
The Park, The Cemetery, The Lake, and the Memorial

By John F. Hall

This is a story, within a story, within a story. In 1957, I was 12 years old and growing up in Orlando,
Florida. I ran into a cemetery to avoid the wrath of about a dozen little Girl Scouts (Brownies),
who wanted to beat me up. In that cemetery I noticed that nearly all of the tombstones had the
same inscriptions of the person’s name, their date of birth, and the date of their death. On one
tombstone, a person put these words: “Remember friend, as you walk by, as I am now, you will
surely be. Prepare thyself to follow me.”

My favorite place in Orlando, Florida is Azalza Park. The park is in a ravine. It has a footpath on
each side of the narrow Fern Creek, that runs through it. In 1924, Walter Rose donated the ravine
to the city for the park. Initially, the funding to develop the park came from the Work Progress
Administration, during the ' Great Depression. The park has stone staircases, wooden footbridges,
and footpaths. There is a designated historic landmark, a stone bridge across Fern Creek. It was
built in 1926, and is called the Washington Street Bridge. The bridge was built to replace a smaller
wooden bridge that took care of all the vehicular and pedestrian traffic over Fern Creek. The park
has benches and picnic tables. The long and narrow ravine park is professionally landscaped, on
both sides.

I remember walking in the park, one day. I was looking at the water that was flowing in Fern Creek.
I noticed two six-packs of soft drink in the creek. I looked around and I did not see anyone else in
the park. I reached down and pulled up one of the six-packs. I thought, that perhaps, someone
forgot that they were there. I was holding a six-pack, when I heard a scream and the words, “Get
him! He is stealing our drinks!” I looked up and saw a dozen Brownies (Girl Scouts) coming down
one side of the ravine. A few of the Brownies had sticks in their hands. I dropped the six-pack and
ran for my life. I ran further into the park, and it came by Greenwood cemetery. It was originally
called the Orlando Cemetery. It has 86 acres and it is the final resting place for over 40,000 Central
Florida residents. This was the first time that I was ever in a cemetery. I got this feeling that I was
disturbing the dead, and trespassing on sacred grounds. The cemetery was established in 1880 and
is managed by the city of Orlando. The most impressive thing to me, in that cemetery, is a life size
marble angel with large wings, and holding about a dozen white roses. The angel statue is sitting
on a single mausoleum made of granite.

Mark Peterson wrote a poem called, “In the Graveyard of Soldiers.” I felt that the title of his poem
is a little misleading. It infers that it is a military cemetery. Such cemeteries are usually created
during a war, with graves dug by soldiers for their fellow soldiers.

These are Mark Peterson’s words: “On sunny summer mornings the myriad markers glean and
shimmer dreamlike in the distance. Visions from the stillness rise, but only of the past, for in this
place, time has come to a sudden end. Glimpsed on headstones faces in plain and shallow font are
etchings of their names. Forefingers trace the course of letters and summon memories, suddenly



vivid, of the fallen — perhaps the only form of resurrection most alive will ever know. A place of
buried treasure this-of ones revered and honored who would unlock secrets of the mind, give us
cures for all disease that we might live a thousand years, and summon knowledge beyond imaging.
Yet we have robbed ourselves of such, for all these gifts lie with them interred; their honors go 
unclaimed. Our headstones too are symbols carved emblematic of their faiths, for we would have
our deities compete for attribution until the soils of all the world run red in honor of their names.
Yet in the end our Gods are much too small, dwarfed by mankind’s boundless vanity.” '

As for me, my faith and belief are found only in my Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ. The word vanity
is mentioned 38 times in the Holy Bible. In Ecclesiastes, Chapter 6, Verse 2, are these words: “God
gives some people wealth, possessions and they lack nothing their hearts desire, but God does not
grant them the ability to enjoy them, and strangers enjoy them instead. This is meaningless, a
grievous evil.” I believe that faith, family, and friends make life worth living. If we believe the
words found in Matthew, Chapter 22, Verse 34, to: “Love the Lord your God with all your heart
and with all your soul and with all your mind;” then we shall be with, Jesus Christ, for all eternity.

In 1965, after Paula and I were married on Fort Campbell, we drove to Orlando, Florida, for our|
honeymoon. We walked around Lake Eola, in downtown Orlando. It has a lighted fountain in one
section of that lake. On the walk path around the lake, a memorial was erected in 1999. It is a life-
size metal statue of a World War II soldier, in steel helmet and web gear. The soldier is standing
on a granite base. On the base is a metal plaque with following wording: “Dedicated to the gallant
men and women who participated in the Battle of the Bulge, 16 December 1944 thru 25 January
1945 in Belgium Luxembourg. The greatest battle ever fought by the United States Army. The
veterans of the Battle of the Bulge assembled here on 16 of December 1999 to commentate the
55th anniversary of the ever-famous American victory, and honor all World War II veterans.”

As a teenage paratrooper in the 101st Airborne Division, in 1962, my uniform, steel helmet and
web gear was the same as that on the life-size metal statue. My uncle, Francis Race was killed in
that battle, where all gave some, and some gave all.
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