
A Centennial Remembrance of the
Memorial Namesake  of Cooper Marine Post 6o3

 of the American Legion

Sergeant
WilliamH.Cooper

. U .     S .     M .     C . 

Killed in Action
18 July 1918

Soissons, France
�v

11:oo am �918 July 2o18
World War I Section
Mt. Hope Cemetary 
Rochester, New York



Today’s Observance
Wednesday, 18 July 2018

11:oo am—1100 hours—6 bells
Cooper Marines Post 603 Ship’s Bell

World War I Section • Mt. Hope Cemetery

Amazing Grace . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Pete  Cormack 

Presentation of William H. Cooper’s Photograph . . . . . . . . Cooper Marines

Comments on Sgt. William H. Cooper. . . . Post Commander Mike Chaba

Remarks from Monroe County Executive . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cheryl Dinolfo

Laying of Wreath . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cooper Marines

Prayer . . . . . . . . .John Lindsay, Monroe County American Legion Chaplin

Rifle Salute . . . . . . . . . . . . .Wayne Hartmann leading the Monroe County
American Legion Honor Guard Firing Party

Taps . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Robert Roll, Bugles Across America

The Marine Corps Hymn. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Pete  Cormack 

The heroic ‘Iron Mike’statue at Parris 
Island. For many of us the first aware-
ness of the Corps’role in World War I.



The Rochest er and Monroe County
World War Service Record

In 1924 the City of Rochest er published a memorial book list ing all of the service 
members who died in the Great War. It is easily available on line at the Monroe 

County Library Syst em web 
site. While the average casual-
ty received a simple para graph 
William Cooper’s service was 
described over fi ve pages. It 
is exceptional in this book. A 
few notable out takes are in-
cluded here.  

WILLIAM H. COOPER
133 Bryan Street, Roche� er, N.Y.

William H. Cooper was born in Rochest er, N.Y., September 2, 
1892, son of John S. and Corinda Cooper. He attended Public 
School Number 17 and later was employed by the  Wheeler- 
Green Elect ric Company, as an elect rician.
 He entered the service at Rochest er, N.Y., April 7, 1917, 
at the age 24 years, as a Private in the United States Marine 
Corps. He left Rochest er with the 2nd Company of Marines, 
3rd Battalion, Naval Militia, May 6, 1917, from New York, 
thence to Quantico, Va., for training, where he was successive-
ly a member of the 59th, 78th, and 75th (B) Companies. Em-
barked overseas on the transport Henderson, Oct ober 6, 1917, 
going in through the Bay of Biscay.  He was promoted to Ser-
geant, June 13, 1917.
 He was engaged in act ion at Toulon Sect or; Aisne Defensive, 
Chateau-Thierry Sect or; and Aisne-Marne Continued on the Next Page



Offensive (Soissons). In order to understand the nature of the 
terrific fighting Sergeant Cooper went through, it is necessary 
to consider the main movements of his Regiment.
 The Fourth Brigade of Marines, to which Sgt. Cooper be-
longed, captured Hill 142 and Bouresches on June 6, 1918, and 
in the words of General Pershing, “sturdily held the ground 
against the enemy’s best Guard Divisions.”  They followed this 
up by completely clearing Belleau Wood of the enemy on June 
26, 1918, causing a Major of Marines to send in his famous 
message: “Woods now U.S. Marine Corps’ entirely.” The Amer-
ican Commander-in-Chief in his first report called this fighting 
“The Battle of Belleau Wood,” and stated, “Our men proved 
their superiority and gained a strong tactical position with far 

14 July 1918 to his Mother
“This is a French holiday and also a rest day for us. We are still up near 
the front and it has rained almost every day this week, and with noth-
ing but the sky for cover it isn’t the most pleasant place in the world 
to be. I have had plenty of fighting and had a few close calls, but a miss 
is as good as a mile. We Mariners don’t give the Hun any credit for 
being a fighter at all.  We expect to go back to a rest camp in a few days 
and we’re looking forward to having a good time where we can get 
something to eat, candy and cookies. I sure do wish they’d let the folks 
back home send packages again. You know we go in and out of the first 
line at night and they shell the road so much you are not out of range 
until you are five or six miles back...  I have been put in charge of a 
platoon, acting Gunnery Sergeant.” 

                                 In His Own Words: Two      Bill Cooper Letters              

World War Service Record
Continued from the Previous Page



greater loss to the enemy than to ourselves.”  The achievements 
of the Fourth Brigade of Marines in the Chateau-Thierry Sec-
tor were recognized by the French. They renamed “Belleau 
Wood” as “The Wood of the Marine Brigade.”
 Sergeant Cooper lost his life on the second day of the Aisne-
Marne offensive (Soissons). It was while advancing in this hour 
of glorious victory that Sergeant Cooper was struck by an ex-
ploding shell and met a hero’s death. He was buried at Ploise 
Aisne (The Oise-Aisne American Cemetery, Fere-on-Tarde-
nois, France) and the body will remain in France where he fell.
 It is fitting that an American Legion Post at Rochester, 
formed by his comrades of the Marines, should have chosen 
in his honor the name, “William H. Cooper Post, Number 603.”

To his Mother just before he was killed
“I am feeling fine; never felt better in my life, and I’m a pretty lucky 
boy. Expect to get relieved any day as we have seen steady fighting since 
the middle of March. We are now in a big woods very near the Germans 
and their shells as well as our own are going over out heads. You should 
see the nice little dugout I have dug in the side of the bank—just large 
enough for me to crawl into and sleep. I suppose you have read the 
news papers telling about the good fighting the Marines have done. It 
is all open warfare, no trenches, but just plain old Indian fighting and 
we made good. 
 The people at home can never realize just what it is like. But, believe 
me, you have to have good nerves to go through what we did.”

Mrs. Cooper received this letter after the notice of his death.

                                 In His Own Words: Two      Bill Cooper Letters              

World War Service Record



The Cooper 
Marines

THE William H. Cooper Marine Post’s history goes back to the very 
beginning of America’s participation in World War I. A group of 

National Guardsmen from the old East Main Street Armory became dis-
satisfied with their inactivity during the Great War. One of their number, 
Clarence Ball, a kind of unofficial leader, determined that they could break 
their contract with the Guard if they were accepted for active service 
by some other branch of service. The group elected to enlist as a group 
in the Marine Corps. They, still as a group, would be destined for brutal 
service in France and, after the war, would be the nucleus of the Cooper 
Marine Post.
 On 1o October 1919 the surviving group of fifteen Marine veterans 
of the Fourth Brigade met at the old East Main Street Armory for the 
purpose of preserving their group identity. Still led by Clarence Ball the 
veterans choose to apply to the newly formed American Legion for a char-
ter. William H. Cooper was a highly respected platoon sergeant who had
been killed at Soissons in the very last days of the war. His name was 
submitted as the memorial name of the post.
 The Cooper Marines have never had a post home. Rather they have 
had their dinner meetings at various restaurants in the Rochester area. 
The exclusive Marine privilege for membership has been preserved and 
maintained with the notable exception of Fleet Marine Force Corpsmen 
or Chaplains who were attached or assigned to the Marine Corps during 
one of the periods as authorized for membership by the American Legion.
The Cooper Marines have a strong fra ternal spirit. This unique Post 
founded by “The Boys of the Old Brigade” is proudly carried on by a new 
breed of Marines who are determined see the tradition carried into our 
second century. Semper Fidelis.



Oise-Aisne American Cemetery
Fere-on-Tardenois, France

The Oise-Aisne American Cemetery and Memorial is an American military cemetery 
in northern France. It contains the graves of 6,o12 American soldiers and Marines who 
died while fighting in the vacinity during World War I. Thanks to SgtMaj Bert Caloud, 
usmc (ret.) Superintendent, Oise-Aisne American Cemetery, for his help in researching 
Bill Cooper’s resting place and providing a picture of his grave.

Sgt.William H. Cooper usmc is interred in Burial Plot D   •   Row 32  •   Grave 32



Sergeant Bill
Authorship and date of this poem are unknown. Someone had carefully typed it and

framed it with an American Flag. It is in the archives of the Cooper Marine Post.
We need not judge the poetic quality so much as it should make us aware of the
regard and affection  in which William Cooper was held by his contemporaries.

Yours was e’er a roving spirit, fettered by a human frame

Scornful of reward or glory, you cared only for the game,

‘Just a soldier boy of Freedom,’ Seeking tyranny to kill

Twas a glorious cause you followed for your freedom, Sergeant Bill.

When the battle trumpets sounded you were first in the advance

And though others shrank from danger you sailed bravely on to France:

Where the arctic blasts are sweeping, where the desert sands are still

men in many tongues are speaking of your exploits, Sergeant Bill.

When you sailed you left a mother—yes and left a sister too,

And you left your little sweetheart—they were all the world to you;

Now they’re sad and heavy-hearted and their eyes with tears do fill

And they all are praying for you—just for you, brave Sergeant Bill.

Somewhere out amid the trenches, somewhere in the heat and roar

In the dirt and blood and stenches of the hell that’s known as war,

Where the poison gas is flowing and the shells are screaming shrill

There you made an end of dreaming and awakened Sergeant Bill.

Wakened to the great adventure, and in leaving us it seems

As if you had left behind you some reflection of your dreams,

Some reflections, bright and brilliant that our erring souls will fill

As a braver road we travel we are treading Sergeant Bill.


