and with his whole heart.

And, knowing my dad, he would do i t  al l  over
again with the same irreverence, the same aplomb
and the same wise-ass sense of humor that fre-
quenrly cosr him a r i f le butt to the spine, or a
broken jaw, or the inabi l i ty ro rhink straight for
weeks on end as he lay splayed our on a rack at the
back of his cel l ,  knocked senseless and incapaci-
tated, but st i l l  sr.r ickering quiet ly inside.

The measure of any man is whether he leaves
this earth having added more than he extracted.
My father posit ively changed the l ives of numerous
men for the better. In many cases rhey were srrang-
ers and he r isked his l i fe for them, prepared to

make the ultimate sacrifice, so rhar they could live .
He loved them uncondit ional ly, generously

and without regrer. He was resolure in his dedica-
t ion to his country, to his brothers-in-arms, to his
fel low cel lmates, and to his mission. My dad and
all  of these men returned home with honor.

My dad's grit had a long shelf life too.
He was supposed to die a long t ime ago. Years of

demonic torture had taken their tol l ,  and he suf-
fered from congestive heart failure and advanced
lung disease. His spine bore the scars of numer-
ous fracrures and was crumbling; many of his large
joints had been replaced mult iple t imes.

But my father refused to capitulate to death,
which he had de6ed many, many times over the
years. When I flew out ro say my final goodbye, it
was clear that he still considered death, which he
could see lurking in the shadows of the VA, a far
less insidious foe than any he had faced in wamime.
Even as he and his fellow POW buddy, Dennis,
hung out together one last time, remembering their
years together as "Lulus," I swear I saw them borh
gleefully giving the Grim Reaper the 6nger every
time it limped furrively toward our doorway. My
father simply didn't have time for all that.

Not when there was a steak dinner waiting for
him, or Mongolian barbeque, or a simple stack of
pancakes at one of his favorite local haunts. For
years, his own doctor had told him without qual i-
f icat ion to cur ir  out with al l  those high cholesterol
meals . . .  he gave his doctor the f inger too. Hed
dieted for five years in Laos and decided he didn'r
have time for all that either.

In fact, for his last great evening on earrh, he
and his fr iend, Merl in, enjoyed a prodigious meal
at one of his favorite I tal ian restaurants. A steak
"as raw as the law allows," spaghetti ragu with two
extra meatbal ls, steamer clams and an impressive
basket of garlic ciabatta. What a way ro go.

In the end, i t  f inal ly took the angels themselves
to descend from their perches and personally whisk
my dad away, cradl ing his spir i t  in their arms and
protecting him from harm. He had his chal lengc
coin so he could one day welcome his buddies to
the other side. He was at peace. And, he wil l  be
forever remembered on Veterans Day, a very poi-
gnant  and f i t t ing  end.  7
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Mart in J.  Nuens'61. Shot clor, . rn 08,/12,266 relcased a3/04/73

John L. Borf . ing '63. Shot clo 'vn 06101,266 rcleaseda2/I2/73





Guy D. Gruters'64. Shot clo'.rttt I?/20,/67 re Lc'asecl a3/I4/73

Jack R. Trimble '7O. Shot clo,ttn I2/27,/72 relersecl 03/29/73



LeroyW. Stutz'64. Shot down 12/OZ/66, released 03/a4/73

Edward J. Mechenbier'64. shot down a6/r4/67 released oz/rB/73
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MichaetJ, Bosiljevac'67. Shot down Og/?9/t?. KtA

Chartes A, Jackson '69. Shot down 0612 4/72 released aZ/IZ/73
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Lance P. Si jan'65. Shot down 11109/67 KIA

Jerry A. Singleton '62. Shot down 11,206165 re[eased a2/I2/73







John P. Cerak'67, Shot dorrrn 06,227/72 released 03/28/73

John Fer'62. Shot dorr,rn O2,zO4,u 67 releas ed a3/a1/73



Paut K. Robinson Jr.'62. Shot down 07/OI/72, released 03/28/1973
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Edward W. Leonard Jr, '60, Shot down 05/3L/68, released 03/28/73







Wif.Liam A. Gauntt '68. Slrol  c lo.  r  08,r13,/72 re[e.r :- , i - rc l  a3i2// i ' . :

Wil .L iam J.  Reich '7O. ! i ' i .  c lo , . . , r  O5,r11/72 r r : , . i . : ; - t : . t - :d  a3i?t t73



Hayden J. Lockhart Jr. '61.

Shot down 03/02/65,
re[eased 02/12/73

Ronald G. Btiss'64.
Shot down 09/04/66.

reLeased 03/04/73

Jon D. Bl.ack'59.
Shot down 10/27/67
reteased 02/16/68

Jerry D. DriscolL'63
Shot down 04/24/66

reLeased 02/12/73

Donal.d R. Spoon'64
Shot down 01/21/67
reLeased 03/04/73

Wayne Ogden Smith'65,
Shot down 01/18/68
reLeased 03/14/73.

Ratph T. Browning'64,
Shot down 07/08/66,

reLeased O?/12/73.

Kevin J. McManus'64.
Shot down 06/14/67.
released 02/18/73.

Kenneth R. Johnson'61.
Shot down \2/78/71.
released 03/I4/73.

I
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Wil.t iam D. Beekman'68,
Shot down 06/24/72
re[eased 03/28/73.

James D. Kul.a'69.
Shot down 07/29/7?
refeased 03/?9/7334 usafa .ong


