
A PICIVRI!, A FLIG AND A GOLD STAR PIN 
llNI MEMORY OF 

SP 4 JOEL C. HAn.EY 
CO. C, 15&h A VN BN 

1015t Airlx>me Div. 
A.P.O. San Francisco, CA 96383 

7Nr lll&ie 1 lrlssM lll!J' .-- Goatlbye. and watcbed bis plane soar IO tbe s9-
J.illle did 1 lawuJ as be beld my bfDul. tbal soon be'd lie in some strange kmd. 
I still a111 see bis smiling/ace. and feel bis anns tn last etllbraa!. 
His qui« voice and tender loucb. bis lolling UA2JIS all 1llU!aftl so f'llllCb. 
iie said. iaMofber please don'1 cry umigbl"'. I said. "'I won"r. I promised VJilb tbroat so tigbl. 
I beld bim ~ 1 IOIJl!d bi1lll so. and ii bun so much IO see blm go. 
l"U be aJlrWbl and I baJ JU~ 1lll!lf! bis last wonls ~down tbe ball.. 
He 1llODl!d goodbye going IO tbe plane. and suddenly I fell so strange. 
I lbou/lbl - be's going UJbem he's never been. Ibo 'Nam was bis destinalion again. 
I didn"t lawuJ 1IJby - couldn"t 1Dlllosland - but "Heaven• jlasbed tbrougb my 1'lind tben. 
I felt we bad really said goodbye. and be Indy wm gone to the siy. 
Ifelt SlnDlge peace and calm wilbin, and I fell rd never see bim again.. 
I Wlllebed bis plane go Olll of sight. as be wm lost tn tbe still. darlt night. 
I loue rny son. Why 1llllSl be go? My bean ail!d out. now ii acbed so. 
He went IO Wam,, but I soon learned. be 1'et.llly UdS lost. never to return. 

lllSSING IN ACD0N.. .... tbe telegnnn n!tld., but inside I /mew our Joel uas dead. 
He'd been shot down,, the belicqxer lost .. .Dear l.onJ! My son! Ob. wbal a ccst! 
And tben we wail and wait and pray. and hope we'II bear dx.11 he's OK. 
Tbe lbne UMU sbon. Ibo ii seemed long. 1be grief uas JPml but love um strong. 
F.at;b day seemed lilte a million yetDS. as li1ne UJtlS washed away wilb lean. 
Al last fllOld ca.me. and wbat I /mew wilbtn my bean. was ftnally true. 
KlUED JN ACJ10N. ... ..dns te/estam rmd. crashed in jlames ... no su:roitJors ii said. 
KJU.ED .• .NGT MJSSING NOW ii read. My Joel! My joel! Our Joel Wt'lS d«Ul! 
Ob Lon:/! Ob l.onJ! Ob no. no please! And tben /fell on bended knee. 
Dear G!X1! I cried in unbelief. rey bem1 exploded then in grief 
Tbe fetlls tben lilte a river did jlow; our Joel! Ob Lord! wbal a way to go! 

bu:r•slH!d raNmlrtm qf bis 'ltlttH. I bowed my bead IO God above; 
IO tbanlt Hi1ll for dMlt life so SflAIJd. and pnzyed someday agatn we"d nu:et. 
I/ell bis btllul and lellder ioucb. bis last goodbye all metmt so much. 
just tben I Stlll1 bis face. bis SJllile, and my bean raced across tbe miles. 
1b }Dill bis betat In tbal last bnlalb. IO slxDe bis I• IO sbtae bis deatb. 
To die fllilb bi1lll bl burm.wgjlames. IO leave Ulilb me only bis name. 
~ no remains. no gnaJe IO be. notbing exapt sweet lllllmltJries. 
A pictun! of bbn is left instead, and a folded jlag to show he's dead. 
AlwrlJ's rll loolt fll tbe smiling/ace. of tbe picluTe I bold here in bis place. 
~ Jfl bold in grief and slrife, Ibis floB as if ii were my life-
Allarlys a Gold Siar Pin l'U 11.a'lT. in memory of a life so sweet and fair. 
A PicbDe. A Ffa& and a Gold Siar Pin. rtI always bold in tbe plaa of bbn. 
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