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Right at the end of World War IT my parents bhought me my First
saillor suit. T can’t begin to tell you how important that outfit
was to me. You see, my eldest brother was wearing a real set of

Mavy biues at the time., and 1 was immensel prowd of hima
Y :

In 1944, my family sat for our first (and only) formal
family photo portrait. As ¥ gaze now into the brown-tinted
images preserved now nearly half a century, I ses an innocent
six-year-ald stancding betwesn our parents. Mom and Dad still had
color in btheir hairv back theny I am sad to repoart that without
The photo, T can’ 1t remember them except with shades of grey o
silver. My pride in that sailor swit seems apparent as 1 search
that woung face. Behind me, my six elder brothers and sisters

stand, arranged in descending order of height from the center.

We were, I gusss, a very typical American family. Dad bhad
gone away to the Army right at the end of World War Iz had hardly
reached the camp when the Armistice that ended the "War to End
ALL Wars" was signed. By the time America entered the Second
Worlid War, his family bhad grown fto seven children, and he, lilke
millicons of obher Americans, had struggled almightily to provicde
for all of us throughouwt the harah depression years. My parents,
like most of that generation, never forgot the Depressiong they
Lived frugally for the rest of their lLives...and provided as best
they could for us. Dad lost his dob early on in the Dapression,
and the family lost our home ——that was net uncommon then. Buat

the luxwry of bankrupltoy and the absolution of debts was alien to



my Dad, and to most dmericans bacle then. Rather, my father
worked long and hard for many years to repay all of his debts.
That was the American way back then, and I pray we will someday

#311F regain that value.

Well, my eldest brother served in the Mavyi by the time of
Korea, hrother number two was nearing service age, and got a
commission in the Army. Mach to my parents relief, 1 suspect, he

wenl into ROTE at college, and later served in Germany.

For myself, there had never been any doubts ever since I put
o that sailor suit at age five, lthere had been no other career
option. I would go to sea. And twelve hours after graduating
from high school, T took the oath, and was promptly packed off to
boot cemp. Rrother number three, two wvears older than me, was in
o huwrryys he doined the Army twe years after I got oy first real

gad Lo wsud .

By the mid-1940s, we two youngest boys were embariked on
military cavesrs.  When America became involved in Vietrmam, we
served there, alternately, for four yvears. Aside from the
cemands of service, we both had young families, and, I must
confess, the letters home 1o Mom and Dad were nowhere near as

freguent as lthey should have been.

Tt wasn "t until more years had passed that it occurred to me
that although my brother and T bhad gone through some trial and

trinddation, my parents (Dad bad been born in 18%98; Mom in 1908



had, in their later years gone through four full vears of worry

about us, The casuwalties of the Vietnam War were more thanm dust
those who fought and died, or were wounded there. Every parent,
every spouse, every child of Americans serving in Vietnam paid a

Price.

When Dad passed away in the mid-1970s, I rushed home from
service with NATO in Italy, and my brother from service on the
island of Kwaialein. In microcosm, we represented, I guess, the
brwadth of America s far-—flung commitments. And in failing to be
Ly our father's side, I believe too, we somehow represented some
small part of the sacrifice America’s servicemen and women had

quietly made over many decades.

Mearly half a cerntwry has passed now since T first pul on
that sailor swit my parents gave wme. PFom has long since doined
Dad afier a long struggle with cancers they rest together on a
hillside not far from the Delaware River in Fennsylivania.
Somewhers along the Line, almost withoul me noticing., we have
hecome the older generation, and my children, I suspect, would

have an equally hard time remembering me withowt grey hair.

T owelt aside my real sailor suit ——wbhich I had worn for over
twenty yearge in 1978, and spend my time now teaching your
children and grandchildren. My principal topic is American
military histery, and I am thrilled still to recount for them the

feats of Mmerica s countle

patriots. 1 must confess. though,

that T am politically incorrect. My heart still skips a beat



wher I see the Stars & Stripes stirred by the West Texas breezesy
and T never swffaer for a second the concern of many liberal
academics that owr United States, blessed by God, might not be

Lhe greatest nation on this earth.

And every now and again I receive a rare reward when 1 see
the light of understanding in the eyves of one of my studentsy
when I orealize thatlt dis some unfathomable way I have managed
successtully to convey to djust one or two of that remarkable
voung generation I face sach day, some small aspect of America’s
Fich military heritage. T would like to shar with you my pride
and confidence in the young men and women who appear in my
classesy @f they are representative of the dAmerican generation
currently maturing, we have nothing to worry about. They are
strong, arnd bright, and of an inguiring mind. In their hands our
generation will be safe and secure when finally we set aside our

burden. God bless the youth of this nation!



