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Walter Bruce Boomsma, Sr.
S1 USNR - World War II

September 29, 1926 – June 24, 1954

One of my favorite photos of Dad is him in full uniform, kneeling in a pasture. I think he stayed in uniform most of the day—at least that’s the way I remember it. Dad always seemed to stand a little taller and straighter on Memorial Day. I try to be like him.
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Preface
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[image: ]I never intended to write a book about Memorial Day—and yet, for years, I've shared thoughts on each one as it passes.  I’ll let you discover the reason behind this gradually.

There are no chapters as such. These writings are somewhat “stand-alone” but also connected.  Each memory is designed to encourage reflection and engagement with memories in general and specifically with Memorial Day. The final section celebrates some connected events and experiences.

There may be some repetition. I made no attempt to eliminate it, in part because we often hear things differently. Several poems and quotes appear separately near the beginning for easy return visits as you read.

The Memorial Day-specific memories are presented in historical order. This may demonstrate the necessity of thoughtful adaptation to change. The year the memory was first documented appears in small print near the top of the page.

One objective in assembling these reflections is to encourage preservation of memorials, monuments, and the connections among memories. Tradition has value, and preservation involves thoughtful change.

My hope is that we never lose the meaning of our memories. Lucy Maude Montgomery stated it succinctly.

"Nothing is ever really lost to us as long as we remember it."

Life really is the best teacher
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In Flanders Fields
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In Flanders fields, the poppies blow

Between the crosses, row on row,

That mark our place; and in the sky

The larks, still bravely singing, fly

Scarce heard amid the guns below.

We are the Dead. Short days ago

We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,

Loved and were loved, and now we lie,

In Flanders fields.

Take up our quarrel with the foe:

To you from failing hands we throw

The torch; be yours to hold it high.

If ye break faith with us who die

We shall not sleep, though poppies grow,

In Flanders fields.
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We Shall Keep the Faith
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Oh! You who sleep in Flanders Fields,
Sleep sweet - to rise anew!
We caught the torch you threw
And holding high, we keep the Faith
With all who died.

We cherish, too, the poppy red
That grows on fields where valor led;
It seems to signal to the skies
That blood of heroes never dies,
But lends a luster to the red
Of the flower that blooms above the dead
In Flanders Fields.

And now the Torch and Poppy Red
We wear in honor of our dead.
Fear not that ye have died for naught;
We'll teach the lesson that ye wrought
In Flanders Fields.
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Memorial Day Is Not About Loss
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(2013)

“Nothing is ever really lost to us as long as we remember it.”

L. M. Montgomery

For me, Memorial Day has always been a day of reflection and tradition. Unfortunately, one tradition no longer happens because of distance. And yet it has not been lost because of memory.

Some of my most vivid childhood memories center on this day. I remember multiple trips to the cemetery with my father. We would retrieve the flag holder from his father’s grave for wire brushing and a fresh coat of paint before the new flags were placed. I felt a special sense of pride that Grandfather had two flags–British and American, although I didn’t fully understand why.

Of course, there was grass to trim and flowers to plant. We also had to go to the Legion Hall because there were rifles to clean and ready. Dad led the honor guard, and he strove for perfection. To this day, I long to hear “one shot” when the volley is fired.

After all these years, I consider myself fortunate that I can still remember those days when the whole town turned out to follow the parade. I wish we still did that.

I was seven when my Dad was laid to rest next to his father. When old enough, I accepted the responsibility for maintaining the family plot. For a while, I was able to share it with my daughter Bethanie. Time has passed. Life has happened. And while I miss actually making those preparations, I am pleased they are not lost.

Today is a day for remembering and there is much to remember. I’ll be at our town parade. Most of these parades get a little shorter every year. The news reports that one town in Massachusetts will not have a parade, “There aren’t enough veterans.” But in my mind, I’ll see an endless line of veterans marching. They are not lost. I’ll probably get a lump in my throat when taps are played.  But I’ll smile when I remember that the term “taps” originates from the Dutch term taptoe, meaning “close the beer taps and send the troops back to camp.”

Remembering and reflecting do not have to be about loss. “Nothing is ever really lost as long as we remember it.”

Day is done, gone the sun
From the lakes, from the hills, from the sky
All is well, safely rest
God is nigh.
Fading light dims the sight
And a star gems the sky, gleaming bright
From afar, drawing near
Falls the night.
Thanks and praise for our days
Neath the sun, neath the stars, neath the sky
As we go, this we know
God is nigh.
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