A Families Service to God and Country
The following story was told to me by my Grammy. My dad, Aaron, visited his friend John after work one day. When he entered the living room he saw a picture of a beautiful young woman on the end table. It was someone he'd never seen before. When John entered the room Dad asked, "Who is this woman?" He replied, "That's Elizabeth, my wife's sister." Dad confidently declared, "I'm going to marry her someday." That was in November 1948 by January 1949 Dad asked Mom to marry him.
Mom hadn't graduated from high school yet but knew Dad was the one.
On July 19, 1949, my parents married. My Dad's employment as a teacher had ended in May. The school district had hired someone who had a teaching degree and although very intelligent, Dad only had a high school diploma. Full-time employment was scarce in Witten and Dad believed steady employment would enable him to better support Elizabeth and himself. After a lengthy discussion with
Mom, they decided Dad would join the Army, especially since his brothers Andrew, Andy and
Alexander were already serving successfully.
Dad departed for basic training in September. Mom remained with her mother while Dad was serving. Shortly after Dad's departure, Mom found out she was expecting their first child. In June 1950
Aaron Jr. was born. Everyone called him AJ. Three months later Dad came home to see AJ. It wasn't long after his visit that Dad was deployed to Korea. While in Korea Dad diligently wrote several letters to Mom. She kept every letter in a keepsake box she marked "love letters". Dad wasn't able to come home but made sure he wrote a letter everyday. Mom discovered she was pregnant with their second child a few months after his departure.
Dad was overseas when Matthew was born in June of 1951. Two months after Matthew was born
Mom received devastating news that Dad had been seriously wounded when he stepped on a landmine.
They had to amputate his leg from the knee down. Dad was stabilized in the field then sent to a MASH unit in Korea and later transferred to Letterman Army Hospital. While at Letterman he received extensive physical therapy. It was during this time Dad received word his brother Andrew was killed in action. Dad was able to come home for the funeral. This was his first opportunity, since leaving for Korea, to see his wife, AJ, and infant son, Matthew. He looked for his mother but she never showed. He thought how can a mother not come to her own son's funeral. The sad fact was he knew she had been notified.
After receiving physical therapy Dad was released for duty at Fort Carson Colorado where he trained as a Unit Supply Specialist. Their third child, Mark was born January 1953. Mom enjoyed having Dad at Fort Carson because it was only eight hours away and he came home about every other weekend.
Dad loved to tell everyone about his three sons. Saying, "I'm working on a basketball team but I'd like to have some cheerleaders too." The guys would tease Dad saying, "Are you sure you're not working on a squad?" Dad said, "Well, we'll see, the babies are coming in December."
Dad came home on Chrismas Eve. On New Years Eve, Mom went into labor. Eve, that's me, I was born December 31, 1954, at 11:59 PM and Amelia was born January 1, 1955 at 12:13 AM. While home Dad received word that Andy was killed in action. Receiving this news upset Mom to the point she wanted Dad out of the Army. Dad assured Mom that he would be okay because of the injury to his leg and he only had nine months left at Fort Carson. Once again Aaron was disappointed because his mother never showed up for Andy's funeral. Andy was her favorite. He couldn't force her to come but he didn't know why she wasn't coming to her son's funeral.
Grammy asked, "Elizabeth, do you realize every time Aaron comes home you get pregnant?" Mom 's reply was, "Yes, and I'm pregnant again." Grammy commented, "Wonderful, we'll take all the gifts
God will give us".
One September day with the leaves turning from green to yellow and yellow to orange Mom got us to the park but on our way back, Mom fell. When Mom got home she sat on her bed and felt a flutter, then it stopped. She felt another flutter and it stopped too. Being five months pregnant she began to worry. She told her mother what happened and Grammy suggested that our uncle
Raymond take her to the doctor. When she got to her doctor he listened for the baby's heart beats and he couldn't find one. He told Mom the tragic news, the babies had died. The doctor told Mom she would go into labor naturally.
After several weeks, the contractions began. She began to cry uncontrollably knowing she'd never see the babies grow up. When they arrived at the hospital the doctor told Elizabeth she would have to deliver the babies at the Mitchell hospital. He assured her she had plenty of time because he knew how long she was in labor with her other children. He checked her and said she was just at the beginning of labor. She didn't understand the logic of traveling two hours to have the babies. She pleaded with the doctor to deliver them but he insisted she had to go to Mitchell.
Grammy took care of us, while Raymond took Mom to Mitchell. Sixty miles from Mitchell, Mom began to bleed. When they arrived at the hospital, Mom was weak, so they transfused several units of blood. She delivered the stillborn twins but moments later her heart stopped. The doctors performed CPR on Mom but after an hour they realized there was no hope and had to call her time of death.
She had twin boys on October 17, 1955. Their names were Luke and John.
Raymond promptly contacted the American Red Cross to notify them of the tragedy. Dad was out in the field when the commander received the devastating news about Mom and the boys. He immediately [image: ]authorized Dad a leave of absence. On his way home, it began to rain and the roads became icy and
Dad lost control of his car which rolled and resulted in his death. It was later determined Dad was
over driving the road conditions.
The five of us were orphans. Five years to seven months old and we were burying our dad, mom, and brothers. In the last ten years, Grammy endured tremendous loss. She lost a son, husband, daughter, son-in-law, and two grandsons.
At the age of fifty-six Grammy assumed the overwhelming responsibility of raising the five of us. We had lived with Grammy since we were born, so it seemed only fitting that we continue to reside with her. After raising eight children in this home there was plenty of room. Our other grandmother lived in Oklahoma and we'd never met her before. Grammy was assigned our emergency guardian until permanent guardianship could be resolved. After grandma Adams was notified she had thirty days to respond. The courts never heard from her.
When Grammy was given full guardianship she signed us up for survivors' benefits. She was living off the funds the government sent her after the death of her son in World War Il. These funds and taking in mending would not be enough to raise five children. At the funeral, friends and family were very generous when giving her memorial money.
One day two military officers knocked on Grammy's door. Apparently, Dad had a life insurance policy that Grammy wasn't unaware of. Her heart was filled with such joy for this bountiful blessing from God. The officers gave Grammy a box with the remaining letters Mom wrote to Dad, clothing, and medals, certificates and his uniforms. A month later an insurance man presented Grammy with another blessing, a life insurance policy that could be cashed out when each child turned twenty.
When Eve and Amelia turned thirteen Grammy showed us what was in the box. She removed the letters our parents wrote, dad's awards, the Korean Service Medal, the UN Service Medal, two Army [image: ]Achievement medals, two Army Commendation Medals, the Combat Infantry Badge, the Good
Conduct Medal, and the Purple Heart he received as a result of stepping on the landmine. It was very [image: ]exciting to see the letter's our parents wrote to each other and to observe the medals and to read the certificates Dad had received while in the Army.
As time progressed, our brothers' excelled in basketball, baseball and football, fulfilling our father's aspirations. We supported our brother's athletic pursuits in every game as cheerleaders. Our brothers' in turned supported us in debate club, theater production and band, passions our mother held.
In 1970, on AJ's twentieth birthday, he received a $10,000 insurance payout as per the policy. In turn we each received the same amount at twenty. Despite our desire to gift Grammy, she advised us to save the money and use it wisely, emphasizing her happiness was derived from her grandchildren - a value money could not match.
Grammy passed away in 1975, marking the most devastating loss we faced. At the funeral Grammy's children asked us to sit up front as her "Honorary Children", just as we did every Sunday with
Grammy. I looked at the boys and tears were streaming down their cheeks, something I had never observed before. I noticed an elderly woman at the back of the church but didn't know who she was. After we laid Grammy to rest, I couldn't find this woman anywhere. I asked around and John, my dad's friend, said it was our grandmother. I was flabbergasted. She didn't say a word to us. What's [image: ]wrong with her? John's reply was,"Kid, enjoy your life and don't bring heartache into it." I didn't know what he meant but I took his word for it.
In Grammy's room was the box I was looking for. "It was marked "Love Letters". To my surprise every letter mom wrote to dad and vice versa was in the box. This was the source of information for this short story alongside family stories passed long through family history.
To honor our father's legacy each of us joined the Army. Matthew joined the Army in 1971 as a 92G
Culinary Specialist. He participated in the Gulf war. He retired at the rank of First Sergeant. Matthew works at a prestigious culinary school and has worked there for over forty-three years. Matthew and Diane have two daughters and two sons and have twelve grandchildren. They reside in Nevada.
After graduating from carpentry school AJ joined the Army in 1972. He was a 12 W Carpentry and Masonry specialist. He retired as a lieutenant colonel in 1992. Unfortunately, AJ passed away shortly after retiring due to Carotid Artery Disease which extended up to his brain stem. AJ and Lorraine have four daughters and ten grandchildren residing in South Dakota.
Mark Joined the Army in 1973 as a 68 W Combat Medic Specialist stationed out of Fort Carson,
Colorado. In 1990 he was killed by enemy fire during the Gulf war. Mark and Kathy who also live in
Colorado have two daughters and six grandchildren.
I enlisted the Army in 1974, as a 7 IL Administrative Specialist, later I transitioned to 71M
Chaplain' s Assistant. I was stationed at Fort Carson, Colorado. I medically retired from the Army as a Sergeant due to health issues. I obtained a degree in Sociology from South Dakota State University and worked several jobs using my degree. I retired from the work force after health issues continued.
Steve and I have three son, and 10 grandsons! We all live in South Dakota.
Amelia enlisted in the Army in 1974 at the same time I did. She became a 46S Public Affairs Mass
Communication Specialist- After Mark was killed in the Gulf War she decided to leave the military after her enlistment was up. Afterwards she secured employment with a major public affairs groups in Colorado. She married Corey and they have three children and seven grandchildren.
Throughout life's trials and triumphs our foundation of Jove, faith, and resilience carried us through. We always stood together to lift each other up when one of us fell. We believe our parents would be incredibly proud of the family we've become. Our story is a testament to the enduring power of love and sacrifice within a family that never gave up on each other.
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