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Mary Anne Mayer and her son, Stan



 fbrury 011catholicdigest .com

U
ntil 1999, I did not even know a Marine, nor 
did I know what it meant to be the mother of 
such a man. 

But one day in September of that year, I 
came home to find a Marine recruiter sitting 

at my kitchen table with my son Stan. I was so overwhelmed, 
I couldn’t speak. Despite my protests, Stan — our sensitive, 
unassuming, yet erudite son who loved to write and draw 
and visit art museums — signed up for the Marine Forces 
Reserve.

Sending Stan to boot camp was like sending Daniel into 
the lions’ den. Three months later, in the sweltering heat of 
Parris Island, he was recognized as the honor grad of his 
platoon. We could not have been more proud. Six-foot-
four, square-jawed, and broad-shouldered, he looked like a 
Hollywood poster for the Marines.

My son the 

Marine

When my son signed up for the Marines 
and was sent to Iraq, all I could do was pray
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Juggling college and the 
Marines, Stan was able to do it 
all. OK, I thought, this isn’t so bad. 
And then, on September 11, 2001, 
all hell broke loose.

I cannot possibly describe 
what it feels like to send your child 
to war. It’s a bizarre explosion of 
fear and pride, helplessness and 
strength, anger and acceptance. 
Surrendering, I placed Stan in 
God’s hands, and asked our parish 
priest to bless him before he left 

for Iraq. As I placed the blue star 
in our window, I finally under-
stood the hearts of all the mothers 
who had gone before me through-
out history.

“Mom, don’t be sad,” he told me 
right before he left. “This is what I 
have prepared for. This is why I am 
a Marine.” 

s
o we put on brave smiles and 
held flags and signs as the 
buses drove our sons to the 

airport. But when they were out of 

view, mothers who were strangers 
only minutes earlier stood togeth-
er on the side of a slushy road in 
Brook Park, Ohio, embracing one 
another with one thing in com-
mon — helplessness. Later, that 
night, while making a cup of tea, I 
sobbed when I saw that the sugar 
bowl was empty.

“Mom,” Stan said, calling from 
California, where the Marines pre-
pared for war, “don’t worry about 
me. I’m in a special unit called 

‘MAP.’ I drive the brass 
around to their meet-
ings — kinda like 
the Secret Service for 
the military.” I felt as 
though a huge weight 
was lifted. I mean, how 
often does one hear of 
officers being killed? 
What he did not say 
was that MAP stood 

for Mobile Assault Platoon, a spe-
cialized unit of handpicked Ma-
rines who executed offensive mis-
sions against the insurgents. 

What I did not know was that 
while I was teaching junior high, 
or mopping the floor, or gro-
cery shopping, Stan was watch-
ing a good buddy lose his leg to 
an IED (improvised explosive 
device) just one Humvee ahead of 
his. Or that he was writing a war 
journal, chronicling the conversa-
tions of his brothers sometimes 

as i placed the blue 
star in our window, 
i finally understood 
the hearts of all the 
mothers who had gone 
before me throughout 
history.
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days before they got wounded or 
killed. What I did not know was 
that rounds of ammo whizzed by 
his helmet on any given day, and 
that before each mission, the men 
in Stan’s Humvee would recite 
the 91st Psalm because they were 
always in harm’s way.

o
ur rituals get us through 
each day. I left Stan’s 
leather jacket hanging on 

the back of the dining room chair 
— just as he had left it. I kept a vigil 
candle on our mantel with a pic-
ture of Stan safely tucked between 
a photo of the Good Shepherd 
and another of my mom and dad. 
We wound a giant yellow ribbon 
and bow on an ancient oak in my 
daughter’s yard. I began attending 
daily Mass and saying the Rosary 
for all the soldiers. Who would 
better understand the suffering of 
our troops than Mary, who stood 
and watched the Passion and 
death of her son?

The passing of each day, each 
week, each month, became a mile-
stone. Then, on Saturday, May 7, 
2005, I paused briefly by the man-
tel and gently touched the photo-
graph of my dad. “Happy birthday, 
Dad,” I said. “Watch over our boy 
for me.”

Little did I know that in a place 
called Haditha, Stan’s Humvee was 
hit by a suicide bomber driving a 

The magazine 
that brought 
two moms 
together
mary anne mayer 
and Janie reinart 
had not seen each 
other since the 
1970s, when they 
both were students 
at ursuline college 
in ohio. after 
mayer’s son, stan, went to iraq, 
a friend handed her a copy of 
Catholic Digest that included 
a prayer service written by a 
mother whose son was also in 
iraq. that mother and Catholic 
Digest writer was reinart.

“god works in mysterious 
ways,” mayer told her parish 
newspaper. “When i realized who 
the author was, i looked her up 
and we reconnected. not too long 
after that the idea for the book 
(see page 68) was born!”

white van packed with explosives. 
As his Humvee exploded, Stan 
looked death in the face. Once the 
dust had settled, somehow Stan 
stumbled out of the driver’s side 
and miraculously got up from the 
ground, entirely blackened by the 
explosion. As skin melted off his 
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face and arms, he continued to 
return fire while trying to tend 
to the wounded. Stan carried his 
brothers to safety and held his 
friends in his arms during their 

last fleeting moments of life. One 
by one, in the milliseconds of 
combat, “Doc” Weiner, Cepeda, 
Marzano, and Graham died and 
five others were wounded that 
night in Haditha. All this while I 
dusted and vacuumed.

“G
od, let your will be done. 
I got no control here.” 
That was how Stan and 

his brothers had begun to pray — 
not to be kept safe from harm but 
to do his will. I was more selfish 
with his life. I wanted him! As I 
thanked God that Stan was spared, 
my heart cried for those mothers 
who, on Mother’s Day, received 
the news that their sons were badly 
wounded or killed at Haditha. 

I wish I could say that the war 
went away after May 7. But, tragi-
cally, the following five months 

continued to bring the war home 
to Columbus and Cleveland, with 
49 of our brave sons making the 
ultimate sacrifice. My hands froze 
on the steering wheel and my legs 

began to shake when I 
heard on the radio that 
14 Marines from Stan’s 
unit had been killed on 
August 3. We rushed 
home and sat by the 
phone, praying that it 
would not ring, and 
fearful of the sound of 
cars in the driveway. 

In the weeks that followed, funeral 
homes swelled with mourners pay-
ing their respects to more of Stan’s 
fallen brothers. Funeral entou-
rages with honor guards stretched 
for miles, and both the young and 
old stood at silent attention as the 
hearses passed by.

By the end of August, I had no 
more tears, but the solitary image 
of the mother of one of Stan’s fallen 
brothers will forever remain in my 
mind. Grief-stricken, she sat on 
a stone bench in the garden of St. 
Albert the Great Church, in front 
of a statue of the Pietà — in front 
of Mary holding the lifeless body 
of her son in her arms.

U
nder the blue skies of a warm 
October day, the mem-
bers of the 3rd Battalion, 

25th Marines returned home to 

stan carried his 
brothers to safety 
and held his friends
in his arms during 
their last fleeting 
moments of life.
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a hero’s welcome in Brook Park, 
Ohio. Hundreds of people lined the 
streets — a testament not only to 
those who returned home, but also 
to those who did not. The audito-
rium where families and friends 
gathered pulsated with excitement 
as we anxiously awaited our sons’ 
arrival. I felt physically lighter than 
air, and when I finally reached Stan, 
I wanted to hold him forever.

In the ensuing months I would 
sometimes just look at him while 
he slept — like I used to when he 
was a baby. He looked the same, 
the physical wounds had healed, 

but he seemed distant. The war 
did not end with the October 
bus ride. Talking about mundane 
things was awkward for me, yet 
that was all that Stan wanted to 
talk about. Stan became a spokes-
person for his unit, and, little by 
little, through his interviews and 
speaking engagements, published 
magazine articles, and the pho-
tographs he had taken in Iraq, I 
began to get a clearer picture of 
the war. But I needed only to look 
into his eyes to know that there are 
stories I will never hear.

While Christmas shopping that 

Janie Reinart and her son, Joe
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year, I came upon a painting of an 
angel embracing a soldier with his 
wings. The 91st Psalm was super-
imposed in the desert background. 

“Could you please wrap this up for 
me?” I asked the clerk as I fought 

back tears. This Christmas gift for 
Stan could say what I could not 
put into words. This angel could 
bridge the awkward gap I felt, 
because I knew that, though I was 
Stan’s mother, this war was some-
thing that on many levels I could 
not share with him. This beautiful 
psalm, sung thousands of years 
ago near the same hills where the 
war was now being fought — this, 
Stan would understand.

We are all changed forever by 
events larger than ourselves. We 
must go on, but we will never for-
get the year our children went to 
war.  CD

excerpted from the book Love You More 
Than You Know: Mothers’ Stories About 
Sending Their Sons and Daughters to War, 
© Janie reinart and mary anne mayer, 
gray & company, publishers (softcover 
/$14.95 /240 pages), available from 
Amazon.com. for more information, visit: 
loveyoumorethanyouknow.com.

An engAging subject
anyone who thinks the art of conversation is dead ought to tell a child 
to go to bed. ■  RobeRt GAllAGheR

no limitAtions
a little girl was diligently pounding away on her grandfather’s word 
processor. she told him she was writing a story. 

“What’s it about?” he asked. 
“i don’t know,” she replied. “i can’t read.”

Love you More 
Than you Know 
by Janie Reinart 
and Mary Anne Mayer

a portion of the 
proceeds from 
sales of reinart 
and mayer’s book 
will be donated 
to ReMIND.org, 
a bob Woodruff 
foundation 
initiative for 
injured service 

members and their families, and 
to the injured marine semper fi 
fund (semperfifund.org).  
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PLayinG By the BooK
a golfer took a magnificent swing, but something went 
wrong and a horrible slice resulted. the ball shot onto 
the adjoining fairway and struck another player in the 
head, who then dropped onto the green. stunned, the 
golfer and his partner ran up to the stricken victim who 
lay, quite unconscious, with the ball between his feet. 

“this is terrible!” exclaimed the horrified golfer. 
“What should i do?”

“Don’t move him!” cautioned his partner. “if we leave 
him here he becomes an immovable obstruction, and 
you can either play the ball as it lies or drop it two club 
lengths away.”

 

Come to the Holy Land
 Walk through the same place Jesus walked. Experience the Gospel come alive for you. 

Be there for ASH WEDNESDAY 

March 7 to 17, 2011. 

hotel all admission and taxes.) Nobody can beat our price either in Canada or US. 

For more details call Scott Scaria at 860-289-2606 or write to Poland-Medjugorje 
Pilgrimage, P.O. Box 281059, East Hartford, CT 06128 or visit us on the web at 
www.polandmej.com.
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Life will not be the same after this experience. It is safe and Peaceful in Holy Land.
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