
	
 Memorial Day Rumination, 2015.
	
 Rumination 1:  This letter is being written on Memorial Day.  This holiday is one that holds special 
childhood memories for me.  Every year growing up, my family would go to St. Anthony’s Cemetery in 
Johnstown for a special Mass at 10:00 a.m.  At the conclusion, there would be a 21 gun salute and the playing of 
taps.  It was always a moving experience, especially with my father having been a Marine who fought and was 
wounded in World War II.  He taught me a deep sense of patriotism and respect for our nation and at events like 
the annual Memorial Day Service, national pride would swell up within me.
	
 Rumination 2:  This year, my wife and I were watching the annual Memorial Day Concert from 
Washington D.C. They did a special segment on World War II as this year will mark the 70th anniversary of the 
end of the war.  I got to thinking that with my mother being 90 this year, she was only 20 when the war ended.  
More shocking to me was the realization that my father was a Marine, fighting in a foreign land when he was 18 
and 19 years old.   I think about many of our current 17 and 18 year olds in the high school right now.  It is hard 
for me to think about them going for a few months of training and then shipping out into a conflict as massive as 
was World War II where 72 million people died world-wide.  
	
 Rumination 3:  There were 16.1 million Americans who served in World War II.  I wonder if we would 
have that many young people now that would be in the high level of physical fitness required to serve in the 
military at that time.  (By comparison, the U.S. military currently has about 1.4 million people on active duty 
and another 850,000 in the reserves.)  During the World War II era, a greater number of young men lived and 
worked on farms, a far more physically demanding task than the video games and other electronic diversions 
that occupy our young people’s time now.
	
 Rumination 4:  In an article by James Fallows in the Jan/Feb 2015 issue of The Atlantic, Fallows makes 
some interesting observations about America’s understanding and appreciation of the military now and during 
World War II.  He notes that currently,  “The reverent but disengaged attitude toward the military—we love the 
troops, but we’d rather not think about them—has become so familiar that we assume it is the American norm.” 
He further notes that, “Through the decade after World War II, when so many American families had at least 
one member in uniform, political and journalistic references were admiring but not awestruck. Most Americans 
were familiar enough with the military to respect it while being sharply aware of its shortcomings, as they were 
with the school system, their religion, and other important and fallible institutions.”
	
 I’ve often wondered about the level of patriotism among our young people.  I sense that it is not as high 
as it once was.  While we have a good number joining the military after high school, I’m not sure how many 
look at it as a commitment to serve their country and how many look at it as just a career option.  We’ve all 
become so complacent in this nation and have developed such as “what have you done for me lately” attitude 
toward government, that I think it has taken a toll on patriotism.  
	
 Rumination 5:  Along these lines, I’ve often thought about our buildings here in the General McLane 
School District.  Since they were all built after 1958, they do not contain any reminders or memorials to those 
who served in world conflicts.  In school buildings that have been around since the early 1900s, there are often 
plaques recognizing those who served in the great world conflicts. We have none.  I don’t know if having 
memorials in our buildings, especially the high school, would raise the level of patriotism among students but it 
is something I think about.  Washington Township’s Veteran’s park on Route 99 is a great tribute to those who 
served but one of the few I can think of in our district.
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