
  

 

Civil Air Patrol was conceived in the late 1930s by aviation 

advocate Gill Robb Wilson, who foresaw general aviation's 

potential to supplement America's military operations. 

With the help of New York Mayor Fiorello H. LaGuardia, in 

his capacity as then-

Director of the Office of Civilian Defense, CAP was created 

with Administrative Order 9, signed by LaGuardia on 1 

December 1941 

What is R.E.D. Friday? RED is an acronym that stands for Remember Everyone Deployed. R.E.D. 

Friday was created to remind people of our heroes overseas and show that we are thinking of 

them. 

Calendar of events: 

December 1st Civil Air Patrol 
(USAF Auxiliary) 5th Anniversary 
 
December 7th Pearl Harbor Attach 
80 Years ago 
 
 
December 13 National Guard 
Founded Dec. 13, 1636 
 
 
December 18th National Wreaths 
Across America Day 
 
 
December 25th Christmas Day 
 
 

 



The "Day of Infamy",                  

On December 7, 1941, the American naval base at Pearl 
Harbor in the Territory of Hawaii was attacked by 
353 Imperial Japanese Navy Air Service aircraft in a 
surprise military strike, destroying various American ships 
and aircraft, and killing over 2,400 civilians and military 
personnel.  

The speech had a immediate positive response, and long-
lasting impact; it referred to as one of the most famous 

speeches of America                    .  

Founded December 13,1636, Boston MA 

The National Guard is a distinct 

part of the U.S. military that serves both the 

community and country.  

 

  

WREATHS 

ACROSS 

AMERICA 

In 1992, Worcester Wreath 

found themselves with a 

surplus of wreaths nearing 

the end of the holiday 

season. Remembering his 

boyhood experience at 

Arlington, Worcester 

realized he had an 

opportunity to honor our 

country’s veterans. With 

the aid of Maine Seantor 

Olympia Snowe, 

arrangements were made 

for the wreaths to be 

placed at Arlington in one 

of the oldest sections. As 

plans were underway, a 

number of individuals and 

organizations stepped up 

to help. James Prout, local 

trucking company, 

generously provided 

transportation all the way 

to Virginia. Volunteers from 

local American Legion 

and VFW Posts gathered 

with members of the 

community to decorate 

each wreath with 

traditional red, hand tied 

bows.  

The annual tribute went on 

quietly for several years. 

Until 2005, When a Photo 

of the stones at Arlington, 

adorned with wreaths and 

covered in snow 

circulated around the 

internet. 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pearl_Harbor
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pearl_Harbor
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Territory_of_Hawaii
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Imperial_Japanese_Navy_Air_Service
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Military_strike


Merry Christmas, My Friend 

By James M. Schmidt, a Marine Lance Corporal 
stationed in Washington, D.C., in 1986 

Twas the night before Christmas, he lived all alone, 
In a one bedroom house made of plaster & stone. 

I had come down the chimney, with presents to give 
and to see just who in this home did live 

As I looked all about, a strange sight I did see, 
no tinsel, no presents, not even a tree. 
No stocking by the fire, just boots filled with sand. 
On the wall hung pictures of a far distant land. 

With medals and badges, awards of all kind, 
a sobering thought soon came to my mind. 
For this house was different, unlike any I'd seen. 
This was the home of a U.S. Marine. 

I'd heard stories about them, I had to see more, 
so I walked down the hall and pushed open the door. 
And there he lay sleeping, silent, alone, 
Curled up on the floor in his one-bedroom home. 

He seemed so gentle, his face so serene, 
Not how I pictured a U.S. Marine. 
Was this the hero, of whom I’d just read? 
Curled up in his poncho, a floor for his bed? 

His head was clean-shaven, his weathered face tan. 
I soon understood, this was more than a man. 
For I realized the families that I saw that night, 
owed their lives to these men, who were willing to fight. 

Soon around the Nation, the children would play, 
And grown-ups would celebrate on a bright Christmas day. 
They all enjoyed freedom, each month and all year, 
because of Marines like this one lying here. 



I couldn’t help wonder how many lay alone, 
on a cold Christmas Eve, in a land far from home. 
Just the very thought brought a tear to my eye. 
I dropped to my knees and I started to cry. 

He must have awoken, for I heard a rough voice, 
"Santa, don't cry, this life is my choice 
I fight for freedom, I don't ask for more. 
My life is my God, my country, my Corps." 

With that he rolled over, drifted off into sleep, 
I couldn't control it, I continued to weep. 

I watched him for hours, so silent and still. 
I noticed he shivered from the cold night's chill. 
So I took off my jacket, the one made of red, 
and covered this Marine from his toes to his head. 

Then I put on his T-shirt of scarlet and gold, 
with an eagle, globe and anchor emblazoned so bold. 
And although it barely fit me, I began to swell with pride, 
and for one shining moment, I was Marine Corps deep inside. 

I didn't want to leave him so quiet in the night, 
this guardian of honor so willing to fight. 
But half asleep he rolled over, and in a voice clean and pure, 
said "Carry on, Santa, it's Christmas Day, all secure." 

One look at my watch and I knew he was right, 
Merry Christmas my friend, Semper Fi and goodnight. 

 


