Open Ranks

Monday should be a day to remember

By SSgt. George Woodward

3rd Wing Public Affairs

For weeks after he returned from Europe, my Uncle Earl spent several hours every night walking along the dirt road that ran past my grandparents’ farm in Pennsylvania.

Every night, he came home with battered, bloody knuckles.

He never told anyone why, and no one knew until a neigh​bor saw him one night and called my grandmother.

As Uncle Earl walked along that old road, he’d stop at every telephone pole and pound it with his fists.

When my grandmother asked why, he wouldn’t—or perhaps couldn’t—tell her.

Only now, 55 years later, has Uncle Earl begun to talk about what he saw and did as a member of an armored reconnais​sance unit in Germany.

And even now, talking about it is clearly painful to him.

Why? Because despite the intervening years, he hasn’t forgotten.

I know that when Monday rolls around, the concept of Memorial Day will have a much more poignant meaning to him than it does to most of us.

But Uncle Earl wasn’t the only hero in my family. On the top shelf of a closet that holds some of my most precious memories is an envelope with page after page of hand-written letters.

At first glance, they’re fairly mundane—filled with news about the new baby, or the sick cow, or the weather. But then you come across the news about the family down the street who lost a son on Okinawa, and the usually well-concealed fear comes through.

See, the baby was my mother, the writer was my grandmother, and the recipient was my Uncle Earl.

My grandmother is gone now, but she never forgot either. I used to spend my summers with her in Virginia, and we’d watch “World at War” every week. She never stopped re-minding me of what her son’s generation did.

I don’t know yet how I’ll spend my day Monday, but I can tell you that at some point, those letters will come out. You see, I want to make sure I never forget, either.
Have a question? Let us know!
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