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     I doubt if few in Hopkins County subscribe to the Owensboro Messenger Inquirer, and I felt each of 

us need to be reminded of the thoughts of Raymon Schureck. 95, pharmacist, WW II veteran. I decided to 

share some memories that must have been with him each day. What was unusual about his particularly 

notice was that next to the photo of the handsome fighter pilot was his obituary-- composed by him.  

    “On this day, Nov 10, 2018, I made my last take off. In my mind’s eye, those silver wings that I have 

loved and trusted for so long will lift me higher than I’ve ever been before “where never lark or even 

eagle flew.” Have you ever flown a 7 ton P-47 Thunderbolt powered by an 18-cylinder, 2300 horsepower 

engine? Have you ever fired eight 50 cal machine guns simultaneously, each one spitting out more than 

650 rounds per minute? Have you ever dropped two 500 pound bombs on a German bridge that was 

defended by a bunch of very mad Nazi soldiers? Have you ever dropped a 75-gallon tank of flaming 

Napalm on a German outpost? Have you ever touched down upon returning from a mission, feeling very 

guilty because you are alive and unharmed, but less than an  hour ago, you watched your fellow-pilot, 

flying just 40’ beside you, go down in flames while you could do nothing? And after giving your report at 

the debriefing, your commander officer tells you that since you were the only one who saw what 

happened, you must write a letter to the dead pilot’s parents? How does a boy who just recently turned 21 

handle these things? Now our earthly battles have been fought and won-or survived. But now the ravages 

of time have matched us with a foe that no man has ever conquered. So now I will take my place in 

formation along-side my old combat buddies. We have been assigned to our final mission, the Angel 

Flight. So don’t cry for me. Take heart. I will be with old friends and loved ones whom I’ve missed for so 

long. And I will see you again.” 

      He inferred, as many combat veterans have, that he “survived,” as compared to “lived.” His words are 

much like those spoken by the commander and chaplain of honor guard detachments who serve at 

military funerals. Most of those on the Hopkins County Honor Guard have heard the words hundreds of 

times. “We honor the service of this veteran, who has now been enrolled in that Great Spirit Army, whose 

footfalls cause no sound. Yet in our memory, his soul goes marching on.” We are reminded of the 

“almost” visible presence of fellow soldiers assembled at the grave to receive an old friend into their 

ranks. These words, memories evoked and the sad bugle notes of “Taps” are fresh at each and every 

funeral. No matter how many times we hear them, they bring tears to our eyes. At times, there have been 

no extra hands to lift a veterans’ casket from a hearse to carry him to the gravesite and lift him onto his 

bier. Each guard member will tell you of the privilege to serve. If you’ve never volunteered or are a 

guard’s family member, you could not imagine the hundreds of hours many of these have volunteered. Or 

the hours they wait at some grave sites. Or standing at attention in pouring rain in shoes mired in mud and 

soggy socks both of which must be taken off before reentering home, insects near woody cemeteries in 

After Veterans’ Day, I was talking to a someone who said, almost in a 

whisper, that for many veterans every day is Veterans and Memorial 

Day. He shook his head,  “As soon as these holidays are over, most 

people except veterans and their families soon forget.” I thought 

about that after my sister brought me a newspaper she thought I 

would like to read.  

 



your hair and eyes biting your arms and neck, fingers in zero weather sticking to triggers and metal 

flagpoles, blistered faces with sweat you can’t wipe away while at attention.  

 

  The elegy penned by Raymon Schurek should be a daily reminder to us, the inheritors of the freedoms 

they fought and died for and seem destined to relive as long as they remain in this place. He requested no 

service nor visitation after his death but only this of us who remain—to use the time we might have spent 

at his funeral service to do one kind act for someone unable to repay us. I considered the thought and 

wondered if that simple request might be too tall an order for most of us terribly busy people. But for the 

selfless gift Raymon Schureck gave to me, I’ll give it a shot.  

   As I hear or read of the death of a veteran, I am reminded of “An Old Soldier’s Prayer” by  Louis 

Millett. “I have fought when others feared to serve. I have gone where others failed to go. I’ve lost friends 

in war and strife, who valued Duty more than love of Life. I’ve shared the comradeship of Pain. I have 

searched in lands for men we have lost. I have sons who served this land of liberty, who would fight to 

see that other stricken lands are free. I have seen the weak forsake humanity. I have heard the traitors 

praise our enemy. I’ve seen challenged men become even bolder. I’ve seen the Duty, Honor, Sacrifice of 

the Soldier. It is now that I understand the meaning of our lives, the loss of comrades not so very long 

ago. So, it is to you who have answered Duties’ siren call. ‘May god bless you, Son. God bless you all.’ ” 

Thank you, Mr. Schurek, for your service and each and every veteran, who has preceded or will follow 

you. Rest in that endless peace and light where burdens are lifted and where love that escapes us here is 

given us forever. Lord, grant the grace to remember their sacrifices. If not, God help us. 

                                                                                                                             Hopkins Co Guard: Parvin Gibbs, Calvin Walker, John 
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Many times, they leave one cemetery and rush 

immediately to another. These are my heroes. 

Sometimes when they are together, they think aloud 

of wartime experiences that must often play in their 

heads. I recall the words one of them will soon 

speak. “The solemn pride of service is this veteran’s, 

and it remains us, the living to remember it.” 

 

 
 


