A Lesson Worth Remembering
A Memoir of Becca Alley

[bookmark: _GoBack]After nearly a decade of optimism and nationwide prosperity the United Sates was thrown into an overwhelming despair that swept from coastline to coastline leaving millions of hardworking individuals into poverty. However The Great Depression would not leave President D. Roosevelt doubting the strong will of the nation. His idea, the New Deal, would provide numerous men of this country with unskilled manual labor jobs.  It was this broad idea that began the Civilian Conservation Corps (CCC). It was the creation of such a program that affected the lives of millions trickling through my Grandfather down to me. History has a legacy and I am now a part of it. 
  In the year 1940, my Grandpa Cope made the life altering decision to join the CCC. He and his two brothers packed their few belongings and traveled by ship to labor on a small island in the Pacific Ocean between Japan and Hawaii known as Wake Island. Instructed to build an airplane runway for the military forces they spent day after day blistering in the sun, nothing but hard manual labor that they hoped would eventually pay off. However on December 6th of 1941 instead of waking to another routine day they arouse to Japanese Kamikaze planes flying overhead in the direction of the Honolulu Island.  Without hesitation the approximate three hundred men on the island began a mad chaos burying anything in site worth value. Listening by radio they awaited the horrific news of the attack on Pearl Harbor. With no place to run and no place to hide the men became sitting ducks, waiting for the massive Japanese ship to approach from the distance. Upon arriving everyone was gathered on the island and in a moment’s time the civilians became prisoners of war traveling to a foreign country. Placed in Japanese work camps, every day following their capture, the brothers were forced to do hard work from sun up to sun down on a rationed diet of broth with a few grains of rice. They would be beaten and tormented by the guards continually. News of death by cold, starvation, and exhaustion by overwork became common in everyday life. 
Being imprisoned for forty-five months and being less than one hundred pounds, my Grandpa and his brothers quickly learned the importance of food despite its often unappealing form. They ate anything and everything they could catch, including snakes and rodents. Once the war ended the prisoners were rescued and delivered back to the United States.  Unfortunately each individual former prisoner still suffered from many diseases including scurvy, dysentery diseases and the lack of important vitamins leading to a disease known as beriberi. My grandfather was subject to each of these diseases until the day he died.   It was through his life experiences that I was never allowed to turn up my nose to plateful of food in front of me. 
Every young child is picky to a certain degree, and I fit perfectly into that exact criteria.  I hated my green peas and there was no way I was going to finish my lima beans. Between my parents and I we spent hours arguing over finishing my food. If I did not finish everything on my plate I was not allowed to leave the dinner table, seemed simple enough to them but I continually was stubborn. As time ticked away on the clock and all the dishes were done and I still had not budged my mom would begin to remind me of grandfather.
She would finish off by saying, “So you see Becca, the food you are willing to throw away, someone would have died for it”, that someone being her father. Although it appears like quite the drastic example to a young child, it managed to get the message across quite clearly to me. It now disgusts me to see how much food is thrown away without even a thought.  As many of the dates I go on include meals, I often leave frustrated because my date will eat a few bites and be done with his meal, never thinking twice while he tosses his half eaten meal into the garbage. Though I would never say anything, this action alone proves to me a lot about a person.  

My grandfather’s world of war camps and starvation seem distant and unimaginable for almost all Americans. In a matter of a few moments we can pull up to McDonalds, Wendys, or Taco Bell and place an order of food that will be delivered to our car window seconds later still steaming from being recently cooked. And in a few seconds, that same food can be tossed in the garbage without a moment of hesitation. My grandfather witnessed hundreds of men starve to death before his eyes and never escaped the haunting images of them withering away to dust. We are privileged enough to live in the United States of America where food can literally be found just about anywhere. However, places still exist in the world similar to the setting my grandfather experienced. Thankfully organizations exist with the purpose of battling world hunger and starvation. 

I am currently working at Great Harvest, a local bakery that makes all its sweets and bread right in the store. Working in a place where you are constantly surrounded by delicious aromas it is not hard to enjoy the novelties of the food. Fortunately part of our motto states “give generously to others,” this does not just refer to our customers but to our community as well. After closing, it is my job to bag up all leftover bread and place it in donation bags. These bags are then picked up weekly and taken to homeless charity foundations around the valley. Furthermore, recently we set up a Food donation center where the local community could drop off canned foods and/or give us a dollar to help starving locally. Though most of us workers do not actually witness the benefits this simple act creates the men and women who do cannot express their gratitude enough. They are continually overwhelmed, grateful and always let us know how our donations are strengthening the people who receive them. 
Along with having a service oriented job I am surrounded by amazing co-workers. A newly hired girl about my age was once telling me about her humanitarian trip to Thailand, where she spent roughly two months giving service. She said being immersed in such an experience with the suffering of families and hopeless children changed her life forever.  After talking to her for less than an hour I was inspired to participate in a service project of my own. I have always had an undying interest foreign humanitarian trips but it was not until recently that I started saving money for one. It is a goal that I am not willing to give up. Americans are so privileged it is our obligation to give back. 

 	I did not know my grandfather very well because he died when I was very young; however despite that prominent relationship absence in my life, his example created a domino effect into my parents’ generation and my own. Little did I know that a principle applied at such a young and picky age would eventually become one of my most cherished believes, shaping my perspective. I believe it is a lesson worth remembering. 

