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Jerry Flynn was a little more than 15 years old when Pearl Harbor was attacked. He was 
riding his bicycle on a Sunday afternoon along the sidewalks of his hometown, 
Jacksonville, Illinois. It was December 7, 1941. Suddenly, people began to leave their 
homes and gather outside to share the news that Pearl Harbor had been bombed. Jerry 
wasn't quite sure what would happen next, but he quickly pedaled home. His life and 
the lives of millions of others would soon be changed forever. 

When he reached 17 years of age, he decided it was time for him to enlist. His older 
cousin, Delbert Flinn, had already joined the Army and was serving as a sharpshooter 
ranger. Delbert would later be killed in the invasion of Italy. 

Jerry was still in high school, but he begged his mother to sign his enlistment papers. 
Finally, she did. Jerry left high school. (He later completed high school after his 
discharge.) He enlisted in the US Navy on September 23, 1943, six weeks after his 17th 
birthday. 

He trained at Great Lakes Naval Training Station in Chicago, IL. Then he was sent to Pearl 
Harbor, Hawaii, where he served in the Shore Patrol, keeping order and patrolling 
outside the base, where snipers regularly tried to thin the ranks of service members. 
Hawaii was still a dangerous location. 

His next duty was in the Northern Mariana Islands (Saipan and Tinian) as part of the 
Asiatic-Pacific theatre campaign. Jerry was assigned to a Seabee battalion, operating 
heavy equipment to repair and build roads, bridges and housing on the islands. He 
returned safely to Pearl Harbor and was mustered out in 1945 as a Bosn's Mate First 
Class. 

Jerry went on to marry, raise a family, and have long and successful business and 
political careers. He was forever a patriot. He helped establish both the Lake Saint Louis 
American Legion and VFW posts. He was proud to serve as the first commander of Lake 
Saint Louis VFW Post 10350. He was a lifetime member of both the American Legion and 
VFW.



This speech was delivered by Jerry Flynn  
at the Lake St. Louis Memorial Day Service May 29, 1989 

Memorial Day, of course, is a day for us to remember those men and women who have 
lost their lives in the service of our country. What Memorial Day brings to my mind is the 
day I came home from Pearl Harbor in 1945. World War II was over, and I had just gotten 
back to my hometown of Jacksonville, Illinois, still wearing the blue cracker jack uniform 
of a Navy Bosn’s Mate, First Class. I was excited. I was back in the land of opportunity and 
I was determined that I would build a great future for myself. It felt good to be home. It 
felt good to be free. And most of all, it felt good just to be alive. 

But something was missing. I had known already that my cousin, Delbert, who I had been 
raised with, like a brother, had been killed in the fighting in Italy. But there was 
something about returning home and realizing he would never be joining me there, really 
got to me. From the memories of childhood, I could see his face and hear his voice and 
remember the adventures we had together. He was my friend; he was my comrade, and 
he was gone. A lot of questions run through your mind at a time like that. Questions like, 
"why him and not me?" and "why did the war have to happen in the first place?" but I 
couldn't think of any good answers. 

So, I decided that there were only three things that I could do to deal with my feelings of 
loss. First, I would never forget my cousin or any of those who died in the war, men and 
women who died so that the rest of us could have life, freedom and opportunity. Second, 
I would make the best of those precious gifts, by always trying to be the best person I 
could be, in the hope that maybe it would give their sacrifice a little more meaning. And 
finally, I would try to do whatever I could do to try to ensure the peace would last, so 
that future generations would not have to lay down their lives in war. 

Unfortunately, the peace did not last and many more have laid down their lives, in the 
frozen mountain passes of Korea, in the steaming jungles of Vietnam and in a lot of other 
little places around the world whose names just seem to fade away. Not one of those 
thousands of fine young men and women ever had anything to do with starting a war, 
but when their country called for them to fight one, they answered. They answered not 
because they wanted to, but just because they were called. For that, I believe they all 
walk with God, each and every one. And if by some miracle they could appear before us 
today and they were able to say just one thing to us now, I think it would be this: they 
would say, “don't ever forget what happened to us, so it won't have to happen again.” So 
that is our call, here today. To remember them, honor them and reflect on how well we 
are taking advantage of all we have to share in this great country, because that is their 
gift to us. 



So, by all means, enjoy this holiday. But take time to remember also. If you have lost 
friends or relatives in war, talk about them, get out their pictures, let them live again in 
your hearts today. And pass on their memories to the children, to the new generations. 
And hope and pray that we can keep those memories burning brightly enough that the 
call to war will never come for them. 


