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Reflections  
from the 

Pastor 

 The month of May celebrates 

two important American holidays. The 

first is Mother’s Day which will be 

celebrated on Sunday, May 10th. While 

the celebration of mothers and 

motherhood can be traced back to the 

ancient Greeks and Romans, the 

celebration of Mother’s Day in America 

is traced back to pre-Civil War days. 

Ann Reeves Jarvis of West Virginia 

started Mother’s Day Work Clubs to 

teach local women how to take care of 

their children. 
  

 Officially, Mother’s Day was 

the result of the daughter of Ann Reeves 

Jarvis, Anna Jarvis. Anna sought to 

create a day for honoring mothers for 

the sacrifices they made for their 

children. With the backing of John 

Wanamaker, a Philadelphia department 

store owner, Anna organized the first 

official Mother’s Day in the Andrew’s 

Methodist Episcopal Church in Grafton, 

West Virginia. In view of the success 

that first Mother’s Day produced, Anna 

Jarvis began a writing campaign to 

newspapers and prominent politicians 

urging the adoption of a special day to 

honor mothers across the nation. 
  

 By 1912, many states, 

communities and especially Christian 

churches were already setting a Sunday 

aside to honor mothers. It was President 

Woodrow Wilson who signed a 

measure that marked the second Sunday 

in May as the official Mother’s Day. 

  

 In America, as in other nations of 

the world, Mother’s Day has been highly 

commercialized. I remember hearing store 

owners in Honduras telling that they sold 

more merchandise on Mother’s Day than 

they did for Christmas. Here in America it 

has long been noted that more long distant 

telephone calls are made on Mother’s Day 

than on any other day of the year. One 

phone company is quoted as saying that 

they witnessed a spike in phone calls in 

excess of 35% on Mother’s Day. 
  

 Mother’s Day seeks to acknowledge 

the positive contribution that mothering 

makes upon the character of our children. 

William Ross Wallace wrote a poem 

entitled, “The Hand That Rocks the Cradle 

Rules the World” in 1865. In poetic meter, 

he speaks to the power a mother has on 

forging the character and future of her 

children. His focus is not so much upon the 

mother as upon the impact her influence 

will have on future generations either to 

produce good or evil in our world. 
  

 In contrast today, some women look 

with distain upon those women who chose 

to be mothers rather than an employee 

outside of the home. The emphasis of many 

women today is on self and self-fulfillment 

alongside men. In many instances, we have 

all but lost the critical contribution of 

mothers that can enhance our world as well 

as the future by living out their dreams in 

the lives and character of their children. 



 

 

 

  In reflecting on my mother and the impact she 

had on my life, I can sum up a large portion of that 

impact in two words: perfectionism and promotion. As 

the second son, I was relegated to helping my mother 

in the house, garden, and chicken coop. I gathered 

eggs, cleaned and packed them to be sold in town. This 

was the most detesting of my responsibilities. On the 

other hand, mother taught me how to manage the 

garden, which consisted mostly in pulling weeds and 

carrying water.  
  

 She also taught me to cook and here is where 

her perfectionism rose to the surface. There was a 

proper way to mix waffle and pancake batter. There 

was a specific temperature to heat the pans for baking 

this batter. If you did not pay attention and follow her 

advice, you were faced with the unsavory task of 

cleaning the burnt residue from the pans. Her success 

was most demonstrated when I reached high school 

years and on Saturday morning, my father would send 

me to the house to prepare pancakes for breakfast 

while he and my older brother finished the chores. Dad 

loved buttermilk pancakes and he learned that I could 

make as good a pancake as his wife. 

 I am often asked where I developed my writing 

and speaking ability. Much of it came by virtue of my 

personal interest, but once that interest became 

noticeable, mother became my greatest promoter. As a 

Sophomore I entered “The Voice of Democracy” 

speech contest and to my surprise I won 3rd place in the 

entire state of South Dakota. Our local newspaper that 

had a half-hour radio news program, asked me to read 

my speech during one of their programs. I remember 

coming home from school the day before I was to read 

the speech and seeing my mother on the phone calling 

friends so they could listen to her son. From that 

experience I was expected to always write good 

speeches and professionally deliver them. Now the 

pressure is from within, but my mother helped me 

cultivate this ability. 
  

 I was born the year before the Japanese attack 

on Pearl Harbor which officially forced America into 

World War II. I vaguely remember the rationing of 

sugar and other staples but being raised on a farm we 
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were able to churn our own butter and freeze our 

own ice cream. 
  

 The memory that is most indelible in my 

mind is that there were two occasions when we 

stopped farming in order to show patriotism. 

Those two days were Memorial Day and the 4th 

of July. On both these days there were parades 

with the high school band, military personnel 

and cars that paraded down main street and 

ended up at the cemetery where a speech was 

heard and we awaited the 21-gun salute for 

fallen soldiers. 

   

 My hometown of 

Milbank, South Dakota is 

the birthplace of the 

American Legion 

Baseball program. In my 

high school years, I 

played baseball and the 

baseball team became an 

integral part of the 

Memorial Day parade. I remember, with pride, 

the joy of marching with all the participants on 

Memorial Day. 

   

 So, you can look for Lil and me to be at 

the Evergreen Cemetery in Tucson on Memorial 

Day. First, we will place some flowers at the 

grave 

marker for 

Staff Sgt. 

Charles 

Browning 

who was 

killed by an 

IED in 

Afghanistan. Staff Sgt. Browning was a 

colleague of our son, Dale who was also 

stationed in Afghanistan during that time. Then 

we will make our way over to listen to the 

Memorial Day ceremony. See you there! 
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 LETTING GO  

 Sometimes, it is hard to let go of early 

childhood memories that affect our perception of the 

past.  

 I was born and raised in Phoenix, Arizona, as 

was my mother. She was the only daughter of a 

sheep rancher who moved to Tucson from Texas 

(cattle ranching territory). She had four brothers and 

raised two nephews, who, although they often teased 

her unmercifully, would have protected her with 

their lives.  

 My mother’s 

mother, whom I never 

knew, was not of good 

health and succumbed to 

pneumonia when my 

mother was 20 years old. 

My mother had to give up 

her studies at the U of A in 

Tucson to return to the 

ranch in Phoenix when her mother was too ill to take 

care of “her boys” on the ranch.  My mother took 

over the responsibilities of the ranch. She fed the 

family, and ranch hands and tended to the sheep 

ranch while her father and his crew herded the flock 

as they migrated to feeding grounds to the north of 

Phoenix during the summers and back to the Phoenix 

area during the winters. Not an easy job for one so 

young. 

 As a youth and young adult, I was always 

very critical of my mother.  She and my dad were 

much older parents. Because my parents were so 

much older and thought their parenting time had 

passed, they loved having my friends around and my 

mom was always 

our chauffeur. We 

would all pile into 

our family station 

wagon and my 

mother would take 

us to and pick us up 

from our various 

school events.  

 My memory is of her being so very 

demanding of everything I did. I can remember 

spending hours practicing my handwriting ovals, 

slants and letters to her satisfaction.  Whatever 

assignment I was given by my teachers, I had to do  

the assignment twice; one for my mom. She 

expected good grades and for me to get a degree and 

become a teacher . . . as she insisted it would be my 

personal insurance in life that I could always fall 

back on if I needed to work. At that time, there were 

limited occupations available to girls: secretary, 

teacher, and nurse, and not much more. 

 For these many years after my mother’s 

passing, I have referred to her as being critical, 

demanding, and impersonal. A mother who always 

had a better way to do things and had to make HER 

way known to me.  I have come to realize how much 

my mother’s guidance shaped who I am and who I 

have become. I  am now realizing, it is time to let go 

of my criticisms and really appreciate my mom for 

who she really was. Mothers have a way of shaping 

who we become, one day at a time; a pretty 

important job in my estimation! 

Sally West  April 2020  

MEMORIAL DAY 

 Memorial Day is a Federal holiday observed 

on Monday of the last week of May. On Memorial 

Day we honor in a special 

way those persons who 

have died in military action 

while serving the United 

States of America .  

 It was originally 

called Decoration Day 

when people went to the 

cemeteries to decorate 

grave sites. Following the 

Civil war, women of both the North and the South 

make these days occasions to dress up the grave sites 

of loved ones and those who served in the military. 

 In many cities, Boy Scout members place an 

American flag by the graves of military persons. 
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 The following two articles included in this 

Newsletter were submitted to us by Captain William 

John O’Hara. Captain O’Hara served in the U. S. 

Marine Corps for over 20 years. A native of Ontario, 

Canada, he enlisted in the Marine Corps in Detroit, 

Michigan and received his basic training at Perris 

Island, South Carolina.  

 Captain Ohara became an American citizen 

while on duty in Tokyo, Japan. He served in many 

different areas including Vietnam, Iran and in the 

development of the Apache Helicopter in Phoenix, 

Arizona. He continues to be in touch with the U. S. 

Marine Corps and with friends he made over the 

years. 

A Fitting Eulogy 

 On Friday, March 6th, 2020, my Dad, Oscar 

Schrami passed 

away. Dad was a 

man who lived 

life with a 

servant mindset. 

He served his 

country for 28 

years as a United 

States Marine, 

with time as a 

Drill Instructor and tours in Vietnam. He was my 

coach, my guide, and instrumental in developing me 

as the man I am today. He was adored by his 

grandchildren and loved by all of his family; always 

with a smile, hug, or a joke. As much as we will 

miss him every day, we know he is reunited with 

Mom in heaven, back with the love of his life. I want 

to thank my wife Sarah Carmichael Schrami for 

being there for him and our family. Dad knew she 

was his advocate and appreciated all she did. We 

will be taking Dad back home to Wheeling, WV to 

celebrate his life. Dad, one of a kind, forever loved 

and missed.  

(Oscar’s son posted this eulogy on Facebook for his 

father, 3RetMGySgt. Oscar Schrami. It was picked 

up by James M Corbin who forwarded it to John 

Ohara.) 

 MARINES AND THE FLAG 

By Captain John O’Hara (USMC Retired) 

 Marines have always been first to show the 

flag (i.e Iwo Jima). All Marines are trained in 

handling of the 

American flag and 

sometimes serve on 

“Flag Detail” at 

funerals. 

 Equally 

important to 

Marines is the 

celebration of the 

Marine Corps Birthday on November 10th each year. 

In 1936, the presiding Commandant of the Marine 

Corps issued a “Forever Proclamation” that is to be 

read as part of their birthday celebration by all 

Marines regardless of where they may be stationed. 

 To this day I, and every other retired Marine, 

receive a copy of this proclamation in November by 

U. S. Mail. Where Marines can assemble it calls for 

a cake cutting and celebration meal along with the 

reading of this proclamation.  

 This celebration date is seldom changed, but 

can be, if conditions demand it. November 10, 1978, 

I was stationed in Iran helping train Iranian Army 

Aviation personnel when the American Embassy 

came under attack in Tehran. That attack was 

repelled by the U. S. Embassy Marine Security, 

many of whom I had gotten to know since I was also 

stationed in Iran. Because the Embassy was under 

tight security, the celebration of the Marine Corps 

birthday was rescheduled to December 8th. On that 

night, the proclamation was read and those Marines 

present enjoyed great comradery as we celebrated 

the flag raising meal. We were privileged to have the 

American Ambassador present as our “honored 

guest.” 

To this, U. S. Marines would say a hearty – “OO-
RAH!”   
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G T O A N O I T A I C E R P P A 

D E T O V E D C W G A E R A H S 

E N E A M L O A E U S T F I G T 

T D A O O M R N I I O C W I S E 

H E M V F M O S I D H O S U T P 

E R E O S H B R E A K F A S T R 

B E R R P R T I R N O U P M E O 

E T Y E G R E M A C H E O L T T 

S E L R C N I W M E R E U M R E 

T E E A E N I A O F O F S O E C 

T N N R G L T V U L I T E T T T 

E D A R U E E M I T F O S H H I 

Y E A V R T E W U G E Y S E G V 

E E Y N R I R A E W R G I R U E 

M O A E O T E U E J U O K C A T 

J L A G R B I I N H U O F E L N 

Words can be up, down, diagonal and backwards.  Many of the words intersect. 

 

APPRECIATION  GUIDANCE   NURTURE 

BEAUTIFUL   HUGS    PERFUME 

BREAKFAST   JEWELERY   PROTECTIVE 

CANDY   JOY    SHARE    

CHARMING   KISSES   TELEPHONE   

COMFORT   LAUGHTER   TENDER 

DEVOTED   LOVE    THE BEST  

FLOWERS   MATERNAL   WARM  

FORGIVING   MOM    WISE  

GIFTS    MOTHER 
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St John’s UMC Sunday Worship Services, Sidewalk Ministry, Rummage Sale, Rummage Sale work-

days, Bible Studies and other meetings will be suspended until the state-of-emergency is lifted. 
 

 Please stay safe & continue to keep each other in your thoughts and prayers. 


