
ON PATROL: Arthur Hannuksela, at right, kneels at his front line observation post along with J.F. Ambrose, of New Jersey, left, and T.C. 
Byrnes, of Brooklyn, New York. The above is an 
official photoof the United States Marine Corps. 



By MICHAEL PARE 
RICHMOND — Thirteen hours. 
That was the extent of Arthur Han-

nukscla's stay on the island of Iwo 
Jima during World War II. 
It was early 1945. But Hannuk

sela, who has lived in Richmond his 
entire life, remembers it as if it were 
yesterday. Having flying mortar 
shells rip a hole in your shoulder 
will do that to a person. 
Hannuksela was with the United 

States Marine Corps 25th Regi
ment, 4th Division. He and his fel
low marines were the third-wave to 
land on Iwo Jima — an island lo
cated off southern Japan with a se
ries of airfields the Allied Forces 
desperately sought. 
For several hours, Hannuksela re

members drifting in a small Higgins 
boat, waiting for an opportunity to 
hit the shore. For Hannuksela, it was 
an uncomfortable wait. 
"I couldn't wait to hit the sand," 

he recalls from his Stilson Road 
home. "I always got sick in those 
little boats." 
Hannuksela and several men in his 

regiment fell asleep soon after they 
hit the sand. It was late at night and 
quiet. When morning broke, the 
men began digging foxholes. 
"I was on my knees and all of a 

sudden I flopped over," he says. "I 
didn't realize I had been hit." 
Hannuksela was hit behind his 

right shoulder blade. After 34 
months of service, he was heading 
home. He was thankful to be alive. 
"I told the guys as they carried me 

out that I'd see them in the states," 
he says. 

Hannuksela's journey home 
would take him first to a hospital in 
Guam and later—a bit closer to his 
home in Wyoming — to San Diego 
where he underwent rehabilitation. 
While in San Diego, he built himself 
a trunk to ship home his belongings. 
A trunk that still contains war 
memorabilia — including letters 
written to and from his brothers and 
sisters. 
But Hannuksela's most treasured 

memento from World War II arrived 
just last month. After 48 years, the 
71-year-old Hannuksela received 
his Purple Heart. 
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— Arthur Hannuksela 
Hannuksela is not sure what ever 

happened to the award. He thinks it 
may have been lost at the hospital 
where he was first treated. Just 
happy to be heading home, the 1941 
Westerly High School graduate 
didn't give a second thought to his 
missing medal. The war was behind 
him. 
Arthur met Carolyn met through 

one of her girlfriends during an auc
tion at the Hope Valley Grange. It 
was long after his tour of duty in 
World War II had been brought to a 
premature end. 
The couple married on Nov. 25, 

1950. 
"When we were first married, he 

didn't talk much about the war," she 
says. "As the years went on, he 
started telling the kids about it." 
The Hannukselas have four chil

dren, Sonja, Carla, Gretchen, and 
Eric. It was because of Eric, who is 
retarded, that the Hannukselas were 
instrumental in starting the South 
County Chapter of Retarded Chil
dren. 
At first, Arthur Hannuksela spoke 

rarely about his days in the service. 
Slowly, that would change. A friend 
would come by the house and the 
story swapping would begin. 
But he always played down the 

fact that he had been wounded. 
In recent months though, Carolyn 

Hannuksela began to sense her hus
band longed for his honor. Sonja, 
now living in Woodstock, Georgia, 
was getting the same feeling. 

Chafee helps 
Carolyn and Sonja decided to do 

something about this little dilemma. 
Sonja wrote to U.S. Senator John H. 
Chafee, explaining her father's 
plight. It took a while — and a fol
low-up letter — but Chafee, an ex-
marine and veteran of World War II, 
came through with flying colors. 
"I felt like he (Chafee) would want 

to have something to do with this," 
Sonja says. 
Arthur Hannuksela received a let

ter telling him that he would be re
ceiving his Purple Heart and that if 
he wished, he could have it pinned 
on by an officer in Providence. 
But in keeping with his low-key 

nature, Hannuksela opted to have 
the medal mailed to him. 
"He doesn't say much about any

thing, but I think he's tickled to have 
it," Sonja said last week from her 
home in Georgia. "We're so proud 
that he was able to get it." 

Something special 
It has been 48 years since that mor

tar ripped into Hannuksela's shoul
der. You have to coax him a bit to 
talk about the ordeal. But once you 
get him going, he's sure to open up. 
He may even go to his bottom bu
reau drawer and get something very 
special to show you. His PurpJ* 
Heart. 



(Photo by Michael Pare ALL HEART: Carolyn and Arthur Hannuksela upon him nearly a half century after he returned 
pose in their living room last week as Arthur from World War II, where he was wounded at 
displays his Purple Heart — an honor bestowed Iwo Jima. 


